- -~

How Can We Lift the Shroud to Protect Your Daughter or to Protect Y our Boy ?
r Will You Write and Tell Us? (See Page 3)

OCTOBER Continental Publishing Company, Limited, Toronto, Canada FIFTEEN

Trade Mark Registered 1913, Department of Agriculture, at Ottawa, by N B
cred 1913, Department tawa, b CENTS

1 9 1 7 : L oronto, Canada

|




Light Six

Touring Sedan

(Sprixu‘,ﬁc“ Type)

S

Touring Coupe $1940

All prices f. 0. b. Toronto

Subject to change without nolice

The Full Round of Seasons

OR THE winter? A

F closed car—by all

nmeans.

[For the summer? An open
car—most assuredly.

The Overland Light Six Se-
dan and Coupe are both—
closed and open cars.

And they are smart appear-
ing cars either closed or
open—in no sense make-
shifts, either way.

The windows—all of

them—and the uprights

that them—fold
away entirely out of sight

side

support

when you want an open

car.

The sides of the car above
the body are entirely open
from end to end whenever
that is your humor.

And it’s so little trouble that
you’ll shut the car up tight
for even a light shower and
have it all open again in a
jiffy as soon as it’s over.

Then there’s the solid com-
fort all winter long of a
perfectly enclosed car with
all the protection of a lim-
ousine and the richness of
closed car upholstery and
interior finish.

Mounted on the economical
Overland Light Six chas-

in Luxurious Comiort

sis, these are ideal every-
purpose cars.
The

power plant of the most

motor—a six-cylinder
modern type—is remark-
able for its velvet-soft
smoothness —a  marked
characteristic e s p ecially

pleasing in closed cars.

You'll be delighted with the
performance of the Over-
land Light Six Touring
Sedan and Coupe.

And you'll be delighted with
their luxuriousness.

The unusually
seats of the Sedan are up-

comfortable

Willys-Overland, Limited

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

rich

holstered in a soft,
striped cloth.
Sides and ceiling are lined
to match and a thick gray
carpet covers the floor.

gray, fine

At the rear window there is
a rich gray silk roll-up cur-
tain. A dome light in the
ceiling softly but amply
lights the interior at night
whenever desired. j

Enjoy the full round of the

seasons in luxurious com-
fort.

See the Willys-Overland

dealer about one of these
cars to-day.
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g We Introduce “NM.VM.M.”,— how close you come l'o our estimate, based '_E
= : on various sources of information as to who =
— ET us introduce to you one of the is the leading woman in Nova Scotia. E
= newer members of our editorial =
£ I 4 staff— Miss Mary M. Murphy, Toronto for Shopping,— =
E hailing from Ottawa. S : E
= When you come in to see us, here on YOU may anticipate having more and =
S «The Ground Floor,” Miss Murphy will more newsin this your own magazine =
Z  pe the first one you'll want to see,—for as about what is going on and about what is =
=  Managing Editor, she is the one around being displayed in Toronto shops. =
Z  whom all of the good things gather for the Who dossn t !1ke to visit the big stores =
£ pext and succeeding issues of EVELY- and see “what's what” in clothes and  Z
=  womaN’s WORLD. tthngs? - =
E Probably you know her already from . S the}xl‘e any reason why you shouldn’t £
£  several articles of hers that have appeared now what is going on here in Toronto? =
= in EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, or her writings And why shouldn’t Toronto fgr Canada =
£  over “M.M.M.”, appearing widely through- %‘;i‘t’gdry Sl?"l:tcehs? aSItN\?v‘;Vll %%rks(l)smiordt‘he' =
= ut Canada in daily and Sunday papers,— 1 Statesr _day! =
= gorrespondence frorzl"n the Capita)ll. 2 That is if we are all loyal to the point of =
= Anyway you are sure to like her for she reco}igmzx%g t}(ljls Clt}l’k for what it is and =
Z is immensely likeable, she is unusuéllly ought to be and we talk it up as we should. =
Z  talented, she writes interestingly and,— P T i =
£ yes, indeed, she is human as you will sense Pride in our Ottawa, =
Z  from reading the little articles in the THIS suggests also that as Canadians =
£  adjoining column by one of her friends, we do not half appreciate our capital =
Z Mr. D. M. Christian, of the Toronto —the beautiful city of Ottawa! =
£  Telegram, though recently of Ottawa A; a people we arehr'lolz V(fery ser(x)timental; =
=  on The Evening Journal. we do not seem ta think of our Ottawa as =
= Yoii can count on “M.M.-M.” She'll MARY—“M.M.M.”—MURPHY {%e }?mtted States people think of their =
=  do much for you as you help her and the s . : . asningtron. =
E s Sy gt tzl) buildy s top R e An uncritical autobiographical review 'P.erhaps it is due to the facf: Mot e honr E
£  things thisf y0t(1:r own Canadian great home (As imagined, or trthflly told, by her friend, D. M. Chriian, so little tagmtlt our (ti)apxttal <1:}E_y siavehwhat =
=  magazine for Canadian women. < 4 1s reported to us about political schemes =
= O be flrari)k llabOUt %t, I do not cl}t:im alny ansNSChetmegS tthrO'Ugh the}?ally PretSS- : -
= especia rilliance, warn you honestly; e 1mten 0 give much more attenti =
_E_ ]ean Blewett as a Helper,— ne_vert‘l;xileas. truthfulness forces_mey.t‘o take_iss\z’e to things at Ottagwa from now on. e E
= SPEAKING of “helping the restof us"  Iuntthe rovs on moral s "o We shall eflect the bevter, fuer sige of - 2
= —that makes us think especia (¢} Some f i ¢ ; . 1€1m. =
B Tt el O tmiter e g gl bty s 0t W are sure you will welcome this feature =
£ genial, Jean Blewett—one of our Associate stone house within sound of the roaring Chaudieré and approve of greater Canadian national S
£ Editors. ‘ Eioe ;orll?fir\;tsr?n:::j!rlFor S?V:ral youin ther:- pride being taken in our fair capital city. =
E She has a great big heart of sympathy for myself. R Thenacame toheegsigunf::‘ee::?dmogl;:v}f:m: Pi Work in Publishi =
E every one. She is sure to be found helping vvas destroyed, together with my father’s interests. oneer Oorg in rublsning,— =
8 in unexpected places—far beyond what you Si:c:h‘;“l&’t‘f"eld ;‘08 ;n::rne;lzﬂftthzf §2§rcgf”§?,'e O you ever stop to think about the =
= or the rest of us would be likely to think Chaudiere has lessened far—it may have been pioneers who opened up this broad =
_==':= about. : : from relief, or the new Eddy to Power and love fair country for us? Assuredly you know E
= She is so thoughtful in particular of may have had something to do with it—anyway  much of what handicaps they overcame. =
£ anyone who may be needing help. (We = F‘m"t l:mne" d 1 In publishing—particularly in magazine =
= know of one leading Toronto Presbyterian jirem (At onware § went, to shedt ™l publishing up to date in Canada—it has £
= minister who censured her three years ago  Jege where | acquired a variety of useless in- . been largely pioneer business with handi- =
g because ‘‘she would open up tl}e church, formation which qualiied me to become an caps attending that at times would seem to -
Z  the house of God,” and, as he said, “Make editress. > : be well nigh impossible. =
2 it into a soup kitchen” to feed the poor Like most °‘h°'; Ws°b‘l‘;l'P"° to literary §!°L¥- I Up to four years ago magazine publishing =
= who were in need.) :K:'t‘::é’:“fbt‘:(ﬁ';t o v Bl ;'igy"}n":ﬁt' dgre‘:ti::f in Canada was very primitive—just about =
= Of course she helps you through her: ' "Fhe occasional cheques that drifted in confirmed 15 to 20 years behind what had been de- =
Z  writings! that belief. veloped in that great country to the South £
= We wish we could in all reality give you But my career was sadly blighted a year later of us. =
£  a glimpse of her kindly nature just as she  when I entered the newspaper game in Ottawa— But the business is coming ahead rapidly =
S reallyis. ; and made maney by uaing Iy oreinonod acief of late.. Thanks o Cariadian women, who - &
£ Last week she was attending to an extra  forceful but comforting information about the need and want this magazine, EvERY- =
£ assignment when one of the other editors capital. woMAN’s WoRLD has been able to grow up =
£  was ill. She was detained longer than she From there I received an offer to edit this great  rapidly to, and maintain a circulation in S
£  had anticipated and as she noticed the family journal—so here I am. excess of 125,000 copies a month. =
= tim}:a slippir(lig l'll)y sheht}(liought ofhthe }folks As soon as our newl five-story building, =
Z  at home and she reached to use the 'phone. : : A 100 x 100 feet, is completed, late this year, =
Z It must have been one of the children at Leading Women in Canada, on Spadina Avenue, wg shall have the litest =
Z  home she spoke to for her face lighted up THE most public-spirited people in  of color printing machinery installed to =
Z  with such radiant sunshine as she enquired Canada. Who are they? supplement present equipment, and then =
Z  if all were well and  gave assurance that she No less than the Women of the Province with automatic modern bindery equipment =
Z  would be home just as soon as she had of Alberta. to replace the present old-time, inefficient, =
£ finished. Of course “‘there’s a reason.” That reason  hand methods—the only service available =
= That radiance from her kindly face, with  we believe, is no less a person than Mrs. in Toronto to date—we shall be in a po- EE—_-
£  its transforming power, is so character- Nellie McClung,—bg sure to read all sition to cater to our readers with service =
= istic of Mrs. Blewett that we have often about this matter in this October issue of nearer to what it can and must be. ; =
£  wondered if we could have our camera EVERYWOMAN’s WORLD. : If you are able to read between the lines =
Z  man catch it sometime at the 'phone and Be on the look out for what we shall and you know anything of the obstacles =
£  make a picture for a better decorative have to say about the Women of Ontario  that had to be overcome in building this =
Z  heading for her own page. next month—November issue. magazine for Canadian women, you will =
= Wouldn’t you like to hear her on the And about Women of Nova Scotia in now be sending us a ‘‘telepathic’’ or wire- =
£  ’phone, month after month, and have her ~December! 3 = less message—Oh, yes, we will receive it g
£  speak with you? You, of course, have her By the way, if you have any suspicion as  all right—or perhaps you will write us a =
£ writings as a regular special feature in your  to who is the leading woman in the prov- letter and take part with us in building =
Z  own magazine. But then, with such a ince of Nova Scotia to-day, it would be this magazine further on, up to the grander =
Z  picture before you, you could just hear her quite in order for you to write us a line future of larger and yet better service =
Z  talk and naturally enjoy her writings all in confidence gnd give us the information.  which is before us to render to you and the =
£  the more. In any case, think over this matter and see  other loyal women of Canada. E
—1] - =
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Install a Health-giving
Heating System

cheeriness of your winter life.

systems which will keep your home comfortable in wiuter.
Few however supply adequate ventilation. And we be-
lieve no heating system combines these two advantages
quite so effectively as does the “Hecla” warm-air furnace.

And it is not an expensive installation.

The Hecla Ventilates Your Home
with Fresh, Humid Air

It is no exaggeration to say that even in the depth of winter the air in
a “Hecla"-heated home is as pleasant as the balmiest day in June.
The “Hecla"” draws in a current of pure, fresh air. After this air is
warmed it passes cosy and healthful into every room in the house.
It is a constant, ever-fresh current of pure air.

Do not suppose, as some have done, that warm-air heating means a
dry atmosphere. Ina* Hecla” furnace the air satifies its hunger for
moisture as it is being warmed. Thus it is moisture-mellowed—
health-giving because as humid as nature requires.

No Trace of Dust, No Taint of Gas
From a “Hecla” Warm Air Furnace

One other complaint, you will sometimes“hcar of"warm-air heating.
Once again this does not apply to the Heda.” You may have
heard it said that warm-air furnaces spread ash-dust and leak gas.
You have never heard it said of a “Hecla” no matter how long it
has been in use.

leak-proof for all time. The “ Hecla" is as clean as a furnace could
be—gas or fine ash-dust never escape.

HE@]L Mellow Air

Furnace

These FREE Booklets Describe The
“Hecla” Advantages Fully
of coal in seven are all described fully

in the booklet “Comfort and Health..'
This book is free. You should have it

You owe it to yourself to examine the
“Hecla's” advantages fully before you

B)|

finally choose your heating system. You
wnntycozy warmth coupled with fine
ventilation. The *“Hecla's” flexible heat
in Spring and Fall, its freedom from the
nuisance of gas and dust,’ its wonderful
steel-ribbed fire pot, that saves one ton

in your possession right away. ‘When

ot write don'’t forget to ask also for the
instructive booklet, “A Pure Air Heat-
ing Plan.” Thisis a limited edition—
you should write at once for your copy.

PRESTON
|| Winnipeg
1| Vancouver

I am. interested in the wa_nim'air ‘
rinciple  of heating - ventilation.
xl:)’lease send me your book]ft.
«Comfort and Health,’ and “A
Pure Air-Heating 'lan. T}ns of
course, does not obligate me 1n any

...................... e
Co., Limited ot

MUCH depends on the heating system you install—the
comfort of your home, the health of your family, the

Ample warmth is easily attained. There are many heating

The patented fused joint used in the “Hecla” cannot spread. It is

» CLARE BROS. & Co., Ltd.
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Also Pressed

Little Girl: “Did the newspaper re-
porters notice your papa was at the great
banquet last night?”’

Little Boy: “Yes.s

“Mamma said she couldn't find your
papa’s name in the list.”

“No, but the list ends up with ‘and
others.” That means papa. They always
mention him that way.”

* %
*
Too Costly

At one of the Boston Theatres recently
there was shown on the screen a picture
of a stock exchange. The brokers were
hurrying about, pushing, waving their
arms, gesticulating, and, to the uninitiated,
acting like a lot of insane men. Two young
ladies in the balcony watched them with
breathless interest for some time, then one
asked:

“Why in the world don't they sit down
and rest once in a while?”

“My dear,"” was the enlightening answer,
“‘don’t you know that a seat in the stock-
exchange costs thousands of dollars?”

* ok

*
Beauty and the Beast
She: ¢ This fur rug is very beautiful,
to what Beast does it belong?”
He (candidly): “To me."”.
* &
*
On the Fence
Recruiting officer: “One gran’father
living? Is he on your father or your
mother’s side?"
Recruit: “Oh, 'e varies, sir; 'e sticks up
for both on 'em—a sort of nootral.”
* ¥
*
Her Property
A woman mounted the step of a tram,
carrying an umbrella like a reversed sabre.
The conductor touched her lightly, saying:
“Excuse me, madam, but you are likel
to put out the eye of the man behind you."”
“He's my husband,” she snapped, in
a tone of full proprietorship.
* %

*
Help!

“Do you think a warm climaté would
benefit me?'" asked Mr. Giddy Bowwow,
anxiously. .

“Tut, tut, man!" snapped the doctor.
“That's the very thing I'm tryine te save

ou from.”
y * *

*
The Namesake

“Waiter,” called the irascible cus
“do you call this an oyster stew?"’

“Yes sir,”” replied the sorely t "»d
servant.

“Why, the oyster in this stew isn't bi,
enough to flavour it.”

“(Oh, sir, he wasn't put in there for
flavourin’ purposes, sir; he's just put in ter
christen it.”

mers,

2 l“ﬁ
His Office

Eight-year-old Ted was giving an en-
thusiastic account of a new neighbourhood
club and the list of officers.

“And what office do you hold?" ' was
asked. ;

“Oh, I am the Member!"" answered Ted,
proudly.

* %
*
Sleegrers in Abundance

At a hospital camp in France there were
fifty men down each side of a log tent on
beds which were about four inches from
the ground. Every one of them was fast
asleep, when in came the orderly, who was
an Irishman, and shouted for them to get

. No one stirred.

“Well,” he said, ‘I think I'll lay a set of
railway lines down here. I've got plenty
of sleepers.”

“t
Locating the Trouble

When a butcher answered his telephone
one day, the shrill voice of a little girl
greeted his ears.

“Hello! Isthat Mr. Wilson?"

“Yes,” he answered kindly.

“Well, can.you*tell us where grandpa’s
liver is? We've gol to puta hot flannel on
it, and we can't find it.”

* %
*

No Directions

Little Edward’s garden had just been
completed that morning, each tiny row had
had its seed-envelope fastened on a stick
picturing here a radish, there an onion etc.
but, alas! a heavyrain had already washed
away -the envelopes. Edward was in
tears. When questioned, he exclaimed:

“Oh, mamma, the little pictures have
all been washed away! How will the little
seed know what to grow up into?”
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Laugh Tim

Funny Things That Happen People

e Tales

E

r

To Suit All Tastes
“Halt!"” yelled the officer.
The recruit went on.

“Did you ever dri d %
aske(t)i R e ive a donkey, No. 7?

‘: nce, sir,” was the reply.

“And what did you say when you
wanted him to stop? '’

“Whoa, sir.”

$ Sqtlxad, quick march. Halt! No. 7,
whoa,” rasped out the irate officer.
¥ %
*
Boiling

Old Tabby had settled herself leisurely
and luxuriously .in front of the great
parlour stove. Little Alice, who was visit-
ing her aunt that day, regarded her with
absorbed interest for a few moments.
’{‘here was no cat in Alice’s home, and when
tez;l;t&nbtetg}?nl{% purr loudly in her con-

e little mis
calleghout, s s ran ot the door and

“Oh, Aunt Edna! Aunt Edna! Come

here, quick! The cat’s begun to boil!”

***
The Second Time

Upon looking under his berth in the
:nog'mng, a passenger on an east-bouud
Sx}-lam found one black shoe and one tan
th(e)e' He called the porter's attention to
: error. ‘The porter scratched his woolly

efxl(“'m” bewilderment.

 well, an’ don’t dat beat all!” he ex-
claxmc_d.’ “Dat’s de second time dis
mawnin’ dat dat mistake’s happened!”’

* ¥
*
- According to Rule
e pretty young girl who i
resided
over the soda-fountain in the dr?;g-store

:;J.zzls accustomed to serving patrons who

hl b_not;: know their own minds, and her
abit of thought was difficult to change

Glass of plain soda,” said a man of

enerous fonziag
%urriedl;,pmpor tions, as he entered rather

“You h; i
Hie o) ave vanilla or you have choco-
“I want plain s i
: plain soda, without o
t‘?rYr:?Fth the c_tljlstom,er, testily.syrup'
v tranquilly inquired the youn
v}t:;nalx;,it‘(;b:t w'at kind syrup youywan%
o olate?‘f' —mitout vanilla or mitout

* %

Preserved and Preserver

Avi: y

bi l'ltOl‘ (to workman who has rescued
Im iron the sea): “Ah

iy ) , My preserver
Y 200Q preserver!”’ :

Wor‘l\{x wn (dejectedly): “Stow it, gov'-
nor. T.n t chaffa fellow just because he
wer.sin a jam factory.”

ook

A Choice of Evils

Passenger: “W :
5% slowly&?‘ er: “What makes the train run

Irate Conductor: “If

you can get off and walle,? " © ke it

Passenger: “I would
: , onl
expected until train time.” resh toe
* %
*
Satisfied

7 Returning home from a scienti

ing one night, a college 1')1"oi'es§cr)‘:,l f\i;h?ff;;
noted for his concentration of thought,was
still pondering deeply on the subject ’that
had been under discussion. Upon enterin
his room he heard a noise that ar e g
to come from under the Led. G s

“Is there any one o
absently. X Ly

“No, professor,”
\ C . answered the i
kng)} 1}1\1g 'hns pecu’harities. il
at's strange,”” murm
i ured th -
fessor. “1 was almost sure [ hearcf s
one under the bed.” s

* %

e .A Howling Success

ast winter a gentleman was i

. s ad

Ec; sx:gl gctazll ccl_ltanty concert presid‘e,:?irtc;iee?'
1ty councillor—,

man. The first song W(Z)lg ‘?’Tiel[-gladﬁ

(Stephen Adams sl

). On risi
it, the chairman 1810 to announce

i »Was inter c
;nffc;x;r{xg? gli?it }Eh}f singer had ll;glr:) t:ﬁ'i\‘/‘erﬂl’id.
B ch he duly notified the aud-
to:l\e httrle:i lat;;:_r, however, the missing bari-
pe ih 1S appearance, and was ob-
i witKoute gvorthy chairman, who called
e elay. But the singer had
e wit'hanapo?: not recovered his breath,
hShhel gies, another artist was
At length the baritone w.

ouncillor rose wj :
. with
and innocent! o

he asked,

as ready. Mr.
dent pleasure,

. ently discomfited th, 2
awaited sin the long
marked COﬂﬁ%]il;lcet;)y announcing  with

Mr. 'A . Z
the longed for + Hou L O favour uswith |
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SUBSCRIP’I‘IONY PRICE of EVERY-
wOMAN'S WoRLD 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-
jon Express Money Order, or Cheque
to which exchange has been added.

CAUTION — 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. =
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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.

FVERYWOMANS WORLD

Canada’s Great Hom:> Magazine

Ernest H. Lawson, Circulation Manager

Ontario.
Publishers.

PUBLISHED THE 15TH OF THE MONTH PRECEDING MONTH OF ISSUE BY
CONTINENTAL PuBLisHING Co., LiMITED, TORONTO, CANADA
Publishers also of RURAL CANADA and EVERYWOMAN'S STOREKEEPERS

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
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RENEWAL SUBSCRIPTIONS —
Watch for renewal subscription blank
which will be placed in your magazine
when your subscription expires. 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,
Subscriptions not received.)

Philadelphia, Metropolitan Building
Chicago, People's Gas Building

London, England, 16 Regent St., S.W.
Montreal, Cartier Building

Address correspondence direct to Toronto
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- How Can We Lift the

N Toronto, early in August, a little
group of earnest, enlightened men
and women arranged a meeting to

consider certain vital facts relative
to social matters not generally dis-
cussed in open public and most in-
frequently touched on by the public
press.

The newspapers were invited to
have representatives present.

A number of prominent newspaper
men attended.

Many of our readers probably
wondered just what had inspired the
editorials which followed—for instance
these from ““The Globe”” on Wednes-
day and Thursday, August 7th and
8th, presumably written by the Rev.
J. A. Macdonald, so well-known as
one of Canada’s leading orators, as
editor of the Globe, and previously
as editor of The Westminster and a
noted Presbyterian divine.

She Might Have Been Your
Daughter

HE married in her early twenties. The dew

of heaven was on her brow. The light of
heaven was in her eyes. In her heart the love
throbbed big and glad, that makes.for all the
world the Eden of innocence and beauty and
truth. As she walked down the aisle of the
church, going out on that strange new journey
of life, so queenly was she, so winsome, so un-
defiled, had she been your daughter ;your heart
would have swelled with holy pride, and hope for
her in her new home would have been high and
confident and strong.

But when the home door closed her good
angels must have wept, for in the darkness an
enshrouded pestilence walked, whose coming cast
no shadow and whose footsteps made no sound
upon the stairs.

Never again was she to know happiness, or
purity, or health. Children came to the home,
one, two three, each with its own entail of sorrow,
and bearing, seen or unseen, the brand more
inescapable, more inevitable, more mysteriousl
persistent than any brand of Cain. And throug
years of torture, in every joint of agony, and
along every nerve of pain, she herself in her own
body and soul paid the wages of his sin that was
not her sin. The innocent suffered for the guilty.
The harvest of horror and unspeakable anguish
was reaped long years after, by hands that did
not sow the accursed seed.

Yes! she might have been your daughter.

Her name is Legion. You will find her in
every hospital in Canada, in every Home for
Incurables; and her ill-fated children, whom even
her divinest love could not save from the penalty
of their father's unspoken heedless sin against
the inexorable Law of Nature, they jabber in the
wards of the feeble-minded, and are in that end-
less procession which, through all the centuries,
have crowded the asylums for the insane.

Of course it is the Old Story. It is old as
human sin. It is monotonous as the endless pro-
cession of human life. It is majestic and merciless
as the-organic law of human society. No man
liveth to himself, or dies to himself alone. The
law of transgression runs ‘“‘unto the third or
fourth generation of them that hate;” but the
law of chastity and purity and obedience works

redemptively ‘“‘unto thousands of them that
love.”

But it is Law. For weal or for woe it is Law.
The soul that sinneth it shall die. That eternal
law is no respecter of persons. And by the
organic law of the social order we are all bound
up together, for blessing and for cursing, in
family circles, in community groups, in national
commonwealths. And you can’t afford—all you
who pass by—you can’t afford to be unconcerned
when, in a world like this, the arrow that flieth
by day may fetch a wide circuit round by your
home, and when the pestilence that walketh in
darkness may touch with tragedy the apple of
your eye. :

She might have been your daughter—that
innocent victim of our enshrouded social sin.
The sin is still here in a thousand forms and
guises. The pestilence walks every night in the
social world where he lives who maﬁ one day be
the partner of your daughter’s home. Is it
nothing to you that he be warned and that she
be saved?

Play with forked lightning if you will, but
to him that plays fast and loose with this eternal
law of human society all experience says ‘““Thou

Fool!”
Lift the Shroud

YESTERDAY in Torento officers representing
Medical Health and officers representing
Military Service met a group of men and women
representing the citizenship of Canada, and laid
before them the scientific and the social facts
relating to venereal diseases, their prevalence and
their peril. In the name of science, in the in-
terests of society, and, for the sake of Canadian
national life, they demanded that all the agencies
dedicated to the service of the Nation and of
the Church work together to combat a social
evil deadlier than smallpox, more destructive
than war, and smiting without respect all grades
of society, all ages, and both sexes.

Someone said the other day that, two genera-
tions ago, the Medical Superintendent of the
Toronto Asylum for Insane spoke plainly, openly,
sternly, of what he called “‘an enshrouded moral
pestilence.” In polite society the shroud is still
on the face of “the pestilence that walketh in
darkness.” That pestilence still walks every
night, as the military officers declared yesterday,
under the electric lights of Yonge street and of
Queen street. And every day, in the wards of
every hospital, civilian and military, “‘the destruc-
tion that wasteth at noonday’ traces the steps
of those pestilent feet, and the diseases that
follow in their train have branded not only the
guilty but the innocent, and doomed unborn chil-
dren todife that is worse than death.

Shrouded, indeed! It has been shrouded far
too long. That shroud of ignorance and of
reticence and of fear must be lifted. And if the
necessities of the war, if the urgent call for re-
cruits, if the demands for ﬁhysical fitness and
efficiency in war service make necessary drastic
legislation and the ruthless application of such
laws, then let that shroud be torn away. Let
it be plainly stated that every city in Canada in
times of peace has been honeycombed with
diseases bred through lives of prostitution. Let
it be known that in times of war, in the stern
times of the past three years, every large mili-
tary camp has been infested by men and women
whose business it has been to make gain through
systematic ministering to lusts of the flesh which,
for civilian and for military, produce diseases
and end in death. And let us not foolishly,
vainly, criminally deny the fact, announced yes-
terday, that, out of one military district, fifteen
hundred military men in one year have been in
the base hospital under treatment for venereal
diseases which, if uncured, would make it im-
possible that they should ever see military ser-
vice: in France, or ever be fit for social life in
Canada. And that alarming situation, in spite
of the best that alert military officers could do
and that medical warnings could secure.

A stupendous problem is before us in Can-

Shroud ?

ada.
shall ke fools, and shall pay the penalty of fools,
if we shut our eyes to what our medical experts

Its magnitude cannot be exaggerated. We

and military leaders warn and advise. The people
must know. The shroud must be lifted. And
the laws must be made effective to fit the crime.
Recruits must be saved from destruction in
Canada. And Canadian life must be protected
against the return of disease from the front.
Not otherwise can this nation be saved.

O anyone, not in on the real
information, such writing is mad-
dening.
As one young woman remarked,
“Well, why don't they lift the shroud?”

And one journalist present ans-
wered that they don’t know how to
lift the shroud without giving offense
to a lot of right-meaning people who
prefer, ostrich-like, to hide from the
truth—to have it suppressed even as
“The Fiddlers'’ has been suppressed.

The question before every editor,
on this so-called delicate subject, is
“How can I lift the shroud so that
knowledge of the facts may enter
the home where children are—if per-
chance they should happen to read—
and yet that any mother, any father,
or any dear old Auntie, or perchance
a bachelor uncle, may not take um-
brage and feel that the journal is
unsafe to leave in the house, lying
about for anyone to read.” ,

THERE, you have the reason! ;
Now, have you an idea on how
we can lift the shroud? Will you

send it to us—in confidence if you
like?

OMEONE, somewhere probably

has the right idea. @~ We are not

sure that we have it—so come, let us
hear from you!

“There is safety in a multitude of
counsellors,” and from what our
readers send, we look forward to
being led straight to our appointed
duty. :

Tell us what you think ought to be
done.

Tell us how can we lift the shroud
—how should we lift the shroud for
the safeguarding of our readers in
more than 125,000 homes, uniformly
distributed everywhere throughout
Canada where there are English-
speaking people—lift it without giving
offense, without doing harm and that
good may result.
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H1S picture in exquisite colors and four. times
as large as shown here! Actual size 15 x 19 in.
Reproduced on a fine guality antique paper by a

special process which brings out exactly the beau-
- tiful colorings of the original. 2

skin you love to touch.” Contains no printing or adver-
tising of any kind. Get one while they last.

How to ger it
Go to your dealer’s today; buy a cake of Wood
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How-to frame the picture

A frame, either plain or carved,of olive
- green with gilded edges, is most pleasing for
_this painting. Such & frame can be secured
at any ficture store.
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“Painted by Neysa McMein, the popular artist, whose ~Skin.
lovely women you see every month on the covers of your

v favorite magazines. This painting is her conception of “A
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Pal’nlcz_]i_ by Neysa McMein, 1917

he Andrew Jergens Co,

- e (8

>
At

3
@,

e

Facial Soap, and he wil

one of these beautiful pictures, Be sure to ; re
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Th(;.{ daily use of Woodbury's Facial Soap n}ﬂl bring to
your ‘; in the charm of “A skin you love to touch.” T%\ ¢
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By E. F. Benson. Author of “Dodo,” etc., etc.

LINOR Gascoigne had done what every-
body with one exception had for the last
couple of months been urging her to do,
and had to-day accepted the devotion
of Lord Evesham which she felt sure
was as profound as it was patient, and
now she was sitting in her room in the
rather noisy flat which she had occupied

for the last five years finding out by

very honest catechism of herself what

OW here was one of the puzzles about Elinor’s
mother. While she spoke, Elinor felt no doubt
that she meant precisely what she said, but she
meant so many other things as well. She proceeded
to say some of them.
“Of course, it’s the romance of Lord Evesham’s
life,” she went on. ‘Dear Arthur—darling, I am
practising calling him Arthur in case you settle

trying to think of him as Arthur, I should be thinking
of him as Sir Galahad. It would be a dreadful
responsibility for you to think that you had denied
him his one chance of happiness. All his riches
and his pictures and his career mean nothing to him
compared to you.”
Elinor gave a little bubble of laughter. When she
laughed her eyes laughed first, her mouth after-
wards. She had rather a boyish
face; you would have thought—except

her verdict on herself was. 7

=\ for Mrs. Vanbrugh’s remark on the

There was everything, or almost
everything, to be said for the decision
which had cost her so much heart-
searching: indeed there was so much to
be said for it that it really seemed to
her that she need not have been so
long in making up her mind. She liked
him personally quite without reserva-
tion, and without reservation was her
respect and admiration for his character.
He had long been a friend, their
friendship indeed dated from before the
death of her first husband Walter
Gascoigne, and when two months ago
he had asked her to marry him, on his
return from his Governorship at Bom-
bay, she knew well to how safe an
anchorage in any possible storm that
life might hold, he was inviting her.
He was fifteen years her senior, but a
woman of thirty-five, so her mother
had been diligent in pointing out to
her, was not, in Nature’s secret census,
at all younger than a healthy and well-
preserved man of fifty.

F MR. E. F. BENSON were not one of the greatest
writers of the day, we would proceed to tell you all
about him.

Do you remember when you read Mr. E. F. Benson’s
“Dodo’”? You waited anxiously for his next—did you
not? And you were pleased with ‘““The Rubicon’’,
“The Vintage’” “The Angel of Pain.”
“Qakleyites’” in the first year of the war.

M. E. F. Benson—‘“’Nuff Said”

His short stories have been as compelling as his novels.

offer you “The Finer Way,” without comment.
for itself.

When you have read it, congratulations to us upon acquiring it will
be in order, With true humility, we will accept them gladly—in fact,
we are waiting for them—

But you already know him, and his mal
illustriousbrothers, Mr. A. C. and the late Robert Hugh;
his father too, the late Archbishop of Canterbury.
The younger trio have been outstanding figures in the
literary world for the past quarter of a century.

Then came

THE EDITORS

subject—that a woman of thirty-five
was far more akin to a boy of twenty
than to a man of fifty.

“Oh, I'm not in competition with his
pictures and his wealth,” she said.

“Darling, how you misunderstand
I said, or I meant, that he has
everything in the world that a man
could want, and that you with one
word could give him more than them
all. Sometimes, dear, I think you are
a wee bit selfish. You are apt to
withhold happiness from others, sooner
than sacrifice yourself.”

“Sacrifice myself?”’ asked Elino;‘.

“You misunderstand me again,”
said Mrs. Vanbrugh, “if you think I
mean that your marriage would be

We anything but the fulfilment of all that
It will speak

is best and noblest in you. But you
cling to your little poky independence a
wee bit, in your poky little flat.”

“Dear little flat you said just now,"”
remarked Elinor,

“Yes, darling, it is a dear little flat

ELINOR wondered, when Mrs. Van-

\\
o

but poky. You will not let me explain

brugh and she had been having
what Mrs. Vanbrugh called ‘such a
good talk’ (which meant that her
mother had practically never been silent) whether
she had ever understood her at all. Sometimes
she seemed to be a visionary child, sometimes, a
Christian martyr, sometimes a mere calculating
materialist. In some of their ‘good talks,’ she
appeared to combine all three, unless like some
quick-change artist, she assumed
one role after the other, with
bewildering rapidity. One such
‘good talk’ had occurred only
yesterday.

“Never would I urge you, my
darling,” her mother had said
“to accept a man you did not
truly love. You are quite happy
in your dear little flat” (she had
to raise her voice over this, since
an underground train made the
whole room quake and rattle)
“and you, like myself, would be
the last person in the world to do
anything which your highest
instincts did not prompt you to.”

The underground train had
passed, and Mrs. Vanbrugh could
allow her voice to sink again to
its ordinary gentle querulous
tone.

“Darling, I should hate the
idea that you let the thought of
me, or your children enter into
your decision,” she said. “As
you know, I ask for nothing more
during the few years that pro.-
ably remain to me, than to be
able to live quite simply and
frugally, as I have always lived,
and leave to you and your boys
the little I have managed to save.
Dear Willie! If we club together
we shall be able to send him to
school next September, and no
doubt means will be found to
let Jack go too, when he is old
enough. You must not let the
thought' of any provision for
them or me influence your deci-
sion.” s

to marry him, and I am getting quite used to it—
dear Arthur has never fallen in love before. He
told me so himself: I could have kissed him when
he said that. You are the great and only romance
of his life, and I wonder if you realize what a privilege
and honour that is. I assure you that if I was not

Just baubles; just silly things,”” said he. “May I put them round your neck’ ?
As he fastened it for her she felt his lips on her neck where the pearl clasp came.

B . . - . .

She gave a little shudder quite involuntary.

myself. We women have to live for

others. You have to live for your
children, and give them a sound education, and a
good chance of a start in life. And though I should
be the last to speak of myself, you do owe perhaps a
little to me. Youowe it to me to let me see you happy
and prosperous when such a chance comes in your
way. Mothers live for their children. At least I
know I always did. And then
you should remember what dear
Walter’s last words to you were.
You have been a long time
already carrying out his wishes.
He hoped you would marry again,
poor boy. How much more
would he hope it now, if he could
see your boys and his getting
such big fellows, and all without
a father’s care.”

ELINOR with her tender loving
conscience felt herself to be
a brutally selfish person when her
mother had taken herself: and
her sage advice away, and had
hopped nimbly into a bus at the
corner of the shabby little road.
On all sides there seemed to be
folk, near and dear to her who
thrust her in one direction, where
two adoring arms were . held
wide to welcome her. Was she,
after all, being selfish in her
hesitation? Was she expecting
at the mature age of thirty-five
that nameless ineffable quality
of yearning that she had known
twelve years ago, when Walter
and she had found each other?
Was she demanding of life and
of love more than they could
give her, at this period? And
was she, finally, denying to love,
the love of her mother, of her
children, of her lover what it was.
her privilege to give them?
She was poor, and quite candidly
/  she told herself that fof herself
; she did not mind that. * But she
minded not being able to give
her children what money would

enable her to give. All winter
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 28)
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Editors’ Note—Hope Fielding
found the world a great big place
in which she tried to live out her
own ideals and to work out her own
destiny. As each instalment of
this story appears we find that she
is doing both—but not exactly in
the way she had planned.

The final chapters become more
and more fascinating. The Editor
sat up until the chill, gray dawn to
finish the story. We know that
you will do the same with this and
the concluding instalment which
will appear next month.

The Editors.

“ #~NOOD-BYE,” she said, without
turning. She heard the door
close. She could not move, to
go after him, where her heart

went and recapture her happiness, and her

trust.

Mary found her, lying on the couch
with the room darkened and a towel bound
about her forehead and eyes, quite two
hours later. She was sick with weeping,
hqi‘lface swollen and marred with tears, but
still.

“It's all over, Mary, and the dead are
counted,” she said, sitting up as the light
came on. ‘‘P-please don’t tell me how
beautiful T look.” There was a catch in
her voice, which was husky and toneless.

“You and Tony?" said Mary, shocked
beyond words by the very thing she had
always expected.

“Y-yes,"” said Hope. “T'll tell you—
some time. Let's talk about something
else. Something funny.” And Mary did.

But that night Mary heard her so{;bing
in her sleep.

CHAPTER XIV.

MARY knew Edgerton had something

on his mind; he watched her furtively
over his shoulder, and pawed the papers
on his desk in an aimless manner utterly
foreign to him. But when he finally un-
burdened himself, she was utterly sur-
prised. -

1 don't know much about women,” he
began, ‘At least,” his brow contracting
as with pain, “my wife says I don’t.”
There was a hidden meaning in that refer-
ence, for Edgerton’s heart was sore and
his pride raw from his wife's ungentle
ministrations. Her parting words to him
had been -inexpressibly cruel.

“Oh, well, who does know anything
about women?'" said Mary cheerfully.
“They're exactly like men—all different.”

“Are they?"” He did not seem certain in
his mind. “It's my girl I'm thinking of.
You know, I want her to be happy. I
want her to have everything she wants,
if it's good for her.”

“What does she want?” asked Mary
briskly, but touched by his turning to her
in his perplexity.

“She’s got a fancy for that young man—
Yorke,” returned Edgerton. Mary posi-
tivclg gasped.

“Do you mean that he has—proposed
to her?”

“Well, in a way. Emily and I have
always been chums, you know. She just
hinted that he had hinted that she was
the only girl in the world—oh, she just
had to tell some one, you see, and I was
the only one handy.” " He dissembled his
pride, that she had brought her unfolding
little heart to him, her father. ‘“‘She al-
ways does tell me, when any young sprig
begins: making up. She’s Kad a dozen.
But she says she likes this one.”

“But wKat do you want me to do?”
asked Mary, absently tearing up an adver-
tising layout she had worked over all

morning.
“Tell me if he's good enough,” said
Edgerton. “You  know him, and I'd

back your judgment. I don't know any-
thing about him, and I haven’t time to
find out, if I want to act.”

“He's not good enough,” said Mary
viciously.

Edgerton looked up sharply.

"‘Why not?”

“Because,” she spoke carefully, her
dark ey.= narrowing like a cat’s, “he’s
jilted another girl within the week. And
he hasn't a cent in the world. Neither
has she. Put two and two together.”

“All right,” said Edgerton. ‘““Thank
you, awfully, Mary—I beg yourpardon, I
mean, Miss Dark. I've heard you called
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D ook Padas
By Isabel Paterson
Illustrated by MARY ESSEX

Dreamy, and living much in the
dreams she fashioned from the old
romances she read, Hope Fielding
lived in a world unreal, but real
to her. She was ambitious and
needed money to pay her way
through the Normal School. She
went to the city and engaged as
housemaid in a hotel. Jim San-
derson—a boarder— pursued her
for months, and finding her alone
one day, made himself so objec-
tionable that she knocked him

down with the butt of a revolver.
Then she went home.

Hope taught school and found

“Hope sprang to her feet—*“The train,” she cried.

it.! It’s gone”

by your first name so often. I wonder if

ou couldn’t see Emily, and maybe show
Ker the same thing? She thinks you're
so clever, you know; and it takes a girl
to talk to another girl.”

“I'll try,"” said Mary, rather doubtfully,
and telepi\oned Emily for an appointment.
Emily insisted on lunching her, so it
promised weil. Edgerton fell to pondering
again, and as the result of an hour’s
cogitation, scribbled a note, handed it to
Mary hastily, and reached for his hat.
At t});e door he turned.

“Who was the other girl?" he asked.

“Oh, now! That wouldn’t be fair,”
said Mary, and he nodded assent, and
went out. The note was for Hope.

If Mary had thought twice, she might
not have given Hope her news with the
note. But she thought a desperate case
required desperate remedies, and the girl
was sick. Her eyes were ringed with black,
her face looked pinched and ghostly, and

THE STORY OF THE STORY

“Then marry me tonight,”

life flat and unprofitable; Hope and
Mary Dark took rooms together,
and presently Hope became engag-
ed to Tony, but the engagement
was not announced,

Tony became jealous, without
knowing exactly why; and Mary,
who saw trouble coming, would
have warned Hope, had it been
any use.

Edgerton’s daughter, Emily,
comes home from New York and
so captivates Tony that he goes
to Hope and asks to be released
from their engagement.

“We forgot
Ned said.

she walked unseeing, like a somnambulj
She twisted the note around her ﬁnqes:s'
while she listened, and seemed at first
to make no sense of what Mary said.
Then her head went up stiffly, with a
gestxre ofha sort of direful pride.
“Are they engaged, then?"
asked, at last. ; stie o
“No,” said Mary, telling nothin f
owtnhpart in thedt?z;ctter. “Her fat%l;‘ ‘}‘1,:31:]'
not have it; an now he will i
I a}r;l certain of that.” N
. Hope stood up, her hand pressed to he;
sxde._ Mary,” she said piteously, "w::;
{173 hl;e thlait all the time—all the time?
se:sit?'l,'ea y such a fool? Why didn’t |
Mary knew she must he calm.
penhat}gr explains that much bett
I can,” she said lightly.  “Anq we'r
all fools, all the time. Poor Tony is wha‘t3
he is; he can’t help it. Circumstance.
cornered him, that’s jJi. But he ha:

“Scho-
er than

R xseny
g‘ v Srex

all the qualities that attract; I believe I
could love him myself, with my eves wide
open, if everything conspired against me.

If you were ten years older, you'd have
managed circumstances, and been happy.
Ion_v.nee(ls a woman of the world, not a
dear little goose like you.”

“What should I" have done?” Hope
asked again. “What did I do? He didn’t
l)che\'e”]lm Sanderson, he only wanted an
excuse. :

“Well, child, don’t we always believe
our own excuses?” said Mary sensibly.

Then Hope found Edgerton’s note in her
hand, and began to laugh. “Was Tony
thllpkmg of him?” she asked thoughtfully.

Oh, probably,” said Mary. “Don’t
bother about it any more now. Will you
come and see Emily to-morrow with me?”

Oh, yes,” said Hope. “I'll play the
game now. That's what I should have
done before, isn't it?” Then her self-
control gave way, and she wept again.
And then she laughed, and wrote an answer
to Edgerton. Mary went to bed exhausted
from sheer sympathy, but Hope sat up
half the night reading.

hI;dgerton only came to the corner with
the motor, but Hope heard the muffled
down engine as he stopped, and ran to
meet him with a sensation of escape. Mary
wasaway for the evening, but Mrs. Hamil-
ton, according to custom, was at home.

When Edgerton slowed down, miles
away, they seemed adrift in space, de-
tas‘}l\(’:\?h fromthe living world. :
ayany Y are you driving?’’ asked Hope.

Where is Allen? | triegd to find him %ﬁl
the‘ telephone to-day—"

: ,I)nd vou?” said Edgerton, in a tone
of dry humoqr. “I thought so. That's
I“‘hy I sent him away. You'll never see
;::lent(?;l:m'n’ l}llt.tle girl.  Unless you order
s p[ﬂé;l?n,g im back to you. Can’t I fill

Oh, Just“as wel!," she said lightly.

You did know we used to
steal your old car, then?”
= I c_h,d,” said Edgerton.

A“nd It's a brand new car.”
i \>\’/’ere you jealous of

m: She asked it idly.

Horribly,” said Edger-

ton. Astounded, she de-
tected the note of truth in
his voice. He had been

jealous, too! And he had
;!one what one should do:
1e had calmly removed the
cause, She_ admired him, in
a queerly impersonal way.
‘¢ commanded circum-
:;ances. TOnce she had
1wught Ton
that! el
_“Ohhne_:ver mind,” she
said. “I just wanted some
one to worry. Con, I must
do something, I'm going
away. This town is full
of emptiness.”
M going away too,” he
romarlfszd. “Want to come
along? . Now he was
patcnl_ly Jesting, and she
sent his head spinning with
her answer.
“Yes, Please tak &
Y es, e me.
My God,'.' he said, for-
getting the wheel
a moment. “Don’t
say things ' like
thz}‘t(,)lfjlear."

: » well,” she
sighed, “of 'course

you don’t need
me. You have
everything, or can
get it.”

. “You mean I’m
rlC‘}‘l,” he returned.
When I die
I'd like to have all
: my money brought
to me, in paper, piled u
ll_ll'set a match topit. H‘;Ear:llg
ife i) g’gne into }fhe making of it
n't see '
sh?uld have it‘.‘:’ Beh e
‘Then,” she said sl
n, owly, “after
& \y(z)zlil,dygu're really no _cleve)x,-,er than
all, either ; thldggthr;ythmg o
, either, I envyinp !
o, he bs::ud, ol didn’ty—\’%h}:’:uare
; :
N 1% about? You'vegot it al yet.”

= ‘s‘o:;lp-b'ub tfll::”saxd, “was another kind
Epou- A=) g« o
ﬂ:lck., but it had a sure reach. Sloxli;s n!tl)(‘);
“Wg:ced together many little t};ingS-
s )(;t‘)]t;rgh'? girl? ’}Il‘he girl Tony Yorke
. - b e :
put it quite so brut:allyfld By s
€ grew hot, and visibly shrank into

: on-like wrappings
ut =
sity for honesty overcamgé her al:g.e e

ow did you guess? Yes i "
Edgert - es, it was L.
tinguigshagﬁa ntered something _indis-

s heavily. "o 2%87Y. “Why?” he

% tul}‘l' why not?” she retorted, and tried
Py _nhxt Into a sorry joke. '‘‘Weren't

you . siehtened yourself, 3’ minute ago?”’
1 € reached around and drew her

ngtolﬁghd“«'f’ Srily' Her cheek was wet
wouldn't be f\-°“ dn't mean it! It
Would yoH?,,alf—and it isn’t fair of you.




“Oh, yes, I would,” she said calmly, |

but remembrance sent her mind off at a

tangent. “No, there's your +ife, of
course; it would be silly.”
“My wife!” He laughed. “You

needn’t worry about her; she never wants
to see me again, and I mean to oblige her.
If that’s all— Oh, don’t say any more.
I give in; you know you can twist me
around your finger; but don’t; not
to-night. I'd go through hell for you.
You didn’t mean it, did you?"

“T did,” she reiterated wildly, for they
were both bewildered and lost in the Land
of Last Things, and could not stop telling
the truth. She tried to qualify and ex-
plain, but his mood had caught fire now.

£ HE headlight’s gone out,” he said”

“Wait till I light it.” He left her
side and stepped down, fumbling for a
match.

“Oh, look!"” she cried urgently. A
little tongue of flame darted out from the
roadside, flickered and raced in the old
grass, spreading like oil on smooth water.
Edgerton stood staring. ‘‘Idiot!” said
Hope, springing over the back of the seat
into the tonneau and seizing an armful
of robes. ‘“‘Beat it out!” The robes
alighted neatly over Edgerton’'s head;
Hope went after them, and salvaged one
without ceremony. Edgerton collected
himself and another rug. The flames ran
and fluttered in a little wind; they fought
them in an obscure, hot glare, working
breathlessly and wordlessly. For an awful
five minutes they feared to see the whole
countryside aflame. At the end of half
an hour they leaned wearily against the
rotund tire of the front wheel and took
breath. The fire was out, and they felt
they could have done no more.

“Light another match,” said Hope.
“I want to see if I have any hair left.
My gloves saved my hands.” The match
spurted up; they looked into each other’s
smeared and smoke-blackened faces, and
simultaneously showed two rows of
startlingly white teeth in uncontrollable
mirth. ‘““You won't want to run away with
me now,”’ Hope gasped. ‘Do you always
celebrate an elopement by setting tge

rairie afire? Oh, oh!” She clutched
is arm weakly. 2

“Well, we started something, didn’t
we?"” he said. ‘“Come; I've got some
things to attend to in town.” He swung
her up again, and kissed her cheek, but
seemed fearful of encroaching further on
her favour. He would take her gifts,
but they must be gifts. ‘I say, how did
y;‘)u get out of the tonneau? The door is
shut.

“Guess,"” she said. ‘“Now show me how :

fast you can drive. No, let me!” She
hardly stopped laughing all the way back,
and risked his neck a dozen times.

In his own rooms, Edgerton did not
wait to remove the soot and grime from
his face, but went straight to the telephone.
Long distance answered sleepily, but acted
with dispatch. If she had listened, later,
she might have been interested. And she
migh€, if business bored her. It was her
business to call Edmonton, and she did.

“I'm leaving to-morrow. Organize a
new company on that Kenatchee Falls
deal. Say, come and see me to-morrow
morning at eight. I'll explain in detail.
Hell, no, don't get Shane; his crowd is
out of it, business is business.”” He was
not conscious of any satire. “‘To-morrow
at eight. Good-night."”

So Tony's house of cards came down,
blown by his own breath. And the
irony of it was that he would never know
the truth of how it happened.

»
MARY went back to the sitting
room and dropped limply into a
chair, with a mental jerk at her clogged
and distrait mind. She had en
very busy all day; she had congra-
tulated herself on being rid of a great
deal of pressing business, and had come
home to rest, to relapse temporarily
into nothingness. Edgerton had taken
himself off to the West, that was one
relief. He had left death and destruc-
tion behind him, in a sense; Mary had
seen him calmly tear down all the
hopes of the men who had built on the
Kenatchee Falls transaction, and had
gathered from his manner that he felt
a certain satisfaction in it. His de-
meanor had not invited comment, but
they had just once exchanged a glance
that said enough. And Mary had
shrugged her shoulders, and gone to
work on the new company organization.
Emily also had gone, Eastward.
Mary made a wry mouth at recol-
lection of that luncheon party, de-
ferred a day, where Hope had actually
appeared, with a spot of color on each
cheek and a devil in her eye. She had
not spoken much, but there was some-
thing oddly different about her; she
was abnormally self-possessed, ate noth-
ing, and watched Emily with a look of
impish humor, as if possessed of a
strictly private jest. She was witty,
too, with a kind of mad and topsy-

~ turvy humor. She left early. And
then Mary, in the half hour remaining
had done what she had to do. It was
well done, indeed.

(Con. on PAGE 54)

“'WHA T,” we asked of a number of
our readers, at various times
within the past couple of months,
“are some of the features you like best
in Everywoman's World?"

We were deluged with replies. Our
modesty forbids us to enumerate them.
But one point is too good to overlook—
every single one voted heartily for Jean
Blewett.

Mrs. Jean Bleweit's department—
her “Own Page of Happiness' as we
have rightly called it—has appealed to
all. Her wholesome philosophy has
touched a responsive chord in the heart
of every reader. We consider that not
an extravagant statement.

We don't believe that one can have ‘‘too
much of a good thing"” when that good
thing happens to be Mrs. Blewett.

So we offer you an additional feature
by her, this month, in our Mother's
Department—a  feature that will be
welcomed equally by fathers, to whom we
open our hearts, and whom we invite
into our midst.—THE EDITORS.

MOTHERING

4 OTHERING is a mighty task,

entailing a heavy spiritual, phy-

sical and mental strain,” said a
lecturer in the Model Baby's depart-
ment of the Exhibition. It sounded
grand, but I am old fashioned enough
to believe—and to take solid satisfac-
tion in believing—that mothering is a
natural function which does not neces-
sarily break a woman'’s health, dim her
spiritual vision, dull her intellect or
spoil her good time.

To the contrary rather, strain there
may be in bringing up a family, es-
pecially a small family. You see the
“one child family” calls for perpetual
entertaining. It needs amusement,
diversion, new interests. The hardest
day’s work you can undertake is the
looking after an only child who already
realizes that all things are his if he but

‘holds forth long enough and loud

enough. I remember how we laughed
over the forceful answer given by a
gentle old lady when we said;"anent
one of these predatory youngsters who
happened to have been left in her care!
“Much more of him would have you
in the hospital.” “Oh, no, in the jail
for assault.”

When the children are like stair-steps
there is call for labor a-plenty, but you
are practically free of the task of
entertaining, aye, and of ‘‘minding.”
The big ones look after the little ones,
fetch and carry for them, play games
with them. It is a great conserving
of the woman's energy this co-operative
growing time of her progeny. Also
it is a good working-out of domestic
economy problems.

Five year old Helen's out-grown
frocks come down to Amber who is
three and a half. Billy’s boots and
trousers descend to the twins, and so
on and so forth. Nothing is wasted.
Thrift, does not have to be practiced
in big families, it just naturally belongs
there. Economy with them does not
mean a sudden fit of niggardliness
following a spendthrift season, but a
day by day, week by week, month by
month, year by year wholesome happy
freedom from extravagance.

We enquired of the model mother
of our particular set when we met her
at the Parkdale Armories doing her
bit in the canning of fruit, vegetables,
chicken, etc. Now she had the intre-
pidity to present her proud husband
with a new baby (seeing she already
had a house full) at this time when the
high cost of living made the boldest
hold his breath for a time. ‘“We've
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That Savors of Sympathy and Wisdom and
Lacks Uncalled-for Advice

el TR R By JEAN BLEWETT mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm

Jean Blewett

Her Firstborn

By JEaAN BLEWETT

, GLAD sun creeping
through the casement
wide

A million blossoms have you
kissed since morn!

But none so fair as this one at
my side—

Touch s6ft the bit of love, the
babe new born.

Towards all the world my love
and pity flow,

With high resolves and tender-
est sympathy,

This happy heart of mine is all
aglow

Since he doth nestle here.
God’s warmth is he!

L | J

only ten,” she laughed, “and up till
now we've managed to feed and clothe
them. The only drawback to our
happiness is having to take our outings
in sections, the ‘flivver’ positively
refusing to carry us in a body.” She
did not appear to be suffering from
stress or strain while mothering her
ten. She was the prettiest matron
present (which means something when
a whole lot of women’s Institutes are
taking part) and the youngest for her
years.
; **#

MOTHER’S BAIRNS

HE fat baby and her older sister

were having the usual dispute as
to which of them should enjoy the
golden privilege of enacting the role of
maternal parent, and we drew near to
listen, and adjust matters if need be.
Their arguments were lovely. ‘“You
be the father this time,” urged sister
blandly, ‘“‘and you'll wear goggles when
you run the car.”

Fat baby’s round head shook obstin-
ately “It’s my turn to be mother” she
insisted, and began putting some half
dozen dolls to bed. Fat baby was
only seven but she knew her own
mind.

“Being the mother’s not much fun,”
cried wily sister.’ Don't you remember
how Aunt Alice had her eyes swelled
and nose red crying ,after cousin Jim
when he went off to fight the Germans?
You heard her yourself tell Mamma:
“I don’t know who would want children.
When they're little they make your

arms ache and when they’re grown up

they make your heart ache.” So
perfectly did she mimic poor Aunt
Alice, who was always in a flutter over

her own chick, nobody could help
smiling.

The fat baby remained unmoved.
She draped a sash by way of a nightgown
on one of the china twins, and, failing
to find anything for the other, laced
its boots up tightly and tucked it in
the crib. Black Dinah was installed
as aurse, lying flat on her broad back
crowding her charges terribly.

Jack and Jill being rubber, and of
the kind which scorns any position but
a standing one, were given a sunny
spot and many murmured admonitions
as to their behavior. “Your heart’ll
ache when they've grown up”’ repeated
artful sister with a sigh. War meant
nothing to the fat. baby, heartache
meant even less, yet the argument,
backed by sisterly zeal, pierced through
her innocence and callousness and it
touched her understanding; ‘‘don’t
have to cry my nose red,” she crowed
with an adorable air of importance,
“cause my babies stay babies forever
n'ever, anever.”

&
* ok

OVER-ZEALOUS MOTHERS

g HAT’S a specialist?” asked nine-

year-old Douglas looking up
from his home work. We explained to
the best of our ability, and felt not a
little proud of our clearness. It warms
a parent’s heart to be able to satisfy a
child’s thirst for knowledge, teach him
some fact to remember, some truth to
carry with him.

But you never can tell. Our com-
placency received a rude shock not
more than an hour later.

“Now, just to show how well you
understand give in your own words a
definition of a specialist,”” we said.

“A person who knows all about one
thing, and nothin’ at all about anything
else,”” was the startling summary he
flung at us.

No one can afford to be that kind of a
specialist, yet it is what women become
when they allow their children to
absorb them body and soul. We all
know the over-zealous mother who
neglects everything else—the husband
she loves, the accomplishments her
parents worked hard to bestow upon
her, her personal appearance, her
intellect by seldom reading a book, the
social side of her nature by never
finding time for either old friend or
new. This type of specialist is never
a success. Her husband desires her
company, but she excuses herself—she
must give her attention to the nursery.
You could tell her, of course, that this
same ‘‘attention’’ will create selfishness
in children, but she would not believe
it, she slaves for her offspring all her
life—and her offspring takes it as a
matter of course.

“Mary makes a wonderful mother,”
boasted Mary's maternal parent to
Mary’s husband. ‘‘She ought to” he
returned moodily, ‘it’s all she does
make.”

It is exactly in line with the boy’s
definition; “A person who knows all
about one thing, and nothin’ at all
about anything else.” But you exclaim
“Does’nt Holt or some other authority
declare that a mother should know all
about children?” To be sure, but let
her know a few things beside.

In mothering as in other important
work the same ‘‘all round” woman has
the advantage of her sister with one
idea every time.



8 EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD FOR OCTOBER, 1917

HE notable incident of the
liniment cake happened
when I was teaching school
in Bideford and boarding at
the Methodist parsonage
there. Its charming mis-
tress flavoured a layer cake
with anodyne liniment one
day. Never shall I forget

. the taste of that cake and

the fun we had over it, for the mistake was

not discovered until tea-time. A strange
minister was there to tea that night. He
ate every crumb of his piece of cake.

What he thought of it we never discov-

ered. Possibly he imagined it was simply

some new-fangled flavouring.

Many people have told me that they
regretted Matthews' death in “Green
Gables.” I regret it myself. If I had
the book to write over again I would
spare Matthew for several years. But
when I wrote it I thought he must die,
that there might be a necessity for self-
sacrifice on Anne's part, so poor Matthew
joined the long procession of ghosts that
haunt my literary past.

Well, my book was finally written. The
next thing was to find a publisher. I type-
wrote it myself, on my old second-hand
typewriter that never made the capitals

plain and wouldn't print “w’" at all, and .

I sent it to a new American firm that had
recently come to the front with several
“best sellers.”” I thought I might stand a
better chance with a new firm than with an
old established one that had alreadya
preferred list of writers. But the new firm
very promptly sent it back. Next I sent
it to one of the “old, established firms,”
and the old established firm sent it back.
Then I sent it, in turn, to three ‘ betwixt-
and-between firms, and they all sent it
back. Four of them returned it with a
cold, printed note of rejection; one of them
“damned with faint praise.” They wrote
tnat “Our readers report that they find
sume merit in your story, but not enough
to warrant its acceptance.”

~ That finished me. I put Anne away in
an old hat-box in the clothes room, re-
solving that some day when I had time I
would take her and reduce her to the
original seven chapters of her first in-
carnation. In that case I was tolerably
sure of getting thirty-five dollars for her
at least, and perhaps even forty.

The manuscript lay in the hatbox until
I came across it one winter day while
rummaging. I began turning over the
leaves, reading a bit here and there. It
didn’t seem so very bad. “I'll try once
more,"” I thought.  The result was that
a couple of months later an entry appeared
in my journal to the effect that my book
had been accepted. After some natural
jubilation I wrote: “The book may or
may not succeed. I wrote it for love, not
money, but very often such books are the
most successful, just as everything in the
world that is born of true love has life in it,
as nothing constructed for mercenary ends
can ever have.

“Well, I've written my book! The
dream dreamed years ago at that old brown
desk in school has come true at last after
years of toil and struggle. And the realiza-
tion is sweet, almost as sweet as the
dream.”

When I wrote of the book succeeding or
not succeeding, I had in mind only a very
moderate success indeed, compared to
that which it did attain. I never dreamed
that it would appeal to young and old.
I thought girls in their teens might like to
read it, that was the only audience I
hoped to reach. But men and women
who are grandparents have written to
tell me how they loved Anne, and boys
at college have done the same. The very
day on which these words are written has
come a letter to me from an English lad of
nineteen, totally unknown to me, who
writes that he is leaving for ‘“the front”
and wants to tell me “before he goes”
how much my books and especially Anne
‘have meant to him. It is in such letters
that a writer finds meet reward for all
sacrifice and labor.

Well, Anne was accepted; but I had to
wait yet another year before the book was
published. Then on June 20th, 1908, I
wrote in my journal:

“To-day has been, as Amme herself
would say, ‘an epoch in my life.” My
book came to-day. ‘spleet-new’ from the
publishers. I candidly confess that it

The Story of My Career
By L. M. MONTGOMERY

Author of ‘““Anne of Green Gables,” “Anne of the Islands,” etc.

(FIFTH INSTALMENT)

was to me a proud
and wonderful and
thrilling moment.
There, in my hand, lay
the material realiza-
tion of all the dreams

Stuart

and hopes and ambi-
tions and struggles of
my whole conscious
existence—my first
book. Not a great
book, but mine, mine,
mine, something which
I had created.”

I have received hundreds of letters from
all over the world about Anne. Some odd
dozen of them were addressed, not to me,
but to ““ Miss Anne Shirley, Green Gables,
Avonlea, Prince Edward _Island.” They
were written by little girls who had such a
touching faith in the real flesh and blood
existence of Anne that I always hated to
destroy it. Some of my letters were
decidedly amusing. One began impres-
singly, “My dear long-lost uncle,” and
the writer went on to claim me as Uncle
Lionel, who seemed to have disappeared
years ago. She wound up by entreating

we M. Montgomery

gives out, I can always
fall back on what that
young man assured me
was “‘a thrilling life-
history!”

“Green Gables" has

Chester

been translated into
Swedish and Dutch.
My copy of the Swed-
ish edition always
gives me the inestim-
able boon of a laugh.
The cover design is a
full length figure of
Anne, wearing a sunbonnet, carrying the
famous carpet-bag, and with hair that is
literally of an intense scarlet!

With the publication of “ Green Gables”
my struggle was over. I have published
six novels since then. “Anne of Avon-
lea’’ came out in 1909, followed in 1910 by
“Kilmeny of the Orchard.” This latter
story was really written several years
before “Green Gables,” and ran as a
serial in an American magazine, under
another title. Therefore some sage re-
viewers amused me not a little by saying
that the book showed ‘‘the insidious in-

The House of Uncle John Campbell at Park Corner, where I was Married

me to write to my “‘affectionate niece” and
explain the reason of my long silence.
Several people wrote me that their lives
would make very interesting stories, and
if I would write them and give them half
the proceeds they would give me ‘‘the
facts!” I answered only one of these
letters, that of a young man who had en-
closed stamps for a reply. In order to
let him down as gently as possible, I told
him that I was not in any need of material,
as I had books already planned out which
would require at least ten years to write.
He wrote back that he had a great deal
of patience and would cheerfully wait
until ten years had expired; then he would
write again. So, if my own invention

fluence of popularity and success” in its
StYI’eI‘indSpbt! o
“The Story Girl” was written in 19

and published in 1911. It was thellals(g
book I wrote in my old home by the gable
window where I had spent so many happy
hours of creation. It is my own favourite
among my books, the one tKat gave me the
greatest pleasure to write, the one whose
characters and landscape seem to me most
real. All' the.children in the book are
purely imaginary. The old “King
Orchard” was a compound of our old
orchard in Cavendish and the orchard at
Park Corner. Peg Bowen was suggested
by a half-witted, gypsy-like personage
who roamed at large for many years over

f

written."

and Scotland.—THE EDITORS.

Nine years ago this fall, Lucy Maude Montgomery of Pri
Island published her first and most po f nee Bdward
Mark Twain declared ‘‘Anne” to be

Mrs. Ewan Macdonald, as she is now, has written for the read,
“Everywoman's World" this fascinating story of her own life, whicheg f£
Sull of interest to those who love the author of “‘Anne.”
gives to us some of the thrills of a first visit to the historic places in England

—)

‘pular novel “Annq of Green Gables."”
the sweetest creation of child life yet

This month she

the Island and was the terror of my child-
hood.  We children were alwayg being
threatened that if we were not good Peg
would catch us. The threat did not make
us good, it only made us miserable.

Poor Peg was reall very harmless
when she was not teasez,i or a}x’moyed. If
she were, she could be vicious and revenge-
ful enough. In winter she lived in a little
hut in the woods, but as soon as the spring
came the lure of the open road proved
too much for her, and she started on a
tramp which lasted until the return of
winter snows. She was known over most
of the Island. She went bareheaded and
barefopted, smoked a pipe, and told ex-
traordinary tales of her adventures in
various places. Occasionally she would
come to church, stalking unconcernedly
up the aisle to a prominent seat. She never
put on hat or shoes on such occasions, but
when she wanted to be especially gran(':l she
poxde;ed face, arms and legs with flour!

s I have already said, the s
{Vancy and Betty Sherman was fountgzg é)rf
;ct. The story of the captain of the
Lanny is also literally trye, The heroine
is still living, or was a few years ago, and
still retains much of the beauty which
won the Captain's heart. The “Bine
‘C“lzest of Rachel Ward" was another
F?wer-true tale."”  Rachel Ward was
“liza Montgomery, a cousin of my father’s
who died in Toronto a few years agc?
The bh{e chest was in the kitchen of Uncle
John Campbell’s house at Park Corner
from 1849 until her death. We children
l}eard its story many a time and specu-
lated and dreamed over its contents, as

we sat on it to study our |
1 S
bed-time snacks, 4 S g

N the wint
I Macneill (?i::dOfatI%}]L Grandn]()ther

seven, and the old b
up]. .I stayed at Park
Jl_u y; and on July 5th was married.

my forefathers, few extracts from

the journ ¢ ;
teresjt.: &l of g trip, may be of in-

“Grascow, July 20, 1912,

“Thursday after

) noon we |

excursion to Obqn, Staffa, ;fltdf(il;)naan
¢ went by rail to Oban and the

scenery was very beautiful. .

along Loch Awe SHith it especially
. ’ S ru
Beautfal, yesl“And 'yt heed, e

nor elsewhere in Engj

¢ gland or §
d}lld I behold a scene more bce(:)atllletiil}di
t 'an can be seen any evening at h 5
standing on the “old church hill”ome'

][(E)oi{ilt]iz afar over New London Harbgl?:l
u len—we hg . .
there, nor the Ve no ruined castles

ce i
M e nturies of romance
“Qban is a
a fringe of houses bui

“Then, too, we h
ke ’ ad ’
o orench tourists op poook ® ALY
mbe oif famently trage o Tey
e ; .
pleasant, br(?xr;ed fpal'tlcular’ with a

lack eyes, wh ’
) o
expounder-in-chjef seemed to

. ; 3 pated
of intensity, he would s;c)?i-rtazmtg) lt}fi};

» towerin : 4
rent, ghosts, aidmlguntaln. white tor-

their charm, g trench tourists lost

€ morni
€en much (ConTiNyEp onngaélshgg)
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There are Joys and Thrills in the College Girl’s Life
that Compensate for Hard Study

Y first night at College! Will I ever forget
it—that awful, sinking feeling with
which I viewed the empty room with its
bare walls and bare floor, bare dresser and
table, and little single beds bare of
everything but a mattress! It took a
lot of courage to keep from rushing off
to the station to catch the first train
homeward bound.

The morning of the second day was
in some ways worse than the evening
of the first day. To be wakened from
a sound slumber by a merciless bell

By HELEN EDWARDS

play tennis rather than going out and playing. She
came, too, when I got her worked up by telling her
just how good it feels to have the air rush past my
face. When I make a hard stroke—Oh, it's great to be
alive!

We had a jolly tug-of-war on Field Day—Freshies
versus Old Girls. How we did tug! And we freshies
tugged our side to glory. We have been proud of
ourselves ever since.

“ ’

for every one to “discover’” everyone else and where
she rooms. After the hunt was over we all went to
the gym and sat around a jolly open fire to finish what
peanuts still remained in an eatable condition.

THRILLS OF INITIATION

ALK about thrills and horrors! I'll never be afraid

of ghosts again after going through our initiation.
The bulletin board that day carried a huge placard with
a true-to-life representation of His
Satanic Majesty, calculated to make
the freshiest ‘“freshie’” shiver in her

and look around at that bare, untidy
room; to see my satin slippers hob-
nobbing with my gym bloomers under
the radiator, and my new Fall hat
on the floor where the wind had
blown it during the night, and to
realize that there was no hope of
escaping all that might happen in the
next few days was enough to dampen
thc‘ spirits of the most ardent ‘“Fresh-
)
ie.
If my room-mate had only arrived
it. would not have been so bad. But
when I shut my eyes to get away from
the picture of my unspeakable room
I could only be faced with a mental
picture of what my room-mate might
be. She was expected, so the matron
told me the night before, at eight
o'clock that morning.

There was nothing for it but to gét
up, dress, and go down to breakfast.

After breakfast everybody felt bet-
ter—that is to say, nearly everybody
for there were still a few who could
not keep the corners of their mouths
turned up

OH, THOSE TIME-TABLES!

THEN came the arranging of

programs and time tables. I
was glad 1 had settled in my own
mind just what subjects I wanted to

take when I saw what a time the girl
just in front of me was having. She
evidently had simply “come  to col-
lege”” with the vaguest possible notion
6f what she wanted to do when she got here. She
hadn’t the slightest idea whether she wanted to take
her piano lessons from the musical director or one of
the assistants; and she couldn’t decide whether to
give up Domestic Science or elocution when she found
she could not make both fit into her time-table.

I was glad, too, that I had made my plans “subject
to change,” because I got a lot of sidelights on various
subjects while I was standing in that long line and I
did change quite a number of details and had added
some more subjects when it finally came my turn to
confer with the “powers that be.”

The first lecture on history was a revelation. In-
stead of displaying the old dry-bones of dates and
names and places the lecturer talked about the relation
of past and present to immigration, to war, to peace
and to the extension of the franchise, and all in such an
interesting sort of way that we nearly lost our privi-
leges because we made such a hub-bub discussing what
we thought about the way the world is run.

I didn’t know anything about the St. John's Ambu-
lance Course till the day after I had my time table
all fixed. I saw some girls running' around with
triangular bandages of factory cotton and little roll
bandages of different sizes. 1 wondered what they
could be doing. When I collected my nerve I asked
one girl what they were. “Why don’t you know?"
she said, “‘surely you are going to take the St. John's
Ambulance Course!” She told me how we could
learn First Aid and Simple Nursing and at the end of
the year try an examination, with a medical doctor,
to qualify for overseas service. She said that several
girls had been selected last year to go with the Volun-
tary Aid Detachment. x

hat sounded pretty good to me. I

* We had a jolly tug-of-war on Field Day—Freshits versus Old Girls. How we did tug!”

SPENDING ‘““NIGHT-OFF”’

EVI:}RY college residence for girls has one particular

night of the week which is ‘‘free’’—that is to say,
a night with no study hour. The first “night-off” is
usually' quite a problem for the old girls. 'lghcy want
to plan something that will result in a good mixing-up
of new and old girls and it is such a problem to plan
something that everybody will enjoy. In a co-edu-
cational school it is not so difficult to arrange for
this first “night-off.”. If dancing is allowed a little
informal dance is the very best way to make both girls
and boys spend a jolly evening. Even a promenade
Is not too bad a way in which to spend the evening
if the committee in charge has any tact in seeing who
shall meet whom.

We solved the problem by announcing a “Children’s
Party’ and requesting that half the girls come dressed
as boys. It is amazing what charming sailor boys
came in middy blouses and pyjamas and what dear
little Buster Browns were evolved by the use of gym.
bloomers and Norfolk coats. Some of the girls had
come prepared for such “‘dress-up’’ occasions and had
brought from home one of brother’s suits. The little

irls looked equally charming in shortened dresses,

ary Jane shoes, and hair in curls. It is lots of fun
to play children’s games when ever one is dressed up
for the occasion and a half hour of dancing followed
by lemonade and doughnuts, taffy on the stick, and
other “eats” dear to the school girl heart, make a very
jolly evening.

The next Friday night we had a ‘“‘peanut hunt”
through all the girls’ rooms. It is the very best way

shoes. It also bore’ominous words
telling us our doom was at hand.

We met in the lower regions
garbed as we had been commanded
according to the various sins we had
committed in the flesh. Ghosts with
clanking chains and long pointed
spears escorted us in slow procession
through the labyrinth of the cellars
then up to the gym where on a raised
platform sat a majestic figure with
little red and black duplicates of him-
self on his right and on his left and a
huge crackling fire in the fireplace at
the rear.

What tortures we went through!
But it was all such fun. I do think
we freshies enjoyed it more than the
initiators did.

I stopped in the act of pushing a
little onion across the floor with my
nose to watch a black girl next me
who was diving in a dish of flour for
a penny and had just brought it out
in triumph, with her teeth. ! was
sorry I stopped for I was immediately
seized by two white-robed ghosts and
made to roller-skate on dumb-bells
and afterward walk over sticky fly-
paper.

We nearly raised the roof with all
the noise we made and everyorfe
was almost too weak from laughing
to eat the ice cream cones which were
passed at the last to cool our parched
tongues.

I am beginning to plan already what
we will do when we initiate the
freshies next year. I can not decide whether a circus
with each freshie representing some animal, would be
better than an Insane Asylum: I do think the very
“freshest” freshie would be subdued after an evening
spent in the sawdust ring of a circus especially if she
had to represent a seal and propel herself with her
hands. But then, I do not expect to do all the plan-
ning myself. Perhaps the girls would rather have a
suffrage meeting or a Mock Trial, or a Hospital.

ALL KINDS OF INTERESTS

WE feel that we really belong here now that we have

been initiated. - The girls have settled down to
work—some more and some less. But even though
thc;]c is work to do there is always plenty of fun mixed
with it.

We are out of doors as much as we can be, out of
school hours. When it rains we either put on slickers
and go for a walk or play indoor baseball or basket
ball in the gym.

There is the swimming pool, too. I have learned
how to dive since I came and I think I could “life-
save’ a drowning person if she didn’t struggle too
much. .

Hallowe’en is comihg! I am working every spare
minute on a marvellous crepe paper costume. It is
only going to cost about thirty-five cents so it takes a
lot olg planning. ' We are going to be masked during
the first part of the evening.

Of course we will use the occasion to make money
for Red Cross. We have advertised it well all over
the town. We will have a flower booth and some
gipsy fortune tellers. But we are NOT
going to have a home-made cooking booth

found out that it wasn't too late to join and (r
I made a raid on the secretary and had my
name put down.

I had not thought of studying interior de-
coration or anything like that until my room-
mate, who, by the way, was not the dreadful
person I had had visions of before she
arrived—asked me my ideas on color
schemes for a bedroom. ™ I had some rather
hazy ideas but they didn’t agree at all with
what she had learned that day in the first
lecture on interior decoration. We argued
for about half an hour and I finally had to
give in because I couldn’t back my argu-
ment up by saying ‘‘Miss B. says so.”

‘“GET IN” ON THE FUN

IF you don’t “get in” in the first few
days with the %lrls who play tennis and
basket-ball you'll find it awfully hard to
get in later. This is what my cousin told
me before I came to college and I am
glad she did, for many girls are left out
now because they didn't “get in'’ at first.
Just to-day I tried to “pry loose” my
room mate who has got the gabit of sitting
on our window seat and watching the girls - \&=

NOTE.

For the 500 Others

]

There are at least 500 girls who
cannot (or do not) go to college to every -one who
goes. We believe that many of these 500 girls,
and their mothers, fathers and brothers, would
like to have a better insight into some of the joys
and some of the knowledge to be had at a good
college for girls. So we have planned this series
of articles for your benefit especially. The second
article will appear in the November EVERY-
WOMAN’S WORLD, Werite us if you like this one
and if you wish the series continued throughout the
nine months of the college year,—THE EDITORSs.
% !

1) or a candy booth because we think that “in
these days of food conservation it is very
questionable taste’ (quoting our Domestic
Science teacher). We will end with a
little dance.

My room mate is making the most
adorable costume. It is a Pierrette in
pumpkin yellow and black. She is dark and
looks stunning in it. There is a tall pointed
cap, black around the bottom and pumpkin
yeﬁow right up to the point, which is topped
with -a big black pom-pom. The little
bodice is of pumpkin yellow with black
facings, and the skirt is made up of narrow
gores alternating yellow and black with each
gore pointed at the bottom.

I'am not telling what my costume is like
—that is a dark secret. I lock the door
when I am working at it—But here’s hoping!

Christmas will be here before we know
it! And after Christmas the time will fairly
fly, bringing June and examinations, and
the ultimate farewells to all the girls.
These are rather depressing. Only the green '
of the far-off hills keeps up our spirits, and
then, too, probably the anticipation of
return helps out. I'm glad I'll be back

J, next year.
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She is the Most Outstanding Figure the Canadian West Has Produced

Dominion.
of the Twentieth
Twentieth Century is
Canada's.

From the country of
the cow-puncher of scarce a decade and
a half ago, it has come to be to-day a
thriving settled land, teeming with
cattle, undulating with the rippling
waves of the great wheat sea, and play-
ing its part in the great fight for demo-
cracy, just as surely, as poignantly, as
are the Twentieth Century Canadians
fighting the fight which will perpetuate
this age, not only as Canada's but as
Democracy’s.

Out of the vastness comes Mrs.
McClung. Out of it—and part of it!

Born in Ontario, you say!

True—lucky Ontario.

But she has imbibed the spirit of the
West, especially of * Alberta, and it
has lifted her far above mediocrity.
And yet, she is but typical of Alberta
women. They stand alone as the most
progressive, the most public-spirited
aggregation of people in Canada to-day.
They are thinkers—but chiefly doers.
They have produced the first woman
M.P. in the Dominion—Mrs. McKin-
ney.

“Bravo,” we say, “Alberta women!”

OU know Nellie McClung. Every
woman in Canada knows her,
admires her, loves her. And the better
you know her the more you love to
hear her, the more you appreciate a little
retrospect.

Everywhere Mrs. McClung has gone-
and where has she NOT been in Canada
—she has taken with her the message
of the prairies and has forced us to
glance back down the vistas of the
years to the time when, as a child, she
first rambled there, a very minute part
of their vastness.

But to retrace our steps even farther
into her life history—she was born at
Chatsworth, Ontario, in 1873. Whole-
souled, fearless, genuine, little Nellie
was not destined to remain long in the
East. In 1880 her family moved
West, going by train until they reached
the Red River, which they crossed in a
row boat. Her experiences following
this move are responsible for the whole-
someness of the thoughts she after-
wards wove into such books as ‘‘Sowing
Seeds in Danny,” and “The Second
Chance.” They exhale the breath of
the Western winters, and bask in the
sunshine of its springs.

ELLIE cared not for schools. Little
good it would have been for her

to do so, since there were none in the
district! She “‘expanded’ for three
happy years.

Speaking reminiscently of this she
said: %

“Once 1 played with a nice fat,
greasy little fellow called Indian Tom-
my, whose mother fought intermittently
with a lady friend of hers for three
days on the river bank, I attended all
the sessions, and all would have been
well, only, in the excess of my delight
over Indian Tommy's victory, I came
home hilarious. After that, I stayed in
my own yard. Indian Tommy looked
in through the gate, and brought me
beads and gum—almost as good as new
—and we were very miserable.”

Soon, however, a school was opened
near by and it was with great timidity

] RS. NELLIE McCLUNG
doubt, the most representative woman in
the Canadian West, hence, in the New
For the West is the product
Century,

is, without
master.
Mr. Frank Schultz,

and the

Mpyrs. Nellie McClung, of Edmonton, Alberta

that the little one presented herself before the school
Things were not as she had expected, for he,
understood
gressed marvellously well under his instructions.
to him that she gives credit for the fame that now

her, and she pro-
It is

[Copyright Photo by Jessop

A Few of Her Epigrams

NEVER cared for the pedestal
I idea of woman. It isso hard
to come down and cut wood.
We must jar ourselves loose
from the old ideas and the old
beliefs. One of these ideas is
that women are protected. We
are protected theoretically—like
Belgium.

It is pathetically true that the
world takes you at the estima-
tion that you place upon your-
self. Women have never placed
a high enough value on their
place in life.

This is a time of sacrifice. Do
something more before the can-
cerous tentacles of the liquor
traffic reach to the heart of this
young nation.

As a business proposition, the
liquor traffic is a decided and
unqualified frost.

We hate the Kaiser, not be-
cause he is fighting us, but be-
cause he is making war on non-
combatants. I hate the liquor
traffic for exactly the same
reason. I'd be ashamed to say
I am neutral in such a war.

Man’s most brilliant witti-
cism is that ‘‘the hand that
rocks the cradle rules the world.”’

We can’t do mu i

ch with
sentiment. There is sentitl‘:fer:l
to burn on almost any subjectt

We are told that
wom
not invade the sacred vev!(:r{:llu“
politics. Politics are too corrup(:f

You cannot blame
the w
If a man says that politigsr)nen.
too corrupt, he admits one of o
things—either that he jig a ok
to it, or that he is e
prevent it.

Women would
early and sit up
worse political
is now.

In their attitud
%
suffrage the most apa?hev:
}:u_a comfortably marri
is a sort of fat
of the heart. A
cow-like contentme i
n
bottom of the troublef. g

Love and justi

justice a
bottom of the suﬁrargee s
ment. s

The youhg men
a
up. And the old nrlin s
t:m?s get converted, and ifome-
don’t change, well, they diefhey
Resignation i %
lenc human virltsug. EReaD) e

Canada is a ift
gilt-edged, leatlgler-lz(r)?xrtllld(l;)?)%’k ¥

have to get y
late to make -
mess than there

Oman
1C are
ed Women.

growing

pr—

\

Sasmaay

attends her. Unselfish and h
ds h umble,
therein lies Mrs. McClung. sedmlic.
s \V}tlen’rsl?e ﬁnis.hed being taught she started to
tlea? h hls.she did at Manitou and other points, and
115 she continues to do to this very day, on the public

platforms, advocating Equal Franchise,
Temperance, and other pet theories;
through her books, and never more
strongly than through her example.

For Mrs. McClung is a devoted wife
and mother.

In 1896 she married Robert Wesley
McClung.  Four sons and one daughter
are h.er special pride. She has stated
laughingly, that one would be surprised
at the interest that is taken in her
husba'nd’s socks. Her mails invariably
contain letters advising her to stay at
home and mend them. “And yet, 'she

says, “you know they are never left
unmended.”

MRS'. McCLUNG'S literary talent

displayed itself when she was very
yourg. It then generally took the
form of epitaphs on dead dogs and

l:;ttens. One of her early masterpieces
n:

“H.crf: lies dear little Silvie Moggie,

“SIIVIC died—oh, far too young,

uFr‘?rrl a bite from Phlllp Sutcliﬁe’
Philip bit her on the tongue."

Now the brutal Philip (who was her

ﬂog)'_ had really shaken the kitten
le.vm Moggie” to death. But why

sacrifice music for facts?

When the family moved from Winni-
Peg to Edmonton to live, Mrs. McClung
Was welcomed by the Women's Or-
ganizations there, especially by the
;‘\}11:&{{78. Fqual Franchise League, a"d.by
o 1]x.(,.T.U. The delegation, which
ol La(!ed, appealing for Equal Fran-
; 's¢, will long be remembered as the
argest that ever assembled on the floor
of the Alberta Legislature.

1\4r§_ McClung’s interest in school
questions became more Pronounced
twhhen her children came to the age whe?
toe‘}; must face the world. Her advice
whatol??en, that it is their duty to €€
i rxmd of world it is, for which they
sortpc,fL paring their children, and wha
be to t}TOHtrlbution those children wil
Conss € world, gives evidence of t.he
Onsideration she iz

- has
Questions,

given

THE non-partisan attitude of the
muc}:"(g.‘laﬂ V:oter is a subject causing

o lscu.ssmn to-day, pro and com
expres;slfjadl“g women have fearlessly
attitude themselves in favor of thi®
Equal e for women. The Saskatoo?
i) FI‘.anchise League sent out i

lonaire on the subject.

usi\:llfs- -MCCIung's replies came as
“De With a vim, To the questio™
identifyou think that women shoul

. !
Sh? anz’v:l‘:cfg:sel\,es with party politlcs?
identi?;) tnhot think that women shoul(f
ties, for ¢}, emselves with political Par
Will work € reason that if they do ¢chey
other, ap against instead of with ae
sh0u1:1 doq the good which the woma™
by some Would be offset by that done
Women intother woman. Dividing thz
the situat'o two hostile camps will leaV
with a]y 100 very much as we founq it,
misrepreslets Old bittet‘l‘lessy Squabbhngv
“ ntatxons, and waste of energy
am not jn favor of a WOman’S

part
suchyaasmsuch for I see no future f‘,)"
remain OVement, but if women W'

‘(‘;dependent in thought a%
(Cont1xuED oN pAGE 33)
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A Charming Tale of Hope and Love

By LILIAN DUCEY
ILLUSTRATED BY MARCEL OLIS

E took the three
| flights to their
little Harlem
apartment two
steps at a time.

short-breathed
as much as the excitement
caused by a long cherished
desire which suddenly prom-
ised fulfilment.

As he fitted the key in
the lock and swung through
the doorway, he wanted to
hoot and shout also. And he
thought he couldn’t wait an
instant longer to tumble it all
out for his bride of a month to
exclaim over,—or just to
love him with her eyes, as
she often did. How he
gloried in that look! He
would have moved Heaven
and Earth, ripped the stars
from'the firmament, snatched
at the moon and tossed it
at her pretty feet (if such
deeds were possible) just to
see her blue eyes deepen with that warm light which
burned for .him alone.

And Grace wasn't at home!

“Whispering
exception.
freshing.

after a

IT was a profound disappointment, although he knew
he was early—early by a full hour. She was
probably doing a last piece of marketing; she did
wonders with the twenty-five dollars a week which
he earned. But she wouldn’t have to plot and plan
much longer how to make a dollar do the work of
two. Notthat they weren't having the most wonderful
time in the world "hunting bargains and deciding on
the most advantageous method of securing them—

JIn anticipation of her delight when he told her that
with the next week he would begin to drop fifty dollars
into her lap on Saturday nights he did an elephantine
pas seul in the middle of tﬁe tiny living room. But
catching a glimpse of himself in the mantle mirror
and realising his exuberance was exceeding the bounds
of fitness when indulged in without an audience, he
dropped into a chair with theatrically assumed dignity.

OW the chair that Peter had chosen to receive his

six foot, one hundred and sixty pounds of happi-
ness happened to be the chair that stood before Grace's
desk—that dear little desk, as daintily fashioned as
she. Peter would never write at it on account of his
size, and he always regarded it with awe, as he did
many of the things which were so intimately hers.
For it had so happened that when he had married
Grace all he had to do was to “hang up his hat” as
the saying goes. This little nest had been hers, and
her mother’s before that mother died.

He fingered the note paper, slanting largely in the
minute pigeon holes. He pressed the pen that la
there to his lips. It made him feel good just to touc
the things that she touched. He even drew out the
drawer in daring recognition of his rights, the rights
their love had given him. And that was how he
happened on a little leather book.

‘WHEN Peter took up the little book it was with

reverent fingers. In that same way he was wont
to touch a pair of her slippers, or the toilet accessories
of ivory that adorned her dresser.

When he began to read he smiled to himself. And
over the first page his inward comments were some-
thing like this: “Funny little girl— Little angell—
‘God played her a trick when he gave her to me. But
I love her—and I don’t carel Igmay not be worthy
of her, but for that matter neither is any other man.
So I'll just keep her, hold her against all odds. And
I'll rake the earth to give her what she wants. There's
nothing I can’t do with her to work for. I've ousted
Hemmingway. A year at his job and I'll beat out
‘Tompkins too.” But when he became thoroughly
interested he made no inarticulate comments.

And this is what he read:

"DEAR, dear mother mine!

you're up there. But still 1 mean to write to
you. Why not? Indeed I'm even hoping some angel
mecromancy will touch my written words with light
and flash them on to you, and that you'll whisper
back—a whisper that will wrap me round with sweet
content even though my earthly ears remain too crude
to catch it.

“Mother dear, it’s only whimsy fancy born of sheer

I'm down here and

UST as you love the glory of

an Autumn morn, the beauty
of the tinted leaves,
be happy in reading this whole-
some little story by Lilian Ducey.

her charming personality through
many a little tale of hope and
love and human happiness.

It is exhilarating, re-
It soothes like the cool
freshness of sweet-scented flowers
summer
pass the fragrance on, to you.
We know you will welcome it.

D
////(r////// _’@

loneliness, I guess, and the
heavy ache that comes to
a girl who travels the maze
of a big city without a
single tie of blood to give

you will

But it wasn't . her a feeling of belonging,
the athletic She, herself, needs no introduc- that has driven me to
effort that tion to you. She has reflected doing this. Yet why, when
made Peter two have been as near and

dear as we, should time or
space or the Great Beyond
divide us?

“And so I keep saying to
myself: you are not gone,
you have just passed away.
And though I may not
touch your hand, I know
in some ineffable way that
you are near; if I cannot
look into your eyes I feel

Wings” is no

We

shower.

your spiritual ones can
v . pierce the wveil that lies
The Editors. between our worlds. And

more than this—far more.
Mother, I have a feeling
now that you can look
into my very soul and read
each thought, and impulse.
Really we are nearer be-
cause of this than we have
ever been in life. Half
truths and reservations—Oh yes, I have often failed
in frankness!—can never screen me any more. You'll
see my naked soul.

“MOTHER, there’s more to that last observation

than just the grave, cold statement. My soul
will have to flower forth and beautify itself, T sece.
I'll have to prune and snip and clear away many a
thought and word and deed. For in the garden of
your heart I may have seemed—I'm sure I didl—
quite the nicest girl you knew; but now you'll know,
Ah me! Ah me! My many meanesses, my vanities.
my frivolous desires.

“Mother, I am living exactly as you planned for me
that last, long day while I watched the gray of death
creep slowly over your features and the brightness
fade from your eyes. Our four little rooms are im.
maculate, and the woman who cleans them for me also
attends to my laundry. But oh, how I miss your
dainty thougﬁ substantial meals! And oh, those
many little services, a button here; a darn there, the
ribbon in my underwear! Ah, whf'
can’t angel mothers lend such
helping hands? Yes, I miss you,
miss you, miss you! Great waves
of yearning for your bodily presence
wash over me every now and then.
I can’t withstand them. Mother,
I want you!—but not only for your
helping hands. Mother, I need you!
Mother dear—

“LAST Sunday’s ‘climax savored,
dear, of dirge and dew. I
did not mean to end it so. I began
so bravely, so sensitive of your
nearness, and then suddenly I found
myself adrift alone on a sea of
lonesomeness out of which no human
paddling would take me, and from
which I could not even glimpse the
truth that there were other shores
where angel mothers dwell. I need
not tell you, bridging the ineffable
has moments when the obvious
overshadows it completely.

“And yet, consciously and un-
consciously I have felt you during
all this busy week,—in the crowd
and crush of subway mobs, an
invincible armor that secured against
defilement; in the sunshine which
streamed through the office windows,
a warming cheering influence; then
at home, in our little home—ah!
but here at times, when gloaming
meets the night and the shadows
creep, to sit imagining you hear a
step you'll never hear again and a
voice, a voice that is now only the
far, faint lingering of an echo.

“Mother dear, the tears are
streaming down my cheeks again.
My throat aches with them. And
in my breast an ache too, where my
heart lies.

“But you said I was not to grieve
—well I try to obey. You said
also that even the death of the
best-beloved becomes, after a time,

‘“When Peter
took up the
little book i
was with rev-
erent fingers,
as he was wont
to touch a pair
of her slippers,
or the toilet
accessories of
ivory that
adorned her
dresser. When
he began to
read he smiled
to himself.”

only an item in the years. I do not even refute that;
otherwise how eould people live and smile, search for
pleasure, dream of happiness, await the onslaught of
the years? Yet the void your going has made no
invisible angel can invade—and fill. A step, the
cadence of a mother voice—no whispering angel
wings can quite replace them.

“MOTHER of mine, to-day I packed away your

little sewing basket, the many colored silks, the
patches. In it was the unfinished doilie that was to
adorn our dining table. And I could not help it, but
the threaded needle there in place ready for the next
stitch, seemed so symbolical of limiting human power,
the majesty of death over life. For an instant I said
to myself: What is the use?— How futile all things
seemed, hopes and fears and aspirations. Why go
on? Why not stop—just there, never move, never
sleep, never eat? And then I knew. In some vague
way it glimmered forth to me: the mighty scheme of
things; each living, breathing bit of flesh and blood an
atom in Creation’s plan, each soul not yet disembodied,
a vital spark touched with the witchery of life, one
link of an endless chain stretching from the beginning
of time on through generation after generation to the
last trumpet call of Judgment Day.

“And so I did not pack away that doilie with the
basket, for the needle to rust in the linen and the
colors to fade in obscurity. No; I realised I must
finish the work you began; I must do m part. And
when my time comes, God grant I may have added a
link to that chain, hands of my hands, flesh of my
flesh, to take up the unfinished tasks I'too will leave
behind.

“ ANOTHER Sunday, mother dear! And they are

the only days when the hurrying hours are
winged to a lesser speed, making it possible for me to
turn to this little leather bound book.

“I'm here at my desk—this inviting desk with just
room enough for your elbow—this dear, little desk!
But then it isn’t any more inviting than the rest of
the house. Isn’t this a dear little home, mother?—
these four windows looking down upon an unpreten-
tious city street? Elegance is not its slogan, but cheer
and charm and deliciousness. It steals into your
eyes and makes your heart glad. We made bricks
without much straw, but the result is nevertheless
entrancing.

“TO-DAY my heart is brimful, full of many things.

Seated here I am bathed in the glorious spring
sunshine. Even city surroundings cannot make me
insensible to the season. All of which makes me
remember how you always gloried in the less arrogant
moods of the years—as you used to call spring and
autumn.

“Mother, I feel very close to you just now, as if

‘L might be resting in your arms, the breeze in my hair

your breath. The very rays of the sun the quality
of warm, human hafds— the hands one loves. Are
you in it, dear?—part of it? Are you hovering about
me whispering sweets that I cannot comprehend, but
which make my soul feel buoyant?

“I feel that’s so. And feeling so, it compensates
in a measure for the personal need of you. But I
often wonder whether 1'I) will ever have any one else
to really love me as you did—not to take your place,
for that could never be, but to be part of my life.
Perhaps—

“Oh, what nonsense am 1 drifting into writing!

“Mother dear, one thing is certain: All my life I
shall endeavor to live as you would have me live,
lending a helping hand where need of one prevails,
doing right as I see it and as I think you would see it;
then too, I will always crush each instinctive meanness
fast as it is born and never, never, be part or party to
an act that could cause spiritual (CONTINUED ON PAGE 41)
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Loving

The Spirit of Women who are Working for Our Heroes Overseas
Through the Women’s Institutes---Illustrated by a Talk
with Mrs. Kitchen of the St. George Branch

By LAURA E. NIXON

Editor’s Note.—Of course you have a
Mrs. Kitchen, or some one like her,
leading in the good work in your com-
munity. If not, you will undoubtedly
want to look around and get such a
person busy taking the leading ‘part.

The St. George Institute, qnd its work,
as portrayed in the following personal
inlerview, is but representative of similar
work going on in hundreds and hundreds
of other small centres, e reywhere through-
out Canada.

SLIGHT little lady in
black, with white hair, a
kindly gleam in her eye,
and a world of energy
rose from a low chair
beside the shaded lamp
and came forward to meet
us. We had passed up
the gravel drive redolent
with the scent of orange
blossoms and the little figure that wel-
comed us seemed a component part of
such a setting.

“Mrs. Kitchen?” we asked.

Yes, she was Mrs. Kitchen, and she
let her busy fingers rest for an instant
from the knitting of a trench cap.

“Knitting, knitting,”’ we remarked—
“always knitting?” We had heard
naturally, of Mrs. Kitchen long before
we determined to call on her,

“Do you know,"” she replied, “I do
believe I could knit in my sleep. The
boys must have their caps, you lgnow,
so I'm looking ahead to the winter.
Last year, one of the boys wrote that
he was sure his ‘‘hair would have froze"
if we had not sent him a trench cap.”

Mrs. Kitchen is typical of many a
Canadian patriot. She lives at St.
George, Ontario—we hadn’t told you
that before. She is the dominant force
in its local Women's Institute, and,
consequently, in the Red Cross work
of the village. She is as whole-souled
as she is active, and there is a kindly
spirit, a sort of warmth about her that
endears her to you the moment you
meet her. And when she begins to tell
you of the work of the Women's Insti-
tutes, especially that at St. George,
she makes you forget that your train
is due at 8.50, in fact that time has
any significance.

WHERE THE MONEY
COMES FROM

“TELL us all about the work you
women of the Institute here ‘are
doing,” ‘we urged. “We heard you
tell something of it at a cannin
demonstration recently and it grippe
us 0, we are just d ing to hear more.
We want to know, for instance, where
you get the money to do all the buying
ou are doing, and where you do the
uying to the best advantage, and—oh,
everything.” ¢
" Over her countenance a smile spread
that developed into a chuckle. We
knew she would rather talk about this
work for ‘‘her boys' at the front than
anything else in the world. She has
no boys of her very own, but hex: mother
heart is great enough to take in every
boy who has gone to the front from
that community. Indeed, her love for
them is all-embracing.

‘She adjusted the trench cap to a
new angle and began. ;

“First, there is the financing of the
work—an all important point, [ can
assure you.

“Upyto last March we raised the
money in any way we could. We just
had to have a hundred dollars every
month and we managed to dig it
out from somewhere, though it was

" bard digging. h
}‘a“We gt%ieg a Red Cross Tea Room
for a while and sold home-made bakmg
as well as ice cream. But it was har
work and it all fell on a few of us and
the rent for the rooms made a big hole
in the money we'gok in. =55

“We did get quite a lot of knitting

done for we had a sock started for.

every table and everybody who came
in knitted while waiting to be served,
even the waitresses helping when they
had time. Thenin the winter we had the
usual round of bazaars and sales and
managed to get along not too badly.
“Qur lucky turn came in March.
The men of the village decided to do
Patriotic League work. They aimed to
raise $10,000.00 by subscription. They
said we could have half if we would

promise not to raise money by any

other means, and they would pay us
at the rate of $150.00 a month. You
can guess how we jumped at the offer!

“Will you believe it! Over $11,000.00
was raised by our little village and the
community around.”

PARCELS FOR THE BOYS

“WE had a good time all spring with

our $150.00 a month. We
bought flannelette galore, wool for
socks, materials for comfort bags and
small kit bags and all sorts of things
to go in them.

“By August the Winter began to
loom up ahead. We knew we must
lay in a good stock of supplies. It took
nerve to request an extra $500.00, but
we asked for it and we'got it too.

“Every month a parcel goes to every
boy who has enlisted from our com-
munity. - Many of our soldiers are
English, Irish and Scotch boys who
were working on farms around here
when they enlisted. But we treat
them just the same as the boys who
ran around our town when they wore
rompers. The same rations govern
all—three pounds each month to those
who are in England and four pounds
to the boys in France.

“We try to make the boxes different
each month. There is always a pair
of socks in each and the other articles
may be candles, shoe laces, handker-
chiefs, the condensed coffee that is
made in St. George and which tastes
particularly good to the boys because
it was made in ‘Our Town,’ peanut
butter, maple butter, note paper,
home-made jelly—anything and every-

thing that loving hearts can think of
and loving hands can pack that the
boys might like.

“For two years now we have packed
about sixty boxes each month.
Last month there were fifty-six. At
Christmas time we send an ‘extra-
special’ box carrying a delicious home-
made fruit cake to each boy as well as a
pair of socks and many other things.

“But that isn't all we have done.
Well, I guess not! For two years
besides the boxes to ‘Our Boys' we
have sent from two to five cartons
every month to the Red Cross Head-
quarters—hospital shirts, convalescent
robes, socks and bandages go every
month. To the Field Comforts we
send comfort bags and small kit-bags
containing soap, tooth brush safety
razor, shaving soap, brushes, etc.”

“Where do you buy all your sup-
plies?”’ we asked as milady stops for
breath. We went through a hasty
calculation. To make 140 pyjama
suits each month takes a lot of flannel-
ette and 100 pairs of socks each month
calls for a good lot of wool. One
needs to buy wisely to make the money
go as far as possible and get the very
best materials that can be purchased.

“We buy our materials from the"

wholesale houses from samples that
our local merchant shows us. Some-
times we get them from one wholesale
house and sometimes from another—
just wherever I can get the best
results for the least money. Some-
times our stock of flannelette runs out
before anyone realizes that it is so low
and a raid is made on the three mer-

f

HE Woman'’s Institute enjoys
an unique position, in that
it is composed of city women

and country women, women of all
creeds, beliefs, attainments, and:
ambitions who are banded to-
gether, not to promote any par-
ticular belief, or object other than
mutual helpfulness. Mutual help-
fulness is the exact meaning of

' national service. When we help
our country we help each other,
and we help ourselves. The basic
principle of national service is co-
operation, submitting our own
will and wishes to the general
good, and that carries with it the
idea of sacrifice.

All this goes hard with people
who have been trained as we have
been. We have been boastful of
our independence; our own wishes
have been our guide in the matters
of conduct, in the days of peace.
But now, when we must go for-
ward in our full strength to meet
the enemy at our gates, it becomes
necessary for us to resolve our-
selves into as powerful a machine
as possible.

WHY GERMANY PERSISTS

IN a perfect machine each part

must work in unison. When one
part begins to display “ways of its
own,” there is serious trouble.
That is why Germany has been
able to stand off the world for
three years—because the German
nation has resolved itself into one
great machine.

What they have been compelled
to do by their powerful military

Helping One Another Through
The Women’s Institutes
A MESSAGE FROM NELLIE McCLUNG

. an inventory of what energy we

autocracy we can be persuaded to
do. Our love of country should be
more of a compelling force than
fear of authority.

It simplifies matters for those of
us who are anxious to serve our
country, if we think of the sol-
dier’s sacrifice as the basis of com-
parison, and keep that thought in
mind, when trying to decide what
we should do. That will leave
still a wide margin between us and
actual hardship,—and will help us
not to feel sorry for ourselves. The
soldier gives up all, even to his life,
—to serve his country, and engages
in work which is hard, dangerous
and distasteful. So, if we keep
this in -mind, it may  help us to
overcome our natural aversion to
di‘scomfort.

DISTRIBUTE ENERGIES

EACH person has a certain

amount of energy, capable of
being actually measured, and it
seems reasonable to say that if it
is spent in one way, it cannot be
in another. Therefore, the time
has come when we must each take

have, and see if we can re-distribute
it in a way that will be of greater
benefit to our country :—Energy
spent in worry, self Pity, unkind
remarks, and gossiping is lost to
the country. Energy spent in
lying awake nights because of un-
kind and uncharitable remarks is
lost to our common cause. . Inex-
pert workers waste a great deal of
energy.

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 42)

chants of the town. We take every
last yard of flannelette from their

shelves to appease the hungry scissors
of the ‘cutters-out.’

WHAT TWENTY-FIVE CAN DO

“YOU will think it must keep a great

many workers busy to send
all this stock of supplies out every
month, but let me tell you that twenty
ﬁ_ve women do it in the little spare
time they have. That is, the bulk of
the work is done by twenty-five,
although there are about twenty others
who are knitting a little and help once
ina while in other ways.

‘These twenty-five faithful ones meet
every month and cut out the pyjamas
and the convalescent ‘robes. You
should just see how we piece and piece
to make the material go as far as pos-
sible. Often we cut up 1,100 yards of
flannelette in one afternoon and do
some other work as well.

The material for the convalescent
robes makes the money disappear. It
is heavy grey material costing sixty
cents a yard. The buttons and domes
cost a lot too, even though we buy them
in large quantities. The tape, .also, 15
a formidable article when it comes in
huge bundles of a thousand yards each.
. Now here’s a convalescent robe
just finished to-night,” continued Mrs.
‘ll(ltchcn, as she displayed the garment.

Doesn’t it look nice? But it was 2
heavy old thing to work on and there’s
such a lot of sewing on it There 18
some satisfaction, though, when one is
finished. Perhaps a cord would look
a little nicer around the waist than this
belt of the same material, but it would
cost more money and the belt with its
big white button does just as goo
service. A tie to finish it off at the
neck might please a sick man, but 4
he wants it he'll just have to supply it
himself, for I think this collar looks
pretty good without one,

PACKING DAY FUN '

“PACKING day is the most fun of |

all.  We used to rent two rooms

in the early days, and kept all the sup-
plies, 'boxes, etc., there, and when
packing day came just went there and
packed. We needed the money $O
badly for other things that we decided
it was a crime to let it go for rent sO
now we keep the supplies in the homes
on this street and go to the assembly
room across the street there to do the
packing. :
“First we pack the individual boxes
for the boys. The women sit along the
sides of the long tables, the boxes are
passed along and each one puts in the
article that she has in charge. They

work quickly and they talk just as
fast!

WAR TALK TABOOED

“THERE is, however, one subject
about which they do not talk—
the war.
allowed. No doleful tale of deaths or
shocking injuries of this one or that one
in the firing line? No repeating ©
heart-breaking stories seen in .the
m?‘r%;lng paper?l ¢
ere are plent things to
talk about. Ay Ly .
‘‘Some societies do not allow any
talking on packing day. But the St.
eorge ladies can work just as well an
even faster when they are talking an
it'’s lots more fun. In the midst of all
this babble and laughter, I have only
to say ‘Just a minute, ladies,’ and you
can hear a pin drop, while I make some
announcement or explain some little
de:‘.‘axl relative to the work.
lust as soon as I see a little group
getting  behind begause of too muc
:;lelf-?ﬁ {‘lsay ‘No more talking over
ntil you catch up,’ ey g0
to work ‘clouble-quick.P i e
ur corrugated pasteboard cartons
to go to Red Cross Headquarters we
get from the Hydro Electric Company
in the city. Two or three of the goo
men of the village come in and cor
them after we haye them packed and.

the Express Com !
of charge!l pPany carries them free

“LICKING” STAMPS AND LABELS
“OF course the boxes for the Boys
£ 0 not go free of charge. They
lave_to have postage stamps and dec-
arations on  (CONTINUED ON PAGE 40)
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No gloomy’ forebodings are
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And are Blazing New Trails for Other

Energetic Women to Follow
By MADGE MacBETH

An Invitation to You

ANADA is alive with women who make it a better place in
C which to live.

That's why it is Canada. Every community has at least
one woman of whom other women are intensely proud, 2 woman
who is doing something big for her part of the country. You
know about the one in your section, but do you know about the
one in mine? No! Do you know why we do not demonstrate
sufficient enthusiasm for the people worth while; we try to throttle
admiration and encouragement under a blase exterior and we
try to take every good thing for granted. Let's change all that,
Let's be boosters— Tell me about the women you know; send
me their photographs and 500 words, and I will not only tell you
about some other women but will send you a $2.00 bill as well,
if your material is used.

Tell me about women who have succeeded IN SPITE OF—;
tell me about Women Who Paid for Their Holidays While Having
Them; about ones who scrimped and saved out of a small allowance
that John or Mary might go to College.

Help me to introduce our Worth While People, one to another
and we'll have the most “bang-up’”’ Canadian party you ever
imagined.

Yours faithfully,
MADGE MACBETH.

MISS SMITH

that a native of their city is one of the best

known women evangelists touring the United
States today? How many of them remember
Annie Agnes Smith who as a very small, frail and
timid child longed to be a man and a preacher?
One day when, on her way to a lowly missionina
somewhat unpleasant neighbourhood, she came
upon several big boys shooting craps on Sunday
morning. Something inside her stronger than fear,
revolted at the sight, and prompted her to cry out
impulsively, “You ought to be at Sunday School.”
Amazed, they jumped up and surrounded her,
hurling a chorus of enquiry at her. She broke
from the group and began to run. The boys gave
<hase. Madderand wilder did the race become, until
Annie Agnes flung herself into the Sunday School
shrieking with terror. Close to her heels came the
rowdies, who were determined to stay. When the
superintendent tried to put them into what he
thought would be a suitable class, they were em-
phatic in their decision to be taught by no one
but “de kid." Today several of them are fine men
whom she is proud to call her friends. From teach-
ing to leading meetings and finally preaching, was
not so far a cry. She has been four times
across the continent and at present she is touring
with one of the most celebrated evangelists of
the day. Her part is, of course, the women's
work.

H(‘)\\' many residents of Toronto the Good know

at Ottawa, Toronto, New York and Chicago.

AR dogs!—you immediately picture a splendid Belgian animal, trained to goon the battle-
field to succour wounded soldiers, or a dog harnessed to a mitrailleuse and making with it s . i *‘,( ;
straight for the trenches. But these are Canadian War Dogs, bred and sold by Mrs, Wilson

Wylie, whose success may be partly proven by glacing at a photo of some of her prizes, taken
Mrs. Wylie embarked some time before the outbreak
of the war on a very unusual business yenture—that of breeding Pomeranian dogs. There was a
great demand for dogs, little pet dogs, after the outbreak of the war. So, instead of going to the
wall, as she feared, Mrs. Wylie has had more orders than she could fill. It is not difficult to imagine
how lonely must be a home, especially a childless home, when the husband leaves to go to the
front. What is difficult to imagine, however, is the fact that a small dog can fill his place! “How
I missed John until I bought Zu-Zul"” Or, “I can't afford a baby in war times, I have a Pom,
is the attitude many women take. And a Pom costs anything from three to eleven hundred and
fifty dollars! There are French, Belgian, Polish and Russian babies who may be bought for far
less than eleven hundred and fifty dollars and who would be rather more of a credit in the long
run than a Pom and think of the home product—dozens of beautiful healthy Canadian babies
which may be adopted for nothing! Who dares set the fashion for buying babies?

MISS FYLES

ISS FAITH FYLES holds quite a unique
position for a woman. She is assistant Do~
minion Botanist of the Central Experimental

Farm, Ottawa. She is a native of Quebec and
a daughter of the Rev. Dr. Fyles, entomologist.
After taking her B.A. at McGill, this lover of the
out-of-doors taught botany for several years and
it was from Bishop Strachan’s School, in Toronto,
that she went to Ottawa, as Assistant Seed Analyst
for the Department of Agriculture. Two years
later, Miss Fyles was appointed to her present
position where her work consists in naming numer-
ous plants, answering correspondence relating to
inquiries on all sorts of botanical subjects, research
work and the like. Amongst other things, the
Botanist is making a study of Ergot of Wild
Rice. Why not put such a woman on a Committee
to deal with the use of cereals in war time? She
knows the value of herbs and plants from the
standpoint of their nutritive properties quite a
good deal better than many of the people who are
telling us what to eat.

MRS. WYLIE

ANADIAN stenographers, please copy!
For we take it for granted that any
of you would like to be called ““The
Dean of Court Reporters,” and that you
would like to earn a mere matter of
 $2,100.00 for reporting a case, and your
regular salary to equal that of a United
States Congressman. Well, go to it,
women! You can do it if Mrs. Emilie
Treat of Missouri did it. She blazed the
trail for you and helps with this philosophy
of court reporting. “To say that any short-
X 2 hand writer can put down accurately
whatever is said without a fair understanding of the subject matter, is nonsense,” said Mrs. Treat.
“The reporter must read the newspapers, keep posted on current events and have a general knowledge
of the law. I believe that the courts will, in the days to come, offer a good field for women.” Mrs.
Treat began her career as official court reporter in 1892, since which dafe she has not been idle a day.
She has been in the very thick of it, with big people and big issues—taking at one time, unaided, a large
and complicated bond case in which over two million dollars were involved. When asked what she
remembered clearest about a very important murder trial, she answered with a twinkle, “A remark
made by our Circuit Judge. Many women had brought their babies into the court room, and the babies
unawed by the solemnity, would squeal at what apparﬁsd to them to be the proper intervals. A lawyer
‘testily complained that the infants were making so much noise he could not hear the witnesses. The
good natured judge answered, ‘Then we must make the witnesses testify louder than the babies!’

|
|
f

1
|88 :

MISS TREAT

HE old order of things changeth—
T —which is quite right, as it means
progress, civilization, advancement.

But who would have thought it possible,
fifty years ago, for a young woman, a
graduate of Toronto University where she
was known as a poet-musician, to hold the
position of Superintendent of the Woman's
Department of the Ontario Government
Bureau of Employment? Even the name
sounds terrifying! Not, however, to Miss
Ethel McRobert. She plays a clever
game of chess with men and women who
want work, placing them in suitable positions which run the gamut from those held by the day-labourer
to ones requiring the highest skill and training. The Bureau in London, is one of four in the Province
by which it will be understood that a great many people pass through her hands. A humorous story
comes from another Bureau of this type and relates how three Russians applied for work. They could
neither read nor write, and the Superintendent could not make out what their names were. In sending
in a memo for their railway tickets to a nearby place where they were to do construction work, the men
were simply listed as “Three Russians.” The Department would not accept this sort of labelling and
a youth was sent to get some kind of name from the Superintendent. ‘“‘I'den’t know what to tell you,”
replied that harried individual. ‘‘No one could understand what they said when giving their names.
. . . Ah, I have it! Call one of them Anton Jump-off, another Basil Hop-off, and the third,
Dmitri Pop-off.” The Department was satisfied.’

s

MISS McROBERT
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HEN numbers of busy stop work when there is a good supply dollars a ton for it and feel v 2 ,
pedestrians congregate on  above ground not taken away. fortable now when Qilc;ct}:iflrky :}?:L ?;olr)l;ymf:; a new chimney. It proved
a city street, when a come what may, they will be warm this [ burnedfey well spent, for Jast winter
crowd forms hurriedly, WHAT IS BEING DONE winter. But for most of us the prob-  house con?fl:):ttz;)l;llsyless coalax;‘q lflepl)t}fhg
warm, whic a

one naturally expects a
melee, the display of war
trophies or something
equally as entertaining.
But a hurried mass for-
mation recently that
proved. a disappointment from the
standpoint of entertainment was that
in front of a coal dealer’s window.
The centre of attraction was a Gov-
ernment poster, with the headlines—
“Notice to All Consumers of Coal.”

The thermometer at that time had
not even a bowing acquaintance with
32° above, yet that bulletin seemed to
cause an involuntary shiver, as the
possibility of a cold winter on cold
rations was thereby visualized. It
aroused interest—everything that af-
fects one’s comfort does. More—it
aroused mild consternation.

“Just what IS the fuel situation?”
was the question implied in every
glance,

Well—what is it?

What is the normal supply of coal?
How have war conditions affected it?

SIR GEORGE FOSTER’S
STATEMENT

WHEN questioned on the subject

Sir George Foster, Minister of
Trade and Commerce, made a compre-
hensive statement as to the whole coal
situation. Last year 13, 800,000 tons of
bituminous coal was produced in
Canada. This was not sufficient for
the needs of Canada. From the
United States 13,000,000 tons of bitu-

minous coal was imported. Canada
exported 1,800,000 tons. ;
‘or anthracite, Sir George said,

Canada is dependent upon the United
States. Last year 4,500,000 tons was
imported. The total importation of
both bituminous and anthracite was,
therefore, about 17,500,000 tons.

The anthracite stocks were lowered
last year, and probably an extra million
tons will have to be imported to make
up that deficiency. Canada will,
therefore, be dependent upon the United
States for about 18,000,000 tons.

WHERE IT ALL GOES

TO the man on the street, and to

the woman in the home statistics
are but vague. They offer no solution
of the immediate needs and are gen-
erally regarded as the refuge of poli-
ticians and the despair of the private
citizen.

““Why all this fuss then?” they ask.
“If they have more coal than last year,
wherefore all the talk, the consterna-
tion?"”’

There’s the rub.

The question of supply and demand
again plays its part. E)Iphere is to-day, a
vastly increased demand for coal for
war purposes.

The situation in the United States
necessarily affects Canada. There, the
normal output of anthracite is 68,000,-
000 tons, and of bituminous 509,000,000
tons. The stock supplies at the be-
ﬁinning of the year were not very large,

ut there has been an increase since
April in production, and the quantities
now are considerably in excess of what
were mined last year

The steel industries alone call for an
extra 40,000,000 tons. The railways
have to do the haulage and they require
thirty per cent. more than last year.
It is not probable that the demand for
coal in the United States will be de-
creased.

The question of coal supply is in-
timately connected with the transpor-
tation question. There is a shortage
of railway transport for coal purposes,
and vessels which formerly transported
coal by water, have secured more

lucrative freight, while some have been

transferred to war purposes.

Y In most of the mines in the United
States there are no storage facilities,
and it is the practice of the miners to

lem of our winter’s supply of fuel is
yet unsolved and we want to know how
we can make a little go a long way.

UR Canadian Fuel Controller has
been trying to overcome this diffi-
culty by an effort to co-ordinate dealers,
jobbers and the transportation system
with a view to quick distribution of IS YOUR CHIMNEY RIGHT?

the coal when it arrives at the border. “I BURNED twelve tons of coal two

In the United States President years ago in this house and that
Wilson has taken a firm stand in a didn’t keep us warm,” said my neigh-
fight to obtain cheaper anthracite coal bor. “I was beginning to think that
for the consuming public. He fixed my furnace was no good. I even told

NOTICE TO ALL
- CONSUMERS OF COAL

HE Government of Ontario, at the request of the
Dominion Fuel Controller, draws Public attention
to the fuel situation in the Province.

War conditions have affected the normal supply of
coal, and rendered imperative that every consumer practise
the utmost thrift.

Co-operation may be effected by the adoption of the
following precautions, viz.;

1. Refrain from using fuel of any kind, including
gas, until it becomes absolutely necessary.

2. Practise rigid economy in the use of fuel.

3. Wherever possible use substitutes for coal to the
fullest possible extent. :

4. Guard constantly against waste of fuel when
making or cleaning fires, and when using gas.

5. Thoroughly sift all coal ash, and burn the residue
The result will be surprising. ONE-TENTH of
the fuel originally fed to the fire has been re-
covered and utilized in this way.

The faithful observation of the foregoing by all con.
sumers will have a marked effect in conserving the coq]
supply and may avert a serious crisis.

W. H. HEARST,
Prime Minister.

e —————

the price of anthracite coal at the
mouths of the mines and the conditions
under which jobbers will be permitted
to operate. This, it is expected, will
lower the price of coal in the United

some of my friends, who :

new fqrnaces, not to get t}:‘i,grsxabkl:gy;)ng
cause 1t was not satisfactory, An 5
quaintance of mine, who was in ?}f.
furnace business, and who handleq thig

States. particular make of furn

But, with all that Fuel Controllers “Why, you're hurtinga;le}; rO.tested’;
and coal administrators can do the he complained. usiness,
situation looks serious and ‘‘those who He asked if he might come oy
know" in Canada feel that there should day and look around, cel‘ some
be a saving in fuel, and particularly in ﬁave him permission. The miOurse I
coal, just as there is an effort on the ad looked the place over hrlute he
part of all right thinking people to ‘Your furnace is all right bute salg,
affect a saving in food. never have any satisfaction unti]yo;oLl

A few forehanded householders in
Toronto laid in a supply of coal in
May for this winter. They paid nine

build a new chimney. i
is not in the right plyace.'That Chlmney

“Very unwillingly I parteqd with the

Tell Us What You Do

HAT economy are YOU practising in Y
w to offset the fuel crisis? ¢ OUR home

How did it work out last year?'
Some one less fortunate than yourself—some
has not been able to secure an ample supply of %%glwfltl;

this winter will appreciate the very ideas you hay =
out to your own financial gain. ¢ carried

Won’t you tell us your pet scheme? Writ
friendly lines. They will help solve this natim;a(; ;:oglefg:v

—THE EDITORS,

e

—

*

never been able to do b SS
o hov&; much coal [ buerf:é(elt'}'egardle
nother man on our street, after
eanhng of this incident, decided that
w?fes ould have g new chimney. His
downs;x}%gested that instead of ‘tearing
it e old one they have a man in-
i gl? ¢ the chimney and clean it
o necessary. If that failed to
as ove conditions they could then
menesa new chlmr}ey built. The work-
it ‘:’ﬁpt the chimney and removed a
oo at had fallen in. Since then
urnace has heated the house per-
ec}gly.

‘Tom a home in one of the Maritime
fl:rr(:]vmces comes this. story. ‘“‘Our
ok avCV: had been used for fifteen years

S das n far from good condition.
Pk amger in the smoke pipe was
il wholn would not work right and

b we System was rather anti?uated-
iy asfnot enough cold air for the
kgl Ob ot air registers. Each
fhe s ed' urned more coal than we did
g nevee Ing winter and yet the house
Ve oll;i }varm. Two years ago we

ey urnace thrown on the scrap
S8 ot ought the most up-to-date
e te market. We saved two and
Riiar ot Ons of coal that first winter
at rate it will not take long to

pay for the ) :
of coal savedsvw furnace with the price

ARE YOU YOUR owN STOKER?

“
WE used to hire a man to run our
urnace,“’ proclaims another
# (At first he followed the
Srie morZSt resistance and did not use
keep th ﬁcoal‘tham conveniently to
: € hire going. It takes effort to
r. eoc;r}ll'leplh'e‘ggt Ofdthe ﬁimace
o 'Mmplained, and complaine
At‘)shimt]:l\lhatlcally on the coldest days.
regulatg e he learned that he must
nish coal ¥ damp.ers just so and fur-
plaingg sat}? certain rate to avoid com-
S An UCI regulation being adapted
automat; C(l)] est weather. He then
4 justmeca{ Y made about the same
i nts every day, warm or cold.
gz, Yam_OSt of the time, too much
that ho:v elivered. We did not mind
peog b €ver, because we could always
Window and reduce the tem-

one day, on going into the cellar,
to see how the coal was
b owe s It dawned on me then
out of the ¢ Practically throwing coal
window ¢ Window when we opened the
course fr, (}’1 Cool off the house. Of
always oes aIr is a good thing and we
edroom w;‘ cti € whole house, and the
at night ‘ia OWs are always wide open
of opening 1 Ut to make a practice
is, to saygth eIWmdows to cool the house
ha‘t?it_ ¢ least, a most extravagant
least g)ic;d:d to be my own stoker, at
study of thlme.' I first made a careful
bustion 5 de basic principles of com-
5 f°unq that to get the best
definite amaé, efinite amount of coal a
regulated unt of air was necessary.
ied to my drafts carefully an
€Xperience Ir Tesults. With a little
furnace 5 dwas soon able to run the
€ comfortable on a
of coal than we had
€ warmest days before-

.. HOW It 15 ponE
I fOUND that

he airdoop ;
regulate the Oci,:afl

amount
used, even op ¢},

» Instead of opening

0 the smoke pipe to

t and reduce the heat

adiusting' th could conserve heat by

Pipe and € damper in the smoke
“ Ountdhe ash-pit opening.

» too, that it jg rarely neces-

sary to
draft,. %pera(fe the furnace under full

doors is Jare. 2PeRINg in most furnace
that St;]selirger.than necessary.t quound
thicknegg g?mng should vary with the
the fire the the fuel bed; the heavier
the strop More air needed for it and
through. 8er the draft to force the air

ONTINUED ON PAGE 51)
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Family M

ters

Practical Helps and New Ideas to Assist in
Keeping Your Family Finance Unfrenzied

By A BANKING GIRL

A TALE OF TWO FAMILIES

THEY were two families—neighbors
on adjoining farms. As child-
ren, they were all alike,—bright,
healthy, energetic youngsters who jump-
ed in the hay, chased the hens, and
“dared” the bull (from the right side of
the fence) and made ammunition of the
wind falls in the orchard.

As children, there was little to choose
between them.

And the days came when they pitched
the hay and fed the hens—and the wind-
falls that were not gathered were re-
garded as food for the pigs or lamented
as a loss.

And school days were past.

In 6ne family (let us name them
Burke) there were four “children’'—
nicely divided into sons and daughters.

The other family—called Scott for
convenience—had two sons, but was
better supplied with daughters—there
were four of them!

And father Burke and father Scott
were kindly men and wise, and thought
that education was a splendid thing,
of which no man could have too much.

So each lad was told to choose his
college. The Burkes decided one for
the Agricultural School and one for
Medicine.

The Scotts decreed for Agriculture
and Finance.

And they started, each in turn, on
the four-year road that leads to know-
ledge and seeks still more.

ut father Scott had the vision that
is broad and the mind that is fair.

GIRLS OFF TO COLLEGE

“What of College?”” he asked his
daughters.

And three of them departed in time,
for cap and gown and book and test-
tube.

And in due time they followed each
her bent.

The lure of the test-tube and the
science of home-making held one of
them, and she became a teacher of
Domestic Science; she has a part in
the making of many a home that she
never sees!

A second one has chosen journalism;
a third, music.

And each is a well-ihformed, busy and
helpful woman—a woman of influence,
a woman who counts.

Even the sister who elected to remain
at home, has travelled along the pleas-
ant path that books and art and music
and the keen whetting of wit on wit
must open up, in such a family.

And always, the vista broadens, and
the world grows bigger and life better,
for each has her well-defined place in
the world, and is doing her part in the
world’s work.

The pride of a brother is a pleasant
thing, that pride is big and warming.

But what of the family across the
fields—the old playmates and com-
panions?

Neighbors still, and friends—but
there is a broad gap, and unavoidable

barrier—the barrier between minds
cultivated, intellects developed and
——stagnation.

The Burke boys, farmer and doctor,
are frequent visitors at all times, and
especially w:hen there is one of their
many reunions in the Scott home.
They meet on an equal footing and they
all enjoy the old companionship.

GIRLS LEFT BEHIND

But the Burke girls?

Pleasant girls, nice girls—but they
are on the outskirts of the talk; the dis-
cussion' is largely of things of which
they have no knowledge. They have
been left behind.

Not through lack of kindness—they
are well-loved daughters for whom
nothing would be too good. But itjust
did not seem necessary to educate them
as the boys were educated—to give
them the same opportunities, the same
advantages.

Is it fair? Is it to be desired?

The girl of to-day must develop
every faculty, must, in short, become
the broad-minded, well-informed, big-
souled woman who knows her world—
and loves it!

Finance enters into the question
very largely. The girls need their
share, and share alike with the boys.
The old order of things, is passing,
by which the boys got the farms or
got the business, and the girlsl—well
they got married. Perhaps!

But what of those who DIDN'T
and of those who DON’T—get married?

A WORKABLE SOLUTION

Here is how one progressive man is
working out a fair and equitable plan
for his girls to share equally with his
boys:

Beginning with the eldest—the value
of the time worked at home is computed
at fair wages. Similarly it is figured
for the next one—a boy, whose time
is naturally worth more, as ordinarily
rated in the commercial world—and so
on down the ‘‘steps,” seven of them.

Time spent in school or at college is
of course accounted for, likewise ex-
penses. Then for the figure or estate
remaining it is assumed that by birth
their rights are equal; on this basis,
the girls share equally with the boys.

(Rather a good 1dea, don’'t you
think?)

How have you figured it out in your
family? [If your plan works success-
fully tell us about it. We would like
to pass it on to benefit others.

TYPICALLY GIRL

“Behold the proud possessor of
sixty glowing dollars, who has an urgent
desire to know how to spend and at
the same time save them'—said Eliza-
beth, dancing into the living-room and
waving high a roll of crisp new bank-
notes—her month’s salary as a steno-
grapher with the Imperial Board of
Munitions, Ottawa.

“In my frequent and rather vague
reckonings, I never seem to know what
I have done with my money and I
never have anything practical to show
for it. Yet I always degenerate to the
borrowing class, quite ten days before
pay day!”

Which seems to be the case with a
great percentage of the girls who have
sought to be financially independent
by entering business.

The average expenses of the average
girl, in which are included her con-
tributions to the church and patriotic
fund, account for from $45 to $50 of
her average $60-a-month salary.

The balance is suddenly wiped out
by reckless indulgence in ialf a dozen
pairs of silk stockings, or a silk sweater
that isn’t the least bit necessary, but
which is so gratifying to possess.

But wouldn’t a war-savings certi-
ficate be infinitely more %ratifying?

Or a war-bond, with its comfort-
ing little coupon that represents your
country'’s appreciation (expressed half
yearly and in cash) of the service you
are giving in lending your savings to
carry on the war?

THE WEEKLY SALARY

There just seems to be a hole big
enough to leak quarters and half dollars,
in every girl’s purse.

If the. salary envelop comes every
week, a savings account in the bank is
the only safe way to keep those extra
dollars. Until you want to draw them
out, you may leave the entire respon-
sibility on the bank—although I knew
one little woman who, with drawn
blinds, sewed her small red bank book
into a feather pillow, to be ripped out
on the occasion of each deposit!

ONE GIRL’S DEFINITE PLAN

“I have saved a definite $3.00 each
week since I've been making munitions,”
said a girl of twenty, with the pleased
air of a big investor.

“After every third deposit day, I
make out my little cheque for $8.60 and
pass it over to the teller of the bank
(the Post Office handles them too),
in exchange for a War Savings Certifi-
cate, valued at $10.00.”

“Each Certificate has a face value of
$25.00, and when buy my tenth
Certificate I am going to exchange them
for a hundred dollar War Bond.”

“The War Bonds bear interest at
over 5%, and if I need to dispose of
mine at any time, I can draw my inter-
est up to the day I sell my Bond.”

“Just think of it! A Dominion of
Canada War Bond of my very own!
I never expected to own so much money
or a real security.”

“And I'm going to buy my second
War Bond in less time than it took
to buy my first—just watch me!”

Serving her country in two ways—
that girl—making munitions and lend-
ing her surplus earnings to the Govern-
ment.

R
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W hatever
you ask

IVORY SOAP
knows no limita-
tions. It will meet
all your needs. It
1s equally satisfac-
tory for the toilet,
the bath, clothes,
dishes, because it
is pure, high grade
soap and nothing
else.

IVORY SOAP

'

IT FLOATS

99:4% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton,Canada
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Boy Scout
‘Uniforms
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The first Scout’s uniform made in Canada
bore the Miller Label. This label stands for
uality and service, and is the reason why Miller
fficial Boy Scout Uniforms are used by
over 957, of the Scouts in Canada.

If you want to be correctly equipped—ready for
any emergency, see that your uniform bears the
Miller label.

Order from your local dealer or direct if he does
not handle Miller Uniforms.

Werite for our Scout booklet—it is full of useful in-
formation about Signalling, Scout rules, etc.—
which every Scout should know.

The Miller Mfg. Co. Limited
44-46 York Street, Toronto, Ont,

Makers of Complete Official Scout
Equipment, Choir Gowns, Duck and
All Specialty Clol‘:inu

FO

(ExamMINE
Your SKIN in
DAYLIGHT

It is in daylight
most people see
you and it is by
daylight you
should examine
{ourcomplexion

f you once had
a good skin, its
smoothness,
clearness and )
softness can be restored. We have for
twenty-five years successfully treated
skin blemishes of all descriptions of a
non-infectiousnature, ‘Those whocannot
come to the Institute for treatment can
order our preparations by mail,and treat
themselves at home. Princess Complex-
ion Purifier, 2 wonderful preparation for
clearing and beautifying, large bottle,
' $1.50 post paid to any address on receipt
of price. Orders sent carriage paid to
any address. Write for our catalogue
and price list giving descriptions of pre-
parations.

HISCOTT INSTITUTE, Limited

Established 1892
61E College St. -

FREE 10 BOYS

LU T T O T T

~

Toronto. ) J

Simplex Little Giant Typewriter

Has all letters, figures, period and comma.

. Rubber type, strong and durable, iron body, and
a perfect feed roller. Can be used for writing
letters, addressing enveloges, billheads, tags, etc.
Send us your name and address and we will
send you 20 of our new lovely big 16 x 20 inch
colored pictures, to sell at 15 cents each. When
sold send us the money (three dollars) and we
will send you the typewriter, all charges pre-

d.
" HOMER-WARREN coO.
DEPARTMENT 30, TORONTO

STAMMERIN

or stuttering overcome positively. Our

natural methods permanently restore

naturals h. Graduate pupils every=
where. Freeadvice and literature.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - CANADA
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In Lighter Vein-Thrift and Serious Things Being Left in Abey

By NORAH M. HOLLAND

ROWDS, crowds, crowds!
The sidewalks were full;
they overflowed into the
wide roadways. The
Canadian National Exhi-
bition held sway. The
whole grounds appeared
to be a jumble of kaleido-
scopic figures, tossing and
changing ever as we gazed

into some startlingly new combination

of color and movement.

Here a fat old lady, in tight violet
satin, panted along, gasping out orders
and comments to the subdued looking
man at her side.

“Mercy me!” we heard her ejaculate,
as she gazed at the crowded cars of the
Ferris Wheel ascending slowly heaven-
ward. “It's as bad as Elijah! How
folks can! Why, if I ever dared to go
up in one of them seats, 1'd expect it to
break just as it got to the top, and then
where’'d I be? That's what I want to
know."

As we gazed at her ample propor-
tions, that was what we also wanted to
know. We lingered close at hand a
moment in hopes that she would try
the experiment, but her thirst for knowl-
edge did not reach so far and she panted
on her way without doing so.

Presently a small girl came staggering
along, clasping in her arms a live duck.
The child’s face wore an expression of
mingled exultation and affright; the
duck was looking distinctly” bored.
When, however, his eye caught the
gleam of water at a little distance, his
expression changed to one of hopeful-
ness. A small pink ear was temptingly
near his beak. He hesitated, opencdgit
~—there was a tweak, a shrill yell of
pain and amazement and Mr. Duck was
free. Many hands attempted to seize
him as he waddled quickly towards
his native element, but he made a brave
fight for liberty, quacking, hissing and
snapping, and he was on the verge of
success when the ubiquitous small boy
came to the help of the enemy. A dive,
a grab, and he was held fast by one leg
and despite his frenzied efforts, he was
borne away and restored to his sobbing
owner, who carried him away, head
downward this time and voicing his
indignation in weird gobbles and
quackings.

“’IT IT AGINE JOE!”?

ON we went through the crowd. We

paused a moment to watch a red
faced young man in a suit of very badly
made tweeds pounding with an enor-

mous hammer upon an iron block in an -

endeavour to make a heavy weight run
up a post and ring a bell upon the top
thereof. He was surrounded by admir-
ing relatives, male and female, who im-
plored him to ‘It it agine, Joe—you'll
do it this time.” Joe obligingly com-
plied—but did not “‘do it;"” whereupon

®_o
'+ SS9 IRY

ance

he stopped, glared ar i i
ferocious dctcrminatim(:,unt((lolf}:nmﬁwn‘h
coat, spat on his hands swuo o
hamllncr 11'(l)und his head a’nd dcr;{g\ref'gg
one last blow. The we;
before his attack, the ‘l;tlllgi](fuﬁ?i‘i(ei s
we left him smoking a very é Gty
the reward of merit, and lel(*ina i
lustily on the back by various gnpatte_d
friends, to one of whom he was e
ing a trifle bitterly, ‘““yoy Alfre.rfnark-
do that agine, I'll smack y'(;llr 'eh e
On again! And now the barkj
dogs reached oyr ears and we tlll:rgno(i
e

The Very Joy of 1t

——

HEN you threadeq your

way down the Midway

—that last time yoy
were at ‘“‘the tairt' g
remember the ioy of it 3:1)1“
exhilaration you felt to ’b -
part of that great masseaf
humanity? And the humo0
ous, the touching by-plar-
that were enacted all arou::

You forgot the
living, set thrift a
day only. So did
we be forgiven!

We give you an o

Ppo
ltv([) live it all again~wli)tl:§l;i£;
- Holland. She es
corts
through with the wit oi 3}’::‘
country as an unerring guider
—The Editors, :

o ————

—

high cost of
side for that
Wwe allﬁmay

our steps to ‘the rg
building which for n;f::;kle ooen
Exhibition Authorities ha YRaos the
ggotdf (eno(tlxgh quarters f

st friend.
held forth hopes of 5 moyear saey have
and better show-place, anq
{e%r exh}l]bltors have been dig year after

et us
expectations will b P L T
old Dog Building b - zed
past.

Once more the magi
power of t}le Press %;gssyirrrlx;b?{] of the
once more it proved a powe?f eld and
entered the building and Bl
make our rounds. We R oceeded to
dogs and one of oyr gre
is the yearly_visi’c to the bj
of these animals have been hibs
in Toronto more thap onc €xhibiteq
consequently good frienqsg oef ?)IL::C'IS

; » SO

we felt ourself sure of a welcome. And

:ﬁlcg()t i e appreciate affection a8
Hmitsjs most people, but there ar¢
large ?ll}d these are reached, when 2
on oW ite bulldog, after sitting u;;
over 2 knee and snuffling damply al
plant your face and neck, proceeds t0

Moist and enthusiastic kisses i

zgm;oear' e removed him and went
trolled 8reet other and more self con:

acquaintances,

OI\;E new friend we made, whom Weé
mastilf_is not likely to forget. He was 2
is age Puppy, Hector by name, af
P “:ias cight months and nine days:
shouldoo thirty inches high at the
twenty o Veighed one hundred an!
pleasure ap¢Lounds, and when, in hi
g la: at the introduction, he plante
sat doWge Paws on our shoulde}’Sy,we
x Was“ With more haste than dignity;
% masttruly a beautiful creature a0
There €r was justly proud of ‘hlmd
mastiffwere a half dozen ﬁve-weeksjf)l
soft cudé)lqul?S there also—fascinating
impossible. things that it seemed almos
gigantit; € to believe would grow to the
br(())theL Size and strength of their P18
the nsi Wo;-d we should like to say about
creaturnse €SS conduct of some © the
who a(:S‘We will not call them men—
in wgrr fonize the dog show, and persist
16 o yl;ng and tormenting the dogs:
Pleasu:-c €rson we had the extreme
and weeho Seeing rather badly bitten

& pre OPe it will teach him a lesson:
Most fr.at Mmajority of the dogs Were
mals blendly and good-natured ant
pered ok 10 dog, however good-tem”
papers wib stand being poked with
More esand. prodded with umbrella$

b upecnally when already excité
of his ovlvlwo?ted proximity of hundreds
Y cConf 1 kind, and rendered irritable
e ﬂ}:fment.. We think it spoke

the patience of the much-tri€

animalg
bitten, that there were no more people

Hayvi i
rou?:;’lmlg thus voiced our own little
ﬁave hé:aredt l:’S Setenito sdd ATGEEE
serious comot. > Sreater and much more

the hfnpl_aint, that is to be made t0 |

1D1tion [ e we
wer, . authorities. As
ing, wa 18 the “Applied At Build;
behing use%,r a voice in the crow
art, Let | », Henry, 1 dote upo?
asolemnfus O in.” Turning we s
of certain aced man in black, with a lady
€aning up%iehbi“t uncertain attraction®

s S arm,

them ?:tgls%dote.uPOH art, we followed
self in 5 bie building and found our;
With Per series of rooms hung rouf
down tp, O c;md with tanlf;S
sian : olding ancient Per-
workm:v“‘fscl‘lpts; embroigery and je“{el'
and beaypy. §°r€80usness of coloring
ship gee Y ot material and workman-
. oemed  (Contryyep oN PAGE 31)
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THIS TRADE MARK

The symbol of excellence on
= distinctive Pure Wool Underwear
i in the 2000 leading retail stores
in Canada
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new LIGHTER DAY range

VERY WOMAN should see that her stren

wasted with needless work.

The New Lighter Day is the most modern e

gth—and her youth—are not

quipment for cooking with coal

and wood. Baking is hardly half the work when you use this labor-saving range,

Cooking is so much lighter because there is no stooping. Without the co
ing to the oven, putting in the dishes, bending down to draw the
bending over again to lift them out; without that back-break

baking is a lighter, pleasanter task.

The glass oven door is, of course, doubly fine with the
oven at handy height. You glance thro and see the bak-
ing clearly without stooping.

And it is no task at all to keep this Lighter Day clean
and bright.

Blacklead is never used. * Every part is made to sparkle
with a damp cloth. See the fine smooth trimmings, the
porcelain enamel and nickel finish. Even the top is bur-
nished bright and is as easy to clean as nickel.

The new Lighter Day is truly named, for wherever it is there is

nstant stoop-
m out and test them,
Ing part of the work,

Inside, the new Lighter Day is built t
proof.  Parts that used to pyst aw

are heavily lined with porcelain e
used to burn and wear

bricks.

The range has unusyal capacity. A deep,
top with four covers, A cover in the oven
the warming closet above,
enough for baking pastry,
ample for all the pots and p

o be forever trouble-
ay and cause trouble

namel. Castings that
away are built of durable fire-

wide cooking-

‘ and a sixth in
This Warming closet is hot

The storage closet below is
ans in regular yse,

“A Lighter Day in the Kitchen,

CLARE BROS. & CO., Limited, Preston. Western Address: CLARE BROS. Western Limited, Winﬁipeg

ay to show the fine f
Ay range than to photog. ne features of this new
wotk. That is how weintr graph a hap Y Oowner of one at her
of homes Now we h e the first modeloxp

th1§ range to thousands
brlluging out the new
ey are interesting whether
Simple folder, they are in-
promptly on request to any

toan ]D}{)Otogmphs
one needs g range or not ’ri 4 e Or-‘ T
tended for free distributic Printed clearly in 4

! ution and wi i
subscriber of EVER YWOMAN's Wm]{lLt;)e o
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oing Wrong
Control

An Open Letter to Mr. Hanna Voicing
Sentiments of Women of Canada

Dear Mr. Hanna :

OME very biting things are being

S said about your work and your
failure to work on vital matters
very close to the hearts of the people.

These criticisms and demands do
not seem to be growing out of politics,
nor out of spite, nor out of ‘‘general
cussedness.”

But for the most part they seem to be
quite reasonable and grounded in
sound desire for the best welfare of the
good cause and of all right and noble
interests concerned.

FAILURE TO CONOTRL

OUR recent utterances about your

inability to control the fickle laws
of supply and demand did not strike
people as being sincere. We ask you—
were they?

You do not seem to think it right
that there shall be any interference
with the privileged classes or the
interests which “corner” the food and
make us pay unreasonable and unneces-
sary prices for commodities. It would
be molesting the sacred private rights
of individuals!

And yet, at the same time, our
country takes a man and commands
hlm_to fight; and for his services he
receives $1.10 a day. It does not
seem to matter what sacred rights or

privileges he may have. He must
leave all and give all.

This measure may arise out of
necessity. And food! Is .this not

also a_matter of life or death for all
classes? Is it not also vital enough to
be dealt with, with equal despatch?

. Some very nasty suspicions are
indulged in that you favor the big
Interests—the big food controllers—
Real food controllers; the cold storage
men, the packers, Sir Joseph Flavelle
for instance! In fact t ey speak
openly that your sympathies must lie
with these men, that you must further
their interests since they have made
yours.

We don’t want to believe this, Mr.
Hanna. We want to believe in you.
But as yet we have no ground to deny
it

We look to you to give us the truth
about these matters, to place your
sympathy with us and to protect us
as individuals against the greed of
organized monopoly.

FOOD IN LIQUOR-MAKING

It is said that there are at the present
time in bonded warehouses of Canada
approximately 20,000,000 gallons of
spirit to be used solely for beverage
purposes. If the sale of this spirit were
probibited for commercial needs, it
would mean a saving of grain, molasses,
sugar, etc., (for food purposes), equal
in amount to the figures indicated
above.

I am not zlone in my contentions
Mr. Hanna, I am but one of the vast
multitude who think these things but

hesitate to say them. A woman
friend of mine expressed herself in
this way:

A SORE DISGRACE

“AND isn't it a disgrace— is not the

law made a laughing stock to
the world—when the poor little ‘locals’
of one province are shut up—put out
of business, and the large mail-order
houses and liquor places can pour it
into another province in the quantities
they do—and vice versa?

‘““We have been flooded with literature
from various houses telling us we may
get the choicest wines, spirits, and in
such a way that no one will know what
it is.

“And all the while we are told to
give up food—when this abominable
curse is allowed to run rampant in the
land—sucking up the grain, the sugar
and keeping men employed at it who
should be doing noble work.

“If 1T had the food in plenty I
WOULD NOT YIELD UP ONE BIT
OR EAT ONE BIT LESS, while this
hideous license is allowed the dis-
tillers and houses engaged in this soul-
killing process.

“The Government has no right to
press the people to eat less until this
degrading monster ravenously eating
up grain and sugar and souls of men is
hunted out of existence. What right
have we to give up necessities while
such a practice is rampant in the land?’’

This, I believe, is the tenor of feeling
of tens of thousands of Canadian
women upon this subject. Such 1
understand, is also the tenor of “The
Fiddlers'’—so unjustly gagged by the
Censor who would not have it read in
this country.

Why?

We don’t know—but we have our
suspicions.

ven the press is for the most

YOU ask women especially to con- part silent on these subjects, .t‘he
serve food, to sign food pledge papers too, seem to be content to “go

fards, and yet you on fiddling.

eave undone a

great thing you 70, ACTION!

surehl 2 canh do— UT, Sir, we

prohibit the use 3 ha serious

of foodstuts 'in  YOUr Voice Counts 7 have scrious

liquor-making. . us. We women
In the United NOTE.—Everywoman's have been: stirred

States they hay:
wiped out this ac-
cursed business
YOU can do as

World feels confident that the
Food Controller,
W. J. Hanna, will welcome
the opportunity to make plain
to the women of Canada just

to the very depths
of our natures in
this great cause.

We have suffer-

the Hon.

much for us i
Canada. Surelyn, what he intends to do for f;ierznore\bza“hzog
this is your privi- them in the matter of food FELT while :u
legeand your duty! control. Hence we publish have bicke,?;d
e expect it of this letter from Mrs. Allen Our hearts have
you. Are you without comment. bl with." Giir
going to fail us? We are glad to act as a h
¥ medium of expression for all (ARCE L IONSIEEas
Until you take Canadian women in any and you men at
this step it appeals matter 8o .vital as this.. We home have - not
to us as but hy- have nad many letters asking tried to spare us.
pocrisy and mock- for light on justsuchsubjects. We want:
ery for you to ask We welcome them, we invite Bt N a5 s
us to economize all our readers to rely upon us. lutely no- food-
on food. Write and express your stuffs used in mak-
Just see you opinion of this food crisis— ing 'iquor or beer.

much you can save
directly on this
one item alone!
Here are figures .
for foodstuffs and
grain used in man-
ufacture of malt
and/spirits for the
fiscal year ending
1917:

you.

help you.

Ottawa.

Pounds

Malt... 7,969,335
Corn.. .69,447.487

Rye. . .10,430,817 :
Oats. . .- 131,580 heeded
Wheat... 27,782 X

if such it be of ‘‘whiskey-
making,”” of the other -eco-
nomic problems that bother

Write to Mr. Hanna.
will, we feel sure, be glad to
Or, write to your
Member of Parliament at

Remember always, that this
is STILL a democratic country.
Democracy still rules and the

- voice of the people—YOUR
VOICE—cannot remain un-

. The Editors.

Second — The
price of various
staple commodi-
ties to be con-
trolled the same
as the price of
wheat is fixed.—
Why should we
pay 50c. a pound
or bacon, $2.00 a
bag for potatoes,
impossible prices
for beef and like
meats, and now a
unnecessar raise

CONTINUED ON

He

. Molas’ 27,416,716
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Food Costs

Compared by Calories
The Unit of Food Value

Nutrition, you
know, is always meas-
ured by calories. Folks
need on the average
about 3000 calories per
day.

Quaker Oats

Supplies 180 calories of nutri-
tion for each one cent
of cost.

Every woman, in

-~ these high-cost days,

should judge foods on
this basis.

Oats excell all other
grains In calories per
pound. They some-
times sell by the bushel
for one-fifth the price
of wheat.

In Quaker Oats—

which is queen grains
flaked—each cent buys
180 calories.  The av-
erage mixed diet costs
four times as much.
Many a food costs ten
times as much.

Bacon and Eggs

Cost five times as much for
the same amount of
nourishment.

T T TR

Steak and Potatoes

Cost five times as much, The
average mixed diet costs four
times as much.

Every serving, on the
average, divides your
food costs by four. Yet
this i1s Nature’s supreme
food, and in an extra-
flavory form.

Quaker Oats

The Oat-Flake Luxury

Quaker Oats is the oat dainty. It is flaked from
queen grains only—just the big, plump, flavory oats.
We get but ten pounds from a bushel. But these
rich grains, unmixed with small grains, give this
exquisite flavor.

Bread and Milk

Costs twice as much for a
satisfying meal.

This extra grade makes all oat foods delightful.
Use it in bread and muffins, in cookies and pan--
cakes. Use it to thicken soups. Use it to cut your
table cost.

30c and 12c per package in Canada and United
States, except in Far West where high
freights may prohtbit

~
o

L}

An Aluminum Cooker for $1.00

Made to our order, extra large and heavy, to cook Quaker Oats in the
ideal way. Send us our trademarks—the picture of’ the Quaker—cut
from the fronts of five Quaker Oats packages, or an affidavit showing
the purchase of five packages of Quaker Oats. Send $1.00 with the
trademarks or affidavit, and this ideal cooker will be sent to you by
parcel post prepaid. We require the trademarks or affidavit as assur-
ance that you are a user of Quaker Oats. The trademarks have no
redemption value. This offer applies to Canada and United States. We
supply only one cooker to a family.

Address The Quaker Oats Co., Premuim Department
Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada
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is HE Missing
Something that
Millions enjoy?

Why do you suppose the majority of
men on this continent who can afford the

money for shaving satisfaction, are using
the Gillette Safety Razor?

Why is the Gillette a treasured item
of equipment in the kit of practically every
officer and tens of thousands of men in
the Canadian Overseas Forces?

Only one reason could possibly hol,d
good with so many level-headed men. It’s
this—the Gillette gives a shave, day in
and day out, that no other razor in _the.world
has ever equalled—and does it handily in five
minutes or less. That is why over a million
more men everywhere are adopting the Gillette
every year.

The man in whom you are most interested
wouid appreciate this as much as any other
man! The saving of time—the independence
of barber shops—the resulting economy—and
above all the matchless comfort of the clean,
quick Gillette shave—these are real, personal
advantages which he should no longer have
to miss.

he Gillette Safety Razor is a leading
spegalty with Hardware‘, Drug an’d ‘:]evsfelry
Dealers everywhere. ““Bulldogs,” “Aristo-
crats” and Standard Sets cost $5— Pocket
Editions $5 to $6—Combination Sets $6.50 up.

- T

Would You Toike to Earn $1 or $2
Paily the Year Round at Jlome

d far exceeds
ade is booming, and the Deman
"tll‘::: Shuo;:la;? t{Ve gladly take all the goods you can send us.

help

have more workers at once to P

g ko pncs ik, Tt demand. Vi A

n favo

Kel:-loto(:: i:meie:r: fournlsh full Instructlo%sh howo:l(:
B

:s :lm?l‘l’gl;%-‘;;gedw:n:chlne. and works by tun;n-

l‘l a handle. Our fixed rates of pay guarar:t::
o a steady income the year x-ound‘T no ;na :

y‘;\ure you live, but our workers often largely

;;c:eaae this by working for private customers.
Working either whole or spare time, tl;(ls
leasant employment has brought pros ez;! lcyi

?oe::nny workers in their own homes, and sho

the same for you.
doerte to-day, enclosflng yacet én a:‘tsn:g):.w lll'g:
rates of pay, s
;"(l)llll al::aﬂ)‘r::\llarr?&mlly can now earn at home.

Auto-Knitter Hbsiei'y (Canada) Co., Limited

DEPT. 102A, 257 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

RA

BROWNIE O CAME

All the joys of Camera hunting and snnz
shotting will be yours when youown th
handsome Brownie O Camera,

i he

It's a little dandy—one of t
= ed latest models, Make
-‘GW“"A.n'tI:CH sure of yours by

writing us

watch with guaran-.
f:in Swiss movement and i
handsome gunmetal case. You
be proud to own it,

HOW TO GET THEM. Send usl a 12
 |ctter or postcard right away forasup;:lyNo e
9 14 us Oileographs or Christmas an ewTh e
iz ds. Be suretospecify which you want, , ch St
!:Sj:;:rs:ll like hot cakes at XSC;acdh —:ttln:‘rt;fies:‘llst“zu war;t AT
;;ulclh. (':“rsg(;i:trf:;‘:ms:xtx‘l::it;:‘:lo‘;nnn:l, get one of these handsome gifts.
sell easily,

COLONIAL ART CO., Dept B., Toronto, Ont.

<D
W\

<O

Given for selling $4
Gwo’am cof goods.

In the Opinion of Clergy
and Laymen

“® THINK." said benevolent oid
lady, “that this war will bring
people rearer to God. Even at

that there is distinctly g2 religious

‘need of the hour’ and tg me that need

is humility. Only by being humbled

can we be exalted, and if we are to win
this war, it is necessary that there

bq an individual effort towards sub-
mission to God’s will.”

T}l;e _opix}i}ion came out with ap
gmphasis that was hard] expected.
She, who had grown to o?’ e

religion of her

of the present-day _difﬁdence,
at times, antagonism, to religi

She turned to her daughter.—«
do you think, Martha.” ’ Fhar

“You're right, Mother. The age
has become.” too Materialistic, Sg.
called philosophers and writers of the
day—Mr, Wells, for instance— have
tned‘to prove God by science, instead
of science by God, They have judged
the Almighty according to the breadth
and depth of i i

of their own puny vision.

on.

“According to their rea
materially fallen short, Becsa.oL:lse}'{‘eH{??
could not understanthHEY in the

midst of thejr blasphemyhthe h
réqcxdcd there is something Wrog’g walzﬁ
im.,

“I firmly believe that
a scourge upon mankind
the spread of Just such do

And so, we au j
S e thep use to conjecture
generally on the X
stonal opinion of theindividya
by the ladies quoted above
to believe that
should be given to
of the hour and fre
it encouraged,

With this in view, E
this VERY 5
ORLD invited the oni e

Vol 1 € opinions of Jead;
divines, in Toron aeing

to, Ottawa and -
where, upon the subject, o

lac_k of similarity of the re
evidence of the (i
among those wh

thought of the Populace,

this war is
provoked by
Ctrines,”

BANISH SNOBBISHNESS

EV. R. B. Whyte

; y, Pastor of K

. .kPresbytenan Church, Ott;\(;:

strikes an uncommon no

s te when he
“The need of the hour is th

_in thxs_ D 3 gie_ath

Ominion,

bt contempt'
b ot German,
snobbishness of the Hohenzollerns ’1;122

deluged the world  with blood and

tears. And snobbishness h
progress in Canada, as retarded»

. “What prevented union
in Canada_? Snobbishness! Instead ‘of
speaking in the clear accents of Capg.

our Me.mbcrs of Parliament
! in the dialect of their political
tribe, because they could not work
with anyone of ifferent political

opinion ‘even when the destin;
) e
mankind were at stake, i

“What was the foundatio
sition .to church wunjop inn (()Sfar?gg:;
Snobbishness! Behind aly the specioys
arguments was the feeling of exclusive-
ness and superiorit , the ¢ urch-con-

sciousne§s that other denomlnations
are not in our class,

Government

“The war is doing much t

! 0 s
thl_s need of the hoyr, Snobbishneggviz
being consumed in the

war. After this baptism

the dignity
while if we in Canada are
hypocrites, O our bit ;

burying snobbishness b piE: in
of resurrection.”

NEED OF « VISION »

EV. Father Minehan, arish pri
TRof St. Vir;lcent de Pr;ul Ch%rrls}sxt

oronto, emphasizes the i f
looking beyond, B o

“Vision!"” he.says, “is the need of
the hour,—cultlva_tion of the habit of
looking for, and Into, th

e clear cool

depths which so often lie beneath e
dust-strewn surface. We must direc
our gaze beyond the smoky, grm:ﬁ’v
dilapidated water-front near us, to tn€
splendid vistas beyond.

“’Lift up thine eyes round aboué
and see'—these words of Isaiah, utteree
more than thirty centuries ago, harn
far more applicable to our hour tdad
they were to his. They were unheede
then; let us hope that the same sa
experience will not be repeated now.

“A few days ago the present writer
stood upon one of the mOSt.Sacrﬁe
SPots on earth—the spot on which h g
famous missionaries Brebeuf and Lalle
mant endured at the stake a death ‘oe
the most horrible and prolonged tortﬁlr
for the sake of Jesus Christ. : ei¥
had left homes of refinement in t ie
sunny France in order to bring t o
Gospel message to the savages of t 75
New World. They faced squalor, pr
vations, hardships of every lﬁ :
continual danger of death and, finallys
martyrdom of the most trying Kin
for the triumph of the Cross. d

“As belts of resinous bark blazfé_
around their loins and collars of re
hot hatchets burned into breast an
back, they saw their flocks scattere
and slaughtered and their home ags
chapel wrapped in flames. But for
their tongues tried to utter prayers
the conversion of their torturers ?n
their eyes beheld the cross tumbﬁng
into the fire, their vision l.each Eid
beyond the encircling horrors and be 958
the days when the Cross \.vould r}‘xiS
again in triumph to dominate t
landscape and remain.

\“PERIWINKLE POLITICS”

“Standing there one felt with Shams
and indignation the contrast b.et?viele
their greatness and the I?eﬂwmt
politics, * the racial dissensions, i
shamelesg profiteering, the vulgar ce
Plays of wealth so sadly in eviden
In our public [ife to-day.

‘@

am far from undervaluing t'?ﬁ
splendid generosity and heroism W ln
& large proportion of the e
daughters of Canada are exhibiting by
this time, History is being made n
men_and women born where Hu"z'e
and ITroquoig roamed, in the land wl;]e ir
Brebeuf anq Lallemant and t le
€ompanions first saw the light, wort or
ot their glorious record. . All hon
to those who are showing the-wo!—e
that the Canada of to-day is in h'I:S
UEhthe - grandest - traditions of 1
past!

. ‘But we have too much of the parts
WIgWam, too much of the feathers az
Plumes and scalping parties, too muet
Ot the petty jealousies which S’s
Algonquin and Hyron at one anOthern
throats whep they should have beeo
united in gpe great - confederacys; tod
much of that devigys cunning and greeal
which inevitably lead to the ﬁnﬁt
destruction of those who seek to pro
thereby,

. We need men and women whq-“:f
Vision extendg beyond their own d'ooce
steps, yea, beyond their own Provin 2
and their owp Dominion, whose horlzoe
humanity and embraces t 8
well as” the present.
ﬂrayer which he

1Tt at this moment is that o8 ;10'
2iind man op the wayside near Jericho:
Lord may see’-—see il-l- A
Supreme crigig of the world’s h‘ls‘tol')'
with Something of the splendid prrli_fua’s
vision of the men whose heroic live
and deathg nigh three centuries 28°
Lve shed imperishable glory on Ous
and—see the greatness of the issuc
at stake and the opportunities afforde

¢ £
ine%ee and rige to the grandeur ©
the Occasion,”

BECAUSE YE Ask NOT

REV. CANON HiLLIARD C. DI
ON, Rector of Trinity Anglicall

Church, Toronto has expressed Dis

con\uctlon clearly and concisely :—

s @M Perfectlvreasiinad in my-own

mind, that the trouble is “Ye have not

> We have practt
cally put Gog to omne si?ie, and think

material thingg ¢ap take His place.”
Similarly, clergymen throughout the
country are inconsciously wering
the question “What 45 the ne.d of the
CONTINUED ON PAGE 35
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CONCERNING MYSELF

Who I Am and What H.Like
By THE BABY

AM a Baby. Sometimes I'm glad

of it, and sometimes I'm sorry.

Generally I'm rather sorry.

According to most of my friends I'm
the “cutest little thing that ever hap-
pened.” And I “happened” quite a
long time ago, a whole two months,
though I don’t remember much about
the first two weeks. I was rather too
new to my surroundings, and besides,
I had my eyes shut most of the time.

I don’t think much of most of the
big people who come to see me. They
pick me up, when I'm quite comfort-
able where I am. They dance me about
and make funny noises for me. They
pass me on from one to another. These
are some of the times I'm sorry that I'm
a baby. I wish they would leave me
aicne.

I iike the men folks the best, for gen-
erally they do not bother me. I think
they are frightened of me for
some reason, though I don’t
see why they should be.
But I am glad of it. I
don’t mind being looked at,
and I don't even object to
personal remarks sometimes,
though I am amused to hear
how ‘exactly like’ about six
different people I am.

have a nice mother, a
really nice mother who looks
after me very well. She
knows exactly when I am
hungry, and always sees that
I get my meals in good time.
Sometimes I play jokes on
her. I tryto make her think
that I am hungry when I
really am not hungry at all, but she
doesn’t take any notice of me then, so
I'm getting out of the habit of making
? fuss unless there is really some reason
or it.

THOSE FUSSY CLOTHES !

AT first I thought that my mother

wanted to lose me. When I was
quite comfortable she would wrap
clothes round me and pin them up.
I didn’t want all the things at aﬁ,
but even then, when I was nearly
buried she brought out still more things,
a lot of lacy clothes with ribbons on
them. I was quite sure I would be lost,
but T soon saw that she was leaving
little bits of me sticking out at both
ends so that she would be able to find

. me again.

_One day, when it was quite hot, a
big man who is called my father came
into the room to look at me. He said,
“What do you .put so many clothes on
the Baby for?"

“What do YOU know about babies!”
my mother asked him.

“Well, I know that the little beggar
has"about ten times too many clothes
on.

_He is a nice man, and I'm glad I have
him for a father. I crowed and
laughed and tried to kick as well as I
could. My mother wouldn’t do any-
thing while he was there, but as soon as
he had gone she took off more than half
my clothes and I've been much more
comfortable ever since.

My father is a nice man.

The time I like best is in the morning
when my mother has washed me,
Then she lets me play about on the bed
with hardly any clothes on. It is fine,
and I enjoy it more than anything else
in the whole of my life. It is much
better than the afternoons when I am
dressed up and shown to all her friends
who come in.

My father does not play with me
very much, but he thinks a lot of me
just the same. He comes and sits by
me and keeps looking at me for many
minutes at a time. Sometimes he holds
out l"!s finger, and I catch hold of it and
pull it. He likes that and so do I.
Then he will say, “I wonder what the
boy will be when he grows up!” My
mother says that there’s lots of time
to think about that later on, and so
™

SLEEPING OUTSIDE

N come ways my father seems to

understand me better than my mother
does. One day when it was very hot
I could not go to sleep. It was only
hot in the house, outside it was quite
cool with the wind blowing through the
trees. My father came in and looked
at me. “Why don’t you put the little
beggar outside!” he asked. Mother
said she was afraid to, as it was cold
outside. ‘“What do you expect to do in

winter if you're afraid of the cold now!”
asked my Father. So I was put out-
side and now I sleep outside every day,
whether it is cold or not.

It is fine, and I sleep so well, and come
in with such rosy cheeks.

My father is a very nice man.

My father has a friend who comes to
see us sometimes. Whenever he comes
he always looks at me, and then he
says, “Baby is doing fine, couldn’t be
better,” or something like that. Father
calls him “Doctor,” and talks a lot
to him about me. Doctor is a nice man,
too, and I believe that if there were any-
thing wrong with me, he could put me
right again.

One day my mother took me out in my
little carriage for a walk. That day I
was rather cross and cried a lot more
than usual. We came to a store where
there were some bright colored lights in
the window, and mother
went in there and got a little
rubber thing which she put in
my mouth. I stopped cry-
ing and sucked it all the way
home, and after I got home.

That day Doctor came
to see me. ‘“What have you
got for Baby now, a soother?
Take it away from him, it is
not good for Baby.”

Then he told my mother
that soothers were very bad
for little babies, and very
dangerous. He said that
they picked up nasty dust
when they were dropped, and
that they would put my
mouth out of shape in time,
and cause adenoids and a lot of other
troubles in the future. So my mother
took it away from me and threw it in
the stove. I haven't missed it because
I had not had it long enough to get
fond of it.

DOCTOR, TOO, IS VERY NICE

MY father and my mother are very

great friends. They get along
together splendidly. I heard my mother
tell one of her friends that they used to
go out together a lot more before I
came here, but that now she puts me
down to sleep at the same times every
day. She says that she wants me to be
quite regular in my habits.

I have heard that my mother used to
go out to meetings where other ladies
met together to talk about voting and
lots of things I do not understand. She
does not go so often now. Sometime
ago my father and my mother were talk-
ing about it, and my mother said that
women ought to have as much to do
with the affairs of the country as the
men have, and ought to be interested in
everything that is going on.

My father said that he thought
women ought to be just as much inter-
ested, and that they ought to have their
say about everything of importance,
but that he thought that the home
should come first. Later, when my
mother was tucking me away she said:
“Baby dear, your Daddy is right.”
I laughed and kicked because I think
s0 too.

WORTH MILLION DOLLARS

AM the first baby that has been in

this house. My mother says there is
a lot to 'learn about babies, and my
father thinks so, too. He says that
having a friend like Doctor who knows
so much about them is a great help.
That's why I'm telling you about these
things, in case some other baby's

mother might like to hear the things

that Doctor tells my father and mother
about me. Every month as I grow
older there are sure to be other things

_that he will be telling them, and so I'll

pass them along to you if you like.

My mother and father were talking
one night, and my mother said that she
had ndt wanted me very much before
I came, because she thought that she
would not have time to look after me
properly. She said she never knew how
happy she and my father would be
when I came. ‘Now,’ she said, ‘I would
not take a million dollars for him.’

I don’t think any one would offer a
million dollass for me, when there are
so many babies, but I was glad to know
she thought so much of me.

Then my father kissed my mother.

They looked down at me and stroked
my head. I smiled and crowed tothem,
because I was so pleased to have made
them happy.

My father and my mother are both
very nice pecople.
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STOP that

PAINinthe BACK

Gin Pills will take away
the ache and relieve that
pain in the back. Gin
Pills sooth and heal the
inflamed Kidneys,
which are at the root of
your trouble.

FOR THE KIDNEYS

The wonderful medicinal properties of GIN
PILLS quickly reach the Kidneys and Bladder
—the pain gets easier, the soreness leaves the
muscles—the stiffness works out of the joints
and you soon straighten up and step out with-
out a hint of pain,

Gin Pills are equally good for Bladder and
Utrinary Derangements—painful urination,
stone, gravel, or brick dust deposits, inflam-
mation of the bladder or of the ureter. Gin
Pills have helped to pass many stones.

50c a box or 6 boxes for $2.50 at all dealers.

We will send a Sample Free if you write to
National Prug and Chemical Co. of Canada, Limited
Toronto, Ont., or
U.S. address — Na-Dru-Co., Inc., 202 Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

"Fresh and Relreshing

SALADA”

is composed of clean, whole young
leaves. Picked right,blended right and
packed right. It brings the fragrance
of an Eastern garden to your table.

BLACK, MIXED OFX GREEN

The only Liniment ever awarded a Medal for Merit.
For Colds, Coughs, Diphtheria, Sore Throat, Frostbites,
Chilblains,and for Rheumatism and Bronchitis and a host
of other ills. Also for Sprains and Strains of all kinds.

The healing qualities of Minard’s, so valuable to YOU, make it
indispensable in the stable.

MINARD’S LINIMENT Co. Limited, Yarmouth, N.S.

WALKING
GOLFING

AND

MOTORING

IN SANITARY PACKAGE

If your d:al- 1 cannot supply you write—

The Thompson Lace and Veiling Co. Limited

TORONTO - = % ONTAR’O :
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Relret from the Drudgery

Regardlessof whetheryourrugs
and carpets need just a little go-
ing over or a more thorough clean-
ing, youwill be able todothe work
easif , quickly and to your entire
Satis{lctiolli you have both a

BISSELLS

VACUUM ,.q CARPET
SWEEPER *"° SWEEPER

The modern and sensible way
of keeping house is to have this
- work-saving combination of
Bissell's Sweepers ready at
hand to relieve you of the
drudgery of cleaning.

Bissell’s Vacuum Sweeper,
with its powerful suction, will
keep your rugs and carpets
clean with little need for
drastic, injurious cleaning
methods.

Bissell'sCarpet Sweeper takes
care of the little many-times a-
day sweeping requirements—the
two sweepers completely serving
all cleaning needs,

Bissell's ‘‘Cyco” Ball-Bearing
Carpet Sweepers are $3.75 to $5.50
Vacuum Sweepers $8.00 to $12.50

—depending on style and local-
ity. At dealers everywhere,

Booklet on request.

Bissell Carpet Sweeper

Oldest and Largest

bl Sweeper Makers
Niagara Falls, Ont.

Grand Rapids, Mich.

Faces
Made
Young

I will tell the secret of
a youthful face to any
woman whose appear-
ance shows that time or
illness or nn{ other cause
is stealing from her the
charm of girlhood beauty.
I will show how without

S Py

masks, plasters, straps, vi-
brators, “'beauty’’ treatments >

or other artificial means, she can take the look
of age from her countenance. | want every
woman, young or middle aged, who has a single
facial defect to know about my

Beauty Exercises

which remove lines and *‘crow’s feet” and
wrinkles; fill up ugly hollows; give roundness to
scrawny necks; lift up sagging corners of the
mouth; and clear up muddy or sallow skins. |
will explain all this to any woman who will write
to me. | will show how five minutes daily with
mg simple facial exercises will work wonders.
This information is free to all who ask for it.

Results Guaranteed

1 absolutely guarantee results. No woman
need be disappointed. | offer the exercises at
my risk. Let me tell you about them. Write
formy Free Book (sentin plain sealed envelope).
It wirl tell you just what to do to bring bac

rmness to the facial muscles and tissues and

KATHRYN MURRAY
Suite 1050  Garland Bldg., Chicago, IIL

smoothness and beauty to the skin. Write today. .

The Home Magician

A little sqneeze, a gentlerub, a wait of a few
seconds and behold ! the ironmould vanish-
ing trick. Movol contains no poison, and
does not injure the most delicate fabrics.

Movol remoyes Iron-
mould Rust, Fruls, &
Ink Stainsfrom Cloth-
ing, Marble, &c.

Think of the money this
little tube can save you and
the worry too!

A thimbleful of Movol in the
rinsing water entirely re.
moves the yellow tinge from
linen.

From Druggists. Stores
Grocers, ele., in 25¢. and.
50c. tubes. If you cannot
obtain, send 50c. for
large trial tube to

W.EDGE & S8ONS Ltd.
25 Front Street, E.
Toronto.

And 15 Valentine St.,
New Bedford, Mass,
U.S.A.,
and Bolton, England.
Movol is British Hua)

) \“@M\\m

New and Helpful Devices that Make Work ‘Ea:sienj and Put Pleasure in the Doing

«ON THESE THINGS YOU MAY DEPEND”

Conducted by KATHERINE M. CALDWELL, B.A.

WHY STAND AT
YOUR WORK?

T 4§s the incessant

standing at her house
hold tasks that wearies
a woman before the end
of her day is in sight,
but if she sits in a chair
she cannot get at the
things she is doing. A
step-stool in the kitchen
will eliminate 90 per
cent of the standing and
always keep her in a
commanding position,—
at the table, ironing board or sink. The step stool is
higher than a chair, but not too high. When she sits
on it there is a step at a convenient height, on which
to tuck up her feet. No need to mount a chair—an
awkward business—to reach cupboard shelves or to
wash windows; she may stand on a convenient step
and rest her top-shelf stores or wash-pail or whatever
she is using on the top of the stool.” In other words
the step stool is at once a convenient, comfortable,
high seat and a handy step-ladder of adequate height
for almost any need, with a shelf on top; weight but a
few pounds—price, $2.00.

SELF-DRIED DISHES

Seith'e

number
and variety
of our ac-
tivities, in-
crease from
day to day,
welook more
interestedly
than ever,
at anything
that will lessen the amount of time and energy con-
sumed by the “trivial round.” Not so trivial, either,
when it is a round of dish-washing. There are now
several successful dish-washers we can use and this
dryver adds still another labor-saver. The washed
and scalded dishes are placed in the wire racks (or
they may be scalded after they are in the rack by simply
pouring clean, clear hot water over them) and a full-sized
galvanized pan catches the drip. The rack (made of
electrically welded wire), stands out of the water and
will lift out completely. It is a pleasant thing to
find bright, dry dishes, that have attained that state
through other ‘agencies than the “labor of hands"—
and the tea-towel that will get soggy. This dryer,
made to accommodate one’s various dishes, comes in
two sizes, $1.50 for the medium, and $1.75 for the
larger one.

COOKING IN GLASS

IN these days
of made-up
dishes, when
we are using
every scrap of
left-overs and
are studying
closely the all-
important
question ol
substitutes, the right kind of baking-dish becomes an
essential. A delightful ware that has scarcely more
than made its bow in Canada, is of glass—clear, trans-
parent, heat-proof. Its very special claim to favor
lies in the fact that one cooks and serves in the same
good-looking dish. The thick, clear walls conduct the
heat very quickly and evenly pnd conserve it, while
burning seems to be quite outside the program. The
danger is further averted because the transparent
material permits one to watch the pleasant browning
of the contents. $

The bread pans give
splendid results—an even

REAL COFFEE

RE you making clear,

delicious coffee—or does
each occasion that you serve
it make you wish for one of
those high-priced percolators
that always seem to turn out
double-distilled nectar? If
the percolator or the price is
hard to get, you will welcome
the simple little device that is
illustrated here — a coffee-
maker designed on the filtration principle. Its advan-
tages are many: simplicity—the bag is made on a
metal frame, with a metal clip that fits over the rim
of any coffee pot—nothing to do but pour the boiling
water through and lift out the bag; economy—
pulvc'rlzod or very finely-ground coffee (which is always
used in a ﬁl'tcr), goes much farther—only two-thirds
the amount is used; healthfulness—the coffee flavor is
taken, the caffein almost entirely left in the bag which
is lifted out at once. This little doffee maker costs
just 25 cents.

NEW EXCELLENCE'IN THE BAKED POTATO
VERY
BODY
loves a
baked po-
tato — ex-
cept the
cook, when
she is try- .
ing to gather them from the inmost corners of the
oven, to the imminent danger of her arms and fingers.
Some inventor surely loved a cook, for there has ap-
peared a delightful rack that will slide a whole dinner
of potatoes into and out of the oven with no more ado
than a cake tin would cause. This wire cradle is
poised on little feet that raise it sufficiently from the
oven floor to permit a circulation of air all about it.
This saves excessive drying—the potatoes will not
“shrink” away from the shells so quickly, if dinner is
delayed. The price is 75 cents.

FITS THE CORNER
SOILED clothes, destined for

the next laundry, are
always something of a white
elephant and if one has not
the proper receptacle, the
clothes will grow blacker and
the elephant whiter, as the
days go by. A cumbersome
laundry basket that occupies
much space, is the most usual
container, where there is not
a shute direct to the basement.
A compact metal box for soiled
clothes, made in a three-
cornered shape that allows it to fit neatly into a corner
will therefore be especially welcome where space is a
factor. The surface of Wwhite enamel that can be
washed and sweetened periodically, will have a pleasant

significance for the woman who has a lik; ““thi
5 liking for ‘“things

WELL GROOMED
ALUMINUM

LACK of knowledge as to how
to care for aluminum ware,
has sometimes discouraged a
hoqsekccpcr from using that most
satisfactory kind of kitchen uten- v o
sils.  She likes them for their e
lightness, durability and attrac- Pt
tiveness, but she has some doubt
as to how to keep them clean—
arising, doubtless, from warnings
against lye or other alkalis.
Many women have learned that
_steeli-wool—ﬁnc steel shavings—
1s the proper scouring material to use, but even after

gaining that knowledge,

Se1on N framentyk|

golden crust on sides and
bottom. Casseroles, with
glass-knobbed cover, and
baking dishes of various
shapes and sizes are im-
mensely popular — justifi-
able popularity for they
make fewer dishes to wash,
are very easily cleaned be-

face and — important con-
sideration — they are very
moderatley priced—a dol-
lar and a half to three
dollars, for a service dish
and cooking utensil com-
bined.. Bread and pie pans,
ramekins and other smaller
pieces are priced on a de-

charge whatever.

F ONE of these household helps—all of
which have been tested and received
the endorsement of Everywoman’s
World Experiment Kitchen—is just what
you need in your home, write to us. We
will be glad to put you in touch with the
manufacturer or merchant who can supply
cause of their smooth sur- you. Or, if you would like us to make the
purchase for you, just send the correct

amount to cover the cost of the article and
we will buy it for you without any extra

If there is any other labor saving device
you would like to know about, a s,tzamped,
self-addressed envelop enclosed with your
enquiry will ensure a prompt reply.

they do not know just

whether to go to a 'dry '

%oogl‘s house or a foundry
or “steel-wool.” . One firm
manufacturing  aluminum
utensils, has solved the
problem.for its customers
by putting up in a neat
package, convenient sized
pads of steel wool of
exactly the right degree of
ﬁnene.ss. The package also
contains a cake of mild,
non-z&lkali soap. Cleaning
?lummum, thus equipped,
Is as simple as washing a
. tea-cup and is little more
trouble. The price of a
large package is twenty-

clining scale.

five cents,
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By A FARM

ENTIMENT will almost carry one
S away at first impressions of these

two striking illustrations repro-
duced from a leading women’s maga-
zine of the United States.

But when the real facts are considered
it is apparent how easily one may be
led astray for, contrary to the idea
brought out in these illustrations, it
may indeed be better these days to
eat veal and lamb.

SPECIALIST
Jerseys and Holsteins, do not make
profitable feeders for beef. It is gen-

erally better economy to destroy them
at birth or slaughter for veal at the
age of four to six weeks. Otherwise they
‘‘eat their heads off’”” and the loss in
food stuffs is greater than any gains.
The calves to make good feeding
animals require the good whole milk,
which may be worth more and be more
necessary for human food both as milk

This little pig weighs 12 pounds.
you order and eat young pig or suckling pig you are the direct means of stopping this little

p:i from growing into this larger pig and by so much do
0

In two years or less it weighs 200 pounds.

Every time

ou cheat the mai ket of 21 pounds

acom, 25 pounds of ham, 32 pounds of lard, 2 pounds of skin (used for leather substitute
for boots and saddles), all of which your country needs and so do the allies,

In the case of the pig no one but an
unscrupulous  pork-eating  German
would think of being so unpatriotic, so
treasonable, and so far remote from the
practice of thrift, as to eat the “sweet”
f'oung sucking pig,—especially in times
ike these with a food crisis upon us.
The little pig can be made to grow to
maturity most rapidly and weigh from
180 to 200 pounds in from six to nine
months, depending upon its breed and
the feed and treatment given. With
the calf it may be different. So also
with the lamb.

and as dairy products, butter and
cheese.

The farmers can be depended upon
to regulate this economic problem.

Within reason and at reasonable
prices we may quite-safely “indulge’ in
veal and “‘spring lamb'’ in season.

There is a lot of nonsense being pro-
pounded relative to this question of
late by city-born editors on daily
papers. There are even agitations for

commissions to investigate the subject
and prohibit the sale of veal and lamb.

This calf weighs about 110 pounds
and will preduce about 66 pounds
ci veal. When you eat- veal you
eat part of this calf.

This steer weighs 1500 pounds.

veal the butcher will not carry it, and the calf will
row into a steer and produce 975 pounds of beef
nstead of 66 pounds veal.

THE BUTCHER WON’T CARRY WHAT YOU WON'T BUY

If you do not buy

The young calf and the young lamb
will gain in weight much more rapidly
on food consumed than will be the case
as they grow older. And in conse-
quence it may be good thrift to eat veal
and lamb.

Especially is this true in the case of
“culls” that would never be profitable
feeders to raise to maturity—also in
case of many of the males in other than
pure-bred stock. Males of the highly
specialized dairy breeds of cattle, like

Our more sentimental ‘“‘cousins
United States are also making a big stir,
and it would seem that they are getting
far from the truth about the matter.
Our Canadian Food Controller, Mr.
Hanna, with his capable Mr. Todd, a
farm specialist of big salary fame,—and
with Professor Robertson, a noted Dairy
authority on his central advisory com-

r
|
|

in the |

mittee, may safely be left to guide us |

on this one subject at least. He is
willing that we shall eat veal and lamb.

Something Going Wrong on Food Control

L4

raise in the price of milk which our
children need?

Third—To have you declare yourself
as irrevocably in sympathy with us,
the common people.

We want to see results from you
that will declare you to be working
for us and not first and foremost for
the big interests, for the monopolists
who would squeeze us so that life is
well nigh impossible and so that only
under the greatest of difficulties can
we and our children be fed.

I have written you this letter, Mr.
Hanna, to give voice to the silent
multitude of Canadian women, like
myself, who feel very deeply on these
vital questions, who suffer most, both
from unjust laws enacted and from

(CONTINTUED FROM PAGE 19)

just laws unenforced, and who are
never consulted upon such matters.
I am sending this to you through
EVERYWOMAN'’S WORLD praying that
this Canadian women’s magazine will
ublish it to help on this cause which
1s really a matter of life or death to us.

I hope you haven’t misunderstood
me. | have not meant to criticize.
I am looking for information—so are
we all—all Canadian women. We
know you have it to give.

We want to rely upon you, Mr.
Hanna, but we can’t until we cleanse
our minds of the ugly suspicions that
Dominion-wide gossip has planted
therein. Yours sincerely,

Mrs. L. E. Allen.
Toronto, Sept. 14th. 1917.
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A @estclox Alarm

» He Fathers Punuality

PROUD godfather is

kindly Big Ben, when baby

first peeps at the world. He

shares the joy of mother and dad
—and their new duties, 0.

fancy till twilight of old age, Big Ben is
true to his trust. He’s a faithful friend
through life.

Big Ben of Westclox is respected
by all—sentinel of time throughout the
world. He’s loyal, dependable and
his ring is true—ten half-minute calls
or steadily for five minutes.

Big Ben is six times factory tested.
At your dealer’s, $3.50. Sent prepaid on
receipt of price if your dealer doesn’t
stock him.

La Salle, 111, U. S. A. Western Clock Co. Makers of Westclox
Other Westclox: Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, America, Bingo and Sleep-Meter

He lends two willing hands for
molding little lives. He helps
make better men for Father Time.

From the wee small hours of in-
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_ Symbolize all the dignity, beauty and harmony of sacred worship, and
bring out the best work of the choir.

Miller Choir Gowns are readily paid for by an increased congregatics
and the consequent larger revenue,

Write for Illustrated Catalog and Information now
§§ The Miller Manufacturing Co., Limited, 44 York Street, Toronto

A ANY an old family-—
; yours perhaps--has,
stowed away in  some
neglected corner, a piece
of grimy old furniture.
Discarded long ago and
now forgotten, this heir-
toom of the past needs
- but the magic touch of
©  O-Cedar Polish to trans-
form ‘it into a cherished
N possession. . . i
‘O-Cedar Polish first re-
moves the dustand grime, .
revealing the old-time
Iy v of the choicest
To this clean sur.
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Whenever Canadian Women Want Fish there are

Let Us Help You

E have been supplied
by the Fish Committee
with a complete list of
wholesale distributors and
producing companies. The
Government has required
their registration and a
monthly price list. EVERY=
WOMAN’S WORLD will se=
cure this list each month
as soon as it is revised.
We are ready to put your
town in direct touch with
the nearest, cheapest and
best source of supply for
dealers, and to give you the
latest information to help
you organize your local
fish trade.

I

HICH would you rather do
or go fishing?”” That was
the old query; but to be
entirely modern, you
must ask, at least twice a
week: “Which would you
rather eat or fish?”

The thoroughly patrio-
tic answer is ‘‘More fish!”
“But we can't get it!”
wailed the women from many parts of

Canada, when the government launched

its slogan—"‘Eat more fish.” And the

wails reached the ear of Canada’s

Food Controller.

Mr. Hanna got very busy. He took
counsel with the women, with the deal-
ers, with the fishermen and perhaps even
with the fish. And the result was an
entry on the credit side of the books,
that are keeping track of Mr. Hanna's
speed in meeting and taking action on
our food problems.

The fish catechism would read some-
thing like this:

Has Canada plenty of fish?

She has great quantities of fish, in the
Atlantic and Pacific waters along her
coasts and in her vast lakes and rivers.

Are these fish being caught?

They are—to the value of $35,860,708
a year. (Over $100,000,000 worth of
food as we women buy it.)

Are these fish of the best varieties?

They are—for instance there are
salmon, salmon trout, lobsters, cod,
herring, halibut, haddock, whitefish,
pickerel, mackerel and others that are no
strangers to the average housewife.

Should these fish be costly?

No! They should be available at
from 9 to 20 cents a pound.

And the women of Canada lifted up
their voices and cried “Where are those
cheap, good fish, that we can get none
of them?” '

And, those of them that heard just
where Canada’s fish had been going,
were amazed and not a little puzzled.

PAYING DUTY ON FISH

'HE woman in Eastern Canada
learned that most of the great
quantities of fish caught along the
maritime coast were shipped to the
city of Boston. And the United States
customs officials collected, on every
pound of that fish, one half cent duty. ",
Then some of that fish" was sent back
to Canada.

““Where,” asked the astonished wom-
an, who when she had an errand to her
attic never went by way of the base-
ment. ‘“‘To Canada—chiefly to Mont-
real, the biggest market, from which it
was shipped to different points.”’

And as was laid down in tixa rules of
His Majesty’s customs, the cificials at
the port of Montreal did collect one cent
duty on each pound of that good Canadian
fish. And the railroads had not for-

~

Ways and Means of Obtaining it.

By KATHERINE M. CALDWELL, B.A.

gotten their carrying charges; and the
many hands that had: lifted the fish
from boat to dock, from dock to dray,
from dray to car, and so on until it
reached a resting place in the fish
dealer s shop in Montreal or some other
town—the palms of these many hands
had had to be crossed with metal—
metal that bore the®stamp of His
Majesty’s head on one side, and a given
number of “‘cents.”” on the other.

“It's surely heads you win, tails I
lose,” thought the Eastern housewife
as she paid many cents a pound for a

And they wondered together, and on
the next visit to town, they took time
and trouble to learn some facts.

Mrs. Toronto heard how the fish
from Canada’s Eastern shores saw a bit
of life before they came to h-r market,

“And our Ontario Fish” contributed
Mrs. Hamilton, “where do you think
it has been going? The fish caught in
our great lakes—I mean in the Cana-
dian fishing-beds—have been sent large-
ly to the United States—because they
wanted them and were prepared to
handle them.

Besides large quantities of Whitefish, Trout and other finny friends of long
standing, there will come some of the less known fishes from the northe/n
lakes. The be-feeler Catfish in spite of his unfortunate name, is ‘“‘very
sweet eating,’’ when bred in these colder waters. The sharp-snouted Pike
should make his way rapidly into general favor. %

The design for this
fish case has beenap-
proved by the govern-
ment, and dealers
are urged toinstal it.

The Department of
Marine & Fisheries,
Ottawa, will supply
plan and details up-
on request.

Codfish and Haddock have filled most of the Special Cars that the Food
Controller has been hastening to Ontario markets. These are most versatile
fish when the question of how to serve them arises—they may be served in
many delicious ways.

fish that had not flapped a fin for many
days.
AND IN ONTARIO

MRS. TORONTO and Mrs. Hamil-
ton talked one day at their sum-
mer camp on the shore of LLake Ontario.
“We certainly should use more fish,”
they agreed. “The children like it, it is
so good for them and much cheaper
than meat. Let us buy some when we
next go to town.”

Some days later, they went each to
her own city, and they bought fish—
not the particular fish they had planned,
but what they could get.

“But it is not very much cheaper than °

“I've
about the economy of
I wonder—"'

meat,” sighed Mrs. Toronto.
been readin
fish.

“And the railroads have

lésien to bring fish inland tom:xts—b:ﬁg
ripping cases, oozing melted ;

di cult_: to handle agnd asedtl:;:’ Evs(i:e
ﬂavor.xs more catching than measiey
thqre is nothing for such cases bit. i .
lation! . Resplt~they've brought.ﬁsol;
when it suited them; and ex .
charges were high. i

ALL ABOARD FOR CHICAGO

T a Fair in the far W
A Saskatoon and adamSSt’ReMi!r-ls.
an‘q Mrs. Brandon talked it over., O
Chicago gets the fish that should be
S:x(l)(li'r_xmg tt? us, dthe’y told each other
indignantly ‘“‘and it’s ti j
a l‘llttle of it ourselves."” L 7S Sieved
The trouble is,.there has been no

as is its nature, leaked out.

assured market here for fish, because
there are no trade arrangements made
to look after it,” said the lady’ from
the provincial capital “Why can't
the trade arrange to handle fish like
other commodities?”

BECAUSE, DEAR LADIES, YOU
HAVE NEVER MADE 'EM!

Eve knew that most of the things
she wanted, she could get, if she went
about.zt right! She wanted an apple, and
€xperience. She got both.

er descendants in Western Canada
wanted the ballot—and got it.

ow trifling, by comparison, is the
getting of fish to their markets!

Come, gou enfranchised women of
Westel:n anadal Already you know
that, if you can’t get something for
ggﬁrselves, somebody else can get it for

Someone has got to cast the line, well
hooked and baited, before there comes
a bite, or even a nibble.

ay to your neighbors—‘‘Let’s go
shing”—and yse the means at hand to

catch somethir}g—your women’s insti-
%utes, your political organizations, your
ood Controller. But start someihing

It 1S up to the women to recognize
their needs and make other people
recognize—and fill—themd
Let the women of Western Canada
%omp out strongly for an extension o
shing privileges in Lesser Slave Lake
andthe many other lakes in their district.
The lid should be taken off these
sheries! And the benefit should accrue
strictly to’ Canadian consumers. Any
Increase in demand could then be met,
without cutting down the lucrative
and Mmutually beneficial trade that has
e?—? built up with the United States.
thi ere, then, is a definite some-
. ing which the women of the West
ni?ti O—urge the freer granting of
ting licenses and the permitting O
an immensely increased catch that will

take care : 2
Of an immensely increased
emand, Y

SOMEONE DID A sum

THE fish situation in Ontario was a
it of a scandal—and the scandald,
The roa
Lrom the Eastern fisheries—via Maine
r“;ias too long, facilities were too poor,
Mot o> Were too high, and the fish was
not always too goodgl :
erie(s) tah:dM}:f“séel‘ of Marine and Fisher-
is
Stlxiied the mecPUty, Mr. Desbarats,
t school they haq p
i - : een taught a
e arithmetical truth—that a

Straight line s th, -
ce
between two points,e shortest distan
Good!

Sothey asked some questions and they

conferred with }
epartment. | th¢ Food Controller's

And the angwer
Fish—]ots of ffs}r.
0od again!
9;;‘,1‘ w}l‘;tphappgned? .
Peéned — plenty of fish,

bgﬁ:f-ht Straight from pCang:ia’s own
organliis gnd handed over to the regular,

Ye 'I? and eventually to
ont%-n‘iooronto and her neighbors in
from 10 (OWIS—at a cost to them of

M 10 to 12 cents a pound.

How diq ;

partment dotili’;“?e Food Controller’s De-
1rst, they got all the fa .
g ctsin hand.

ese showed g, huge and ready
fish to g on the one hand and plenty of
Spply tgat market, on the other.
not been brought to-
gi?:z]:ifir 'faecaum? the Wholesaler§ were
uyin i ftll;-e nsk‘_they looked on the
to th§3 1 '8 quantities of fish, subject
possibly eﬁails of transportation and a
gamble, ¢ Market, as a bit of a

I we arran
bring the fish dglrec

and advertise it to
Il you handle it?”
anna, and the leading

e Consumers i
asked Mr y WL

: n
wholesalerg agreed

€y undertook G
fish to 00K to distribute the
and th:h; retailers, at a small profit,

PP WA TR Cop DN S




CANADA

Pay Will Be The Same

Men selected under the Military Service Act
will receive the same pay as those now on adtive
service receive. Pay will start from the time a man
reports for duty. Money from the Patriotic Fund
and Separation Allowance will also be available for
selected men.

Canadian soldiers are well
paid. The fact that wages in
Canada are generally higher than
those paid in Europe is recognized
in the system of remuneration for
men on actve service. Clothing
and all equipment in addition to
food is also supplied to the
Canadian soldier, leaving him
with no expense except personal
incidentals.

The rate of pay for men in
the Canadian Expeditionary Force,
other than commissioned officers,

is as follows :

Field
Pay Allowance

Warrant Officers ot gt oo SO - 30 oe
Regimental Sergt.-Major, if not a

Warrant Officer 4 v 1.85 7o) i
Quartermaster-Sergeants . .. . 380 --20°%
Orderly Room Clerks S Bo0g 20"
Orderly Room Sergeants . E 4 1.50 20 “
Pay Sergeants A ) 150204
Squad., Batt., or Co. Sergt-Major . 1.60 20
Colour-Sergeant or Staff-Sergeant. FO0E 20 &
Squad., Batt,, or Co. QM.S. . . 150 20 “
Sergeanls . Ca e g Ty 135 197
Lance-Sergeants SRR e 1.15 15
Corporals . . . . : 1.10 10
Lance-Corporals o = g LT 1.05 10 “
Bombardiers, or Second Corporals . 1.05 10 %
Trumpeters, Buglers, and Drummers 1.00 105
Privates, Gunners, Drivers i 1.00 30 %
Sappers, Batmen, etc. . ., |, 1.00. 10 *%

As in the case of those already gone overseas, Separation
Allowances will be available for those dependent for livelihood upon
selected men. The Separation Allowance is $20.00 per month for
the rank and file, $25.00 for sergeants and staff-sergeants and
$30.00 for warrant officers. -The experience is that many men can
afford to assign half their pay to dependents, in addition.

A considerable number of men who have enlisted in the
Canadian forces have found themselves better off under the army
rate of pay, which is granted in addition to-board, lodging, clothing,
equipment, transportation, etc., than they were while in civilian
positions. Their wants are provided for, and they receive a steady

addition to thg bank account each month. Tcned by 104

The Military Service Council.
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QTS

UR natural tastes are wonderful guides,
and have built up some very wise cus-
toms that it would be difficult to im-
prove upon.

For instance, we all like butter on our
bread—without stopping to realize that
bread and butter is an ideal combination
taken from two quite different and very
necessary groups of foods.

\)
S

When you look at a
oh, so-scientificallyl—and yousee there
an egg and toast or gems or some other member

menu that is planned
fruit, cereal,

family — don’t you
satisfaction at your
Just what

of the highly wvaried bread
fairly glow with pride and
unsuspected knowledge of food science?
you give the family five days out of seven!

And for dinner, you read perhaps roast of beef,
brown sauce, spinach, potatoes roasted with the meat,
hearts of celery, and a corn starch pudding with sugar
and top milk.

A meal you serve often,
with scarcely a change!

But you don’t find on
that page of carefully
balanced menus the meal
you served last week
when your sister-in-law
brought her visitor to
have dinner with you.

Vegetable soup, made
with good beef stock;
roast lamb; small pota-
toes, fried in deep fat;
baked stuffed tomatoes,
with cheese and bread-
crumb filling; ‘macaroni
and cheese as a side dish,
and your delicious rice-
custara

TOO MUCE SAMENESS

ACH individual thing
was delectable, but
there was too much dupli-
cation — and too much
dinner! Your soup was
so good, no person left a
drop of the generous help-
ing you gave them." The

MEALS THAT
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By KATHERINE M. CALDWELL, BA.

and nuts. Of these, milk is the most important to
the growing child.
: 2. MINERAL MATTER, acids, salts, body regulators—
in large quantities in fruits and vegetables; also in
milk, whole grains—in fact mineral matters are usually
found in the protein foods. Another purpose served
by fruit and vegetables is the supplying of bulk—
e 1 H

filling the far lands” and satisfying the appetite

3. STA.RCH,'—‘CCI‘CZII grains, meals, flours, breads
macaroni and other pastes, and cereal breakfast
foods.

4. SUGAR,—sugars, honey, molasses, syrups, fruits
(raw, preserved and dried) candies, cakes, and desserts

5. Fats,—butter, cream, lard, manufactured short-
enings, oils, bacon and fats of meats,

BODY BUILDERS FIRST
“A NEW body every seven years,” we used to be

told; and wondered, as children, if we should be
quite sure to recognize each other!

condensed meat juices

JUST RIGHT
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meﬁ?iiil;;xsr,hl?rui.t, somewhere in the morning
i ferhto begin with, or with the cereal or at
or break(f) . ? meal; cereals in some form—porridge,
necessa o, or fried mush, or gems and the
! ry pl’OtCln‘lfl plenty of milk and usually an
ifgt'hsoi“e fish-or a light meat dish, The fats will be

€ butter, in such cereals as oat and corn meals,
or wheat foods and in cream or top milk.

orEEIZCHEON"If luncheon consists of a good stock
€am soup, a salad that will supply the fresh fruits

‘ ’
at with something green, or
changes pleasantly.

st plan for dinner is to build,
wards, from your central dish—
r whatever you may substitute
obably be rich in protein. Plan,
therefore, to have your
soup (if you are serving
one) vegetables and sweet,
to take in each of the
other groups in the pro-
portion in which they are
important.

Planning meals with one
eye on the ‘“‘mind-pic-
tures,” in which the foods
are so clannishly grouped,

as some very concreté
advantages.

It prevents wrong sub-
stitutions and equally
wrong overlappings. We
seethatcerealsinthe morn-
ing and sweets at night,
will never make fruits
superfluous; we see that
soups made from beqns
or peas, and dishes with
plenty of cheese or eggs
in them, are splendid for
the meal that has no
meat course, but overdo
things a bit, if serve
along with meats.

And when economy en-
ters and we do some

ronii or rice dishes—th
fruit dessert, ring the

DINNER,—The wise
front-wards and back
your meat course (o
for meat),

It will pr

were strengthening—splen=
uhy (fo()d glaening=-splen Group of Foods that give us(lll’ﬁ;r‘;cral Grou sof Foods that give us Starch Group of Foods th cutting-down on our old-
. h : } s : A %
Salts, Vegetable Acids an ater an ugar: Milk, Bean., M:':‘Gg’fcu-v Protein_- time generous marketing-

Then came meat in its —Body Regulators.

usual form; and you serv-
ed with it potatoes, the
bread in the tomatoes,
and the macaroni—three
starch foods, and every-
one had a roll, during dinner—and the
was generously used in the tasty baked tomatoes
and in the macaroni—although a cubic inch of cheese
has as much of the body-building protein, as a slice
of roast lamb!

Then came more starch and protein in the rice and
the milk and eggs in your justly famed rice-custard.
Naturally, you were a little disappointed that so little
of it was eaten.

Just so do we all err—especially when we desire to
do honor to a guest or to spread say a generous birth-
day or Thanksgiving table.

Just a little knowledge—so simply and ecasily ac-
quired—will defend us against the mistakes of our own
hospitable and housewifely impulses.

MIND PHOTOGRAPHS

L]
ivid, mental pictures—of the
foods, that will flash before
our menu-planning .d's eye: pictures of the foods
that will fall into each group. Then we will not serve
the same thing (as far as our body knows and uses it)
in three or four disguises.

There are just five of these groups:

cheese

E need pictu
different cla:

1. Foods that supply protein.

2. Foods that supply mineral matter, acids and salts,
and the various body regulators.

3. Foods that supply starch.

4. Foods that supply sugar.

5. Foods that supply fats.

Each group must have its fair, daily representation in
your diet!

Important members of each group are,—

1. PrOTEIN FooDps—the tissue and muscle builders—
milk, skim milk, cheese, eggs, beans, peas, fish, poultry

Egg Plant, Pineapple, Cabbage, To-
matoes, Apples, Lemons, Oranges.

Cereals, Breads, Honey, Pota toes.

Group of Foods that give us Fats:
Butter, Cream, Olive Oil,

EACH OF THESE GROUPS SHOULD PE REPRESENTED EVERY DAY, BY SEL
TRATED, OR THOSE IN THE MORE COMPLETE 5190 FROM THE FOODS 1115

Growth and the constant wearing out of our body
tissues, make it very necessary that we have enough of
those foods which build and rebuild for us—the t:(_)()(]s;
that are rich in protein.

We meet the term so often, nowadays,. that we are
rapidly getting to the point where the mere mention
of protein suggests certain familiar foods.

But should these make up the chief part of our
meals?

By no means! Like the philosophical man who said
“I want in life but little, but want that little much”
we don’t require a great deal of protein, but what we
do need, we need greatly!

From 10 to 15 per cent.—measured in calories—of
our total food should be protein; the remaining 85 to
90 per cent. should be carbohydrates (starches and
sugar) and fats—the starches leading, fats second and
sugar third in amounts.

The mineral matter that we need, is not imeasured in
calories, so we must be sure that there are plenty of
fruits, vegetables and others of group 2, in the daily
diet. ¥

And always, plenty of water—it aids digestion and
other body processes and is important to the blood
and the muscles.

MEALS FOR THE DAY

SO when we come to select the foods for the day’s
menus, we must have particular regard for the
class in which each belongs.

Each meal will have its protein, its starches and
sugar, its fats, and always a fair supply of the foods
that supply minerals, and the s0-necessary vitamines
—those* mysterious little constituents that are all-
important to our health and vigor and which are
abundant in most of the uncooked foods.

ese, Eggs,

economizing does not fall
on one group—we Sprc?d
it, so that all the essential
food-stuffs are still rep-
tesented in our family
it diet, Cutting out fresh
when the P S be emphatic Savagar
puted, I health ' ang well-being is com-

Some of us
matter of djet,
Or to tip the gc;

fl'llits or

have
OUr very personal needs in the

Ay want to reduce our weight
k“”“’lcdgo hie \villn bounds higher, How valuable a
without mak; Point the way to either change
and one’s] ‘tlelf% fll?lartyr of One'ssgriends, one’s cook
Indulgence, Hiapay attening foods are an unwise
to the le ust be offset by careful adherence

an of meg
fa “pleasingeglt,jl;nd plc'?t.y of fruit and vegetables.
do not exclude fruits éggsf, 1s the desire of your heart,

But drink wh : egetables— d them.
| ole mjl Ss—you nee
ot oll on your sa!ac;s],{ et Starchy foods and plenty

The read .
Y 8rouping of foo s will assist in the market-

ing, too—it b
€Comes g 3 7
that each divisioy ey ond Nature, in no time, to see

and orders] BELs its fair share of attention—

SUCH PLEASANT
WHEN you hav,
tative fooqd
groups, you will pot th i
Less food—q d ')e
Le:,s moneyjangvttzl?efed s
Isn't it an ideal result?

We alwa i —W
ys like to wi
: ' our own approval too—we

Women who ar ;
are puttin
our strength into the diﬁl;hfofteiite Sl

There is no bette i
't 2
well thehpart that is goir\lrlecnt}l:zn the knowledge of doing
o, W T3
balanced etnh;’:’e lfefe o families thriving on our well-
1ght ully-planned meals, and when we

FINDINGS

» @ little carefully, represen-
of these important

€ chosen

2 man’
Living—we may S Pet enemy, the High Cost of

. well gf ¢
very private, little [at o%l‘;f)p(r)g:zz‘;lves B st

lists, we see toit thatall the-
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They Shall '

tion.

“What follows almost defies descrip-

| Thou Shalt

Not Pass

The Immortal Cry of
Canada atthe Second
Battle of Ypres

The defence of Ypres follow-
ing the first ghastly gas at-

tack April 22, 1915, exalts
all history. By it our men

The effect of these poisonous
gases was so virulent as to render the
whole of the line held by the French
Division practically incapable of any
action at all,

The Stand of the Canadians
“The left flank of the Canadian

Division was thus left dangerously ex-
posed to serious attack in flank, and
there appeared to be a prospect of their
being overwhelmed and of a successful
attempt by the Germans to cut off the
British troops occupying the salient to
the East. .

“In spite of the danger to which
they were exposed the Canadians held
their ground with a magnificent display
of tenacity and courage; and it is not
too much to say the bearing and conduct
of these splendid troops averted a dis-
aster which might have been attended
with the most serious consequences.”

Not Want

The Undying Pledge
of Canada’s Mothers
to Her Sons

When baking use one-third
oatmeal, corn, barley or rye
flour. Or, order some brown
bread from you. baker each

were transfigured and the
undying, imperishable Soul of
Canada revealed.

From

Sir John French’s Seventh Dispatch,
General Headquarters
15th June, 1915

day.
Substitute for beef and bacon

2 such equally nutritious foods

In the name of these Heroes

of Ypres, Festubert, Givenchy, Vimy Ridge, .

Lens, The Somme, Verdun---aye and the
Deathless “Old Contemptibles”---we beseech
you, Women of Canada, to Dedicate Your-
selves and Your Families to War Service by
signing the Food Service Pledge.

The sacrifice is not great. We merely want
you to substitute other foods for part of the
white bread, beef and bacon your family
now eat.

as fish, peas, lentils, pota-
toes, nuts, bananas, etc.

Third, and this is most important---positively
prevent the waste of a single ounce of food
in your home.

A Food Service Pledge and Window Card
has been or will be delivered to you. The
Pledge is your Dedication to War Service---
The Window Card is your Emblem of Honour.

Sign the one and display the other.

Sign and Live Up to Your Food Service Pledge

Women’s Auxiliary Organization Resources' of Committee, in Co-operation with the Hon. W. J. Hanna, Food Controller
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Supplied in white only.

Ask your stationer for a box.

There is a distinctive tone about

Marquess Papeteries
which appeals to the womarn of refinement,

The paper is of the finest quality and the envelopes have
an exclusive appearance which conveys a pleasing impression,
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Winnipeg. Toronto.
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Calgary,
« Vancouvep

o

All soda biscuits are food, but McCormick’s
Jersey Cream Sodas are highest in food values
as well as best in freshness.

If you could take a trip through our new,
snow-white, sunshine Factory—the largest and
most modern in Canada—and see the care,
cleanliness and skill with which these delicious
biscuits are made, you would understand why
they are so supremely good and satisfying.

Order a package from your grocer to-day.

THE McCORMICK MANUFACTURING CO., LIMITED

General Offices and Factory ; London, Canada. Branch Warehouses . Montreal,
Ottawa, Hamilton, Kingston, Winnipeg, Calgary Port Arthur, St. John, N.B.

Makers also of McCormick's Fancy Biscuits

7

SOLD FRESH
EVERYWHERE

eiat odas

Great, big &

foot gas bag com.

aeNber® Dl te with inflating

attachment, para.

chute and bombing device Given Away!

Beats kite flying all hollow ! Willgoup 4000 feet.

ks like o real airship in theair. Flys over

and over again, casy to recover. Any live boy

or girlcan easily win jt. Send to.day for $4

worthot great, big beautifully color-

ed pictures to sell at 10and 15 cents each. Sbir-

ring patriotio pictures, thrilling battle scenes,

Immortalizing the heroes at the front, also superbsacred

and arb pictures. Everyonea perfect workof art—they

sellso easily, you just show them and take the money.

Frank Godin, Freshwater, Que., says, *‘Isold 20 pictures

in # an hour. Send me $5 worth more.” YOUu can do

the same! Then send us the $4 and we will immedi.

ately send your airshin, po tpald. Don’t walt—order
now, be first in your town to own a real airship.

The Empire Art Co., Dept. 4B Toronto, Ont.
i s OO S FOTONI0, U |

10 Days FREE—Send No Money

We don't ask you to pay us a eent until you have used this wonderful
modern white ﬁzht g: I’o|y:x- own ten Xays. then you may return it at our
Sr Sy ol ks ook ok & cdle ‘egis S Soboln. o Ao
i,’uiuod b;u o aook e n - i andle easily. Tests by

Insurance g-da-wrltm. ©hil handl
Go t and 85 ing Universities show that the new ALADDIN
BURNS 70 HOURS ON ONE GALLON

common eoal ofl, no odor, smoke or noise, simple, clean, won’t explode.
three ‘} peopl: oying this pewerful, white, steady
ggvgr nniru?i &ao”l:}u&h:. Wo‘n g‘ojllY :folal at Panama Exposition.
reatest invention e age. Guaranteed.
000 Reward perso) ofl lam) ual to th

llt'«ln in every :.ll,l (b;am‘o?ow:r ""-n h'h?; m‘%ﬂf’m wan :ln user In‘ .".’3
lity to whoms we nuﬁrﬂzuunm. 0 that persen we yours

VOUI'S F‘v-. §, Spee ) in nn’ti-‘:y ':kr:o m&h.lu-dc Ilv:.l:m
FREE 6:'1“-’.- :Mw to tct‘:uo ﬁ.:o.':fl utun- prepaid. FREE

ANY, 200  Aladdin Building, MONTREAL
NORTRN ""'!.'.’.8325 O dhantre Lamp House In the World""
“

There is no better way to 2ay your out-of-
fown accounts.

Get them in all Dominion Expyess oifices
and Canadian Pacific Railway stations.

$5.00 costs 3 cents.

A Al ALY T —
. New COAL OIL Light Bt Eicric
Z Men With Rigs or Aut
Make $100 to $300 Per lelgnth

0 home will buy afte:

1

had never sold nnythingxynhia figgg

61 the first seven days.’” Christense

never geen an article that sells soeasily,

gyﬁs: *‘92% of homes visited bought.*
very customer becomes a friend

Keme{ ng says: “No flewery talk n

itself.” ousands who i

ALADDIN just as strongly. NO MONEY

;tock to get g

makes it easy, No i 5
cally eve: B fvious ex

pl t
y wi
Ask for our distributor,
whether you have ':1?
spare time or steady; whe;
P8 most convenient for you to work in

THE FINER WAY

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 5)

ACK had been ailing with a series of
colds, and the doctor had strongly re-
commended a fortnight on the south

coast. That had been utterly out of
her power to compass, and now Jack's
palel peaky “little: face rose and up-
braided her. And it was not as if she
did not like and admire the man who
only longed to take care of her and
Jack. She had never seen a man she
liked begter, nor one to whom she would
more willingly have entrusted herself.

Ut it was not as when she found

Walter wanting her. There could be
no other like Walter, and yet Walter
as he lay dying, had hoped that she
would marry again. Indeed, she had
promised him that. Of all the voices
that urged her there was only one that
rang dissentient. Her sister Margaret,
who hyed with her here in the flat had
said, “Don’t unless you are sure!”
But in the chorus, now ringing in her
ears, that dissentient voice—indeed it
could hardly be called dissentient: 1t
Wass only cautiones—was. ne longer
heard'. And this morning she had
promised to marry Lord Evesham.
uch was the ground-work of question
and answer that formed her self-
catechism thig evening.

LORD EVESHAM was of course 2
frequent visitor to the dear little
flat, or the poky little flat, and in @
quiet anobtrusive manner he instantly
took her affairs in hand. It was time,
for instance, to arrange that Willie
should go to school in  September, it
fras time also that he should be entere
for Winchester a couple of years later.
en there was Jack to be thought of,
and he had ventired without consulting
Elmpr at all about it, to take a small
furnished hoyse for her and the boys
on the Soyth Coast for the next three
weeks. He felt syre Elinor would like
to be alone with them, but perhaps
she would Jet him come down for a
unday; he would not come without
I express invitation, and if she did
not want him she need not ask him.
2ut she must spare a couple of hours,
if she could to-day or to-morrow, to
00X at some rooms in Evesham House,
Which - he thought she would like.
hey’lo.oked over the Park, and ha
een  his mother's rooms, but they
:eqmred redecorating. Could she come
?-da ? Decorators were so slow, and
after all they had only .a couple ©
months in which to do their work.
said ltnhor gave a little start when he
on thot He was dtting by her side
Nt e, sofa, and instinctively but
romnShC}Ous]y she moved an inch away
dona thlm‘ ut as soon as she had
it at, she knew that she had done
'ua{'.d Put her hand through his arm.
shb S:il:l arﬁImuch too good to mCr;
nice plans,’ never heard of so many

he felt pj ittl
S arm a little
un‘c‘ier et 1 'r tremble
oU must never say I am too good
tolyou, my dear,” he said,
thi Ut you are. You think of every-
Ing I can want,”

€ kissed her h : o e
¢rook of his gy, and, as it lay i
nd what of i
O you who are giving
;nfz t\:llgr]%nly thing in the world, ora
put itp ’ Whichever way you like to
€ Y0Se to go: his motor had already
b?r?ln Walting some minutes to take
“Ito some directors’ meeting.
mUChV’V’ISh I didn’t hate leaving you 0
' De said. “Byt jf [ didn’t I

:?I{in)se I shouldn’t count the minutes

see you apgai Th T
fetch yoy gain. en
and tzll after lunch to see the rooms,

one? M€ exactly what you want

‘ljle bent to kiss her,

y dear, I l ake
you happy"r he I;:‘S'CS{. GOd I shal m

FEW ¢ : : t
A ESion W?{}? ifter this, Elinor wen

er sister and her two
?voslliht‘i the house outside Seaford,
ord Evesham had taken for

er. The fickle Lavleh conine bl
tl;rned faithfy] for c;gnce, aIr)ld golden
igy liucceeded golden day. On the
cliffs a::rhe downs that fringed the white
ecam }? old grey grass of winter
uPthruet' ourly more bright with the
over itslmg of the new growth, an
ecame il Sh."? up carolling till they
elite an 1invisible song against the

er of the e Yol 1 the woode

sea-breezeg and the
: day-long sun, and
th B et S S
e alk in Kensington Gardens,
S 1ndefat1gab1y along the warm
a Cﬁnted beach. "And at first Elinor
put. gbother thoughts than those
€d by the cessation of her poverty-

/

3 e




begorten anxieties. Henceforth all that
the children needed would be hers to
give: the two boys, Walter’s sons and
hers, would be cared for and provided
for, not only were the petty privations,
the penny-countings, the making of a
shilling to do the work of two, all
things of the past, but a wise and
loving man would look after them in a
way a woman could never do. There
was her mother also; for her no longer
(though indeed she was brisk enough
yet) there lay in wait the discomforts
that gather round old age, which only
money can alleviate. And for herself,
finally, was the same tender care, and
it was for her sake that all those dear
to her would be cared for. Relief
from all small anxieties lay round her
like the serene sunshine of these April
days.

But before these three weeks were
out, the sunshine began to be barred
with strange shadows. She awoke
one morning, and recollected with a
pang of regret, with a touch almost of
terror, that but a week more remained
of her sojourn here. Somehow, sud-
denly and without warning. the fact
of her approaching marriage stared her
in the face with eyes that held reproach
and contempt for her. that looked
down on her as a cheat . . . And
then she remembered also that Lord
Evesham was coming down to-day to
spend the week-end.

ITHERTO, he had given her

nothing from himself except the
emerald engagement ring that she wore.
But to-night, as they were sitting alone
together before bedtime, he pulled a
jewel-case from his pocket.

“I've given you nothing yet, my
darling,” he said. ‘“‘But do you know
why?  Simply because there was noth-
ing in my opinion that was worthy of
you. But I suppose one has to conform
to convention to some extent. That is
my excuse for bringing you these
pearls. + I rather dislike giving you
them, do you know?”’

There came a sudden stab at Elinor’s
heart. It was not for the pearls them-
selves . . . it was for what they
stood for. She winced at it, and tried
to forget it.

“Ah, but how lovely” she said. “I
adore pearls. I adore them so much I
felt sure I should never have any.
But don’t dislike giving me them,
please.”

“Just baubles: just silly things,”
said he. ‘“May I put them round
your neck?”’

“Ah do. And don't remove this
particular bauble.”

As he fastened it for her, she noticed .

all sorts of trivial things in the room,
knowing that it was of him alone that
she should have been conscious. Was
it only a quarter past eleven, or had the
clock on the chimney-piece stopped?
Then she heard ‘it tick. There was a
sparkle of fire in the grate, for though
the days were so warm and sunny, it
got chilly in the evening, and she
noticed a little stream of escaping gas
that lit itself and went out again. And
then she felt his lips on her neck where
the pearl clasp came. She gave a
little shudder quite involuntarily.

“A goose on my grave,” she said
laughing. “There’ll be a goose in my
grave some day.” !

SHE found herself next day scheming

~and contriving not to be alone
with him, and despising herself for the
fancied dexterity with which she
managed that either Margaret or the
children should, always be with her.
But' love, proverbially blind, is in
reality extraordinarily clear-sighted in
some respects, and all day he was
quietly, intently observing her. And
when after dinner, she went upstairs
to say goodnight to the children, he
quickly took the opportunity of speak-
ing to Margaret.

“Elinor has something on her mind,"”
he said. “Do you know at all what
it is?”’

_Margaret hesistated. In this fort-
night by the sea, she too had been
obscrv'mg. Once Elinor had said “Oh,
these jolly days: I wish they could go
on for ever,” and other symptoms light
in themselves as straws, all set in the
same direction.

“Elinor has said nothing to  me,”
she answered at length,

“Will you do me a great service
then? Will you try to find out, and
if it concers me—if I can be of any
assistance—Ilet me know?"”’

She met his eye for a moment, and
each understood.

“You know what I mean by ‘f it
concerns me’,"” he added.

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 30)
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Save the Meat.—Beef, mutton orjang
pork not more than once daily. Use eve ;
\frncly vegetables «nd fish At _theffiln,

ncal _se

Get the original — made from carefully
selected southern sweet corn by a strictly
Canadian Company in their up-to-date
plant at London, Ontario. \

Ask for the red, white and green
package—the kind Canadian families have
been buying for over eleven years. Refuse
all substitutes.

ONLY MADE IN CANADA BY

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited.
Head Office and Factory: London, Ont.

|
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MUSIC Taught FREE

In Your Home
By the Oldest and Most Reliable School of
. Music in America—Established 1895
Pul;o.Orc-n,Violin. Mandolin,Guitar, Banjo,etc.

7

Dr. Partin's Face and Hearing PowpEer is
a revelation in face powders. Its special
healing composition will mak
theSkin smooth andclear.

e} 1 — I . I . |

Five shades—white, flesh, —l — T LAST ! Canadian Women livin

mauve, pale lavender and ' o Muaic LiKe Queivklyy A on farms have now a magazine o%

orange. 50% a“‘? 3.1,-019’111 Beginners or advanced phayers. One lesson weekly. their very own. A magazine of help-

box. Free 00}; et, if l"e Illustrations make everything plain, Only expense fulness. entertainment, culture, guidance.

Joy of being Beautiful'. about 2c per day to cover cost of postage and music Send for free sample copy to the—

Mail your order to-day. | used, Write for FREE booklet which explains every~ Conti 1 Publishing Co., Limited
= . thingin full. AMERICAN SCH ontinental Publishing Co., Limite

Dr. Partin, Institutede Beaute = 00L OF MUSIC NT

Room B, 105 Yonge Street, Toronto, Canada, | | Dept.4. Lakeside Bldg., CHICAGO TORONTO CANADA

The All-Around General Cleaner
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-/§‘\ T was on the last night of their stay IN Spite of the
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Teeve TN Oy 5 R . g “: “Someone must know what I am Of BO'(')TZ[) there
43 feeling. I can’t feel it all alone any
Hos longer. 1 like, I admire, and respect has been
. Arthur more than any man I know,

and yet I look forward to our marriage
with dread. What am T to do?"’

“Tell him,” said Ma ;

et o e 55 |l NO INCREASE
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/S that c 4 b
to them. Surely | ot 35 ¥ill mean In the Price
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helped. for some reason
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“Tell him,"” said Margaret again. —

B,
She made a gesture of impatience, " —
“You don’t understand, then,” she
said.

E met them at the London station
on their arrival in town next day,
and as they walked across the platform
to the motor, he had just two words
with Margaret.
“Have you anything to tell me?”’

appeals to her good judgment as a food

product of undoubted punty—-soll((:l ina he asked, looking straight in front. of
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—and with a record for uniform quality i e R

that goes back over half a century. again. Poultry Disinfectant

Margaret, felt no hesitation whatever and rid the walls, nest
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LAST CHANCE
TO PRESERVE,
THIS YEAR

Take full advantage
of the delicious Peaches
and luscious Pears
now on the market —
and preserve their
goodness in Lantic
Sugar, while you have
the opportunity.

Don’t be misled by
such a careless state-
ment as, ‘“Home pre-
serving does not pay.”
Just figure it out for
yourself.

For instance, allow-
ing six ounces of Lantic
Sugar to a jar of peach-
es; adding cost of fruit
and fuel; it amounts to
LESS THAN HALF THE
COST of commercial
canned peaches that
are anywhere nearly as
good as yours.

Even with sugar at 10c a
pound, the necessary syrup
for a big jar of Pears, costs
only “a cent or two”—be-
cause Pears require only a
very thin syrup. Can you
think of a better invest-
ment than this?

Don’t miss the Peaches
and Pears; put up enough
to last all winter.

USE

FOR PRESERVING

The ‘“‘fine” granulation
dissolves at once, giving
you the full sweetening
power of the sugar. The
purity of Lantic Sugar
insures clear, sparkling
syrup.

A Book on Preserving

Another on Cakes and
Candies; a third on Des-
serts; will be sent free for
a Red Ball Trademark cut
from a Lantic Bag or top
panel of a Lantic Carton.
This is the most complete
collection of Recipes for
Sweet Dishes, ever publish-
ed. Send for it to-day.

ATLANTIC SUGAR REFINERIES LTD.,

Power Building, Montreal.

| A DAY OFF—DOING

THE EXHIBITION

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16)

IKE a portion out of some fairy

palaces of the East. But our friends
gave out a cursory glance at these
and hastened on to an inner room
wherein was enshrined a collection of
Canadian etchings, photographs, and
sketches. Here she lingered looking
about her, until her eye was caught by a
small figure of Eve, holding the apple
in her hands and glancing, half affright-
ed, across her shoulder at the spectators.
At once his wife seized ‘“Henry” by
the elbow and conveyed him outside
the room with neatness and despatch.

“I shall lay a complaint with the
Exhibition authorities,” she said thotly.
““The idea of allowing such pictures to
appear on their walls. Corrupting the
minds of innocent people like that!
Why, when my Willie joined a designing
class,” she paused, looking round for an
audience to listen to her tale of woe.
We murmured sympathetically, and
she went sweeping on."* The first thing
they gave him to draw was a female,
going in swimming. Aphrodite, 1
think they called her. I took him away
at once and told them what I thought
of them for putting such objects before
children. The idea!” 7

She was so carried away by her
righteous indignation that she had for-
gotten all about ““Henry,” who had dis-
appeared

Perceiving that he was nowhere to be
seen, she moved hastily off in search of
him, and finding it was growing late,
we adjourned to the Manufacturers
Building, there to join with many
others in making a light tea upon the
samples given away by the wvarious
manufacturers of food stuffs.

CHIEFLY CRACKERS

HERE is a monotony about such

meals. After trying crackers and
Ingersoll cheese, crackers and Maclaren
cheese, crackers and various pickles,
crackers and different jams, several
cereals, a hot biscuit, crackers and
maple butter and a cup of Postum, our
appetite was satiated and we went out
into the grounds again to see what we
could see.

Here we picked up a small child of
our acquaintance who had, so she in-
formed us gleefully, been given ‘‘a
nickel to get in with and a nickel to.
spend.”” The latter she had evidently
invested in an ice cream cone, much of
which was adhering to her features and
was in the act of being removed by
what seemed to us an unnaturally
elongated tongue.

“Aren’t you afraid it will never go
back?"" we enquired anxiously.

She grinned cheerfully. “Oh, no, I
can stretch it ever so much further than
that. I can put it right down to the
bottom of my chin. Look!” The
demonstration looked-so dangerous that
we promptly bribed her with an offer
to take her to any show on the Midway,
if she would only refrain, whereupon she
proceeded to reduce it to its proper
length again and we set forth to find an
attraction, but were halted before long
at the entrance to the Children’s Play-
ground by an imperious “Come in at
once. I’s the gate-opener.”

The ‘‘gate-opener’’ proved to be a
delicious dimpled baby boy of about
three years old, all yellow curls brown
eves and white knickers. Who could
resist such a command? So we passed
the gates which closed behind us with
great promptitude, but their guardian
refused to enter into conversation.

“Go away. I's busy,” he said, with
a do-not-talk-to-the-man-at-the-wheel
air. “Go and swing her,”” which we
promptly proceeded to do while babies
of all ages swung and slid and teetered
all around us.

THE FASCINATING MIDWAY

HEN the fascination of the play-
ground had palled, we set out

once more for the Midway, pausing
only for our small charge to drink from
every bubbling fountain on the way.
Presently we were swallowed up in
the crowd of all ages and sizes that were
passing along that popular thorough-
fare. Here even the person who is
destitute and penniless may be sure of
finding entertainment, for does not each
tent run a small free show at its doors
in order to call attention to the excel-
lence of the performance inside? Are
there not two of the smallest and most.
delightful of ponies outside one show,
for small hands to feed and caress—
ponies that meet all advances by rub-
bing coaxing, velvety noses against
your cheek and can answer all sorts of
abstruse mathematical problems cor-
rectly? (CONCLUDED ON PAGE 32)
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-BY Hallam GuARANTEED

FURS

jL DIRECT FROM
Y MA S RAPPER ro YOU

No matter where you live, you can obtain the lat-
est styles and the highest quality in Fur sets or
garments from Hallam’s by mail. All Hallam gar-
ments are high quality Furs—yet can be obtained
by you direct by mail at'lower prices than else-
where for the same quality—every Hallam gar-
§ ment is guaranteed. B b e e
ecause, in e firs

Why We Can Sell at I;Iace, \\;e buy our’;kins
3 direct from the Trap-

Such Low Prices riect from the Trap.
you for cash, saving you a great share of the middlemen’s
rofits—high etore rent—bad accounts—salesman’s salaries.
hen you are sure of satisfaction when you buy by mail
from Hallam. You see the articles in your own home and
can examine them without interference—if the goods do not
please YOU in any way—you can simply send them back AT
OUR EXPENSE, and we will cheerfully return your money—
Yyou are not out one cent—we are thus compelled to give
extra good value, as we cannot afford to have goods returned.

The articles illustrated in this advertise.
ment are fair samples of Hallam’s great values
and will be sent promptly on receipt of price.

1506—~Driving Coat 1686—~Handsome Manchurlan
of Fine Muskrat, 45 Wolf Set. Newest design, made
inch length, beautifully from fine, jet black silky skins. The
designed. Skins are of largestole is in two skin style, wide E
fine quality ; even, dark across the back and shoulders—
colors, carefully match- trimmed with heads, tails and paws.
ed, and workmanship is Muff is large and comfortable, made
faultless. Lined with ov%r 'softt .downdboda—hlns :ivristdctorf}
and is trimmed with head and tai
heavy guaranteed brown _yineq " with corded silk poplin.
satin—new style collar, Exceptional value, $13.50 per set,
which can be worn as & delivered to you.
high Chin-chin or flat
as in small illustration,
Finished at waist line
with half belt. In sizes
82 to 42 bust. $75.00,
delivered to you.

1508—Muff to match In new melon shape (as illustrated),
or in pillow style, $11.50, delivered to you.

= 1507—Hat to match, silk lined. $7.50, delivered to you.

] ] —

A beautifully {llustrated Fur Style Book—giving advance in-[
lformation on furs and fur fashions and containing 125 illus-
trations of up-to-date Furs and Fur Garments. All these
lmustrntlam are photographs of living people—thus showing[
how the Furs REALLY appear; it shows Furs for every
!membcr of the family.
J Don’t fail to send for this book TO-DAY—it is now reudyl
for mailing and will be sent as requests are received,

HALLAM'’S 1917-18 !
“PFUR STYLE BOOK¥¢*

Don’t forget to send for Hallam’s Style Book toe«
day—it’s FREE—Address, using the number as

O

below,
g ohmallam
mited &
833 Hallam Building TORONTO
The largest in our line In Canada. * - Sl
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YOU HAVE A BEAUTIFUL FACE
BUT YOUR NOSE!

In this day and age attention to your appearance is an absolute
necessity if you expect to make the most out of life. Not only should
you wish to appear as attractive as possible for your own self-satisfac-
tion, wh}ch is alone well worth your efforts, but you will find the world in
general judging you greatly, if not wholly, by your “looks,"” therefore
it pays to “look your best’ at all times. " Permit no one to see you
looking otherwise; it will injure your welfare! Upon the impression
you constantly make rests the failure or success of your life—which is to
be your ultimate destiny? My new Nose-Shaper “TrApos’ (Model
22) corrects now ill-shaped noses without operation quickly, safely and
permanently. Is pleasant and does not interfere with one's daily
occupation, being worn at night.

Write today for free booklet, which tells you how to correct Ill-.Shaped
oses without cost if nol satisfactory.

M. TRILETY, Face Specialist, 852 Ackerman Bldg., Binghamton, N.Y.

HORROCKSES |

Cotton Spinners |

and Manufacturers

with experience and reputation of
over a century and a quarter.
As they have always maintained
the reputation of producing

the very best

you may rely on all goods which
bear their name on the selvedge.

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent,
John E. Ritchie, 591 St. Catherine St., West, Montreal
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lant?

TELL US AND

Win a Motor

Car, Piano, Pony
Bicycle, Phonograph

Range, Watch, Sewing Machine
Etc., Ete., Etc., Etc.

e

What vegetables do these pictures
represent 2

NO MONEY REQUIRED TO
ENTER

OU do not have .to pay a cent, or
buy anything, to enfer this in-
teresting contest, and to qualify

for one of the Big Prizes. All you have
to do is to send in g'onr answers, Then
youwill be promptly told how correctly
you have solved the pictures and
whether you have qualified for an op-
portunity towin the Big Prizes (full list
on request), Also {on will receive post
free a copy of “"RURAI, CANADA for
Women,' the new magazine for women,
and will be asked to show(f'our copy to
some of your rural friends or neigh-
bours, to make them acquainted with
it and interested in it,

The Prizes will be awarded to the duly quali-
fled contestants whose entries have the
greatest number of correct or nearly correct,
names, which are considered by the judges to
be the neatest and best written (proper spel-
lh)‘p. punctuation, ete.

he Competion is open to all persons over 10
years of age~men and women, boys and girls,
All members of a family or household may
compete, but not more than one prigze will be
awarded any family or household,

8o send along your entry, and try for one of
the 50 Big Prizes. YOU may win the $750 car
or the piano. or the pony.

2nd Prize Value $350
The: Contest Editor, RURAL CANADA -

Little Mary did National Service Work this year—
had her own garden, What did she plant in it? The
pictures tell you! Put your wits to work, and make out
the secrets of the pictures! Those who send uscorrect
or near correct, answers qualify for these

BIG PRIZES

1st prize—1918 Chevrolet 'I‘louripg C?rv com-
letely equiped — Electric self-starter,

glcctnyc lights, speedometer. etc,; value 3750

2nd prize—Sweet-toned Ennis Piano; value ,.... $350

8rd prize—ILovable Shetland Ponyand Cart;value $100

4th prize—Gilson Gas Engine (or cash)

5th prize—Famous Clare Bros, High Oven Range(or cash)

Gth prize—Singer Sewing Machine (or cash)

7th prize—Standard Cream Separator,

8th prize—Hoosier Beauty Kitchen Cabinet (or cash)

9th prize—High Grade Bicycle (or cash)

And 41 other desirable prizes, including Waltham Watches,
1900 Washing Machine,
Roger's Silverplate, Cedar
Chest, Phonograph, Sport.
ing Rifle, Gold Brooches
and Signet Rings, Kodak,
ete.. ete. (Cash may be
choson, 1t
preferred],

ST PRIZE
#7750 CHEVROLET
Touring

AKE this interesting Contest your entertainment
for these autumn evenings. ILet all the family
try to solve the pictures. Remember that every

qualifying contestant gets a fine reward, or cash; and

stands a chance to win, in addition, one of the fine Big
Prizes—perhaps the Chevrolet Touring Car. Send your
entry now—get in first!

Big Complete Prize List Sent Free.

Address Solutions to

E CALLHIM

Bl BUTW

What vegetables do these pictures
represent 2

YOU WILL BE PAID A RE-
WARD OR CASH

VERY qualified contestant will re-
ceive surely a valuable reward
or cash, as may be preferred (send

for list) for introducing the new maga-
zine, Rural Canada for Women, to some
of your friends and neighbors. These
rewards, or cash, are in addition to the
Big Prizes which may be won,

So begin right now to solve the puz-
zling pictures, Tell us what Iittle
Mary planted in her garden,

To help you get rightly started. Pic-
ture No.11s Cauliflower{Call-eye-flow-
er); and picture No. 8 is Beets (Bee

Eats. So you see how to study the
zluculxres. an you get them all right?
ry

RULES

Please observe these simple rules;

1. Write on only one side of the paper,

2. Put your answers on one sheet of

aper, with your full name and address
stating Mr. or Mrs. or Miss), in the
upper right-hand corner, Anything
other than this must be written on a
separate sheet. Remember only those
over 10 years may compete,

8. Qualified entries will be judged by
a committee of three outside judges
whose decisions will be >
accepted as final,

4. Contest closes December
27, 1917, immediately after
which date the judges will
award the prizes,

Zrd Prize Value $100

No. 1 Continental Building, Toronto

£CRA"FORSHORT |~

 FRIENDSHIP’S GIFT

- $1.00

IVE your rural woman friend a magazine as a gift of good will. Give her RURAL CANADA for Women—a monthly
magazine fascinatingly interesting, helpful in a hundred ways, adding comfort, encouragement, cul.ture and ease to the
life of women. The price is $1 a year. A small sum to spend on your friend, out of all proportion to the worth of

the gift.

Send remittance and your friend’s address to the publishers; address—

RURAL CANADA, No. 1 Continental Building, Toronto.
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The crowning
touch

—to a beautiful costume, is a

pair of white kid gloves.

But they must be absolutely
As clean always as

clean.
when new.

To send them constantly to
a dry-cleaning shop will soon

est kid.
Do it yourself with a little

wear out even the

Cleaning Fluid/

Use it day or night

—it cannot explode
15c.—25¢.—50c.—$1.00 bottles. At all druggists

CARPUNA

U[&vances with
/softcmng a little when we produce a

Flavor Jt With

Crescent Mapleine

“®he Golden Flavour”

This is the new—the popular flavor,
Already used
No other flavor is as
A few drops
: other flavor-
Don’t let another day pass with-
just
rich.

Staple as lemon or vanilla.
in 1,000,000 homes.
rich—none as economical.
go as far as a teaspoon of
ings.
out knowing its goodness. Use
enough—too much makes foods too
2 oz. bottle, 50c. Send carton to
for Mapleine Cook Book.
MFG. CO., Dept. C.W., 25 Front St.
Toronto, Canada.

and

CRESCENT
East,

4c

A DAY OFF—DOING
THE EXHIBITION

nd is there nota band which plays wild
music while gaily clad ladies dance
and sing, and a small monkey sits on a
post and stretches wistful little paws

to the passers by for gifts of chocolate
and peanuts?

Yet our small friend passes all these
attractions in favour of a ride on the
merry-go-round, whose gaily painted
horses not only revolve rapidly to shrill
music, as do those of the common or
garden merry-go-round, but prance
wildly up and down and demand skilled
horsemanship to control their fiery

spirits.
She gets her ride and goes away
_happy, while we proceed to visit Tiny

im, the smallest and most unamiable
horse in the world. He is an old fre-
quenter of'the Midway, but his temper
does not 1mprove with age. Neither
does his appearance—he looks each year,
more like an. unprepcssessing Mexican
burro than ever, and receives all ad-
a disgusted grunt, only

tlarge red apple, which he chews mourn-
fully into fragments, receiving our pats
meanwhile with a cynical patience = He
;S, not in a conversational mood, so we
l‘cdvc him and go on to visit the electric
ady and the other weird phenomena
that dwell in her tent and whom we
ourselves should find exceedingly un-
pleasant companions., But then the
electric lady’s habit of suddenly giving
forth a shower of blue sparks must
make her also at times difficult to live

with, ‘so we suppose i
pretty even. & T

The beautiful female who lives in the
den of snakes is very kind to us, and
lets us wind her pets round our arms
and neck and points out their beauties
In quite an animated manner. She has
a brother at the war she tells us and
S0 f(}r he has not been touched. ‘‘But
that’s too good to last,” she remarks
pcssnmstlcall.y and answers our cheer-
UL Prognostications with unbelieving
:sn‘lffs, SO we return to the topic of her
pﬁt‘s. No, she never was afraid of
t, em, nor her mother before her. She
%xcsscs it comes natural to like them.
o€ couldn’t see why people hated

them so. Didn't i
ek we th
beauties? ink they were

th{\’s we looked at the rich coloring of
their skins and the symmetry of the
sr{l(;loth slim bodies we quite agreed
IWlltl ‘he‘r, but a glance at the cold,
*lt( ess, inhuman eyes made us under-
:t’h?:nd the general horror of mankind for
: serpent. They are uncanny crea-
ures at best with their sinuous, silent
"‘P_‘}’)Cments and weaving tongues. We
r”s th her good luck and left her
0 her meditations, with one great

k’l:lllk-snake coiled lovingly round her

THE WANING LIGHTS

BY ahls_ time it was growing dark
ove:}x’lcl lights were twinkling out all
: ile grounds. The great fountain
g_clzlame ghostly through the darkness, a
pillar of shifting silver, and the melodi-
gx:ltmk_lmg of the water mingled pleas-
o Y »\futh the sound of voices and chil-
Stgg; ?et hurrying towards the Grand

e or the: evening performance.
Stang We reached our seat the Grand
Sk Wwas already packed to its utmost
ot hr;g Capacity and little squeals of
clox%i er could be heard at the antics of
S nfand acrobat and Japanese juggler.
thundat policeman was greeted with
A ers of applause, and when the
Sixt-en”chou' sang- the’ “‘Songs of the
= 135, . Mmany a voice in the audience
Jclane' In the familiar words. Wild
ArtH]rimg %'e_eted the spirited Musical
tarl ery Drive and the various: mili-
why n}alanoeuvres that followed and
» :tn the last fireworks had died away
5 wa\rs of gold and crimson and green,
it %l adtxred and happy crowd that
orie ered through the breezing night
¢ € great gates and passed out into
roef quiet streets where from every
chg. t_top the cats of the city were
& nting the requiem of another year's
anadian National Exhibition.

In Good Company

grg{lts g_elght was only five feet, but he had a
,l ig heart in his little body, and conse-

quently when the recruiting officer turned him

re than a little upset.

matter about me ‘ight?” he

queried, crossly. ¢
beeiin me!’¥ Lord Roberts, ’e was no

“Oh, I know that,”
oﬂicer,bwith a smile,
remember that :
Marshal!” o
% “Well,” retorted

wot abart it? I don

answered the recruiting
“But then, you must
Roberts was a Field-

’the _ other, indignantly,
t mind joining that lot!”
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THE LATEST
METHOD

of grafting skin over a severe burn
or scald is by the Zam-Buk process.
Zam-Buk contains herbal ingredi-
ents that literally grow mew skin.
How much safer, simpler and
cheaper than the old method, which
was by surgery!

Mrs. George Currie, of 194 Water-
loo Ave., Guelph, Ont., writes: “My
baby sustained a very severe burn,
and although he received medical
attention for eight weeks, he got
very little better. Finally the doc-
tor told me that skin would have to
be grafted.

“ Meantime I had heard of Zam-
Buk and decided to try it first.
This soothing balm soon drew out
the inflammation, and in a short
time I could notice a great improve-
ment. New skin began to form, and
in three weeks’ time the burn was
quite healed over, without having
to resort to surgery.”

Zam-Buk is equally good for cuts
and bruises, as well as for eczema,
old sores, blood-poisoning and piles.
All dealers or Zam-Buk Co., To-
ronto. 50c. box, 3 for $1.25.

am-Bu

HORLICK’S

Malted Milk for the Home

A nourishing food-drink for
All Ages. Anywhere at anytime.

Delicious,sustaining. No cooking.

THIS WASHER
MUST PAY
FOR ITSELF

MAN tried to sell me a horse once. He ssid it
was a fine horse and had nothing the matter with
jt. I wanted a fine horse, but, I didn't know
lnyﬂnn‘ about horses much.
And I didn’t krow the man
very well either.
I told him I wanted to
@y the horse for a month.
He said “"All right, but pay
me first, and I'll give you
your money if the
horse isn't alright.”
Well, I didn't likethat. 1 /]
was lt;l;nid the horse wasn't
alright” and that I might
bave to whistle for my mgn-
ey if I once parted with it.
So I didn’t buy the horse,
although I wanted it badly.
Now this set me thinking.
You see I make Washing
iM-cl%l::;—d:e "1900 Grav- )
ity” er. i 99 i
And I said to myself, lots Our * Gravity » design
of people may think about “':eﬁ"““‘m" e
my Wpuhin; Machine as [ 9% Wellas ease of operation
thought about the horse, “ith quick and dm{ '7‘;
and ‘about the man who %ok Do not featt ”‘
owned it. desachable ub

But I'd never know, because they wouldn’t write and
tell me. You see, I sell my Washing Machines by
:lﬂ- llluv:. ool? o;er half a miui&lm t rly- So,

ought I, it is only fair eno to let e try my
Washing Machines for a mo:&. befonp:lrog' pay for
them, just as I wanted to try the horse.

Now, I know what our "1900 Gravity” Washer will
do. I know it will wash the clothes, without wearing
©r tearing them, in less than half the time they can be
washed by hand or by any other machine.

" L know it will wash a tub full of very dirty clothes
in Six minutes. I know no other machine ever in-
Yyented can do that without wearing the clothes. -Our

1900 Gravity” Washer does the work so easy thata
child can run it almost as well as a strong woman, and
it don’t wear the clothes, fray the edges nor break but-
tons, the way all other machines do.

It just drives soapy water clear through the fibres of
the clothes like a force pump might.

So, said I to myself, I will do with my 1900
Gravity” Washer what I wanted the man to do with the

" borse. Only I won’t wait for &eople to ask me. I'll
N e

offer first, and I'll mke’ood offer every time.
'me send a "1900 Gravity” Washer on a
month’s free trial. I’ll pay the freight out of my own

pocket, and if you don’t waat the machine after you've
vsed it a month,) I'll take it back and pay the
freight, too. Surely that is fair enough, isn't it.

Doesn’t it prove that the "1900 Gravity” Washer
must be all that I say it is ?

And you can pay me out of what it saves for you.
It will save its whole cost n a fow months in wear and
tear on the clothes alone. And then it will save 50 to
75 cents a week over that on washwoman’s wages. 1f
you keep the machine after the month’s trial, I'll 3=t
you pay for it out of what it saves you. Ifit saves ycu'
m a c:aek. send n&eISOc a week till paid for. 13

t » and I'll wait for my mo! unti
the lnnhinem‘unymell eains the balance. e

Drop me a line to-day, and let me send you a book

about the “1900 Gravity” Wash el
ALt Gravity’ er that es clothey

State whether you prefer a washer to by
Hand, Engine Power, Water or Electric H?t:;?”Onr
*'1900 lhght:mvmmgomphte and cannot be fully

Better address me personally: :

F. W. MORRIS, Mgr.,
“1900” Washer Company
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We Nominate as Leading
Woman in Alberta—
Nellie McClung

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10)

ACTI().\', they will be the most potent

influence that thereisin the country
to keep political parties sensitive to pub-
lic opinion, there is a growing feeling in
favor of independence in political
matters which the advent of women who
also possess open minds will greatly
augment.

“The greatest force to-day to impel
politicians to act is the impact of public
opinion, and it is in the formation of
this that women will find the field of
their activity. I hope, I like to think
of women forming their own opinions,
uncontaminated by party hypothesis,
and refusing to swallow a ready-made
policy.

The second question read: “If they
do not identify themselves with the
political parties, how can they take any
part in putting forward parliamentary
candidates, and in determining plat-
forms?””  And Mrs. McClung expressed
herself in reply as follows:

“I am not worried about the absence
of women in the caucus when the candi-
dates are being picked out, for, if all
we hear is true, there are many men
absent too, and the selection is made by
an inside ring, the rank and file of the
party having nothing to do with it. * If
the women will remain independent,
there is not the slightest danger of any
party electing a candidate who will not
be favored by women. All parties will
be thinking of that great body of inde-
pendent voters when they are making
their choice, and will choose accord-

ingly.”

I.\I reply to® question 3, “What do

you consider the best method of or-
ganized study of political problems?”’
Mrs. McClung said:

“Attendance at political meetings,
all kinds, close reading of newspapers,
particularly those of independent
thought. Meetings where special
themes are presented and freely dis-
cussed. We need more light and less
heat in all our political discussion, and
this seems to be a good time to inaugur-
ate a campaign of free-speaking, com-
bined with a large charity which as-
sumes that all men, even politicians, are
honest until they are proven otherwise.
A greater use made of our newspapers
to give information to women along
political lines; I even have a vision of
a good day when the woman’s page’ will
not deal solely with descriptions of
women's dresses and recipes for taking
stains out of table linen, but will aim at
guiding the thoughts of women in
the direction of better citizenship. It
has come already in many places, and
then women are measuring up well to
their responsibilities.”

MRS. McCLUNG'S fearless inde-
pendence has won her way for
her. Through it she has MADE
GOOD. She has been criticized, at
times almost laughed at—by her op-
ponents, but she has never resorted to
the “‘mud-slinging’’ attitude. Some of
her gentlemen (?) opponents took
refuge in this on several occasions. But
Mrs. McClung's belief was always that
one could not “sling mud” without
be-smirching one’s own hands.

Combating the liquor traffic has been
one of her life missions. She has

dealt with the subject with kid
gloves on. She has put the issue fairly,
and squarely to audiences—immense
audiences—of which the biggest per-
centages were men. They went there
curious and left convinced. All through
the West, Nellie McClung fought
“tooth and nail’”’ for prohibition. The
impetus she gave the promotion of the
cause, exten§ed east, and the partial
measure now in force in Ontario, may
be credited, to a great extent, to her
influence.

She had come in contact with the
results of the accursed traffic as no man,
probably no evangelist had. Because
she had had insight into the lives of her
fellow-women w%o had suffered from it.
Because she UNDERSTOOD

NELLIE McCLUNG continues to

understand. Understanding, she
knows how to act. Canada needs
women who know how to act—needs
them at the head of national affairs.

Needs them in the Government.

In every province there is surely a
woman who stands out alone, stands
through the very fact of her prominence,
for all the ideals of womanhood, of
modern feminine efficiency, in that pro-
vince.

In Alberta, we say it is Nellie Mc-
Clung. :

We 'nominate her as the candidate
for that exalted place in the minds of
the people of Canada. The most potent
factor there, in the betterment of

society. oMM
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Keep Your Children Warm
YMet,— :

don’t overburden them with a lot of heavy
clothing,

“Bob Long” Brand of Woollen Teddy Bear
Suits are the ideal outdoor suit for little Tots
—sensible, stylish and warm.

- Sold in all the popular colors, either