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AN EVENING AT

“THE CASCADES"”

(Grand Ballroom, The Biltmore, New York)

SO long as fashjon decrees sleeveless

gowns and sheer fabrics for sleeves, the
woman of’ refinement requires Delatone
to conform modestly to the revealment of
arms and shoulders. Delatone is an old
and well-khown scientific preparation, in
powder form, for the quick, safe and cer-
tain removal of hair, Beauty specialists
recommend Delatone for the removal of
hair from the face, neck and arms, After

application of Delatone, mixed with a
little water, the skin is clear, smooth, of

natural color, and hairless, Druggists sell
Delatone, oran original one-ounce Jarwill
be mailed to your address upon receipt
of $1.00 by the Sheffield Pharmacal Co.,
Dept. F. A., 339 South Wabash Avenue,
Chicago, Ill. In the Dominion of Canada,
orders and remittances chould be sent to
Lyman Bros, & Co., Ltd., Toronto, Ont.




UNE is a month of many considerations.
It suggests brides, holidays and holiday-
making, better babies, and the initial
drive upon summer food conservation.
All these questions are foremost in the
minds of the reading public and it rests
with EVERYWoMAN'S WORLD to answer
them.

Our June issue will compel attention
for the variety of its attractiong. The
instalment of our new serial, “My Lad
by Jeffery Farnol, the famous Englis
y amount of enter-
tainment. In addition to this, ‘A Beastly Bit of
Bother,” by Virginia Coyne; “ Red Feather Rides to the
Sea,” a delightful fairy tale for the young by Will H.
Ogilvie; “The Flower of Happiness and Sorrow,” by
Florence Livesay, wherein the author portrays some of
the strange wedding customs of our Ruthenian fellow
citizens, and the concluding chapter of “The Haunted
House on Duchess Street,” will uphold the excellent
standard of our fiction.

The Canada Food Board keeps the Canadian women
informed monthly upon the newest developments in food
matters throug VERYWOMAN'S WoORLD. Besides
the page usually devoted to this, an article written
exclusively for us by Ishbel M. Ross of the Food Board,
“Europe Toils to Avert Famine” will appear. The
articles supplement Miss Katherine M. Caldwell’s Food
Department, which will contain information of absolute
necessity to the housewife at this season of the year.

June ushers in strawberry season, contingent upon
which is the need to can and otherwise conserve this and
other fruits, as a measure of economy as well as a patriotic
duty. Miss Caldwell will prove that at least for small
centres community canning provides for systematized
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If Everywoman’s World
is Late

lF your copy of Everywoman's World is late
in reaching you, or perhaps is lost altogether,
lease remember the difficulties under which

VERY ONE is working just at present.

We are trying to give li'ou the best delivery
service possible and will gladly replace lost
copies or extend subscriptions to cover.

e mail service throughout Canada has
been greatly disorganized owing to the pre-
viously unheard of congestion of the rail-
roads and the depletion ofstaffs in post offices
and elsewhere due to the Military Service Act.

Before complaining of non-delivery, kindly
allow a couple of weeks after publication
date for your copy to reach you.

Conditions everywhere are unusual and
we will all help best to get them back to
normal quickly if we exercise a little toler-
ance. So we ask that you co-operate with us
and—BE PATIENT!

thrift, to the benefit of the individual. She will present
also the newest devices to facilitate this canning. Her
Experiment Kitchen will contain suggestions for practical
gifts for the June bride.

UR Make-Over Fashion Service is becoming more and
more popular. It has proved a real boon to readers
who require advice on the remodelling of clothes. Miss
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Helen Cornelius, our fashion artiste, will always be glad
to answer queries of this kind. Our entire fashion de- '
partment will be expanded next month. It will con-
tain more and better designs, all supplemented by
“EVERYWOMAN’S NEEDLECRAFT COMPANION,” particu-
lars concerning which are presented below. ;

Jean Blewett announces the opening of a new monthly :
feature. For some months she has been conducting on
her “Own Page” “Everywoman’s Forum,” wherein !
queries on all subjects of interest to Canadian women are ,
answered. These have been arriving so *thick and |
fast” that it has become necessary to enlarge the de- .
partment. Beginning with the June issue this will’
be found under its own heading, separate from Mrs. .
Blewett's Own Page, and she invites correspondence.

With the arrival of the first day of June one naturally
begins to plan how, when and where to spend holidays. '
EvErRYwWoOMAN'S WORLD will act as a guide. We will
publish next month photographs of favorite holiday |
spots in Canada. More detailed information relative .
to these, we will furnish upon request.

Some of the other bright features the June issue will
contain are:  “Y.W.C.A. Hostess Houses for Soldiers,”
“Toy Making as a New Canadian Industry,” “The
Gateway to the Silent World’' (a plea on behalf of the
silent deaf) by Madge Macbeth, “The Rise of Elsie
Ferguson’—a “chronicle of the achievement of one of
the most successful movie actresses of the day. “The
Progress of Your War Garden,” *Better Babies,” as
well as the regular departments—‘‘The Bunny Page,”
Madge Macbeth’s picture page of Canadian women
who do things, Business C?::qa for Women, Health
Department, Marjorie Dale Recipe Page and the others.

June issue of EvErywoMAN's WORLD will be the live-
liest yet. Don't fail to fill in the coupon below so that -
there will be no chance of missing your copy.

Everywoman’s Needlecraft Companion Given to You
| Extraordinary Offer to Our Subscribers

IN these days of forced economy, when
every hand is busy, when every
woman has her attention focused upon
means and ways by which she may
stretch the family purse—or her own in-
dividual finances—to the limit, it is not
surprising that there should be a con-
stant demand from readers of EvEery-
woMAN's WORLD for a bigger, broader,
more comprehensive department devo-
ted to every form of Needlecraft. To
meet this need we are publishing a new
magazine devoted entirely to needlecraft
and every subscriber to EVERYWOMAN'S
WOoRLD may receive it regularly, free of
any expense beyond a slight “postage
charge. ;
Everywoman's Needlecraft Companion
fills a long-felt want in Canada, and has
been hailed with delight by lovers of
needlework throughout the Dominion.
They acclaim it as the ideal magazine

postage paid. The service is most com-
plete. Where no patterns are required, ’
complete instructions for making are
given,

The companion is issued quarterly and
mailed direct to you. It contains no
advertising, but is filled from cover to
cover with all that is newest and best
in every branch of needlecraft.

How to Secure Your Copy for
a Whole Year

IF you are at present a subscriber to.

EvErywomAN’s WoORLD, send your:
renewal to-day, together with only ten
two-cent stamps to cover postage, wrap-
ping, entering, etc., and we will enter
you for an entire year’s subscription to
Everywoman'’s Needlecraft Companion,
sending your first copy at once. Your
subscription to EVERYWoMAN’s WoRLD
will run on for a full year after expiry

for devotees of needlecraft, wherein they CONTENTS CONTENTS date. 3
may look for dependable instruction on Crochet : : Knilting : Show this great offer to a friend who
embroideries of all kinds, crochet work, Ig’at Embro;derm 0Odds and Ends does not at present take EVERYWOMANS-
fnfiting ‘ttting, upd Ny Imm?z'm gg;)sh Gc;lfths. tS;ocks WorLD, send her sx{bscription with your
jety of plain and fancy needlework. Diiilorivecy S L C’omatms renewal and we will send the Needle-
Baby Garments Red Cross Work craft. Companion to both for a whole
Hundreds of New Designs Bed Linens, Towels year, all postage paid.
% Table Linens Gift Articles :

NEITHERmrenor expense is spared Poboy Tollirs Uie the 'Cou

to supply the readers of Every- Other Depts. : Han‘gBags Yokes ey
woman's Needlecraft Companion with Easily Made Articles Bedroom Slippers REMEMB?:R this point—only the
the newest and most original designs Lessons in Tatting Under Garments subscribers of EVERywoMAN's
formnibebldarian, il monograsia, et Dressmaking Lessons Baby Garments WOoRLD receive the Companion. It is’

as well as novel ideas for crochet and
knitted goods. Designs by leading ex-
perts in each branch of the art are
presented.
Patterns Easily Secured

FOR the embroidery designs that re-

quire patterns for working, the
Needlecraft Companion provides an
ideal service. Patterns for all designs
shown may be obtained for a few cents
at leading shops throughout the Domin-
ion, or we will mail them to you direct,

-
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[T == =~ SEND THIS COUPON TO-DAY == == == o o o
CONTINENTAL PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED

TORONTO, ONT.

Enclosed please find $1.50 to cover my Nev.
World for one year. In accordance with
for Everywoman’s Needlecraft Compa

Renewal Subscription to Everywoman's
your offer please enter my subscription
nion for a full year. I am sending ten two-
cent stamps to cover postage, wrapping, mailing charges, etc. -

...............................................................

If you are a Subscriber at present, be sure to
label

1 at present.

e i L e s

give your name exactly as it appears on your address

not sold as a separate magazine, but fills
the important need for better Needle-:
craft information for which we have not
sufficient spacein EVERYWOMAN’SWORLD.
The edition is limited—you should
sign and mail the coupon very soon if
you wish to make sure of your copies.
The last edition was very quickly ex-
hausted, and we have had to hold over
many orders till the next issue. That is
the reason for our request to send your
order now, even though your subscrip-
tion may not expire for several months.
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- For Teir Longer Life

—And to Save Tires

For women--a new sphere of activity;
the lowering of motoring cost through
tire conservation.

First aid to their efforts is the shrewd
feminine sense of value in tire buy-
ing. And to further help them--the
Goodyear Heavy Tourist Tube.

True, milady may not be interested in
a tube justas a tube. She seldom has
to pump a leaky one. Punctures to
her mean only inconvenient delay.
But a tube’s greatest service is in
saving tires. And there centres
woman’s interest in tubes.

Also that very saving virtue marks
the superiority of Goodyear Heavy
Tourist Tubes.

Their particular construction--built
up of many thin layers of the finest
rubber--precludes the possibility of
flaws. Each sheet is as thin as the
paper you hold. We can detect and
discard any that contain air bubbles or
grit or other defects. This is impos-
sible with one thick sheet of rubber.

The inspected sheets are then built
up into one perfect piece of solid

rubber of the highest grade. We even
vulcanize the valve patch--for greater
goodness.

Such laminated construction is the
most effective bar to the small Jeak--
the almost imperceptible seepage of
air--that means under-inflation. And
the under-inflated tire is almost cer-
tainly the ruined tire.

To save tires--see that the

y carr
tubes that really hold air--Goodyeasr/
Heavy Tourist Tubes,

Nor will your tube cost suffer.
Goodyear Heavy Fourist Tubes are
extra thick and extra good. They
resist tube failure and serye loyally
They reduce tube cost. :

When tubes are to be bought, see that

they are Goodyear Heavy Tourist
Tubes.

-for their longer life--and to save tires.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co, of Canada, Limited

Goodyear Heavy Tourist Tu.bes ar
Service Stations. The tube is sl:n:;ege";";i:; good%/ea’l"
It is _enc,{osed in a handy bag— in turn marked '?;Imt'
gouml. . Cooc‘z‘ring all is the familiar Goodyear ;zll;y
arton—printed “ Heavy Tourist.” Identify Heavy T ";
Tubes by these marks. e
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UBSCRIPTION PRICE of EvERY-

WOMAN'S WORID is $1.50 per year,
payable in advance, anywhere in Can-
ada or the British Empire. Single copies,
15 cents. United States subscriptions,
$1.75 a year; foreign subscriptions,
$2.00 a year.

MONEY may be sent by Post Office
Money Order, Registered Mail, Domin-
ion Express Money Order, or Cheque
to which exchange has been added.

CA UTION—CHANGE OF AD-
DRESS. We shall change the ad-
dress of subscribers as often as required,
but in ordering a change, the old ad-
dress as well as the new must be given
before the change can be made.

Chas. C. Nixon, Superintending Editor
Jean Blewett, Companion Editor

Entered as second-class matter,
at the post office, Toronto, Ont.

Entered as second-class matter,
Sept. 23, 1915, at the post office,
Buffalo, N.Y., under the Act of
Congress of March 3, 1879.

FVERYWOMAN'S WORLD

CANADA’S GREAT HOME MAGAZINE

Ontario.
Publishers.

MEMBER AUDIT BUREAU OF CIRCULATICNS
Published the First of Each Month by

Continental Publishing Company, Limited, Toronto, Canada
Publishers also of ‘“‘Rural Canada’’ and ‘‘Everywoman’s Storekeepers’’ G

Mary M. Murphy, Managing Editor
Katherine M. Caldwell, Food Editor

Trade Mark Registered 1913,
Department of Agriculture, at
Ottawa, by Continental Pub-
lishing Co., Limited, Toronto,
Magazine and Book

RENEWAL SUBSCRIPTIONS—
Watch for renewal subscription blank
which will be placed in your magazine
when your subscription expizes. By
using this blank promptly you will
avoid missing any issues. Back copies
cannot be supplied.

BE CAREFUL to sign your name
and give address plainly written when
sending remittances.

Advertising Branch Offices
(For advertising business only. I
Subscriptions not received.)
Philadelphia, Metropolitan Building
Chicago, People’s Gas Building
Londoen, England, 16 Regent St., S.W.
Montreal, Cartier Building
Address correspondence direct to Toronto
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EDITORIAL

May, 1918

Wool Scarcity and You: Chil
the War: Passing of the

O you object to wearing a suit that
has developed a shine? Do you
feel self-conscious in clothes that
have begun to look ‘‘shabby’?
Naturally! Then it behooves Cana-
dian women to take precautions,
preventative measures 70w — to
sponge and turn, re-make and re-
model their old wool suits, to preserve their
new ones, for the day is fast approaching when
wool will be practically unobtainable for gen-
eral use.

Canada is producing more wool to-day than
she has at any previous period in her existence;
yet there was never a time when wool was so
scarce, or when so much cotton was used as
‘“filler” in Canadian clothing. The demand is
so pronounced, from a military standpoint, that
the conservation of wool on the part of civilians
is a patriotic duty of no little importance.

The following facts relative to the use of
wool for military purpeses are enlightening:

During the last three years and eight months,
the Allies have made, it is said, sufficient khaki
cloth to stretch around the whole world more
than fifteen times-— approximately 375,000
miles of cloth nearly a yard wide.

This has been an unprecedented strain upon
the wool supply and accounts, in part, for the
increase in Canadian sheep values from about
$6.50 per cwt. in 1914 to $14.50 the price sheep
are bringing at the stock yard at the time of
writing.

Of this enormous amount of wool being
utilized for soldier wear, there is a very small
percentage that returns to the woolen mills to
be torn to pieces and used over again as shoddy.

When civilian clothes are discarded they find
their way back to the pickers, where they are
combed to pieces and used again with new wool.
But with the military uniforms it is entirely
different. They are. buried!’ A stupendous
consideration, this—that the 375,000 miles of
khaki cloth, nearly a yard wide will never be
reclaimed!

It is not strange, then, that the outlook for
us, here in Canada is a serious one. According
to T. Reginald Arkell, manager of the Dominion
Wool Warehouse, which has been recently
handed over by the Government to the Cana-
dian Wool Growers’ Co-operative Association,
these conditions will continue to increase in
gravity until the termination of the war.
It is possible, in fact, quite probable, that the
Government will curtail the use of wool by the
civilian.

Pure wool piece-goods are not merely at a
premium, but are next to impossible to secure.
Goods which formerly sold at $2.00 a yard are
now sold at $10.00. - Tailors say that suits will
be from 40 to 50 per cent. higher next fall than
they were this past winter, and even thpn,
the quality will be inferior. Cottons and silks
are rapidly becoming the chief run for dress
materials.

In the face of all this, is it necessary to say to
Canadian women,—“Don’t waste one scrap
of wool goods. That scrap may be a priceless
treasure next year.” :

WHILE the serious aspect of things is being

borne in upon us every day, there is a
great danger that we may transmit to the chil-
dren of the nation a viewpoint that may lack
appreciation of the sweeter, the happier, the
freer things of life.
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% The Gentlemen
of Oxford

The sunny streets of Oxford
Are lying still and bare,
No sound of voice or laughter
Rings through the golden air;
And, chiming from her belfry,
No longer Christchurch calls
The eager, boyish faces '
To gather in her halls.

The colleges are empty,
ly the sun and wind
Make merry in the places
The lads have left behind.
But, when the trooping shadows
Have put the day to flight,
The Gentlemen of Oxford
Come homing through the night.

From France they come, and Flanders,
From Mons, and Marne and Aisne,
From Greece and from Gallipoli
They come to her again;
From the North Sea’s grey waters,
From many a grave unknown,
The Gentlemen of Oxford
Come back to claim their own.

The dark is full of laughter,
Boy laughter, glad and young,
They tell the olg-time stories,
The old-time songs are sung;
They linger in her cloisters,
They throng her dewy meads,
Till Isis hears their calling
And laughs among her reeds.

But, when the east is whitening
To greeting the rising sun,

And slowly, over Carfax,
The stars fade, one by one,

Then, when the dawn-wind whispers
Along the Isis shore,

The Gentlemen of Oxford

Must seek their graves once more.

NORAH M. HOLLAND.

With so many activities—new duties—clam-
oring for our help, we women are apt to

forget the little daily needs that were ours to -

plan and ours to fulfil. Home must still be
made comfortable, and children must still be
fed, clothed, cherished as lovingly and tenderly
as in times of peace.

The same pleasures and occupations that
claimed the attention of the little ones ten years

itle

ago, call to them to-day. Youth and strength
and buoyant spirits must be conserved. War,
or no war, the generation of to-morrow will
need sound bodies, trained minds, steady nerves
and cheerful dispositions.

The normal happiness of childhood should
be disturbed as little as possible. It is right
that children should have intelligent know-
ledge of passing events, but it is wrong to
allow young lives to be shadowed by profitless
brooding over horrors. There is only one way
in which the war should be brought home to
them—and that is in terms of service. Teach
them what they can do to help; what they
must not do. But keep from them the hatred
that comes of reverses, the knowledge of cal-
culated, universal slaughter. It will be suffi-
cient for them to review it as history; there is
to necessity for them to live it as a reality.

e
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THERE will be very little mourning in
- Canada over the announcement made in
the House of Commons that we are done with
hereditary titles, and titles of all kinds, for
that matter. It was with some consternation,
if not a little amusement, that Canada’s
feminine democrats accepted the news of war-
inspired titles for women. The passing of titles
from husband to wife was, possibly, a necessary
evil. The advanced (?) social status the hus-
band attained with his title must needs be
assumed also by the wife. But that women
should be designated ‘“‘Dame’” and the like,
is really just a trifle far-fetched for comfortable
acceptance on this side of the Atlantic.

The move to abolish titles in Canada has
been made“at an opportune time, in so far
as the effect on the future is concerned. They
have always been the handbook of political
partizanship. And now that women are in the
field, and eligible for such awards, much as we
hate to admit it, what a merry time official
title-makers would have! '

At the present period of civilization, there is
only one excuse for titles—war distinction.
And Canadian women are ready and willing
to leave all the titles of merit going for the men
on the field. The good results effected are the
only recognition we desire for our participation
in the war.

“If it could be done without disrespect to the
Crown he was quite prepared to make a bargain
with the other Knights and take his title to
the market place and put it on a bonfire,”
said Sir Wilfrid Laurier, amid the applause of
the whole house. ““I would not object to being
present,” said Hon. N. W. Rowell, ‘“‘at the
bonfire suggested by Sir Wilfrid.” Neither
would we women!

TTENTION is called to *“Shadows of the Salient”
on page 8 of this issue. The writer, Ex.-Sgt.-Maj.
Hector Macknight has been in the heat of war for the
past three years. These chronicles, which he is writing
exclusively for EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, are first-hand
impressions. They are as realistic as it is possible to
make them without verging on depression. Between
battles the * Bard of the Battlefield,” as he has been
called, will continue with this series, and they will be
published immediately on receipt of them—the next in
she Junissue.
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odbury Booklet, “A Skin You Love to
%12; 'I":’l(:m wil’l‘alind thepropertreatmentforwly
skin and shiny nose. This boold‘et i8 wraoped
around every cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap

..

How to reduce them

Do you know why it is that the inner surface
of your arm is so white and satiny, while the texture
of your face, especially of your nose, is rougher and
shows enlarged pores?

That is the cause of conspicuous nose pores—
the bugbear of so many women, and often the

only flaw in an otherwise perfect complexion. Try the famous Woodbury

treatment for rousing a sal-
low, sluggish skin. You will
Jind directions in the booklet
: wrapped around every cake
Wring a soft cloth from very hot water, lather o Woddbury toay

it with Woodbury’s Facial Soap, then hold it to your
face. When the heat has expanded the pores, rub
in very gently a fresh lather of Woodbury’s. Repeat
this hot water and lather application several times,
stopping at once if Your nmose feels sensitive. Then
finish by rubbing the nose for thirty seconds with a
plece of ice. Always dry your skin carefully.

This treatment cleanses the pores and strengthens the
small muscular fibers so they can contract properly.

: : Begin this treatment tonight
It is €Xposure —constant exposure to changing

temperatures—sun, wind and dust—that enlarges
the pores and coarsens the texture of the skin of
your face,

On parts of the body that are habitually covered
by clothing, the skin changes very little from the
fine texture of childhood. It needs no special care
to keep it fine and smooth.

The skin of your face must have
special care

The pores of the face, even in normal conditions,
are not so fine as in other parts of the body. On the
nose especially, there are more fat glands than else-
where and there is more activity of the pores.

Under exposure to wind and dust and sun, the
pores of the face contract and expand. If the skin
is not properly stimulated and kept free from dirt,
the small muscular fibers, especially those of the nose,
become weakened and do not contract as they
should. TInstead the pores remain open, they collect

After ten days or two weeks of this Woodbury treat-
ment, you will begin to see an improvement in your skin.
But do not expect to change completely in this short time
a condition resulting from long continued exposure and
neglect. Make this special treatment a daily habit and
supplement it with the steady general use of Woodbury's
Facial Soap. Before long you will see how it gradually
reduces the enlarged pores until they are inconspicuous.

In the booklet which is wrapped around every cake of
Woodbury's Facial Soap, treatments are given for the various
troubles of the skin. A 25¢ cake of Woodbury's is sufficient
for a month or six weeks of any of these treatments and for
general.use for that time. You will have the same experi-
ence that all others do—when you once use Woodbury's
you will always use it. Woodbury's is on sale at dru

stores and toilet goods counters throughout the Uniteﬁ
States and Canada—wherever toilet goods are sold,

dirt and dust, clog up and become enlarged.

Send for sample cake of soap with booklet of
famous treatments and samples of Woodbury’s
Facial Cream and Facial Powder

Send us 5 cents for a sample cake (enough fora week or ten
days of any Woodbury Facial treatment) together with the
booklet of treatments, ‘A Skin You Love to Tough." Or
for 12c we will send you samples of Woodbury's Facial Soap,
Facial Cream and Facial Powder. Address The Andrew

Jergens Co,, Limited, 2605 Sherbrooke Street, Perth,
Ontario.

If your skin has become gradually
coarsened, this special treatment
and the general use of Woodbury's
Facial Soap will make it fine and
8oft again. For directions, see the
booklet,* A Skin You Love to Touch”’
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{HIS play will require two stage-settings:—
the first, a simple cottage interior, the
second a woodland scene.

The costumes are as follows:

MARGERY, upon first entrance, wears
cloak and hood. She carries a basket on
her arm. Later, she wears any pretty
simple, rather old-fashioned, dress.

MortaER WOTHERWOP, black gown, apron,
and large cap, framing her face. In wood-
land scene, a tall, pointed hat, such as worn by tradi-
tional witch is added to this costume.

HANs wears brown jerkin, baggy breeches and round
cap. 5

TaE FArries, the usual fairy costumes.

Tre PRINCE, dark green lgzmblet, riding boots and
breeches, cap with plume.

SCENE 1.—Mother Wotherwop's Cottage. Late afternoon.

MOTHER ?W.—Margery! Margery! Where's the baggage
now
She has been gone all afternoon. I vow
She'll smart for this. And there’s so much to do,
Water to carry and the wood to
hew,
And herbs to gather for my potions
too.
Margery!
HaANs (enters)—Why, Mother, what
a noise you're making.

Where's Margery?
MotHER W.—The hussy needs a
shaking.

I sent her tothe town three hours

ago
And bade her hurry back.
Hans.—Well, this I know,
I want my supper quickly.
Motuer W.—Want, I fear,
Must be your master until Mar-
gery's here.
There's nothing in the house. (Goes
to window and looks out.)
HANns.—Where can she be?
You give the girl far too much

liberty.

I'll alter things when I am master
here;

She'll learn to mind my orders,
never fear.

MotaER W.—You have not wed her

yet! :
Haxs.—Well, I don't care;
There's other girls. But, Mother,
tell me where
She came from, and why I must
her, do.
Motuer W.—Because I tell you.
That's enough for you.
She’s my dear daughter’s child.
Hans.—Don't talk such stuff.
You've kept the secret from me
long enouih.
Tell me, or 1 won't marry her.
Moraer W.—Well, then, A
Think for a time. Do you remember when
Our present King banished his brother?
Hans.—Yes,
But what has that to do with——?
MotrER W.—Can’t you guess?
That brother had a daughter, oaf, and she——
I was her nurse—was——
Hans.—Mother! Not Margery!
MotHER W.—Yes, Margery, ifr%ut the truth were known,
Is the true Princess, heiress to the throne.
Known it skall be when you have wed her, and
Her husband will be King of all the land.
Haxs.—And I'm to be her husband? Oh, how grand!
I'll eat the very best of food, and wear
Satins and silks and jewels rich and rare,
And never work again.
‘MortrER W.—Hush! Here's Margery.
Margery enters.)
(To Marger[tl') What do you mean by not obeying me?
1 bade you hurry back and not delay,
And you have been all afternoon away.
Here's poor Hans waiting for his supper. Set
The table quickly. See that the tea is wet.
"MARGERY (Moves about, setting table)—I'm sorry,
grandam. Yes, I'm late, I know,
And yet I'm out of breath, I hurried so.
Hans.—What kept you then?
MARGERY.—The windows all were full
Of O such lovely things, and coming home
The woods were starred with flowers. I gathered some.
MotaHER W.—Flowers, indeed! I think the girl’sa fool!

MarGERY.—And while I picked the Prince came riding

by,
(O grandmother, he is so beautiful!)
He stopped and spoke to me and asked if I
Would give him one.

HANS (putting his arm round her).—So the Prince spoke to

(Door obm and

you,
My little sweetheart?
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A Fairy Play in Three Scenes -

By NORAH M. HOLLAND

(Entered at Ottawa in accordance with the Copyright Aet)

MARGERY (Pulling away and striking him).—Leave me
alone, Hans, do.
I'm not your sweetheart, and will never be.
HaNs (Holds hand to cheek).—You little cat! You'll pay
for that, you'll see!
MotrErR W.—How dare you, hussy?
MARGERY.—Don’t let him touch me, then;
For, if he does, I'll strike hinr once again.
MotrER W.—You should be proud that you are honored

80, :
A beggar such as you.
MarGeERrRY.—~Well, this I know,
I would not wed him, were he made of gold.
MotaEr W.—You would not, girl? You'll do just as
you're told.
(Margery is about to speak.)
No words now. Do you mean to stand all day?
Bustle and get these things all cleared away,
You've idled long enoug%. Then, disappear!
I've work to do and do not want you here.
Mother W.)
Hans.—Scratch, would you, little cat? Some day you'll be
Sorry for this when you have married me.
MotaER W. (Puts in her head.)—Here, Hans, a minute.
I've a word for you.

(Exit

Say, mortal, what you be!"

HANs.—I'm coming, Mother. (Exit.)
MARGERY.—Oh, dear, what shall I do?
Wed Hans, indeed! Well, that I can’t and won't.
Yet %'andam will be angry if I don’t
And beat me. If she does, I'll run away.
They say that in the wood the fairies stay,
I'll go to them for help this very night.
(Clears table as she talks.)
There now, all's clear, and I have finished quite.
(Sits down.)
How fine the prince looked! What blue eyes he had!
Oh, how I wish—(Jumps up) Margery, are you mad?
What? You the witch’s grand-daughter, and he,
Prince of the land—a nice thing that would be.

MotreER W. (calls outside).—Margery.

MARGERY.—There's grandmother. ( I'm coming—yes.
I wonder if he saw my nice new dress. (Exit.)

SCENE 2.—The same room. 1o o'clock at night. Enter
MotrER W. and HANs.
Hans.—Is Margery asleep?
MotrER W.—I looked at her
As I came down; her eyelids did not stir.
She is too young to lie awake at night.
Hans.—Then let’s begin and call each gnome and sprite
And goblin here to join our revelry,
And tell us if the girl shall wed with me.
MOTHEII?.I W.—First we must light the fire and speak the
spe
That gives us mastery.
HANs.—Oh, very well. ~ (Kindles fire and puts pot on.)
There, that is done. ;
MotaER W.—Then draw the curtains tight.
Haxs (Doing so).—Will that do? See, I've shut out all
the light.
MOT]]:P;R W.—Now then join hands and dance around the
rim,
While in the pot the magic broth doth swint.
HaNs and Motaer W. (Dancing and singing).
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Head of lizard, eye of owl,
Hair of wolves that nightly prowl,
Wing of bat, and murderer’s hand;
By their power we you command,
Gnome and goblin, djinn and sprite,
Bear us company to-night. -
As they sing, GOBLINS steal in and join the dance, whicl)
grows quicker, until HANS and MorrER W. stop, out
of breath.
GoBLIN 1.—From the caverns where we dwell
You have called us.
GoBLIN 2.—By your spell
We are bound your will to obey.
GoBLIN 3.—What our task is, Mother, say.
GoBLIN 1.—Would you that the past we show,
Or the future would you know?
GoBLIN 2.—For, believe me, we can tell
Past or future wise and well.
Hans l&to Mother W.).—Well, they none of them would
take
Prizes for their beauty's sake.

MoteER W.—Hush, my son, and pray take care!
Should you anger them, beware!
They can pinch you black and blue.
(To Goblins).—Thanks, good friends, I give to you.
GOBLIN 3. (To his fellows).—Hear the
churl’s unmannered speech!
GoBLIN 1. Him a lesson we will teach
Ere we leave.
MoraErR W.—My son, you see,
Fain would wed Maid Margery.
Tell us what the end will be.
GoBLIN 4.—Does the maid not love
him, then,
That he needs must seek our aid?
Moraer W.—She is obstinate, and

when
He declared his love, she said
She would sooner die than wed.
GoBLIN 1.—Brothers, draw a circle
round;
In the centre, Hans be found.
Dance around him, weave our spell,
Weave it strongly, weave it well.
(Goblins dance and sing.)
All the powers of ill befriend us,
Hearken to our song and send us
Strength to work our spell aright,
Help to do our task to-night.

Teach the maid to turn her eyes
Upon Hans in loving wise;

For to-night he asks that he
Soon may wed Maid Margery.

GoBLIN 2. (Gives botile to Hans).—

If to wed the maid you think,

Mix this potion with her drink.
GoBLIN 3.—But forget not there are

powers

With a magic more than ours.
GoBLIN 1.—Should they choose ta

take her part

We are helpless.

MotaER W.—By my art

She of them shall never hear.
Hans.—We will watch her, never fear!

Goblins dance wildly and exit, shouting:
GoBLIN 1.—The dawn, the dawn!
GoBLIN 2.—We must begone. X
GoBLIN 3.—The morning star has shown her ray.
GOBLIN 4.—Back to our caverns we must haste,

The morning light is coming fast.
GoBLIN 1.—No longer here we must delay.
Haxs (Yawning).—Well, they have gone.

have we to do?
MotaER W.—We'll to our beds, and sleep an hour or two,
(Exit MoTHER W. and HANS. Curtain.)

Now what

SCENE 3.—A moonlit glade in the forest. Midnight,
Fairies dancing. ¢

CLovERrSEED.—Now are the rude blasts of the winter
’

And vagrant Spring comes dancing down the lane.

QuINCEBLOssOM.—The grass is springing fresh and green
once more.

MAryBUD.—And all the flowers are peeping out again.
MAYFLY.—Soon shall our Queen be here.
QuinceEBLOssoM.—Before her feet

The daffodils shall make a carpet sweet. .
MaryBUD.—Swiftly the dawn draws near. The eastern

s S s

Is rlgidening now, though still the moon rides high.
CroveErsEED.—Hush! There’s a robin’s song.
MAaryYBUD.—And here comes Bee.

(Bee bustles in, looking very important.)

You're only just in time, old Industry.

Come, stay awhile and join our revelry.
Bege.—I have no time to waste in pranks like these;

Out of my way, you fairies.
QUINCEBLOSSOM (angrily).—Pranks, if you please!

We'll tell the flowers to hide their honey-dew

And not to give a single drop to you.
BEeE.—Oh, go and chatter to the butterfly!

I have no use for fairies. No, not 1. (Bustles out.)

(Continued on page 31)
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“Who can cope
with the duplicity of
a woman,” I retorted.
“But, Lisbeth, you will
give me one—just one ?”’

CHAPTER 1.
TREASURE TRoOVE

SAT fishing. I had not
caught anything, of
course—I rarely do, nor am
I fond of fishing in the very
smallest degree, but I fished %
assiduously all the same, g/
because circumstances de-
manded it,

It had all come through /
Lady Warburton, Lisbeth’s
maternal aunt. Who Lisbeth js you will
learn, if you trouble toread these veraciou
narratives—suffice it for the present that she has been an
orphan from her youth up, with no living relative save
her married sister }]ulia anc{)flcr Aunt (with a capital A)—
the Lady Warburton aforesaid.

Lady Warburton is small and somewhat bony, with a
rp chin and a sharper nose, and invariably uses a
lorgnette; also, she is possessed of much worldly goods.
recisel{ a week ago Lady Warburton had requested
me to call upon her—had regarded me with a curious
exactitude through her lorgnette, and ently though
firmly (Lady Warburton is always firm) had suggested
that Elizabeth, though a dear child, was young and
inclined to be a little self-willed. That she (Lady
Warburton) was of opinion that Elizabeth had mistaken
the friendship which had existed between us so long for
something stronger. That although she (Lady Warbur-
ton) quite appreciated the fact that one who wrote books,
and occasionally a play, was not necessarily immoral—
still I was, of course, a terrible Bohemian, and the air
of Bohemia was not calculated to conduce to that
degree of matrimonial harmony which she (Lady War-
burton) as Elizabeth’s Aunt, standing to her in place of a
mother, could wish for. That, therefore, under these
circumstances my attentions were—etc., etc.

Here I would say in justice to myself that despite the
torrent of her eloquence I had at first made some attempt
at resistance; but who could hope to contend successfully
against a woman possessed of such an indomitable nose
and chin, and one, moreover, who could level a pair of
lorgnettes with such deadly precision? Still, had Lisbeth
been beside me things might have been different even
then; but she had gone away into the country—so Lady
Warburton had informed me. Thus alone and at her
mercy, she had succeeded in wringing from me a half
promise that I would cease my attentions for the space
of six months, “just to give dear Elizabeth time to
learn her own heart in regard to the matter."”

This was last Monday:. On the Wednesday following,
as I wandered aimless?;l along Piccadilly, at odds wit
Fortune and myself, my eye encountered the Duchess of
Chelsea.

The Duchess is familiarly known as the “Conversa-
tional Biook” from the fact that when once she begins
she goes on forever. Hence, being in my then frame of
mind, it was with a feeling of rebellion that I obeyed the
summons of her parasol and crossed over to the brougham.

“SO she’s gone away?”” was her greeting, as I raised
my hat—*Lisbeth,” she nodded, “I happened to
hear something about her, you know.”
It is strange, perhaps, but the Duchess generally does
““happen to hear”’ something about everythin%.
“And you actually allowed yourselt to be bullied into
making tKat promise—Dick! Dick! I'm ashamed of you.”
,“How was I to help myself?"” I began. “You see—"
“Poor boy!"” said the Duchess, patting me affection-
ately with the handle of her parasol, “It wasn't to be
expected of course. You see, I know her—many, many
years ago I was at school with Agatha Warburton.”
)“But she probably didn't use lorgnettes then, and—"

“‘Her nose was just as sharp though—* peaky’ I used to
callit,” nodded the Duchess. ‘“And she has actually sent

e éj(‘f}?.f Hyl

Lisbeth awaﬂ—dear child—and

to such a horrid, quiet little
place, too, where s e'll have
nobody to talk to but that
young Selwyn—""

“I  beg pardon, Duchess,
butﬁ"

“Horace Sel n, of Selwyn
Park—cousin to Iord Selwy:,qgf

Brankgsmere. Agatha has been

scheming for it along time,

under the rose, you know. Of

course, it would be gz good

match, in a wa —wealthy, and

all that—but { must say he

bore§ me horribly—so very serious and
precise!”

“Really!” 1 exclaimed, “do you mean
to say—"

“I expect she will have them married

before they know it—Agatha’s dreadfully
determl.ne - Her character lies in her nose
and chin.”

“But Lisbeth is not a child—she hag
a will of her own, and—"

“True,” nodded the Duchess, “but i
it a match for Agatha’s chin? f'\nd thenS
too, it is rather more than possible that

4 you are become the object of her bitterest
A scorn by now."”

“But, my dear Duchess—"
“Oh, Agatha is a born diplomat, Of
course she has written before
this, and without actually say-
ing it has managed to conve
the fact that youarea monster of
perfidy; and Lisbeth, poor child
18 pyoba})ly crying her eyes out;
or imagining she hates you, is
ready to accept the first pro-
posal she receives out of pure pique.”
“Good heavens!” [ exclaimed, “what on
earth can I do?”
“You might go fishing,” the Duchess suggested
thoughtfully.,
“Fishing!" I repeated, “—er, to be sure, but—"
“Riverdale is a very pretty place they tell me,” pur-
sued the Duchess in the same thoughtful tone; “thereisg
house there, a fine old place called Fane Court. It stands
facing the river, and adjoins Selwyn Park, I believe,”
“Duchess,” I exclaimed, as I jotted down the address
upon my cuff, “I owe you a debt of gratitude that [
can never—"
“Tut, tut!” said her Grace.
“I think I'll start to-day, and—"
“You really couldn't do better,” nodded the
Duchess. :
* * * * * *

AND so it befell that upon this August afternoon I sat
in the shade of the alders fishing, with the smoke of
my pipe floating up into the sunshine.

By adroit uestlonmf I had elicited from mine hosts of
the Three _?olly Anglers the precise whereabouts of
Fane Court, the abode of Lisbeth'’s sister, and guided by
his directions, had chosen this sequestered spot, where
simply turning my head I could catch a glimpse of jts
tall chimneys above the swaying green of tree-tops,

It isa fair thing upon a hot summer’s afternoon Within
some shady bower to lie upon one’s back and stare
up through a network of branches into the limitless b]ye
beyond, while the air is full of the stir of leaves, and the
murmur of water among the reeds. Or Propped on a2
elbow, to watch perspiring wretches, short of breatK
and purple of visage, urge boats up stream or down, each
deluding himself into the belief that he is enjoying it
Life under such conditions may seem ve fair, as I eav, s
yet I was not happy. The words of the uchess seemed
everywhere about me.

“zou are become the object of her bitterest scorn by
now,”” sobbed the wind. .

“You are become,” etc., etc., moaned the river
It was therefore with no little trepidation that I lookeq
forward to my meeting with Lisbeth.

It was at this moment that the bushes parted and 5
boy appeared. He was a somewhat diminutive boy
clad in a velvet suit with a lace collar, both of which
were beautifully bespattered with mud.” He carried his
shoes and stockings beneath one arm, and in the other
hand swung a hazel branch. He stood with his little
brown legs well apart, regarding me with a critical eye;
but when at length he spoke his attitude was decidedb;
friendly.

‘‘Hallo, man!”

“Hallo,” I returned; “and who may you be? "

“Well,"” he answered gravely, ‘“my real name is Regin-
ald Augustus, but they call me ‘ The mp.'"”

“I can well believe it,” I said, eyeing his mydq
person. y

“If you please, what is an imp? "’

“An imp,” I explained, “is a sort of an—ange],”

“But,” he demurred, after a moment’s thoyght
“I haven't got any wings an’ things—or a trumpet,’” s,

“Your kind never do have wings or trumpets,”

“Oh, I see,” he said; and sitting down began to w;
the mud from his legs with his stockings. A

““Rather muddy, aren’t you?”’ I hinted, The boy cast 7
furtive glance at his draggled person.

e FRAID I'm a teeny bit wet, t0o,” he said, hesitating.

ly. “You see, I've been playing at ‘Romans,’ a5

I had to wade, you know, 'cause I was the standarq.

bearer who jumped into the sea waving his sword p’

First Instalment of Our
Great New Serial
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N MY Lady Caprice” will prove, without
magazine has ever published. The
his kind, the most outstanding writer of the
carries with 4, therefore, exhilaration.
enthusiasm. It lacks qll problems, as they
to-day, save the wholesome, amusing and heart :
cleverly written romance such as this. We
are so heavily burdened with cares and Sor-
such as “ My Lady Caprice,” will serve as an
made our decision against a war story and in
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£rying, “Follow me?’ You remember him, don't you?—
he“s in the history hook."
0 be sure,” [ nodded; “a truly heroic chara(',tert'
But if you were the Romans, where were the ancien
Britons?” ¢
“‘Oh, they were the reeds, you know; you ought tohave
Seen me slay them. [t was fine; they went down like—
like—" ;
g
“Corn.before the sickle,” I suggested. "
Yes, just!” he cried; “the battle waged for hours.
20U must be rather tired,” k
o1 "Course not,” he answered, with an indignant 100K
I'm not a girl—ap I'm nearly nine, too.” :
I gather from your tone that you are not partial to
the sex—yoy don't like girls, eh, Imp?”’ irl
Should think not,” he returned; “silly things, gir'®
are. There’s Dorothy, you know; we were playing 2
€xecutions the other day—she was Mary Queen of Scots

and silver paper, yoy know: t her head off
:he cried awfully,y an’ [ onl'y aggc\irew }1;1:;1 tlhtcauweenies': little
: AP—an’ they sent me to bed at six o’clock for it. I be:
leve she cried on purpose—awfully caddish, wasn't it?
the d.2.d€ar Imp,” said I, “the oller you grow, the more
e Deprawty of the sex will become apparent to you.

thought iy know, T like you,” he said, regarding me
a N octBly. “I think you are fine.”

I, 80t a pocketfy] yesterday, only Aunty found
1" made me let them all go again,”’

out a

He stood with his
little brown legs
well agart, 7€
garding Mo
with a crit-
ical eye-

! said, sympathetically; “that was the
only got One

“I've
and thrusting 5
e drew forth ¢

e left now,» continued the Imp;
.ha!‘d Into the pocket of his knickerbockers
Smelsl Or 50 of slimy worm and held it
: S nice and fat !23, igs‘;lmy palm,
ooseb:’rry’i)ol?sied,:c_he Imp; ¢ i e
€ proceeded t. o 2nd dmpping it back into his pocket

“"Fraid eI' 0 don his shoes an Stckinie

» you n111:? ]}),‘tt nguddy," he said suddenly.
“Do you thix;gk b = warse it [ anlswered reassaringlye
torting himself hOrrt-b'l’Y 11 notice it he inquired, con-
back. 1bly in order to view the small of his

“Well,” hesitateq «
“1 1perenated S Tea depends, you know.”’

on't mmdu I%prot. v, or Bettyythl:e gg:;{' or the
hhe Lisbeth I'm thinking about.”
::Auntig Lisbeth » €xclaimed, regardless of grammare

at is she like,?"repeated the Imp,
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"OH. she's grown up big, only she’s nice. She came

to take care of Dorothy an’ me while mother
goes away to get nice an’ strong—oh, Auntie Lisbeth’s
jolly, you know.”

“With black hair and blue eyes?”” The Imp nodded.

“And a dimple at the corner of her mouth?” I went
on dreamily—**a dimple that would lead a man to the—
Old Gentleman himself?"

“What old gentleman ?” enquired the Imp.

““Oh, a rather disreputable old gentleman,”” I answered
evasively.

““An’ do you know my Auntie Lisbeth?"

“I think it extremely probable—in fact, I'm sure of it.”

“Then you might lend me your handkerchief, please;
I tied mine to a bush for a flag, you know, an’ it blew
away.”

You'd better come here and I'll give you a rub-down,
my Imp.” He obeyed, with many profuse expressions of
gratitude.

“Have you got any Aunties? "’ he inquired, as I labored
upon his miry person.

“No,"” I answered, shaking my head; “unfortunately
mine are all Aunts, and that is vastly different.”

“Oh,” said the Imp, regarding me with a puzzled
expression; ‘‘are they nice—I mean do they ever read to
you out of the history book, an’ help you to sail boats,
an’ paddle?”

“Paddle?” I repeated.

“Yes. My Auntie Lisbeth does. The other day we
got up awfull’ earl& an’ went for a walk an’ we came to the
river, so we took off our shoesan’ stockingsan’ we paddled
it was ever so Joll'y, you know. An’ when Auntie wasn't
looking I found a frog an’ put it in her stocking.”

“Highly strategic, my Imp! Well?”

“It was awful funny,” he said, smiling dreamily.
“When she went to put it on she gave a little high-up
scream, like Dorothy does when I pinch her a bit—an’
then she throwed them both away, 'cause she was afraid
there was frogs in both of them. Then she put on her
shoes without any stockings at all, so I hid them.”

“Where?"” I cried eagerly.

“Reggie!" called a voice some distance away—a voice
I recognized with a thrill. “Reggie!”

“Imp, would you like half a crown?”

“Course I would; but you might clean my back,
please,” and he began rubbing himself feverishly with his
cap, after the fashion of a scrubbing brush.

“Look here,” I said, pulling out the coin, “tell me
where you hid them—quick—and I'll give you this.”
The Imp held out his hand, but even as he did so the
bushes parted and Lisbeth stood before us. She gave a

little, low cry of surprise at sight of me, and then
frowned.

“You?" she exclaimed.
“YES,” I answered, raising my cap. And there I

stopped, trying frantically to remember the speech
I had so carefully prepared—the greeting which was to
have explained my conduct and disarmed her resentment
at the very outset. But rack my brain as I would I
could think of nothing but the reproach in her eyes, her
d{‘sdatinful mouth and chin—and that one haunting
rase:—
*“‘I suppose I am become the object of your bitterest
scorn by now?"” I found myself saying.
“My aunt informed ~me o?—of everything, and
naturally—"
“Let me explain,” I began.
“Really, it is not at all necessary.”
“But Lisbeth, I must—I insist—""

“Reginald,” she said, turning toward the Imp, who was
still busy with his cap, “it’s nearly tea-time, and—why,
whatever have you been doing to yourself?"

“For the last half hour,” I interposed, ‘ we have been
exchanging our opinions on the sex.”

“An’ talking 'bout worms,” added the Imp. “This
man is fond of worms, too, Auntie Lisbeth—I like him.”’

“Thanks,” I said; but let me beg of you to drop your
very distant mode of address. Call me Uncle Dick.”

“But you're not my Uncle Dick, you know,” he
demurred.

“Not yet, perhaps; but there’s no knowing what may
happen some day if your Auntie thinks us worthy—so
takel:( time by the forelock, my Imp, and call me Uncle
Dick.”

Whatever Lisbeth might or might not have said was
checked by the patter of footsteps, and a little girl
tripped into view, with a small, fluffy kitten cuddled in
her arms.

‘“Oh, Auntie Lisbeth,” she began, but sto to
stare at me over the back of the fluffy kitten. e

“Hallo, Dorothy!"” cried the Imp;
“this is Uncle Dick. You can come
an’ shake hands with him if you like.”

“I didn’t know I had an Uncle Dick,”
said Dorothy, hesitating.

“Oh, yes, it's all right,” answered
the Imp reassuringly. “I found him
you know, an’ he likes worms!”

“How do you do, Uncle Dick?” she
said in a quaint, old-fashioned way.
“Reginald is always finding things,
you know, an’ he likes worms, too!"
Dorothy gave me her hand demurely.

From somewhere near by there came
the silvery chime of a bell.

“Why, there's the tea-bell!”
exclaimed Lisbeth; “and, Regin-
ald, you have to change those
muddy clothes. Say good-bye
to Mr. Brent, children, and
come along."”

“Imp,” I whispered as the
others turned away, ‘“where did
ou hide those stockings?' And
}]slippcd the half crown into his
ready palm.

‘‘Along the river there's a tree
—very big an’ awfull’ fat, you
know, with a lot of stickie-out
branches, an’ a hole in its sto-
mach—they're in there.”

“Reginald!” called Lisbeth.

“Up stream or down? "’

“That way,” he answered,
pointing vaguely down stream;
and with a nod that brought the
yellow curls over his eyes he
scampered off.

“Along the river,” I repeated,
‘‘on a big, fat tree with a lot of
stickie-out  branches!” It
sounded a trifle indefinite, I
thought!—still I could but try.
So having packed up my rod I set
out upon the search.

She triumphantly

hand.

IT was strange, perhaps, but nearly every tree I saw
seemed to be either “big’ or ‘“‘fat”—and all of them
had ‘“‘stickie-out' branches.

Thus the sun was already low in the west, and I was
lighting my fifth pipe when I at length observed the tree in
question.

A great pollard oak it was, standing upon the very edge
of tge stream, easily distinguishagle by its unusual
size and the fact that at some time or another it had been
riven by lightning. After all, the Imp’s description had
been in the main correct; it was “fat,” immensely fat;
and I hurried joyfully forward.

I was still some way off when I saw the distant flutter
of a white skirt, and—yes, sure enough, there was Lis-
beth, walking quickly, too, and she was a great deal
nearer the tree than I.

Prompted by a sudden conviction, I dropped my rod
and began to run. Immediately Lisbeth began running,
too. I threw away my creel and sprinted for all I was

clutched *“them’ in her
“Tt would spoil
the pair,” she replied.

Like a bird rising from
her mest the devoted
panama rose in the
air and fluttered
into a bramble

bush.
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worth. I had earned some small fame at this sort of
thing in my university days, yet I arrived at the tree
with only a very few yards to spare. Throwing myself
upon my knees, I commenced a feverish search, and pre-
sently—more by good fortune than anything else—my
random fingers encountered a soft, silken bundle. When
Lisbeth came up, flushed and panting, I held them in
my hands.

“Give them to me!”’ she cried. e

“I'm sorry—"

‘“‘Please,” she begged.

“I'm very sorry—"

“Mr. Brent,” said Lisbeth, drawing herself up. “I'll
trouble you for my—them.”

‘““Pardon me, Lisbeth,” I answered, “but if I remember
anything of the law of ‘treasure-trove’ one of these
should go to the Crown, and one belongs to me.”

Lisbeth grew quite angry—one of her few bad traits.

“You will give them up at once—immediately.”

“On the contrary,” I said very gently,
“seeing the Crown can have no use for one, I
shall keep them both to dream over when
the nights are long and lonely.”

Lisbeth actually stampe(i] her foot at me,
and I tucked ‘“them” into my pocket.

“How did you know they—they were
here?" she inquired after a pause.

“I was directed to a tree with ‘stickie-out’
branches,” I exclaimed.

“Oh, that Imp!” she exclaimed and stamped
her foot again.

“Do you know, I've grown quite attached
to that nephew of mine already?’’ I said.

““He's not a nephew of yours,” cried Lisbeth
quite hotly.

“Not legally, perhaps; that is where
you might be of much assistance to us, Lisbeth.
A boy with only an aunt here and there is
unbalanced, so to speak; he requires the
stronger influence of an uncle. Not,” I con-
tinued hastily, ‘‘that I would depreciate aunts
—by the way, he has but one, I believe?”
Lisbeth nodded coldly. :

“OF course,” I nodded; “and very lucky,
in that one—extremely fortunate. Now
years ago, when I wasa boy, I had three, and
all of them blanks, so to speak. I mean none
of them ever read to me out of the history book,
or helped me to sail boats, or paddled and lost
their— No, mine used to lecture me about
my hair and nails, I remember, and glare at
me over the big tea urn until I choked into
my teacup. A truly desolate childhood mine.
I had no big-fisted uncle to thump me per-
suasively when I needed it; had fortune
granted me one I might have been a very differ-
ent man, Lisbeth. You behold in me a horrible
example of what one may become whose boy-
hood has been denuded of uncles.”

“If you will be so very obliging as to return
my—my property.”’ &

“My dear Lisbeth,” I sighed, ““be reasonable;

(Continued on page 49)
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By Ex-Sgt.-Major Hector Macknight

OU'LL go up and take over Trench 69

Sergeant!”
“Very good, Sir.”
The O. C. Company indicates the position

on the map with a half burnt cigarette.
“You know what to do?"’

“Yes, Sir."

“And how to get there?"

**Sure."
e “We'll be there at nine o'clock! Good
uck!"”

gpringtime in the Salient.

n the left is Zillebeke Lake,

It looks good in the sunlight.

I rest awhile.

There are ducks over there anc some moor-hens too.

" Whiz!—plump!!—whish 11"

Up goes a column of water, housetop high.
The spray is cool on my face.

The ducks and moor-hens disappear.

It is a good idea—I disappear too.

Good old Fritz! Straffing nothing as usual.

Here is a tiny trench bridge across a stream.
Clear, limpid flows the water.

Abutterfly settles on the sunny side of a sandbag.
How long have you to live, Butterfly?

What is it Tennyson says in ‘“The Brook"'?

" Men may come and men may go,

But I go on forever.”

True O! Stream—too true.

How many men have come and gone in your time?

Hey presto! Here I am at Zillebeke Village.
Straight out of a Communication Trench,
On to the Main Street.

A street of ruins!

A village of death!

That was once a church across the way.
It isn't now!

e huge buttressed front still stands,
But the roof and the sides are gone.
I can see the ruined altar from the street.
There is cloth of gold upon it.
A life-size Crucigx leans forward—
Surveying the Devil’s debris.

ms and masonry are piled in confusion—

Where worshippers once knelt and prayed—
Aye, and stood to sing the praises of
TKe God of Love.
But the god of Hate holds sway.

There are some old graves here.

Aye, and new ones too.

I note the names of two of the sleeping ones.
A stone tells of one, August Van der Lip.

A worthy man, he departed this life in
“Anno Domini 1743."”

A wooden cross tells of another,

" The Right Honourable Guy —— ——— Earl of — "
The epitaph is simple.

*“Killed in action near this spot—1914.""

He was “One of the Guards.”

“Requiescat in Pace,” O! August the Burgomeister.
“Rest in Peace’ O! noble Englishman.

A lesser grave of some humble Walloon—

Is surmounted by a wooden cross.

There is a little metal figure of Christ nailed
upon the cross.

I feel I would like to carry that little metal figure.

Two months later we are rushed up to this same place.
Something has gone wrong up in front.
- Across that ﬁelg is Fritz! |

Shells fall in the churchyard again.

Noble, Burgomaster and Serfg are scattered broadcast
in their sleep.

Uprooted. Exhumed!

I am defending the position with others.

I am thrown down,

!Bruised and deafened——

open my eyes.

The little metal Christ lies by my face.

I give it to a Catholic stretcher-bearer who tends me
some months later,

But, to return to my story——

A lark sings its truant melody,
[ am in the communication trench again,

The village is behind me,
Suddenly T emerge into a beautiful wood,
It is Maple Copse—some magpies are chattering.

Pop-pop-pop-pop!

Lots of popping!

Anti-aircraft guns!—¢ Pom-Poms."”

They*re after a Bosche “Taube.”

““Taube” means * Dove"—but it jsn't!

I stare upwards with straining neck.

The aeroplane speeds for its own lines and safety

The air is decorated with Cream Puffs. &

The p},lzis swell and evaporate as they travel with the
wind.

Zizz-phit!""—

Falling anti-aircraft shrapnel—

I nestle up against a tree-trunk for protection.

It is before the days of steel helmets.

I am mindful of “Golgotha "—*“the place of a skull.”

B?re and bye, I saunter on through the Copse, :

The “ Dove of Death’ has disappeared.

Suddenly, melodious from the Woods, a dove!

Seclusion

Just let me be alone

With memories for acquaintances and foes,

For memories have neither pride nor pose,

And I—I would atone!
Some wasted years, some hours
Wherein I strove, and striving, won
A ray of hope from Life's all-dazzling sun,
And saw—and knew sweet flowers.
Some Sin and Shame, some Hope
Of Life Eternal, passed in raptured heights;
Some sad, despairing struggles in the nights
Where lurking demons grope.
Some pain—sweet pain, some bliss
Untrammelled with the cares the years have brought,
Some shrinking in Life’s Battle, faintly fought
—A wry and tear-wet kiss!

Just let me be alone;

E'en memories reproach me. Let me pay

The price myself. My sins will not away-—

At least they are mine own.

Cemelery, Carency, August, '17).

“Ku-Coo! Ku-Coo! Ku-Coo!"
Isn’t war funny?

It is the Dove of Peace,

A dug-out—the built-up kind, with a cross on top.
I wali over to find out what it means.

It has suffered a “direct hit" from a *Coal box."
The living place of its occupants—

Has become their tomb.

Five mother's sons rest there.

Three large Indian tepees among the trees,
Made of faggots.

How on earth do they come here?

Why the Indian troops built them, of course,
Ghurkas!

Those quick little men with the knives.

Where fresh water trickles into the trench

Iseea ‘“‘Scotty” filling a Rum-jar—

With water! ’

I hail him: 4

“Where's your B. Coy. headquarters, Jock?”
*‘Doon Vigo Street and roond Regent Street.”

I am now on my new front. 3

The Company Sergeant-Major of the Jocks greets me:
‘‘Hello! ggrg., takin’ over?

All right! I'll show you round.”

I am resting in the Jock Sergeant-Major’s Bivvy.

(Written by Mr. Macknight in the French Soldiers'

I have checked over all trench stores.
know the ‘lay of the land.’
Wo bombing Saps—two list’ning posts.
ot en my Company arrives about 9 p.m.—
jos :ry and remember everything.
ol vv{f/a;:r'n and sunny and oh! so peaceful—
{'\nd this is the nose of the Salient! !
~I-I-r~r-r-r-r|"’

{l\h! what was that?
“I~F-I-r-r-r-r!”

A Stromboss Horn!

A GAS ATTACK! |

Out into the trench, quick!

he Sergeant-Major kicks me in the eye, in his hurry.

All the Jocks are i i
ire pulling their gas b
Stuffing the skirts of them intogt?miiriisllg?: s

Fumbling with neck b
e e uttons and hooks.

me are feeling thejr ba
Yyonets,
X my own tbayonet—hastily.
m not worried somehow about th
¢ e gas.
WVant to see how thig other Battalio%n acts.

he Sergeant-Mai i
J=Major disappears al the trench.
€ sun shineg a4 usual. g e

lark sings beautifully.

ae “Look out, Boys!"
Ver come Fritzie’ —
undreds of ’e:llis il
Millions (it seems) of 'em—

1ey've got th ight.”
Iam burged up %o thefiv‘:i:tge il
: elp v;r{xlth the wounded. 5
quickly as it began the g 11-d tops.
}x«ia;;:’:]r uphqn the firing stepf.: St
machj
! getmustllook or:; l‘g.uﬂs Spatter the parapet.
‘ritzie's nfantry myst be nearl :
: X on top of us.
‘(l}g E)]ltg ({ gﬁk on mger%zh'i ggoglies like a kid
ritz he handles!)
Ancel l;:ll( i?:{lz .my left is cursing beneath his mask—
Y own rifle ig bob-bob-bobbing j
g in hands.
PR et v
1 S€ Ross things,
I wish to God Fritz would :§:1e!

I can hard]
Y see n
are al] steamedo‘llxv;') e
Th:tls zzy fault,
15 u O see i
£ At thread of torxslogfgttl?lgg;xr Wwire—
m;::z-_xtbhangs out toward Fritz!
A i blowing towards Fritz!
seeolr\lngs IJlny gas-mask,
Shell b S:n s-Land clearly now—
ritz's wire—
ut no gas cloud—
And no F ritzigs! !c b 7

Everybody is perspir
And laughing%eues;f;ri"
. breathing deeply,
eone i
“Wh}e; $ays, with a brogq Scot<_:h accent:

n I was pre., i
s Pre-emptin’ 20 mjjes North o’ the

The Serg [aj
eant-MaJor return
.I:Ie has an office, with him?s.

y haven't
The officer is eigilie}::{?ur 8as masks onp "

catch his eye

e looks at ‘my Jegs.
I wear no kije 5%

Y glass in yoy, gas-mask goggles,”

H
E e €€ out with hig g .
e Fipston e e i s e
as been a fake G35, A
(Even the Boy. . tta?k‘
0y-Scouts say ‘“Be Prepared.”)

I make out 5 list of

‘I"m kind of sleep;, the woy
Wake me up wh,

““Sure thing, Mac.r the rel

nded for the Sergeant-Major. -

ief gets here, Major.”

S A Glance Backward S

Two baby tips shall kiss the lips

That mine so often sought and pressed,
A tiny hand, a tiny head

Supplant my head upon thy breast.
But oh! ’tis joy, "tis bliss divine

To know that babe is mine—and thine.

A curly head shall bowed be

And lisping words to Heaven shall rise
While God will pity thee and me

With tender words and tear dimmed eyes.
For though ’tis mortals’ fate to err

In mortals’ eyes—God’s love is there.

Two toddling feet, two chubby hands
A cherub face with laughing eyes, : M
These I shall know jn far off lands : Th.
‘Neath crime besmirched and bloody skies
And ever faithful shall | ‘ge :

A mother’s love for Babe—and me.



By Professor
A. B. Farmer

AVE you ever noticed that the man with
a really extraordinary aptitude for some
H particular kind of work, whether artistic,
literary, oratorical or mechanical, dreams
about accomplishments in that one line
from childhood until the opportunity
comes for him to try his hand? Then
when that opportunity comes, it seems to him as if from
that moment he has really begun to live, as if the past
has indeed been but a dream with passing shadows of the
intense, joyful reality of realization.

Too often, perhaps, the opportunity does not come,
and the dreams remain but shadows.

I suppose that in every generation, as there have been
many men with so much of the hog in their nature that
they found their highest pleasure at the table, many
with so much of the horse as to delight in nothing more
than a race across the open rolling country, many with
so much of the tiger as to always love the woods and
the hunt, so there have been some with so much of the
bird element in their make-up that from childhood
they have dreamt of the conquest of the airy blue.

Such are the men who have led in the conquest of
the air—men to whom the way of the bird had an
irresistible fascination, men who were ready to risk limb
or life for the fierce joy of a moment’s flight.

I remember well a man who properly belonged
to the bird tribe. I do not know that he has yet flown
his first flight. If he has not, he will,

His very appearance, his long narrow face, his narrow,
prominent chin, his thin, beaked nose, his eyes, set
deep beneath his over hanging brows, now dimmed as
if with thought, now blazing with enthusiasm over some
new idea, all suggested the soul of some swift bird
impatiently awaiting its opportunity to speed among
the clouds and climb towards the sun.
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deadly accuracy, the British Tommies realized that be-
fore the Germans could be decisively defeated on the
ground they must be defeated in the air.

Three years of war passed by. Gradually the Allies
have been making up for lost time. Gradually they
have been developing machines and training fliers, and
the last of the great nations to enter the war comes in with
an initial appropriation of over six hundred million
dollars for aviation.

Three years more passed by. Suddenly like an explo-

sion appeared the war in Europe.

The Germgn war
machine was ready.

During those first terrible weeks, Sl eation of Avialore

when the German machines soared at will over the
British trenches each flight followed by artillery fire of

N war work, the fact is well recognized that the work

of the aviator is not only a most romantic, but a most
dangerous branch of the work. Therefore only those
best suited to the work should be trained for this
branch.

One way of selecting men suitable for aviation is the
voluntary method. Let those who want to fly come
forward.

This method eliminates from the choice at once a
great many who could never learn to fly. Those who
easily become dizzy when they look down from a height
or when they drop down a couple of stories in a swift
elevator, rarely want to try.

But experience has proven that there are many men
who want to fly for whom the attempt would be ex-
ceedingly risky. For this reason a very thorough
medical examination is made, and after passing the
medical examination the candidate is put through the
tests devised to imitdate some of the most unpleasant
experiences through which the flyer is likely to pass.

While the tests used are very ingenious, and success-
fully weed out a large number of the candidates for
training, there are some conditions which it is almost
impossible to imitate on the level and therefore even

I

2 d from left, top,
a pioneer of the inventive type,

Capt. Baldwin (2n
row)

He was a teacher once in one of our
Canadian colleges—the same where first
in Canada boys were taught the use of
tools as well as pencils. Twenty-five
years ago he was entertaining his friends
with plans for a trip around the world.
Actording to his first plan it was to be by
boat, then by balloon; finally, in 1893,
he was planning to make it by aeroplane,
feeling that with the progress aviation was
then making he was safe in planning the
trip for the year 1900,

To him, while practical men were still
arguing the advantages of heavier than
air machines as compared with the balloon
type, the answer, the ultimate superiority
of the heavier than air machine seemed
unquestionable, and the value of the con-
quest of the air for war and peace appeared
so obvious that he could not imagine that
funds should be lacking to press forward
the work already accomplished to the
point where within a decade aeroplanes
should be as common as in fact automobiles
are to-day.

From a great height it is easy to under-
estimate distances, and maybe my bird-
man friend should be pardoned for his

error in underestimating the time required for the fulfilment of his
dreams. Most men are of the earth, and too many of them live in
ditches, and cannot see ten feet ahead, much less share the vision of

the eagle:

In a way his vision and his hopes seemed justified. Was it not
already twenty-five years since the first
heavier-than-air machine had flown under
power in the Crystal Palace, London.
sure, that was only a model machine,

itsown
To be :

it flew under its

could be done.

enable them

ing people?

V.C..D.5.
ngland’s
greatest air hero.

Capt. Ball,
O., M.C.

circled, ten, eleven, twelve of them in the air at once,
steady bi-planes and
come. Industry and
is ever another war, it will be settled in the air.”

with a tiny two-pound petrol engine, but
own power and proved to
all who had understanding that the thing
Was it credible that even
yet Professor Bell and the Wrights should
appeal in vain for financial assistance to
5 to carry on the details of con-
structing larger machines capable of carry-

Had my dreamer friend stood with me
on the fourteenth story of the Republic
Building, Chicago during the great Aero-
plane Meet in 1911, he might well have
exclaimed as those great birds rose and

: the little darting Bleriot monoplane,
well have exclaimed: “It took longer than I thought, but the
commerce must now take notice, and j there

Major W. A. Bishop, V.
C., of Owen Sound, the
Canadian Hero Airman.
He has all the character-
istics of the perfect type
of aviator.

Four Italian Aviators. Note the
close similarity of build and feature.

v v 50 ey e

ﬁct it remains a speculation as to how each
eginner, no matter how well he has passed
the preliminary tests, will take to the air.

Appearance a Guide

F you will collect the photographs of the

remarkably successful aviators, you may
be surprised to notice how close a family
resemblance there is among them.

That there should be such a resemblance
is as natural as it is that there should be
a certain resemblance between people
adapted to any other particular line of
work, between sprinters for example in
athletics, between swimmers, or between
artists.

There are certain definite conditions
to be met with in aviation, and to meet
these conditions requires certain charac-
teristics of body, of disposition, and of
intellect, characteristics so definite and
so imperatively demanded that they must
be found in every-air fighter who survives
any considerable number of air battles, and
be found in such a degreee as to give a
characteristic build of head, face, and body.

There is such a definite relationship

between theappearanceand the characteristics that I amsafein saying

that every trainer of aviators learns before long, whether he knows
the reason behind every characteristic he observes or not, to pick
at sight.

out the promising material from the unpromising

Physical Build

FI RST consider some of the physical
conditions which the aviator must meet.
His machine is at all times under the,con-
trol of his muscles, and therefore his muscles
must be such as respond instantly to the will.
Therefore we find aviators of rather compact
build, never heavy, slow-moving men.
Next, he must be prepared to climb in a
few minutes, tora height of ten or fifteen
thousand feet, where the atmosphere is so
rare that an ordinary person suffocates for
want of air. -~ Such conditions require
lungs of extraordinary size and activity,
and a powerful heart to meet the emergency.

Lieut. de Mandrot of
the French Flying
Corps, nowin U.S. A.

Therefor(; ]we find the successful aviator
the t a man of large, long, 'and deep lungs. The French call this the
ha n%{;:ﬁt Respiratory Type, and choose this type exclusively for the flying

! corps and for work in high mountains,

They find that such mcn
demand plenty of pure air,

are restive under confinement, but are
(Continued on page 42)

have :
Ralph H. Upson, U.S.dirigible pil.
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“l will tell you something to say,’’ persisted the child.

ZRA BENDER'S fiery temper and frequent
abandonment to it were explained, by his
family at least, as being ‘just his way.'

The Misses Bender had made a hopeless
mess of sisterhood. Under the miscon-
ception that they exhibited a spirit of
Christian forbearance, the worthy souls
had bowed before their brother's tyranny
until he had become as harsh a despot as
fact or fiction can produce. There was

little joy and much resignation in their lives.

Upon occasions when Brother Ezra set the willow
cups a-rattling, and threatened to wreck the Chippendale
cabinet, and tread the rockers off the chairs, the gentle,
timid sisters would huddle together and whisper:

“Heshould have hada child!”’ which, under the circum-
stances, was somewhat analagous to making a similar sug-
gestion in regard to a man-eating cannibal.

How the idea of adopting a child was conceived is of less
importance than how the plan was carried out. Affairs
of nations have been settled without so much conferring
and mental fluctuations.

“Shall we bring her first and tell him afterward?”
asked Miss Amanda, the youngest and most emancipated
of the quartet.

“Oh! Dearest! We wouldn't dare,” breathed Miss
Prudence, whose name indicated her character.

“There will be an awful scene,” observed Miss Agatha.
“We had better ask him early in the morning, before
the worries of business interfere.”

“Or at night, just after dinner and his nap,’
Miss Sophia.

“Or Sunday, dear, when you have taken up his break-
fast tray,"” advised Miss Agatha, turning to her youngest
sister.

“If T have to do it, dear,” returned Miss Amanda,
paling at the very thought, “‘ I shall seize the occasion of a
vapor.

'll‘hc ladies Bender always referred amongst themselves,
to their brother's outbursts, as his ‘vapors.” His
employezs’ mode of description was somewhat different,
but each understood the other, so the form is of no
consequence.

‘“In the midst of . . Oh, my precious! You simply
cannot!” Miss Prudence uttered little frightened cries.
“He would—he might—extreme anger, you know is very
harmful.”

Miss Amanda set her lips with unusual determination.
“It will act as a counter-irritant,” she said. “I don't
dare, otherwise. If any of you would like the task—"

That settled it. Intrembling suspense they awaited the
bursting of the storm, and like so many anticipated
events, it seemed to be a long time in coming. Indeed,
the ladies began to wonder whether Brother Ezra’s nature
had suddenly sweetened and consternation spread
amongst the gentle conspirators.

But quite unexpectedly an occasion presented itself.
It had to do witﬂ an infinitesimal dab of powder on
Miss Agatha's nose. ;

“Who do you think you are?” roared the despot after
a violent invective against the prevailing use of cosmetics.
‘“An actress, or a—"

“Brother,” interrupted the voice of Miss Amanda,
““we have adopted a child.”

Brother gurgled and stopped. He looked from one
to another of his palpitating sisters whose eyes had the
appearance of claws, hanging upon his next utterance,
then he burst into peals of laughter, wild and derisive.

“I am glad you are not displeased,” ventured Miss
Prudence. ‘““You really do not mind?"

“I don’t mind your adopting a hippopotamus or a pair

'

suggested

of gorillas,” was the encouraging reply, ‘“so long as you -

keep 'em out of my way. But you go and wash your face!”
He %ung a lean f}v;reﬁnger like a lash at Miss Agatha,
“and don’t let me see you painted up like—"

“She’s a nice little girl,” interposed Miss Amanda,
“So bright and sunny.” - .

“Then, by heaven, I'll have to get afpan' of goggles,
remarked the man of the family. ‘“Of all the gloomy
dungeons I ever saw, this house is the— Where's my

unbrella?”

HE western travellers and Cleo arrived on the same
day. The outlook for Cleo was not very bright
when Mr. Bender came home in the evening. He was
always impressed, after each trip of his salesmen, with the

By MADGE MACBETH

Tllustrated by Maud MacLaren

utter imbecility of man. On this occasion, the fact
struck him with painful force. The winter lines of
Non-par:ml were, to quote Mr. Collins, “a good
old-fashioned hoar frost.”” How femininity could
exist without Non-pareil, Mr. Bender was unable to
see, but from the appearance of his orders, heavy
woollen underwear was only fit for museums in
the case next the blunderbuss and the dinosaur.

He charged furiously into the living room
looking for trouble, and found Cleo. -

She was a small child, with a mop of curly chestnut
h{ur framing the olive of her skin, and with eyes too
big for her face. They rested upon the master of the
Benders very seriously.

“Can't you speak ?" she enquired, after several
moments of pregnant silence.
; Ezra Bender snorted and dropped into a chair.
‘Yep, when I have anything to say.”

“Well, haven't you anything to say?"”

llN().IY

“I will tell you something to say,” persisted the
child, coming to him and leaning” her warm little
body against his knee.

Something jumped inside the breast of Brother
Bender at the touch. It startled him and caused

. him to speak with superb gruffness. “Well, out

with it—what shall I say?” s

_"Say ‘How do you do, Cleo? I am glad to see you.
Kiss me.” That is what nice gentlemans say. Are you
a nice gentleman?"’ :

Brother Bender scratched his head thoughtfully, and
having raised his arm to that position, he foufui the
next most convenient place for it, around the child’s
body. Having followed the first part of her instructions
he prepared to carry out the latter part. i

She drew away from him slightly.

“My!"” her tone was that of wonderment, not blame
“yolu are prickly, aren’t you?  Something like a pine-
apple. ;

Brother shaved for dinner, and in order to distract the
attention of the ladies from this unusual occurrence, he
remarked satirically upon the temperature of the soup.

“Will you try mine? " suggested Cleo, politely. “There

isn't much left, for I'm fond of soup, but—'
“You would give it to me?"” asked the despot, curiously.,
“It would make us happier,” explained the seven.
ear-old institution who h: (} become part of the Bender
rousehold, *“for me not to have any than for you to make
such ugly faces.”

“Cleo!"” shrieked Miss Prudence, as sharply as she
could. ‘“‘Little girls should be seen and not heard.”

“If you don't want me to talk—"" she appealed with
exquisite flattery directly to the head of the }:lmily, who
realizing that his sisters were in agonies of apprehension
lest she should irritate him, encouraged her to bear the
brunt of the conversational burden. And when she had
been sent to bed, he surrounded himself with heavy
silence, knowing that some comment was expected:;
perhaps that a word of commendation was hoped for.

If the Misses Bender imagined they could acquire a
youth they never had possessed, or that they could
compass a complete reformation of their brother's
character through Cleo’s presence, they
were doomed to disappointment. She
dazzled the good souls, but they could no
more make her a part of themselves than
a beautiful dragon-fly. She was always on
the spot; indeed, Ker sprite-like agility
often created an optical delusion, making
it appear that she occupied two spots
at the same time. For the performing of
messages, her flitting feet were equal
to electricity; for finding lost articles,
she was like a divining rod. Her memor
was only surpassed by that of the Record-
ing Angel, but the ladies felt that they
aged with the responsibility of her up-
bringing, that youth was farther removed
than ever.

She was not precisely a naughty child,
but she was not obedient. Of course the
aunts, as the sisters wished themselves
designated, were to blame. As discip-
linarians they were a little less efficient
than as sisters, “but she disobeys so
prettily,” they told their brother—who
encouraged Cleo’s insubordination against
them.

Cleo could explain anything—why she
should wear a certain frock, or eat a
certain food; why the cellar should
harbor a collection of homeless animals,
or why she should desert from school.
And, as unpleasant consequences rarely

ClThere was the case of Burke and Collins. To satisfy

e]?_ they exchanged routes, upon which each had been
'i‘!a Ing a grim failure. Ezra Bender had threatened to
f;smlss them, but agreed to give them one more chance,
:ll\sler an elaborate explanation. The gist of this was that
) k{'. Collins 'had a nice way of looking at ladies.” In
& ”llg Burke's territory, a rural one, most of his buyers
would be women. He made good, and Brother Bender

icgélagst:atulated himself upon ~ the practicality of his

OV(V;ENG to a series of consistent successes, therefare,
i eo‘dld‘not, at the time she was about fifteen,
Nd(:,:pg:‘ziclht dlffl)cul(fy in pﬁrsuading the head of the
ANon-pareil to abandon w
i b oollens and manufacture crepe
~tW }cliy? Because the, era of the red flannel petticoat is
gas ; 1 ear 'Bluebgard, ' she explained. *““What woman
ares ook like this, when she can look like this?”” An
%nu(t{rnt' ‘and a modern catalogue Ia open under Ezra
wglrlr er's %nraged eye. He really l}(,new very little of
n(lien an 'refu'sed to try to visualize the four spinsters
o er garbed in the frothy garments pictured in_the
modern d1§plzly. He broke out vaporishly: ;
e lIl)ash it all to blazes; Cleo, these things won't last!
A nr:ar(t)glflith theCtOStfolf)lthe machines! And three dashes to
a particular sort of blazes, wh i
deslfigers for this stui? Illbe ruimen - o 2 o
“Making woollens that nobody buys i
2 v m 3 uys 1s not rofit-
a?)le}; either,” the girl reminded h}i]m. y“You k:§:vy lpJncle,
;‘::d r(;l(‘)/(:yg(;‘r:)t bcIen Iholgj,m% on, for the last threé years,
i i pencivl. —  she hesitated, fiddling absently

The vapor condensed into a heavy fog and Mr.

Bender expressed his opini
de (press pmions of women i l, and
particularized upon those along his rSStcl;.l gﬁl{x’lﬁai aa"e
yo‘L‘lgomg there?’ he suddenly broke off to ask.
the paper and 16t Tige of (o288 her pencil across
the pape e of lace trailing in i ke.
Isn't that pretty? We'll call it a night;e.r}'g P

Where did you ever learn to draw?” gasped Bender.

oy .

I've bse? taking lessons for months,” was the careless
an§wer. Paid for them out of my ov,vn allowance, too,
extlept for the od: sums I could squeeze out of the éuﬂts’
and you—without telling my reason for wanting more

money."” Sh i “ : ;
Uncle}." 3 e smiled. “T am going to be your designer,

Her ability to anticipate the feminj in li i

: ' , minine tas rie
:\::3}_ u:mr}?y.k The salesme.n did not have ttg [l)r:lsllllntggei"
i ,ldor look nicely at ladies,’ either. Bender scrapped
nsdo mac hines and installed those of another type
and presently the Non-pareil factory was turning out
garments whose only rivals were opal-tinted clouds or

clusters of sea foam.
hands were doul)lel:l]. e S

DWith (?l graduate's certificate from the School of
esign, Cleo explained that she was eligible for a position

in the establishment, and » salary. But for the first

time in her experience she found U

. = n o 5
;ﬁspo‘nsnl/e to her reasoning. He waslfjetzs:)r}iunteecliytﬁat
e should have l‘]‘oltih-l’n-g to do with the business directly.
afraid of ?L.]-'Cr ust pig-headed, or he'’s
e lo osing: his authority,” she com-
(I:no eﬁ to Mr. Peterson. ‘“He's keen
utu}? to ’gakq my advice at long range,
€ Won't give me a real show. I call

the%t cheating.” !
>1€ evacuated her position racefully,

Epyv(=v(fr, and Brother l'&endet‘gexpande
8 torso,satisfied tha't he knew a thing or
t};'()) in the handling of women. He said
shéo I\ms to design at home, and at home
i t( esigned! She fitted up a studio at
thOmop of the house and entrenched herself
s d }\:en the aunts hardly ever saw
i f?e dt € good ladies would have beenr
- to find her room locked but
Dty \l;vhen they thought she was at work.
g ei dome of Non-pareil was also much
humi)nid - Machines sang, t pewriters
ki) s]glppers bent over their boxes
e 158 Dakin, Bender’s private steno-
?t vl: er, nearly wrote her fingers raw.
i c;::i og a lhursday afternoon that she
o er dictation pad was covered
glyphicsran € and unintelligible hiero-
machine for,'rther, the letters on her
.- 1€ fortaed themselves into rows of
_ gtnm_léng little faces. After a moment of
upified staring, she gave a shrill scream

Z:dshgeg;n. oor Miss Dakin staggere”

befell, as she seemed to acquire knowledge */ married David McKim that niIgtl'ls typhoid,” growled Brother Ber ler

without the trouble of study, as—in fine—she
was always on the spot asking neither assistance nor ad-
vice, the family took considerable pride in her upbringing
and felt in the words of Brother Bender, that she had heen
trained by a firm, kind hand. . each member mean-
ing their own!

Ezra Bender had always found indescribable pleasure in
taking her to the office. He never tired of answering her
catapult of questions, “darned intelligent questions,’
he boasted to Peterson, the book-keeper. But the ofﬁ;:e
soon became too restricted for Cleo’s field of activities
and she insisted on going through the factory. Gradually'
she became familiar with every phase of the business
and it amused Ezra Bender tolal)llow the suggestions shé
shed upon every one, from travellers to scrub-women
with delightful impartiality. Beside, coincidence or not,
they were apt to turn out well,

this morning.”’

t, When he came home. “I've suid
Bk f(l)rtthe last six years that girl was unreliable,
when I can’ et me down at a pad time. - And now

Cloué:: no‘f: gf:;)(;;'“gthouﬁ her—look What's.happened! ';
: un i :
la(:‘l}es tch-tch-ed their fgig}?xnle?i S;inll;:trﬁ;on At the
hold\’)‘sfo;(l)%nl bg of any use, Uncle?» asked the house-
Galghts ﬁn%e—sohm:m\?er' : Sensitive ear might have
tone: " » & Very fine—shade of triumph in the
“If you are like th ;
nuisance,” quoth theecli‘::;:)gtf. romen, you'll be an all-fired
= ‘I?vutnl amnot a bit like them.”
 Vell, you are a dunce,” accused B “
ot vt shorthand o Ui 3 e et
jedge. gec her vainly to acquire this know-
(Continued on page 46)
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Being a Narration of Certain Strange Events Alleged to Have Taken Place
at York, Upper Canada, in or about the Year 1823

“O’er all there hung the Shadow of a Fear;
A sense of mystery the spirit daunted
And said, as plain as whisper in the ear,
‘The place 1s haunted.”"—Hood.

SUPPOSE there are at least a score of per-

sons living in Toronto at the present

I moment who remember that queer old

house on Duchess Street. Not that there

was anything specially remarkable about

the house itself, which indeed, in its best

days, presented an aspect of rather smug

respectability. But the events I am about to relate

invested it with an evil reputation, and made it an object

to be contemplated at a safe distance rather than from
any near approach.

The house was originally built by one of the Ridout
family—I think by the Surveyor-General himself—
soon after the close of the ‘war of 1812, and it
remained intact until a year or two after the town
of York became the City of Toronto, when it was
partly demolished and converted into a more
profitable investment.

The old house stood forty or fifty feet back from
the roadway, on the north side, overlooking the
waters of the bay. The structure itself, like most buildings
then erected in York, was of frame. It was of considerable
dimensions for those days, and must have contained at
least eight or nine rooms. It was two stories high, and had
a good deal of painted fret-work about the windows of the
upper story. A stately elm stood immediately in the rear,
and its wide-spreading branches overshadowed the greater
part of the back yard and outbuildings. And that is all
I have been able to learn about the exterior aspect of the
place.

A small porch-door, about half way down the western
side, furnished the ordinary mode of entrance to and exit
from the house. This door opened into an apartment which
served the double purpose of sitting-room and dining-room,
and which was connected by an innéer door with the kitchen
and back premises. There was, however, a rather wide-
mouthed front entrance, approached by a short flight of
wooden steps, and opening into a fair-sized hall. To the
right of the hall, as you entered, a door opened into what
served as a drawing-room, which was seldom used, as the
occupants of the house were not given to receiving much
fashionable company. To the left of the hall, another
door opened into the dining-room already mentioned. A
stairway, facing the front entrance, conducted you to the
upper story, which consisted of several bed-rooms and a
large apartment in front. This latter must have been
by long odds, the pleasantest room in the house. Two
front windows commanded a prospect of the bay and the
peninsula, while a third window on the eastern side
overlooked the valley of the Don. The only entrance to
this chamber was a door directly to the right hand at the
head of the stairway, which stairway, it may be mentioned,
consisted of exactly seventeen steps. A “small bedroom
in the rear was accessible only by a separate door at the
back of the upper hallway, and was thus not directly con-
nected with the larger apartment.

As already mentioned, the house was probably built
by Surveyor-General Ridout; but it does not appear that
either he or any member of his family ever resided there.
The occupant with whom this narrative is more imme-
diately concerned was a certain ex-military man named
Bywater. Captain Stephen Bywater was a mauvais
sujet of the most pronounced stamp. He came of a
good family in one of the Midland Counties of
England; entered the army at an early age, and
was present on a certain memorable Sunday at
Waterloo, on which occasion he is said to have
borne himself gallantly and well. But he
appears to have had a deep vein of ingrained
vice in his composition. Various ugly stories
were current about him. It was said that
he had been caught cheating at play, and that
he was an adept in all the rascalities of the
turf. The deplorable event which led to
the resignation of his commission made
considerable noise at the time of its occur-
rence. A young brother officer whom he had
swindled out of large sums of money, was forced by him
into a duel. There seems to have been no doubt that the
villainous captain fired too soon. At any rate, the
youth was left dead on the field, while the aggressor rode
off unscathed, followed by the execrations of his own
second. The severance of his connection with the army
‘was a foregone conclusion, and he was formally expelled
from his club. He was socially sent to Coventry, and
his native land soon became for him a most undesirable
place of abode. Then he crossed the Atlantic and became
the tenant of the house on Duchess Street.

.

T the time of his arrival in this country, which
must have been some time in 1822, or perhaps early

in 1823, Captain Bywater was apparently about forty
years of age. He was a bachelor and possessed of some
means. For a very brief period he contrived to make
his way into the select society of the Provincial capital;
but it soon became known that he was the aristocratic
desperado who had so ruthlessly shot down young Remy
Errington, and who had the reputation of {eing one of
the most unmitigated scamps who ever wore uniform.
York society in those days could swallow a good deal in
a man of good birth and competent fortune, but it could
not swallow even a well-to-do bachelor of good family
and marriageabie age who had been forced to resign his
commission, and had been expelled from a not too
straight-laced London club, by a unanimous vote of the
committee, Captain Bywater was dropped with a
suddenness and severity which he could not fail to

By JOHN CHARLES DENT

Illustrated by Lorne K. Smith

understand. He received no more invitations from
mothers with marriageable daughters, and when he
presented himself at their doors informally, he found
nobody at home.

But the Captain was a gregarious animal, to whom
solitude was insupportable. Society of some sort was a
necessity of his existence, and as the company of ladies
and gentlemen was no longer open to him, he sought
consolation among persons of a lower grade in the social
scale, and as he was free with his money he had no
difficulty in finding companions of a certain sort who were
ready and willing enough to drink at his expense. - In a

few weeks he found himself the acknowledged head and
front of a little coterie which assembled nightly at the
George Inn, on King Street. This, however, did not last
long, as the late potations and ribald carousings of the
company disturbed the entire neighborhood, and at-

prolonged far into the night, or rather into the morning,
for it happened often enough that daylight peeped in
through the eastern window and found the company
still undispersed. The quantity of rum, whisky, brandy
and beer consumed in gw course of a week must have
been something to wonder at. The refreshments were
provided at the expense of the house, and as it was Jim's
business to keep up the supply of spirits, lemons and hot
water, he had no sinecure on his hands. It might well
be supposed that he might, if so minded, have found a
more congenial situation, but the Captain paid good
wages, and was lavish in gratuities when he was in good
humor. On the whole, Jim considered that he had not
such a bad place of it, and was by no means disposed to
quarrel with his bread and butter. His wife took a
different view of affairs, and ere long refused to remain
on the premises during the nightly orgies. This difficulty
was got over by an arrangement whereby she was per-
mitted to quit the house at eight o’clock in the evening,
returning on the following morning in time to prepare
the Captain's breakfast. She spent her nights with a
married sister who lived a short distance away, and by
this means she avo'ded what to any woman of respecta-
bility must have been an unbearable infliction.

On a certain Sunday night, which was destined to be
memorable in the annals of the Duchess Street house,
the number of Captain Bywater’s guests was smaller

than usual. They consisted of only three persons.

What had become of the other regular attendants does not
appear.
garticular evening, but the proceedings themselves seem to

ave been of a much less noisy character than ordinary. It
was noticed that the host was somewhat out of bumor, and
that he displayed signs of ill-temper which were not usual with
him. His demeanor reflected itself upon his company, and the
fun was neither fast nor furious.
somewhat drearily, and the sederunt broke up at the unprece-
dentedly early hour of eleven o’clock.
the company out, locked the door and repaired to the room
upstairs where his master still lingered, to see if anything more
was required of him.

The Captain sat in a large armchair by the fire, sipping a final

i;lass of grog.
h

Not only were the guests few in number on this

In fact the time passed

The man-servant saw

He seemed gloomy and dispirited as though
e had something on his mind. In response to Jim's
enquiry whether he wanted anything he growled out:
*No, go to bed, and be hanged to you.” Jim took him at
his word, so far as the first clause of the injunction was
concerned. He went to bed in his room on the
opposite side of the hallway. In passing through
the hall he perceived Nero lying asleep on the mat
in front of his master's bedroom, which was the

small room in the rear of the large apartment

where the meetings were held.

IM had not been in bed many minutes and was

tracted attention to the place. The landlord received a
stern admonition to keep earlier hours and less up-

roarious guests. From that time forward the house on
Duchess Street was the regular place of meeting.

His household consisted of a man-servant named Jim
Summers, whom he had picked up at Montreal, and the
wife of the latter, who enjoyed the reputation of being
an excellent cook. At first this couple had a tolerably
easy time of it. The Captain was not exigeant, and
allowed them to run the establishment pretty much as
they chose. He always rose late, and went out imme-
diately after breakfast, accompanied by his large New-
foundland dog Nero, the only living possession he had
brought with him from beyond the sea. Master and
dog were seen no more until dinner-time, which was
five o'clock. Between seven and eight in the evening
the pair would betake themselves to the George, where
the Captain, before the inn was censored, drank and
howled himself hoarse until long past midnight. But he
was a seasoned vessel, and generally had pretty fair
control over his limbs. He could always find his way
home without assistance, and used to direct his man
not to wait up for him. The dog was his companion
whenever he stirred out of doors.

But when the venue was changed from the tap-room
of the George Inn to the Captain’s own house, the
troubles of Jim Summers and his wife began. The
guests commonly arrived within a few minutes of each
other, and were all in their places by eight o'clock.
They met in the large upper room, and their sessions were

candle and de-
. scended. There,
lying at the foot
of the stairs,
was the body of
Capt. Bywater.

J ina tranquil state between sleeping and wak-
ing, when he heard his master emerge from the
front room and pass along the hallway, as though
about to enter his bed-chamber. Another
moment and he was roused from his half-
gomnolent condition by the sharp report of a
pistol shot, followed by a sound from Nero,
something between a moan and a howl. He
sprang to the floor, but ere he could make his
way into the hall he was well-nigh stunned by
hearing a tremendous crash, as though some
large body had been hurled violently down the
stairs from top to bottom. He called aloud
upon his master and then upon the dog,
but received no response from either. The
crash of the falling pody was succeeded by
absolute silence. Pulling his nerves toge-
ther he struck a match, lighted his candle
and passed in fear and trembling into the
hallway. The first sight that greeted his
eyes was the seemingly lifeless body of Nero
lying stretched out at the head of thestairs.
Upon approaching the body he found blood
trickling from a wound in the poor brute's
throat. One of the Captain's pistols lay on
the floor, close by. But where was the
Captain himself? Shading his eyes and holding
the candle before him he peered fearfully down the
stairway, but the darkness was too profound to admit
of his seeing to the bottom. By this time a foreshadowing
of the truth had made its way to his understanding.
He crept gingerly down the stairs, slowly step by step,
holding the cand);e far in advance and calling upon his
master by name. He had passed more than half way down
before he received full confirmation of his forebodings.
There, lying at full length across the hallway, between
the foot of the stairs and the front door, was the body
of Remy Errington's murderer, with the sinister, evil
face turned up to the ceiling. His left arm, still grasping
a candlestick, was doubled under him, and his body, in
its impetuous descent, had torn away the lower portion
of the balustrade. The distraught serving-man raised
the head on his arm, and, by such means as occurred to
him, sought to ascertain whether any life still lingered
there. He could find no pulsation at the wrist, but upon
applying his ear to the left side he fancied he could
detect a slight fluttering of the heart. Then he rushed to
the kitchen, and returned with a pitcher of water, which
he dashed in the prostrate face. As this produced no
apparent effect he ran back upstairs to his bedroom,
threw on part of his clothes, and made his way at full
speed to the house of Dr. Pritchard on Newgate Street.

He lighted a

The concluding chapter of this Mystery Story
will appear in the June issue.
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Canada Food Board Urges Production and Bees will
Help out the Sugar Situation

Written Specially for BEverywoman’s World
By ISHBEL M. ROSS

OMEN are striking out along many new Canada at from ten to twelve cents per pound wholesale,
lines this year, and there is one field which and twelve to fifteen cents retail, thus producing an
has scarcely been touched yet, although average return of $10 to $15 per colony, if 100 pounds is
rich in possibilities. Bee-keeping has been obtained.
tried out as a hobby by some women, but Basswood honey is another fine white variety that
only a very limited number have taken granulates quickly. The principal dark honey "comes
it up as a regular occupation. from buckwheat. "It is a.deep purplish brown and has a

Why not think of it now seriously as a pronounced flavor. In fact, it somewhat resembles the

war-time industry? The manner in which famous heather honey of Scotland.
housekeepers laid in stores of honey during In making plans for taking up bee-keeping, location
the closing months of 1916 indicates that the keeping of should be carefully considered. Taking a broad view of
bees is a national food-producing industry of no small the subject it is noticeable that while bees are found to
importance. Honey is more than a substitute for sugar— be very profitable in different parts of the Dominion
it is a food in itself and might be much more extensively almost all those who keep them as a sole means of livelj.
used in the home than at present. If women were to hood are located in what may be called the Eastern
cultivate the industry ontheir own account, general honey region, extending from the Maritime Provinces to
interest would be stimulated, and the market would Eastern Manitoba, the majority being situated in the
undoubtedly broaden out. There has certainly never Provinces of Ontario and Quebec. It is estimated that
been any difficulty in disposing of the honey produced in there are about 10,000 bee-keepers in Ontario alone.
Canada, but the country could well stand a tremendously The incomes of some specialists exceed $2,500 per year
increased output. while thousands of people keep bees as a side-line and.

find it both profitable and healthful.

A word of warning to women who
take up bee-keeping this year, will
not be amiss. It is better to start
on a somewhat small scale. One or
two colonies are better to begin with
and as time goes on, the number may
be increased. Itisa good plan to make
the bees pay their way after the first
outlay, which need not exceed $20, and
can often be made much less,

“Busy as a bee" has become a stock phrase in
the English language, and it is no exaggeration
that the industry of the bee is nothing
short of marvellous. In fact, it shortens
its life through its excessive energy and
during the busy season it lives only six
or eight weeks. During the sunny sum-
mer days, while people languish in the
heat, and their work falls off,
the bee toils all day long.
Fifty thousand bees in a hive
will glean honey during the
summer to the value of $10,
more or less, from flowers
within a mile’s radius. Where
the little creatures are not busy
this honey will dry up and be lost.
The plants will suffer in conse-
quence. Setting aside their value
as honey producers, the bees are
of the greatest importance in
maintaining the fertility of fruit trees,
bushes, flowers and even fodder plants.

The first thing that women must
learn about bees is: Thou shalt not fear
them. They are strangely susceptible
to the way their owners fcc?,about them.
Once let the bees feel that they are
feared, and they will sting. They need to
be handled firmly and confidently.

Those who have devoted any time to
the study of bees declare that they are %
fascinating to watch and that the work \
is absorbing in the extreme. Whethera
woman is going to give all or only a part N
of her time to bee-keeping she will find
her health benefitted by the hours she
spends in the out-of-doors and, in Bee-keep-
addition, she will find a new vista of ing is an
nature study opening up in watching ;deul occupation
the wonderful process of honey-making. for women. By

Bee-keeping is undoubtedly profitable smoking the bees
and should appeal to many as a source jy the hive before taking the frames out, even a child
of revenue, in addition to being a patri- may handle them without fear.
otic venture. By far the larger number of 3
bee-keepers carry on the pursuit as a side interest and Start Now/
not as their sole or even principal occupation. Neces-
sarily, those who have-devoted all their time to the work

OW is a good time to start

have had the best results and a well-kept colony of bees as the bees should be se-
will yield four times as much honey as the reverse. cured in May if possible. A
The farm woman, in particular, has a rare opportunity strong colony of Italian bees
this year to go in for bee-keeping. The fruit orchard is may be obtained complete in
rich in material for the bees. their hives this month, or swarms
may be secured in June or early

Canadian Honey July. Be:es secured at this time

: of year will travel with less risk

HONEY, technically speaking, is the nectar of flowers than in the height of summer,
modified in the body of the bee and concentrated because there are now fewer bees

by evaporation in the hive. The quality of Canadian and less honey in the hives and
honey 1s unsurpassed. Commercially it comes in two the weather is cooler. It is
classes—white and dark honey. A grade between the two desirable that colonies should
known as “‘amber honey " is often recognized. Generally be in Langstroth hives. A
speaking, light-colored” varieties of honey are mild in method of buying bees that is
flavor and the dark are strong. Most of the white honey coming into favor is by weight,
produced and sold in Canada is clover honey gathered without combs, in boxes speci-
from alsike and Dutch clover. It sells in Eastern ally constructed for the purpose.

_Packed with_ care, the bees will survive a
journey lasting several days.and will not be
likely to carry brood disease after so long a
separation from their combs,

Those who desire advice as to where to
procure bees may communicate with the
secretary of the Beekeepers” Association in
the}r . particular province. The Dominion
Apiarist, Central Experimental Farm, Ottawa
may be able to supply the names of beekeepers'
located not far from the applicant, who may
have colonies for sale. 3 'f

The advantage of the Italian bee js that he

!'s a particularly good worker, is very prolific
is fairly gentle under manipulation and resists

world of bees as European foul br
There are three types of bees in a stron:

normal colony during summer—the queeng
4

A fair sized Apiary that will yield enough honey to the worker and the drone or male. All
make Bee-keeping profilable. are necessary for the well-being of the hive

disease, especially the curse known in the

Examining the brood—note the veil worn over the face

polity. The bees in the hive may vary in number from
ten to fifty thousand. The queen is the most interesting
inmate of the hive. She is easily recognized, because she is
t~\v1cc theyle.ngth of the other bees and is of a rich brown
’(olor. While laying eggs she is surrounded by worker
attendants who gently touch her with their antennae
or feelers and feed her with pre-digested food. During
the busy season she lays daily from 1,500 to 2,000 eggs.
Ajl Fler}lgll her busy life she is capable of laying 1,500,000
?}LKS- She_ reserves her sting for rivals only, and while
she may live for five years, her usefulness ceases at the
end of her second year.

"!"hf workers have larger brains than either their mothers
or l;nt lers, and naturally Dossess qualities superior to both.
il )l' dhustermg they maintain the warmth necessary to
'l;—l ch tf € egg in the cell, They feed the ever-growing
‘lh’c}lze(l)]s'balbxy bees. They build up the comb, draw out
sl ¢ 1:<’lﬂ the Jhive, “carry out the dead and when
o _neec s‘ven.tlla.tmg, they take turns at the portal,
sending in fresh air Wlttl their swift wings and drawing

;)}It the foul. They carry water and pollen for
vaby bees food, cap celis when the larvae are
ready to commence theijr wondeful transformation
;:n? the fully developed bee, mount guard and
cep out all who are not of the community. In
short, they are indefatigable. The drone is a
;;ll}(‘h-muhgned member of the community. When
yig around the hive during the summer he
makes t!lc most alarming commotion, but is
rcul|¥ th.glte hﬂrn)less, for he has no sting.,
€ hive consists of g stand, floor or alighting-
l:l(l)::cr.:‘l, brood Chqn1ber or deep super, and a iection
;nl lor sometimes a _shallow extracting super.
e whole is covered with a waterproof cover.

Bee-Keeping Profitable

HIS article merely covers in a
The most interest. general way the main facts of
ing inmate of thy bce-.kocpmg. Full and scientific infor-
hive—the Queen, ~™Mation may be secured from Experi-
Bee. Sheis twice MentalFarms Bulletin No. 25, Second
”;z lelnglh of the ?)i:f\?a Department of Agriculture,
other bees T 2
) . There are any number of women in
Canada who would be well advised to
pursue the matter further. Bee-
keeping is advocated by the
chairman of the Canada Food
Board as being one of the
things women can do t0] help
In Increasing our su o
foodstuffs, gNearly Iﬂ)ﬁ ythe
_hoqey that is seen in stores
in Canadian cities is produced
in Canada. Usually it is put
up in glasses containing three- -
quarters of a pound or one
pound, and in tins holding
two and a half, five, and ten
pounds. The comb honey in
sections, weighs from twelve
to sixteen ounces and is more
expensive, but the flavor is
delicious and it is generally
it popular. In addition to using
foan eIy satisfactory in cooking. When

5 Ping them mojst ;
time. The q and fresh for a long
connection, arker grades are usually employed in this

OrG;\(I)Z t!}e bees a chance, thep! They are willing to work
revenue ; ’317‘(})1u Will let them. They will be a source of
; ey will add to oyr food supplies. They

will improve the frui
) t crop o I
everything to be said in thgir ;agg:ada. e

? HE .
J rL;;zu 0(’1” mzt wzo desires o keep bees need not hesitate
oulfit is ver e Pm.n!. of finances. The beginner's
€ry inexpensive. [t ;s not necessary to go inlo

f:e—k_eepmg too extensively at fiysy, A list of necessary
quirements will be found o Page 25 of this issue.

—The Editors.
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The Quality of the Flowers is Ninety-Eight Per Cent. Dependent on ﬁhe‘Gn'@wer
By C. E. RANDOLPH

®]|HE pendulum of
public sentiment,
which swings _to-
wards either the
popularity or the
doom of flowers
which have been
adopted as fads, has
no effect whatever
upon the sweet pea.
Other flowers may come and go,
but it grows on apparently for-
ever. A great many of our popu-
lar flowers have hard and fast
limitations. Some are recognized
only in so far as they proclaim
a certain season or a certain
festival. After a degree of
perfection is attained many
respond no further; they
become monstrosities, they lose
their form, their color, or some
other essential. None of this is
true of sweet peas. They have
been improving steadily for two
hundred years. Their stems have
lengthened, their flowers increased in size and numbers, with also a
great improvement in form, range of color and there has been no loss
of fragrance.

Of course, the importance of the sweet pea lies largely in its value as
a cut flower. When well grown it has sufficient length of stem for all
purposes—stems over 22 inches in length have been exhibited. The
flowers are, without doubt, the finest formed of any of the more easil
grown kinds, and the range of color is greater than in any other annual.
For garden effects, too, sweet peas are ideal. They can be grouped in
perennial plantings by using poultry wire columns to support the vines;-
they can be grown in tubs for verandah or house decoration, or with
special supports such as huge globes, pyramids, umbrellas, etc.

The quality of the flowers is 98 per cent dependent upon the grower.
You can blame no one but yourself if your sweet peas are not good.

A layer of well rotted manure should
be put in the bottom of the trench

The Sweet Pea’s Origin

THE sweet pea came originally from Sicily, Ceylon and Sardinia,
each land contributing different specimens. If we could see what
these small, short stemmed, miserable colored flowers were like we would
have a direct answer to those who continually shout about how Nature
cares for her own. She does care, but not with the same degree of
perfection that man does. The sweet pea entered the commercial
field about 1700, and it is only since that time that you can estimate the
improvements. Then the wings were no larger than the standards,
while today they measure fully 2" across in first class flowers. The
stems were 2’ or 3" long, while now they are almost 2’.

Sweet peas are the most responsive flowers we have in cultivation.
If you scatter a little fertilizer at the base of the plants the bungry
little white roots will soon come up and get it. If the
plants are wilting, a little water sets them immediately
erect, strong and sturdy. Their one weakness is a dislike
of hot weather, and this is being gradually but surely
overcome by the introduction of varieties that have
more heat-resisting power.

There are two distinct methods of handling sweet
peas in Canada. One is to sow the seeds in pots in the
greenhouse some time during late February or early
March, and after a hardening process to set the plants
out when the weather is favorable. The other is to
sow directly into rows out of doors, just as early as the
ground can be worked. The former method is preferred,

lime.

(Photos courtesy of House and Garden)

i

Sweet peas are so vigorous that
they will push up through
4 in. of soil

When the plants are about 6 in. high they should be
hilled up to lessen the danger of breakage

peas’ Trench the ground 2’ deep, add good manure in
liberal quantities, a fair sprinkling of bonemeal, and some
Sweet peas, like other legumes or pod bearing .
plants, will do well in soils which are acid.

A simple way to prepare the ground is to dig trenches

sheep manure may be used, though
in smaller quantities, since it is
much stronger. Leaf mold is also
excellent and can be used in equal
quantities with soil and enough
bone meal added to give some
backbone to the soil. The trench
when finished should be flush with
the surface of the adjoining ground.

When filling, the trench may
be finished about 4’ from the
level of the surrounding soil. The
seeds can then be sown broadcast
and thinly on this surface. A
common error is using too much
seed, the resultant crowding
preventing a healthy growth.
The seeds can be covered to a
depth of 2, gradually filling in the
trench as the growth shows through
Perhaps a better way is to fill
the trench in flush at once, as
sweet peas are full of vitalit
and will force their way througx
the 4” covering. Always keep
the different colors separated,
labeling each variety so you will know the names of those preferred
and don't neglect’ to thin out the young plants to about 2’/ apart
when they are large enough to warrant doing so.

Whether the seeds are started in the greenhouse or sown out of
doors, the methods of handling from this time on are practically the
same. When the plants are about 6" high they should be fille up to
prevent-them from blowing over before they are supported artificially.
The addition of these supports should be postponed just as long as
possible, as they produce shade and stop to a certain extent the proper
circulation of air. The proper time to suEport the plants is when
they start to grow rapidly and the young shoots are sending out their
long, clinging tendrils in search of something to catch hold of.

Good birch brush unquestionably makes the best sweet pea support.
It allows the plants to ramble in a natural way, which eliminates crowd-
ing, and permits the air to circulate. Poultry wire with a 2’ mesh is
a good substitute if it is stretched tight and supported at about every
8’" so that heavy winds won't cause it to yield enough to loosen the

lants.

£ 1f you have been honest with yourself and the sweet peas, tney should
grow like weeds during early summer. Keep the ground on each side
of the row well stirred, to give the roots a chance to breathe and to remove
the necessity of artificial watering, which is anything but desirable if it
can be avoided. The stems will start to throw out flowering shoots
when they are making this rapid growth. You will notice by close
observation that many of these flowering stems wither and die, showing
that the plants are too busy to pay attention to flowers and are putting
all their strength into growth. This S.0.S. call from the plants should
be answered by pinching off all flower shoots until such a growth has
been established that flowering will not tax the plant's strength. How
soon you can let them flower depends on how thoroughly
you prepared the trench; but usually after pinching the
flower stems for a week or ten days you can let them
mature.

When sown in the ground outside,
the seeds are broadcast, then covered

Watering and General Caring

SWEET peas are water lovers, yet they will resent
stagnant water more quickly than the average plant.
Don’t plant them in a low, poorly drained position or
they willsurely mildew and be disappointing. Artificial
watering is a necessary evil in dry times, but when it
does become necessary the ground should be literally

Artificial watering, when resorted to, must reach the

roots. Holes made with a stake ensure this

but only a small percentaige of the lovers of this grand
flower have a greenhouse. So the latter method is
most common.

TO QUOTE from a reliable authority, ‘the trenches
should be well prepared.” “But just digging under
alittle manure is not sufficient if you want good flowers.

The soil the plants are to grow in mmust be lavishly
rich; this is the big factor in the production of sweet

2" deep, placing the top soil or spit at one side of the
trench and the bottom soil at the other. Place several
inches of well-rotted manure in the bottom (barnyard
manure is preferred, if you can get it), and over this
about 6" of soil into which has been worked as you fill
asmall quantity of bone meal—say about a 6” pot
full to a row 25’ long, and about twice the amount of
lime as of bone meal. Then put in a few inches of manure
and again the same soil mixture. The soil placed
in the bottom of the trench should be that taken from
the top when the trenchis dug. Each layer of earth
should be tramped with the feet as you fill, for if the
soil is left loose and spongy the plants make too soft
a growth and fall an easy prey to the hot summer sun.
In cases where barnyard manure is not procurable,

Keep the blossoms cut. By thus preventing pod for-
mation you will prolong the blooming season

saturated, making tests with a crowbar or sharpened stick
to be sure the water has penetrated to the bottom of the
root system. Don't water the foliage, as this promotes
mildew and does no good. Let the hose run alongside
the trench, so slowly that the water soaks in instead
of running away. When the surface dries it should
be cultivated to retain moisture. A mulch of cut grass
or some like material willalsobe effective in helping to

(Centinued on page 20)
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By ISABEL
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E never told Grace much.
No one can honestly tell
his or her own love-story.
All love stories are sublime-
ly silly; but love never is.

So Nick, for fear of being
maudlin—he knew now,
to his own confounding,
that a man can weep if he
must—and of putting into

words the sheer want of Hope, said little.
What did she look like, Grace asked;
and he brought up a picture of her, sitting
rather hunchéd up, in childish fashion,
over her drawing-board, rubbing her cheek
with a charcoaled finger—funny, and
heart-rending. He said her hair was
“light,” in that large way of a man. He
saw her again, brushing it, with a book
propped on her knee, and her blue satin
slipper dangling from the tip of an arched
foot on a chair rung. He simply stopped.
The more because it was not a lover's
vision of her he had, something to be
rhymed and sung and flaunted with
the bravery of inexperience in the eye of an
envious world. It was the husband’s
tender, more homely portrait, which he
carries next his heart, and hides with a
profoundly casual air. The lover may
fancy his lady’s perfections so obvious
that none can miss them, short of imbe-
cility; but every true husband knows that
only himself can see his wife as she deserves
to be seen.

Was it then still so keen? Grace sighed
inwardly, half glad that she was yielding
herself to apathy; she thought her soul
too desolate to feel more than a dying
pang, unrealising that it might be but
going fallow, for a richer fruitage, another
season. She gave up the attempt, and
rang for tea. The butler brought it
promptly, on a tray laden with old silver
and egg-shell china; Grace, bending above
it, her slim, gracious hands busy, her fine
head delicately stooped as if with its
weight of pride, her crown of pale gleaming
hair, and the soft shifting flow of her olive
satin gown, made a picture of sheltered
refinement that took Nick’s eye in a curi-
ously impersonal way. Sheltered, that
was it; safe, guarded, delicately clad.
And how was Hope faring? He rose
abruptly; it was more than he could bear.
Oh, he would not wish Grace other than
sheltered; he would wish all women
safe now for the sake of one; but it was
too sharp to look on and think of closely.

“No, thanks, I won't have any,” he
said. ‘“May I go to the nursery? Am I
rude? I beg your Pardon, Grace
Hemlock, if you like,” with a poor effort
at a joke. ‘‘Couldn’t I take a biscuit to
Maddie?"”

“Of course; you'll find her there. The
three of you!” Grace smiled faintly,
but did not offer to go with him. All that
was over.

Madeline greeted him with a scream of
.joy, reproved instantly by her nurse as un-

adylike; clutched the biscuit with one fat
hand, and offered an exchange with the
other. It was a picture-book she was
thrusting on him now.

“Wead me,” she said, climbing on his
knee and dropping the book in process.

He just caught her from diving after it
head foremost, brought her back by the
slack of her pink rompers, and established
her with the book on her pudgy lap.

““Nice book?" she inquired anxiously.

“A bee-yu-tiful book,” Nick told her.
“Let’s see what's inside it."”

“Babies,” said Madeline. * But—dey
have no muvver—" She seemed equally
distressed and astonished by this unnatural
circumstance, and spread one dimpled
hand down on the opened leaf to point out
the sad fact, thereby making the view
difficult. Nick lifted 1t, opened his mouth
to read the first verse—it was a series of
jingles and wreaths of plump, solemn,
preposterous, loving imps prancing about
the stanzas—and said softly, “Lord
Almighty!"’

“Wead me,” demanded Madeline per-
emptorily.

“What?" said Nick, rather as if he did
not understand the familiar request.
Then, to her vast indignation, he set her
down abruptly and carried her book
to the window. ‘‘Hope!” he said again, to
himself. ;

There was her name down in the corner
—on the title-page, too, above ’ghe
publisher’s imprint—incredibly plain, like
something one has mislaid, and finds
again in the simplest and most obvious
place. And the very pictures. Those
funny litt!z cherub heads, that used to

pop up out of her portfolio. She had
names for a dozen of them. He never
could tell them apart, unless by their
attitudes, but she declared seriously that
he must be very stupid; their dispositions
were entirely different. She could tell
their life histories—lived in the moon—
to prove it.

Madeline was fairly storming at him
now. He paid no heed at all, tore the fly-
leaf out of the cherished book, and dashed
out.

“What is the matter?” asked Mrs.
Sturtevant, lifting her cheek from her
palm as he re-entered the drawing-room.
A wail followed him from the nursery.

‘“‘Nothing, nothing at all.” He looked
at her with a bright, unseeing eye. “‘Every
thing’s all right, I think—I have to go—
I'll tell you if it's true " He went out
like a man drunk on new wine, and left
her staring, while Maddie’s shrieks of
rage and distress echoed unheeded.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
‘ ‘ 7 ITH so much crowding on her to be

done at once, with success, as it
were, sitting on the doorstep, until the
house should be dusted for it to enter
befittingly, it was some time before Hope
had time to cast her accounts with life,
and ask herself how her balance stood, for
good or evil. She had to go home first,
and yet more immediately she had to see
Evelyn Curtis. That had been the first
and most necessary step, and was not

him! “What did you say.about news?
Is there anything new?”

“Oh, nothing much,” said Edgerton,
and sighed.

“Marriage and death and division’” had
indeed wrought with his life. It seemed
rather pathetic to Hope; she had a fellow-
feeling for him.

He put the girls in a cab, and they saw
him standing on the curb as they rolled
away, a fine, substantial figure of a man,
a credit to his tailor, his cook and himself—
but alone.

Hope indignantly recalled that sym-

pathetic sigh she had devoted to “the
touching picture, weeks later.

But then she was half across the world
again, and talking to Mary; for yet more
water had flowed under the bridge. When
the wheel of life did begin to spin for her,
it went at breathless speed. The letter
calling her home came in immediate answer
to her first jubilant announcement of good
fortune. Both her father and her mother
wrote.. They were growing old, they said.
They needed to say no more. She set
to work feverishly to do what must be
done immediately, and transmuted her
first check forthwith into a railway
ticket.

But there would be many more checks.
She was really “made’; the welcome ac-
corded thielittle syndicated stories, which
the Bancrofts found a market for imme-
diately, was an absolute assurance of that.
Those were Mary’s stories, and Hope had
to go and see Mary and learn what her
share in them was to be; but after all it
was the ‘drawings that counted most.

E. might expect you to regret the termination of “ The Magpie's Nest " in
this issue, were it not that we introduce at the same time the greatest

serial any Canadian magazine has ever produced—"“MY LADY CAPRICE" by

Jeffery Farnol.

one will hold their attention in a much more gripping manner.

To those who have enjoyed our last serial, we say that the new

To those who

missed parts of ‘“ The Magpie's Nest’ we extend an invitation to join us now,
for a seven months’ sojourn with “My Lady Caprice”—by far the most fascina-
ting story the noted novelist has ever written.

It will be published in lengthy instalments, each in itself a satisfying portion of

We introduce it on page 6 of this number.
Write us! We are anxious to see proven how cur enthusiasm is shared

the whole.
of it.
by you.
neglected. Their reunion was almost

incoherently rejoicing, no one could have
been more gcncrouslf/ enthusiastic than
Evelyn. Hope offered her the rights of an
agent, but Evelyn would hardly accept;
she named a fee almost nominal.

Hope took her to dine with Conroy
Edgerton the next night to honor her new
contract. She came to terms with the
Bancrofts, tentatively, earlier in the
day and in haste. Excellent terms for a
beginner, too, and Mr. Bancroft suspected
her naive manner for a pose, but proceeded
to farm out her work so they should not
suffer. Everyone was pleased, except

ssibly Edgerton at having a goosebex:rK
F:r dinner. But he enfolded Evelyn wit
a large geniality, ordered champagne
generously and toasted the contract and
the Paris hat Hope had bought to please
him, and prolonged the dinner to a supper
after a vaudeville theatre.

“I thought we should have a long talk,”
he said, a little regretfully, in an aside,
as he helped Hope on with her cloak.
“However, you'll probably hear all
the news.” Hope, adjusting the symbolic
hat, missed his slightly guilty look.
“You might write to me,” he suggested.
“You know I've got to.go back to-night.
If I come to New York again—I may
soon—I'd like to see you."”

“You can always find me through the
Bancrofts,” said Hope. ‘‘Certainly write.
You don’t know how odd it has been to
see you again. Do you remember the
night we set the praicie on fire?”’

He looked like a schoolboy ‘caught
out,” and she burst out laughing. That
night they had never thought to sit down
so impersonally to a reminiscent evening.

“‘Plenty of water under the bridge since
then, Hope,” he said, and, his strangely
youthful, ruddy face taking a deeper
tinge, added, ‘Do you think I look much
older?”

“You?” She went on laughing. “You'll
never grow up, Con. I'm an old woman
alongside you.” What tricks time can
play, that she could take such a tone to

We invite your opinion

~THE EDITORS.

For the rest of her life Hope could “walk
delicately'; she could have as much
purple and fine linen as might be reason-
ably required by one of her stature:
in short, she had her passage booked for
the big liner whence E?igerton had once
surveyed her cockle-shell making for the
open sea. She was rather glad; the ex.
citement of the struggle for daily bread
had lost its first keen edge. It had come
just at the right time; not too soon
norM too lal:e. # .

ary she saw more or less b ;
the only break in her journcy.thivl“:;g’
rather more vivacious than of old and
delnghted to the verge of extravagan’ce at
the sight of her returned prodigal, come on
her without warning, just off the train.

“You—you little viper,” she exclaimed
almost upsetting the tea-table in a rush
to embrace her at sight of Hope's mis-
chievous eyes peeping in at her. Mrys
Hamilton haq hastily  smothered ari
outcry of surprise at the door to permit of
her carefully planned entry. “Heavens
did you come on wings? {(}c')u got my let.
ter—not that you deserved it, leaving me
in ignorance so long. Take off your hat.”
She proceeded to divest Hope o?’ her outér
garments by friendly violence.

“I got no letter,” said Hope, sub-
mitting laughingly,  “I got nothing:
I am going home.” s

::For 't’he fatted calf—I know.”
was\:zi; Hope began, and stopped. That

g a guess, i
you know? "’ she agsked. NEl

“Know what?"

“That I had ‘arrived,’ in a becomingly
small way, of course. I haven't told you.
I was qlw:ays Just a pane of glass to you;
but this is too much. Tell me or Il
haxe you burnt for a witch.” ;

And I'll ’!mve you stuffed for a Stras-
burg goose!” retorted Mary, wiping the
tears of enjoyment from her eyes. . ““Con
told me, of course; wrote me instantly.”

. ““Ah, he did? What—what's the paean.
ing of that? Does he write you everything
instantly? Oh—oh—Mary, where did

that come from? Was it for that you
saved him from me?” On her third finger
ary wore an enormous emerald. Hope
had “never seen anything so wonderful;
she gaspeq‘ over it, and rolled her eyes to
eaven. “Is it really, really true?’’ she

demanded, when she could command
words.

“Yes.”  Mary was her old, rather

mocku}g, good-humored, impenetrable
self. “So now f31/ou see why my most
unworldly and righteous uncle helped me!”

dd'And ﬁrou called me a viper!" said Hope,
al Ing that to the recollection of her mis-
placed pity for Edgerton’s loneliness.

“%ry, are you going to be happy?”’

4% and I shall make him happy,
too,” said Mary calmly.
% She could; she could make any man
happy, if she chose. There was that in
arexl(-l \\{g:ic; h}:)i]!;ila inan, divert him endlesslydv
alw: i
w*}?le,som_ely fearfu?.y e e

_dIt S time someone was good to him,”
fllx;- Mary again, her manner suddenly
tectr_1gmg into a curious mixture of pro-
9 1ve tenderness and belligerence—
toe elt(ernal Woman. ‘““He is rather a dear,
Zor‘rl]e ?ow,hHope. Well, T wrote you to
s or the wedding. Will you?

“I should say,” said Hope, “that he's
always bee r < gl g
Wﬁl‘lf\y_ find V\?haf; etty good to himself!

nd will you kindly stay away after-
” e
:{anlis? said Mary. “Or promisgnot to
cal my husband, if I let you come?”’
Well, of all things What do I
\In:ant With your darned old husband?
Save got one too many ncw. [ meant to-
go)i'n—v:hen I've beer home for awhile, I'm
thatg o sec): what I can do to dispose of
al 6)}(110.' Perhaps you can advise me?”’
5. 3 dn't  you know?” cried Mary,
appll%:r{;rilvgehiwnh a pained and slightly
X < “ 3 aal
Yoy lave hever et 1 16 possibe
9; 1 haven't heard anything. What
ggrzec;?' mean?" Hope felt alarmed despite
 About Ned—poor Ned."”

H%léedﬂul;ok her head, unable to speak.
s o led three months ago,” said Mary
uAh!n said HQ
i pe sharply, and sat down,
ienc(llmg i_tra‘r}gely befooled, played with,
for et it had known! So it was all
or nothing?"
ut she did not explaj :
: plain under Mary's
EGEFI({ pressing; and they avoided the
u()Jcct, w1th' a little shiver,
deﬁ:er Ned's death Hope was unable to-
but oenly ?c.)r tt?ef feelings—some  sorrow,
going out, e tutility of his life and its-
Well, she could give all her pity to her-

self, g C G
Edger:x,: What was it she had applied to-

‘o -4
Tlrl:l:ltllrns the old days to derision,
- move?. nto corpses or wives,
arriage and death, and division,.
ake barren our lives.’

Yes marriage, too: f. 2
i 186, ; for the married
ciiorﬁc(lEd off their lives into a little walled
gvalken’ Where more than two could hardly
would V[V)lth comfort.  Mary's garden:
would ebvery . beautifully ‘tended; it
a hpro ably include an’ orchid house.
her lcelrse]f' so dark and white and with
a segtc" “8rey eyes, would become such
i mi' she had always been faintly
e 11ardxly exotic, one might say-
that dWe she would set off diamonds in
white l}l.Sky hair of hers and on her quick
well f a}?ds, Edgerton had chosen very
er el .. If it was he who chose!
ary w38 no disloyalty in that theught.
utrghwguld not be meanly calculating,
thi e had a fine sense of ‘the fitneéss of
ngs.
: ‘lYeS " Said Ho :
; pe, when they had re-
F‘“mef{l, after many pauses, to that topic,
you Il be quite a great lady now.. Will

YOlQ ask me t 10 i
SOC“le;lly.? ,}Nh_a?: :e;)kii;fi' rehabilitate me
“Youv:llllléll said Mary, her eyes sparkling-

yet patronize the whole town,.
:ngz}ill my able assistance. You're a born
and | ope, and the salt of the earth,
back t(c))ve yt;u. How soon will you come
York?” me? Do you return to New
“y don't kl’lOW :
e yet what I'm going to-
dO, said Hope « Mal‘y, v ygou gvef'
SWhWhat you were going to do?’’
il e hy—"" said Mary thought-
None of e o if you mean that.literally-
know?" ks € are not gods, you'

(Continued on page 44)
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ORONTO TECHNICAL SCHOOL is splendidly
equipped to turn out a girl matriculant who, along
with her Latin, Algebra and History, can pass a practical
examination in domestic arts that prophesies ‘‘smooth
turning of domestic wheels”’ when she later takes her place
as one of Canada's real home-makers. But this invest-
ment of knowledge is a paying one from the very begin-
ning, for the girl student who is daily acquiring something
of the wisdom imparted by Miss” Margaret Davidson,
Director of Household Science, and her able staff,

i War Breads were a Leading Bazaar Attraction.

carries home the most up-to-the minute knowledge of
the uses of our new flours, the latest triumph of the
“substitute’” for scarce foodstuffs and all the home-
service lore that the Kitchen Soldier is eager for. At
the recent bazaar held by the school Toronto's house-
wives flocked to see, buy and take home the recipes for
these loaves of war bread baked by the students.

Avrtistry and Industry

T is good to think that the boy or girl who has artistic

tendencies and special gifts, can have them developed
to a gratifying extent, at our technical schools.  There
is a splendid start to be had there for the architect,
the draftsman, the designer. Classes
in wood-carving, drawing, painting,
modelling, and other arts that may or
may not merge into one or other of
our great professions and industries,
are eagerly attended. This Exhibi-
tion Room at Toronto “Tech”
attracts and amazes visitors. All
of the work in the accompanying
picture, was done by students, with
the exception of the large white
group, which was modelled by Mr.
Howell, the Director of the Art
Department, during part of a vaca-
tion season. The armies of printers,
mechanics, engineers, wood-workers,
too, draw many of their best recruits
from the schools where such special
industrial training is given.

Day and night classes are available,
and many ambitious workers take an
evening course to increase their ef-
ficiency in positions they already
hold.

The School in War-Time

IS your school a leader in your community? Is it taking
a strong position in all those matters that are so tre-
mendously a part of our national life in these strenuous
days of 19182

Quite probably it is. Everywhere we have made en-
quiries we find that the school-house is no longer merely
the citadel of the three R’s—it is a part of the great war
machinery of our country.

It is a very active recruiting station just now. The lad
who eyes his knicker-bockers with reproach because they
are not khaki breeches, and figures anxiously just how
long it will be before he can ““get into the big scrap,” is
offered a real part at once—helping with the food supply
Will he sign up for vacation months? Thousands of
him are shouting ““You bet!”

Production—the back-yard garden—the chickens
everyone should have—conservation—all the activities
of the great Home Army—are being encouraged and
directed through our schools.

The Technical School at Toronto, with its magnificent
building and equipment, is, under the direction of
Dr. A.C. McKay, the principal, and Mr. J. M. Warren, his
assistant, justifying itself anew every day, by the
variety and vigor of its successful enterprises. It is the
hub of a hundred activities and a virile exponent of the
benefit of example linked with precept.

i
Lmﬁ; ntﬂyi
i’.'a‘wﬁ1 .

The Military Aspect

L] KE every live factor in communities now-a-days, the
schools have promptly acquired their share of the
military flavor. The Royal Flying Corps has taken ad-
vantage of the mechanical instruction available at the
technical schools, for the training of its mechanics.
This table in the Exhibition Room has given the Toronto
boys an opportunity to exhibit their powers in forging,
welding, making planes for flying machines and even in
constructing a model aeroplane. The Returned Soldier,
too, has been given his due place in this busy training
camp. An average daily attendance of 220 war veterans
is now recorded at Toronto Technical School. They
are being fitted to take up civil life again, along lines that
their disabilities will not hamper. They are chiefly
enrolled for machine shop practice, stationary engineering,
carpenter work, cabinet work, electrical work, sub-station
work, electric wiring, motor mechanics, machine drawing,
architectural drafting, building, construction, estimating,
show card lettering, art and design.

Great dividends, these, on a community’s educational
investments! Seldom indeed are public moneys admin-
istered to show better or more tangible results to the
ratepayers, than in the maintenance of an institution
that is so busily constructive in the making of useful, well-
equipped citizens.

The Little Aeroplane was the Chef d’Ouvre of the Mechanical Students.

HE great value to the community of the results of
constant scientific experiment in food matters, can
scarcely be estimated. Technical'School leadership was
never better demonstrated than by the successful use of
glucose in making marmalades this spring. The original
recipe was adapted as follows: One grape fruit, 1 orange,
1 lemon, 12 cups sugar, 12 cups water. For the last two
items, 2 cups of glucose, and 10 cups of water, were substi-
tuted—less water because glucose comes in syrup form.
The method was just the same—cut the fruit thin as

MARMAL AN
MATK Wi
(L LCOSE

Each Jar Helped Swell the Bazaar Returns.

possible with a very sharp knife; soak seeds in water in
separate bowl, Add water to cut fruit and allow to stand
one or two hours. Strain water off seeds and add it to
whole. Cook until tender, add sugar (or glucose) and
stir until dissolved. Cook until marmalade will jelly on
a cool plate. Fill sterilized bottles, cool, and tighten
screw  tops.

The Cult of the Needle

HE constant motto of the Department of Domestic
Art, “to give results without extravagance,”” has
had even greater significance since the coming of war.
Work necessary for soldiers’ comforts, and Red Cross
requirements, has been added to the
home dressmaking and millinery that
ruled before. An exhibit of well-cut
" dresses, at various stages of comple-
tion, gave feminine Toronto pause
and a desire to go and do likewise—
enhanced by the smart hats that were
also put on exhibition at the bazaar.
Here, indeed, was the height of
economical achievement for the
frocks and hats wore a most profes-
sional air, although some of them were
made, in the regular and special
classes, by quite young girls. Besides
the enviable ability to make her own
clothes, the girl who wants to take up
dressmaking or millinery profes-
sionally, is given a splendid training
and finishes by a real apprenticeship
in some establishment arranged for
by the school and duly credited as
part of the course. .
The student, too, may fill an order
for a customer, instead of doing for
herself, and thus help out her finances.
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Katherine M. Caldwell, B.A.

Some Suggestions Toward Achieving a Two-Fold Object

HEN the April sun (that we really don't
very often hear mentioned) and the April
showers (that dampen almost every
reference to the month) have freshened
‘and sweetened the earth, and May begins

to show us the earliest and most welcome

blossoms, we all feel the need for bright
things, fresh things, different things.

Witness the flowers in our bonnets, the

paint on our doorsteps, the moving-vans

at our curbs!

Not a whit different are our appetites—or a bit more
immune to Spring. Bright things? When
did you ever like oranges more, or have a
keener appreciation of the glorious pink
and rose of the new rhubarb or the l{iesh
green of the lettuces that bloom in the
markets and shops? When, in short, did
you ever feel so ““fed up” with the
things of the table? Conservation of
meat and wheat and all such fare looks
casy—for we really feel very little in-
terest in them.

“Emily isn't eating a thing—I must
get the doctor to give her a tonic,"” says a worried mother,
and if observing her family did not keep her from paying
much attention to her own actual food consumption, she
might observe a similar abstinence on the part of Emily's
maternal parent. In fact, the whole family—with the
single exception of young Dick ,whose school-boy appe-
tite is as true to him as his shadow—is showing signs of
“peckishness” or at least of general disinterestedness.

Nothing was ever more natural. The foods of winter—
warming, nourishing, plentiful—have given our systems
the things they need when extra bodily energy to resist
the cold had to be manufactured daily.

. Now, what the body needs is toning up! Natural de-
sire is an excellent barometer, nine times out of ten.
When your tendency is to pass by the butcher's place
without a glance, and to pause at the shop of the nice
little Italian, witha compliment for her brigﬁt, attractive
window—*‘obey that impulse!" Buy some of those

Tender young leaves
delicious salads

of dandelions make
or boiled greens

golden oranges, and gay, inviting rhubarb and don't
pass these crisp heads of lettuce b}lz_—and there is celery

and spinach and new cabbage! :
imported—our own will not be ready for some time.
Until they are, we can use those that come to us freely,
for they are too perishable and too bulky to be sent
overseas—they are part of the Home Defences.

Why We Need Them

OUR winter’s foods have given us steadily, material
to rebuild our worn out tissues, other materials to
help us resist the cold, mang makers of energy and some
of the “body regulators.” But with the Sprmg, we need
more of this last class—for they contain the mineral salts
chat act as building material, and acids that stimulate
appetite and give a welcome refreshment, and the rather
new little something in our foods that seems to contain
the essence of life itself, and which, for lack of a better
name, we have called a * vitamine.”

Now the importance of these things cannot
be overlooked. True, we need them all the
year round—plenty of them—but after the
somewhat unnatural conditions of
winter, we need them very specially.
for try as we may, we get much less
fresh air in winter; in many cases we
get less exercise; we get less sun-

o be sure, they are '

shine and less fresh food.

With the longer days, the re-action sets in. Our
systems set up a craving, recognized or unrecognized, for
these so necessary elements. And very cannily, system
uses appetite to express its need. And appetite says
“Fruits, please—and salads—and green t{'wings—frcsh
‘and light and pretty things!"

The Right Tonics

ERE is the tonic—both to make cne eat and to tone-

up the system. For our fruits and vegetables are
extremely rich in mineral salts and pleasant,
stimulating acids and in the strange little
“vitamines."

What does this richness mean to us?

It means that the iron and lime and other
valuable mineral salts do certain rebuilding
for us; it means too, that much of the
vegetables and some portions of the fruits
are not easily soluble, and so provide what
is called ‘‘roughage”—bulk that makes the
stomach feel satisfied (for mere mechanical
“fullness” partly governs appetite) and
that regulates the body by sweeping it through; and it
means that we catch the “elusive vitamine” in its glory—
for strangely enough, many of these little substances are
removed from the foods we eat before they reach us,
noticeably in the case of our milled cereals, for they dwell
chiefly in the husks and the germ, which the miller
conscientiously removes. And we ourselves, pour many
of them down the drain-pipes! For our method of cook-
ing, even if it does not destroy the vitamines, frequently
draws them off—for instance, when we boil vegetables,
the water we so often wastefully throw out, carries with it
the little agents of life and growth.

To Stop This Sacrifice

Tll}i very best way to conserve the valuable elements

in our vegetables, is to use the steamer more fre-
quently. Do you know how much mealier and better a
potato tastes, that has been cooked in steam instead of in
water? If you don't, you will be delighted the first time
you try it—and you'll be a convert. . Best way of all,
of course, is to cook the potato in its jacket—
for the very best of its mineral strength lies
just under its skin and is sloughed away by the
paring knife. If you are cooking greens or
cabbage (cut in quarters) or cauliflower or
almost any other vegetable, boil the potatces
in the saucepan and cook the second vegetable
in the steamer above it.

Another excellent aid in preserving the best
of the vegetables, is offered by the double
boiler. Have the water (very little, just
enough to cover the vegetables) boiling in
what is to be the inner saucepan. Put in
the vegetables, bringing the water back to boiling
point as quickly as possible—set the smaller
pan into the outer one (in which the water is
of course ‘“plumping’”) and cover closely.
Such liquid as there is to drain off the vegetables
can be used for soup, or as a basis for sauce to
dress the vegetables,  thickened with a little
well blended butter and flour.

Old Friends in New Guises

OIL a cauliflower carefully in salted water unj] tender,
but quite unbroken. Drain, cut away most of the
green stalk. Place in a buttered pie dish and cover with
a sauce made as follows: Melt an ounce of butter in a
saucepan, and blend in an ounce of flour; when cooked a
minute or two (without browning) add half 2 pint of milk
boil, add two ounces of grated cheese (saving a little for’
the top of the dish.) Pour over the cauliflower, sprinkle

with the remainj
nicely browned.
cut in small pieces
ten_df;r. may be treated in t

delicious results,
In looking f;)r the new green things, we must not
overlook our old friends, the roots and tubers

and stewed until almost
he same way with truly

To Look as Good as it Tastes

try them with thig irresisti
/ § :sistib
boiled carrots quite small: lalt‘j:
that have been soaked and
or green peas—and serve Vi
butter, pepper and salt or g
ou have probably mixed g
x : stew
("bll]CCOtBSh) ; have you ever tried it creamed right in with
Saimon or any left-overs of fish? .
delicious combination,
nd Parsnips—sometimes
parSlI'llpS a{{ednot Popular, ry
nearly cooked parsnipg ;
amb is roasting, e ke
will

€ye appeal: Dice some
. Some peas—dried peas
boiled ti]] tender,
ery hot, dressed with a little
Cream sauce,

the chopped or mashed
4 shppl_ng some halved,
pan in which beef or
like potatoes. They
rgr:-ee:ed with enthusiasm.

€at, you can get a some-
effect by frying the gboiled par-

Salads will Help

. “PI,EASE the eye- ang

G itspg-lﬁéﬁ’ ,i‘shan old saying that has lost none
saladecin avan s s, 15 10 prettier dish than a
ad—in even jtg simplest version,

you'll please the

‘l:‘or Iuncheon, or serve
tarll)llzatel:i:?n dmtner," it combines the tonic, vege-

en the lettuce, with the real
€ €gg and the fat and the

dust of Paprika adds the last touch.

: 0 Detter creamy galad. i
tx_xl];lxsdi ftl;z;gaby the foll)lowing gletho?id- d’rl“:\irsén%a;aelnggsr
I, one t ; )
:‘:ilé' tone-half' mblesgo(lslsgloggt afi?lur, one-half tablespoon
WO egg yolks, slight] y

meltttzd butter, three-qugrtelys ggaten,

quarter cup vinegar., i i i

constantly uptilgthe Mmixture gea e
co tr?m and cool,

. -abbage for salad is best jf

in half and shave very'thill'll)slh:fi(g}?ed.

Crisp in ice-water before serving,

Tomatoes sho Id b :
water and pee]:d‘ ¢ plunged very quickly into boiling

Cut the cabbage
a long, sharp knife.

Celery root and leaves

should be
w{:l}:)velt_i and the stalks wel] washed
5k 1’? ittle brush kept for vegetables.
ha ch the strings at the root end with
the knife blade anq tip them off—
scraping the celery removes much that

(Continued o, page 21)



O pursue a “measured way through life,”
even though it sounds a trifle tame in the
ears of the excitement-bred twentieth
century, has an attractive ring to it.
After all, sureness is likable; steadiness
and dependability have their points. And
no one appreciates them more than the

cook.

Of course, if she be gifted beyond the ordinary, she
may be certain of her results even when her formula
runs like this: *‘Sift some white flour, with the baking
powder in it—throw in a handful of graham flour and
moisten with sour milk in which the soda has been
beaten. A spoonful of sugar, if you like it sweet, and a
pinch of salt, of course—" and although her brown
scone is always wonderful, your courage leaves you
when you come to follow her “simple
directions.”

Accurate measures can only be attained
through the use of standard measuring
equipment. The experts in the many
scientific_experiment stations to-day, who
send forth their results to the women of a
continent, base all their directions on
absolutely standardized measurements.

“Your “blue cup” that is a good size, or
the “cracked green cup” that rests handil
in the flour barrel, may differ by an eightf‘:
of a cup from the standard measure your
guide used. Your teaspoon, with which you
measure the baking powder, may chance to
be the same. Result—too much or two
little baking powder for your proportion of
flour.

Just a few little articles will give you the facilities
you need, to follow a recipe properly, or to work out one
of your own in proportions you know to be sound.

The standard measuring cup can be bought in tin for
fifteen cents, in aluminum for thirty-five cents, or in
glass for twelve cents. Either of the latter are preferable,
the glass, of course, being most in favor because its trans.
parency makes the measuring of a fraction of a cup so
easy and it is also so delightfully clean.

Two such cups are really necessary—one, marked off
in quarter cups by indented rings, the other divided into
thirds. This makes measuring a most certain and speedy
procedure.

Then, we come to spoons. You, yourself, have
Erobably got at least three sizes of teaspoons in your

ouse. Which one do you use in cooking? Why?

It may be near the real teaspoon size, this favorite of
yours. But you will appreciate none the less, possession
of a set of measuring spoons that swing chummily on a
ring, and that will measure anything from a quarter-
teaspoon to a tablespoon, with such satisfactory cor-
rectness and despatch. ‘“Half a teaspoon’ has its own
spoon—no hasty guess-work for a liquid or labored
bisecting of the full of a teaspoon of a dry ingredient.

Humidifier
or
bread-box

Such a set of measuring spoons costs fifty to seventy-five cents.

The Way to Measure

Chiefly Conserning

finger-tip. It comes in various sizes, priced
from twenty-five to forty cents.

While a spatula is a treasure for mixing
and cutting doughs, and for a dozen acces-
sory duties, it is nowhere more valuable
than as a measuring aid.. For instance,
if a cup is dipped into the flour barrel,
driven through the flour and withdrawn
full, there is a great deal more than a cupful
of flour; for the force exerted against it
has packed the flour solidly, wedged it in,
and heaped the top.

The correct way is, of course,
to fill the cup loosely, with a
spoon, ‘shaking it down very
gently. Heap the top slightly,
then slice off the superfluous
flour neatly with the spatula
bty running it across the rim
of t

A

A matter
of daily
importance

he cup.

spoonful’ of anything
should be measured in just
the same way. If the product
1s very dry and light, it should
be stirred up a little first, then
the spatula should level off the rounded spoonful
with a quick stroke from the base of the spoon
to the point.

The Scale’s the Thing

IF you are the rich inheritress of a cook-

book that belonged to your old-country
mother or grandmother, you will find many
recipes that state the amounts to be used
in terms of weight rather than measure;
you will then doubly appreciate the boon
of a good household scale. It is amazing
the number of well-equipped kitchens that
lack this one most important essential—for
leaving English recipes out of the question,
a scale is one thing tﬁ;t no good housekeeper
can afford to do without.

N5

sl You maﬁ' have the comfortable knowledge
fresh that you have a most honest grocer and a
butcher whose word is beyond question.

But they cannot do everything themselyes:

they are forever emplogring new clerks, training new
assistants, and slips will occur in the best regulated

shops.

Insure yourself against them, therefore, by checking
up all Earcels upon delivery. A moment on the scale
will either corroborate the ‘merchant’s weight or point
out an error.

The win-the-war-housekeeper has other uses for her
weighing machine, besides this important one. She
wants to know her waste, in various cuts of meat;
she wants to know the actual amount of her vegetable
purchase when bought by the basket—does she save

r I "HE spoon and the cup mentioned, are in themselves the
soul of honor; but to be eentirely correct in their state-
ments, they need the co-operation of a spatula.

Now a spatula, although it is the right-hand-man of every
scientific cook, is no aloof and superior utensil, strange to the
home kitchen. Many of us have one, and call it familiarly
by its given name; others of us call it a “ cake knife,” because
we always use it to get all the mixture from our mixing
bowls, to fold in our egg-whites, etcetera. :

It is nothing more nor less than a long, particularly
limber knife, with an edge too dull to recommend it
for cutting purposes, ang an end rounded like one's

king kit, I

with pans and fuel,
will reduce to fit one’s pet pocket

Tommy can cook a whole meal at one time

sby buying in bulk, measured or weighed amounts?
Is her bag of potatoes full weight? Is the pound
block of a new make of butter a full sixteen ounces?
The woman who is really “filling her job” as
one of the nation’s housekeepers to-day, overlooks
none of these details. - :
. An excellent household scale can be bought for
six dollars, in black enamel finish, or ten dollars in .
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Weighty Matters

By KEATHERINE M. CALDWELL, B.A,

nickel finish. If a good scale is not in reach just now,
a little spring scale, commonly called “stilliards,”
will be useful and sufficiently dependable, although
they are not legal in most places for the weighing of
goods to be sold, because they are so easily led from
the path of honesty by a little “fixing.” ~ They are
a splendid fifty cent value, however.

The preserving season alone, makes some sort
of weighing machine necessary; these other con-
siderations will probably make the scale pay for
itself before you have had it long.

Baby’s welfare, too, demands some means of
recording well-achieved increases in weight or
proper registration of the fact that
something—something that must
be found out and altered at once—
is retarding his normal progress.
Important  here, a weighing
machine!

A Measure of Comfort

THE soldier, even more than
anyone else, must have been
in the mind of the originator of this little
cooking kit, for it will fold up until it
is no bigger than a traveller's drinking
cup, and slip compactly into one's
pocket, fuel and all, until wanted. Imagine the com-
fort to Tommy when, snug in his dugout, but far from
the nearest canteen, he can set up his little stove, put a
match to the fuel, and heat some soup (made from
a tablet or a tiny cube)—a hot drink (there are coffee
and cocoa preparations now with the milk and sugar all
in them, needing only boiling water to bring out all their
original goodness) and some beans or beef or whatever
he has handy, all at once! He, even more than the
' picnickers, will appreciate the full joys of such a kit.

The motorist becomes a very much-to-be-considered
person, with the advent of fine weather. Long jaunts,
picnic meals, roadside independence—these are reasonable
accompaniments to sunny days.

The little kit illustrated here, is a new and much
improved version of the solid alcohol stove that made its
appearance a few years ago. The new fuel is much
cheaper—two cents replenishes the stove—and has some
very important traits. For instance, its flame will not set
fire to the picnic tablecloth, if a spill should take place;
or if you like to give a sleight-of-hand performance
between courses, you can pick up the burning fuel, and
let it flame on your unscorched palm. Yet it will quickly

Measuring cups, spatula, spoons and stilliards

heat a full course meal for you, in the specially constructed
steamer-like arrangement, that fits in tiers above it!

The closed fuel chamber at the bottom is perforated to feed
the necessary amount of air and at the same time protect
the cube of fuel from a draught that would blow it out.
Directly above it fit two little boilers, with capacities of
twenty-two and twenty-four ounces respectively; and on top,
the shallow frying pan will fit on as though it had no other
mission in life. As a matter of fact, it has another important
use—when the whole kit is nested, one piece snugly within
another, the frying-pan becomes a lid and a neat strap, passed
through its handles and round the outside pan, holds the kit
securely and acts as a handle.

A drinking cup, a most interesting spoon—that, when

it isn’t spooning, may be attached to the frying-pan as a

handle, or will act as a lever to remove the lid from the

fuel tin—and a strainer, complete this aluminum kit of

ten pieces. The combinations you can achieve with

them are innumerable. The fuel, which comes in the

form of a spongy cube, costs two cents each. Two cubes are

necessary when the whole stove is in use; one is sufficient if

only one cooking pan is to be heated. The price is five dollars
an({it is so compact and light that it costs little to mail.

=_=—--

THE Experiment Kitchen is here for you—to save
you the trouble and disappointments of trying out
things that look or sound helpful—and aren’t. There are
probably many labor-saving devices that you want to
know more about. Tell us what they are—give us your
suggestions as to how we can further serve you.

If you want to purchase any of the articles on this page,
write to us for the address of the manufacturer or
merchant who handles it. Or if you would like us to
make the purchase for you, enclose money order to
cover cost and we
‘will do your shop-
ping without any (W
charge to you. :
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An Old Salt Tells of Hardships
of Deep-Sea Fisherman’s Life,

HE Old Salt had blown into the offices
of the Canada Food Board. “‘Blown "
is the only word that described it. He
came along the corridors with the
unmistakeable roll of the man who has
spent his life balancing himself on a slippery
deck. It was one of the breezy April days
just past. His face was ruddy and weather-
beaten. In his eye was the far-away look of the man
accustomed to peering into distances. He wore a heavy
seal cap and a rough frieze coat.

Conventional Government officials turned and looked
at the Old Salt—looked a little wonderingly, perhaps a
little enviously. They did not need to ask what he was
looking for. He was making tracks for the Fish Committee.

He was going to stay for a little while where he found
congenial souls and the kind of talk that he understood.
There's a whiff of the sea about the Fish Committee—
even to the casual visitor. ;

And the woman who wants to know everything heard
that there was an old and wise salt within sight and sound
and that if she wanted to know the ways of the deep she
had better visit him. But she was not thinking so much
of the ways of the deep as of the price of fish, for it was her
business to find out those things.

So she promptly hied her to the Fish Committee,
mentally reviewing the questions she was going to put
to the Captain, voicing the complaints
of her sex against the eternal “high price
of everything, from fish to frills and
furbelows. - There was a hint of antagon- ice,
ism in her voice as she reproached the old
Captain. There was a querulous note in
her enquiry: “Why is fish so high?”’

With a beaming smile that was dis-
arming, white fuzzy hair that glistened
as if the salt spray were glancing on it and
good natured wrinkles springing into life
around his eyes, the Old Salt looked at
the woman and then—he laughed!

It wasn’t the kind of laughter that
offended. It seemed to spring from a well
of knowledge that was over and above
all petty considerations or the minor
spring of criticism. There was the
profoundity. of the sea behind it. There
was also the philosophy of the wise old
man of the sea.

He laughed long and heartily. Then
he pulled up short and began to talk in a
soft, slow way as if he were trying to instruct a child.
TLe inquisitive woman knew that he was trying to make
it all very simple for her, and now and again he pulled
himself up short as a nautical phrase was slipping glibly
over his tongue.

“You call it high, do you—the price of fish?” he reit-
erated. ‘I call it low, and I guess I should know what
I'm talking about, seeing I've spent every one of thirty-
five years, summer and winter, within sight and sound of
the sea—and most of that time rolling about on the decks
of a schooner or in a dory.

“High you call it!” And he went off into laughter
again. “‘Do you ever think of the men who catch those
fish? You go into a store and you buy them for less
than you pay for meat. Do you think they are
manufactured or grow like mushrooms? Or does
it sometimes occur to you that no food that you
bring to your table is secured so laboriously or at
such risk? Did you ever think of it in that light,
or do you simply buy your fish thinking that the sea
yielded it up voluntarily and that the price is
mighty high?”

The Woman had to confess that this was her atti-
tude of mind, but she still wanted to know why fish
was so high.

“These men, of whom you never hear except when
the waves wash one of them to his rest, proceed to
the banks lying from 20 to 250 miles out from their
home ports, bait their lines and swing out their
dories. Then they fish from dawn to dark.

“In winter-time the fishermen usually leave their
schooner and take to the dories about 5 o’clock in
the morning—just before daylight—and with keros-
ene torches flaming on the gunnels of their small
craft they set the mile-long trawl with its hundreds
of baited hooks along the ocean floor
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It’s not always fair weather when these goo,

Below: Shovelling of f
an accumulation of
In centre: Mend-
ing a sail at sea.

A Typical of Last Winter : Spray hurled on boa
gc-."k‘u: Z:f:'fw'im I:ul caked winch and deck in an ':Q coat.

e
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“You never think when you have fish for breakfast
that the fisherman was out four hours before you, getti
more fish to supply your future need,” said the ’Cga t -
to the Woman who by now was listening withoyt Sy
dice of any kind. : e

‘“The reason that they start out so early,”
tinued, “is that they may put in a good d’ay’ i
before the dark shuts down at § or 6 o'clock,
it's a fine life after all,” broke off the Captaj
ting his argument for the moment.
mind’s eye mornings last winter when t
and blue, the light dory swashing abo
clear and cold. Your breath formed icicl
break the ice off the gunnels of the dory.
were frozen stiff as you threw them
into the bottom of the boat.

“But the big thing in the fisherman’s
life is the gale—the gale that keeps us
under the reefed foresail, that sends all
hands down to ‘hug the stove,’” that
gets the vessel riding round like a
bucking broncho.

“Yarns are told around the stove and

ut — everything
es.  You had tq
Even the fish

good yarns, t0o,” chuckled the Old Sajt
as he rummaged around among the
memories of years. “ Byt every once in
a while the fisherman looks to gee if
there is a little bit of blye breakin
through:the lowering skies. The vessegl
gets so_covered with ice that the crew
can scarcely clear it. Indeed, the ic
weight threatens to capsize it, .
\ a time the skipper has had tor
ship off shore until he strikes the warmer waters
Gulf Stream, when the ice will melt.

“I have known times,” burred the Captain, ¢
ten minutes was as long as a man could stand a¢ the
wheel without his hands and feet being frost-bitten
The sails would be sheathed in ice, ‘and it woulq Lo
almost impossible to handle them. Everything would be
just as hard as iron—even the canvas, The decks woulq
be so slippery. that there was constant danger of sliding
overboard. It would be necessary to get ashes from the
galley stove and scatter them over the decks,

Many
un the
of the

“Y()U women don’t know —and well it is
don’t—the savage intensity of a winte

that you
r gale or

little craft out to the bznflﬁlow. Fl e Staunch

Above: Ploygh;

4 8 ghin
tnto an Atlantic role-
‘€T; note dories nest.
‘ngintoone another.,

‘when_

by wind ang

s Y- &

Especially in the Past Winter
By ISHBEL M. ROSS

squall at sea. It's quite a common thing e :;l::
sails to be blown completely away. I rememva
once we were out for 15 days off the coast Of.Noo
Scotia with nothing but a continual sucCes_Slon n
gales. Fishing had been poor. We had just arrived 0t
the bank and had swung out our dories and caught o
25,000 pounds of haddock and codfish when it started 19
blow up from the north east. There was no timeé Ol:
us to get to port for shelter. It is exceedingly dange
OUs to run in on the coast in a howling snowstorm- (x
safest course was to stay at sea. The gale came UP & e
o'clock in the morning and blew a regular humct‘“r
at 8 o'clock. The vessel was then lying hove t0 un: eS
the whole foresajl. It was too much for her and she W&
being crowded down with half her deck under Watefs
All hands—twenty-four of us—got on to the foresat
FO reef it, but the sea and the wind were so violent tha'l
1t Was judged best to haul it down altogether and €
it up. Otherwise it would have il 12
blown away. From 8 o'clock unt! 168
o'clock the ship lay under bare p(l,oW
with the wheel lashed, all hands bef re
deck and the sea sweeping over hef }[:f
and aft. At 12 o'clock the weat .
moderated and the sun came out. ils
decks were all glazed with ice and the 82 2
were frozen solid to the booms. Evel’zl'
thing moveable had been washed °Verboa‘re.
The ropes were trailing over the SI¢*
The wind had blown the jib out ©
stops and split it from top to bottom-
the schooner had lost so much of her ieie
gear, she had to proceed to port, W€
the fish was sold, and each man e é
as a result of two weeks’ work 1 tof
month of January, the magnificent Su{n s0
$25. And then you ask me why o ;Sw? Gy
high in price! I say—why is fish O oaﬂ
“You never thought that it cost‘ hum :
life too, did you? Many a man is SWP
overboard, or is lost in a snowstorm in a dory and tosse's
on the Atlantic till he dies of hunger and thirst e
drowned when his dory is capsized by a big sea—all ;
the sake of the fish that he must catch if he is to suPPr
his wife and children, all,”
“The old song of the fisherman is very true after =
said the Captain with a tear in his eye as he thought °S
comrades who had given their lives in their pecke
occupation. “Dg you think there isn’t heartaC}-le a}:l_s
tears behind this?” ang the Captain delved 17 :
pocket, until he found some newspaper clipping®-

f the

“ DS s :
NOW listen to this, It isn't something i haflpa
pened in the Arctic regions, but it's the o Oe
good Canadian lost in the Atlantic. And it happe['lﬂ
the other day, while you and other women were ¢7¥!
out: “Why is fish s high?’
“Now listen!”
. The injunction w.
listening for a1
ping he reads:

& ““The ‘British schooner, Nelson, bound from N
ame Bay to Sydney with herring has arrived e e
End reports having heen badly storm-swept. One £

er of the crew was lost and the deck cargo sweP
while the sajls were badly torn.’ §
*That meatis a sor o ily somewhere
muttered the Captain. ro‘\‘v’ll‘x}llgenftaﬁzgs anothet k“tl°
of _mls‘fortune in the fisherman’s life. Hearken'ng
this: ‘Ip heavy weather encountered on the e a
grounds the schooner Efjen and Mary lost s'everhe
thousand pounds of fish from the deck. Whlledt &
Exi'ew Was engaged in cleaning fish on the gr ounbsg“t
mg sea broke on board, washing from the deck 2 to
1000 pounds of cod, worth $1,000, according in
prel\'/allmg Prices.” About 7,000 P’Ounds i lo§t %
a like manper during the few days folloWiP€,

“Now there’s lot more I might tell YO
{frshumei the Captain, “but 1 think that's ot
e the weather is zero and the price of fish 15 1%;5’
or heaven’s sake think of the fisherman. Sala!™
Wl}llore have increased~why not earnings aﬂoa-t.
. 1eRNeXtyou go to the fish dealer’s, instead of 7%

Ing a rumpuyg about the price of fish, think of €22

man who gets thoge fish at personal risk an -

dint of great i der
"eat physical hardship, ou’ll wort
why you're getting it so chez:g.u Then y/

And th : ore
th°“8htfui Woman left the Old Salt—wiser, ™

y s
n wa
as unnecessary, The Woma clip-

she was worth. From a newspaper



Let's Produce It -Preserve It—BEat It

GGS are vastly important
things--a fact we realize most
keenly when we feel that we
must buy them—even at
eighty and ninety cents a
dozen!

Never so important before,

E

however; for now they have a very serious -

mission in life—the replacing and free-
ing for overseas, of the meats that are
so greatly needed.

There are three very big points about
eggs, now that the season has arrived
w'hen they are cheapest and most plen-
tiful.

The first is—that we should use eggs
as freely as possible, to take
the place of meat. From
a food value point of view,
they are the ideal sub-
stitute.

Second—we should (and
will, if we are
thrifty housewives) pre-
serve enough eggs to tide
us over the next season of
scarcity and high prices.

Third—each one of us
should take earnest counsel
with ourselves, on the sub-
ject of keeping a few chickens
and adding in that way, to
the food stuffs that are so
very short. We cannot all
grow wheat; we, in the
towns, have been slow to
follow Germany’s example
and raise hogs—(there are
millions of city-hogs in the
country of our enemy); but
there 1s scarcely a house-
hold in Canada that could
not keep a few hens,—
enough to supply, or parti-
ally supply—themselves
with one of the most val-
uable foods.

Easy Preserving Ways

THE first essential in preserving eggs,
is that they be strictly new laid.
Arrange to get them straight from the
source of supply if at all possible.
Immersion in a kettle of hot fat, (hot
enough to brown a bit of bread in two
minutes) has been found excellent. For
very fresh eggs, eight seconds is enough.
If not quite new laid, allow up to a minute
and a half. A wire drying basket or
strainerful can be dipped at a time.
Eggs treated in this way should keep,
in a cool place, six:months and longer
without the slightest change in flavor.
Preserving - in  water-glass is the

.
To get cold stérage pro-
fits, preserve your own
eggs now for Winter use.

most usual and depended upon method,
however. Your druggist can supply the
waterglass (a mixture of potassium sili-
cate and sodium silicate) in either a
liquid or powdered form, with full direc-
tions for its use. A large crock, that
will hold about eight to ten dozen, is the
best container and the only additional
requirement is a light board to place on
top of the eggs, to keep them submerged.

““Let’s Keep a Hen!”’

HALL we keep a few hens and do this
little extra bit in the cause of greater
production of vital food stuffs? Can we make
them pay? Will they help in conserving
what little waste there is from the table
and our kitchen in these days by trans-
forming it into edible, salable and most
necessary food stuffs?
These questions are uppermost in the
minds of thousands of city, town and

village people just now. We have sub-
mitted the queries to an expert, practical
poultryman. Here are his answers and
his counsel.

“Yes, it will in all probability be a very
good thing for each householder who
can to keep some eight, twelve or fifteen
hens. They will consume peelings and
parings from vegetables and much other
kitchen waste. They will eat the lawn
clippings and if given proper care and
attention they will probably pay for
their keep and give in return at least
one dollar per hen in profits within the
rear.

! It is now getting rather late in the sea-
son to count on hatching more chickens.
f the chickens are to be
raised and kept over for
next year's laying stock for
winter layers, the pullets
should have been hatched
in April or not later than
the first week or two in

ay.
Un?:ass one has an incu-
bator or some very conven-
ient old broody hens that
want to set, it is much better
to start in the back yard
poultry business beginning
with a few choice baby chicks.
Baby chicks have  become
quite a common commodity.
They may be shipped long
distances, take even three or
four days and without food,
nature having provided the
food in the yolk of the egg
which has been enveloped by
the baby chick before it
hatched and this yolk must
be abcorbed or digested be-
fore it is ready to consume
any additional food.

Keeping Eggs Fresh

Helpful Information

THERE is so much of the very best of
literature published about poultry and
available absolutely free from the Central
Experimental Farm at Ottawa or from the
Agricultural Colleges and the Provincial
Departments of Agriculture that it does
not seem wise to go into any extended
details on kinds of stock to get or how to
care for poultry. Any of our readers can
write away for this literature and get an
abundance of it for themselves.

We would emphasize, however, that
four elementsare very essential in making a
success with poultry. First, we must have
a good attendant who will take the most
conscientious care of the details of the

Use clean, unwashed eggs, not
Y more than three days (prefer-
% ably one day) old.

%%\

i3

The chickens will not do

daily routine.
well if neglected in any way. Probably
more depends upon the atfendant than

on any other factor and yet most people
rarely consider this point at all.
Second.—We must have suitable stock.
We want eggs in winter so we must have
one of the utility breeds—Rocks, Wyan-
dottes, Orpingtons, Rhode Island Reds,
etc. In many sections and in the hands of
expert poultrymen, more eggs may at
times be gotten f; rom some of the so called
special egg-machines—breeds such as the
Minorcas, Leghorns and other Mediter-
ranean varieties, For the beginner,
however, it is much safer to start with the
general breeds, the utility varieties as
mentioned, which will lay well in winter,
and if desired, the stock will make good
table fowl.
Third.—Proper feed must be given in

‘(Continued on page 21)
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Versatile

Ivory Soap can do any-
thing that any other
soap can do. It i1s used
in the bathroom, in
the workshop, in the
nursery, in the laun-
dry, about the house.
Wherever you need
soap you need Ivory
Soap because it cleans
thoroughly. but does
not injure.

IVORY SOAP

997 PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at H, amilton,Canada
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Just like bringing in
the outdoors

The skilful painter can bring into your
home the soft. beautiful colors of the big
outdoors by decorating your walls and

ceilings with Lowe Brothers

—the liquid oil paint that is taking the place of
wall paper in modern homes.

MELLOTONE colors are rich and warm. They
seem to catch and hold the sunshine. They cer-
tainly do brighten things up for the indoor hours.

MELLoTONE is fadeless, washable, long-last-
ing and sanitary. And—very beautiful!

No wall covering can approach Mellotone from any
etandpoint—the decorative effects that can be secured
will ' astonish and delight you. Would you like to
know more ? You can get very valuable home-painting
information by writing today for cur free Booklet of
Paint Information. Why not do this today ?

Lowe Brothers, Limited

257-265 Sorauren Avenue, Toronto

i)

g 1 o P It erior Wals)
ROSE TINT 610

Children Love Custard

Children, old and young—aged folks and invalids—enjoy
Custard more than many other desserts. It gives nutrition with-
out indigestion. Serve it in your home daily.

"Kxovan™ (USTARD

i i i d with
is a most economical dessert—no eggs are required. When serve

preserved fruit or stewed prunes, etc,, it is doubly welcome. Give your
children this delicious dessert instead of heavy puddings and rich pastry.

15¢ a Tin—Ask Your Grocer. We will supply you direct, if he cannot.
Made by Sutcliffe & Bingham, Limited, of Manchester, for over 25 Years.

MACLURE & LANGLEY, Limited

Canadian Distributors
TORONTO - ONTARIO

A Timely

Food Board

By HENRY B. THOMSON
Chairman, Canada Food Beard

HIS is the month in which vim and
energy must radiate from the thou-
sands of women in Canada who are

ready to go to the limit in helping to make
1918 a year which will be memorable in
the annals of the country for two things

—food conservation and food production. '

en, women and boys are being called
to arms and in this crisis the woman’s
help exceeds all others, for she can not
only conserve and produce food but she
can inspire the men and boys within her
immediate circle and point out to them the
clear path of duty.

May! Let its promise of life be a
ch?_‘llenge to arms.

et every woman listen to the ¢
Mother Earth. Let the cries of h:rl\lggf
and starvation spur her to action. Europe
is three thousand miles away but the
common bonds of humanity, “of patrio-
tism and of kinship link us together in
times of suffering and trouble.

It is practical effort that counts—IJess
talk, fewer meetings; the maximum of
plain, every-day, persistent effort. Most
women know the story of Martha-by-the
Day who was a quiet and cheerful phil-
osopher without guile or carping criticism
in her make-up. She took up each day's
task as it came to her and she did not
whine when she was knocked. It is in
this spirit that the food situation must be
met. There has been too much criticism
too much misunderstanding. ;

Let every woman pull together with
concentrated purpose and realize that if
prices are somewhat high she should be
thankful that they are not three times as
high, all things considered. Don’t com.
plain about the price of potatoes, eggs
and vegetables. Just see to it that your
men folk raise enough for the home.

Each woman has a solemn duty rest-
ing on her to add her quota, however
small, to the food resources of the country,
She can garden, farm, pick berries, keep
bees, rabbits, chickens, pigs oranything

else that means more food. In the
itchen, where she reigns supreme, she
has a small realm of her own. If she does
not rule it wisely and economically—
then she is failing her country, lowering
the standard of her sex and falling short
of her professions.

JMMEDIATE help can be given by the
free use of the potato. Make it lord
of the menu for some time to come.
There is a surplus of 5,000,000 bushels of
Potatoes in Canada at the present time.
ey must be used!
wrr am frequently asked by women:
How can | help?” Here is a specific
appeal for practical assistance. Use more
potatoes! Use them in every shape and
orm and then grow more for next MEar:
Perishables vegetables freely grown and
freely eaten during the coming summer
months will mean a tremendous saving in
the food-stuffs which are needed overseas.
. You, as buyers, should do your utmost
in advoca_tmg the cash and carry system.
In ordering by telephone and having
everything .delivered you are keeping men
tomiworking ‘onthe farras  where they
are needed. The present complicated de-
very system is costly in men and time
and energy. You can simplify it if you will.
am merely giving you an indication
Of some of the things you may do.
you read the papers carefully and study
th(? bulletins and pamphlets of the Canada
ood Board you will be kept closely in
touch with what is most needed. The
seasons pass quickly and these days
which we lose now cannot be recalled.
! €Y are precious as gold when we realize
that they mean food for the starving,
succor for the distressed.

Successful Method of Growing Sweet Peas

(Continued from page 13)

by an upward pull that loosens the roots
or a downward pull that splits the stems
at the flowering point. Gardeners gather
the flowers with a knife, placing the
blade against the base of the stem and
twisting slightly to sever the stem clean-
ly. The different colors should be gather-
ed separately; it is an easy matter to mix
them afterward, whereas it is often a
great convenience to have the colors
separated.

A little stimulant is advisable when
the plants have fully developed and show
any indication of slowing up in their
growth. It can be supplied in the form
of nitrate of soda dissolved and applied
to the roots, a tablespoonful to a pail
of water. The best means of reaching
the roots is to take an old piece of pipe
or a crowbar and make holes 1’ apart
the length of the row, about 1’ gyt from
the row at the top and slanting slightly
toward the. trench.  These holes can
afterward be filled with soil. Sheep
manure, COW manure, guano or other
concentrated plant food can be given to
the plants in liquid form, for sweet peas
are tremendous feeders and will soon
exhaust the soil. A convenient method
is to mix the manure in a barrel at the
end of the row and feed directly to the
roots by making holes as recommended
for nitrate of soda.

A cheesecloth shade will make your
sweet peas last longer by protecting them
from the hot summer sun. A shade
which breaks the strength of the sun’s
rays while admitting enough light to
prevent the growth becoming soft and
spindly is well worth while. [t will also
tend to lengthen the stems.

Green fly and mildew are the principal
enemies of sweet peas. The flies are
usually the result of impoverished soil
which reduces the resisting power of
the plants, or of hot weather. The
plants should be watched carefully, and
at the first indication of aphis in the
terminal of the new growth or the under
side of young foliage, spray thoroughly
with a strong tobacco solution, The
prepared solutions are best for his pur-
pose, as they are uniform and reliable,
Repeat the treatment on three con-

secutive eveningg in <ll the
young aDhi§ tha£g hatch.order T
% rl(.:w 18 like old Father Time with
arour:lcis Y seythe, ‘for it is'sire to come
the pla The weather is the cause of it;
heatp anés stmply cannot stand extreme
s alap they_w1ll usually mildew and
) Iring continued hot weather. Mil-
less’angweve_r, 1s often caused by care-
bl indifferent watering. Overhead
et }?g }115 liable to cause it at any time
g ]% it e danger will be lessened by
t ep wyt"g . Proper irrigating system so
the vater will be somewhat tempered by
air before it strikes the plants.

The Best Type

HE Sp;ncer type of sweet pea is un-
Béda q‘l:]estlonat_)le the best. Its blossoms
to the %vy wings, larger in proportion

n fact iJWer than in"the older types.
€XCuse fo SARNOL pee even a reasonable

f COul;'s:ny‘;)ge %{ow"}g the old f(?rléls.

i all prefer to pass judg-
;’2:“(: Onlwhat colors or shaldesp we want
b trying to pick out sweet

ut here gay 3 S
e a few ’ s
nevertheless, reliable varieties,

In pink Spence

ne color that ey, Beryl is a brilliant,

Hercules is

I Doris Usher
Ne pink shading to salmon.
my choice for crimson, with

is another fi
arity is

| Nubian, a deep
1S a grand variety
%lﬁmh 10 garden _Shouldg be without.

ydenham, which is really
2;1 (Sn;z;nge salmon and not quite so showy
e b\_renson. R. F. Felton is a beau-
Asltla (1)(:1;)lor of lilac and grey shadings.

M 1S my best lavender, and

Clara Curtis *
'S my choice am, m
colored varietiey. ong the crea



Spring and Diet Meet
(Continued from page 106)

that is good and frequently leaves the
strings. Split the larger stalks and cut in
small dice. Several strips can be quickly
cut together.

Apples, oranges, chopped nuts, raisins,
or simply lettuce, shredded and dressed
with mayonnaise or oil and vinegar, will all
contribute to crisp, tempting dishes,
attractive alike to the eye and the palate.

Or fruit cup, instead of soup or as des-
sert, can be made from any combination of
fruits you may have on hand. Try a mix-
ture of orange, grapefruit, pineapple,
grapes, apple (cut very fine) nuts, shredded
cocoanut—any or all of these, served in
their own juices or with a spoonful of
whipped cream. Nothing ever tasted better.

Of course, good as these fruits and vege-
tables are, welcome as they are, and
necessary as they are, we must admit that
they are not all-sufficient. Spring and
summer, fall and winter, we still need our
good body-builders—our protein foods.
This sturdy group, includes our meat, fish,
fowl, milk, eggs, cheese and nuts.

Most of these lend themselves to com-
binations, as in the salads mentioned—in
quantities that will supply enough protein
for the meal. Meats we can eat less of—
and effect the double result of bettering
ourselves and freeing meat for overseas.

Eggs are getting more plentiful and
cheaper every day. Use them freely—
they are nourishing, easily prepared and
economical.

Plenty of fresh milk for the children is
an excellent spring rule. We all know that
we must make every drop of milk count,
nowadays, but the children’s supply
should be as generous as possible. Milk
used in the preparation of regular meals,
will help replace meat—the dinner that
has a good cream soup and one of the more
substantial salads mentioned, will not fall
short in nutritive value.

To market—for vegetables and fruit
and eggs and fish and the other perish-
ables! And leave the spring tonic with the
druggist.

The Egg’s the Thing
(Continued from page 19)

the proper way, and at proper times.
This is quite a long story and we advise
you to get the special free Government
literature already mentioned. Don't
expect to get blood out of a stone, or even
out of a beet, so far as your poultry is
concerned. If you want eggs, gc)'cd foods
which will enable the hens to build up and
supply the eggs you want. If you want
your chickens to grow rapidly feed them
on suitable growing foods. Be sure that
the feed contains enough of the elements of
protein to supply the tissue egg-building
ingredients. If you have hens that are
laying, be sure to give them, in addition,
grit for teeth to grind their food, lime in
some form, crushed oyster shells, or old
plaster or lime-stone gravel from which
they can make egg shells without having to
take the essential materials from their
leg bones or from the bones of their
body structure.

Fourth.—Proper shelter is essential.
The hen house and the hen coop need not
be expensive—in fact it is better to be as
simple and inexpensive as possible: Two
old piano boxes put together back to
back, with the backs used as flooring for
the coop, make an excellent shelter for a
back yard lot for twelve to fifteen hens.
Count on having, for the winter time es-
pecially, a hen coop that is dry, free from
draughts and in which there is no smell of
hens. This implies good ventilation, and
as much sunlight as can be caught.

Concerning Chicks

IF you decide to go in for the poultry
business in your back lot and you are
about to begin with baby chicks, count
on ordering a dozen and a half or two
dozen. You can take care of them for the
first few weeks in an improvised coop
made out of an old cheese box or a soap
box in which have been suspended a few
pieces of old felt or woollen cloth against
which the chicks can snuggle and keep
themselves warm. This box should be set
inside an outer box or packing case.

Allow the chicks to have access to the
ground in fair weather. Let them run
about on some freshly dug ground daily.

Directions for taking care of the chickens
after you get them will probably be
furnished by the breeder from whom you
get the stock or you will have had time to
get complete instructions from the Govern-
ment offices. You can write to the Central
Experimental Farm,PoultryHusbandman,
immediately and get the instructions you
wantreturned to you withina few daysand
in writing you need not even put a stamp
on your letter, but merely write in the
corner, “O.H.M.S.” Even so far is
His Majesty's Service at your disposal,—
the last word of encouragement to you to
add another good patriot's name to the
list of those who, often for the first time
in their lives, have become producers of
food-stuffs.

I
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Adhesive

Plaster Tape

Stops any leak, big
or little, and usually
for good. Apply
when the hose is dry.
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The
Universal

Mender

Thousands of peo~
ple by its use make
old hose last an-
other season.

Every Day Brings Uses
Which Nothing Else Will Serve

Every home has a thousand uses
for B&B Adhesive Plaster Tape.

People are now using millions of
yards per year. And every year the
use is doubling as people find it out.

It is a strong tape, with tensile
strength of some 45 pounds per inch
width.

It is rubber-coated, and thus prac-
tically waterproof.

It sticks to anything that’s dry—
to wood, metal, china, glass, flesh,
rubber, cloth or paper.

It sticks without wetting and it
stays stuck.

It stops almost any sort of leak—
mends nearly every break or tear.
Make a single wrapping or as many
as you need. It is always ready, in-
stantly attached. = And it holds.

Not a day goes by without some
service for it.

This is the tape that surgeons use
for attaching splints, for retaining
dressings, for relieving sprains, etc,
It is standard' in hospitals every-
where.

So it must be strong and clinging.
We have spent 25 years in perfect-
ing this ideal adhesive.

e

V' 2,0 dins iide
/3)‘/‘3 Adhesive [‘l:\lv

RUBBER

a /’ \
s

BASE

YARDS

\ WIDE | LONG

d by

> Black

Buy 5-Yard Spools for Economy
Sold by All Druggists

e

i

INSULATES WIRE

Wrap electric wires or wire
connections with it.

RUBBER MENDER

It sticks to rubber
and, being rubber-
coated, is practically
waterproof.

A PERFECT GRIP

Both a mender and a grip. It sticks
like glued-on canvas.

A 50-cent spool may save ten dol-
lars for you on lawn hose alone.

Even tires and inner tubes can be
temporarily mended by it. Carry it
in your car.

Rubber articles and rubber gar-
ments are instantly mended by it.

Attach ip underneath a‘cloth tear
and the tear will hardly show.

Leaky water pipes or faucets can
be patched with it.

Broken articles of any material
can be mended with it.

Fruit jars can be sealed with it.

When you find out its many uses
you will wonder how you ever got
along without it.

Get a spool today. Get the right
kind—B&B Adhesive Plaster Tape.
That is adapted to this all-round
service. :

Get the larger spools. They are
most economical. We recommend
the five yard lengths.

We have a book which pictures
many uses. It is full of good sug-
gestions. Write and we’ll send it to
you Free.

PREVENTS
CHAFING

Apply to hands or heels where rub
comes. It saves blisters.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited, Surgical Drossings, etc., Chicago, Toronto, New York
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Iam makmg moneg at home The Friendship Circle
easily and pleasantly, Will Give You These Beau- |

tiful Gifts ?@@@ of Cost

VERYWOMAN'S WORLD js adverti
of.the Friendship Circle Club. The
with many beautiful gifts, a few of w

ably generous cash rewards,

Many of your ‘friends do not take “Canada’s ma
Call on them with this month’s issue. Point
enlightening features that recommend
you do they will be eager to subscribe.

sed by its loving friends the members |
Club rewards them for their efforts |
hich are shown here, and by remark-

gazine for Canadian Women."’
¢ out the’ many interesting, helpful,
EVERYWOMAN’S WoORLD to you. When

Wi o TV
want to te y I

HOW YOU CAN TOO

THERE were 50 many thinps I Yes, I do sell some socks to my

wanted! Things for the kiddies, neighbors—and make a fine profit on
for the home, for myself. But there them. But I don’t have to rely on
was no way to get them without more these sales because the Auto Knitter

That is Your Opportunity

Offer to send the subscription for them i
f i » and explain that while ; just
the same as when orderﬁd direct, by giving you the order thlesr l}tleclgsizsoflhfglfélrlm
tfe little club of subscribers, which will bring you one
of these valuable rewards,

That is the way t!
Club turn their spare ¢ m0e™s of the

R Friendship Circle
spare time into dollars. You can join to-

You'll get the Club’s fine Catalogue of Gifts free as soon

as you'write to 'us,  When ou
subscribers we will send you t%]le Csend At Eraong

{ money. Company gladly buys up every pair of ship Circle” Emblen P; the Club’s beautiful * Friend-
: 3 = n entirel tps
Of course, I didn’t want to go out to ;c:gl;fptlly.kmt and payy ‘e rt}:)r g €1t or your cash commissjon, ¥ Maddition.to any other

work, and somehow, I couldn’t bring
myself to canvassing. I believed my There is no trouble in it atall. It
duty to Fred and the children, as wellas  is very easy to learn how to use the
to myself, demanded that I should not machine—and after a little practice
neglect my home in order to make many knit about 20 times as fast with
extra money. v the machine as by hand.

Of course, I did not see how it was YES, it isa finc way to make the
possible to give proper attention to the extra money I need for little pleag-
family and to earn money too. Then  wures and luxuries, and I recommend it
I heard of the Auto Knitter and what  to all women who want to earn money
a great thing it was for women like me.  at home in an easy and congenial way,
OW how different it all peems! ‘I All information about the matter is
N have an Auto Knitter and I am A l? - uiterestmlg hookiet vtv;x lce!:
making quite a little money af kome, 'S Sentiree. I strongly u{Fe gy

: . the booklet because it will open up to
T}:ie ‘;\h“to K’f’:‘tltet'i‘.km“ v;°°.le“ socks  viu a chance to get easily 8o many
5535 e o ings. 1S 50 easy  things you have been longing for !
torun, It makes no noise, no dirt, 3 : A
everything is simple and nice. Mary Write to the Auto Knitter Hosiery
and Tom like to run it for the fun of (Can.)Co., Limited, Dept. 102G., 163
the thing—and every pair of socks they ~ College St., Toronto, for their book-
knit means just that much more money  lot on ‘‘Making money at home
earned, with an Auto Knitter.””

You can make twenty pairs of socks In
R D ROSS WORKERS the time it now takes to knit one, by using

the Auto Knitter. Many in use by Red
Cross organizations in Canada, United States and Great Britain, Uses less wool than

hand knitting. Simple and easy to operate, Write for full information.

$25.00 to $100.00 E
For Your Spare Time

The Club's Emblem is this Just §eﬂd a card toda an £¢
beautiful *Friendship Cir- the Frlendship Circle (}:,]ubc'l' o

cle” Brooch.  As soon ag ‘ ! .
you join the Club and send Ott: glﬁaqub S great money-maki
one subscriber you will ©f Giits as soon as we hear f

receive it Free, supplies nece.

; uld like to join
e'll send full particulars
ng plan and fihe Catalogue

3 rom ou, togeth .
ssary for your Success_y gether with all

Beautiful Gold-Filled Bracelet Watch
Postage Paid for securing only 8 yeé?l(;:nt l
subscriptions at $1.50 per year each. ;
This exquisite imported watch is genuine
gold filled and warranted in EVery way to give
satisfaction. It is very dainty in size, is stem-
wind and set and has a decorated porcelain
dial. The bracelet is of the newest design
slips on easily and quickly, and will fit snugl);
onany wrist. This is a rare opportunity to
secure one of these fashionable watches quickly
and easily.

o5 Magnificent Soliq G
This is one of the most exqu

s old Pendant and Chain
: 181t i 7 -
evidences the wonderful val e € Premiums we have ever offered and

“or cm;,esmndcnls. of the rewards given to our subscrip-
e Pendant j i

genuine Florcnttiul: (Efllifn lmﬁ hg,?s“{; gle“:“fl “i')rought in an exquisite

is set wi vine design, as a genuine by e

i: s\(I:owll(t)lI‘{a gl( iumful brilliantly cut synthetic ‘:ﬁ:‘e‘ﬁ pearl ’lq}rlop l?qd

fastener, Ag ‘Lf'";“d[‘f"f\(*l curb pattern, full 1 ‘in. ]o)x;SL w'the cfdtm
ral e s riul offer—given for securi g, with safety

newal subscriptions, ecuring only four new or re-

Handsome Casserole

IIlllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIHIIIlllIllllllllllllllllllllllIlllllllllllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII|||IIIIIIIIIIIIIIII=E:

Let Us Send You a Box
of Turnbull’s “M”
Bands for Your Baby

Every mother we know of who has tried
them would not be without them for any-
thing.

Turnbull’'s “M " Band is a little gar-
ment that is worn next to the skin.
They are very finely knitted from the
softest and cleanest Australian merino
wool. Over each shoulder and meeting
like a “V" front and back are two linen
tapes. These tapesare attached to a linen
tab front and back. These tabs are used
for pinning the diaper to.

This method keeps the diaper firmly and snugly in place, making the
baby comfortable all the time and preventing soiling clothes.

In addition, the fine soft wool next the baby's skin serves as an
abdominal band, keeping the body warm and at an even temperature all

If you have never cooked with
a casserole a delight and surprise
are in store for you. Casserole
cooking is the greatest advance
the art of cooking has made in
the last fifty 8, and the Royal
Alexandra Ca ole is surely the
best of all casseroles. With it,
scraps of meat, vegetables, left-
overs, etc., can be turned into the
most delightful dishes cooked “‘en
Casserole,” and for puddings, vegetables,

9,
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» IS unequalleq,
1S casserole ig absolut i
m g ely fireproof, It is
P(‘;xggr; fw‘iat?umm French Carrrfe]igg Brown
00d cooked { SI?Otless_ white porcelain lining.
8avor and ig gru s retains all jts strength and
becauge th 8reatly improved. It saves labor
place the e the food is cooked you simply
take it ty t}‘;?lt?tsemle in its beautiful frame and
nickel plat de able. The frame ig beautifully
.Ated, and has g handsome pierced fili-

h 4
a family Ofa:ig}es‘ This casserole

SEnt prepaid for onl
subscriptiong to Every\gorﬁxg'sn Wor?é S

stews, etc,

. Tooch. A Re
the time. g : Imagine recerying 5 e markable Gift
Good dealers sell thesey or we will send you a box by mail for $1.50 each box reward for so smal] serviéesf:;'d gold brooch as a
contains three garments, = Give age of baby when writing and send®today. scribers to Everywomany World, cWing three sub-

hi .
des{gﬂs ::leiit;frllbrooch S In a genuine Florentine
in T styiee “3]' tEﬁlalped and chased, It is mounted
o 1 2 sparkling amethyst doublet,

R
ceedingly beautify] pié:::, g?ge&gﬂey; jusble and ex-

The C. Turnbull Company of Galt, Limited
GALT - ONTARIO
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; Parisian Ivory Three«
Piece Toilet Set

Given for three sub.
scriptions,

Here is a reward that
you can use every day
of the year, The baclis;
of the mirror and brus|
are made of the popu-
lar new Parisian Ivory,
The mirror is a clear
imported bevel plate,
the clean and sanitary
bristles on the brush are
guaranteed not to drop
out,

You will be well gat-
isfied with this dainty
set. It could not be
duplicated at your deal-
ers for less than three
or four dollars. Thig
set is an addition to
your dresser that is at
once useful and fashionable,

1
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"Get Your Hands In" %
7

Give perfect freedom of action.
Wear well and always look neat.
Made from the finest quality of silk.
Exquisitely dainty in form, fit and finish.
Double tipped and GUARANTEED.

Q @2 i f::lr:x::?hin gold inside
St. Catharines Silk Mills
Limited

Makers of Silk Gloves and
8ilk Lingerie  83-D

TN

. ‘--r e T ‘ )
H‘he Hand that Knlt‘ Al 00000000 QO0O0N)




Letting In
The Light

TO supplement the little that
can judiciously be published
in EVERYWOMAN's WORLD about
the dreadful social diseases, we
have printed a special booklet
for distribution to our readers
only, giving all of the information
that any parent or young person
will need or want to know to
protect themselves from the
dreadful Venereal diseases that
have been so common every-
where.

We have entitled this book
“Letting in the Light.” It treats
this subject in four chapters from
four points of view :—

1st. By way of introducing the sub-

ject, by the Superintending
Editor of EVERYWOMAN'S
‘WORLD.

From the Mother's point of
view, by Mrs. Jean Blewett.

3rd. The vital statistics of the social
diseases, by Dr. C. K. Clarke,
Canada's foremost authority on
this subject.

A Family Doctor’s review of a
few typical cases of innocent
infection; this chapter handled
by Dr. W. F. Plewes.

This invaluable booklet wiil
be sent to any EVERYWOMAN'S
WoRrLD reader for the nominal
price of 25c to cover cost of pub-
lication and postage. Only a
limited edition has been printed.
Send at once for your copy. You
will find it to be the most vitall
interesting exposition of the trutﬁ
in this great matter that has ever
come to your attention, the truth
beautifully and wholesomely told.

SENT FREE on request with

any new_ or renewal subscrip-
tion to EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD.

Continental Publishing Co.
Limited
Toronto : Ontario

2nd.

4th.

N\ J

Put vim in
jaded muscles

by stimulating and arousing the
circulation with light applications
of Absorbine, Jr., rubbed in thor-
oughly. This invigorating liniment
acts quickly and surely. It is fra-
grant and pleasant to use — leaves
no greasy residue on the skin.

AbsorbineJ:

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

TRAGE maRn BEG U B BAL GF.

As Absorbine, Jr, is a powerful germicide as

well as a liniment it is effective for prophylactic
and aseptic uses; it destroys the germs in cuts
and sores.

Farmers and mechanics will find
Absorbine, Jdr., especially valuable
in taking care of the little injuries
that are “ part of the day's work "
and in relieving soreness and
strains.

Absorbine, Jr., is purely herbal
and safe to use anywhere, '

Get a bottle to-day and keep it in
your desk, in your travelling bag, in
your medicine cabinet or in the side
pocket of your automobile. It is
health insurance of a high type.

== Absorbine,Jr.,$1.25abottle
| atdruggists or postpaid

A liberal Trial Bottle will be sent
to your address upon receipt of 10¢
in stamps.

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
517 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

'I; o)

LCOME your visitors with the
certain knowledge that they will
find nothing to criticize.

DUSTBANE

will keep vour carpets looking bright and
new, Your floors will appear freshly
polished if you sweep them with Dust-
bane. It makes the work so much easier
too, because it settles the dust.

Order a tin from your grocer. If he
doesn't stock it, ask him to get it for
you or write the manufacturers.

Dustbane Mfg. Co., Limited
Ottawa, Ontario

In the
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of Books

By NORAH M. HOLLAND

One Year of Pierrot

Thomas Allen
Price $1.50

8 NE Year of Pierrot” is a story which

should hold a charm for every reader,
however unliterary are his tastes. The
simple and poignant record of a baby's
short life, drawn by the young French
mother from the very heart of maternity,
must, one would think, appeal to all
humanity.

And yet the book will achieve no speed
popularity; it will never share wit
“Graustark,” or ‘“The Wings of the
Morning,” or many another melodramatic
and slipshod romance, the dubious honor
of being one of the “best sellers’” of the
year. Its style is too delicate, too daintily
reserved for that. It will take its place
upon the shelves of all true lovers of litera-
ture beside Marjorie Pickthall's “Little

Hearts,” a tale which has much of the -

same fugitive, yet arresting, charm of
style. It is a book which should live long
after its more widely acclaimed contem-
poraries have passed into oblivion with
the “snows of yester year.” But it will
never be a ‘““best seller.”

Carolyn of the Corners

By Ruta BeELMORE ENDICOTT
McClelland, Goodchild & Stewart
Price $1.35

IN this latest age of the world, if we are
to believe the precepts inculcated by
present day juvenile fiction, it is the chil-
dren who Kave fallen heir to all the wis-
dom of the past. It is to them that a be-
wildered and helpless elder generation
must look for the guidance and direction,
the spiritual sustenance and kindly en-
couragement which they are all too eager
to give. The children of modern literature
are adepts at the practice which a homel
proverb defines as ‘‘teaching your grand}f
mother tosuck eggs,” and none more so than
“Carolyn of the Corners.” She is one of
the host of children who follow in the foot-
steps of Pollyanna the Glad, bestrewing
our paths with obnoxious virtues in a man-
ner which the ordinary adultis apt to find
decidedly irritating. Providentially, there
is seldom more than one of her kind in
any communityand the hard work incident
upon converting the rest of the community
to righteousness generally leads to her early
death. However, this volume should take
its place in the shelves of the Sunday
School Library beside Elsie Dinsmore and
Pollyanna, and will undoubtedly be popu-
lar in such environment. .

The Cream of the Jest

By James Branca CABELL
J. M. Dent & Co.
Price $1.50

HE main thesis of “The Cream of the
Jest” seems to be that, as another
author has worded it, ‘““We are all islands
shouting to each other across seas of mis-
understanding.” Felix Kennaston, novel-
ist, man of the world, and seeker after
beauty, has discovered a talisman by the
aid of which he lives largely in a world of

dreams, finding there the answer to the .

riddle of human existence. ~ Mr. Cabell
has, in this volume, endeavored to unfold

* before us the mystery of the dual person-
ality of mankind, with what success it
must be left to the reader to decide.

The Scar that Tripled

By WiLLiam G. SHEPHERD
Musson Book Co.

Price 50c.

HOSE who have read Richard Hard-
ing Davis’ last story, “ The Deserter,”
which was reviewed in the March issue of
EvERYWOMAN'S WORLD, will naturally be
interested in the future of the hero of that
tale. In his little booklet, ‘“‘ The Scar that
Tripled,” Mr. Shepherd tells us of his
meeting with the lad in London a year
later, and of hearing from his own lips the
story of how gallantly he had redeemed

the past, although; irideed, it was only in
intention that he had erred. These two
little volumes give a very vivid picture of
the dangers and discomforts of life at the
front, and of the compensations that make
those discomforts bearable.

Heart of the Hills

By ALBERT DURRAND WATSON
McClelland, Goodchild & Stewart

N his former volumes of verse Dr. Wat-

son has proved himself possessor of a
true lyrical faculty, and has written many
charming lines, although he is often curi-
ously unequal in his work; and in this
volume, ‘““Heart of the Hills,” he has
maintained his usual standard. His
poem, ‘“The Sparrow,” is.a dainty little
word-picture:

““A little meal of frozen cake,
A little drink of snow,
And, when the sun is setting,
A broad-eaved bungalow.

“A little hopping in the sun
Throughout the wintry day,
A little chirping blithely
Till March drifts into May.

“A little sparrow’s simple life,
And Love, that life to keep,
That careth for the sparrow
Even when it falls asleep.”

On the whole, the volume is a creditable
one, though Dr. Watson, in common with
so many of our Canadian versifiers, has
made several excursions into the wilder-
ness of vers libre.

The Terror

By ARTHUR MACHEN
. M. Dent & Co.
Price $1.50

R. MACHEN, in “The Terror,” has

written a mystery tale, the climax of
which will come as a surprise to the most
sophisticated reader of stories of crime
and its discovery.

In 1914 all England was thrilled by a
series of unparalleled and mysterious
crimes. Who was the author of these?
Was it some new fiendishness of the Ger-
mans in their struggle for victory? We
will leave it to the reader to discover.
Suffice it to say that we do not think that
one in a hundred will find the answer before
reading the story to its conclusion. Of
course, looking at the end first is “‘no fair,”
as the children say.

Reed Voices

By James B. KEnyon
James T. White & Co.,
Price, $1.25

“ T EED Voices" is a daintily gotten up

little volume of verse from the press
of James T. White & Co. It is one of a
series of Modern American Poetry now in
process of issue and is a capital specimen
of typography and of the binder's art.
The poems themselves have facility, and a
certain grace and sweetness which will
attract many readers and the book will
be a welcome addition to the library of all
verse lovers.

Aliens

By WiLLiam McFEE
Musson Book Co.
Price, $1.50

N this book, “Aliens,” the author of

“Casuals of the Sea' has written a de-
cidedly unusual story depicting the in-
terest created in a quiet New Jersey
household by the lives of the Carville
brothers. While the sinister figure of the
younger brother never directly appears
in the narrative, his influence is felt
through the whole course of the tale, and
his sudden descent from the skies upon the
little village in the flames of his wrecked
aeroplane is a fitting climax to the volume.

We Will Buy Your Books for You! 1'

FOR the convenience of our readers we will be glad to purchase for them,
from the publishers, all such books as we may review.

A post office money order enclosed with instructions—name of book and
publisher—covering price of book and postage is all that will be required.
There will be no extra charge for the service.

Address orders to the Review Editor, Everywoman’s World, Toronto, Can.
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Make 2891
New Friends
This Spring

All around you nature is
putting out her signs, How
gorgeously she shows you
Spring. The crocuses are
up; the sap has begun to
rise in the trees; the birds
are coming back, but how
many of these signs can
you read?

On every side are the
creatures of nature, the
Birds, the Trees, the But.
terflies and the Flowers.
To introduce them to you and tell you their
life's history, their habits and their interest-
ing peculiarities, and help you understand
them and make them your friends is the
mission of

The Little Nature Library

It puts an interest in the common things
around you, gives a new delight to the out-
doors; increases a hundredfold the delights
of any excursion into the country.

The books are beautifully gotten up, bril.
liantly written, and are illustrated with hun.
dreds of pictures taken direct from nature,
and printed in colours and black and white.

The four volumes are:

Canadian Birds Worth Knowing,
by Neltje Blanchan;

Canadian Trees Worth Knowing,
by Julia Ellen Rogers;

Canadian Flowers Worth Knowing
by Neltje Blanchan;

Canadian Butterflies Worth Know-
ing, by Clarence M. Weed;

Four remarkable volumes, 1200 pages, 2891
different subjects, 144 full page illustrations
in colours. $1.60 per volume; postage 15¢c.
additional,

The Musson Book Co., Ltd.
Publishers Toronto

Mark His Clothing

X with
CASH’S WOVEN

NAME-TAPES

and insure them
against loss.

Guaranteed fast

colors

PRICES
24 doz. - $4.00
12 doz. . 2.25
6doz. . 1.50
3doz. - 1.00

Style Sheet
sent free on
request or
can be seen
atany lead-
ing Dry
He writes: “Be sure and mark all ~ GoodsStorg
my clothes with Cash's Names"

- J. & J. CASH, LIMITED

Room 41, 301 St. James Street, Montreal

FREE TO GIRLS

a BIG DOLL AND DOLL

CARRIAGE

This Big Dollis 15 inches tall, has
ointed legs and arms and natural
ead, hands and feet. The Doll
Carriage has steel frame and
wheels and the seat, back and
hood are made of leatherette, It
is 24 inches high and is just the

right size for the Big Doll.
\ Just send us your name and ad-
dress and we will send you 20 of
our new lovely 16 x 20 inch
colored pictures to sell at 15 cents
each. When they are sold send us
e our money (three dollars) and we
< will send you the Big Doll, with

all charges prepaid and we will

also send you the Doll Carriage
without any charge if you will
show your Doll to your friends
and get just three of them to sell
our Pictures and earn prizes too.
Send us your name and address
to-day so you can get your Doll
and Doll Carriage quickly.

Address—

HOMER-WARREN
COMPANY

Dept. P 10
TORONTO

DEAFNESS Is MISERY
S Iknow because I was Deaf and had Head
2 Noises for over 30 years. My invisible

8 Anti-septic Ear Drums restored my hear=
ing an stop%ed Head Noises, and willdo
it for you. They are Tiny Megaphones.

Cannot be seen when worn. Easy to put

in, easy to take out. Are “Unseen Com=

gr,ta'.; ‘I,nexpemive. “;ri t‘eg‘or Blooklet and
ro statement of how 1 r.
my hearing, O, LEONARD " e°d

Suite 202, .70 Sth A;re., New York City
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= . Make Your Vegetable
A Garden A Family Affair

HE best way to insure the suc- corn, the tomatoes and the cabba
cess of your vegetable garden is  The woman attended to the begﬁz.
to get every member of the peas, green onions, spinach, radish

family interested in it. and lettuce. ’

Don’t put the whole burden upon  The children looked after the |t
father and mother. Any child over onions, parsnips, beets and ca ate
the age of ten years can, and usually  Apd they all helped one anoth s Sh
will be glad to help, if his interest is  the hoeing. Sl
encouraged; and even younger child- What was the result?

ren may be shown how to help. e

The way one family cultivated a very ?.tergl g¥e“i up 1n that family a
successful vegetable garden last year €AYy MValry and an interest in the

was as follows: lg)aiden juch a’i)lno person would have
elieved possible had the experiment

The husband and wife ci}lanned Mie ot e tried.

garden. The man spaded up the soil The family had plenty of sala

d it as he went along. . d veget-
and manured i e g 8 ables durln.g the summer, They gre-
Then he and his wife and their two  served sufficient tomatoes, beary beq

eldest children raked it all over thor- pickles to last all through the Wi

oughly and put in other fertilizer. In  4pd i fack 5off o OgUgh e : Inter
this way they got the ground into beets, carrots, e OF:)(;Oatoets,
good condition. - - carry them through ung] Marcnl: (;
The man planted the potatoes, the this year. i2

S

ONTARIO

What this family did, your family should be able to do. The wa the

cultivating their garden is described in a booklet entitled ‘A Vegyetabls; v&‘:;a:b%Ut
Every Home.”” This book has been prepared by the Ontario Department of X vy
culture for distribution to any householder who will send for acopy. Itisf l%n-
helpful, practical suggestions, including plans for various sized gardens, You &
get a copy free by filling out and mailing the coupon below. s

—_— —

(SN St St cai— —— —
——
—

Please send me a copy of your booklet ‘“A Vegetable Garden for Every Home."

' 0 AR e REETI R e e Address

‘\s—

ORGANIZATION OF RESOURCES COMMITTEE in Co-Operation with Canada Food Board




Courtesy of "' The Dry Goods Review "'

One of the most attractive of the
many motor coat models shown this
season is that of purple leather as
shown above, One of thelight-weight
felt, satin, or even a tight-fitting straw
hat may be worn with it. The close-
fitting collar may be buttoned up to
keep out the May breezes which,
though exhilarating, are not as yet
quite warm enough for either health
or comfort.

OTORING days—real days, with
good roads and sunny skies are
upon us. The whole country-side
calls to us. The Spring motor shows
invite us, tempt us, captivate us.

The woman motorist is assembling
her wraps. In all Fashion displays,
motor clothes are the order of the
day—and what an array of them
confronts the prospective buyer!

How Has Your Car Helped Win the War?

at home there are accomplishments to be
recorded. How are you helping out with
your car? How are the leading women in
your town utilizing theirs in patriotic work?

EveErywoman's WorLp will pay $2.00 for
every bona fide idea accepted and $3.00
for every tale of achievement accompanied
by a photograph of the woman or women
in question. Contributions must be ad-
dressed ‘“Automobile Editor, Every-
woman's World, Toronto, Ont.

IN every comunity today there are wo-
men who own and drive cars. It hard-
ly seems conceivable that there are any of
them who do not devote at least a small
percentage of their time towards patrio-
tic endeavors. g
We believe that automobiles are playing
a stupendous part in the winning of this
war. Quite aside from the marvellous
achievements of the tanks and other
motor propelled war-machines, right here

The Amateur Beekeeper’s
Outfit

AS explained in the article on page IZ.‘ any woman may keep bees. Ths
following list will indicate how inexpensive this patriotic occupation may be.

Two colonies of bees in 10-frame Langstroth hive.............. . $10.00
O e s T R | P T B B 1.00
BeEal tie oo e e R e e A iR
Bok ortibadieasmires s s L e R S e ey . 2.00
14 1Ib. No. 30 tinned wire. 2 .15
SbtedreiinbEdie - 5 0o e T i 25

For each colony add one spare 10-frame hive withself-spacing frames
and 114 lb. medium brood foundation to take a possible swarm....3.00

$16.75
Either of the following sets of supplies—
For comb-honey production:
3 comb-honey supers, 150 sections in the flat and 1 lb. thn super
e LTl LR S SR S IR e T e PR N B
For extracted honey production:
2 ten-frame hive bodies fitted with Langstroth frames in flat
Brobd IoRation. e b T s N
1 queen excluder (wool-bound).............ccocoooeioiiiiininnnni
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The
Best-Fed Boys

Get 5 Cent Breakfasts

So with all folks—men and women.

The basis is a dish of Quaker QOats with garnishings.
Then a dish of fruit and a cup of some hot drink.

The oat is the supreme food. In energy units it yields
1810 calories per pound —twice as much as round steak,
more than twice as much as eggs.

It is the recognized fodd for growth. It is rich in miner-
All needed elements are in it and in the right propor-

It has a wondrous flavor.

a}s.
tions.

At this writing, Quaker Oats costs but
one-seventh what meats or eggs cost—on
the average—for the same nutrition.

Seven abundant meals can thus be served
at the cost of one average meat meal.

Reduce the cost of living by using more Quaker Oats.
Make it the entire breakfast. Mix it with your flour foods.

A multiplied cost can buy no such nutrition, no such de-
lights, without it.

Quaker Oats

Flaked From Queen Grains Only

In Quaker Oats you get all the
oat nutrition, plus exquisite flavor.
And without extra price. They are
flaked from queen grains only—just ~ welcome when you make them with
the rich, plump, flavory oats. "By Quaker Oats.

35c¢ and 15¢ Per Package

Exceptin Far West

discarding the small insipid grains
we get but ten pounds from a
bushel. All oat foods are doubly
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Quaker Oats Muffins

3 cup Quaker Oats (uncooked), 1% cups
flour, 1 cup scalded milk, 1 egg, 4 level tea-
spoons baking powder, 2 tablespoons melted
butter, 14 teaspoon salt, 3 tablespoons sugar.

Quaker Oats Sweetbits
The Oat Macaroon

Turn scalded milk on Quaker Oats, let stand 1 cup sugar
five minutes; add sugar, salt and melted butter; 2 eggs
sift in flour and baking powder; mix thoroughly [ 88!
and add egg well beaten. Bake in buttered | 2 teaspoons
gem pans. | baking

i powder
| 1 tablespoon
. : | butter
Quaker Oats Pancakes =2 cups
Quaker Oats

2 cups Quaker Oats (uncooked), 134 cup flour, (uncooked)
1 teaspoon salt, 1 teaspoon soda, dissolved in 2 1
tablespoons hot water. 1teaspoon baking powder teaspoon
(mix in the flour), 214 cups sour milk or butter- vanilla 4

milk, 2 eggs beaten lightly, 1 tablespoon sugar,
1 or 2 tablespoons melted butter (according to
the richness of the milk).

Process: Soak Quaker Oats overnight in milk.
In the morning mix and sift flour, soda, sugar
and salt—add this to Quaker Oats mixture—
add melted butter; add eggs beaten lightly —beat
thoroughly and cook as griddle cakes.

Cream butter and sugar,

Add yolks of eggs.
Add Quaker Oats, to which baking powder has
been added, and add vanilla.

Beat whites of eggs stiff and add last. Drop on
buttered tins with a teaspoon, but very few on

each tin, as they spread. Bake in slow oven.

Makes about 65 cookies.

ce The Quaker Qats @mpany &

1922
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open stretch. You'll like it, and will be surprised how
is handled and driven.

If you have never felt the thrill of driving your own car

a passenger. And especially so if you drive a Ford.

are driving Ford cars and enjoying it. A Ford stops and

strength and power show to advantage.

N Runabout - -
4 Touring -
Coupe - - -

Sedan = - .
Chassis: /< 2

THE UNIVERSAL CAR One-ton Truck
F.O.B, FORD, ONT.

Ford Motor Company of Canad
Ford, Ontario |

Get Behind the Wheel

of a Ford and Drive

’ I YRY it just once! Ask your friend to let you “pilot” his car on an

easily the Ford

, there is some-

thing good in store for you. It is vastly different from just riding—being

Young boys, girls, women and even grandfathers —thousands of them—

starts in traffic

with exceptional ease and smoothness, while on country roads and hills its

Buy a Ford and you will want to be behind ““ the wheel ” constantly.

$575
$595
$770
$970
$535
$750

a, Limited

Your Pockets With Money

Norman Shortt earned $14.50 and
won a $50.00 bicycle in one week
after school. Oscar Bennett of Galt
has made over $20.00, and won
many fine prizes. Mabel Plummer
made $15.00 in a few hours.

reANDIE

Here is Your Chance to Fill ,
I
I

; 3
You can easily make 3
A
({

$5.00 to $10.00

Any bright boy or girl can make ‘
this much and more every month {
Ly delivering Everywoman’s World |
to customers in their own neigh- {
Lorhood.

I

I

i

i

i

i

A

! :] ;

You take no risk and invest no money. ]‘ I

We send the magazines each month as soon "‘:U

as they come out. You sell them and keep 2

out your big profit. You make more money L Geg

on Everywoman's World than any other .

magazine in Canada—more money than

you would possibly earn so easily in any
other way. -

¢

T
Write to-day without fail for particulars : ’ % \\
.f;"l"
Sales Division B., N S N,
Continental Publishing Co., ) N e e ar[1ITTITLIER
Limited

Toronto - Ontario

| |

MONEY ::ciris e “”m

Mrepieq
O

Milady must have excly-
siveness in her stationery,
—If she uses

Lrench
Organdie

or her correspondence,
her letters convey the de-
sired impression,

French Organdie is ob-
tainable in Papeteries,
Note Paper and Tablets
with envelopes to match.

Ask your
Stationer for it

Barberslj:!g%

Toronto, Canada
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Laugh Time Tales

“Life Without Laughing is a Dreary Blank’

Not Dry Literature

T was after prohibition had reached a

certain town in Ontario that an ex-
press agent telephoned a man prominent
in the town. This was the. message:
““Please tell Mr. X. we have a package of
booksfor him, and we wish he would arrange
to get them at once as they are leaking
badly.”

Biography

O one would have more heartily en-

joyed than Strathcona himself, had
he been alive, the following answer, which
was given this year at the junior public
schoolgraduationexaminationtoaquestx(m
askinz foranaccount of hiscareer: * Lor
Strathcona was an Indian at the begin-
ning of his life. When the missionaries
were sent out he became a convert. He
grew to be a good man, and, after a while,
he became a_minister, and he grew in the
ministry until be was knighted lord.’

Who Started the War

THE Kaiser and the Crown Prince were
. Sipping a cordial.
Father, who started t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>