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the Allied Cause.

Suppose Your Mother Wandered Away !

ND one day, after many weeks of weary search-

ing, she was found in a public institution? That’s
what happened to Augusta. Then a cold-hearted
official told her that she would not be allowed to take
her mother home unless she (Augusta) were married.
Now, Augusta had been brought up to believe people
married for love, and when Jimmy, a reporter who
boarded with them, suggested that she marry him,
Augusta was in despair, because she did mnot love
Jimmy. Besides, she was a Catholic, and he was not.
But the law said she must be married to secure her
mother’s release. Of course, it did not matter that
Jimmy could barely support himself—law is law, you
know. Now, Augusta loved her mother more than
anything else in the world, and so the law gave
Augusta back her mother, and Life gave her all the
care and support of the poor, mentally deranged mo-
ther and a husband with one lung. And although the
gates of life seemed forever shut to anything but care
and sorrow and anxiety for Augusta, she kept her
vision high above her troubles until Love opened wide
the gates, and Augusta and Jimmy and Donohue set
forth along the happy, out-of-door trail that led them
both to the ‘‘Hills of Desire.”” Start this delightful
serial by Richard Maher in October.

She Was Horrified When—

ELL, when her dearest friend told her she was

plainly growing old. Now, growing old is
largely a matter of health, and sensible folks who
desire to avoid ‘‘the handwriting on the wall’’ will
do well to heed the timely warning contained in the
article on beauty culture, coming in October, and
entitled ‘‘New Exercises for Health and Beauty.’’

Did He Go Away and Forget Her?

TWENTY years he had searched for his ideal wo-
man, and in one hour of his soldier’s leave in
Paris he found her,—only to lose her as suddenly as
he had met her. Did he go away and forget? Well,
he was a Canadian officer, and she was a charming
maid of Paris. In this number of ‘A Paris Ineci-
dent’’ Frederick Hawes proves conclusively that it
was love at first' sight, and to find love and then
lose it—well, the October number will tell whether
or not he went away and forgot her. The

ending is a bit unusual, but very satisfying.
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Wherein We Take The Reader Into Our Confidence
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present under fire, helping, healing, soothing and serving.
even among the gray-green Huns.

Every'wbman’s World for September, 1919 z
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They Nailed Him To A Cross!

HO is he?” was the burning question asked by every soldier. : :
Comes Alone,” for nobody knew who he was or whence he came, this brave and simple soldier of

They called him ‘“ The One Who

With eyes that seemed to look ever beyond, he moved among his comrades, ever

Why Did She Lie To Him ?

‘ AS it the witching spell of a Hawaiian beach

bathed in magic moonlight, or was it an airy
adventure along the highways of romance, that in-
trigued the chivalry of a conventionally correct
young Englishman and caused him to fall blindly in
love with slim, flower-crowned Kealoha, a half-cast
Hawaiian maid? Drifting side by side through a
velvety sea, conversing in halting, pidgin English
of the island, was it strange that romance and reality
should merge into one? Many a lad has laughed

lightly at love and whispered consolingly to himself,
““I’ll never see her again,”’ and Lewis yielded
gaily to his moment of moon-madness, saying like-
wise, ‘‘I’ll never see her again.”” But he did, and
most unexpectedly, too, for when a man finds both
romance and the maid confronting him from a so-
cially-correct tea-party—well, naturally, he—

No one could conceive a more thrilling answer to
such a fascinating tale than Fanny Heaslip Lea in
‘“The Moon of Nanakuli,”’ complete in October.

Mary Pickford to You

A CHARMING message, over her own signature,
is Mary Pickford’s gift to you. With every
copy of ‘‘Little Mary’s’’ latest photo-play, ‘‘Daddy
Long Legs,’’ you may secure the facsimile autograph
of the world’s most famous moving picture artist.
Mary Pickford’s autograph in the moving picture
edition of ‘‘Daddy Long Legs’’ is a possession worth
having. Full particulars are given on page 45, tell-

ing you how you may secure both the book and
autograph,

.

Stop Forgetting

THIS is not a memory advertisement. It is just
a reminder. Everyone knows a good memory is
a valuable possession, but not everyone possesses a
goed memory. Hence the reminder to use the re-

newal coupon below. It is here for your personal use.

Mystery and fame of him spread abroad,
The Imperial Command at Berlin placed a princely ransom on his
head. His capture brought him into the presence of His Satanic Majesty, the Kaiser—and when his
comrades found him—they wrote his revenge in letters of fire and blood.

Who he was and what he was is the startling and amazing narrative of this realistic and vivid story

“The One Who Comes Alone,” by Edith J. Craine. It appears complete in the October issue.

Paris and Return

F it had been meant for the hu-

man race to confine themselves
to the deadly dull and drab of the
old Puritan belief, a wise Nature
would have provided us all with
a permanent fur coat or feathers.
But Nature left us to our own
resources, to fashion our own
clothes. Just as we have archi-
tects to design our homes, so
must we have artists to design our gowns. And ever
and always the eyes of the world turn to Paris, the
super-city of fashion creations. Every woman may
develop the latent charm of her own colours and
lines through the fashion service of Everywoman’s
World, presenting the famous Pictorial Review Fash-
ions. The latest fashion whisper in Paris is the first
to be heard and offered to our readers through the
‘‘Paris and Return’’ fashion service of Every-
woman’s World.

Come Out of the Kitchen

AND spend more time in play-—in just doing the
things you want to do. Don’t spend long, hot
hours over a steaming stove, or worrying over what to
eat three times a day, or won-
dering what on earth you will
serve for unexpected guests,
that will fill the bill and
still be easy to prepare.
Our Food Editor has five
pages monthly that meet
Just such emergencies.
Menus for each meal of
the week, with simple
rules for preparing; a
marketing guide that re-
duces the problem of buying meat to a simple chart;
household economies, labour-saving short cuts, and
almost any household problem will be answered in
advance for you. Come out of the kitchen, and just
make friends with the Household Department of
Everywoman’s World.

That Was The Life!

THAT was the life when great-grandmother put
the family baking for a whole week into the
deep throat of the old-time brick oven. A close-up
of the ultra modern electric kitchen, with all its
labour-saving conveniences, would have convinced
great-grandmother that she was ‘‘seeing things.’’ No
labour strikes troubled the old spinning wheel of
great-grandmother’s day, with its lazy whirr and
hum, and the toil of securing a dozen or so yards of
thread, so easily replaced by the giant spinning
frames that reel off millions of yards in our millsto-day.

That was the life—drawing water from the

old-fashioned well-sweep, carrying it up the

This don’t-miss-it two-part serial is coneclud-
ed with the October issue.

What Good is a Buttonhole
Without a Button ?

LIKEWISE what good is a laid-aside or
cast-off garment without ways and
means for making it serviceable and of use
again?

The efficient make-over department of
Everywoman’s World will always ‘¢ button-
up’’ with your needs and requirements for
making over and changing the style of any

to begin at JBcE

$1.00 selection of books free at once
of books free each month. Send me the following books :

Address....

Secretary of Everywoman’s Book and Music Club,
259 Spadina Avenue, Toronto, Ontario.
Dear Madam:

n
I enclose $2.00. Please send me ﬂ—a—l subscription to Everywoman’s World

renew:

expiration of my present subscription

and to run for one year thereafter.

This elects me a member of Everywoman's Book and Music Club and entitles me to a
and a further opportunity of securing $1.00 worth

old worn path, making a dozen or more trips
a day, little dreaming of pipe lines that
would bring water with a mere turn of the
wrist. Now, young 1920 might not consider
that treading the stately measure of the
minuet could ecompare with tripping the light
and fantastic toe through the mazes of the
latest fox-trot to canned music. Yet that
was the life as it was lived less than 100
years ago.

This vitally interesting topic will be pre-
sented as a Pictorial feature in October,

=

inder the heading, ‘“The Good Old Times
and Now.’’ It is a feature you’ll not want

garment or hat.

See page 55 for this month's List.

Illustrated Catalogue mailed on request.

to miss.
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A VICTORY BOND for every Baby

: I 'HE people of Canada And in addition everyone would
could present every hqv}e1 Hl()fe comfortable shoes
baby born this year with with flexible soles; with water-

¢ proof soles.
a Victory Bond :— 4
You can start now to make your

Out of money now wasted on share in this great T
shoe-soles. shoes. wit) i g- buy
shoes with Neblin Soles, Your
Or they could give every city ShO_C merchant has them In great
child in Canada a two weeks’ variety.
holiday in the country. o
: Neolin Soles—half-go]es and full
Or they could give every man  soles—are nailed Or sewn on all
over sixty a pension of over $100. kinds of shoes by manufacturers
» 3 a1 % 7 -
This vast sum of money Can- repair men, and at home,
adians can save easily—without Nedlin Soles have been a great
sacrihce—indeed with benefit. suce So tl SR
success. 5o they have imitators.
By wearing shoes with Neolin But the methods and materials
Qéslet: that make Neglin Soles superior

are known only to Goodyear
You_can be sure of Neolin Sv]é
quality only when you see t\he
trade mark “‘Neglin” on the

Severe and exact tests have re-
vealed the saving of Neolin Soles
over customary soles.

If every man, woman and child bottom of the sole
in Canada were to wear shoes :
with Neolin Soles, the total sav- The Goodyear Tire & Rubbe
ing would be tremendous. Co. of Canada, Limited r
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"Tween You an

MY OWN PAGE

Whereon I will Discuss with You the Livest Issues of the Day
as They Affect You and Me in Your Home and Mine

:
i

NEEDLESS to say, it is the lead-

Iy

ing one. Go where you will, you
: The All- hear, either from the lips of mis-
tresses—lips drooping, as a rule,
ll'importl:lle!lt with discontent and self-pity, or
§ S P 5 from those of the maid, who seems
gQuestlon to be swiling at something good

she holds in anticipation, the
words—higher wages, shorter
hours, rights and privileges and

A

.......... IR |

so forth.
““There’s no pleasing a domestic' any more,’’
sighs vne. ‘‘I offered mine a raise in wages, by
way of holding her, but she shook her head.
““ “The work isn’t so very heavy I’m sure,’ said
I, and what do you thing she flung back?’’
“‘Dear only knows,’’ sighed her friend. ‘‘Their
impertinence passes everything.’’
‘¢ <It’s not so heavy,’ returned she, ‘as it’s
lasting. All the day long I’ve no time for read-
ing or loafing with my own soul.” 7’
““That girl must be out of her mind,”’ and the
friend’s hands wer: lifted skyward.
“‘No, just spoiled for being any good where she
belongs—in the kitchen—by the foolish teach-
ings of would-be reformers. Depend upen it, ence
a maid joins a club and begins to feel her work
is beneath her, she ceases to be a good servant.””
Then the quiet little woman over by the table
spoke up. ‘‘By the way, the new ‘Association of
Domestic Helpers’ object to the habit the mistress
has of calling her helper a servant. It is a word
not used in any other calling or business. The mer-
chant employs a salesman, the mechanic an as-
sistant, the manufacturer a labourer, the profes-
sional person a clerk, and so on and so forth. Our
home-makers are the only ones who engage ‘ser-
vants.” It is high time the girl in ¢ap and apron
arrived at the determination to raise her status by
raising the standard of her calling—or to try
something else.”’

“THE Colonel’s lady and Judy
O’Grady

§

H

: The Better £ Are sisters under the skin,’’

: The says Kipling. But are they?
Farther and farther away from

each other have travelled mistress
and maid for long enough. There
is not a doubt of it. The new
plans formulated by domestics and
their friends for uplifting house-
work into a seience does not appeal to the average
mistress of a home to-day.
Three classes of employers are ranged against
the promised reforms among home helpers—those
to whose narrow vision change and chaos mean
one and the same thing, who think there can be
no change for the better—that there is no ‘“bet-
ter’’ these days; those too exacting to own even
to themselves that a mere maid has any rights—
even the right to become more eflicient; and those
who refuse to consider ‘‘hired help’’ as anything
but puppets put into the world to do their bidding.
“‘What is the aim of your organization?’’ we
inquired of the head of the ‘‘United Work Wo-
men.’” ‘“Is it a matter of work and wages?’’
‘“It is—and more, much more,”’ came her an-
swer. ‘‘As to the work, we claim utter freedom
from it for certain hours each afternoon; the
evenings to be our own. Not only a living wage,
but the right to live like other people. Our aim
is to make the ‘Home Helpers’ of this country,
a trained, thinking, disciplined army of workers,
winning their way to better and higher household
ethies and to the respect of all, even of those who
at present term the refusal to serve afternoon tea
a mark of utter depravity on the part of the
‘hired girl.” Housework a science, indeed!’’
The better the class of home helpers, the better
the homes; the better the homes, the better the
country. Eventually, then, employer and em-
ployee are bound to meet on a platform of mutual
fair play and respeet, don’t you think?

R

DO you know that as Canadians
we have one very bad fault, or
shall we say habit? When we go
off on a holiday, instead of trying
to get acquainted with our own
country we cross the line. Atlantic
City, Colorade Canon, Pike’s Peak,
these and many more places are
just as beautiful as the advertise-
ments—atid returned Canadians—
portray them. Far be it from us to belittle the
glories of nature, but these places are not a whit
more desirable than the home places we neglect.
Catch our cousin across the way belittling his own
country by preferring (and praising) ours! He
sees his own country first, and if later opportunity
offers, comes over and makes a few comparisons.
He isn’t too mean to pay tribute to Canadian
beauty spots; in truth, he is more appreciative

than many a native-born, but his own country
holds first place, as it should.

I write this plea, protest—call it what you will,
in our own Algonquin Park, under the shadows of
our own forest, already taking on its autumn glory.
You could not surpass it in grandeur no matter
where you journeyed. You could not look on it
without thrilling to the thought that it is part of
your heritage as a Canadian.

The oak has a song, the cedar only a breath,
but the breath earries farther than the song. A
big white moon shines warmly down upon a world
of woods and waters. Someone is singing Dixie
to the strumming of a guitar, the latest of the
Fall bridal couples to arrive supplies the senti-
ment, and the whole lovely scene the romance. It
is that incomparable thing—a silver crested, scent-
ed, perfect September night in Algonquin Park,
OUR Garden of Allah.

““Citizen of ne mean ecity,’’ says Paul. This
means us. Ontario stretching out fair and fertile,
has her beauty shrines innumerable. East and still
farther east to the sea lie provinces as fair and
fertile—almost. West, and still further west, to
the sea stretches a land of promise, the home of
millions yet to be. North, and still further north,
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The Highland Shepherd

O, the little hills of purple heather
And the skies so warm and gray!

0, the shimmer of the sea-mist

In the sea-wind far away!

O, the singing of the waters—
Sweeping down Ben VorChich’s side—
And my white ewes faring foldward
In the hush of eventide!

JEAN BLEWETT.
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where the great Peace River sings its song on
silver sands:

Her hills are singing to the skies—
The wild flowers deck her virgin soil—
So much of nature in her lies

She must be near to nature’s God!

Let us be proud of our own land and love its
beauty spots well enough to seek them. Other
lands are fair, but home things first is a good
motto.

IN reply to many queries from
Canadian women re the right to

What vote in Dominion elections, we
Women quote from a letter just to hand
Can from the Deputy Minister of Jus-
Vote in tice:

Canada ? ‘“The Women’s Suffrage Act is

none the less operative because the
War-Time Elections Act is still in
force. The enumerators’ lists gov-
ern, and women should see to it that their names
are on these lists. The Provineial lists are adopted
as a basis, and the names appearing in these are

- entitled to vote in a Dominion election.’’

All that the woman who desires to cast her
ballot has to do is to see to it that her name is
in the Enumerator’s list in good time and that
she reaches the voting place—also in good time.

Query No. 2.—No, it is not a property vote, nor
is the right to wield it based on educational fit-
ness. Canadian women possess the right to vote
under the conditions that they are British sub-
jects, twenty-one years of age and upwards, with
the usual restriction as to period of residence in
the eountry, and provided that they are not dis-
qualified by nationality, race or blood. -

No. 3.—Under the Women’s Suffrage Act, the
wife of an alien is denied the right to vote.

‘“ONE trouble with young mar-
ried women is that they think too

Undue Pre- - much about the little stranger due
parations to arrive in the near future.’” Thus
for e the country cousin breaks in upon

” the sentimental lady’s discourse

concerning pre-natal influence, par-
enthood, and other perfectly good
but  worked-to-death subjects.
‘“Yes,”” she goes on, in answer to
a deprecating murmer from the half-dozen of us
who have been listening with all our ears to the
sentimental lady, ‘‘and they talk too much. Lord
love their poor husbands, T say. Unfeeling?—Not
a bit of it—just human. The most loving young
man in the world must get mortally sick of hear-
ing nothing but ‘‘baby.’” I haven’t a doubt he’d
be happy to have his wife take spells of talking

along that line in a proud and gladsome sort of
way if only she’d ever talk anything else at
other times.

‘“You know that little bungalow back of us—
the nest the groom built last year for his bride?
The stork will be calling there after a while, and
the fact seems to be worrying them a lot. In
fact, Lelia has about forgotten how to laugh; says

her mind is always on her coming duties. She
thinks baby, dreams baby, and heighho! talks

baby. 1’m not sighing for myself, but for that
nice little, troubled woman and her nice big, mis-
erable man. She won’t go anywhere, on account
of the baby that’s expected, and he can’t for
the same reason. She was reading aloud to him
from a book bound in white when I dropped in
last evening. He was doing fairly well as a
listener, only the shouts of the neighbourhood base-
ball team gathered for practice in our meadow kept
him as uneasy as a young hound that hears his
brother’s ‘give tongue’ on the hunt. ‘Advice to
Young Mothers’ was printed in gold on the cover
of the book. He wasn’t a young mother, and
consequently didn’t need the advice, so I told
him to skip off to the game—and skip he did,
while Lelia and I had a good talk.”’

C“WHAT . did you tell her?’’ we
asked in a body. ‘‘What rules did

Bring you set forth?’’

Sensible ‘““Not a blessed rule. ‘Lelia,’
- says I, ‘there are some of the fat-

?eth gans test, sweetest thimble-berries ripe

o Bear

in our pasture. Bring along your
five-quart pail and we’ll go pick

them.’ ‘T don’t know as I’m able,’

she returns, ‘I’ve not been extra
well of late.’’

‘“And won’t be until you act yourself, so ¢come
along,”” I urged. ‘‘It isn’t fair to Hubby to be
moping around, afraid. to act natural, afraid
you're going to die, afraid if you do some other
woman will take your place, afraid—’’

‘“ ‘Oh! Who told you what’s in my mind?’ she
eried.’’

“‘Bless you, I don’t need to be told,”” said I.
““I’ve been through it myself. Listen. You don’t
want your man to be sick of his life, do you? No;
then get hold of a few other subjects besides
symptoms, anticipations, and all the rest of it.
He’s of the male persuasion, and being a father
isn’t the same as being a mother. But it’s as far
as he can go. Between paternity and maternity
there’s a heap more difference than between the
letter ‘p” and the letter ‘m’ used in spelling them.
Pater doesn’t want a continuation of eugenics,
Holt’s advice to mothers, or wife’s doleful ditty.
He wants a happy and normal atmosphere, a
happy, normal mate, a happy, normal—?’

‘1 believe you,” she cries, reaching for the
five-quart pail and her sun hat, ‘and it’s what my
man is going to get, though’—with a sigh—it
seems hardly fair to the little stranger who—’

‘‘The woman who wants to have a lovely baby,
a happy, contented, healthy baby, an up-and-com-
ing-forward baby, must herself be that kind of an
individual before the boy of the house or daddy’s
daughter arrives on the scene.’’ 1 resumed.

Lelia’s face got all aglow—not even when she
came home a bride did she appear quite so worth
while. Her lips moved. I believe she was saying
a little prayer. Then off she started for the pas-
ture lot singing omne of her old gay songs—or
rather the very core of love and lavghter set forth
in free verse, without stops or metre, to an old air.

Up from the meadow came the shouts of the
players, the katydids called for rain, the wind sang
through the millet—the world seemed a good
place in which to live.

SOME day, someone is going to
write a little book for use in the
Canadian schools of this eountry. It will
Textbooks : contain things interesting and in-
fori L structive to our boys and girls.
Canadian Most of the feats recorded in the
Schools books at present in circulation are
of the United States. Not that we
mind our children realizing the
cleverness of our neighbours when
it really is theirs, but we grow a trifle weary ot
having them lay claim to more than is their due.

This text book will contain in bri £ form the
history of things calculated to create pride of
country and faith in our countrymen.

A New York publication, in giving one of Bliss
Carman’s spring songs, calls the author “‘our sum-
mertime bard.”” He is not their summertime, win-

tertime, or any other time bard. He is a Canadian’

product. 8o is Charles D. Roberts, Arthur
Stringer, George Pattullo, and other clever story-
writers on the Saturday Evening Post are ours,
too. Let our young people learn these facts, not
for the purpose of boasting, but because knowledge
is power,

3
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AND KENDALL arrived in Paris, and
alighted from a crowded train in the
Gare d’Orleans. He climbed the stairs
from the train shed to the station pro-
per, and stood a moment to study the
crowd, milling everywhere like ants,
surging about like waves, bubbling and
effervescing like water at the foot of some cascade.

There were young girls in chic costumes and smart
hats, smiling as women smile when life is bright and
promising; old people who trudged along with satis-
fied, deep, set expressions on their faces, as though
age and weakness and dull, ordinary existence were
something mnot to be argued or discussed, but pas-
sively endured; and now and then an officer or sol-
dier flashed by in blue or khaki, French, American or
British, highly at ease with realities, and quite aware
of the honour, the dignity of the cloth, singularly
free, too, from that solemn expression, so character-
istic of those who formerly partook of the party or
banquet, with their mind’s eye set constantly on the
distant but inevitable panorama of war.

It was a peaceful-looking crowd, not so much in
regard to individual appearances or concerted ac-
tivity as in its atmosphere of relief and repose, and
satisfaction that the worst was over; quite different
from the crowd that had met Kendall’s gaze when he
came to Paris on his first furlough nearly four years
ago.

gA taxicab rolled up to the curve. Kendall mum-
bled his destination and got into the machine. Over
the Pont Royale, past the Comedie Francaise, and it
slipped through a labyrinth of streets, across squares
and finally whirled up in front of the porte-cochere
of the Hotel Francaise.

He registered, passed through a lobby filled with
various elements of society, consisting of representa-
tives from every country merged into a lingering
group stopping in Paris on sundry different missions.

His room was neatly furnished and comfortable.
As he looked more closely at its various de-
tails of furnishing, its cream-coated walls, its
old mahogany furniture, a candlestick or two
on the deserted mantel, and the old-fashioned
fireplace a vague inkling of a similar apart-
ment trickled into his consciousness. On his
first trip to Paris he had stopped at the Hotel
Francaise. Gradually it dawned upon him that
he was occupying the same room he had ten-
anted on a former occasion. And standing
in the corner was the little table he had
played cards on with Henri Gantier, a
young French officer who was sharing his /»
quarters. And there, too, he had writ- Z
ten his first letter in French to a young
lady, without the aid of a dic¢tionary
or book of idioms.

He opened the windows and stepped
out on the balcony. Before him Paris
stretched beneath the moonlit skies.
A narrow street or two, dark
masses of buildings, and the
shadowy blotches of chim-
ney-pots entered his
vision. And scattered
here and there his gaze
caught traces of monu-
mental pieces of architee-
ture. Cowering under the
moon, with its shadows
and bizarre light effects,
Paris appeals strongly to the imagination.
And who would. not people its historie
scenes of history, romance and intrigue,
with the old actors—villains and heroes—conjured up
by fancy, who played the greater part of their des-
perate roles in this city of mystery! Kendall was
thinking of the past in a dull mood of melancholy.
But there was something, or at least someone else
in his thoughts besides Paris.

How his life had grown since he last stood there
and viewed the city! And the growth was of depth,
and beauty and strength—mnot of years! Kendall
was young four years ago, and now he is wise and
grave and old. Old—but his head of dark hair shows
not a sign of gray! His eyes—ah, that’s another
matter. s

He possessed light blue eyes, with every trace of
having looked on long hours of anguish and sorrow.
How many people have looked into those eyes and
dreamed of that remote stare that seemed to be

R
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always looking backwards over the barren, shell-torn
ground of the past. _

Kendall went into war with the first Canadian
contingent. His first hours in the trenches were spent
in the neighbourhood of Armentaires. Right from
the start he had a passion for doing brave stunts—
reckless displays of bravado, some of them, but men
looked on and wondered and admired. They learned
to love him, and said so in terms that left no doubt
about how they felt. ‘‘Kendalll—We’d go to hell
for him!’’

And then came Ypres. There is a wood not far
from the town of St. Julien in that mneighbourhood,
and many a hot scrap took place there in the course
of the great battle. Kendall fought well in that hole
—s0 well that they made him a captain for it later.
Festubert and Gavenchy, and then the Royal Flying
Corps, that was Kendall’s record of service. In the
last he won a V.C. and several other decorations.
Men have been heard to say that he hung over his
old regiment as an air scout whenever the opportunity
offered to get trace of them. Many a German at-
tack he broke with his rattling machine gun fire.
The men would look up from the trenches and watch
the flash of his machine in the sunlight. Admiration
welled in their hearts, pressing thought into speech.
““Good old scout!’’ they would mutter; ‘‘Good old
scout!’’

For a long time he stood on the balcony there,
and the light of the moon fell on his face, and showed
it up, youthful yet lined, and set coldly white like a
death mask, and brought out vaguely the worried,
troubled look in his eyes, such as shows in the eyes
of men who are looking for the last time on a
favourite scene of pleasure. Only much more sor-
rowful was the look in Kendall’s eyes, and ever so
much deeper.

Many women had admired Rand Kendall at Lon-
don and Paris. None of them could resist his gal-
lantry when he chose to be gallant. But that was
on rare occasions, for he seldom trifled with women'’s
hearts. However, his manner of dealing with women

Splendidly he made love
to Fay—after the grand
romantic manner.

was decidedly a deferential one, and quite a few of
them mistook a developed masculine etiquette for a
display of interest, and accepted with delight his
polite graces as more familiar attentions.
Handsome men are always dangerous, even when
they don’t possess a record of glorious achievement,

but when bravery and gallantry on blood-sodden
fields of death a-e added to a splendid presence and a
pleasing personality t’ e effect in a drawing-room is
indescribable, and women wonder and grow dissatis-
fied with themselves, compliment lavishly and lionize
prettily after their own fashion, and then go away
quietly and try to forget.

In London there were Peggy Wade, the young act-
ress, who wrote him letters and sent comfort boxes
and packages of all kinds; Rene DeVere, daughter of

a high Government official; Jean Andree, a debonair
little secretary, and Dorothy Burton, a little artist’s
model, who was herself studying art, and who sent
him numerous letters, sketches and delightfully pen-
cilled drawings.

‘“You will soon forget,’” he told them, ‘‘ with your
ephemeral loves.”” And he would laugh and say that
love such as theirs was a disease—usual with gay but-
terflies that die after a summer of gladness, moths
that fall in love with the light of candles, and strange
little wildflowers that bloom during an hour of sun-
shine and then wither in the shadows. And then he
would laughingly chide them for taking an interest
in himself. Unable to solve the brilliant mystery of
his emotions, they would linger a while, and then
gradually go away.

To the women he met in Paris, such as Andree
Dusquet, Charlotte Betheau, and a host of others, he
was somewhat more frank and outspoken.

“‘I don’t intend to marry,’”’ he said.
met any of you that I like.’’

‘‘But maybe—’’

‘‘No. I am sorry. Never!’’

And they too, went away, some of them smiling and
loving with the same light-hearted fancy, this dash-
ing Canadian, hoping that at some future date he
might relent. And others did not smile. Theirs was
the love that lies slightly beneath the surface. Yet
most of them in time found solace in other things,
and Randall became merely a memory—a delicious
bit of retrospection, and his words and his acts were
like the phantoms of a dream that had passed away.

‘‘I haven’t

OT so with Fay Bercou! Like Bayard and the

knights of old, he had come from battle gal-
lant, romantie, stalwart, brave and handsome, and
she happened into his life. Out of the trenches Ran-
dall had come and accidentally chanced upon her.
Splendidly he made love to Fay by a reed-grown
moat and in the shadow of ancient trees—after the
grand, romantic manner.

Days of sunshine and love in the little thatched
village, with its square-towered church and shining
river, its hedges and fields and parks, where their
hearts nestled together, and an exquisite, vague un-
reality wove itself over their very existence, and
everything was forgotten except their own sweet
selves.

When his furlough was ended, came the parting.

Her dim, regular little face nestled against his
breast; her hair a light colour, like straw-coloured
early autumn grass, streamed over her shoulders un-
bound, eyes like the light green of shallow seas—Fay
was beautiful, enthrallingly beautiful, and innocently
unconscious of the immense effect she created.

There might have been a trace of how Randall
felt if the expression of his face had been closely
studied. At a glance no emotion was apparent.

And Fay, knowing how generous she had given of
her love, looked up into his face, and in her eyes was
the light of a whole-souled woman—giving, sympa-
thetic and just. Randall kissed her once, and happy
in her own way—a quiet, undemonstrative manner—
she smiled, and her lids dropped slowly on the watery
pools her eyes became.

Even on the stage, actor and actress are thrilled
whgn the touching moment of a big love
> scene is reached. It is the cllaac: of the au-
E dience’s desire. And how pas-
sionately it is played out!
Out on the shadow-dappled

roadway, with the old trees

whispering overhead, there
were mno spectators. But
surely the birds must have
sung the merrier, and the
flowers by the roadway must
have bloomed brighter for
witnessing the emotions that
i swept over Randall. Fay had
suddenly taken on, in his
mind’s eye, a wonderful as- *
pect. She was something to
be admired, loved, adored,
nay, cherished, and he felt
towards her as he had never
felt towards a woman before.
He kissed her, and when their
lips met there wasg a half-
smothered whisper:—
‘‘Dear heart! Dear heart!’’
Standing ¢ the balecony,
dreaming his listless dreams,
he was thinking ox a ruined village, a steel-battered
moat, where the reeds had grown, now covered with
clay, and gaunt spectres of gnarled and broken trees
where the leafy old trees had been.

Peace had come! But to some hearts it meant
little of calm and repose. For there are things that
the heart and the mind can never forget. Rand
Kendall had visited the village. True to his promise,
he had come back. But the soul of the village was
gone, and the sunshine beat in upon the ruins of
the things that were! No birds sang, no flowers
bloomed, and the fields were scathed and torn, with
wild poppies revelling among the ruins, sweeping
over the fields in a glorious effulgence of colour
that served as a background for the white-gray
crosses—and the memories of (Continued on page 44)
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The Woman Who Wrecked the World

The Tragic Romance of Sophie Chotek---She Dreamed of a
| Throne and Unleashed the War of 1914-18

By H. De WISSEN

Ty i

__/—\
EERING at history, one sees through the
red mists of war the faces of women—
delicate faces framed in castle win-
dows, or heavier featured maids in pea-
sant skirts warming old taverns with
coarser beauty. A smile or a slight, an
ambition or a whim, whispered searing
words from some cozened charmer, and then, rum-
bling as summer thunder, the great ecatastrophe—
war. Charming women, their dainty hands havg ever
unleashed the passions of combat, from Helen of Troy
down through time to the Little Lady of Bohemia.
Was not Venus enamored of Mars?

The French, they know these things to be true,
they are very old and they are very wise, so they
say: ‘‘Cherchez la femme.’”” From the English there
came to us the thought, ‘‘The Woman in the Case.”’
But in the sterner lands of Central Europe such things
eould not be; for there men ruled and women were
but ‘‘hausfrauen.’’ So they thought. . . . .

But the hand that rocks a cradle can also rock a
throne. And through the assassin’s smoke of Sara-
jevo, on that awful summer day five years ago when
first leapt the flames of war, one discerns the face of
a dainty, petite, high-cheeked woman with rounded
chin and fragile nose, intangibly attractive, yet not
unlike many of the women of Bohemia. She pos-
sessed wondrous eyes, demure, yet deep, vague, yet
welling with ambition, a vast ambition, that. was to
bring her and the man she loved to Sarajevo—to
their doom—and the world to war.

You have mnever heard of the Little Lady of Bo-
kemia, Sophie Chotek? . . .

She, an obscure little countess of Bohemia, daugh-
ter of an impoverished household, a mere lady-in-
waiting at the court of Vienna, won the heart of
Franz Ferdinand, heir to the Austrian throne. And,
in her persuasive way, she awakened in him a desire
to do justice to those dragooned people of Hapsburg
domaing, conspicuous among them the Czechs of Bo-
hemia, the land she loved. 8o did the oppressors at
Vienna come to fear the ascension of her husband
to the throne. Eo came it that they struck him
down, and she with him. So from that assassination
war burst over Europe.

* * * *

OT far from the Imperial Palace in Vienna can

be seen a distant house that erests green ter-
races and shows through the trees in a shimmer of
white. It stands solitary, aloof; its back to the
pretty countryside, its face to the dawn—and to the
Emperor. In that white house lived Isabella, Arch-
duchess of Austria, favoured of Franz Joseph, the
solemn mentor of his court. It was an austere house,
one in which a royal chaperone should dwell.

In the train of the great Isabella was an ambitious
woman, small and prettily made. Her face was round
and delicately coloured; her eyes, large and blue,
could be at times as innocent as a baby’s—a gift she
did not despise. But it was her hair that had at-
tracted the majestic Isabella, and made others glance
more than passingly at the obscure little lady-in-
waiting. Blue-black, she wore it coiled and braided,
an aureole of swarthy bands, a tiara of sable, glossy,
abundant and fragrant. The ambitious little woman
was Sophie Chotek.

Not strikingly beautiful, but possessing that mag-
netism so superior to mere regularity of features, she
was admired regretfully by visitors to the white
house of Isabella. In Vienna the law of caste was
then the highest law in the land, and the dainty
Sophie had not been bred to the purple. Impover-
ished and of low title, merely a Bohemian countess,
her réle in the establishment of Isabella was only a
little more elevated than that of a servant. Men
called her the ‘‘Little Lady of Bohemia,’”’ and
sought to make love to her, always to the vast in-
dignation of the royal chaperone, Isabella. Nor would
Sophie have any of them. There was another.

One morning, a slim figure of a girl, dressed all
in white, her abundant hair uncoiled and tumbling
about her shoulders. She opened one of the tall win-
dows that faced the garden and after
cautiously glancing about waved a tiny
handkerchief. Excitedly it fluttered in
her hand until, in answer, there came
through the trees a voice she knew, soft-

€ . 2 T has never been the privilege of s
ened in song. He sang a Viennese love I piece of art more striking, :lore b‘;%ti?:ln ";’

" which Mr. T. V. McCartiy has LS UnCtive than the Halaous, 2

song as he came down the path, a thou-
sand patches of gold running over him
as he walked—the sunshine draining
through the trees. A thousand happy
voices stirred about him—the voice of
the Little Lady of Bohemia in greeting.

The man was Franz Ferdinand, whom
the world then expected would some day
be Emperor and King of Austria-Hun-
gary. He believed that the little Sophie

—THE EDITORY,
would some day sit at his side in the throne room From her home of i

of Vienna. Fate wrote it otherwise. They would
love and be wed? Yes. They would rule? fo. For
there were men and women in high places in Vienna,
Budapest and Berlin who plotted. :
Toward noon on the day that Franz Ferdinand
had clandestinely met the Little Lady of Bobgm}a
below her window, the mighty Isabella took the air in

subject, ““The M:
:ocfrin;‘l'mA gman'ls “g:rld. The
oy aris Incident,” by Frederick
L ey inbgﬁs issue and whic ey ordon
< cover doubly interesting, and we mention it that our read
while conclusion to a good story, additi readers may expect -
of one of the most gripping inidents in the top2ecd by Mr. McCarthy s il worth.
cover. Don't by any chance miss the issue. A c

her garden. As she proceeded majestically along
the walk something metallic erunched agaimst her
slipper. It was a gold chain and locket. She picked
it up, and, recognizing it instantly, fingered it
thoughtfully.

‘“Yes,”” she mused, ‘‘it belongs to Franz Ferdin-
and. What could he have been doing here—in my
garden?’’

Isabella frowned, the way a chaperone should. Her
suspicions were aroused; the regarded the locket that
hung from the chain. Tsabella was but an Arech-
duchess, but she possessed feminine curiosity which

~

4
To An Old Oak

(Removed from Swmith’s Lawn, Windsor Great Park,
to meke way for an Aeroplane landing place.)

A sturdy British Oak, with gnarled trunk

And knotted limbs, I saw thee ; and anon

1 glanced thy way and like a galleon sunk

There was no sign to show where thou hadst gone.
For mortals who have run th’ allotted span

There is some sign erected, thus to say:

‘‘Here lieth such and such an worthy man,

"'Who, in his prime of life was called away;"”

But thou, whoee birth was e’en before the time

Of Human memory, twice, yea! thrice removed,
Art felled by axemen, charging thee no crime
Except that staunch and sturdy thou hast proved.
Somg: wond’rous bird alights where thou hast stood,
A winged monster, roaring in its might,

Whose pilot thought on thee as so much wood—
Al:l obstacle to modern means of flight.

Didst thou not from the tiny Acorn's shell,

A green and slender shoot put forth to Heaven ?
That God might see thy birth and say:—'Tis welll
"’.l‘o thee, brave Oak, will life and strength be given."
Didst thou not grow apace with passing years

That foiled the schemes of Statesmen and of Kings ?
Hast thou not stood a Sentinel that hears

And learns the great futility of things?

Canst thou forget the first sweet mating birds

That made thy branches tranquil home of love ?
Or,’ wilt tl}ou c'er dismiss the tender words

Th impassioned swain spoke whilst thou sighed above?
e o ...l.lethmks 'tis most unjust that thou shouldst fall
A victim to th’ exigencies of Strife,

Apd yet, the Patriot gives at Britain's call,

Like thee, his World'’s inheritance, his life !

HECTOR MACKNIGHT,
21st August C.F.C., Sunningdale, Berks.

\ )

knews no rank. She snapped the locket and
regarded the image she saw there with startled eyes.
Gathering up her skirts quite gingerly, she proceeded
back to the house.

A few moments, and Sophie Chotek ceased to he
lady-in-waiting to the Imperial chaperone. Nor was
she allowed time to pack her belongings; for in the
eyes of Isabella she had committed grievous sing—
risen out of her class, blinded the heir to the Austrian
throne, and made of Isabella’s very proper abode a
trivial trysting place for ladies-in-waiting. Weren ek
there enough actresses in Vienna making trouble for
the Hapsburgs without a little countess inereasing
the holy Emperor’s worries? Pandora ’s box contained
harmless mysteries compared to what the locket*held
——it was Sophie Chotek’s picture that had smiled out

~ at the enraged Isabella.

Franz Ferdinand went into a royal ra,

heard that the Countess Sophie ha)(’i beel% ediv;rl:x?slsel:ie
but he was powerless. He knew that she eame from
an old but obscure Bohemian family, the
Chotek, Chotkowa and Wognin. They owned a little
debt-.ridden castle in'Bohemia, and there Count
Sophie took refuge from the wrath of Tsabella te;n
imperial chaperone. Five years passed, Sophié r(:

mained in seclusion in Bohemia, and
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one day to the Bohemian
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Marie Annunciata, Abhess of ther,ﬁ;?:drAr chduchess
her mother, the Archduchesg Marie Ty, aschin, apq
Ferdinand had taken them into hig confidence, T,

- He

You }vill want to fram;nttl:? i

to be married, and had pledged them to secrecy. They
were the only witnesses of the ceremeny, and they
kept their pledge. Franz Ferdinand was called back
to his duties in Viemna and Sophie remained at the
Castle of Konopischt, a lonely place in the Bohemian
forests where the old Emperor never visited. Her
oldest child, Sophie, was born to her there; and still
the Emperor never knew. Years passed, So’phie lived
in the castle, and Franz Ferdinand remarked more
treguently that he was going uwp to Bohemin for a
rest.

It was during these days;that she remained in se-
clusion at Konopischt that the Little Lady of Bo-
hemia played at being Queen, poising an imaginary
royal train, faneying the weight of a crown on her
pretty brow. She tramsported her future to the
palace at Vienna. To her life hecame a nursery play-
room, her ambitions toys. She. played with fancied
policies. She realized that when her marriage be-
came kn_own a storm would break, but she was eon-
fidyentt'il of the i(})lve 0}1; her husban,@. ‘I will renounce
m rone rather than sanction,a di i
marriage,’’ he had told her(.:tlon = iy e
; Dﬁnr}lng thosse days when sh
n Bohemia, Sophie reflecteq that the Austrian la
:\Lould.not allow one of her rank to ascend thvz
thmlll'e’ nor could children born of her union be in

€ line of succession, Another woman might have

surrend, i i
inev‘;?al?{:d’ but Sophie determined to change the

e was alone in the castle

castle of the Chotek,
done the Bohemia.ns.s
merically a power,

she had heargd of the wrongs
She knew that they were nu-
Once Bohemia wasg placed upon
ooting in the empire as Hungary
i : ught
tf) :ﬁz :ﬁ;l;ﬁ induce Franz Ferdinand, whse?leht:oc%gmﬂ
and, in the ety 1.'¢ the 0ld kingdom of Bohemis,
Cro:’itia-Slavsm'lth’ tv form a ‘“Triune’’ kingdom of
tremel onia-Dalmatia, thig would make him ex-

Y Dbopular with the lavigh elements in thv

:x;::;a;gh{}.l It would strengthen her position, and
oy toill:ml;:xr, Whom she wag determined to put
i]usband o8 love, .sh ;evi' tthat’ sy
ice t : eat to h e sl

© o grant these little People the pol?tizz.lisadzrfagce-
She knew ¢hat in Vienna
1 0 a . lable horse,
will stang unhitched, ean

hi + married hj
1im  the Instrument fop er amll){:éi;nn:TelyAtécg\?zg
looking into the future,

‘the crazy-qui ° death of the old Emperor,
thrown int}:) qt‘lllllt Empire’’ woulq be orm apart and
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the castle of Ko;z%‘i’:‘i:fsfluropean powers. And in

m'i‘i' € dreamed and bided her
2 €re came a g
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Ferdi e unh nz
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was he awg ::S%many" many months; indeed so long
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Something hg earned of their love? What if
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ened I;y the ‘;’;ouligetters, the thoughts in them soft-
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the palace of ;181 aby girl; then to his offeial home,
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s oldyFron his foreign mission, and 80
; of 2z Joseph that he named him
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eanwhile, Sorh: ; ;
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the o ollemian village nearby had heard
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I8 Wives upop him_::l 5 “‘the old Emperor is fore-

He wanted
of trouble, happily,

i Would have gome straight to
Ferding, dn the aged ear of the Emperor
was his wife, the o g 28 already married and she
children haq e ¢ Mother of phjg children—for ether
But Sophie hag f‘:“‘n}g‘gghgg the eastle at Konopiwhti
: (Continued on page 52
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41 Say to Canadian Girls: ‘Have Patience’---And to
Our Returned Men: ‘Pull Up Your Socks'”

Says ARTHUR BEVERELY BAXTER

Author of “The Blcwer of Bubbles,” Eitc.

“A Rather Inelegant Phrase, That---‘Pull Up Your Socks.” But Every Soldier Knows What It Means!?"

INCE my return, a few days ago, from
England, it has been brought to my at-

S tention in a dozen different ways that
all is not well between the boys from
Overseas and the girls at home. Com-

plaints are made on both sides, and in

many cases genuine unhappiness exists.

Nothing would be more foolish than to pose as a
Solomon in Wisdom, or to assume that ¢ mere bache-
lor could hope to possess the complete remedy for the
situation, but in all sincerity and with the interests
of both the English and Canadian girl at heart, I
am going to offer some observations which may bring
a little light to bear on the ‘‘contre temps’’ which
is taking place.

When our chaps first went over to England they
used an expression which was most offensive, though
somewhat amusing, to the English. They spoke of
Canada as ‘“God’s Country.’”” The Australians com-
mitted the same ungracious blunder, and when the
Americans arrived they also brought the phrase in
their kit bags.

It was not that our chaps wanted to brag particu-
larly, but when they were plunged into an old world
civilization with its class distinctions, apparently
obsolete methods and lack of bigness generally, they
became nationally self-conscious for the first time.
They pictured the great sweep of their own country
with its rolling prairies, its minarets of snow, its chain
of lakes and mountains. For the first time
they felt that Canada was not only a nation, but was
the very embodiment of freedom and progress.

The English were very patient and listened to our
eriticisms of their little Island with its comic opera
climate, its badly shod women and its lack of central
heating with a good humour that must have strained
politeness many times.

If the war had ended suddenly our men would
have come back convinced that everything Canadian,
including its girls, was without a parallel.

So much for the first men who went over.

When the war developed into a ding dong battle
of years, our men began to settle down to the situa-
tion and, the unpleasant novelty of war wearing off,
they commenced to feel the pangs of loneliness and
to yearn for feminine ecompanionship.

It is difficult to exaggerate the great sense of lone-
liness felt by our men after a short time in England.

I have seen Canadian soldiers in camp at Crowbor-
ough walk down to the village at night and gaze at
the lighted windows of houses, just getting what little
pleasure they could from picturing the homely scenes
inside.

Now at this point, it is necessary to turn to the
English girl.

Those who have studied England know that prob-
ably no girl in the World had less liberty before the
war than the English one. She was ruled by con-
vention and lived under the rules of a Society more
completely masculine than any other in existence—
with the possible exception of the Turk,

War Was Emancipation

‘O her the war meant suffering, but also emanci-
pation. The country called for women workers
and by the tens of thousands, English girls left their
homes and in munition works, driving ambulances,
driving motor eycles, as Waacs (Army Auxiliary),
as Wrens (Navy Auxiliary), on motor ’buses, in
banks—the list is endless—they threw off the re-
straint of ordinary convention and pluckily did their
bit. With most of them it was a sincere desire to
help the Nation; and I never lost my sense of pity
and admiration for the slim girls handling trunks
and other baggage in railway stations.

But there were many, and some from the finest
homes, who took little flats in London with only one
idea, to have a rattling good time with no questions
asked.

Officers and men from the Dominions were waited
on in their clubs and rest houses by volunteer
waitresses. Introductions were .not necessary and
were not looked for. It was a pretty slow Canadian
who could not find a jolly good pal if he went to
London.

It would be absurd to read nothing but evil in all
this; it would be equally foolish to assume there was
no evil at all.

From France, from the lonely training camps, our
boys streamed to the great metropolis and they heard
the sound of women’s voices in their own language.
Many charming friendships were made, culminating
in marriages which should prove most suceessful. In
other parts of the British Isles, Canadians were
meeting girls and forming splendid friendships. In

many cases, thoughtful hostesses gave dances and our
men met young ladies in the same manner as they
would at home.

I confess to being an optimist about the Anglo-
Canadian marriages. 1 have seen many of these
young brides leaving for embarkation to take wup
their homes in the Dominion, and in the majority
of cases—the large majority—they are girls that
Canada can be proud to welcome.

In the sacred spirit of hospitality let us remember
that they have thrown in their lot with us, that they
are strangers in a strange land, and let our welecome
to the English bride be not only cordial, but sincere.

“Pull Up Your Socks!”

BUT the trouble existing is not caused by the

Canadians who have married, but by those who
have come back, bachelors, and claim that the Cana-
dian girls are cold, unresponsive, not ‘‘sports’’ and,
in fact, are too much the daughters of ‘‘Our Lady
of the Snows.”’

If I may be permitted a vulgarism, I would say to
these soldiers, as one of them:

‘“Gentlemen—pull up your socks.’’

Every soldier knows what that means. When a
chap has an imaginary grievance; when he thinks
Bolshevism a good thing; when he tries to ride a
horse with a tight rein over a jump. . . .. It is
the habit of his fellow soldiers to urge him to ele-
vate his socks.

The freedom of intercourse which existed between
the sexes in Paris and London during the war was
a mixture of good and evil. On the hail-fellow-well-
met basis, nothing much was demanded of the soldier.
If he gave the girl a good time, not necessarily an
expensive one, she did not look for the same standard
of etiquette and courtesy as in ordinary times. Not
that our chaps were not fundamentally courteous,
but it resulted in the ignoring of many of the
niceties.

For instance, I knew some Canadian Officers, sta-
tioned in London, who used to attend some charming
dances in Chelsea, the Artist Quarter of London. The
girls arrived by themselves and as far as these
officers were concerned they were allowed, at two or
three in the morning, to go home without an escort.

(Continued on page 42)

Strange Wedding Rites and Customs in Other Lands

4 WEDDING party in the Kamerun in Africa.
The maids of honour and the children attendants
are all dressed in their Sunday best.

] N Persia on the morning of the wedding of any member
of any high official’s family, a breakfast is served for
the poor of the community. A priest aitends and prayers
are said for the future happiness of the bride and groom.

The bride and groom

A CHINESE bridal party.
are members of high class families.

T'HE gorgeous costumes worn by a Bulgarian bridal

couple. The bride, you will note, appears quite
chastened and the groom a trifle apprehensive. They
may be happy though—who knows ?

A GYPSY wedding in Hungary. All are dressed
in their most gorgeous costumes for the festive oc-
casion, but sitting for a picture has a saddening effect.

[N the South Sea Islands. The prospective groom’s

servants bring gifts to the prospective bride's father.

The lasger the gifts the better the prospects of the suitor
to claim his bride.
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ELIZABETH SUE

First of a Series of One-Act Plays

HEN the curtain rises, Elizabeth is seen
in her studio. She is an artist, pos-
r sessed of that artistic temperament
which soars above cobwebs and dust,
yet her painting garb—an all-over
smock-like apron, which was once a
glorious blue, but now has daubs of
many-coloured paints upon it—shows unmistakable
signs of having once seen service as a duster, so
we must not judge her too harshly. Chaos reigns
supreme in her person and her studio. Her curly,
dark hair stands on end, except where it ‘‘wisps’’
behind; even her carpet slippers are floppy and
faded; tortoise-shell spectacles are almost on the end
of her nose—that could do with the application of a
powder puff—so, to see more plainly, she tilts her
chin in the air as she works. Canvases are reversed
against the walls; the floor is bare; to the left is a
small, square platform, on which is a vacant chair;
on the right is an easel supporting a large canvas
on which she is working.

Elizabeth is doing a little work on the trousers
of the gentleman whose portrait is half-finished. We
know that Elizabeth is enjoying herself vastly, for
she is talking at the portrait, and the portrait, na-
turally, can’t talk back. She is talking in a very
emphatic manner; Elizabeth is nothing if not em-
phatic. We feel relieved that the original of the
picture is mot present to hear her; we don’t hurt
people’s feelings ourselves, and we don’t like to see
it done.)

ELIZABETH: No, my friend—n-n-n-n- NO! Trou-
sers were never meant to be immortalized! But, for
the matter of that, neither was your funny face!
The conceit of men! Now, no woman with such gen-
erous ears, high cheek-bones, and a tendency to bald-
ness would ever sit for a portrait! O, you funny
old dear! Never mind, though, your mouth is as nice
as they make ’em,nothing manly and savage and bru-
tal about it, like the mouths of most males, and your
eyes are like the beautiful orbs of a faithful old
hound—faithful—huh!

(There is something pathetieally bitter in Kliza-
beth’s ‘“huh!’’) G

But you’re a faithful pal, Friend-Alee, even if,
in the matter of—

(We feel that Elizabeth is on the point of letting
cats out of bags, so we are rather annoyed that she
is interrupted by a knock at the door, which is at
the back of the studio, facing the audience. She
goes to the door, and returns well laden with a dress
box, a hat box, and a shoe box. She drops them all
on the floor beside the easel, and whistles a tune
that is no tune at all, as she retrieves the shoe box,
undoes the knotted string with her teeth, and takes
out a pair of bronze boots of fashionable slenderness.
She ignores the portrait for the moment and talks
to herself this time— a bad habit, acquired through
living alone. We realize the kuthos of this, with-
hold our eriticism, and sympat eticalli contemplate
her as she eyes the boots with a chuckle.)

ELIZABETH: The darlings!  Stylish—but not
gaudy! And such heels! Shades of the sandalled
Greeks! Such heels! Those ought to catch his eye—
bless ’em!

(She again addresses the portrait of Alec.)

Oh, T know you’re thinking I’ll never squeeze into
’em—but there is much virtue in a shoe-horn, my
friend. 3

(She pauses, irresolute, looking from the portrait
to the boots, and back again.)

I hate to waste precious daylight, but—I must try
’em on, the ducks!

(She kicks off a carpet slipper, which lands—any-
where—and, with much effort, squeezes into one of
the boots. She chatters away to herself.)

You know, Elizabeth, you used to have rather nice,
neat Trilbies, once upon a time. You’re a wicked
woman to spread your toes in carpet slippers. A gen-
sible female, a womanly woman, never looks the
monstrosities in the face until she takes to warming
them before the fire for the worthy lord of her
hearth and home. Oh, dear, why did the Good Lord
create me a mad genius when he might go easily
have made a soft, satisfied, restful creature, with g
passion for high heels, silk stockings, peek-a-hoo
waists, and—babies?

There—that looks nice!

(She sits on the platform and elevates her two
incongruous feet, the slippered omne looking half ag
big again as the neatly-booted foot.)

Well, if the rest of the fine feathers make as great a
difference, I certainly ought to be ravishing enough
to DO THE TRICK. (She smiles at the portrait.)

What do you think, my dear?

(Anothex" knock on the door upstage. For some
reason, Elizabeth is momentarily petrified; then

" she starts unlacing that bronze boot ag if h’er life
gepended upon having the carpet slipper upon
;lt:r )accustomed foot before another human sees

ELIZABETH: Don’t come in!

NEVILLE (Outside.
on]yL}nZe“,&gjli%abeth.

E ETH (Eestatically): Heaven b i
you lamb child! Just g }r,tzinute and ey%;alil:g;
come in. I’m—uh—dressing. :

NEVILLE (more cheerfully yet): Oh, rats! Honey,
you know you sleep in your elothes!

Io o]iJ{L%tZABETH (Ruefully, to herself): I know they

NEVILLE (Still on the wrong side of the door):
Can I come in now?

Entered at Ottawa in accordance with the Copyright Act.

) Who is it?
Quite cheerfully): Tt’g

~) By CATHARINE ROBERTSON (Raggs) G

ELIZABETH (Shrieking): NO!

(She hops wildly about on one foot, looking for
the carpet slipper; finds it; puts it on; gathers up
her parcels; rushes out of the studio by a door at
the left, calling to Neville as she does 80.)

ELIZABETH: Now you may come in.

(8o Neville comes in. He is a good sort, young,
athletic, tall; what the vulgar would term “a
looker.”” His age? Well, he’s voted once, perhaps.

Catharine Robertson, auth f ““Pat,
Another’’ in the Ma o::n:uc an‘:i .!h’:.‘ oy
accompanying play in this.

He looks altogether too merry for a lad who hasn’t
a living r.elutno_n; bpt then he and Elizabeth take a
great satisfaction in their adopted relationship of
""3t fnnd ne];]hew. fHe feels that she ‘“belongs,’’
and few nephews feel that wa i
nu?ts, I’ve been told.) P L
Elizabeth having made the aforesaid hurri i
Naville is surprised to find the stlldil:) elrlr:‘;;;(.i) Kl
N}yVlLLE' (Declaiming): ¢¢Gone! And I always
loved that girl so welll’’ (Then, becoming prosaie):
yiféighe Dickens are you? )
D} ETH (appearing i
buzl(]les): Haea 1 a{r{. g at the door minus her
Elizabeth beams upon Neville as her ca i
; t slip-
pers carry her to him. She puts her hamd?eons lllli)s
:gpulflers ]q;lt(} looks him in the eyes. We feel that
18 18 a little ceremony that has b i
performed, when she sgeaks.) ST e
How goes it, Boy?
NEVILLE (with an obv
serene,
(But Elizabeth ign’t satisfied
]]’:%IIEIVZABE"I‘H: How goes it, B)oy7
e expeIcIth:]Ti Honestly, Auntie—all serene—as can
ELIZABETH: Yes, Nev?

(Neville breaks away, strides to the portrai
v ; -~ > ait and
faces it with arms folded as he speakspagain, jl::!t
th%%1$¥g£(¥‘1 o%a choke in his voice.)
4t -0, Auntie!—Auntie—d
love the old duck? e el
% ELIZABETH: Thinks she
00—
NEVILLE: Don’t be blasphemous, Auntie!
BLIZABETH: You lambl—My mistake!—But, on

t’other hand, it a roaches blasph ;5 11 Al
an ‘“old ducl'(”—yzls)? e S =

ious carelessness): Oh, all

does—the silly little

%
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NEVILLE: Does he love her?

ELIZABETH (pugnaciously): Not a particle!

NEVILLE (in-an irritated tone of voice): Then
why—in the name of common sense— .

ELIZABETH (pityingly): Oh, the poor innocent
thinks that he loves her with a romantic devotion!

NEVILLE: That’s like a lot of people—don’t

know the difference between being
imagining that they are.

ELIZABETH: Yes, and some of us persuade our-
selves that it’s all imagination, when it’s the real
thing. Funny—isn’t it?

NEVILLE: Is their engagement announced yet?

ELIZABETH: Only to me. I thought that you
ought to know—might be interested—huh!—so 1
dropped you that line to tell you the joyous news.

(Buf from the quality of Elizabeth’s voice when
she says ‘‘joyous,’’ you know that she really means
““tragically idiotic.’”)

NEVILLE (conversationally): I always thought
he was still soft on you, Auntie.

ELIZABETH (hypocritically): What an idea!
Such a thought hasn’t entered his head, or mine,
for the past nine years.

NEVILLE (rather diffidently, for him): You were
engaged to Alee, then?

ELIZABETH: Like a silly young fool!—I mnotice
you don’t say that’s blasphemy ?

NEVILLE: Ha!—Why did you break it off, Eliza-
beth?

ELIZABETH: Didn’t care enough to give up Paris
—my work—artistic atmosphere—Bohemianism all
such pifie—and SETTLE DOWN! That phrase has
done more to wreck young lives than any other in
the English language. - What human being with youth
and all life to live, wants to “‘SETTLE DOWN?’’

NEVILLE: And he’s never spoken since, Dear?

ELIZABETH (quietly): I told him, in good set
terms, what a small footling thing he was offering
e, In comparison with my art, with my future, with
fame—bright, golden fame.

(She indicates the cheerless, untidy studio in a
comprehensive, weary gesture that somehow bespeaks
all the desolation of heart, of which it is a symbol.)

No, Nev, ole son, he hasn’t spoken since!

(She smiles a crooked, pathetic little smile that
has much of humility in it.)

NEVILLE (reflecting her mood and speaking with
a sad enthusiasm): And to think that, now, he’s in
love with his own ward—a mere kid—all of fifteen
years his junior—the most beautiful, exquisite, al-
luring little darling girl that ever—

ELIZABETH (dryly): Yes; tastes change; don’t
they, Nev?

NEVILLE (all contrition): Darlin’ ’dopted Auntie

etsy—you know I didn’t mean that.

ELIZABETH: But what beastly luck that the dear
old reprobate should fall in love with your best girl!

NEVILLE (emphatically): Confound him!

ELIZABETH (sotto voce): Confound her!

(When Elizabeth finds herself growing emotional,
she invariably and sternly curbs those emotions of
hers, and, as we all know, the only way to do this
thing is to think hard, instead of feeling. So she
sets her wits to work.) .

Now, listen to me, Neville. We’ve got to face
this situation and see what can be done. For your
sake, I’'m willing to go to any lengths to shatter
their dream of wedded bliss—for it’s only a dream,
from which they would awaken with an awful Jjolt
when they were once married—for your sake—

NEVILLE: O Elizabeth, you don’t” think it’s too
late, then?

ELIZABETH (with a cheerfulness that is perhaps
a bit too obvious to be convineing): Of course not,
you silly boy! This thing just simply isn’t going to
happen—that’s all—I—your adopted maiden aunt—do
hereby declare that I just naturally won’t have it!
I—I—TI will not have two young lives laid waste—
two young hearts broken when they are just—as it
were—learning to beat—I WILL NOT—

NEVILLE (only his sense of humour saving him
from tears of self-pity): Why, Auntie—you’re elo-
quent—positively eloquent!

ELIZABETH (with a more sincere emotion than
that inspiring her previous speech): And I’ll be
switched if Alec’s going to make a fool of himself
at his time of life! He’ll marry her over my dead
body—my—my quivering corpsei The idea! ALEC!
—And that blonde, blue-eyed little pin-head! There—
I’ve said it—and I mean it! Be jabers!!!

NEVILLE (bewildered): Why, Honey, you sound
as if you were positively jealou— ;

ELIZABETH (indignantly): I’m not—I deny it!
—But—

(There is a knock at the door up-stage.)

Jimminy Christmas! There’s one of them now, and
I’ve promised them tea, and there isn’t a smitch of

cream in the house.

NEVILLE: Give ’em lemon—

ELIZABETH: No, Alec—I mean Kitty—prefers
cream. Run out to the grocery store, like a dear
lamb — back way — this door—half - a - pint—and
take these two bottles.

(She thrusts upon him two small empty cream
bottles, which she retrieves from a small table
littered with papers and prints and sketches.)

They allow you five cents on each bottle. You’ll
find my purse somewhere in the kitchenette,

(She puts his hat on his head at a rakish
angle.)

I like your new hat, Nev.

NEVILLE (beaming): It IS a sporty lid.

ELIZABETH: But you shouldn’t buy a new hat

in love and

. Just because you’re in love; the girl may not like

it, and you’ll have to wear it out, anyway. Now
rush—you can make it in five minutes,

NEVILLE: Do I carry the bottles through the
street, clasped to my maniy (Continued on page 32)
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HE is a very old lady, and her smile is
“« set and tired, yet in it I found both
S warmth and welcome—yes, and a stir-
ring recollection, like the awakeningtof
a dim remembrance of something once
familiar but gradually forgotten during
the passing of many years. And I stood
a long time in silent contemplation of the Sphinx,
trying to understand the message she had for me,
coming as I have at last to the land of my fondest
dreams; coming, not as a stranger among unknown
people and untrodden ways, but as a world-wide
traveller returned home after many, many years.’’
HIS is the first entry in the diary of a nurse
with whom I was associated for several months
in Egypt, and the book came into my possession in
almost as unaccountable a manner as that in which

the writer of it went out of my life.

I was the matron of our hospital, which was sta-
tioned at Cairo. I don’t know that the War Office
really looked for much fighting in that section, but
troops were sent out to Egypt, it will be remembered,
during the time that Germany’s policy was to keep
the Allies on tenderhooks, and England was obliged
to maintain a considerable fleet at the mouth of the
Dardanelles, as well as to strengthen her forces in
India and Egypt. Of course, hospital units accom-
panied the troops.

None of us thought we would be busy. We used
to joke about the overcrowding of the Continent, and
tell one another that if Cairo became unpleasantly
full of tourists, we would move on to the more
exclusive and mountainous regions of Abyssinia.
But before long there was
little time for ordinary con-
versation, much less joking.
‘With batches of wounded
coming in and a discourag-
ing number of fever patients
among our own staff, we
found ourselves toward the
middle of the winter obliged
to send out calls for relief.

Days passed and no help
came. Meanwhile, the wards
grew more crowded, and the
staff less able to care for the
men. Almost every night the
name of a nurse or a doctor
was added to our list of pa-
tients, until I found myself
alone one morning, save for
the questionable assistance
of a couple of native order-
lies. The climax came when
Colonel Mowberly brought
me word that a boat-load of
‘“cases’’ were on their way,
and that we would have to
make room for them.

I stared at him, helplessly.

‘“We ask for relief, and
they send us patients!’’ I
muttered. Then aloud: ‘It
isn’t simply because handling
the wards under present con-
ditions is a problem, but
there isn’t room for the men.
«+ .. It doesn’t seem fair to
them . . . no attention. . . .
I am willing, but human!’’

The rows of cots were
moving in a erazy quadrille
as I looked from my old
friend to them, and my knees
felt unsteady, limp.

‘‘There’ll be some nurses
with them,’’” cheered the
Colonel. ““You shall have as
many as can be spared. Swal-
low hard, Sister, and take a
fresh hold! No matter who
else fails, you must stick b
us!’’ He turned at the door
to call back: ‘‘Mind, T am
depending upon you to hang
on until. the finish. When-
ever I can, I will come in
and help you.’’

I shrugged and looked
down the long rows of beds,
each with its vietim of Kul-
tur and Kaiserism. There
wasn’t room for another
man. The heat was wither-
ing; not the sort of sun-heat
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A Modern Tale Of Ancient Significance---As Enthralling As It Is Weird
By MIADGE MACBETH

that sends the thermometgr up in an honest en-
deavour to dry the mercury, but the torrid atmo-
sphere that comes from .fevered bodies too closely
packed together, from boiling water and saturated
dressings; heavy, fétid heat, unrelieved by a breath
of freshness or purity; heat that throbbed with
sighs and moans and gibberish, often shouted in high-
pitched voices.

Wisps of steam hung about the ward and obsecured
my vision as I moved with leaden feet from bed to
bed, and something inside -me seemed to threaten
that if another fellow shrank and quivered under
the touch of my hands I would shriek aloud and
beat my head against the floor.

DON’T know when she entered the room, but I

was somehow conscious of her presence, even be-
fore the sound of murmured voices came to me. One
was low and indescribably sweet. 1 distrusted the
evidence of my own senses. ‘‘People hear angels
singing just before they die,”’ was the thought that
ran through my heavy head. ¢‘It is likely the fever
coming on.’’

My last dressing finished, I turned, and was amaz-
ed to see a girl kneeling beside Jim Donaldson, our
youngest and our worst patient. She was crooning
to him and trying to quiet his delirious ravings.
‘“Your hands are cool,”” he muttered, ‘‘cool and
sweet—like dog-wood blossoms. Lay them on my
cheek . . . on my lips! A drop of dew, if you please,
and a glimpse of green! The accursed glare of the
sun hurts my eyes, and drives sharp arrows through

Daring to raise my eyes [ recognized the personality whose presence I have only felt all this while.

my head. . . There is a fragrance about you. , . .,
You are very fair, just like an English primrose,’’
he babbled happily. ‘‘I love you, Primrose. Are
you Primrose?’’

He clutched at her face and held it between his
burning hands, repeating the question with all shades
of anxiety and pleading in his voice.

‘‘Yes, yes,”’ she murmured, ‘‘I am Primrose.’’

He began to sob. ‘‘I believe you are teasing me.
Will you swear that you are Primrose?’’

““Of course,’’” she smiled, her face very close to
his. ‘“And I will come to you often. , ., ., I will sit
beside you while you sleep. . . . Close your eyes.’’
She trailed her fingers across them. ‘‘Close your
eyes and think of the cool, green lawns and the close-
clipped hedges, and the shady lanes. Think of prim-
roses ., . ,’’

His muttering ceased, and he fell asleep.

The chap in the next cot held out a wound-shrivel-
led hand, and the girl, after a look at young Don-
aldson, slipped noiselessly across the floor to him.,

“‘I say, is your name really Primrose?’’ he whis-
pered.

‘“Oh, no,”’ she replied, brightly.
Dryad Dixon.”’

If T were to tell you that she was tiny of form
and feature, with a pale, serious face, framed in
shimmering yellow hair, with great staring eyes that
never seemed to see you, even though they looked
directly into yours, you will have no idea of the girl
who, quite oblivious to me, knelt on the floor and
stroked that boy’s close-cropped head.

I watched her with a sort
of dull fury. I had been pro-
mised help, and this inefli-
cient atom had been sent! T
felt keen resentment, too, at
her apparent contempt for
military etiquette. Why had
she not reported properly and
asked for her assignment?
And then her casual treat-
ment of the truth—this both
shocked and angered me,
Strictly reared in the Estab-
lished Church, not even the
ravings of a delirious patient
could have induced me to
tell a lie, and to this day
¢ Cross-my-heart-and-hope-I-
may-die’’ is as binding as
any oath. Above all, I was
fretted by her method of
dealing with the men. It wag
irregular, queer; it made me
vaguely uneasy.

Weeks ,went by before I
would acknowledge even to
myself that Dryad Dixon
helped me. What she really
did, God knows—I mean cf
the things nurses are sup-
posed to do. She just sat
still in an uncanny way and
thought them done, and the
necessity for doing them
passed!

For example, all the rest
of us bathed the fever
patients frequently to reduce
their temperatures. She did
not. She merely sat beside
them and patted their pil-
lows and smoothed their
heads and talked to them
about cool things, and when
I went around with my ther-
mometer, they were hardly
more than normal! She did
not make the men quiver and
flinch in changing their dres-
sings, for she seldom changed
any. Not only did I think
her untrustworthy for such
work, but there never seem-
ed to be the necessity for
changing them when she was
on hand. When I went
through the ward, and she
was there, I felt as though I
were stirring it up. I was
conscious of seeming to
bustle with a fearful aec-
tivity. My voice sounded

(Continued on page 48)

My name is



Everywoman’s World for September, 1919

¢ EVERYWOM

HOUSEHOLD
Food and Hews

ANS

DEPARTMENT .

eheeping Efficiency

WY

I | S | W -

O | | S | S 3

RESH fish! Fresh fish!
to-day!’’

F So cries the itinerant fish monger,
as he pushes his hand-cart, with its
bed of ice and piles of scaly mer-
chandise up and down the Streets
of many a town. And he may never

meet a single serious challenge of his sweeping
statement, though he sell halibut, cod or flounder
from the Atlantic coast, and frozen salmon that
has travelled from the Pacific, with equal as-
surances and guaranties. Of

course, it is altogether pos-

sible that his wares

are all he claims

All caught

The Haddock
wears a black
lateral line.

for them in the matter of perfect freshness, for
they are speeded on their way in refrigerator ears,
and when properly merchandised, pass from re-
ceiver to consumer with the least possible delay.
She is a wise buyer, however, who knows just how
much ‘‘fisherman’s license’’ to allow the ‘‘all
caught to-day’’ slogan, and who also knows the
varieties obtainable just when they are at their
best, and the prices they should fairly eommand.
It is easy to fall into ‘‘fish rub’’—fish may al-
most mean ‘‘whitefish’’ or ‘“halibut steaks’’ or
‘“ciscoes’’ in each of three households, so little
is the great variety of fishes considered and ap-
preciated.

September gives us a wide choice, including
fishes of vastly different flavours and prices, to
suit all tastes and all purses. Add to this the
breadth of choice, the many ways in which each
may be prepared, and the scope is truly tremen-

dous. There need be no such
thing as becoming ‘‘tired of
fish.”’

The average locality will find
the following fishes obtainable
in the early fall:

Fresh lake fish: Trout, pike,
perch, eels, whitefish, pickerel,
catfish, herring.

Fresh sea fish: Halibut, sal-
mon, herrings, hake, flounders,
haddock and pollack.

Smoked fish: Finnan haddie,
kippers, bloaters, haddie fillets and cigcoes. g

Of these, the cheaper varieties, averaging be-
low 25¢ a pound in most places include herrings,
pollack, hake, cod, flounders and whitefish. Trout
is usually a step up; halibut is higher priced; and
sea-salmon ranks as a delicacy among the fishes,
and is, for the most part, priced accordingly. These
larger fishes are cut in steaks, or in chosen-sized
pieces for boiling or baking.

The selection of fresh fish is very important,
and a fair knowledge of the outward and visible
signs of the desirable fish may be easily and
quickly attained. The flesh should be firm to the
point of rigidity—never soft and flabby.

If the gills are red, and the eyes bright and
protruding, the evidence is in favour of freshness.
Beware of the fish with a dull and sunken eye!

The scales merit a little examination. If they are
searce, it is quite in order to suspect that the fish is
stale, or that it has been damaged and the scales
knocked off, in
which case it
will not keep.
In flat-fish, look
for a smooth,
moist skin that
adheres tiﬁht]y
to the flesh,
and is without
blisters.

When salmon,
cod, and most
of the other large fish are eut, the flesh should
show a bronze tint. It is preferable to buy from
a fish that is not the largest® of its kind. Size
usually means age and toughmess, with a conse-
quent coarsening of the tissues and a falling off
in flavour. In buying a fish steak, or a boiling
piece, therefore, a thick piece from a small fish
is preferable to a thin ecut from a large ome.

Perch, Whitefish
and Herring.

Fat and Lean Fishes

“Y CANNOT eat fish—it’s too rich for me,’’ is

not an unusual statement, although it might
readily be thought absurd by those who translate
fish into terms of the easily digested, white-fleshed
hake, cod, and so

fish, such as whiting haddoek,
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We buy but a piece of the kingly Sea-salmon.
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Our Marketers’ Guic

forth. In these varieties, most of the fat is con-
fined to the liver, leaving the flesh lean and light,
and consequently most suitable for invalids or
people with weak digestions.

Inquiry will usually show that the fish that is
considered rich is one of the fatter varieties, such
as herring, sprats, piechards, eels and mackerel.
These species have more or less white flesh, but
considerable fat in the tissues. Unless for deli-
cate persons, with whom they may disagree, these
are very popular varieties, however, because they
are so well flavoured, more nourishing and there-
fore more satisfying than lighter varieties, and
in most cases, cheaper. Herring is often called
the most nourishing, best flavoured and cheapest
of all the fish foods.

Some of the red-fleshed” fish are almost as nutri-
tious as butcher’s meat. Salmon, so valued for
this and other reasons, could not be eaten as often
as either meat or the less strong fish.

The nutritive value of fish, compared to that
or meat, is much lower—the explanation of the
‘‘unsatisfied”’ feeling some people complain of
after eating a fish dinner. This may be largely
corrected by serving the right things with fish.
If a lean fish is used, let it be accompanied by a
rich sauce, or with strips of fat bacon. For active
persons, who feel that fish does not last, that they
are hungry too soon after eating it, beans as an
accompanying vegetable will make the matter
right. Beans are rich in protein, and with the

fish will quite equal the protein value of a meat
either in the sauce served with
or in another course, will

dinner. Cheese,
the fish or vegetables,

han he receives. The Trout is

do the same, and fat and ‘“filling”’ merit will
both be found in a suet pudding or a fruit or
a good pie.

he economy of using any but the very expen-
sive fish, in place of meat, is an established fact
but one cannot call the difference between the’
cost of a pound of meat and a pound of fish clear

saving, It is necessary first to estimate the waste -

part carefully, and to remember
portion of fish is, pound for
than that of meat, and will do less
and repairing of worn tissues,

The Flounder
is readily re-
cognizable,

The average waste in figh—head fins, scales
inedible skin and bones, averages 40 p’er cent,
(leaving out, of course, fillets, ready prepared,
boned and shredded codfish, fish pastes; etc.), while
the average waste o meat is about 25 per cent.
This shows that to get equal value for the edible
portion (Ieavmg out the difference in food value)
Iii:al; tmusi: be bought for about one-fifth less than

eat.

But because of the lower food value of fish
(more of it must be eaten, or more of something
that accompanies it), it has been found that to
get really equal value, one should buy fish for
one-third less per pound than one pays for meat.
fl‘,hns, if the average cost of your meat per pound
is 30 cents, you should not pay more than 20

The Eel deserves more appreciation
a general favorite.

B

I

e The Fishes We Buy

in September

cents a pound for fish, t y
——— » to get equal value for

Taking all thig into consideration,
most housekeepers will

cellent fish has been procurable at 12 cents a

where, oh where, has there
at 18 cents?

Preparation of Fish

HERE is no great difficult i
: ¢ v difficulty about preparing
T fish for cooking if it is done in the simple

Cod is usually
preferred salted.

right way,
fish, except that it is first thawed in ¢old water.
The strong odour of fish will quickly affect
other foods if it ig kept uncovered near them in
ice-box or pantry. Be sure, therefore, that it is
tightly covered.
To scale fish: Hold by the tail, keeping the fish
under water, and scale from you, with a duil
nife (an old silver table knife is suitable, and
will never cut the skin), ;
To clean fish: With a sharp knife, make a clean
cut from anis to the point between the gills. Cut
only flesh deep, so as to avoid piercing the gall

Frozen fish is treated just like fresh

sack.
.To remove fins: The kitchen scissors will do
this, or a sharp knife,

Head and tail may be cut off with sharp knife,
or, if fish is to be served whole,
they may be left on.

Wash fish quickly, and wipe
dry with a ecloth, Too much
washing will destroy the fla-
vour,

To skin a fish: With a very
sharp knife cut off g strip of
skin the entire length of the
b.ack‘ Loosen the skin on either
side, following it very closely
with the knife,

To bone fish: Clean and skin
; the fish. Beginning at the tail,
run a knife under the flesh close to the back-
bone, first on one side, then on the otLer.

To_ keep fish: For future use, fish may be potted,
or pxck‘led or salted and hung up. If fresh fish
18 required for use next day, fry it, and it may
later be re-heated in boiling fat, or made into fish
cakes or stew. Codfish or haddock may be kept
a day or two in cool weather if washed and rub-
bed with a little salt. The flavour of fresh-water
fish is sometimes improved by soaking in strong
salt and water after it has been cleaned.

. The common methods of cooking fish are, bak-
ing, broiling, steaming, boiling, deep-frying aud
sautéing.

_Baking: A three to four-pound fish is a good
size for baking. Scale, clean, ete., and stuff fish
Wwith a dressing made with 1 cup bread crumbs,
Season with salt, pepper and a tablespoonful of
chopped parsley, a tablespoonful of melted butter
and 1 egg to moisten it; if too dry, add a little
milk or water.

When fish is
stuffed to shape
sew or tie it
and place in
pan with plenty
of dripping or
fat, to keep it
well basted. If
there is a ten-
dency to stick
or burn, place a greased paper in bottom of pan
first. Sprinkle the fish with a little flour and put
into hot oven, reducing heat when it begins to
cook. Baste frequently, and if it browns too fast
cover with a greased paper. Allow 15 minutes to
the pound for baking. Serve with parsley or egg
sauce, and garnish with parsley and lemon. J

Broiling: Clean, wash and wipe quite dry with
a soft cloth. If whole, skin and bone theden, RV
steaks about 1 inch thick. Seasollll with s:liq:g;}
pepper, and flour each piece. o 4
gridiron, which has first been heated andy rubbed
with a piece of suet or other fat, to prevent the
fish from sticking. Broil over a clear fire—smoke
will spoil the flavour— (Continved on page 40)

Catfish, Pick-
». €rel and Hake.
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Different Pastries mad Their Uses

But greatest of all is the way in which the
materials are put together, and the low tempera-
ture at which they are kept until ready for the
oven.

Shortenings have come into great prominence
in late years, and where pastry was formerly made
with butter, butter and lard, mixed half and half,
suet or.drippings, for the plain pastes and pud-
dings, we have to-day a wide choice. Butter is

80 expensive that we turn gratefully to oleomar-
garine, the vegetable shortenings, and the cooking
Individual

oils, that offer us such wide variety.

baking powder is used it should be sifted with
the flour.

The mixing of paste is most important, and al-
though the rules are few and simple, they must
be followed if good results are to be obtained.

1. Materials must be cold—the shortening and
liquid very cold.

2. Care must be taken not to heat them by un-
necessary contact with warm fingers, or an extra
moment’s standing in a warm room.

3. Fat should be rubbed in quickly and lightly
with the tips of the fingers (unless other special
instructions are given), just after they

—N¢~— HE Canadian cook has such an en-
( \ viable reputation as a maker of pies
that in many cases she needs little
in the way of suggestion. For that
occasional one, however, who has felt
that she has not the ‘‘knack,’”’ and
for the young housekeeper who has,
perhaps, not yet tried her hand at it, a discussion
of the different kinds of pastry and the uses for
which each is most suitable will be in order.

The making of pastry is an old art indeed, and
even in our day of new and numerous shortenings,
refined sweeteners and highly-develop-
ed milling, we are inclined to think .
that the pastry made by the Orientals (=
in ancient days, of ‘‘flour, fresh sweet
oils and honey’’ may not have been
hard to take!

We have quite definite divisions in our pastries
nowadays, to include puff or flaky pastry. Choux
paste, rich and plain short pastry, frying batters,
suet pastes, and the thin, erisp pastry that makes
a mere shell or container, such as those illustrated
on page —

There is one quality that is commonly desired
in all of these—that they be light.  Various
things contribute to this lightness:

Eclairs are made with
Choux Paste.

1. The cold air bubbles which are in the pastry
when it goes into the oven. This air, heated, will
expand, and so lighten the pastry.

2. Baking powder is used as a lightening agent.
3. Eggs have a lightening, as well as richening
effect.

Place butter on paste, fold over each flap and flatten
gently with pin before rolling.

tastes differ regarding the use of these, but a
little experiment will soon teach the cook which
she prefers. Half and half of butter and some
other shortening holds the favour of many cooks.
Whatever it is, it must be very cold before it is
used, and kept so during the manipulation and
standing.

The shortening used must be fresh and sweet.
Any substitute is preferrable to rancid butter.
The flavour of butter, if poor, may be greatly im-
proved by kneading it in sweet milk and then in
eold water, squeezing it well in a floured cloth
to get all the moisture out. Superfluous moisture
and the salt are always better to be removed.

To Make Light Pastry

LINE, starchy flour makes the lightest pastry.
There are excellent all-purpose flours on the
market in normal times, that from the new crops
this fall will be milled according to the old pre-
war standards. These, or a good special pastry
flour, are best—the gluten, so valuable in bread
flour, tends to make pastry tough.
Flour should be stored in a cool, dry place, and
repeated sifting of the quantity in use will intro-
duce much air, as well as remove any lumps, If

have been rinsed in cold water. Never
use the palms of the hands.

4. Liquid, very cold, is added gradu-
ally, but as quickly as possible, avoiding the for-

the whole mass uniform. The average proportion
of liguid will be 1% pint to a pound of flour.

9. After the fat is rubbed in, the mixing should
be done with a spatula or a knife, which will be
colder than the hands. A light, firm touch will
soon be cultivated.

6. Never roll paste back and forth, but always
in short forward rolls, lifting the rolling pin be-
tween rolls. Never roll puff pastry off the edges,
as that forces out some of the air. Roll near the

Short crust trims
the edge of this
deep pie.

edge, then a short roll from the edge toward the
centre.

7. Pie-crust may be kept a week, with improve-
ment, rather than deterioration, if it is closely
covered in a dish and kept in a cool place, or in

the ice chest in summer, (Continued on page 43)

Digging In For The Long Months

Many Things Done Now, Will Repay Us During the Coming Winter, and Even Next Summer

HE fall like the spring, is indeed a
make-ready season. Summer, with
its decided heat, is behind us; win-
ter, with its decided cold, is befor.e.

Even though the days are still
mellow and no frost has touched.us,
it is wise to anticipate winter just

enough to realize that there are many things we
can do now to add greatly to our comfort when
cold weather comes. And as the warm days
leave us, we must look forward to a still more dis-
tant time—the next warm season—and see that
all the trappings of summer are put away in the
manner that will insure their reappearance in the
best possible shape.

Delightfully between-seasons as our autumn is,
there are, then, many chores for the housekeeper
that belong to it exclusively. It is pleasant work,
however this setting one’s house in order for a
new season, salvaging all that is left in.the gar-
den, and acquiring a growing contentment with
the knowledge of household goods safely stowed
until the need of them shall come again. Here are
a few general hints that may adapt themselves
or suggest other timely items that will repay at-
tention.

The poreh has gradually eclaimed nearly all of
our cushions during the summer, and many of the
covers are soiled or faded, and must be brightened
up for indoor use. It is surprising how well such
covers as those of silk brocade, and heavy uphol-
stery materials, will wash—and how easy they are
‘to do. Soak them first in salt and water, to set
the colour. Make a suds, using soap flakes or a
first-class soap which has been shaved thinly and
put on in eold water to melt. A gentle rubbing
with the hands, will quickly loosen even the deep-
ly embedded dirt. A little of the melted soap,
cooked to moderate warmth, may be poured di-
rectly over stubborn spots. Rinse in clear, luke-
warm water several times, removing every particle
of soap, hang up at once, in a shaded place and
iron while still damp.

Others will clean with gasoline or perhaps re-

~quire new covers. Sometimes a new cord will

freshen a cushion.

Treating Furniture

FURNITURE that has been exposed to the
weather on the verandah, requires going over
before it resumes its place in sun-room or living
room, or is stored away until next year. Reed
furniture or that of painted wicker, is in most
cases in use all year. A certain amount of dust
will have lodged in it, and is best treated in this
way. 3

Make a light lather, as for washing cushion
covers. With a common nail-brush or an old
whisk, wash the chairs, getting the brush well
into the crevices, but not soaking the chair.
Rinse promptly with clear water and dry in the
sunshine. If the furniture is white, or one of the
lighter colours, it may require a single coat of
enamel paint to make it really fresh looking.
Have such paint quite thin, so that any surplus
will run and drip off, not clot and come away
later on some person’s clothes.

Strictly verandah furniture should be brushed
well and stored in a dry place, where it will not
warp. The upholstery of a swing couch should be
well brushed and elosely covered with newspapers
or an old quilt.

Cotton clothing that is to be put away until
next season should be washed and blued, but not
starched. Starch is said to rot the clothes, during
a long term. They need no ironing, but should
simply be rough-dried and folded away, being
sure that there is no lingering dampness.

If the furnace, fire-places and chimneys have
not been cleaned during the summer months, it
is essential that they be put in condition without
further loss of time. Furnace and heaters should
be well cleaned out parts examined and any
necessary repairs made. Chimneys should be
swept—one shower of soot may prove a very
destructive matter, and also, a good draft is
necessary to a properly working fire. Furnace,
stoves and heaters in first-class condition, will
help materially to conserve the coal which we are
told is to be precious as ever this winter.

Did it ever occur to you that your piano might
prove a great attraction for moths? If you have
not been watching it this summer, it will be well

to open it up, and whisk off the felt on the ham-
mers. Moths often find very congenial homes
there, and may flourish unsuspected until discover-
ed by the piano tuner (whose visits, unfortunately,
do not always occur three or four times a year), in
spite of the fact that the lack of this consistent
little attention greatly shortens its musieal life
and lowers its quality immeasurably.

Most mother’s hearts are truly plagued during
the school term, by the texts and note-books that
seem to be all over the house—or that are unac-
- countably missing when the home study hour ar-
rives. The untidiness and the tiresome hunting
are both avoided if there is one definite place
where school-books must be put immediately the
child arrives at home—with the additional advan-
tage of the forming of a neat and orderly habit.

If lessons are dome in the living-room, there
may be a drawer or a corner of the book-case
available for the youthful student’s use. A shelf
in the closet, a drawer in the hall stand or the
sideboard—in fact any place that is convenient
for the mother and not too high or too discour-
agingly far away when the youngster comes in
with probably just two things in mind—an after-
school ““piece’’ and a good play.

Now, at the commencement of the new term,
is the time to establish the reform, if reform is
needed.

Warm Bed Clothing

THERE will be cold nights, before long, when
plenty of warm bed-clothing will be needed.
Now is the time to go over the winter blankets
and quilts and bring them up to the mid-winter
requirements.

Very cosy and serviceable quilts may be made
of woollen blankets that have become shabby in
service. Spread the freshly washed blanket out
flat, darning or patching it where necessary. Two
blankets may then be tufted together—with a
layer of wadding between, if a very warm quilt
is desired. Or the cotton batting may be tufted
on to a single blanket simply spreading the layers
on the blanket and catching it through here and
there with a stitch (Continued on page 43)
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L.ast of the Season’s

For Present Use, or Bottled for the Winter

OME of us, returning, perhaps, from

a summer spent where preserving

was not, nor the making of jams and

jellies, know what it is to feel Jjust

the smallest glimmer of envy when

our friends and neighbours refer cag-

ually to their preserve closet and its

contents. True, we missed the gruelling heat of

the strawberry and raspberry seasons—but this

winter, we shall miss the stawberries and rasp-
berries!

Here, in the comparative coolness of September,
is our chance to retrieve ourselves, to break the
staring emptiness of those fruitless shelves. For
though the summer fruits are gone, we are not
beyond succor. Apples we have—a wonderful
basis for jelly—and crab-apples, the later vari-
eties; pears, big and luscious, and that fruity con-
tradiction of dour looks and inimitable flavour,
the quince. Add to these the grapes and late
plams and peaches, and we can stow away many
Jars of very delicious and quite respectably varied
Jellies and jams, good old-fashioned fruit butters
and relishes.

Apples, good in themselves, and capable of wide-
ly different treatments, are quite wonderful in
their pleasant adaptability.  Mixed with other
fruits, they will take on the more dominant fla-
vour, being content to swell in bulk in the preserv-
ing kettle, even to the point of surrendering their
own flavour,

It is the early apples, and windfalls, that make
the best jellies. True, we shall have fresh apples
all winter, but it is these apples of early fall
that are rich in the pectin that means the Jelly
will jell!

The Charm of the Croustade
D ELIGHTFUL for servin made-up meat dishes,

fish, and various entrées are the croustades
that are so easy to make, and so effective to use.
Select a loaf of day-old bread, and with a sharp
knife cut off the 6 crusts and trim to whatever
shape desired. Scoop out the centre, being care-
ful not to penetrate the walls. (The erusts and
centre should be dried, erumbed and kept in a
gem jar). Brown the croustade in: the oven, or,

much better still, fry it in deep fat until a golden
brown.

Latticed Potatoes

POTATOES, which are served in almost all house-

holds at least once a day, sometimes become
a trifle boring.. With so many delicious ways of
preparing them at hand, however, this is unneces-
sary. A delightful version of the ever-popular
French-fried potatoes is illustrated here. The pota-
toes are cut in thin slices, and pressed through a
small contrivance made for the purpose, which
turns out little squares or rounds of ‘‘lattice®
work.”” These are dropped into hot fat, and fried
to a golden brown. The fat should be heated to
about 390 degrees F\., or until a cube of bread will
turn golden brown in it in one minute.

To Finish a Cutlet

"THE cook who shapes her cutlets nicely dips

them first in seasoned crumbs, then in e /
then in erumbs again, lays an excellent founda-
tion for attractive ser-
vice. She will next deep-
fry them in fat
at about 390
degrees F., to a
golden brown—
then she will

press a one-
inch piece of
macaroni into

the small end, and—
behold the perfect cutlet!

In preparing such fruits as apples, pears and
peaches, we have all been troubled by the dis-
colouration of the peeled fruit before we can get

‘it cooked. To escape this difficulty, make a large

bowl of acidulated water by adding the juice of
one lemon to about three quarts of water, Drop
the fruit into this as it is peeled, and there will
be no jellowed or browned surfaces.

Peach Ambrosia

UT thin slices of sponge cake into small rounds

or squares, and saute in clarified butter until
golden, Skin, halve and stone perfect peaches,
and simmer until tender in a syrup of 2 parts
sugar to 3 parts water. Drain and place on cake.
rounded side up, and sprinkle with cocoanut. Top
with whipped cream and a cherry on each. Serve
very cold.

Sweet Chili Sauce

BLANCH, peel and cut into small pieces 30 ripe
tomatoes; peel and cut into pieces 6 pears, 6

. onions, 6 peaches, and add 3 red peppers in little

pieces, 4 cups sugar, 1 quart vinegar, 2 tablespopns
of salt, and 5 cents’ worth of whole all-spice, tied
in a small bag. Boil mixture together for 3
hours, and pour into sterilized pickle bottles.
Seal.

Mint and Grape Jelly

PUT washed and crushed unripe grapes in a

kettle, and allow to boil 5 minutes, stirring
often. For 4 pounds grapes, chip finely the leaves
of half a dozen stalks of mint, and add to the
grapes. Boil the mixture until the seeds fall from
the pulp and the grapes are very soft. Drain
through a muslin bag, and to each pound of fruit

Little Niceties
of
Table Service

OO0OD food, well cooked, is the foundation of all
table attractiveness—but closely seconding it is

careful, dainty service. The fact that both appetite
and digestion are stimulated by the appeal to the eye,
has been thoroughly established, so that there is a
practical as well as an aesthetic reason to justify
some thought and trouble expended in the little finish-
ing touches and the attractive means of serving even
every-day foods. The busy woman must reserve the
details that call for too much time, for the occasions
when she entertains guests. But even she will find
many little ways of adding the artful touch that will
transfigure a plain meal, or a plain course, to a
rather delightful one.

The Useful Paper Doily
THE infinite uses of the dainty paper doilies
that are now so much used, make them doubly
valuable. Coming ag they do in a wide
variety of sizes and patterns,
they are quite readily adapt-
able. Here, for
instance, a curl-
ed doily, in a
close pattern,
gives the in-
dividual touch
to each porflon
of ice cream.
Moulds of jelly or individual
puddings are daintily served likewise.

juice add 1 pound of sugar, which has been made
hot in the oven. Boil until a little of mixture
when dropped on a saucer will jell.  Skim, add
a little green vegetable colour, and pour into
sterilized jelly glasses. Seal with wax when firm.

Apple Chutnery

CORE and quarter 2 pounds of apples. Peel and

chop 4 ounces of onion, 2 ounces salt, ¥4-ounce
mustard seed, 3 ounces stoned raisins, and 4-tea-
spoon cayemnne. Cover with 1 pint vinegar, and
cook slowly until soft. Press through a sieve. In
another kettle boil 6 ounces brown sugar and %
cup water until a syrup, and add to apple mixture.
Stir altogether well, and stir every day for a week
and bottle.

Pear Honey

PARE and grate 4 quarts pears, and drop im-
mediately into 4 cups of water, so that the
fruit will not discolour. Bring mixture to the
boiling point, and add 4 cups of granulated sugar.
Boil 20 minutes, and add % cup lemon juice. Pour
into glasses, and cover with melted paraffin, and
keep in a cool place until wanted. It is best to
use rather unripe Bartlett pears for this honey.

Quince and Apple Butter

ARE and core 2 quarts each of quinces and
apples, and drop into acidulated water. Chop
fruit finely, or run through a coarse food-chopper.
Put into a kettle, and add 3 cups of water, and
boil until soft.

boil for 114 hours.
Note: The skins and cores may be used in the
(Continued on page 40)

making of jellies.

How to Make Timbale Cases

CHARMING little edible containers are the

Swedish timbales that can be turned out in
such pleasing forms. A timbale iron is the only
special equipment needed. A good batter calls
for % cup flour, % teaspoon salt, 1 teaspoon sugar,
1 cup milk, 1 egg, and 1 tablespoon olive oil. Mix
dry ingredients, add gradually the milk, egg and
oil. Make the,timbale iron very hot, dip in the
mixture, and boil it in deep fat until golden
brown. 8lip off the iron and invert on brown
paper to drain.

When Chops Are Really Dressed
E a lamb chop ever so juicy, ever so carefully
broiled, it is still inclined to look a trifle un-
finished if the bone extends from the meaty por-

tion in all its unadorned boniness. A tiny paper
frill should twine around it from the thick part
to the tip of the bone. These paper cuffs may be
bought ready for use, or are easily made by fold-
ing an inch and a half wide strip of white paper
lengthwise, cutting it along the fold to within a
quarter-inch of the outer edges, then folding,
without creasing, the opposite way; a large cuff

of the same kind should adorn a leg of lamb or
pork.

Serving Fish in Shells

SMALL china ‘‘shells,”’ such as those pictured
here, offer the ideal
way of serving &8
dainty creamed
or scalloped fish
course. They
contain just the
right amount,
and have the
added attrac-
i tiveness that
usually pertains to the
individual service.

Add 3 cups granulated sugar, and .
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When Upholstered Furniture
Needs Repairing

Will You Do It Yourself As I Have Done?
By KEATHERINE KYLE

HE casual, come-and-go relation-

ship between my house and me,

that existed during the happy
days of summer, has ended. Most of
the days are still fine enough to lure
me out-of-doors, even when I must carry
duties with me. But there is a rustle
in the tree-tops, a tang in the air at
evening, that warns me of the day not
far distant when I must stay in my
kitchen to prepare vegetables, and
when my sunny living-room will once
more know me, my chair drawn to the
window and my sewing basket at my
side.

Already there is a difference, even
though I pass through my house
hurriedly, dusting, putting to rights,
the very little that has been disturbed
(for it is the wide, shady porch that

supple, and a good brown tone to match
my room. In case you, too, should feel
the call to turg upholsterer, I shall tell
you how it should be done.

First, the old seat must be stripped
out. A sharp knife will do this work
best, and any tacks must be carefully
removed. With the point of the knife
any tiny deposits of dust can be seraped
out and crevices cleaned that have
hitherto been inaccessible.

The requirements for each chair are:
A veneer or fibre chair-seat, which may
be bought for a few cents, and cut to
fit the rabbet of the chair seat frame
(A, in Fig. 1); a piece of heavy cot-
ton, large enough to extend about 1%
inches on all sides beyond the fitted
veneer seat; a piece of fabric cut the
same as the cotton, and some flat-head-

Figure 1 shows the wooden
chair-seat frame, figure 2 o
Sfibre chair seat trimmed to
Sit it, figure 3 the covering
for figure 2.

ﬁ

In figure 4 the cover has
been glued on neatly and fig-
ure 5 shows the completed
chair seat.

bears morning record of much occupa-
tion the previous day). There is a con-
sidering look in my eye, as it scru-
tinizes curtains, rugs and wood sur-
faces. Are they all ready to welcome
back the family that has regarded them
so lightly for almost a quarter of a
year?

This chair: the edge of its covering
is frayed; a month of steady use will
see it out, an ugly fringe of threads
hanging from it—

That deep, cushioned chair, such a
favourite—but its popularity bears sad
fruit. It sags dis-spiritedly—a broken
spring—

I am glad the days are cooler. My
house needs me. To-morrow I shall be
ready to turn to it, strengthen and re-
fresh it, restoring its weak places to
their old strength, making it, too, ready
for the long, happy intimacy of fall
and winter.

A hammer, small and not unneces-
sarily heavy; tacks; longer nails, slen-
der and sharp; a few small screws;
some webbing; if there is a chair or
sofa that needs it; also some padding,
if the old padding is too flattened and
lifeless to be renewed by pulling and

fluffing it out; such coverings as are
required—Ileather, or the soft new fab-
rics that are so like it, with leather-
headed tacks to matech it, or burlap,
tapestry or denim, whatever is chosen
to make new coverings; strong cotton,
to go on just beneath the outer cover-
ing, a sort of lining to make it look
smoother and wear longer; a pot or
glue, some strong upholsterer’s needles
and stout thread or string to sew with—
then I am equipped to fix up a whole
regiment of wounded furniture.

My dining-room chairs, seated with
cane, have broken in several places.
*Once a cane-bottomed chair gives out
there is no stopping it. I shall re-seat
them all, five in number, using a lea-
ther-finished fabric that is soft and

Figure 6—Method o weaving and g g
Figure 7—Springs are tied to each other and to frame.

ed nails—leather or brass heads are
chiefly used.

To cut the cotton, lay the fitted piece
of veneer on it, and mark the size with
a pencil, being sure to allow 1% inches
all around for the work. Mark off the
corners just far enough beyond the
corners of the veneer to let it fold over
smoothly, and cut them as shown in
Fig. 3. Cut the fabric just the same
way, using the cotton as a pattern.
Place the veneer squarely in the middle
of the cotton, fold the margins of the
cotton over neatly, and fasten with
liquid glue. Place heavy weights on
the glued portions for an hour or so,
until the glue sets. Repeat the pro-
cess, fitting and fastening the outer
covering in just the same way. If a
cloth fabric is used, it is necessary to
apply the glue carefully, not allowing
it near the inner edge of the margin,
or it may run in the cloth and show
on the finished chair seat.

When the glue has all set, the result
looks like Fig. 4—the under side of the
seat. It remains only to turn it over,
fit it into the seat frame of the chair,
and secure it with the broad-headed
tacks. In order to get the tacks in
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Fig. 7.

straight, it is best to start each hole
with an ordinary small wire nail. Place
the tacks one inch apart, and mnear
enough the edge to get a firm hold in
the rabbet of the seat frame. Finished,
it will look like Fig. 5.

Mending a Padded Seat

A PADDED seat, or one with springs,
is more complicated, but not really
more difficult to mend. If the webbing,
which really supports the seat, has

' frayed or broken, it must be replaced.

Old, frail webbing will only cause early
trouble. Take off the old webbing, and
measure it to see how much new stuff
is required. Allow plenty .o turn all

(Continued on page 41)
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Purity Plus

Each ingredient in Ivory
Soap 1s the best of its kind.
It contains the most ex-
pensive vegetable oils. Yet
the makers are not satisfied
until all materials are so
thoroughly refined that
not a particle of foreign
matter remains in the
finished product. This 1s
why you cannot procure a
purer, milderor better soap
than Ivory.

" IVORY SOAP

99 % PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton; Canada
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Peter, Peter, pumpkin eater,

Had a pumpkin, couldn’t keep her,
Canned and dried her very well,
And so kept all he didnw't sell,

I = e o

F course, iumpking just belong

to Halowe’en and Thanks-
giving times, but there comes many
a day in the rest of the year that
might be vastly improved by a
good pumpkin pie.

Tt’s of those coming days we’re
thinking when we plan ways of
keeping the luscious pumpkin in as
nearly as possible its natural state,
for it will stand by us nobly, not
only as a pie-filling, but as a pud-
ding, vegetable, or soup-maker of
splendid parts. It is valuable
especially for its mineral salts, and
contains over six per cent. carbo-
hydrates.

Pumpkins are easily stored, if
one has a dry cellar or an attic.
Simply place them or shelves or
on a table, if they are sent to the
cellar, or if they are to be kept in
the attic, the floor will do admir-
° ably. They should be gathered
before there is a frost, and dried
H  for a week or ten days in the sun
before storing.
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If one is an apartment-dweller,

1 without room for storing such
: cumbersome things as pumpkins,
canning and drying present them-

selves.

To Preserve Pumpkin

TO each pound of pumpkin, allow
1 1b. sugar, 2 tablespoons

I lemon juice, finely grated rind of 1
v+ lemon, % teaspoon ground ginger.
Cut the pumpkin and remove
seeds. Cut in slices, pare them, and
lay on a large dish, covering each

Lanterns Ripen

layer thickly with sugar and the
lemon juice, and allow it to stand
three days. Put into a preserving
kettle, add the ginger and lemon
rind, and one pint eold water for
each 6 Ibs. of fruit. Bring slowly
to boil, and cook until slices are
tender, but not broken. Turn care-
fully into an earthen eérock, and
keep covered for a week, then
transfer the slices carefully to
large-necked jars and strain the
syrup into a pot. Boil the syrup
until it threads thickly, fill the jars
with it, seal, and store in a cool,
dry place.

Fried Pumpkin

AS a most delicious vegetable,

try cooking pumpkin this way:
Cut in slices, pare, remove seeds,
and boil in salted water until ten-
der, but quite firm. Drain, dip
each piece in bread erumbs (that
have been seasoned with salt and
pepper), dip in egg, coat again
with ‘the crumbs, and fry in deep
fat until golden brown.

For Pumpkin Fritters, proceed
the same way, only dip the cooked
pumpkin into frying-batter instead
of égg and bread erumbs. i

Pumpkin Soup

CUT 1 Ib. fresh pumpkin into

pieces, add a very little water
and a little salt. Boil 6 or 8 min-
utes; then rub through a fine sieve.
Melt 4 tablespoons butter in a
saucepan, then stir in the pumpkin
and cook gently for about ten min-
utes. Add 1 pint boiling milk, 14
teaspoon sugar, salt and pepper to
taste, and serve with croutons of
toast,
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COUNTRY people are in the
* habit of storing their own win-
ter vegetables, and have the facili-
ties for doing so. Many city folk,
on the other hand, never think of
the storage of vegetables as touch-
ing themselves at all, ;
There is no trick about putting
away a supply of vegetables for
winter use, if the following sim-
ple instructions are carried out.
Storage Cellar: The average cel-

for most vegetables. If there is no
storage cupboard, make one in a
corner with a window. Some four-
inch uprights nailed to the beams
in the ceiling are first put_in place,
-then building board is nailed on
each side of the uprights, making
a rough double wall with an air
space between. A circulation of
air is necessary, and is easily sup-
plied by a piece of bent pipe (stove-
pipe or drain-pipe with elbow-joint
answers well), one end thrust
through the window frame, the
other opening near the floor. This
will keep the air moving, and may
be shut off in extremely cold wea-
ther. If the floor is of®cement, it
is a good plan to put a layer of
earth or sand on it, some two or
three inches deep. If this becomes
too dry, sprinkle occasionally with
water.
There are, generally speaking,
three groups of vegetables fit for
. storage, and they require different
* treatment.
1—Root vegetables — potatoes,
carrots, turnips, beets, parsnips,
ete., need a temperature just above
freezing-point, around 40 degrees
F., and all but parsnips and salsify
must be earefully guarded against
freezing. Potatoes must be espe-
cially guarded from frost and light
—either will ruin them. Carrots
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- Stoving Winter Yegetables

lar, with a furnace, is too warm

and turnips, not immediately spoil-
ed, like potatoes, by a single touch
of frost, will not keep; beets are
destroyed by it.

The root vegetables should be
placed in small bins (or they will
heat in the centre of the pile and
spoil), or in boxes or barrels that
are raised a little from the floor to
allow air to circulate beneath.

They should be gathered when
fully matured, but in absolutely
sound condition. Never store a
bruised or blemished vegetable—it
will spread decay far and wide.

All leaves should be ecut off, re-
fuse and dirt removed (but not
washed off), vegetables dry and
¢00l when stored, and in case of
potatoes, stored in small quantities
and in darkness.

2.—~The second eclass of vege-
tables are of the heading variety—
cabbages, cauliflowers, Brussels
sprouts, celery.

They should be gathered when
just less than ripe, looked over
carefully for worms or insects,
roots left on, ' If not matured at
ﬁxﬁg frost, dig"up and set in six
inches of earth in cellar, watering
oceasionally  without dampening
leaves. Mature cabbages are plac-
ed heads downward, roots on, in a
layer of sand or earth. Buvy celery,
roots on, in slightly damp earth.

3.—Other vegetables will stand
a higher temperature than roots
and headed varieties. From 50 to
75 degrees F. suits them.

Peas and beans are kept thor-
oughly dry and safe from rodents.
Onions must be dry and fairly cool.
For these three, the attic is often
preferred to the store-room. Pump-
kins and squash are gathered be-
fore frost, and dried in sunshine
for a week or so, then piled on
shelves or table, or on attic floor.

@ Edited by Katherine
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From Laden Vinepards

AT the date of writing, the out-
look for this year’s grape-crop
is excellent. Last year and the
year before, the yield was very
low, but this Fall we hope to be
able to indulge to the full our
taste for the delicious jams, jellies
and fruit-juices that are so plen-
tifully ours in a good season.
Grape jelly is, like that made
from red currants, very good with
meats, if it is not made too sweet.

Grape Butter
ELECT good

Concord  grapes,
pick from the stem, measure
them, then wash and ‘‘shoot’’

them—press each one from its skin.
Put skins and pulp into different
pans. Cook the pulp with just a
little water for 15 minutes, then
turn it into the kettle with the
skins, and boil together for half
an hour, or until the skins are
tender.

Add 2 cups of fine granulated
sugar for each quart of the grapes
measured before cooking, and boil
for half an hour longer, stirring
frequently. The butter should be
thick and ready to put in the Jjars,

Grape Jelly

"T'O four pounds of grapes, stem-
med, washed and pulped, add
quarter their weight of water. Boil
together for 20 minutes, then press
through a jelly bag. Have ready a
flannel jelly bag, which may be
fastened up in some convenient
place, if you have not got a jelly
bag on a stand, and allow the juice
to drip through it entirely without
pressure. Never try to hasten it or
to squeeze out Jjuice, which ob-
viously remains in the bag.
Bring the cleared juice to the
boil, add % cup sugar to each eup
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of juice, stirring constantly until
sugar is dissolved, and boil until
the jellying point is reached. Test
by dipping a spoon or wooden pad-
dle into the boiling mass, then
cooling it by moving back and
forth a few times. Drop the jelly
from it onto a sauccr. When the
Jellying point is reached, it will
break from the spoon in slakes or
sheets. Remove from the fire im-
mediately, skim it, and pour at
once into hot, sterilized glasses.
Set aside where it will cool as rap-
idly as possible, securing it from
dust or contamination. When cool,
cover with melted paraffin, and
store in a cool, dark, dry place.

Home-made Grape Juice

ELECT sound, ripe Conecord

grapes, stem, wash and ecrush,
heat slowly to about 180 degrees
F., the simmering point (the fla-
vour will be better if the steriliz-
ing is done below the boiling
point).  Strain through double
thickness of cheese cloth and stand
aside for a few hours to settle.
Pour off very carefully, to free
from the dregs, which will remain
in the bottom of each vessel. About
1 cup of sugar to 1 gallon of fruit
juice will improve  the flavour,
without making it too sweet.

Pour the juice into sterilized bot-
tles, adjust stoppers or corks light-
ly, to allow for expansion; set bot-
tles on a rack or folded eloths in
a hot-water bath outfit (a deep ket-
tle or ordinary wash-boiler, in
which the bottles may be im-
mersed) and process at the sim-
mering point for half an hour. Put
stoppers in tightly, and when cool.
dip top of bottle into melted par-
affin to seal it,
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THE prices of eggs and butter

are never exactly buying-in:
ducements during the winter, and
the only woman who can calmly
regard their fevered increases is
she who has a goodly store of eggs
and butter put away when prices
were lower. Tt is delightful to en-
joy good butter and fresh eggs
when the thermometer is trying to
see how low it can drop, and still
enjoy the comfortable knowledge
that we are not eating our New
Year’s coal supply nor the chil-
dren’s new shoes!

It is usually considered that
good dairy butter is the best to put
away. When choosing it, plunge a
long-bladed knife far into the cen-
tre; when it is withdrawn, it
should have a fresh, sweet smell.
Aided by the sense of taste, no
one need have difficulty in selecting
first-class butter. Make sure that
there is no surplus buttermilk in it.
If there seems to be too much,
knead the butter well under fresh,
cold water. Large quantities of
butter will keep better than small
quantities (unlike eggs, which
should only be stored a few dozen
together), as it is the surface but-
ter that will spoil. The idea is, of
course, to have as little surface ex-
posed to the air as possible. A large
crock is therefore best. A glazed
earthenware crock is preferrable
to a wooden tub, as it cannot give
any flavour to the butter.

Scald the erock thoroughly, dry
well, and pack the butter in closely,
filling well to the edges. Lay a
sheet of butter-paper on top, and
on this put a thick layer of salt.

Pound bricks of butter may be
put away after a very simple but
efficient fashion. One of the in-
valuable earthenware crocks is
again the best container. Make a

/

Concerning Eags and Butter
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salt and water brine, strong
enough to float an egg. Boil it,
cool it, and pour it, when quite cold,
into the crock, which has, mean-
time, been partly filled with pound
rolls of butter, each just wrapped
as usual, in oiled paper. Fill and
cover the erock, and keep in a cool
place. The butter will remain per-
feetly fresh and sweet, and will not
take up the salt from the water. It
may be lifted out, just one pound
at a time, as required—a quite con-
siderable convenience.

The one absolute essential in
putting eggs away for the winter
is that they be strictly new-laid—
not from the average shop-keeper’s
viewpoint, but as a matter of cal-
culation in hours from the time
they were laid to the time they
are sealed away. A few days,
even a few hours, under certain
conditions, will often suffice to be-
gin the damage, -and no amount of
waterglass, grease, salt or bran can
stay it. Seal the egg—you merely
seal the mischief inside it, and it
will go merrily ahead.

Quite the most satisfactory
method of preserving eggs is to
put them in water-glass. Buy it
from your druggist or grocer, and
make the solution according to
directions on the package.

Earthenware crocks again are
the best vessels to use; sever:;
smaller crocks being preferrable
very large ones. Place thenegfg
in the crock, one by one, small e .
down. A erushed newspaperh 0
folded towel will help to hold them
upright while they are bemlg dm--
ranged. When they are packed—
five or six dozen to_gether is con-
sidered best—pour in the Wtfter—
glass solution, ecover and keep in a

cool, dry place.
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Diana’s Discovery

By Beatrice Gordon

ILLUSTRATION BY WILL GREFE

ROM her accustomed place on the
little porech, Diana Montgomery
watched her husband out of sight
on his way to the early train. But for
the third successive morning, Don did
not look around or wave to her from the
bend in the road. Hurt and disappoint-
ed, she stood looking wistfully after him
for a moment longer than usual. She
wondered vaguely how many husbands
stopped caring for their wives in three
years—and what, if anything, these
other women did about it. Then she turn-
ed mechanically and entered the house.
Every day for months there had been
evidences of a change in Don’s affection
for her. All of them were small, of
course, so small she hadn’t been able to
bring herself to mention them. Things
were apparently just the same as ever,
but Don was growing away from her,
she knew. He had given up almost every
little demonstration of his love. In the
morning, he read the paper all through
breakfast, scarcely giving her a word.
Then, at the last minute before rushing
from the door, he merely brushed her
cheek in parting. All day long, she had
just the memory of that hurried Kkiss.
At least two nights a week lately he
had been staying down town for dinner.
Usually he would phone late in the
afternoon to tell her—‘‘It’s the busy
season, you know,’’ or ‘‘Got a big job
that must be eleaned up to-night.’’ And,
of course, such messages meant long
evenings alone for Diana—long evenings
when thoughts were beginning to come
that she tried and tried to push back.
Was it always business that kept Don in
town? Yes, it had gone that far. Suspi-
cion, just a shade of suspicion, had be-
gun to 1ift its head above the horizon of
bher great blind faith in her husband.
And so this merning when again he had
failed to turn and wave “‘Good-bye,’’
the hurt went deeper in Diana’s heart,
and all that forenoon as she went ahout
her work the change in Don was almost
constantly in her thoughts. Then, in the
afternoon she had an inspiration. She
would surprise him that night with a real
‘‘spread,’”’ a dinner after his own heart.
Every dish should be something of
which Don was especially fond. He could
not help but see what pains she had
taken to please him, and maybe when it
was all over he would take her in his
arms as he used to and tell her how won-
derful she was to be always planning for
his happiness. The prospect of it sent her
forth gaily on a marketing expedition,
and her plans for the surprise carried
her all through a happy afternoon.
And then, as the hands of the clock
were falling toward six-thirty, and the

snowy cloth had been spread and ‘the-"

very best silver laid, and the golden
swect potatoes were growing brown “in
the oven, and a juicy steak was just
waiting his step on the walk outside to
go over the roaring fire—the phone rang.
Diana ran and eaught up the receiver,
‘““Yes?’’ and, then—‘I’m at the’
James, just sitting down to dinner with
Turner. Sorry. Get yourself a bite. 1’11
be home about ten’’—and before she
eould really grasp the words, there was
a elick on the wire. He had gone.

Diana dropped to a chair, sat there a
long moment, trying to adjust herself to
the overwhelming disappointment, then
rose and half running, half stumbling
up the stairs, threw. herself upon the
bed in her own room and gave herself
up to a flood of tears.

WENTY minutes later as she lay,
fairly worn out with weeping, she
was roused by the sound of footsteps on
the porch below. She jumped up and
rushed to the long mirror—to see how
red her eyes were. Then as she listened,
a familiar receding whistle proclaimed
the caller only the boy with the evening
paper, and she was much relieved.
But the momentary excitement had
dried up the fountain of tears. Diana
was again herself now. She walked over
to the mirrer to arrange her hair, and as
she stood there, her eye fell to a picture
on her dressing table, a picture of her-
self taken the June they were married, a
picture Don used to ecall his favourite.
There was a girlish charm about it, em-
phasized by the dainty, becoming dress
she wore. It was a dress that anyone
would have said must be Diana’s even if
they had seen it in a shop window. But
what held her gaze now was not the pie-
ture itself so much as the contrast be-
tween it and what she saw reflected in
the mirror. She looked from one to the
other, and then, slowly, she seemed to
feel coming over her a great understand-
ing And with it came a firm resolve.
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< +Diana—but a NEW Diana!
“_awaiting for him with a strange, glad

She would not submit quietly tothe loss
of her husband’s love.

An hour later, the dining-room. cleared
of its silver and linen, the carefully-plan-
ned dinner things put away for to-mor-
row, she was running through a pile of
magazines in the den. And at 11, when
Don came upstairs she was fast asleep,
the trace of a smile still upon her lips.

R a few months things went on ap-
parently as usual in the Montgomery
home. Don was deeply engrossed in his
work at the office, where he was slowly
but surely winning recognition from his
firm. He frequently worked till late at
night, and always had to hurry to caich
his train for town in the morning.
But there had been a subtle change in
Diana. She had somehow chased away
the shadow that formerly pursued her.

During the day, she sang cheery little
songs as she went about her work. And
on more than one occasion she had failed *
to have dinner ready at the appointed

hour. She seemed continually preocen-’
pied—with something pleasant. Don '16-
ticed this, of course, and it botheréd
him a little. Onece or twice he tried to
discover Diana’s secret, but he got no
satisfaction from her. When he came
home at night and let himself in with
his latch key, Diana was never there
any more to greet him. He had to get his
slippers and hang up his coat and hat
himself. But when he whistled, Diana
was always upstairs in her room. And
she would come downstairs simply radi-
ating some pleasant se¢ret! Could she
be preparing some surprise for him—
or what had come over her lately?

THEN finally one glorious October
evening it all came out in a most
wonderful way! Don had left the office
a little later than usual. It had been one
of those days—which happen in all
offices and all kitchens—when every-
thing seems possessed with eontrariness.
He was worn out physically and mentally.

Arriving at his station, he walked
slowly, thoughtfully, up the hill toward
his home. He was wishing that he felt
more as he used to feel about his home.
He pictured to himself the bright, at-
traetive girl he had married three short
vears before. How she had changed!
Had he? He wondered.

From the bend in the road, he noticed
that the house was lighted brilliantly.
‘“Probably eallers—or, worse still,
guests,”’ he thought. ‘I hope not! All
I want to-night are slippers, the big
chair and a book! There isn’t anybody
in the world I want to see!”” ;
Going up the porch steps, he tried the
door. But it was locked and the curtains
drawn. He listened, but heard no voices.
So he produced.a bunch of keys, turned
the lock and entered. What he saw
amazed—transfixed him!

_There stood Piana—yes, it surely was
She was

light in her blue eyes! She was younger
—more beautifully alluring than ever
before—and she was wearing the most
wonderful and becoming dress he had
ever seen! Instantly he was conscious of
a change within himself. Under the
magic spell of re-awakened love, he
tried to speak, but could not. And so he
came toward her slowly—both arms out-
stretched. :

““Dianal!’’ he cried, in a voice she
could never forget. He was the old,
proud, tender Don once more!

IN the big leather chair before the
open fire that night, Don and Diana
sat watching the dancing flames and
talking of a new-found happiness. They
had so much to say that words suddenly
seemed inadequate. Most of what these
two had to tell each other does not con-
cern us. It cannot be told in minutes,
nor yet in years; it cannot be perfectly
told even in a lifetime, for it is endless
and runs through eternity.

““I must have been blind, dear,”” Don
said, after a long silence, ‘‘but—thank
heaven—my eyes are opened at last!’’

‘“Well, it wasn’t your fault, Don,”’
Diana replied. ‘‘I don’t know how it
came about. But I grew careless and in-
different about myself. You really never
saw me in anything much but dowdy
housedresses or something equally un-
tidy—and I don’t blame you. But I
haven’t told you the real secret yet.

““You see, I felt that you were grow-
ing away from me—I saw it in so many
little things. And one night when you
phoned that you were not coming home,
I had a terrible ery about it. Then I
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There stood Diana—yes, it surely was Diana—a NEW Diana ! She was waiting for him ...

caught a vision of myself as I had been.
And I saw at once, of course, that no
woman can hope to win—or hold—her
husband’s love and respect, unless she
keeps herself attractive.

‘“‘Right there I resolved to try and
remedy the trouble. But the expense
looked like an insurmountable difficulty.
You know we haven’t had any new
clothes to speak of—either of us—since
we were married. The money has al-
ways been needed, even before we had
it, for what seemed just necessary things.

‘“Well, while I was pondering over
my problem, suddenly the solution flash-
ed into my mind. T recalled reading a
magazine article, a few evenings before,
about a girl who found the way to hap-
piness, by learning how to make stylish,
becoming clothes for herself.

““It told about an institute of domes-
tie arts and sciences, through which any
woman could learn during spare time,
right in her own home, how to make all
kinds of dresses and hats.

“‘So I hunted up that magazine and
read the Cinderella story again. It was
so convincing that I sent for more in-
formation at once.

“IN just a few days a handsome book

came, telling all about the Woman’s
Institute and its 30,000 delighted mem-
bers. I saw right away that here was
just the opportunity I needed, so I join-
ed and took up dressmaking.

““When my first lesson came, I knew
any woman ecould learn to make her
own clothes by this easy, fascinating
method. The pictures make everything
s0 plain that a child could understand. I

" really felt like a different woman just be-

cause I was so happy! I spent every min-
ute I could on the lessons, and at night
I dreamed I was wearing the kind of
clothes that would bring you hack to me!

‘“One delightful thing about the
course is that almost right away you
begin making actual garments. Why,
after only three lessons I made the pret-
tiest little house-dress. It’s in the closet
of my room with a lot of charming, dain-
ty things. I hid my work and lessons
there because if you saw them too soon it
would have spoiled my surprise for you!

““The course can easily be completed
in a few months by studying an hour or
two each day. The textbooks foresee and
explain everything. And the teachers
take just as personal an interestin your
work as if they were right beside you.

“You see, it makes no difference
where you live, because all the instrue-
tion is carried on by mail. And it is' no
disadvantage if you are employed dur-
ing the day or have household duties
that oceupy most of your time, because
you can devote as much or as little
time to the course as you wish, and just
whenever it is convenient. Besides
learning how to make every kind of gar-
ment at a saving of half or more, I also
learned the all-important thing in mak-

ing clothes—the secret of distinetive
dress—what colours and fabries are most
appropriate for different types of wo-
men, how to really develop style, and
how to add those little touches that
make clothes distinctly becoming.

““Luckily, T began my studies in the
summer—the logical time, because sum-
mer clothes are so much easier to make.
Now I have more and prettier clothes
than I ever had before in my life. And
they cost only one-fourth of what ordin-
ary clothes cost ready-made. Some of the
very prettiest things I have were made
from out-of-date clothes of former sea-
sons. I was soon able to work on even
the most elaborate dresses and suits. I
learned, too, to copy models in the shop
windows, on the streets, or in fashion
magazines. In fact, this wonderful
method of the Woman’s Institute has
really made me more capable than most
professional dressmakers—after just a
few months of spare-time study at home!

‘‘So that’s the secret of my surprise,
dear,’”” finished Diana. ‘‘Just think
what it is going to mean to us all the
rest of our lives. And isn’t it fine that
any woman or girl anywhere can learn
through the Woman’s Institute to dress
attractively at such little cost?’’

‘It certainly is,”’ replied Don, draw-
ing her face down close to his. ‘‘Any
school that can teach women and girls
the things you have learned in so short
a time is performing a wonderful ser-
vice. Now—Ilet’s go up and see the rest
of this magic wardrobe!”’

D.IANA’S djsecovery will solve your
clothes problem, whatever it may
be. More than 30,000 women and girls
in eity, town and countr- have proved
that you can easily and quickly learn at
home, thsough the Woman’s Institute,
to make all your own and your chil-
dren’s clothes and hats or prepare for
success as a dressmaker or a milliner.

Tt costs you nothing to find out just
what the Institute ecan do for you. gim-
ply send a letter, a. posteard or the con-
venient. ¢coupon below and you will re-
ceive—without obligation—by return
mail the full story of this great school
that has brought the happiness of hav-
ing dainty, becoming eclothes, savings
almost too good to be true, and the joy
of being independent in a successful
busi]s:iess to women and girls all over the
world.

WOMAN"’S TNSTITUTE
Dept. 6 W Scranton, Penna.
Please send me one of your booklets
and: tell me how I can learn the subject
marked below: :
OHome. Dressmaking O Millinery
O Professional Dressmaking O Cooking

Name
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Migs)

Address
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STOCK company at Hamilton, Ont.,
was the starting point in Richard
Barthelmess' career—in 1012 when he
was sixteen. That makes him—uwell, sup-
posing you figure it out.

At was during a school vacation while
kis mother was playing in Montreal—his
mother is Caroline Harris, an actress dis-
binguished for her work in support of
numerous stage stars, particularly in the
Shakespearian drama— that he got his start.

After that summer Rich-
ard was sent back to school,
where he displayed some
writing ability, so his mothey
sent him to Trinity College.
But at the end of his year he
took a jaunt into Picture.-
land—the princely stipend
of an extra being the chief in-
centive—and there he stayed.

His first important part
was in‘‘War Brides"— Na-
zimova's initial photoplay.

HE “stills” on this page are all from

“I'll Get Him Yet,"” the latest play in
which Dorothy Gish and Richard Barthel-
mess have appeared. From the gun flash-
ing and offering of the ring—not to mention
the gazing into wone another's eyes—one
gathers that it must be a very exciting
picture. But did you ever notice that when
these two get together the play generally is
exciting.

Tea seemsto have become the favoritebeer-
age(surely not the aftermath of Prohibition!)

In the picture above, the Sfigure imme-
diately behind Dorothy is Ralph Graves,
her new leading man since D. W, Griffith
has taken Richard into his Jold. Ralph
Graves is a likeable chap too.

In his next picture for Griffith, Richard
wears @ moustache—fancy that!

He plays theypart of an outlaw, a young
Spaniard with a sash 'n everything—in.-
cluding the moustache.

. Yousee, Richard is gifted with that “do-
or-die”’ look about the eyes—that always
insures the success of a villain.

| Heroes---
i} BUT-—-Richard
! Barthelmess is
i one of the latter

N “Three Men and a Girl"
Richard said to Marguerite
Clark, *‘Did you ever look at
your eyes? They're wonder-
Jull” Nowif I werein Dorothy
Gish’s place in “I'll Get Him
Yet”(scene shown above) I'd say
to Richard,' Did you ever look at
your eyes, they're wonderful!®

“STR RICHARD" getting in o
hittle eve work.

ICHARD BARTHELMESS has

served with Pathe, Metro, Paramount,
Goldwyn and Triangle. Of late he has been
playing with Dorothy Gish, and a splendid
team they make. Dorothy is one hundred
per cent.* pep,” and Richard one hundred
per cent. youth. 2

He is one of the few really young heroes
of the screen. Yet he wants to do character
parts. I'd say, “Why not wait until he
wsn't really young any more?" His char-
acterization of the Chinaman
“Ching Huon'' in * Broken
Blossoms" justifies his de-
sire, howeyer.

“Broken Blossoms” is
really worth while—sufice
it to say that it is D. W.
Griffith at his best. Lillian
Gish has the leading Jemine
ine role.

Mr. Barthelmess will cone

tinue under Mry. Griffith for
a time at least.

A FEW FACTS about RICHARD
BARTHELMESS : '

He was born in Hartford, Conn. When?
Well, if you haven't figured that out before
—in 1800.

No, he isn’t married, nor engaged, and
he thinks all ladies are lovely. Of course
they are, but it's nice of Richard to say so.

He is fond of outdoor sports and enjoys
a bit of dancing now and then.

He has just had a vacation in New
York. His mother lives there, and with
her and his many friends, ‘‘a wonderful
time was had by all.” e

Why a vacation ? say you. Well, it's
this way. We folks are inclined to believe
the movies one long, uninterrupted holi-
day. But the artists claim not. They say
they work—and we'll have to take their
word for it. : ;

Anyway, Richard's back in California,
ready for more and betier work thanveverl;

His policy like that of many older celeb-
rities is to work hard and then play hard.
One: justifies the other, even in_ the movie
world.




Flour Sack Gowns An Economy?

SEQUENCE of leaves to form a costume—there’s
nothing breath-taking about that. Eve sponsored the
idea, and we accept it as the mode .of that time,
thinking it not unusual because they were spinning-
wheel-less days.

A mesh work of grasses %0 eiothe the shipwrecked Pauline
in one of her Perils!’’ It doesn’t even cause a SUr
among the movie fans with mid-Victorian minds. But when
we are confronted by the statement that one’s washed out,
re-dyed, flour sacks make modish smart frocks, we are apt
to show our incredulity with a disbelieving giggle, and
shades of Aladdin! Why shouldn’t we?

. “‘Faith’’ may be the ‘‘evidence of things not seen,’’ but
it requires something more than that estimable quality to
credit the idea with practicability. Here-to-fore, if we were
able to point to our casement windows where rather smart
stenciled wash curtains flirted with the sun and say to our
neighbour, ‘‘They cost me exactly twenty-five cents, my
dear, the price of the dye to stencil them. You'll never
guess what they are made out of—sh! don't whisper it to
a soul—flour sacks!'’ we felt so clever. Or if we possessed
a particularly absorbent dustcloth mayhap a dishcloth, stitch-
ed and restitched from corner to corner and prided our-
selves on the fact that their cost was nil, because we util-
ized our empty flour and sugar bags, we mentally scored
another utilitarian triumph.
in all earnestness, and we hereby solicit your can-
did experienced opinion, do you think it wisdom
to put one's perfectly valuable time and patience
into the task of ripping, washing, dying, cutting,
sewing and perhaps embroidering or heading flour
sacks into the semblance of a dress in the name of
economy ?

For four or more years we have been literdlly {ed
on make-over methods. We have put into practice
some of the practical hints, viz—turning inside
out our all wool blue serge suits and drossys‘
using a passé pongee or foulard dress to re-line
our two-year-old suit-jacket or top-coat; making
father's silk and wool, worn-at-the-neckband-
and-cuffs shirts into little school dresses for dain-
ty Dorothy, or in our extremity fashicning a very
sensible apron from the tail of thot shirt; cut-
ting the best out of big brother's ‘‘civie’’
ulster to make Johnny a school coat, or any of
the following utilitarian ideas, but we have yet
to advocate the flour sack dress as an economy.

The ideas described on this page are con-
tributions from some of our interested sub-
seribers, to whom we express a vote of thanks.—
The Editor.

Making Use of a White Elephant

ALMOS’I‘ every family ecupboard cn_nmins a
white elephant. Mine, took the guise of an
* old-fashioned, many gored, dark blue broadcloth
coat. It gave no promise of ever coming into
style again, and because of its many gores, there
was little possibility of ever making it over into
somothing modish for myself. My young daugh-
ter of ten years was in need of a warm school
dress, however, and, as the material in the coat
was of excellent quality, having been bought
many years before the war, 1 consndergg myself
fortunate to have a ‘‘white elephant. After
having ripped apart the many seams, and clean-

ing and pressing them, I recut them into a little
leated dress which hung from a yoke, to fit my
gaughter. By way of making it a little distine-

tive, black braid was introduced on the belt
all‘:’d at ':}cle hem of the skirt between the box

pleats (above) —Mrs. W

A New Lease of Life for Faded Ties

i s iled
O give a new lease of life to men's faded and so
T ties (they are no use as they are xen]'-h’;‘l even
tenderly and dip them into a small basin nf'l})urp e yte g:
any other dark colour that suits the fancy. hey m\;‘n ‘;l
be boiled or left in the dye too long as silk takes ti o‘a ye
quickly, but rinse well and press when almost d|]-y. using a
cloth batween the iron and silk. This simple pl;oneu
makes them look quite new, especially ties of two lc{[o ou:i;,
Half a package of dye will do for a dozen ties.—Mrs.

Conomy, ;

Father’s Suit Meets Daughter’s Needs

ONE mother of my acquaintance made this
smart little dress (right) for her eight-
ear-old daughter from a coat and vest be-
onging to the child's father. The trousers
had met with some disaster—perhaps qlnail
in the fence, perhaps a burglar had ‘‘bor-
rowed'' them—while the upper garments
were practically new and of wonderful ma-
terial. The sleeves of the dress were cut from
the sleeves of the coat, each in two pieces.
The dress was made slightly narrower than
the pattern, from necessity but it was a com-
lete success. 1
ing leather belt and by a sizable round, white
pique collar. Two of these collars were
made in one afternoon by marking scallops
with a thimble and pencil and two strands
of cotton in the embroidery needle. With
two collars the child need never wear one
that is not fresh and dainty,

False Hair Again!

WHEN your switch is a poor match
(false hair is coming in again) pin

But we ask you dear readers

It was bnghtened by a shin- ’

the top of it flat against the very crown of
the head then fold your own hair over and
around it, twisting it into_one large coil.
The mount of the switch will be completely
covered and the strands of it will be mingled

with the natural hair.

v

Reclaiming The

Cutting Our
For Vogue's

Father’s Suit
Meets
o : Daughter’s Needs

White Elephant

Wool Reconstruction
‘On A
Practical Basis

Crowns
Sake

A New Role
For Old Trousers

Qi

Al
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New Sweaters From Old

WHILE making a spring inventory of my wardrobe, my
worn out knitted woollen sweater was one of the prob-
lems that confronted me. Realizing the prevalent price of
wool, I was in a quandary what might be done with mine
other than discarding it completely. Tt was badly worn
and raveled at the elbows and pockets, so I cut out the
sleeves and bottom of garment to just above the pockets
and also removed the shawl collar. The two good tops of
the sleeves I cut open and joined together and used this
piece to line the back of the sweater, thus making it doubly
warm. Around the neck, sleeves, fronts and bottom of gar-
ment, I crocheted a black edge. The sweater being a car-
dinal red, this contrast was most pleasing. The shawl collar
made an excellent stove polisher, for as every house wife
knows there is nothing like woollen goods for raising that
extra gloss on stoves. The old lower portions of the sweater
were used in my mop. saving just enough to make a pocket
for the left hand side. TFor cool days in the
house or for wear under one’s suit coat, this
sleeveless sweater (left) is indispensable.

Directions for Making Crochet Edge used on Sweater

AST on eigl.\t or ten double, trebles (to suit desire of
crocheter) in the same hole, chaining four to form picot
on every double, treble and repeat.—Mrs. J. A. D.

Adjustable Cuffs and Collars

UFF and collar sets for grown-ups may be fitted with

snappers so that a dress can be quickly transformed by
unsnapping, say, a plaid silk set, and snapping on sheer
organdy cuffs and collar in a trice.—~—S. Weaver.

leJW use has been discovered for the old-fashioned
A sailor collar of white organdy or Georgette crepe. It

will be found very helpful to many wearers of fine blouses
that are worn down the front from removing one's breast
pin repeatedly. Reverse the old square collar, so that it
forms a bib effect over the front of the blouse, thus hiding
the worn places, It will meet at the back, where just
enough of the white collar will be shown fo be smart. Tt
may be necessary to cut out the collar in the front to
follow the neck line of the blouse. A bias bind around this

neck line will keep the collar in od st B i
R ndeson P good shape when Dbeing

Hats

HE crown of a hat may be lowered by

§ simply cutting out a portion, near the
brim, and sewing or stitching on the machine
the raw edges together. Crown trimming of
any description may be artfully used to
cover this work.
. A crown may be made higher by cutting
it in two-—also near the brim——and inserting
a band of heavy buckram. - Trimming will
also serve to disguise the ‘‘patch’’ as indi-
cated to left.

Preserve Your Shoes

VARNISH with shellac or ordinary varnish the soles and
\ heels of new shoes and they will wear much longer than
usual-—deferring that inevitable visit to the cobbler’s.

Sanitary Ever-ready Sweeping Cap

MAN'S handkerchief, white, khaki or coloured, knotted

at the four corners is very neat and smart and may be
easily laundered when goiled with the dust and dirt of
housecleaning.

A New Role for Old Trousers

THAT made-over garments can be quite
a8 chic and up-to-date as bran new
raiment goes without saying. I saw a dainty
dress for a six-vear-old girl made of white
duck, scalloped around the edges of the skirt,
sleeves and neck with old rose, washable em-
broidery floss. This fetching little frock
(left) was fashioned from a pair of cast-off
white trousers donated by the child’'s uncle.
—Mrs. 8. W.

WHEN sending in queries
for re-modelling garments,
please state clearly the size of the
gown, blouse or wrap, etc., you
wish to make over and if possible
enclosea rough sketch of samein
its present state. Also the kind
and quantity of other material
you may have on hand to com-
binewith the garmentto be made’
over. Perchance it is another
skirt, a blouse, a coat, or a rem-
nant of new material. Address
all communications to‘‘ Fashion
Editor,”” Make Over Dept.
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Fascinating Models for the Woman of Discrimination

8392—Ladies’ Kimono Blouse, Designed for 34 to 42 bust,
No. 8462—Ladies’ Four-tier Skirt. Designed for 24 to 32
waist. Width at lower edge about 114 yard. The costume in
medium size requires 515 yards 36-inch check taffeta—7g
yard 4o-inch white Georgette crépe for vest and collar—314
yards grosgrain ribbon—31% yards 36-inch lining for under-
body and gores. With the more frivolous frocks the three
and four-tier skirt has returned to favor and it is especially
attractive in soft silks, nets, laces, and Georgette crépe
Check taffeta is one of the :

fashionable fabrics for after-
noon frocks and it is very ef-
fective when lightened up ‘with
a collar of Georgette crépe
or organdy. The kimono
blouse closes 4t the back and
a bias collar finishes the deep
U-shaped neck. The skirt
consists of four flounces mount-
ed on a two-piece skirt that
closes at the'left side seam,

AL @
Blouse 8414—20c.

8502—Ladies’ Blouse. Designed for 34 t{)
44 bust. Size 36 requires 214 yards 36-1nCh
crépe de Chine—34 yard Georgette crépe
plaiting, The blouse closes at the back an

as three box plaits formed on the front.

: 8414—I adies’ Blouse. Designed for 34 tl(?

PR 44 bust, Sijze 36 requires 234 yards 36-me‘;
Dress 8504 Veile—3¢ v rd 40-inch white ~organdy b?(':

: 25¢ collar and cuffs, This is one of the fashionabit

X 3 ]
Scallop 12177 “''P-Over blouses closing on the shoulders

Blue or Vellow gathered in front below a shaped yoke.
<Vc,

Blouse 8392—25c. [ &
Skirt 8462—25c.

Blouse 8481-—25¢,
Skirt 8295—20c.

Dress
v 8520
25¢.

8484—Ladies’ Dress. Designed for 34 to
44 bust. Size 36 requires 354 yards 40-inch
Georgette crépe—27% yards 36-inch satin—
3% yard white Georgette for vest—7¢ yard
36-inch lining for underbody. Width at lower
edge about 114 yard. A long shawl collar
finishes the neck of this blouse which is open
to the waist-line disclosing a vest mounted on
a front-closing underbody. The tunic is
finished with a narrow friil heading and is
applied to the two-piece gathered skirt at
yoke depth. Soft satin or moire ribbon may
be used for the girdle or it may be of Georgette
crépe with a band of narrow picot-edge ribbon
through the center.

8401 —
Ladies’ Eve -
ning Dress.
Designed for
34 to 42 bust.

Size 36 requires 314
yards 36-inch satin
—1Y{ yard 36-inch
metal brocade —
234 yards 36-inch
lining for founda-
tion. Width at
lower edge about
1Y{ yard. Again
we have the formal
evening gown. The
fashionab!~> eve -
ning gown _3 of two /
distinct types, the 7 < (4
fluffy one of net i b
or chiffon for danc- BT by s 0 4
ing, and the more
stately gown of sat-
in or taffeta fo; for-

z ing func-
;Ti]c:xis‘eveqll‘h%s very charming model shows a gracetu
drapery of satin over metal brocade.

8508
8504 8205 8502

A\,

Bloluse_ 8508—25¢ V
Skirt 8205__p0"

Blouse 8477—25c.
mbroidery 12352
Blue or Yellow—20c.

Skirt 8205—20c.

g-waisteq Dress, Designed tor 34 to 46 pust.

i 2 yards 26- oy 4

8604 -Ladies! Dreds, - Denignid Joy 34 50 3 ansls miee and Vest—334 yards fringes inch satin—3; yard organdy for, colla

6 uires 4 yards 36-inch satin—27% yards 40-inch

2;’, f-e‘étte crépe—j3 yards plaiting—7% yard 361-mch lining
f . %derbody. Width at lower edge about 1}4 yard. A
i plaited frill of the satin finishes the long shawl
narfowt pm back cuffs, and the scalloped trimming-band
8?1”;11:6,: tlujnic For the scallops, design 12177 is suggested. 8484

These are Pictorial Review Patterns. If your local dealer cannot supply you,

ts, are attractively featured on
he back panels are loope

of organdy anq laceagsthst;nl:r‘zer e€§e of the skirt. The long collar

8295 8471 33;; dth at Jower edge 134 yard,

. DESCRIPTIONS CONTINUED oN pagg 25
send direct to us—253-259

Spadina Avenue,

Toronto, Ontario.
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Clever Designing Makes These Becoming to Stout Women

Blouse 8248—25c,

8248—Ladies’ Blouse. Designed for 34
to 50 bust. Size 36 requires 1%4 yard 36-
inch black taffeta—3§ yard white Georgette
crépe for collar and vest—2}4 yards sou-
tache—74 yard 36-inch lining for under-
body. Stout women to whom the lines Qf
this blouse are very becoming will find it
a good model for dress wear.

8407—Ladies’ Blouse. Designed for 34
to 44 bust. Size 36 requires 2 yards 40-inch
Georgette crépe—sl4 yards narrow velvet
ribbon for trimming—114 yard Georgette
plaiting. A touch of style is given to this
simple blouse by the edging of narrow
velvet ribbon,

N \

Dress 8106—25c.

Jacket 8440—25c.
Braiding 12474—25c.

Skirt 8215—20c.

8106—Ladies’ Long-waisted Dress. Designed for 34
to 50 bust. Size 36 requires 334 yards 54-inch tricotine—
7% yard 36-inch white taffeta for collar and vest. Width
at lower edge about 134 yard. The long tunic blouse has a
deep braided border, the braiding carried out in soptache
in design 12474. The woman of full figure will find
this a very becoming type of frock for early Fall street
wear in any of the fashionable wool fabrics such as serge,
tricotine, Poiget twill, duvetyn, or light-weight velours.

8500—Ladies’ Dress.

edge about 114 yard.
noon street dress for the woman of full figure.

and are joined under the girdle.

8496—Ladies’ Dress.

edge. about 114 yard.

functions.
color or contrasting colors may be used.

Tunic Blouse
8497—25¢c.
Skirt 8295—20c.

Tunic Blouse
8473—25¢.
Skirt 8295—20c.

8440—Ladies’ Jacket. Designed for
34 to 46 bust. Size 36 requires 23§
yards 54-inch serge—3{ yard 36-inch
taffeta for vest— 3{ yard 36-inch
moire for collar—314 yards 36-inch
satin for lining. Length at center-back
404 inches. No. 8215—Ladies’ Two-
piece Gathered Skirt. Designed for 24
to 38 waist. Size 26 requires 234 yards
54-inch serge. Width at lower edge
about 114 yard. The open front of the jacket
of this smart suit is filled in with a vest that
may be of white taffeta, crépe de Chine, or moire
and the collar of moire extends into revers
that reach to the narrow belt. The side seams
of the jacket may be open as far up as desired.

8497—Ladies’ Tunic Blouse. Designed for 34 to
46 bust. No. 8295—Ladies’ Two-piece Skirt. De-
signed for 24 to 36 waist. Width at lower edge
about 114 yard. The costume in medium size re-
quires 4}4 yards 54-inch serge—1%4 yard 36-inch
white taffeta for collar and tucked vest. There is
nothing smarter for early Fall wear than frocks of
serfe and tricotine lightened up as in this case by
collar and vest of white taffeta, Georgette crépe,
or satin. The tunic is a two-piece model attached
at one-inch raised waist-line to the simple blouse
and closed at left side seam. Under this is worn a
two-piece dart-fitted skirt closing at the back and
with waist-line raised 214 inches.

8473—Ladies’ Tunic Blouse. Designed for 34 to
48 bust. No. 8295—Ladies’ Two-piece Skirt. De-
signed for 24 to 36 waist. Widthat lower edge about
124 yard. The costume in medium size requires 414
yards 44-inch check cloth—3§ yard 36-inch white
tricolet for collar and vest—214 yards 36-inch lining for
underbody and top of skirt. The surplice lines of this
tunic blouse admirably camouflage the stout figure and it
may be developed in serge or tricotine with equally good
results. The skirt because of the darts taken up on the
front and back fits smoothly over the hips,

Designed for 34 to 48 bust.
Size 36 requires 274 yards 54-inch tricotine—22% yards
36-inch satin for underskirt and trimming—3§ yard
36-inch white satin for vest facing—17§ yard 36-inch
lining for underbody and top of skirt. Width at lower
Here is another attractive after-
The
blouse and the three-piece tunic are separate

Designed for 34 to 50
bust. Size 36 requires 314 yards 36-inch velvet
—214 yards 40-inch Georgette crépe—!4 yard
white Georgette crépe for collar—7¢ yard
36-inch lining for underbody. Width at lower
The combination of
velvet and Georgette crépe adapts this dress
admirably to service for afternoon or social
Both materials may be of the same

e 4 O
» H
Dress 8496—25¢,

8581—Ladies’ Dress. De-
signed for 34 to 46 bust.
Size 36 requires 3)4 yards
54-inch Poiret twill—3%4 yard
36-inch white satin for flaring
collar and vest. Width at
lower edge about 114 yard.
The lines of this frock are
particularly good for stout
women and the simplicity
of the design will make a
strong appeal to the woman
who has to be her own dress-
maker.

6248 8497

'\'w 3
Dress 8531—25¢,

8531

8400—Ladies’ One-piece Dress. Designed for 34 to 46
bust. Size 36 requires 314 yards 54-inch shepherd check
—3¢ yard white Georgette crépe for vest and collar.
Width at lower edge about 114 yard. Delightfully simple
is this frock that slips on over the head and is open almost
to the waist-line in a deep V to show an inserted vest of
Georgette crépe. Pendant ornaments of crochet trim the
front of the blouse effectively, and tiny jet buttons are
applied to the sleeves along the outside from elbow to wrist.

These are Pictorial Review Patterns. If your local dealer cannot supply you, send direct to us—253-259 Spadina Avenue, Toronto, Ontario.
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Girls’ Dress
7948—20c.

Juniors’
Dress
7674
20c.
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Child’s Dress 8
8146—20c¢.

Girls’ and
Juniors’
Dress
; kg 8499—20c.

%
s

Girls’ and
Juniors’ Coat
7482—20c.

These are Pictorial Review Patterns.

/

{ Child’s Dress

J  8494—Girls’ and Juniors’ Dress. Designed
for 6 to 14 years.  Size 8 requires 27§ yards 36-

inch handkerchief linen—213 Y The dress is slipped on over

ribbon for sash—13§ yard 36-inch net for top = the head and fast

of skirt. The dress closes at the back and

three straight gathered flounces are arranged on

the two-piece gathered skirt. 7931—Girls’

elow a round yoke the
and front. It is slashed
the closing and finished with a piping.

If your local dealer cannot supply you, send direct to us—253-259 Spadina Avenue,

Child’s Dress

8308—20c. . da”
Child’s Dress Girls” and
8227—20c. Juniors’ Dress
7931—20c.

The Newest Fashions for Cirls
Are Smartly Simple

8227—Child’s One-piece Dress, Designed
5 for 2 to 6 years. Size 4 requires 214 yards 27-
ards s-inch  inch chambray, i

h ens on the shoulder. It is in
kimono style cut in one with the short ¢leeves.

and Juniors’ Dress. Designed
4

for 6 to 14 years, Size requires 21 T W
8146—Child’s Empire Dress. Designed for g e rouives 234 yatds 36
2 to 6 years. Size 6 requires 214 yards 36-inch
linen. A cunning frock for the smail maid sleeves. The one-picce skirt is gathered.
closing in front and with short-waisted body
scctionkjoincd toa gz_ltheéeq lslktirt:. }f\ roux;\d coii 7948—Girls' Dress,
lar makes an attractive finish for the neck, an ears. Size i 3/ <inch
there are smart turn-bac - cuffs for the one- @ Gaiauizes . 3% S savine
piece sleeves. :

inch poplin, Here is an attractive dress for the
little maid in kimono style cut in one with the

Designed for 6 to 14

gingham. A full-length panel is arranged on
the front of this dress, the waist of which closes

at center-back, while the -picce side~
8173—Child’s Empire Dress. Designed for : i
2 to 6 years, Size 6 requires 234 yards 27-inch
chambray, At drop-shoulder line tiny puff 8499—Girls’ and
sleeves are attached. The dress closes in g
front and pockets are inserted in‘ the skirt.

plaited skirt closes at left side-back.

uniors’ Dress. Designed
1ze 12 requires 314 yards
charming dress for party

for 6 to 16 years,
44-inch organdy, A

and best wear with the ne Greci rapery on
8308—Child’s Dress. Designed for 2 to 6 new Grecian drapery

( I { : the front of the blouse., The blouse closes at
Size 6 requires 234 yards 36-inch linen.  the back and the gathered skirt at left side
dress is gathered back  seam, Appropriate for any soft fabric.

at left side-front for

DESCRIPTIONS CONTINUED ON PAGE 25

Child’s Coat Child’s Coat - hild’s Cap
7503—20c. 15200 i

8115—20c. 8369—20c.

Toronto, Ontario.



: Girls’ and
Dress 7940—20c. Ju(r%;:)]rss" %lx('iess Juniors’ Dress
Embroidery 12461 7844—20c. 8321—20c.

Blue or Vellow—20c.

Now Is the Time to Plan
School Clothes

7940—Girls’ and Juniors’ Dress. Designed
!or 6 to 14 years. Size 6 requires 15§ yar 4t
inch serge. “The acme of simplicity is this froc
uttoning at the back and with an attractive
border design in worsted on the round neck and
Pockets. The embroidery is design 12461.

7844—Girls’ and Juniors’ One-piece Dress.
Designed for 6 to 14 years. Size 8 requires
2}4 yards go-inch check serge—3§ yard 36-
inch linen ?or collar and cuffs. A wide panel
is formed on the front and back of this frock
which closes on the left shoulder and at left
side-front,

8321—Girls’ and Juniors’ One-piece Dress.

esigned for 6 to 14 years. Size 8 requires
214 yards 32-inch gingham. Nothing is better
or school wear than simple frocks like this in

mono style and slipping on over the head.
t buttons on the shoulders.

8162—Girls’ One-piece Dress. Designed for
6 to 14 years. Size 10 requires 234 yards 36-
Inch linen. Here is a very attractive school
frock slipping on over the head and with sleeves
attachecf at low shoulder-line. The dress is
slashed below the belt for inserted pockets.

Gl e
6344—20c,

8250—]uniors” Dress, Designed for 13 to
17 years. Size I3 requires 3% yards 44-inch
serge—>%§ yard 36-inch white voile for collar,
Under the panel the waist closes at center-
front and the attached two-piece skirt is
plaited front and back and gathered at the
sides. Bone buttons may be used as a trime
ming on the panel which extends a little below
the belt onto the skirt. Worsted embroidery,
too, makes a smart trimming.

83828—Girls’ and Juniors’ Guimpe Dress. De-
signed for 6 to14 years. Size 8 requires 2
yards 44-inch serge for dress—74 yard 36-inch
voile for ﬁuimpe. A round collar finishes the
neck of the front-closing guimpe. The waist
of the dress closes on the left shoulder and
under the left arm, while the two-piece gath-
ered skirt closes at the left side seam.

8188—Girls’ and Juniors’ One-piece Dress.
Designed for 6 to 14 years. Size 12 requires
2% yards 44-inch check serge—3¢ yard 44-
inch plain serge for collar and trimming. The
closing of this box-plaited dress is arranged on
the left shoulder and at left side-front.

DESCRIPTIONS CONTINUED ON PAGE 25

Childs’ and
Girls’ Cape
7419—20c.

Juniors’ Dress

Everywoman’s World for September, 1919 21

Girls’ and
8323—20c.

A

Girls’ and irls’
Juniors’ Dress ug;igll-:' ‘Bllf::ss
8138—20c. 8359—20c,

Girls’ and w

Girls’ and
Juniors’ Suit Juniors’ Cape
8438—25¢. " 8489—20c.

These are Pictorial Review Patterns. If your local dealer cannot supply you, send direct to us—253-259 Spadina Avenue, Toronto, Ontario.
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PICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12538,

blue, 15 cents. Here is an attractive design

. worked out in eyelets and cut-work, the embroidery

I ‘-,enclooing a filet crochet medallion, The transfer

" pattern provides sufficient design for one pair of
guest-towels and a working diagram of the filet
medallion. Buttonholed scallops may be substi-
tuted for the filet lace edging, and the pattern pro-
vides for these scallops.

No. 12537

ICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pat
blue, 15 cents. Here is another at
beautifying guest-towels. The

!cxl‘udin ; the scallops w
e .

This vgrould be an attractive design ap)

scalloped ends for a dressing-table or et.

F

20 c_entosf very good-looking embroidery desi

fot s g5
not provide pe: le' 520, in an
three letters 5 inches hi; gpscentg. X

ICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12535, blue,
or

A \S A /»./\,.,\’/w/"\//\w-

ICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12533,
blue, 15 cents. This very charming embroidery
is applied to the centerpiece illustrated just below.
The centerpiece is 21 inches in diameter and the
embroidery is worked in eyelets, raised satin, and
buttonhole stitches. Firm white linen should form
a foundation. An attractive feature of the center-
jece is the oddly shaped square scallop that
hes the edge.

No. 12533

blue, 15 cents. Below is shown a very beauaz
: 1 centerpiece embroidered in grapes, vines, and
eaves.

PICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 1253
u

)g:-f.?\\

A

(X 4, 3
< :w L(‘JIIJ\_‘\ e

o~

The Charm of Exquisitely Embroidered Linens
Appeals to Every Housekeeper

No. 12539

ICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12539:

blue, 15 cents. There is quite a fad just now for
enclosing filet medallions in embroidery as a decoras
tion for guest- and show-towels. The one illustrate
above supplies design and scallops for one pair O
guest-towels and a working diagram for the filet
crochet medallion and lace edge. The scallops aré

not illustrated but they may be substituted for the
lace edge.

PI‘CTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12540
blue, 15 cents. A very graceful basket design i8
shown above, enough embroidery and scallops being
provided in the pattern for two guest-towels. The
embroidery including the scallops is 614 inches high
by 14 inches wide, and may be worked in white
cotton in eyelet, stem, and buttonhole stitches on
white linen huckaback. The design is also ap:

ropriate for the S, dc igle
5 g ends of white linen dresser- a

No. 12534

3

PICTORIAL REVIEW Transfer Pattern 12536
. 20 cents. A handsome design in baskets and t
vines suitable for a pair of pillo es or towels.

e Plctorhl Review Patterns. If your iocal dealer cannot supply yd_u. send direct to us—253-259 Spadina Avenue, Toronto, Ontario.
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Only the
healthy
woman 1s

the beautiful

WOoman

Seeing Ourselves As

Others See Us!

SRR im0
& > 3

The Veil As A Defence Or An Offence

HERE are few women to-

day, who are blind to the
advantages of faking the veil
but there are many who have
yet to realize that a veil over
the eyes may become either a
defence or an offence. There
are limitless possibilities to the
bit of gossamer net and chen-
illé that lends an air of ori-
entalism to the most prosaic
countenance. But this frail
weapon of coquetry—which
forms a barrage between you
and the elements of nature and
the eyes of mankind—is a dan-
gerous one unless handled with

care. ;
s

Pr g

HENILLE dots on an octagon mesh are

most flattering to the complexion and
eyes, as shown above. The illustration to the
left is a clear example of a pretty veil when
it becomes an offence. Aside from the fact
that a succession of dots worn directly over
one's eyes is conducive to early blindness,
black spots on one’s nose and teeth are any-
thing but alluring.

O not underestimate the importance of health.
The corset that does not protect your health
destroys your beauty. The many

Handsome Is As Handsome Does

HERE has been an unpre-

. cedented demand for veil- oy
ing during the last six months, ]
the manufacturers say. It has S
exceeded anything in the his- V
tory of veils, and there is every -~
evidence that it will again in- ,
crease owing to the number of ‘ﬂ%‘
small hats that are being o' . ALY
launched for, fall and winter T]ZL’ Orzgmal-Ungq”a[[ed F7'077t L(l(’lng CO?"SK[S \;\
trade. The satin toque is usual- e

ly the first offering from mil-
linery quarters in the early
fall, and to accompany it there
is nothing quite so fetching as
a dark brown, large, finely
meshed veil to keep one’s stray
locks in subjection, ¥

. .\\l‘)
designed for your figure offer an abdominal and back w
support that gives correct poise of body, induces correct ; \
breathing and protects the wearer against the many ills |
that are often the result of improper corsetry

Gossards are designed with the most exact science for the
needs of the various figure types. The problems of each
figure type are met differently, but the result is always
|| the same—from the matron of larger proportions to the
r young girl of slender figure, the Gossard effaces itself and
i
\
!

leaves only the impression of a perfectly proportioned
body with the charm of natural grace.

L i a1
THE veiled lady above knows the value of
a spot of beauty when she sees .it, al-

though she might have advantageously placed
it a little higher on her cheek. For her own
sake and that of the general public, we are
glad that she didn't place it on her eye, as-
indicated in the ske;cﬁ to the right.

Gossards are the expression of true corset economy: their
style and comfort are continual joys; the protection they
guarantee your health is priceless; and measured in terms
of dollars and cents, they offer a wearing service that alone
: ‘ is worth the price paid for the garment. You realize full
The French Manner of Veiling || value on every dollar invested and you can buy a Gossard
for as little as $2.75 up to as much as you desire to pay.

7he Canadian H. W. Gossard Co., Zimited ‘
Largest Makers of Fine Corsets t

HE French, from whom we
* a.dol;:t s0 many charming
1deas_, ave a penchant for
wearing veils in this loose
manner (right). While they
are becoming to a certain few
when worn with just the right
tuapeau, they lack that neav

284-286 West King Street, TORONTO

i 9, % Wean
brecision, which is attributed to 7 7 :
Eﬁﬁy‘"e”;""’f“" voman ‘ffhthis Made x: ;dlxeczl:;‘t;ad States 4 (% Wabm ”x;)xﬂz H;:ltl;;nidComfm
inent. Tt is predicted, how- omen-the IWorld Over
ever, that this type of veil, Wiy Liae In Frontt o

with its graceful scrolly bor-
der, will be greatly effected
this season.

Look for the name @fossard on
the inside of the corset

DID you ever sit opposite a disfigurement

like this (left) in the car? Didn’t you
wonder how the perpetrator could have such
clear blue eyes and yet be unconscious to
the fact that the careless adjustment of her
veil ;nd been the means of obliterating her
nose i .
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Her Mout
Is Growing Old

STILL young—but her mouth is growing old.
The pretty lips are losing their youthful contour.
They are taking on the look of withered age.

“Pyorrhea,” says her dentist. A long neglected
case. The gums are shrunken and receding—the
teeth loosening, and decaying fast.

Pyorrhea is a preventable disease. Take proper
care of your gums and teeth and you will not have it.

Forhan’s for the Gums will prevent Pyorrhea—
or check its progress, if used in time and used
consistently. Ordinary tooth pastes and powders
cannot do this.

If you have tender, bleeding gums (the first
symptom of Pyorrhea) start to use Forhan's imme-
diately. Then watch that bleeding stop, and the
tenderness disappear.

But better still, don’t wait for symptoms. End
the trouble before it begins. Keep Pyorrhea, its
disfigurements and train of dangerous ills away by
using Forhan’s for the Gums. It makes the gums
firm and healthy—the teeth white, and clean.

How to Use Forhan’s

Use it twice daily, year in and year out. Wet your brush
in cold water, place a half inch of the refreshing, healing paste
on it, then brush your teeth up and down. Use a rolling
motion to clean the crevices. Brush the grinding and back
surfaces of the teeth. Massage your gums with your Forhan-
coated brush—gently at first until the gums harden, then more
vigorously. If the gums are very tender, massage with the
finger instead of the brush. If gum-shrinkage has already set
in, use Forhan's according to directions and consult a dentist
immediately for special treatment.

35c and 6oc tubes in Canada and United States. At all
druggists.

Forhan’s, Ltd., 307 St. James St., Montreal

FOR THE GUMS
Checks Pyorrhea
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Rolling and Rubbing the Wrinkles
and Hollows

1 F you are afflicted with a

pronounced double chin,
whenever you get the chance
give the chin a twisting
massage by grasping as
much of the flesh beneath
as can be held between
the thumb and forefinger
and twisting unitl it slips
out. Do this on both sides
of the chin.

TIP the head back as far

as possible with a quick,
even movement, not a jerk,
and then drop it as far for-
ward on the collar bone as
the head can be carried. This
will remove the hollows, lines
and scrawny look from the
neck and will also prevent
a double chin.

Y()U can reduce a double

chin in less than two
weeks by rolling the flesh
away with a rolling pin.
Grasp firmly by the two
handles and, beginning at
the end of the chin, roll
backwards to the throat and
then down to the place where
you wish the reduction to
cease.  Before beginning
treatment take a wash cloth
and sop water on the chin
to prevent the rolling pin
Jrom hurting.

AN ugly roll of fat often

comes just below the
neck in the back when a
woman s thirty or more.
Begin at the nape of the
neck and roll downward for
a minute or two. Then
hold the roller diagonally
and roll across. This treai-
ment carried out systemat-
weally will effect a pleasing
reduction of the superfluous

flesh.

1 F. the neck s very yellow

or brewn looking take the
towel 1n both hands and saw
it across the skin until it is
red, then rub in cold cream.

'[‘() remove tan or to make

a brown looking neck
white rub it with a cut
lemon_just before going to
bed. If it smarts,very gent-
Iy rub in a little cold creosi
on top of the lemon jurcce
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AFTER you've learned the
various uses for Cox’s
Instant Powdered Gelatine,
you won’t try to keep house
without it !

Cox’s is not a ‘“‘prepared”’
food—you’re not confined to
jellied desserts, for Cox’s also
makes delicious ice cream,
blanc mange, frozen custard
and sauces as well as soups,
salads and savories.

Cox’s is unflavored and un-
sweetened, so you can add
pure wholesome flavors of the
kind you prefer and sweeten
it to your taste.

It's made in Scotland.

GELATINE

Send for a free copy of our
book “‘Selected Recipes.” 1t
contains a number of unusual
and economical recipes.

Write Dept. H.

J. & G. COX, Limited
P. O. Box 3009, Montreal

Thin People
Should Take
- Phosphate

Nothing Like Plain Bitro-Phosphate to
Put on Firm, Healthy Flesh and to
Increase Strength, Vigor and
Nerve Force.

Judging from the countless preparations
and treatments which are continually being
advertised for the purpose of making thin
people fleshy, developing arms, neck and
bust, and replacing ugly hollows and angles
by the soft curved lines of health and beauty,
there are evidently thousands of men and
women who keenly feel their excessive
thinness,

Thinness and weakness are usually due
to starved nerves. Our bodies need more
phosphate than is contained in modern foods.
Physicians claim there is nothing that will
supply this deficiency so well as the organic
phosphate known among druggists as bitro-
phosphate, which is inexpensive and is sold
"Y_most all druggists under a guarantee of
satisfaction or money back. By feeding the
nerves directly and by supplying the body
cells with the necessary phosphoric food
elements, bitro-phosphate quickly produces a
welcome transformation in the appearance;
the increase in weight frequently being
astonishing.

.. This increase in weight also carries with
it a general improvement in the health. Ner-
Vousness, sleeplessness and lack of energy,
Which nearly always accompany excessive
thl'nness, soon disappear, dull eyes become
bright, and pale cheeks glow with the bloom
of perfect health.

. CAUTION: — Although bitro-phosphate
. 18 unsurpassed for relieving nervousness,
5198ples§ness and general weakness, it should
not, owing to its remarkable flesh-growing
Droperties, be used by anyone who does not

esire to put on flesh.

BHave Pou Joined
Our Book and Music Club?

Descriptions of Fashions
Shown on Other Pages

(Continued from page 18)

8481—Ladies’ Draped Blouse. Designed
for 34 to 44 bust. No. 82956—Ladies’ Two-
piece Skirt. Designed for 24 to 36 waist.
Width at lower edge about 1% yards. The
costume in medium size requires 6 yards 40-
inch Georgette crépe—?% yard 36-inch satin
for girdle—7% yard 36-inch lining for under-
body. For dainty afternoon frocks nothing
ever seems able to oust Georgette crépe, and
most women are wondering what on earth
they did before it came into fashion. Tt is
particularly effective in the new gracefully
draped blouses and tunic skirts like this
model. The blouse closes on the left shoul-
der and the underbody at the centre-front,
while the tucked tunic closes at the left side.
The skirt is a plain dart-fitted model closing
at the back

8508—Ladies’ Blouse. Designed for 34
to 42 bust. No. 8295—Ladies’ Two-piece
Skirt. Designed for 24 to 36 waist. Width
at lower edge about 1% yards. The costume
in medium size requires 5% yards 44-inch
plaid serge—1 yard 86-inch satin for trim-
ming—7% yard 36-inch lining "for under-
body. Plaids are prominent in the new
season’s fashions, and they form very smart
frocks for informal wear. An oddly shaped
collar is an attractive feature of the blouse,
the fronts of which are draped around to
form a girdle. It is attached to a gathered
tunic with outstanding pockets The skirt
is fitted by darts front and back and closes
at the back.

8477—Ladies’ Blouse. Designed for 84 to
46 bust. No. 8295—Ladies’ Two-piece Skirt.
Designed for 24 to 36 waist. Width at lower
edge about 1% yards. The costume in
medium size requires 6% yards 36-inch satin
—3 yard 40-inch white Georgette crépe for
collar. The simple surplice blouse is mount-
ed on a kimono underblouse with flowing
sleeves, and an embroidered tunic section is
attached at the sides and back. For the em-
broidery, which may be carried out in silk
or wool, design 12352 is suitable

(Continued from page 20)

8144—@irl’s One-piece Dress, Designed
for 6 to 14 years. Size 8 requires for dress
with jumper 33% yards 36-inch voile. The
closing is arranged at the back, and the
jumper closes on the left shoulder.

7674—Juniors’ Middy Dress. Designed for
12 to 17 years. Size 14 requires 23 yards
86-inch white linen for blouse—2% yards
44-inch serge for skirt, cuffs and collar—7%
yvard 86-inch lining for underbody. The
plaited skirt is attached to an underwaist of
lining, and over this is arranged a middy
blouse which slips on over the head.

7482—Girls’ and Juniors' Coat. Designed
for 8 to 17 years, Size 12 requires 3%
yards 44-inch serge. The collar may be worn
high or low, as preferred.

8046—Girls’ and Juniors’ Coat. Designed
for 6 to 14 years. Size 12 requires 2%
yardu 54-inch check coating—33% yards 36-
inch satin for lining. The collar instead of
being buttoned up to the neck may be rolled
low if preferred.

7503—Child’'s Single-breasted Coat. De-
gigned for 2 to 6 years. Size 6 requires 8
yards B86-inch velvet—2% yards 36-inch
taffeta for lining.
- 81156—Child’s Shirred Coat. Designed for
2 to 8 years. Size 6 requires 3% yards 36-
inch taffeta—23% yards 36-inch satin for
lining

8369—Child’s ,Cape. Designed for 2 to 8
years. Size 6 requires 1% yards 44-inch
serge—2 yards 86-inch satin for lining. The
cape is gathered to a round three-piece yoke.

(Continued from page 21)

8369—@Girls’ and Juniors’ Dress. De-
signed for 6 to 14 years. Size 8 requires
3% yards B82-inch gingham, Here is u
charming little frock for the small maid, clos-
ing at left side-front and with the fashion
able outstanding pockets.

8452—Child's Coat. Designed for 1 to 4
years. Size 4 requires 1% yards d4d-inch
serge—3% yard white linen for collar and
cuffs. Buttonholed scallops finish the collar
and cuffs, and for the scallops design 11661
may be used.

6344—Girls’ Dress. Designed for 4 to 14
years. Size 8 requires 3% yards 86-inch
linen—3% yard contrasting linen for collar.
The straight lines of this little frock are very
becoming to the small wearer. It is suitable
for linen or serge.

7419—Child’'s and Girls’ Circular Cape.
Designed for 4 to 14 years. Size 8 requires
31, yards 44-inch serge—214 yards 36-inch
gsatin for lining. For early Fall wear capes
are very smart in serge or tricotine.

8425—Girls’ and Juniors’ Cape. Design-
ed for 6 to 14 years. Size 8 requires 13§
yards 54-inch tricotine—1% yards 36-inch
satin for lining This is quite a novelty in
capes, and is suitable for any of the woollen
materials.

8529—@Girl’'s Coat. Designed for 6 to 14
years. Size 12 requires 23 yards 54-inch
velours. The collar may be worn high or
low, making the coat adaptable for all sorts
of weather. Outstanding pockets are just as
fashionable for little girls as for their
mothers and big sisters, and this attractive
feature is introduced on this coat by means
of a deep trimming band, which may be
stitched in with the side seams of the coat.
It is stitched to the coat across the centre-
front at the top, but is open at the sides
to form the outstanding pocket effect. Straight
straps may hold in the sleeves at the wrist,
and the belt is crossed in front and buttoned
onto the coat. For early Fall wear this coat
may be fashioned of serge or tricotine, while
for cold weather the heavier cloths, like
velours, Bolivia cloth, silvertone and the
Scoteh and English coatings, are suitable. No
trimming is necessary, except stitching, al-
though, if preferred, the collar may be fash-
ioned of velvet.

8438—Girls’ and Juniors’ Suit Designed
for 8 to 17 years. Size 12 requires 3% yards
54-inch plaid velours. The suit consists of
a single-breasted jacket in Norfolk style,
with trimming straps applied below a square
yoke, and a separate two-piece skirt. There
is nothing nattier for early Fall school wear
than Norfolk suits like this, to be made of
tweed, stripe or plaid suitings, serge or trico-
tine. The jacket is a very smart looking
model, and the skirt has suspender straps
and is gathered at the top. The closing is
arranged at the left side seam. Of course,
no, skirt is complete without pockets, and
this may have square patch pockets turned
over at the top to form pocket laps.

8489—Girls’ and Juniors’ Cape. De-
signed for 6 to 16 years. Size 12 requires
2% yards 54-inch Bolivia cloth. The cape
is gathered at the sides and back below a
yoke, and the front is in coat style. 5
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Home-Making Time
15 Stlverware Time

Whenever silverplate is chosen for your
personal use, or for gifts, let it be the genuine
1847 Rogers Bros. brand, renowned for
attractiveness and durability for over seventy
years. There can be no question of its giving
life-long satisfaction, :

Do not be confused by goods with a similar name,
Look for the full trademark “1847 Rogers Bros.”
Do not buy unless you find it on the backs of the
spoons, forks, etc.
 Ask your dealer to show you the various attract=
ive patterns,

1847 ROGERS BROS,

SILVERWARE

The Family Plate for Seventy Years

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Ltd.
Hamilton, Ontario

Made in Canada by Canadians and sold by leading
Canadian dealers throughout the Dominion

[ [] "
A ham in the house is worth ten in the
store,” for its uses are manifold.

With it you can prepare tasty meals on

short notice.

For breakfast, dinner or supper serve

{0S
p

E BrRAND

The Ham Delicious.

Its flavor makes it a deli-
cacy that noone ever tires of.
Sold Almost Everywhere.
CANADIAN PACKING CO.
Limited
Successors to

Matthews-Blackwel!, Limited
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HERE was an old woman who lived in a shoe,

She had so many children she didn’t know
what to do;

She gave them some broth without any bread,
And spanked them all soundly and sent them to bed.

For Scissors, Paints,
Crayons.
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DIRECTIONS FOR PRIZE CONTEST
OLOUR page of dolls, etc., as prettily as possible and cut them out.

If you want to make them
much stronger, paste the page on paper before you start

b/ &
S « { cutting. The shoe, etc., may be folded
to fit into an envelope for mailing. Send in vour work to Marjorie Daw, c/o EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, Spadina Ave., Toronto,
and the ten girls or bovs who send the b

%a’m i 7 ) est sets will each be given a lovely box
indeed. If

3
Canada, before Odtober 25th,
of crayons of 24 different colours, and also a large painting book that is very nice
you want your dolls returned, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope,




A Sequel to Last Month’s “What Women Hate in Men"
By “POLLY"

ity, Jim Jones, just because his alma

OW can a mere woman know?

Perhaps it’s that indefinable

quality in us which male authors
love to write about—feminine intui-
tion. ‘“Well, if that’s the case why
don’t you women try to overcome these
annoying ‘kinks’?’’ expostulate our
male readers, and we answer in just
the same manner that Eve would have
done, and probably did, ‘‘Oh, just be-
cause!’’

Yes, and just because I am a nine
hundred and ninety-ninth ecousin of
Eve’s, and feared my opinion might be
biased, I spoiled a perfectly good game
of golf the other day by introducing
the subject as my partner (it was a
mixed foursome) was poised for a drive
onto the sixteenth green.

Shades of Jerricho! The torrent of
Semi-humourous abuse which came tum-
bling down upon my well-intentioned
head left no doubt in my mind that I
had driven home. ;

!t rather tickled me to think my
point had penetrated so spontaneously,
even though it cost us the game, due to
my untimely interruption.

‘‘Beyond and above everything
else,”” dueted our partmers, ‘‘a woman
who allows her tongue to wig-wag
when a man’s driving a ball ought to
be shot,”” and strange asit may seem
to those who indulge not in the game of
golf, T heartily agreed with them. It
recalled a little scene I had witnessed
a few days previously when four stal-
wart, middle-aged enthusiasts were
starting off for the first green, accom-
panied by the spouses of two of the
players.

‘““Are you playing against my hus-
band, Mr. So.l-an):i-s%ﬂ’g queried the
little round dimply matron, with a flir-
tatious, ‘I ’m-utterly-irresistible’’ slant
to her blonde head. ‘‘Then, I’'m going
to talk and spoil your drive, so that
my hubby will win,’’ tee-hee-ed the
morsel.

““0, yes, let’s talk all around the
course, just to annoy the boys,’’ sug-
gested her companion with perhaps ten
more years to her ecredit, if no more
sense,

Black looks came from the foursome,
but like well-behaved married men, nary
a protest, until the secretary of the
club saved the day by walking up to
the tee-teeing pair and politely but pro-
fessionally requested silence!
~ We resumed the discussion of the all-
important subject later, in the cool of
the evening, when a mint freeze had
done its duty to our parched palates
and we reverted to a more serious mien.

“I’ve been married a number of
years,’” spoke up one of the men, whose
gray hairs substantiated his words,
‘but I don’t know of one single ob-
Jectionable or annoying trait that can
be attributed to womankind in general.
If there are any, they are the excep-
tion rather than the rule, and a matter
of individuality.’’ (And his wife wasn %
there, so he didn’t have to say it, and

e wasn’t a ‘‘hen-peck’’ either.) Out-
wardly, T agreed; inwardly, I was a
¢onscientious objector.

It has been said that there are three
almost universal characteristics which
men hate in women—her lack of sport-
ing instinct, her inaccuracy in detail,
and her jealous temperament.

We handled them in order, and al-
though we were evenly matched, for
and against, honesty forced me to ad-
mit defeat at the conclusion of the
whole matter.  The following were
some of the ‘‘verses’’ contained in that
male Hymn of Hate.

They Don’t Play the Game

OMEN don’t play the game! That
was the first accusation, and it
hurt. They may hold up a horrified
.ﬁnge_l‘ at the man who lacks the sport-
ing instinet, as it is ealled, they may
talk volubly of ‘‘standing together,’’
but when it comes right down to ac-
cepting Judy O’Grady as sister to the
Captain’s lady, it’s a different matter—
- esprit_de corps, where other women are
concerned, means nothing in their lives.
A man may fume and storm in pri-
vate at his commanding officers, his su-
Periors in the office, even his own par-
ticular pals, but give them away to any-
one else—never! But most women—
not all—if they scent a bit of seandal
or gossip about a woman acquaintance
that will make a breath-taking tale for
other feminine ears, will cast fidelity
and friendship to the Four winds in
drder to impart it. Horrors! Do we
really do this, girls? Somehow we have
earned the reputation.
- Phis type of woman can’t understand
why her husband should stand up for
or defend that small piece of

mater is the same, while to him to
give away a pal is almost desecration
to the word friendship.

In one of the leading periodicals there
appeared recently the reminiscences and
experiences of a celebrated Chatauqua
artist. She unhesitatingly stated that
if she were given her choice she would
much prefer appearing before an audi-
ence of men than women. The latter
she had found to be far too eritical
and uncharitable. The mere matter of
an out-of-date costume, the wrong
swirl to the artist’s hair, a peculiarity
of speech, or any other personality,
will prejudice a woman against the per-
former, no matter how clever.

On the other hand, she had found
that men were inclined to be much
more charitable. If they liked her,
they liked her, and showed it enthusi-
astically, regardless of whether she
wore her hair becomingly or whether
her gown was of the latest design, or
whether she had too much make-up on
one side of her face.

Because of this fact, she had formed
the habit of devoting about ten to
twenty minutes strutting up and down
the platform, in order to give the dear
ladies full opportunity to ‘‘take her
in,”” make a mental note of all her
peculiarities and personalities before
the legitimate performance began.

On the other hand, when appearing
before an audience of men, at a ban-
quet, a patriotic entertainment or camp,
she immediately began her work upon
entering the stage, knowing that either
success or failure was hers, despite her
eyebrows, or the manner in which she
used her hands or feet.

Inaccuracy in Detail

W OMAN'’S inaccuracy in detail,
was the next offense on the blot-
ter. ‘‘That is a quality which is pro-
verbial in women,’’ ejaculated the one
and only bald-headed bachelor in the
group. ‘‘Give a woman a foot of ma-
terial to work on, and she will come
back with it stretched to a yard. Tell
her about a business deal that centres
around four figures, and she will im-
mediately run to the back fence to tell
her mneighbour, and add another figure
on the way. Confide in her about the
little auburn-haired elf you used to play
with when you were in your teens, and
whom you always thought you would
marry when you could vote, and the
next time she is peeved at you she’ll
remind you of a half-dozen red-headed
girls in your life that you know never
existed, outside of her mind. Women
are all alike, and I’ve lost all my hair
trying to dope them out.”’

“‘Speaking of figures, does recall an
incident that oceurred in my office,
which nearly cost the firm a consider-
able sum of money, all of which was
due to the inaccuracy of one of the
women eclerks.”’” (This from Mr. Proof
Positive, married man, who had pre-
viously declared the female of the spe-
cies quite perfect.) ‘‘I must confess
before telling the tale that the little
Miss who caused the havoe was a pro-
duet of the war, never having had
commercial experience of any kind be-
fore. Had it been otherwise, the mis-
take would undoubtedly never have oc-
curred.

¢t A gerious mistake was found in the
covering notes of the firm. After con-
giderable waste of time, the trouble
was traced to a certain Miss Jones—
‘Dimple Jonesy,” I was informed was
the characteristically endearing name
her friends and acquaintances gave her.

¢{The manager summoned her to his
desk, and sternly demanded if she was
aware of the fact that through her neg-
ligence she had endangered the com-
mercial reputation of the firm.

¢ Miss Jones feebly and tremblingly
emitted a ‘No, sir.” Whereupon her
cross-examiner opened her ledger and

ointed out several figures.

¢¢ ¢That premium,” he said grimly,
¢ghould have been entered at $350,000,
not $3,500, as you entered it. If there
had been a loss during the period be-
fore your mistake was found out, we
should have been responsible.’

¢¢Miss Jomes raised her china blue
eyes, a little aggrieved, and said with
a pout: ‘Why, I only left out one
nought, and there really hasn’t been a
loss, has there. Mercy, I thought youn
meant something serious.’

¢¢Later we found the nonplussed man-
ager spending his fury upon the four
corners of his private ‘sanctum-sanc-
torium.” ?? TRy

¢‘That’s just abgut the way a woman
keeps her bank aceount, too,’” added

wAContinued on page 36)
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Chiclets, of Course

HA'T more could a little heart

desire than ‘“‘Really Delightful’’
Chiclets, candy-coated dainties, rich
In peppermint ?

CHICLETS are brighteners. They
chase the Glooms away and make the
day sunny and bright. They refresh
and relax. They aid diges-
tion. Give them to the
children. Try them after
dinner—or after smok-
ing—at work or play.

In packets of ten for 5c. and in

the big dollar box of 20 packets.

MADE IN CANADA

—an Adams product
particularly prepared

E@AN@V COATED GUM

CANADIAN CHEWING GUM CO., LIMITED, TORONTO, WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER.
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SILVERWARE

noticed on the back of the bowl
and handle of even good quality
silver-plated spoons and forks are due
to the silver wearing off. But you can
now buy silver-plated flatware that is
protected where the wear comes.

Ask your

HOLMES &
and “Super Plate” Flatware.

In the “Silver Inlaid” the wear points
are protected. by a welded inlay of
Sterling Silver.
all wear points receive, instead of the
Sterling inlay,

THOSE signs of wear that you have

of silver to protect them.

_ Set of Six Teaspoons:—
Silver Inlaid, $4.25; Super Plate, $3.25
Other Pieces in Proportion

Manufactured exclusively in Canada by

jeweler to show you the
EDWARDS “Silver Inlaid”

In the “Super Plate”

a heavy extra deposit

Inexpensive QOutdoor Toys
And How To Make Them
By H. RAUFMAN

HAT is the greatest attraction
that toys have for children?
Novelty, of course. And what

could be more novel than a collapsible
playhouse such as is ‘illustrated on this
page or the decorative sand bags that
take but a short time to make? Neither
of these toys are expensive and both can
easily be made at home. They will ap-
peal to every little girl and will help
her to spend many pleasant hours out
of doors during the spring and summer,

Every little miss likes to play at
keeping house. Given a house of her very
own she will keep herself amused for
hours at a time and will, at the same
time, develop a sense of neatness and
housewifeliness which will stand her in
good stead later in life.

The two views of the playhouse
shown here are exceedingly simple and
for the father or big brother who is at
all handy with ecarpenter’s tools, the
making of the house is not at all a
difficult matter. The house illustrated
is made in four sections, each measur-
ing 4% by 5%
feet. To form
the framework
for each piece
four  134-inch
posts of season-
ed wood are re-

nailed to them.
This complet-
ed, three of

with two pair

for the playhouse is a matter of in-
dividual taste. Simple scrim curtains
with a stenciled border of red flowers
and green leaves were used. in the
model house. They were designed to
match the colour of the figures that
ranged along the walls. The furniture
chosen was in gray enamel. However,
by building the house andlleavmg it
empty or mnearly so, the child has the
opportunity of using her own imagina-
tion to make it habitable.

As you will observe this house has
neither roof nor floor, so when it is
not in use it can be picked up and put
out of the way by the simple expedient
of folding it flat and resting it agams(‘:
a wall, where it will take up no more
room than an ordinary screen. If de-
sired, a tarpaulin may be fitted over thg
top to provide shelter from sun an
rain, though this is by no means essen-
tial since the house can be moved very
easily.

Sand Bags

OMETIMES,

however,
the little miss
will tire of her
housekeeping
and mother
will have to de-

quired. When vise some new
Guaranteed to give abundant satisfac- these are set means f OI;
tion *with no regrets. together plas- amusing her.

ter boards are mother’s time

and means are
both limited,
she can find no

these sections better sugges-
The Standard Silver Company are joined to tion for keep-
of Toronto Limited, E one another ing her little

girl out of

of hinges for doors than

each. The these directions

o e fourth piece is for making

_ joined in the sand bag f-
same  manner With an hour’s

Just The Thing for

Playtime!

Children enjoy playtime so much
more thoroughly when properly
dressed for romping about.

Nothing hampers the free move-
ment of little limbs and damp-
ens childish spirits as does the
thought of clothes which mother
has cautioned, “‘Don’t get dirty.”
Your child’s health requires
plenty of out-door exercise.

Buy a suit of

Haugh Brand
KIDDIES’

at one side, but
is  closed by

work, and odds
and ends of

conmnectin g material, such
hooks over as we all have
serews as about the

shown in illus-
tration No. 2.
Provision is
then made for
the three windows and the door which
furnish light and entrance for the little
house. They may be cut any size de-
sired, and may be finished with either
white or gray ‘‘trim.’’ The windows,
of course, should be fitted with glass,
and a door, equipped with brass hinges,
knob, door plate and keyhole is hung
in the door frame to give Miss Little
Girl’s house a substantial and attrac-
tive appearance.

Once the framework is put together
and set up, the problem of finishing the
house is a simple matter. The exterior
of the house herewith sho* » was paper-
ed with tiled brick paper, such as is
used for bathrooms and kitchens. This
has a high luster and is waterproof,
The framework was painted light gray,
and the door stained mahogany.

The upper portion of the interior was

Playhouse Anyone Can Make

house, she can
make her little
daughter a
very pretty
gift. Tllustrations of these bags are
shown on page 30.

To make the sand bags ecut two
pieces of plain material six inches wide
by nine inches long, rounding off the
corners. The line drawings shown on
pPage 30 are the exact size of the
figures used on the bags herewith illus-
trated and are designed to be trans-
ferred by pencil and carbon paper to
the material used for the bag. After
the design is traced, outline with em-
broidery cotton. For the soldier boy,
khaki is used for all the outlining ex-
cept the face which is in flesh pink;
the shoes are done in black. The dog
is outlined in black with white around
the eyes and red for the tongue. Many
other figures of children, animals, etc.,
may be outlined in the same manner, in
colours that are appropriate.

decorated with a frieze of Mother Goose Any stout, plain material ml?ly l;e
characters with a tiny border of roses used for these bags, but preferably ne
l GAR MEN I S and forget-me-nots underneath. How- tural colour linen, as,it will show.the soil
ever, a brightly coloured flowered the least. Of muslin make an inside bag,

turers of the original one-piece Kiddie Garment.

and keep them contented. Insizes
2,3,4,5,6 and up. An excep-
tionally well-made, substantial
garment, first-class material and
workmanship throughout, spe-
cially made to stand hard ‘wear.
A superior garment at a slightly
higher price.

If your dealer does not stock,
write us direct.

The first Canadian manufac-

Also manufacturers of Arm and Hammer Brand Overalls,
Shirts, Haugh Brand Bloomers, Trousers, Shop Coats.

J. A. Haugh Manufacturing Co

TORONTO

L ONTARIO

=1

paper, or a light plain paper to which
cut out birds, butterflies, familiar ani-
mals or flowers may be appliqued, will
make a less expensive and quite as
pleasing a finish. The lower part of
the walls w-re hung with tan cottage
paper. :
The choice of curtains and furniture

cut one-fourth of an inch smaller than
the outside cover. F'ill this with a mix-
ture of two-thirds sawdust and one-
third sand. This gives the correct
weight for throwing, the sawdust sup-
plying the bulk. Fill the bags about
three-fourths full. The inner bags
should then be closed securely, slipped
into their embroidered covers,
and sewed down firmly.
(Continued on page 30)

REPRESENTATIVES WANTED

in every town and district in Canada to give whole
or spare time selling an article of merit. Good profits.

Depr. Ew- 259 SPADINA AVE., TORONTO, ONT. h




L.essons Learned
From The Great Masters

“«We Are All Musicians When We Listen Well”
Says FRANCES C. HARRIS

USIC has been defined as the
language of the emotions. If

; audiences wore their hearts upon
their sleeves, it would be interesting to
collect statistics recording the genuine
feelln.gs. produced by concerts and all
descrlptu_)ns of musical performances.
An amusing story is told of the experi-
ence a London orchestra had with the
late Shah of Persia during that poten-
tate’s visit to the British capital. He
attended a concert, and sat there ap-
?ar_ently unmoved, signifying neither by
ac1gl expression nor gesture that the
music made the slightest impression
upon him. When it was all over, how-
ever, he remarked that he had enjoyed
the first piece on the programme, and
V{;lould like to hear it again. The or-
;{Iestra promptly attacked it, but

azaffar-ed-din angrily shook his head
to indicate that it was not what he
;;Vanted, and so with several other num-

ers which the orchestra began to try

over. It was only when it became
Decessary for the players to tune up
again and the customary babel of
sounds was let loose that a pleased ex-
Presm,on overspread his august Ma-
%e_sty s countenance, and he despatched
18 Grand Vizier to pin upon the lapel
011: the conductor’s coat the Order of
}5 e Vietorian’s Humming Bird, which
leads one to believe that musical taste
18 all a matter of becoming accustomed
to certain kinds of music.

After all, why should a man be musi-
cally ex-communicated because he can-
not understand Strauss or Debussy. It
:18 unfair to say of a reader that he is

evoid of poetic feeling if, although he
;{lay de_hght in the easy meters and
B‘ml‘le_lmagery of Longfellow, he finds
T;;owmng somewhat beyond his depth.

e taste for classical music is an ac-
gv‘;:fed one, and the absurdity comes in
when highly-cultured modern musicians
. 0 have been gradually acclimatized
0 the rarefied atmosphere of Brahms
and Tschaikovsky look down with
]scornful pity upon uncultured music-
t(})lver)sx who can only enjoy something

at has ‘‘a step and a tune’’ in it.

dMumca} fashions cannot be determin-
ed by printer’s ink. The public in the
filll(d will demand the kind of music if
= es best, and not what crities and
Itl'l_ters say ought to be most popular.
. 18 related that when Verdi was put-
ing the finishing touches to his ‘‘II
a’;"{atore” he was one day visited by
= riend, an able and conscientious mu-
ical eritic, Verdi played him several
gfﬂ‘tmn_s’of the work, and asked him
Js opinion of them. First came the
f\‘nvxl Chorus.””’

What do you think of that?’’ asked
th’f‘ composer.
criti?;_rasm” laconically answered the
Verdi chuckled to himself, and said:
i t‘)}r"» look at this, and this, and this,””
¥ e same time showing other num-
ers,

‘ .

i ‘Rubbl.sh! ’’ came the answer. Verdi
sugﬁved his delight at these answers to
%521 a degree that his friend demanded

tnow what he meant by such con-
uct. The master replied:
po ‘My dear friend, I have been com-
o 5“118' a popular opera. In it I resolved
critI? ease everyb()dy, save the great
I ;cs and eclassicalists, like you. Had
11op eased them I should have pleased
- sOne else. What you say assures me
tore‘}ccegs. In three months ‘Il Trova-

i lW111 be sung and whistled and
5 lll‘e -organed all over Italy,’’—and

Ch proved to be the case.

€

Sense of Rythm First

THE first step toward musical ap-
of rllprecw.tlon appears to be the sense
Bl ythm.  One ought to be rather
iy cent Wwith the noisy man who at a
oo u‘irt keeps time with his feet to a
thg ﬁar tune. He shows that he has
th rst essentials or a musical ear,
e]:ellse of recurrent beats.
Ame:' American (and when I say
GOntixican I mean the whole American
i ent) demand for music is the most
b opolitan demand in the world. The
muoHiean people must have all kinds of
8ic, by all kinds of composers.
haa :hpeople of this continent have not
the Ee same musical opportunities as
s uropean people. Surroundings
€ unquestionably much to do with
€ enjoyment of music. In Europe
toebprmclpal sources of amusement are
Opere found in the gatherings at local
e a houses‘ and concert halls. Until
funel;?ly music has only been part of a
wﬂ“ ion for the American people. They
ke e willing to accept it as one of the
A0y events in a day’s outing.

Public taste is unquestionably im-
proving, but all changes of this kind
must be gradual.

The advent of the gramophone is
largely responsible for what might be
termed a musical reformation. As is
the case with every phase of every art,
real appreciation can only spring from
real comprehension. It is not easy to
appreciate an opera at the first hear-
ing. Often the musical sense is latent
and does not begin to disclose itself
until after a fairly long course of in-
struction. Now that it is possible in
almost every home to enjoy selections
from works of the great masters the de-
mand for good music is steadily in-
creasing. We are all musicians when
we listen well.

Most people are obliged to engage
teachers in the locality in which they
themselves live. Great care should be
taken in the choice of a teacher. Too
often a teacher is chosen on the score
of cheapness alone, and under the mis-
taken idea that ‘‘anyome is good
enough to begin with,”” whereas if
there is a time when a pupil needs to
be taught more carefully than at any
other, it is at the beginning.

In some places where it is impossible
to engage teachers of any deseription
the gramophone may prove a great help
to the student of music. Much can be
learned by suggestion. Nothing has a
more refining influence on the home
circle than good music.

The Artists’ Views on Practising

ARENTS can be of the greatest as-

sistance in the musical education
carried on within the home. There
should be discrimination between a
child who shows promise of achieving
celebrity in musie, and is to be taught
aceordingly, and one with whom music
is to be but an added accomplishment
in the circle of home and friends. An
abnormally gifted child is apt to prac-
tise too much, and should not be en-
couraged, as a promising career may
be ruined by the strain. A famous
teacher, who has brought forward many
concert players, will not allow even
most advanced pupils to practise more
than four hours a day. He says signifi-
cantly that a pupil who will not become
a virtuoso on four hours’ daily prac-
tise will not become one on six or eight.
Tt is true that Paderewski often prac-
tises eight hours a day, but he is an ar-
tist of many years’ standing, and in
spite of his slender and poetic appear-
ance at the piano, a man of great mus-
cular strength, developed largely
through exercise.

On the other hand, there is no royal
road to ‘‘pieces’’—neither for the be-
ginner nor for the accomplished musi-
cian. Instrumental music is a matter
of head, heart and fingers, and the musi-
cian who neglects the daily exercises
soon will fall off in technical facility.
Above all things, parents, do not say
to your child’s music teacher, ‘‘Can’t

ou give Mary some more pieces, in-
stead of all those scales and finger ex-
ercises? We heard Florence, next door,
play such a lot of pretty things the
other day.”” Remember, you have not
heard ‘‘Florence’’ play C twenty times
with her thumb, D twenty times with
her fore-finger, and so on up to G. But
her parents have, and the chances are
that one of them has said to the other,
¢¢Dear me, it is surprising how many
pretty things Mary, next door, can
lay.’”’

p Von Bulow used to say that if he left
off his exercises for a day, he noticed
the effect on his playing; if he left
them off for two days the public no-
ticed it; and then he added, with char-
acteristically cutting sarcasm, that if
he left them off for three days the
critics began to notice it.

Paderewski, the greatest living
pianist, practises every day for an hour
or longer. Sometimes he will play over
a brief left-hand passage a hundred
times or more before he is satisfied
with it. Here is a genius who drudges,
which may be one reason why no other
pianist is able to rival him with the
public.

Technique may be only a means to
an end, but it is the on/y means to
that end. With patience, even students
of the most ordinary intelligence can
reach the point when their performance
will be a pleasure to the home ecircle.
Parents, even if not musieal, who have
their children properly taught, can
have but little idea at the outset of
the paradise they are opening up, not
only to the children, but to themselves

as well.
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(Columbia

Grafpnola_

“My Dance!”

Don’t worry—they’ll all get their dances.
For when you ask the ever-ready, never-
weary Grafonola to make the music, there’s
a dance for every girl with every partner
before the merry evening is half spent.

The most versatile of instruments is this
big, handsome Grafonola. The merriest of
entertainers when guests arrive, a cheerful

m.usical companion when you are alone. Gay
with you when you want to laugh, tireless if

you want to dance, tender and tuneful when
you want to rest awhile.

The Columbia Grafonola and Columbia
Records give you the music you like best
when you want it most.

Columbia Grafonolas
Standard Models up to $325.00

To make a good record great,
play it on the Columbia Grafonola.

CoLUMBIA
GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY

54-56 Wellington St. West
TORONTO - ONTARIO
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29




3o Everywoman’s World for September, 1919

Inexpensive Outdoor Toys---Sand Bags

This laddie is the exact size of the
figure used on the bag.

When finished he has a pink
face, a khaki body and
black shoes.

An Instrument
That Sets a New Mark

in Piano Value

e

Volume and Richness of Tone within
a compact case of graceful outline.
The production of this instrument is
regarded by the musical world as a
superb achievement. The

NORDHEIMER

Apartment Upright

is a piano that you can rely upon to
retain its mellow tone for years to
come.

This instrument is offered to the
discriminating, as a culmination of
seventy-eight years of experience. See

it—hear it—play it—the proof «
is in the playing. |

Write for Design Book = -
““E’’ showing the full
range of Nordheimer *°

styles.

Nordheimer

Piano & Music Co., Limited
Yonge and Albert Sts., Toronto

i "iu |
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DUSTBANE

WILL RENEW YOUR CARPETS

Dustbane

reduces

work for

busy house-

wives bgcalé?e

: s dusting. ~

l‘%}??’e‘]’fswt‘pt ahead of the broom dust can-
not rise—AND it renews carpets.

ASK YOUR GROCER

IN

<L

U

O minds sudden
showers when the
new Coat or Suit is
made of “Cravenette”
Regd. showerproof cloth?
Dampness, fog, showers
leave no trace on it.

Every yard and every,
arment of genuine
Cravenette” Proof bears

the Trademark shown

below.

If your dealer eannot suppl,

the genuine *‘Cravenctte

Regd‘.’ proofed cloth eand

garments, write us. 7

The Cravenette Co., Limited
P, 0. Box 1954,  Montreal.

o

will be

Directions
for making

found on
page 28.

A pencil and
carbon paper
will transfer
this pup to
the bag.

Tige is just a natural doggie too, with
red tongue, black and white eyes and @
body outlined in black.

What Men Hate in Women

(Continued from Page 27)

our gingle friend again., ‘‘She never
knows how her balance stands, ana
when she is confronted by the facts she
says it doesn’t really matter, while a
pusmes.s man is irritated to the burst-
g point and doesn’t dare show it,”?

e wondered how our rabid bach. k
80 much about the ¢¢fair sex.?’’ g

ang_ deserved an airing,

ine-tenths of ug are jealous, and
matter what form it takes, ’that(: I(l)‘i)t‘
man, woman .or things, it ig there
gnawing at us, destroying our happi-’
ness, unless we nip it in the bug and

refuse to aceept it ag a
; curse -
mankind, 25 v

A man’s argument is an
been the same, They were born to ad-

mire beauty—feminine be —
why, })ecaqse he has chose e e

d always hasg

of all otherg?
Perhaps there ig another
t i
man who would fit in thisyl::;t(;fg:;;
’

prophesied she blandly and wisely T¢
marks, ‘‘I told you so.’’ ; the

This same woman is invariably 6o
type who will tell her husband how T
approach his chief for a raise 1n S;si.
ary, and, never having had any DU e
ness experience herself, her advice i
generally folly. It usually sounds somlk
thing like this: ‘‘My dear, just Wi
right up to Mr. So-and-So, with a sml %
and say, ‘Now, Mr. So-and-So, y‘;}_
know 1’ve been in your employ sugc
and-such a time, faithful servant, e {x
ete,” in an oily, mealy-mouthed mar
ner.. TFElse, it is something like thxs;
‘Throw out your chest, hold up yo‘.ln
head, and with all the confidence i1
the world demand your rights.” All =
which sounds very nice in theory, but
. Sister to this type is the woman W 3
18 a general source. of mis;-iriii'ol‘m‘r"‘tli)ll
when a man’s car breaks down on & g
road. She has absolutely no knoyvledgn
of machinery, and yet she persists 1
telling her ‘hushand how, when, WhY
and where the trouble is, and what he
should do to remedy it. When he has
fixed it to his own satisfaction, be
starts off again, and then his bette]l'
half starts to caution him about speed:
oNow,: John ' do 'ha ‘careful, Please
don’t go so fast. Oh, John, look, there’s
another car bhack of us. I just know
v«;e will never get home alive,’” ete,
ete,

There was a time when the so-called
masculine woman, who affected her
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brothers *or -husband im dress, speech , [FEEEEEEEE FEFEEEEEEEEEEETESEEE EEESEESEEEECEETECEERERE EREREES

and mannerisms, was very objection- !
able to most men. She was dubbed :

I Just Know You [
Won’t Believe It! |

Yes, made it all myself! : -
Surprising ? Yes, especially when Fi

Allow g «¢Suffragette’’ usually, and men par- 8
S Wl OW ticularly despised her, because she |
1D, spoiled the picture of dainty femininity

Powder which every man carries in his heart.

Since the war, and its attendant ac-
cessories, uniforms, flat-heeled shoes,
military swagger and cigarettes, some

men have changed their oninions. A

RE you miss- woman who uses men’s language, enters one knows the facts. Ihad a i
ing the de- into his battle-field stories, and 1is I:,

i chummy enough to smoke a cigarette P i i
llghthI.Charm of with him, maycget away with it to-day, PERFECTION Ih
Pussywillow ? provided she is a certain type. This ADJUSTABLE -
i

pose does not suit every woman.

On the other hand, the artificial wo-
man, the posuer, has a great deal more
trouble pulling the wool over the aver-
age man’s eyes to-day than she had

DRESS FORM

and a first-class pattern.

The finest complexion
powder produced by
the house of Henry
Tetlow in fifty years.

A coat like mine in the

Sifted through silk, four or five years ago. Men are seeing shops sells at $90.00. Mine :
transparent, adher- far beneath the surface to-day, and 4 cost me $33.50. Here is a list
ent; charming odor. her gaudy pretentions are less desirable of the materials and what
M_ade in white, flesh, to them. ; ; u they cost. :
pink, cream and There is onme characteristic peculiar 3 d ;
brunette. to married women which is a source of | I 3% vds. V6elour coat- t;,
irritation to most men. Tt is the wo- : mg at$ ’50& - - $22.75 -
Free Sample on Request man who raises startled eyes to the gift 3 yds. Lining at $2.50, 7.50 1
§State shadks wanted) which her husband presents on Christ- %gtt}og.n e
Pussywillow Talc de Luxe, mas, an anniversary or birthday, and read, etc.,, ~ =~ =~ 1.00
delightfully different. o e 's lovely, dear, but don’t you
e szysl.( 'It ?1 ‘:«l:‘tf "something else ﬁz'st. i $33.50 i
White and Flesh. think we D€ : . S ; 1
Possywillow 1t’s so extravagant!’’ N e e the Adjust-
Uss! = = e i o
I;::—k. I“;edme’and Rose. Of course, it just took all the Joy la: 2es s:l::i?ong:;?i?::&;sgsr:llgé,ﬁx;i:i?
Pussywillow Toilet Cream. away from him, and he turns on his - ?n the insidf,]eavi(r‘lgaaglo.othsur-
% . : Te to work on. Covered in jersey
The name of Henry Tetlow heel and walks out, his jaw dropped - ace to work on. C \
is on each box—Ilook for it. and his pride hurt. Next day, back : Cb‘:‘t'e‘:-‘\‘\lri:gtzj:e‘:nt:;::::;at P f
- goes the gift to the shop, the money ] Barid t‘l’:{icc over for the Perfection ppe Queen™
1 ess rorm.

refunded, and something else purchased
Established 1849 to replace it, which perhaps pleases

Makers of Pussywillow her and disgusts him. From that day ] %
= Dry Shampoo on he just hates the sight of that sub- Canadian-

Hexry TeEtLOW CoO.
Send for a copy of our booklet, *How Mary Kept
i Up With the Joneses.” It is free, and tells how you

1 b can dress at a saving of 50 per cent.
225 Henry Tetlow Bldg. stitute, and justly, too, we think. made with
Philadelphia, Pa., U.S.A. Parisian The Adjustable Dress Form Co. of Canada, Ltd.

Canadian Distributors: The Petulant Type Dash 16 Millstone Lane, Toronto, Canada
Lyman Bros. & Co., Toronto
o g S HEN there’s the petulant type of

woman. All her household duties
worry her, and as soon as her h}lsband ’s
key is turned in the lock at night, she 'ﬂl"IIlmIH“IIHHIllilll|||IIl|I|hllIﬂmllmIIIl|||||mllmlllIllm|||llm!IllIlIIIIIIHIM'MIlmﬂllﬂllllllII|mlHl!lll!!IlII|||IHlllllIIIlIIllIHIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIlll!HIIIHHIIHHIIHI||III[HHH!IIIIIIIIIIllll'!'é
commences to rehearse all daily trials : s
and tribulations—what the butcher boy
said to her, and how saucy the plumber
was; that meat has gone up two cents
a pound, and she doesn’t see how she
can possibly make ends meet, and, oh,
dear, she is just worn out with house-
work anyway and she wishes she were
dead! ’ A5

This is the woman who without fail
never puts her potatoes to boil until five
minutes before supper-time, s0 naturally
nothing is ready when triend }msh:md
for a quiet evening and

Y TEIE Ty of dbbd Bk RNk

e

ROBINSON

IRISH

i mm T mamam

World Renowned for Qualityf.?Value

ISTABLISHED in 1870 at BELFAST — the

comes home
eace.

" After supper is c]narg«l away, ho § 3
crawls into his comfy slippers, rips of! centre of the Irish Linen Industry—we have a
his collar, drops into the one ]a}n(} only fully equipped factory for Damask and Linen
wing chair, and buries himself in his : Weaving at Banbridge, co. ' Down: extensive

TR

spaper, with the hopes of having s ¢
;ee:cqﬁdworh, yes, he brought home two = making-up factoyles at Be_lfast; and, for the finest work,
one for wifey, too, and before -~ hand-loom weaving, embroidery and lace making in many

apers.
gephus’ grasped the black-faced heaa-

lines on the top of his paper she starts
to read aloud some interesting bit of
gocial gossip that appears in the per-
¥ gonal column. He stifles a desire to
swear, forces a grin, and with a “‘Is
that so, dear?’’ turns once more to the
news of the House, confident that all
is well. Just then she spots another
bit of news in which she knows he is
interested, and reads it for his benefit.
This sort of thing confinues through the
evening, until finally in desperation he
tears up the ‘‘dirty old shpet” and
tramps off to bed, while friend wife

cottage homes throughout Ireland.

We are unable to quote prices on account of the present
= market fluctuations, but always give our customers the
= full market value at the time of receiving the order.

IRISH DAMASK AND BED LINEN
IRISH CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS
IRISH COLLARS AND SHIRTS
IRISH HOSIERY AND WOOLLENS
Ilustrated Price Lists and Samples sent post free to

any part of the world. Special care and personal
attention devoted to Colonial and Foreign Orders.

UM

andahandsome p 3k

i g like the o bout th viabilit

M -y R e o e e R

Yery n P tactured ~ o

R e S SR T | There e e who weeps for ROBINSON & CLEAVER LTD.

Beautitul ring 1s warrantod gold filled and is seb with 00, 8 . : ; .

%hroe boautitul brillianta that sparkle like diamonds. gympathy, the girl or woman who is 40z

:ﬁ:ﬁ:ﬁ%ﬁ":@u‘?‘“‘““}ng}‘:w"!‘.w':{?.". {()erl1('?tuan]>>’po?1?;lxnoer:'tirl:?:;llﬁgl)ll;lt:anl’lé DOﬂegall Place, B ELFAST

ct est and neatest watch you haveeverseen. eeping a / :, 5

(SRLESE S e TORIE | wnlorstan why 8 mun should be peoy IRELAND -
ors. € e an ] > & =

ﬁ%ﬂ ?&'.‘.FI.‘.';‘:::: ﬁ{nlfg,:,";f%%:m’é m(;m, for the elub house was deserted Bewsre of purties wsing our name; we employ neither ageats mor travellers. g

thy hem and we will promptly send you PosedoBS: | when our conference cAme to an end. e

rosented, e % the last car back to the

Siinented; and the besatiful waich bracelet JougeL fr | We caught 1 7as h d

muln::ed ;::onu to ‘zonr t:lig‘nds and getting four o‘ §1§y, i our pazty V\’Jilil:;t nz;siu ?égi{ngaﬁn

Don’ Soodsasyou riendly as ever, T 5

:‘»‘;‘;E:"““:'.',mﬂmfﬂ "i:‘:.’.“;‘a‘ii..’ ;gut;kr::&gl-l:féé either side, bult1 fpeirhaps a bit wiser

. ress— f
THE REGAL MANUFACTURING CO. and more thoughtful. PAPE’S
Dent. D. 4 Toronto, Canada I 22 GRAIN TRIANGULES OF

Missing the Post

SOUAD of boys from an O.T.C. ‘ DIAPEPSl“
A La%our Camp, stationed in the Mid- |

ROYAL VICTORIA

ds, suggested to the farmer, a dis- |
COLLEGE La;gr;e:ablegglan for whom they had been Fs!te!-eNdli)nIg.Esiz.l(?ﬂ}lgg
MONTREAL working all day, that it was time to be = =

A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR returning to camp for dinner, which was

wom STUDENTS served at 8.30 p.m. : =
%:GILL %NIVEQQE%\I}I P “Oh, no! You bain’t goin’ yet awhile,”
replied the crusty old man. : e
(Founded and endowed by the late Ri. Hon. “But we must be in camp before ‘Last J :
Baron Strathcona and Mount Royal) Post’ goes at 9.30," said the Squad Com- ]

Co i in Arts, mander.
e o e b B “Larst Post! Wullz you'll have to post

parate in the main from those for | | “Larst Postt VRRIOULRSSRRC | Stops Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Heartburn,

men, but under identical conditions;
the surly reply.

and to di i ic. i "
Aptlidatint: T miaideace sheuld: be | -2 A Tall Yarn Gases, Sourness and Stomach Distress

| made early as accommodation in the Boy: “And you had to eat
College is Timited. hofg':sLtiak during the seige? How was it Eat “‘Pape’s Diapepsin”’ like Candy—
W o nd it foxdmiaion | served?” Makes Upset Stomachs feel fine

Wirty OLp VETERAN: “Ala carte. my

apply to The Warden. y
e . son, of course. » ]

Large 50 cent case.  Any-drug swre. Relief in five minutes! Time 7td
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CoOwaN's
MAPLE
BUDS

IJust love them!”

Maple Buds are widely known
By a flavor all their own.

The dealer

who carries

Carhartt’s

can conscientiously recommend
them to his customers because
he knows "they contain every-
thing one expects in good
OvVERALLS and ALLOVERS. They
aremadeof sturdy fabrics; they
are carefully and strongly sewn
as to seams; they are roomy
and generous in cut; they have
all the worth-while devices that
make for solid comfort and
convenience, and the prices are
right. CARHARTT OVERALLS
and ALLOVERS are made in
denim and khaki. They are
readily identified by the car-
heart button.

Hamilton Carhartt
Cotton Mills, Limited

Toronto, Montreal
Winnipeg, Vancouver

LookYoung! A fresh, love‘y Skin

5 i ies i i i fects of all
A woman's attractiveness lies in her complexion. Skin de!
non-infectious kinds are successfully treated by our methods, proved
by twenty-five years’ experience. If you cannot call at the Institute
for consultation or treatment, write us and we will send you the

roper preparations with full instructions for use at home. Con-
gultg.iiorli PPREE. Communications confidential.
Princess Complexion Purifier (for freckles) $1.50
Princess Skin Food - - - - 1.50
Princess Hair Rejuvenator = - - 1.50
Princess Face Powder, all shades - - .50
Princess Cinderella Cold Cream - - .50

Write for Free Sample of this delightful Cold Cream.
Write for Booklet *'W."”

THE HISCOTT INSTITUTE, Limited, 61E College St., Toronto

OTHING adds more to one's appearance than beautif ulwhite teeth, yet
ninety-nine out of every hundred people find a yellowish film or stain
continually appearing on the surfaces of their teeth,in spite of the

regular use of a dentifrice. Some resort to an abrasive powder, which is not
only harmful to the enamel but fallsfar short of producing the desired result.
DR. MELVIN'S. TOOTH-BLEACHO removes dental stains and makes
white teeth whiter without the slightest injury. Send to-day. By mail,
post-paid, Fifty Cents.

# MELVIN LABORATORIES, Dept. 43, Toronto, Ont.

Elizabeth Surrenders

(Continued from page 8)

bosom, like this?

ELIZABETH: You do that!'—Or
you’re too fussy to be a ’dopted nevvy
of mine.

NEVILLE (as he hurries out by the
door on the left): Anything you say
goes, Honey—Oh, here’s your purse—
in the fly-paper.

(Alec is patiently waiting to come in,
as he listens with a smile to the hur-
ried, low conversation in the studio.
He is that adorable thing, a middle-
aged man with the smile of a jolly
boy. He is something of a dreamer, is
Alec, absolutely devoid of conceit—
though he is having his portrait paint-
ed by request of the City Club, of which
he is President—so it never oceurs to
him to be impatient when he is kept
waiting. Perhaps that is why the dear
man lost Elizabeth. However, that is
as it may be, and Elizabeth opens the
door, and he walks in and shakes her
hand gently but with a firm pressure—
you know how men like Alec shake
hands—there is courtliness and loyalty
and warm friendship in such a hand-
shake.)

ALEC: How do you do, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH: Late, as usual; your
sitting was for three-thirty.

ALEC (blandly, and with a twinkle
in his eye): I’ve been waiting in the
hall for ages, waiting for you to open
the door. Whose was the manly voice,
and why did your visitor escape through
the kitchenette? I scent a mystery!

ELIZABETH: Nothing mysterious
about Neville. He’s gone to the .gro-
cery store for half-a-pint of cream.
When Kitty comes, you know, I'm go-
ing to give you tea. :

(For some reason which we cannot
fathom, Alec looks the picture of dis-
may, but as we, too, have plotted little
plots and then feared the consequences,
there is something familiar, somehow,
in the emotion which his expressive
face portrays. There is no doubt
about it, Alec is dismayed, and he iy
concealing it badly.)

ALEC: Neville here? Dear me!
Neville! Now what in the world is
Neville doing here? Thought he was
safely at College. Most unfortunate!
Wouldn’t have had this happen for the
world!

ELIZABETH  (tartly): Wouldn’t
have had what happen? Nev’s coming?
[ thought you’d be delighted to see
him! I wrote him, of course, about
your engagement to Kitty, and he’s
coming down to congratulate you both—
to, as it were, celebrate.

ALEC (weakly): My Fathers!

ELIZABETH: What?

ALEC: Nothing.

HIIJ(]ZABETH: I thought I heard you
speak,

ALEC: Not at all.

ELIZABETH: My mistake.

ALEC: Don’t mention it,

ELIZABETH: T won’t, . IR0, 4
course, you told me to keep this en-
gagement thing under my hat, as it
were—but I knew you’d both want him
\to know, poor boy, and he’s taking it
most philosophically,

ALEC: Why ““poor boy’’¢

ELIZABETH: Well, unless you’re
blind, you’ve seen how it is  with
Neville, his feeling for Kitty—but he’ll
get over it—they always do.

ALEC (too much perturbed to pay
much attention to her words—only half-
listening, in fact): Ah—dear me—just
80—

ELIZABETH (meaningly): T sav—
‘“He’ll get over it—they %‘lyv'v)ays do.’);

ALEC (hearing her remark for the
first time): Not always, Elizabeth,

ELIZABETH: T said ““always!??

ALEC (gently stubborn): And I gsaiq
‘“not always,’’ Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH (with a world of sar-
casm in her voice): For instance?

ALEC (long-repressed emotions stir-
ring within him): Elizabeth—do you
ever remember—do you ever think—

(Then, panic seizing him, he tries
to cover his tracks). .

Do you remember the sad case of
my Aunt Emily?

ELIZABETH: She was a Woman—
YOU—I mean Neville—is a man,

ALEC (weakly): You know best,
Elizabeth. What—what time do you
expect Kitty?

ELIZABETH: Almost an minu
and I haven’t begun work yyet. ]3?(?1"
goodness’ sake, take the Pose and stop
talking. I’ve been trying to get some
construetion into the trousers this after-
noon—hate painting trousers!

ALEC (seating himself in the chair
on the platform): If Neville were in
lo‘;e with Kitty, why didn’t he tell her
80

ELIZABETH: Why didn’t he te’n
her s0? What a question! He doesn’t
graduate till next June; added to which
she has too much money, and he, not
enough.—Don’t move! :

ALEC (gently): Kitty thinks the girl
has a right to know. ;

ELIZABETH (snapping at him):
Well, you told her—didn’t you?

ALEC (uncomfortably): Oh, yes, yes,
of course! I told her; didn’t 1t

ELIZABETH (grimly): You did!

ALEC: How did the boy take it,
Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH (in a detached manner,
as she stands off and squints horribly
at the picture): Take what?

ALEC: Kitty’s—my — our — ahem—
engagement ?

ELIZABETH: Still harping on that
subject? Oh, he’ll get over it; they
always do.

ALEC: Not always, Elizabeth.

ELIZABETH: ALWAYS! — Now,
don’t start that silly argument again;
I won’t have it!—How often have I
told you that I can’t paint if you per-
sist in talking all the time?

ALEC (smiling): All right, Dear—
dear Elizabeth. Pose and expression
all right? 5

ELIZABETH: No! Nothing’s right.
Stop thinking of Kitty; it makes you
look so foolish. I’m painting a piec-
ture of a business man, to be hung on
the walls of a city club, not of a lover
mooning about his lass. %

ALEC (meekly): I wasn’t thinking
of Kitty, Elizabeth; I was thinking—
Jjust thinking—uh—

ELIZABETH (interrupting): Well,
stop thinking if the effort makes you
look like a fool. . . . Oh, yes . .
beg your pardon—I’ve no right to. be
80 rude, I know—but you are unbeliev-
ably irritating, and I do want to get
some work done and have some time
to dress before Kitty comes.

ALEC (amazed): Have time to what?

ELIZABETH : D-r-e-double 8 —
DRESS! YE Gods! Alec, does it seem
80 impossible?

ALEC: Not impossible—just improb-
able; you never do dress, you know,
dear. 2

ELIZABETH: Don’t be insulting—
and don’t call me ‘‘Dear.’”’ (She pro-
ceeds severely.) I have some new
clothes, and I’m going to wear ’em—
new dress and boots—yes, and a hat—
I’'m going to wear ’em out to dinner
with Neville to-night—we’re going to
that new place around the corner—he
needs cheering—

(Alec realizes with tender amusement
that she is really feeling very apolo-
getic for her womanly weakness; he
can’t resist teasing her a bit, in his
gentle way.)

ALEC: ‘“Cheering?’’ Yes, I can un-

. derstand that; but you, in new dress

and boots—not forgetting the hat—
would be exhilarating—intoxicatlng‘__’

ELIZABETH (crossly): Well, it’s
some satisfaction to know that you
won’t be affected that Way. o o o

ALEC (with cheerful interest): Oh,
I don’t know! Why, I haven’t seen
you ‘“dolled up,’’ as Kitty would say,
1n years and years and years—

ELIZABETH (infuriated—and who
can blame her?): AND YEARS—say
it again, Alec—say it as often as you
like! 5

(Alec subsides; he stiffens a little in

the pose. Elizabeth works on, whistling
that everlasting tuneless tune. Alec
18 wondering vaguely what will happen
when Kitty and Neville meet. Now
that he is face to face with the conse-
quences of his foolish little plot, he 18
eeling an awful fool, and longing t0
confess the whole thing to Elizabeth
before any more complications arise-
He feels that his position is undignl-
fied; he feels rather desperate; he
doesn’t know if he’s going to be roundly
scolded or laughed at. We’d be dis-
tressed ourselves, Several times he
opens his lips to speak, but closes them
before a word has passed them.) ;

ELIZABETH: Your expression is 1M~
possible. All I agk is that you loo
normally intelligent, but, according 0
your expression, you are running the
whole gamut of human emotions.

ALEC: Elizabeth—you say
Neville is here?

ELIZABETH: You heard me?

ALEC: And Kitty may be here ab
any moment? .

ELIZABETH: What in the world i8
the matter? Do try to think about the
weather for just five minutes.

ALEC (desperately): Elizabeth, what
would you say if I told you that I had
been a fool—let myself into a devil
of a fix—a childish ‘fix, but a devil of
a fix for all that?

(Continued on page 37)

that

'



What of Your Grandchildren?

Arxe You Going to Have Any? Is M@therhoocfl Waning ?
Better, Eugenic Babies is a Praiseworthy Slogan--—-
But if it Means “Less Babies” will There be
Any Third Generation : ¢

By KATHLEEN K BOWEKER

Child Welfare Movement in the
_States has grown to national pro-
portions.

Canada is already beginning to think
along these lines.” Dr. Allan Brown,
the Canadian child specialist, of inter-
hational fame, is anxious to see a Child
W_el.fare Bureau established by the Do-
minion Government, and avers that the
opening of such a department would be
merely a matter of months, were each
of our provinces represented in Parlia-
ment b,y even one woman-member.

Public opinion, and the public press,
assure us that children are the greatest
assets of the nation; and Strong Babies
—Better Babies—Bigger Babies—Eu-
genic Babies—are advocated on all
sides.

I am heart and soul in favour of the
campaign. I think it is far better for
; Woman to bear two fine, strong,

ealthy children, and to rear them to
Womanhood or manhood, than for her
to have five children, lose two, and be
Unable to give the remainder a fair
start,
& 1 am all for better business in regard
0 babies. I believe in weighing them
regularly — measuring - their certified
mn.k7 tabulating their records, and in-
Suring their lives. But I do think that

€ purely business side can be over-
emphasized.

Fifty years ago, everything was left
to mother-love. It was supposed to
take the place of brains, training, and
eXperience. Mother-love frequently

roke down under the cumulative bur-

en, and showed itself incapable of
Coping, unaided, with serious situations.
idlit to-day, the positions are being rap-

Y reversed. Brains, training, and ex-
berience, are being put in the place of
?Other'love. Is it not something of a
tourb on our civilization that it seems

id ¢ only the feeble-minded who con-
Sider babies as—just babies?

Even a slight study of the statistics
on the subject makes one wonder if it
18 merely a slur—or a breath-taking
menace for the future.

€ was a wise man who said that to
Bet the children right we must begin
With the grandmothers.
Child welfare has started from that
ase. The Home base. But when the
¢ircuit of the field has been made there
must be grandchildren, if the home

ase is to remain. .

Child welfare is beginning—physi-

- ¢ally—upon the grandmothers of the
future. 8o far, 5o good. But mentally¥
Soulfully? Humanly? .

It has been stated by child welfare
Workers that the mothers, and (em-
Phatically) the mothers who need it
most—are the nardest to influence and
Interest,
WA study of thé personnel of Child

elfare Boards shows that mothers of
children (children—not grown-up sons
and daughters) are conspicuous by their
absence,

Has it occurred to you that this may

ave something to do with the slow

eadway of which the active workers
¢omplain?

If it were possible for some of the

Splendid professionals who make up SO
arge a part of the Boards, to become
amateur substitutes for active mothers
or an afternoon, and to let occa-
Sional mothers supply for them at the
Welfare meeting, or work. It might
glake for a better understanding of
oth sides of the question.

FROM very small beginnings, the

Mothers Have No Time

‘
; A CTIVE mothers’’ are prevented
1a more by lack of time than by
:a¢k of interest, from taking much part
M the public work. And ignorant mo-
m-e“ are apt to shy at theory, in what
stlght be called its liquid—aqua fum——
£ ate. The brains and training of the pro-
essional men and women who are doing
S0 much for the movement are assur-
By the backbone of the enterprise.
Rut if arms and legs, in the form of
mt}al Mothers, could be added, there
ight be even more move in the move-
ment. Active arms and legs DO help!
t is easy to agree to the truism that

children—ecertified for eitizenship—‘—are
the best business of a nation. Is it as
easy to act upon the agroemept? It is
surely as dangerous to comsider chil-
dren as a purely business proposition as
it is to take them without thought.

The whole trend of modern thought
and action is towards shorter hours,
higher wages, greater freedom, collee-
tive bargaining, and—consequently—

creased production. i
d(’i;e it polssiblc that thinking people
expect this wave of thought to break
over the heads of potential mothers,
and to leave them untouc?wdj!

The thinking mothers of this genera-
tion are becoming keen on small fam-
ilies of sound and porfm't.("hlldren.
Child welfare and s()cihzl_l (-,onldltu)ns are

ing together to this end.

wo‘}g{i;.l hthozs—e children think reproduc-
i rth while?

tmlf]l\fr?v minute taken from the profes-
sional = woman’s working day, and
every cent added to her s:ll:\ry}, means
something added to the mother’s work,
and something deducted from her fin-
Every child a woman has re-

ances. 1
duces her personal income, adds to her
personal labours, and sets the date of

her freedom further in the future.
The world was never before such a
wonderful, worth-while place for the
yoman. '
freI(; V:é) to be cxpeuto:d that ske v)vxll
act like the butterfly in Charlotte Per-
kins Gilman’s poem, that
¢¢greature, madly elimbing
into its chrysalis?’’
Under the circumstances,
, question:
he‘rfﬂxf'etzl(;ﬂ}iren good business for the
i i woman?’’
m(iivll{i‘;:\} (by eighteen-hour days of
actual experience) just how bus’); th?
modern (Canadian mother 18. et E
think I could safely trust each f";
every one to find time, 1n her u]rea.():
overcrowded day, to rise up and smm‘,
me over the head thtg) tho.qb:\oio"n;, kt:1t(,
i i e preserv 't
g e lrm]:q())lr)ens tlo be handiest)

tle (whichever ha
for voicing 'such a monstrous sugges-

tion.
Every MOTHER!“
For no mother—with ‘
stirring, sleep-spoiling, heart-curling,
honest-to-goodness child—ecan regard
that baby entirely as a business pro-

position. e
b ou, dea ;

&(;JmM);)th,ers’ Union that might be
organized can ever hope to m:hmvo
sufficient solidarity to :’.nrry out a sue-
cessful strike. Peter’s appendix, 01:
Adelaide’s adenoids, would prove
stronger levers than t!m a‘rgummzt? or
appeals of the most inspired leaders.
They might agree from the ground ulp,
with all their heads, hearts, and souls.
But a child’s illness would always have
the power of removing its mother from
the ranks of the collective bargainers.

But a merely potential parent is less
bn'll‘sl?g. clear, calm viewpoint of a de-
tached woman is necessarily  wider,
mdre far-seeing——and more business-
like—than that of a mpther, wh(‘) can
never be more than.seml-detacped. The
mother-instinet i implanted in every
woman—in every female of the species;
but in ninety-eight out of every hun-
dred of them it takes a personal child to
bring the seed to bloom. And while
every normal woman dreams of a real
mate, the mere husband has lost much
of his early Vietorian g!amom:. And
‘¢ Better Babies’’ is an inspired

back

she will ask

a real, live, soul-

though - :

and a popular preachment,
?}(}izg,()hildren 11 is the equally popular
i o make the world

i fine thing t
a Ilfa;)spiaer, healthiex place for future
generations. But iv 18 a dangerous
thing to attempt it by tsking the heart
anity.
ou% ggtgzlﬁonsiger with inte‘est the fu-
ture of those interesting little ~‘r(?atures,
my great-great-grandchlldren. B.'t there
are times—since Democracy began
smashing-up the landseape, with a view
to making the world entirely safe for
itself—that I have begun to I‘)‘eheve
that, like the core of the, ’apple, there
ain’t a-goin’ to be none.

“The Hills of Desire

the next issue of Everywoman’s World,

interest-holding serials ever produced.
Fill in Coupon on page 1 of thi

instalment of * The Hills of Desire.”

s issue to ensure delivery of every

99 By Richard Aumerle
Maher, beginning in
will prove one of the most
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Pretty Teeth

Are White Teeth—
Free From Film

All Statements Approved by High
Dental Authorities

Film is What Discolors

< Z HEN teeth discolor it means

that film is present. That

slimy film which you feel with your

tongue is a stain absorber. When tartar forms it is due to

the film. The film clings to the teeth, gets into crevices

and stays. Remove that film and teeth will glisten in
their natural whiteness.

Film causes most tooth troubles.
stance which ferments and forms acid.
in contact with the teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in it. They, with tartar, are
the chief cause of pyorrhea.

The tooth brush alone does not end film. The ordin-
ary tooth paste does not dissolve it. Thatis why the old-
way brushing fails to save the teeth.

Dental science, after years of searching, has found a
way to combat that film. Many clinical tests under able
authorities have proved it beyond question. Leading
dentists everywhere now urge its daily use.

The method is embodied in a dentifrice called Pepso-
dent. And we are supplying a ten-day test free to any-
one who asks.

Watch the Teeth Whiten

We ask you to send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube.
Use like any tooth paste. Note how clean the teeth feel
after using. Mark the absence of the slimy film. See
how teeth whiten as the fixed film disappears. It will be
a revelation.

; Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the digestant of albu-
min. The_ film is albuminous matter. The object of
Pepsodent is to dissolve it, then to constantly combat it.

Until lately .is method was impossible. Pepsin must be activated,
ax}d the usual agent is an acid harmful to the teeth. But science has
discovered a harmless activating method. Ithas been submitted to four
years of laboratory tests. Now pepsin, combined with other Pepsodent
ingredients, gives us for the first time an efficient film destroyer.

It is important that you know it. To you and yours it means
safer, whiter teeth.

Cut out the coupon—now, before you forget it—and see the effects
for yourself.

Pepsadend

REG. IN

The New-Day Dentifrice

A Scientific Product—Sold by Druggists Everywhere

It holds food sub-
It holds the acid

Send the Coupon for
a 10-Day Tube

Note how clean the teeth
feel after using. Mark the
absence of the slimy film.

how the teeth whiten
as the fixed film disappears.

232

Ten-Day Tube Free

THE PEPSODENT CO., Dept. 693
1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, IlL

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

e~ & a0 ]

A Great Home Shine
The Big Value Box

: LIQUIDS Ano PASTES
FOR BLACK,WHITE,TAN AND OX-BLOOD (DARK BROWN) SHOES

THE F F DALLEY CORPORATIONS LIMITED, HAMILTON, CANADA
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enjoy

“Just One More
Record Before
Bed-time”

N the home where there are children—what a priceless
possession is a Sonora! It sings them to sleep with Sand-
Man Lullabys. It educates them to an appreciation of

the world’s masters of harmony.

Folks never tire of the Sonora—its glorious tone of crystal
clearness, which won for it highest honors for tone qualit
at the Panama Pacific Exposition, is a source of ever-fresz

ment.

The Sonora has the supreme and silent motor of the Phono-
graph World. Silently and without a suggestion of scratching,
it runs from 15 to 30 and 34 minutes with one winding—
long enough to play 4 or 5 ten-inch records. Others make the
records—the Sonora plays them all and plays them better.

Prices $74 to $2500
I. MONTAGNES & COMPANY

Wholesale Distributors
Depr. E, RYrRiE BuiLpING, ToroONTO

THE INSTRUMENT OF QUALITY

onor,

CLEAR AS

%

A BELL

SonorfrENeedles

Play 50 to 100 times without wearing out

A—Shows a new_ steel needle.
B—A steel needle used once.
v Note how point is worn off.
C—A new Sonora needle.
D—A Sonora needle used once.
Impossible to notice any
wear.

Sonora NEEDLES mellow the tone, preserve

the record and eliminate scratching.

40c. per package of 5

AT ALL DEALERS, OR WRITE DEPT. E.

I. MONTAGNES & COMPANY

Wholesale Distributors, RYRIE BUILDING, TORONTO

E-—A Sonora Needle which
has played over 50 records.
Worn down considerably but
as good as mew. It will fit
the groove perfectly and piay
many more records.

Di1

FRE

Don't &:ive‘m.oo lior " xhonom?ll. You
8 u

with

can get

dise
It has a

12 of the newest selections absolutely free of

. _Its tone

handsom
od tone arm, nickel trimmings,

powe motor, and

in fact many of the big

features found inthe highest grademachines.

Every loyal Can

adian will also want the

magnificent British Lion or Princess Pat gem
ring. They are fashion's latest creations in
fine jewellery.- The l’i.:::ld ring is o handsome-

massive carved Lion

with jewelled eyes

and mouth—the emblem of Britain's great-
ness. The Princess Pat is an exquisitedesign
set with five sparkling brilliants and having

all the appear:

;w.oo di nd ring.

ly ad-
vertige and introduce ¥ Ber-
ries” the delightful, new, Cream
Coated breath perfume

BIG PHONOGRAPH
AND BRITISH LION OR
PRINCESS PAT RING

Complete with 6
Double Records
12SELECTIONS

Berries sweeten the breath, purify the mouth, and
leave a lasting fragrance. You'll sell them like hot

cakes. Then return our money, only $2.50, and we'll

nd | promptly send your choice of the beautiful rings, all

RA
package and just 25 handsome 10c
packages to introduce among your
friends. Open your free package,
try Fairy Berries yourself and ask
all your friends to try them. Ev-
eryone wants a package or two at
once, they are 80 delicious. Fairy

postage paid, and the grand phonograph and records com-
plete you can also receive for just showing your fine prize
to your friends and getting only six of them to sell our
goods and earn our fine premiums as you did.
SEND NO MONEY. Justsend your name and
address to-day. A post card will do. Address 6B
THE FAIRY BERRY COMPANY
Department P, 4 Toronto, Ontario

BHave Pou Joined Everpwoman’s Book and Music Club?

Flag and Ball Days

What Submarine Warfare Meant to the Simple
Sea-Folk on the Cornish Coast, England
By FRANCES SARGEANT

T is only now when the war is over
that we can speak freely of the
days when the flag and ball flew;
of the wounded and dying men ecarried
through our streets, of good ships sunk
within full sight of our windows, and
of patrol boats and airships submarine
hunting in the placid waters of our bay
—of warfare as seen by an unimportant,
unfortified town in England, one of
many others, towns that were officially
miles away from the war-zone.
Our town is on the inmost shore of a
wide, deep bay,
and the flag and

and mine-sweepers. So that the fishing
was chiefly done by old men who had
retired from an aective life before the
war, and hobble-de-hoys between school
age and military service age. The old
men, after a meagre existence on sav-
ings and an old age pension, seemed
almost dazed by the sudden turn of
events, for they were making more
money than they had dreamed of in

their prime.
Our town, looking out to the Atlantic
and not to the comparatively safe
waters of the

ball is the signal
which was run
up at the coast-
guard station
whenever a sub-
marine came in-
gside the bay —
a plain red flag
above a Dblack
ball. The ‘‘ball’’
was a circular
piece of black
bunting strained
out on ropes, like
a large umbrella
cover, but it was
always called
the ‘‘flag and
ball’’ signal.

We are in the
extreme  south-
west of England,
in the Duchy of
Cornwall, on a
wild coast worn
by the Atlantic
gales, and a for-
mer haunt of
smugglers and

Above and belo

wreckers., Unlike
most towns in the
south of England,
it has no ‘‘landed
gentry;” indeed,
there 1s no land at
all in the sporting
or agricultural
gense — only de-
serted lead mines
and gorse and
granite boulders.
It is a little town,
old and weather
bleached, and
many of the
streets are too
narrow for a cart
to pass through.
Decades ago it
was & mining
town, but now its
prosperity depends
entirely ‘on fishing,
and, hard as it has been hit in other
ways since the war, it has reaped a
rich harvest from the sea. For the price
of ﬁ.sh rose enormously, out of all pro-
ortion to the increased danger and
increased cost of nets and materials,
The men who had gone as soldiers
were allowed }mme on leave for the her-
ring season—Ilate autumn on this pa
of the coast—but the majority ofpm::
able-bodied men were not soldiers, but
in the Navy, or serving on patrol i)oats

English Channel,
probably had, in
proportion to its
importance, as
many crews from
torpedoed ships
landed at its jet-
ties as any town
in England. The
actual arrange-
ments for the
comfort and wel-
fare of the sur-
vivors while
they were in the
town rested en-
tirelyonthe
townspeople, fish-
erfolk, seafaring

men and their
famili es and
small shopkeep-
ers.

Jutting out to
sea beyond the
town is a small,
rocky, turf-cap-
ped promontory
where the fisher-
men spread their

w—Streets in Cornwall, England, characteristic of the country.

nets to dry and
where the coast-
guard station is.
The coastguard
flagstaff is in full
sight of the town,
but the strings of °
gaily coloured sig-
nalling flags are
difficult to read.
Everybody,
though, knew the
flag and ball sig-
nal, and a sub-
marine in the bay
inevitably —meant
that one, or prob-
ably more, ships
had been sunk
close by and their
crews would be
landed inour
town
. No one who has
lived here during the days when the
flag and ball flew will ever forget it-
It is easy, too easy, to live those sad,
strange, exciting days over again in
memory.
.. The ball had scarcely shown itself
like a sinister black spot against the
grey sea, the red flag had searcely flap-
ped once in the wintry breeze, before
our usually quiet streets were echoilg
with the sound of running feet. The
lifeboat wasg brought out—she may or

HM.sS. --Ca‘fnada"f-a »fa.milx‘ar visitor on the Cornish Coast.

|
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may not be needed—she must be ready.
Down at the end of the jetty the Salva-
tion Army has a hall, and here the sur-
vivors were taken as soon as they were
.landed. The captains and corporals of
the Salvation Army would come run-
ning down to the jetty, struggling into ;
their uniforms as they ran. The doors g /s
of the hall were opened, the stove lit > p
and hot tea and coffee prepare(lll. thA : :
messenger was despatched to te e - . d L b
doctor that a crew I\3vould soon be land- Ele(_‘mc Stdrtlng an lg tlng

ed and that his services might be need-

ed. Some elderly women would come : :

hurrying to the jetty with an air of O car has a better starting and
self-conscious importance. These were : :
B P 1 wame colain T e lichting system than that now

1llete or a 1 e whlle— =
were billeted £ little while—some g " £ Ford
imes for only a few hours—before they .
rl’lere sent to their headquarters, and ava]lable to PurC asers O or: (:a.l'S.
en to sea again. Many of the women : « B
carried overcoats or shawls for the men It 1s a Ford PrOduct, bu]_lt 1ntQ ;
:0 Vlvlear as they walked from tl:le leetty t}l :
o the cottages, for the sea win ows poad
shrewdly thl?ou,gh wet clothes. e motor
There was always a crowd down on s s .

the jebty when a crew was landed—a —a positive starter as reliable as
crowd composed mostly of the fisher- * lf'

fol' men in dark blue jerseys With ; the motor 1tseir:
long brown faces and gold earrangsi; an]d 1 l h ; :
women with large sad-coloured shaw:s ste 5
Zivrapped round their heads and shoul- —a POWCIgﬁl lg tmg Sy t(:lsm, unt
ers. v
$ t‘then the small boats cai:leidto tﬂ;@ form under 3.]1 engme SPCC '
jetty steps eager hands were held out to s
‘11161(113 tl}:e e ahome: Duk. Gt 8 murlxlwll;o On theopen models— Touring Cars and Run-
A8 een very badly burnt would be e z
lifted up and carried down the jotty abouts—it is OPTIONAL EQUIPMENT
on a stretcher. They carried the streteher s
f‘“lder high, and the vietim 1‘;?15 A On closed cars — Sedans and Coupes—it is
oat piracy would manage to ift his MENT.
Wfif, smoke-grimed head from tl;e Vthlte STANDARD EQUIP N
pillow and smile on the friendly faces
round him, and to call in & feeble, pain- On all models the Ford St;ndar(fi_ I\ﬁag[?eto also ,
weakened voice, ‘‘Are we down-hearts 1 ionition 1n: ndent or the atteries.
ed?’’ which always brought an answer- PrOVld&S 1igniti depe
{ng ¢:Nol:? from. hin ship matos SO See the Ford car with this new equipment.

ing along behind the stretcher. Some-
times their ships eaught fire after being

torpedoed, and all the erew were more Ford Runabout $660; Touring $690

or less injured. They then pres(‘mted ol On open models the Electric Starting and Lighting ‘
very sorry spectacle, dripping Wllth St“gl' Equipment is $100 extra. s
water, black with soot and smoke, L9 Sed 1 (closed model prices include Electrie

pupils of their eyes still contracted Coupe $9753 s:a::i‘ng alng Lightis Equipient).

from the glare of the flames. ;
As a rulge, all, or all but one or two These prices a'red!;.doéhlz.“l;rzd,’r?xnt. and do not ¥
of a crew were landed, and the majority include ;
of the men were uninjured. Those who
were hurt had their injuries attended
t0 by the doctor at the Salvation Army
Hall, before they went off with their
new hostesses to the blazing fire, dry
clothes and good food that was sure to
be waiting them. All the men landed
were Allies, although they were of all
races, except those which comprise the
Central Powers. No sailor is @ neutral, .2
whatever his nationality may be, and =
no sailor of a neutral nation 18 PTo- l\’|]y¥'-'

German. : Ry = ~‘
bay another 7). } ,/’\ ¥
N7 1/ 4 3 4

L=

Meanwhile out on the :
phase of the submarine campaign was
enacted. Old men and boys climbed up
on the rocks by the coastguard station
with telescopes and glasses to wateh.
At this stage of the procedure there
would be four patrol boats maneEuyvring
in the bay, and two British airships
coming over, but the airships were 80
far away that they looked like little
silver toys in the bleak sky. — :
The airships would come nearer, the .:_—‘_:(7'\1«
roar of their engines mingling with tho(; ~
sound of the waves and the scream e
the sea-gulls. Suddenly from the watch- F d M t C mpany fcanada llmted F d Ont.
ers on %Ee shore woulyd come a shout, : or o or o o |} 9 or 9
and horny fingers would point out to
sea, . —d
¢iThere she is! The submarine. Look! e 3 o DR v L
There she goes!’’ 4
There she was, too, in all her wick-
edness, looking very small among the
waves. Why she had chosen this in-
opportune moment to show herself mo i For
one ever knew. For about fifteen sec:
onds she would stay on the surface.
Then two shots would boom out, and

two spouts of silver water spurt up 2 THROAT

Hallam’s Trappers’ Guide —96
pages ; illustrated; English or French;
tells how and where to trap; what bait
and traps to use; is full of useful informa-

where the submarine had disappearedé » R il

Was she hit, or had she dived to safety b0 Hallam’s Trappers’ Supply Cata-

That we only knew by implication, for " COLD lN log—36 pages; illustrated; rifles, traps,

th. . . s The %5 animal bait, headlights, fish nets, and all
e Navy is the silent service. - 3 necessary trappers’ and sportsmen’s

patrol boats would draw near to where 3 anST supplies at low prices.

Hallam’s Raw Fur News—
Gives latest prices and advance
information on the raw

the submarine disappeared, the air- ,
ships cruising slowly overhead. By aund 5 e elc.

by a patrol boat would come eclose to 578 \ ‘ & i for Taatket.

the headland and the gigantic duommy Chas. ¥ ey, Write to-day.

arms on the coastguard station would AT X : 5:.::: ool W"! A per

sigzal frantically. x 1 : (S t.b:vtd:umfn i i en ou b
little later and the airships wol ? : youthat we consicer 4

go home, the patrol boats head for the & [fﬁ’ﬁaéﬁ‘fg&}s :

open sea and the flag and ball Slgnal - z we wse it as a sure relief

would be taken down. That Fritz’s sort : "‘“"aa'u'“mym &

“brief day was over; one submarine at
least had sunk her last ship.

Although the fisher-people and sailors
were very sympathetic to the rescued,
they did mot dwell on the horrors of
submarine warfare as the mewspaper
reading landsman did. The coast dwell-
ers are brought up in a knowledge and
understanding of shipwreck by storm
and tempest and collision, and for
them it was omly an increase of a fa-
miliar peril with nome of the terrofs
of newness. (Continued on page 30)

oh

Stu d ents J Your way through College paid by our plan which
A ® pays salary or commission for spare time. Write
EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, Dept. 2, Toronto.

GBI 755 HALLAM BUILDING, |
mited TORONTO.
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Sold fresh everywhere.

Factory at LONDON, Canada.
Kingston, Winnipeg, Calgary, Port Arthur, St. John, N.B.

AVER sixty-one years’ experience
| is behind the McCormick Bis-
cuits; yet if they could be
improved they would be.

Their high degree of nutrition is

attained by the selection of the finest materials.

They are made in a sunlight factory where
bnghtness penetrates to every corner.

They are properly baked for easy digestion.
No wonder there is such a demand for

MCCormicks
Jersey Cream Sodas

In sealed packages.

Branches at Montreal,

Ottawa,

Hamilton,

120

SANAIANININ, A

LIS

TLLINRIRN.

CLASSIFIED ADLETS

SALES AND EXCHANGES

A responsible directory arranged for the convenience of the vast number of more
than 500,000 readers of Everywoman's World who wish to buy, sell or exchange.

Each little adlet has much of interest for you.

Articles Wanted
THE ONE BEST OUTLET for farm produce,

non-fertile eggs, poultry, separator butter. Write
Gunns, Ltd., 78 Front St. East, Toronto.

Eye Relief

AFTER THE MOVIES—Murine is for
Tired Eyes—Red Eyes—Sore Eyes—Gran-
ulated Eyelids. Rests — Refreshes — Re-
stores. Murine jg a Favorite Treatment
for Eyes that feel dry and gn.']aft- Give
your eyes a8 much of your loving care as
your teeth and with the same regularity.
Care for them. You cannot buy new eyes!
Murine sold at drug and optical stores.
Ask Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago,
for free book.

Help Wanted—Female

EARN $25 WEEKLY, spare time, writing for news-
papers, magazines. Eg:perience unnecessary. De-
tails free. Press Syndicate, 427 St. Louis, Mo.

STENOGRAPHERS EARN BIG
!b':{%lg%lYT You can become efficient in a few
months, Our complete stenographic course taught
by mail, includes shorthand, typewriting, letter-
writing, penmanship. Full information sent free
on reql'lest. Write to-day. Canadian Correspon-
dence College, Limited, Dept. E.W., Toronto.

Inventions

INV ONS WANTED. Cash or Royalty for
ld&sF:N’ildam Fisher Mfg. Co. 109, St. Louig, Mo.

Nursing

NURSES earn $15 to $25 a week. Learn without
leaving home. Send for fre2 booklet. Royal College
of Science, Dept. 1, Toronto, Canada.

NURSES TRAINING SCHOOL of the Protestant
Hospital for Insane, Verdun, Que., has vacancies
for young women of good character and education,
over 21 years of age. Salary to commence $25.00
per month. Uniform free. Write for application
form to Dr. Burgess, P.O. Box 2280 (Special Bag),
Montreal.

Kodak Films

YOUR PHOTO and 30c. gets 25 gummed stamp-
size photos; your photo returned. Sample for
stamp. Muscatine Agency, 402E, Muscatine, Iowa.

Post Cards

TWENTY BEAUTIFUL ASSORTED POST
CARDS, 10c silver. Durso, Dept. 51, 25 Mulberry
Street, N.Y. City.

Photoplays—Stories

$1,200 A YEAR for spare time writing one moving
picture play a week. We show you how. Send for
free book of information of special prize offer.
Photo Playwright College, Box 278, K31, Chicago.

FREE, tc ambitious writers, copyright book, **How
to Write for Pay,” by experienced editor. Press
Syndicate, 4275 St. Louis. Mo.

Short Stories Wanted

WRITERS—STORIES, Poems, Plays, ¥
wanted for publication. Literary Bu?eyasu,eEtfv'V a;e
Hannibal, Mo. s

WANTED-—STORIES, Articles, Poems for New
Magazine. We pay on acceptance. Typed or hand-
written MSS. acceptable. Send MSS. to Women’s
National Magazine, Desk 853, Washington, D.C,

Songs Wanted

WRITE A SONG — LOVE, MOTHE

childhood, patriotic or any subject. IR'coﬁg':é
music and guarantee publication. Send words to-
day. Thomas Merlin, 302 Reaper Block Chicago,

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG—We re.
vise poems, write music and guarantee to secure
publication. Submit poems on any subject. Broad-
way Studios, 195 C Fitzgerald Bldg., New York.

WRITE THE WORDS FGR A SONG— i

music and guarantee publisher’s acceptanc‘g{e véﬁ{:
mit poems on patriotism, love or any subject.
Chester Music Co., Room 247, 920 South Michigan

Ave., Chicago.

Stamps

WRITE MOTION PICTURE plays. $50 each
experience unnecessary. Details free to beginners,
Producers’ League, 325 Wainwright, St. Louis.

STAMPS—12 different from i i
10 different foreign coins, 15¢.; 10 Urugaas iaioC"
10c. Lists free. Toledo Stamp Co., Toledo, Ohig. "

Flag and Ball Days
(Continued from page 35)

.It. was low tide when the first crew,
victims of a U-boat, were landed in our
town. Men and women waded out
waist deep in the water, laughing and
crying and cheering to drag the boats
ashore. The captain of the lost ship
was a very old man. He turned his
face frorr_l the crowd and stiffly climb-
ing the Jetty steps stared out to sea.
But his ship was gone, and he burst out
crying like a child. The old man’s
grief stopped the cheering, and later in
the day all tendency to cheer the res-
cued was swept away for ever when
throe men, one dead, were landed.

The number of ships lost round this
coast varied each week. Sometimes for
a few days two or three crews would
be landed each day, then for two or
three weeks no ships at all would be
lost near here.

Nearly all the ships were sunk be-
yond the bay, out of sight of the land,
but one Sunday morning early a ship
was torpedoed only three miles out,
plainly to be seen from the town. They
landed the crew of forty-two black men.
They could speak no English, and al-
though they had been rescued in good
order and had all their possessions with
them tied up in bundles, they looked
most miserable, for they were shivering
and hver_-coloure(l with cold. Their shi;
was a fz.urly large steamer, and she lay
all day in a water-logged condition, her
stern deep in the sea and her hows and
the top of one funnel in the air. Her
dusky crew sat on the rocks and dis-
mally watched for her to sink, but by
what seemed a miracle she kept afloat
till dusk. At night time, drifting help-
lessl_y, she would have been a danger to
passing ' ships, so a patrol boat fired
three shots into her and sank her.

The submarines themselves were for-
tunately not invulnerable, but it was
only occasionally that we heard any-
thing about their being destroyed. One
day a Spanish crew from a torpedoed

Types of fishing craft off the Cornish
Coast

ship was landed, and just before th
doors of the Salvation A]rmy h‘;;.](l) (?lo:eg
on them the youngest of the crew turn-
ed and addressed the English erowd. He
was very young; he had a curly mep of
black hllll.'; he was bare-footed, and
;;xl-:(;‘\: only};n a rz;.g{.};]ed shirt and pair of
Sers. He used the language of signs:
he held his hands over %is Lhe;(t)(l ‘ing’ asl;
il‘tt‘ltud(’, of surrender, which meant
Germans,”” then he thrust his hands
down in a gesture which seemed to
mean the depths of the sea; his whole
message was evidently that Germans
had recently gone there. The young
Spaniard then called to an embarrassed
b‘ut joyful ship-mate who could speak
English to explain further, He told
the erowd that after the patrol boat
had taken them from their sinking ship
she sighted a periscope eclose by, and
rammed and sunk the submarine.

The patrol boat as soon
landed the Spaniards had goz:nse Sbh;ckhig
hunt for any wreckage of the sub-
marine that she could fnd. Not ex-
actly in a souvenir hunting spirit, but
because. the reward given for sinking
submarines was only given to boats
that could prove thejr clair  The- best
witness to the sinking of a U-boat was
a part of the U-boat; the large pateches
of oil floating on the water when a sub-
?arme had been destroyed could not
e taken away as evidence. - In the
sprmgtl_me we used to know if many
submarines had been destroyed close
round the coast, because if they had
young sea-birds used to come drifting
helplegsl.y with the tide, their feathers
(::in]d pinions stuck together with sticky
The sea washed u still gri r
flotsam and jetsam of Iz:he waw.g 1ér:)1:1nz_
times an empty ship’s boat would drift
in. Once the bodies of two drowned
zeamen were left by the tide. Nothing
had been heard of any ship sunk near
ere just then, and nothing was ever
kﬁmwn of the sailors, except that as
they were big, fair men they had not
come from this coast, where a small,
dark type predominates. After that a
voluntary watch was kept on the shore.
All day long men and boys walked up
and down at the water’s edge, hauling
wreckage out of the reach of the waves
when it came ‘their way, but waiting
?,lllli(}l gw:x]tchmg .:ll the time for some-
se—waiting f i
up its dead. e



Elizabeth Surrenders
(Continued from page 32)

ELIZABETH (showing something
Dew and mighty sweet in her make-up):
You poor old—you poor man. Tell me.

t may not be so serious as you think.
Has it anything to do with business—
Or your engagement—or what?

x ‘A;LECI Oh, what will you think of
ne

ELIZABETH: Never mind what I
think of you! (Poor Elizabeth! If only
she had had the courage to tell him
What she thought of him any time in
the past ten years, life might have been
a different proposition to-day.)

ALEC: Oh, but Elizabeth, I do care
what you think of me, and I’m a mis-
erable old fool when I think that you
are never going to have any respect

O my common sense, or my cOmmon
honesty, again, as long as I live.

ELIZABETH: This sounds serious.

ALEC: The humiliating part of it is
that it’s not serious; just a silly little
underhand plot against two of the truest
souls that ever—Oh, I’ll never be able
to tell you—

ELIZABETH (throwing her brushes
on the table, taking off her spectacles
and putting them in her pocket): Tell
me, Aleec. Whatever this mystery 1S,
1t is making you miserable, and you
owe it to yourself, and to Kitty, to
SWeep your mind clean of cobwebs. I'm
only a cranky old maid, brusque and
dowdy and unbeautiful. But I’ve suf-
feredq enough, the good Lord knows, to
Possess the secret of sympathy. And
all that my heart holds of understand-
ing and friendship is yours for the
a?kmg- Oh, Alec! (She almost sobs it.)

M 80 unwomanly that my friends
tearly swoon when I tell ’em I’ve
bought new boots—yet I’m horribly,
horribly human, and” the very best
friends I snap at most, I lo—I like the
best—which is more than 1’d admit to
any other living soul. So, if you want
4 confidant, out with it. If you’ve
skinned your poor old housekeeper, I’
gladly help you dispose of the body-

(Then she adds with a grimness that
bespeaks the solemn truth of her asser-
tion.)

Nothing would give me greater plea-
Sure!

(Oh, yes, Elizabeth has envied the
Service of that poor old soul many 2a
me and oft!)

ALEC (who doesn’t know if he wants
}?.Cry or to give three hearty cheers):
lizabeth, dear girl—there’s no one in
all the world like you! You know,
You’re like one of those prickly burrs
We used to gather in the woods years
480, with the little sweet heart inside—

ELIZABETH: Yes, they used to prick
us and Sting us— ;

ALEC (seeing that she is hurt): It
Was a stupid simile, Dear. You’re like
lothing in the world, and no-one in the
World but yourself, womanly-wise, and
true as gold—for all your genius.

. BLIZABETH: Yes Alec? (almost pas-
Slonately.) Oh, go on—please go on!
It’s good  to be talked to like a real
Woman—

ALEC: (Coming to her and putting
& hand on her shoulder as he looks in
er eyes.) O my dear—my dear—al-
ways, since the days when we were
boy and girl together—

ELIZABETH (suddenly panic-strick-
€n): But I thought—I thought that you
Were going to tell me your troubles?

ALEC: Perhaps what I’m trying to
Say to you, Dear, has a bearing on my
troubles,

ELIZABETH  (half-laughing, but
nath g suggestion of her former sharp-
ness for all the catech in her voice):

oW don’t tell me I’m the only trouble
you ever had.
¥ ALEC: It doesn’t sound flattering,
Ut you’re mot far wrong, dear. May
begin at the beginning, and tell you
¢ whole foolish story? i
ELIZABETH: Yes, but I really think
You’d better take the pose again.
must do some work. :

(‘Do some work’’? She’s only afraid
ghat{ at such close range, he’ll hear the
1eatmg of her heart! Bless it, that
dear heart, beating with all the love
:nd loyalty in the world! Alec hesi-
ates; then takes his seat again, and
She once more takes up her brushes.)

H ALEC: I wanted to tell you all the
'Me, and now I’m breaking my Ppro-
Mise to Kitty—dear little Kitty—

ELIZABETH (with a start, as she
Suddenly remembers the horrible fact
that Alec is the fiancé of that young
§§1’fﬂ)°n): Dear little Kitty!!! (to her-

ALEC: Well, dear, you see it all be-
gan like this— i
(Without the formality of knocking,
itty bursts in. She is a flower-like
glr'l of twenty, blonde, blue eyes, dainty,
Winkling,)
(Continued on page 38)
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ASK FOR THE
“DELECTO” BOX
A delectable assortment of the
most delicious G. B. Chocolates,

including Nuts, Creams, Fruits,
Caramels, Milk Chocolate, Nuga-

J7

tines and Marshmallows.
In }2, 1, 2 and 5 pound boxes.

Originated by

GANONG BROS. LIMITED

St. Stephen, N.B.

Makers for 50 years of Fine Chocolates

Ask your Dealer for the G.B.
Chocolates you like best.

Ask for
“Perfect”
Sport Veils

Also

“Princess Pat’
REAL HAIR NETS

“My Lady”
SILK HAIR NETS

Made for Canadian Women
of Good Taste

IF YOUR DEALER CANNOT SUPPLY YOU, WRITE

The Thompson Lace & Veiling Co., Limited, Toronto

EMusicLessons

NDER TEACHERS

i

e
J

A Complete Conservatory Course
B M 'l ‘Wonderful home study music lessons under
y al great American and European teachers.
Endorsed by Paderewski. Master teachers guide and coach
you. Lessons a marvel of gimplicity and complvevt:iréesam
. e n,
Any Instrument or Voice u:tourseyos
are interested in—Piano Harmon(g; Voice, Public School
Musie, Violin, Cornet, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, or Reed
0{ —and w«; wiél semli our FRE!‘S] C(?LFS%OG covering
all ingtrumental and vocal courses. en: "
UNIVERSITY EXTENSION CONSERVATORY
5941 Siegel-Myers Bldg. Chicago, lllinois

= s
GO ON THE
The golden gates of Opportun-
ity are open fo you ! Learn
this fascinating and inferesting [HAM
ssion at home in spare time. |
Let your genius for acting grow
and develop under the guidance
and instruction of & MAsTER of
STAGECRAFT, 2 man who spent
many years in the professionas il
an AcTor, Stage Director and &l
Playwright . A “condensed course
in book “form — Price One Dollar.

5

W
J

A
|

WRITE FOR FREE DEeScRIPTIVE CIRCULAR
THE WAL-FORD €2, Box2264. WINNIPEG
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Elizabeth Surrenders |
(Continued from page 37)

KITTY: Hello, people—Hello—Hello!
Glad to see me? What were you two
perfect persons talking about when I
came in? Our marriage, wedding, nup-
tials, Alee, Dear? The voice that
breathed o’er Eden and St. John’s
Parish Church—eh, old things? (She
winks at Alec in great glee.)

ALEC: No, my—my love.

KITTY: My soul cries out for a cup
of tea and a bun. Shall I put on the
; kettle for you, Elizabeth, belovedst?

T U AR Y SEAARRENEALINIIRRITAR ELIZABETH: NO, thanks; I must
leave you anyw2y; I must rush and
dress.

KITTY (in peals of laughter): Must
rush and WHAT, darling? :

ELIZABETH: Hold your tongue, o THE WORLD FAMOUS

child. 4 g
¢ Ol\ KITTY: Don’t demand the impos- ‘ ‘ E‘ II I
sible, Honey! Well, Alec and I ecan
“ ’, have a nice chat while you’re—ha! ha! PLAYER PIANO
e —dressing.
O| a ELIZABETH (acidly): Yes, you can

have a nice—ha! hal!—chat!

om N
l ~
|

\)

s

el

\ oo
Morale (Mo-ral) n. (F. See Moral a.), the moral con- } (T(itt)’ S(.‘:lfs herself on the arm of TIiIE CeLllldll
dition, or the condition in other rospw‘tf-lS'} f‘"ld“r:‘ | Alee’s chair and puts her arm affec- has been the
ARkt bor dependent ton morl Snvkde: | (uately about. his nock. She looks world’s leading
tal state, as of a body of men, an army, and like. mischievious; he, miserable; Elizabeth, player for the
; murderous! Elizabeth leaves the room ast 35
by the door on the left, slamming said Pas years—

BIHAT is Dr. Webster’s definition. r o Hard.)

and still stands

ALEC: Kitty, here’s a pretty kettle of supreme.
Many of us know the word only fish; she’s told Neville, and he’s here. Perf i T

wihin : : : KITTY: My Fathers! ertect in lone
in its war-time application. ALEC: That’s what T said. —LEase of Oper-
o ¢ KITTY: ansx——lawsy! Might have ation—Com -
on the usage o known she’d spill the beans, and it let el

Webster dwells firstly up : g e il bl ke Bie o 1133 met.(f})ln.tr%
the word “morale” as applied to the carefully— idabnr et a

. ALEC: And so effectively! sign.

common-place happenings of every-day KITTY: For the love of Mike, tell ) IT IS NOT AN EX-
; > 2 . t me how he took it? He never con- i\ PENSIVE MATTER
life. His allusion to its reference to an gratulated you; I’d swear to that! B ) 10 PURCHASE A

army comes later. And Webster is correct T R T ngc(}mf“ﬂ]ﬁ (\é;”ég MODER:
‘ —meticulously SO. (.l(‘ll:\'ti]'i:f;-fY: Don’t keep me in suspense— lz’{at;ggf:: tern{s ung
S Vil o4 R SOPiE for tesriors
\5 It was the private-life morale that made such splen- ;}‘;;:ﬁ;:If;;‘i‘}“;,g”}.‘(?,f;,,,tl,,ate Sy i
\; did soldiers of our boys when the time came for them ,():}JE:t I haven’t seen him yet—he’s b The
;? to don the khaki. It was that, and. that alone, ’d.lat 'hlil\’tf'1;'(1)‘:;thIi.":gtsveg(;nélo;;ib:]eapf;(:_iji Eﬁ&:!ﬁlﬂn Co, Ltd
7 made them take the first step; and it was that which hn;l}”ll()ll(;a" Eiking fooliug gk rh;;z.tlw o Yo;g-:«;-tc«fi::crom:phone
,,: carried them through to Victory. If their every-day :"(‘)11;_")\'0 bhad that sinking feeing your. gio T
ﬂ-) morale had been neglected, the Army could have ALEC: 1f ym;].h:ldn’t come in when
l.;} done little with them and success would not have ‘i‘;g;;w;',"'vESZZ‘Q‘&Q"»’53J"§(§“I,'.10}§31}§L ?}}:X{.
;"I crowned their efforts xln.;v uksm(‘)‘:; tf}lo(‘r l;,(l);: ts:(fon%loutligmg Oi“;n t::::
) - years.
/c: It is the the many little incidents of your daily rou- ‘,,}ff;,;';f"yyo’u (j:l‘;f‘i’;',y I,);(‘)L",:;‘ffl’m‘?im‘} 'd
’7} ) tine that make up your morale —the morning shave, llj;'l"i;‘:j:"(;{;,og ’"f;::}t ,(to;lvlv‘;l}gl}ml:::gof,g‘hﬂ
;,,’ your clean linen, polished shoes, brushed clothes. | 1t Lt lu, fun ol Bt el
p Webster speaks of zeal, spirit, hoPe and confidence. “'Oxl‘jm‘g t(t‘l‘]o’:f;{x}ftfu,,y): I'm not so | [prlpNote
1 It is by attention to the small details of your personal :»lxl'::u?: i) aﬁi.ttyWh?“Zm(;thaifi a sur- ‘V}ct‘"ocﬂt’ AT “0"!'
"/ appearance that these may be attained. ghe—she—she’s bougixt some ern;)eo‘:: “é":;": ﬁ?ﬁ i e
'k,\' ‘ vlolt(h[?"[‘l': That isn’t what you were %Zi:"elt;mf ﬁgslglgglggﬁgéﬂigiilfg
*{', The Gillette Safety Razor enters as much into the going to ls;lﬁ’i—;;(bilrl]lg oven 50, it’s sigif xe;»;gr:_e.syi"g‘f; .‘.ii%"{ga‘;;‘}‘:’fhi‘:‘izeﬁ’,‘;?%:
\Z»i morale of every-day life as it did into that of the | ing’ P'raps she's trying to cut mo out! | [aien s fmt'zﬁis'yof?:f:ﬂﬁztg{’ﬁr& B Whitt:
’) trenches. It helped our soldiers to maintain their mA},If,E&w_ °§§E“§of§°‘,‘lﬂ ggr:(?lof {";%(:l ‘%‘?I?‘{“"‘BE;,"';'i monthe] ﬁoigl‘{’:ag‘i%?‘ "'«'.;:‘mﬂ;"ay'j
‘.*' 4 confidence and bearing. It will do the same for you. L she bought them to—cheer the heart of Mioim, ‘.3,'55‘:552"? %E'fﬁ’c‘é"gfgf:i} "”“fy':y"tm':":';
The Gillette Safety Razor makes the daily shave fufl(nl;TlY;uI:ﬁgu‘('l;}e;irwglet\:ltlg?mvo}]r]?x ’e‘ggggrgggge:g;%"'uﬁff .":ht':;gn‘bc't":

Ll : ulling or scra ing—no hon- a good laugh. T wonder if the ¢
come easy —there 18 no p : g ping ; R B P w‘ﬁiﬁ
ing or stropping—just five minutes of perfect shaving will Na¥ 'be back?
comfort. And, afterwards, a chin that tells of morale |

Lessons FREE g

ant to have on
L(:lcr igym atonce to M;',"’.'.'xﬂ?c'ﬁg
Shorttime. therarenehod: o For a
ary, we of
el o|u!u lessons FRER: O{)?l‘l“

ALEC: Oh, any minute.
KITTY: Well, Dear’st, you light out

the minute he comes in, and take Eliza.
and self-respect. beth with you if she’s finished—ha! -

.
end §Mazing f‘:& pupils. Write for N, Pittss
acts and Macon, -\"G'

: . e Postal todal;.lmcm'“‘ Send & writes:
dressing. 1’1l just see if I can’t N Inst ; completed YOUF
A z upf the t(‘l:ogpm_l st%t(‘hes, turn ,eiaggx i sc::);L x:e:e/l;::‘ce:g or redis, et ::?E::??;’J;Ofﬂ
i a few stitches in time, and all th e of MUSIC, 109 B, ¥ York City
Sold at most stores catering 10 b vl o thoug?ft sort | ——0 o MUSIC, 109 Bunswick Bid. New York €
men’s needs. get at his real feelings at once, if T

broke it to him really effectively!
ALEC (in a rather embarrassed

ner): My dear, from somethi e Ev

CANADA Klizabeth said to me thism:fhmg i ery Other

ternoon, I

MADE IN

think that I may state, with vening—
) €, Wi t P
. ; t—t—:e successful contradiction fI'O(:Illl :ﬁ;fmf enlng
TRADE M-l — -—1— e-— that Neville does care—and cares a
gre;g{.Tf}eYal. you have a half hour that
. 2.

KNOWN THE WORLD OVER at second.—};::ltt:Ih(iiroé1 flajlvgnt 6(})1 htIaar A lgoes i Ay
it all planned so beautifuily: I'Wa,ﬂzg Ce;flnaa}tlv(e Of. our great
tIIIevxlle totftall on }ﬁs young knees anq cana lin periodical you

; eg me not to ruin his young life. A. make that spare time
The Gillette Safety Razor CoO. |1 vl Sisabeth 1 thiow ‘hersas Pay ~in dollars and cents.
into your longing, waiting arms, anq We will

of Canada, Limited confess that she has loved you truly help you earn an

HI¥ Alieds ToAR: wharn- o 1 extra dollar every day in
ALEC: And he didn’t, g vy your spare time.y e
S Goomig Tt | | Contonpy p
MONTREAL, QUE° . he ’sggoﬁeloﬁtugo abl});t)l;ru;) s s ik neghl Pllbhshing Co., Ltd.

£ s i .
pistol, or something? Mebbtac‘! held2 8 TORSI::“;‘“[ B;‘:-;-ng
'ARIO

(Continued on page 39)
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Elizabeth Surrenders

(Continued from page 38)

ALEC (glooming with her): He’s
gone to the grocery store for half-a-
pint of cream.

KITTY: What a prosaic world we
live in! Ts there no romance in life?
Wish I’d never been born! Then you’d
all have been sorry!

ALEC: Kitty, my dear, the world is

full of romance; life is teeming with
romance. And the people who seem the
least romantic— (he glances toward the
door whére FElizabeth has made her'
exit)—are sometimes possessed of
hearts filled to the brim with loving,
and with dreams of love. O, my dear,
if only we were not all so shy of each
other, that we fear to show the romance
that makes us most human.
_ (Neville enters hastily. He is carry-
ing a small, unwrapped bottle of cream,
and some flowers, which he puts on the
table as he speaks. He hasn’t ex-
pected to find the happy lovers to-
gether, and wishes that he had come 1n,
as he went out, by the back way. He’ll
be blowed if he will congratulate the
pair on their engagement. He stiffens
Perceptibly, and bows stiffly over the
¢ream bottle.)

NEVILLE: How are you, sir! Hello,
Kitty. Nice weather we’re having
thf)ugh it looks as if it might blow up
rain,

KITTY (saucily): Yes, Nev. T admit
that it looks as if we might have a
spell of weather before long!

NEVILLE: T sincerely hope not. So
bad for rheumatism, and so on. Hope
your gout hasn’t been troubling you
lately, sir. My late grandfather had
the same trouble before HE died.

(He makes his escape when Elizabeth
calls him.)

ELIZABETH (in the distance): Is
that you, Nev, dear? I want you. How
do these snapper fasteners work?

KITTY (calling): I’ll help you.

ELIZABETH: T prefer Neville, thank
you,

KITTY (chuckling): That was 2
nasty one about the gout, Guardy. He’s
4 first-class pig! Now, supposing you
Just run along—you forgot to post a
Very important letter.

ALEC: Oh! Thanks for the informa-
tion.

KITTY (coaxingly): Give me five
Mminutes, and 1’1l see what I can do
while Elizabeth is—huh!—dressing.

ALEC: Five minutes to talk to the—
pig? =

KITTY (dimpling at him): Yes, sir!
(wistfully). He seems to be pretty mis:
erable now, doesn’t he?

(There are peals of laughter from th(’
room beyond the kitchenette, where
Elizabeth and Neville are struggling
With the unaccustomed dome fastonerts)-)

ALEC (as he obligingly goes oub):
of Coursnf he’s abjec%. Listen to him,
the heart-broken young puppy!

(Kitty doesn’t know just what to do
With her vrecious five minutes. Ho‘q’:
ever, having no time to waste, she calls
to Elizabeth.) ;

KITTY (sweetly—oh, very sweetlyl)l-
Elizabeth, dear. Neville has broug t
You some flowers. Shall we put them
In water?

ELIZABETH (in the distance): The
dear man! Neville, darling, take 1
this pitcher of water and arrange them
in the blue vase. And-do tidy t?e
Place up, both of you—the studio looks
like Bedlam. b
NEVILLE (entering backwards, the
Pitcher of water in his hands, an¢
Speaking to Elizabeth): Anything yo'
say, sweetheart, only don’t be I‘))“gl:

e hours I spend without thee, ‘,"a]

eart, are as a string of—of—of driec
Onions to me! %

(Neville’s effort at being loverlike
and funny at one and the same ‘tm}e
are rather disastrous, looking ab ‘th"é
one light, but the fact remains t o

itty is nearly bowled over by his unf
Mistakably lover-like tone, and, o
course, that is what he is doing it for
80 that’s quite satisfactory- He turns
to Kitty to see just how convmc}llug
as been his histrionic effort; .theli
Speaks in an impersonal, but Wlt‘i?h
blg'brotherly tone, that fills her wi
& wild desire to slap him.) i
. NEVILLE: 0, Kitty, my_dear chicy
Just wait till you see her! For the trlfe
ime within your memory and mine,
darling *- «¢lothed and in her r&H
mind! 7’ » She’s a walking fashlo.n'
Plate, the love! (He eyes her ap%ralz_
Ingly.) Q, I tell you—it takes 2 ;us'
ette to do justice to beautlfu! clothes!

(He arranges the flowers mﬁ-w:tig
Waving her away when she 0 ert S
elp, with a don ’t-interfere ges ‘:,n’
hen' he tidies up the studio, dart’é
bither and thither as he talks, stumbling
Over her, as if she were 2 kitten U
his feet,)
(Continued on page 40)
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ME//// FUR FASHION|

rel:u:_'n mail
you will receive this book

hat to do-

BOOK

1920 EDITION

Containg 48 pages and cover
illustrating over 300 beautiful
Fur Garments, all genuine
photographs of the articles
just as they are and real
people wearing them. 1
shows you a much greater
variety than you can see in
most stores und will save you
many dollars. Send for your
vopy to-day—it is absolutely
free,

because of weather

Hurry you

puts

carries them
perious
g ds up the pul
“Pratts” sxl:pplxe,s
jch are lacking In
Wi nearly 50 years

S

. A. MacKinnon, 72
Mrl.’o‘:ltry Regulator this

your
have

new vig!

Try it at our

MONE

Shorten the Molt

And at this critical time

ENS can't lay when molting, they are too busy
making feathers.

they are in danger of contracting disease

changes, lack of plumage and weakened condition.

r hens through the molt and get them back on the job.

Pratts, POULTRY REGULATOR

or into weakened molting hens, gives them strength to resist disease,
quickly and safely through the molt, and starts them laying with

f profits.
e lets, too, and gives you more eggs when prices are high.

those necessary tonics, appetizers, digestives and

the usual poultry ration.
the favorite of successful poultrymen everywhere.

isk.
rYl' BACK IF NOT SATISFIED

been agreeably surprised at the increase of eggs from my dock.”
Order to-day from your dealer. Popular priced

packages, also money-saving 25-lb pails
100-Ib. bags.
Write for FREE book on the care

of Poultry.

aso =< PRATTS ANIMAL REGULATOR

The Guaranteed Stock Tonic
PRATT FOOD CO.
of Canada, Limited

Carlaw Ave., Toronto.
328F ' i1

laxatives

7 Tenth Ave., Calgary, writes: “I have been using
winter on the recommendation of a friend, and

and

L7

Remember the Senna

Tea of Childhood ?

How you hoped for an oppor-
tunity to spill it in the sink
while your mother’s back was
turned ?

Fortunately now-a-days you
don’t have to punish your child-
ren by making them take it.

Chamberlain’s Tablets answer
every requirement of a child-
ren’s laxative. Flat and sug-r
coated,they are easy to swallow,
and their action is mild and
gentle.

25¢ at all dealers or by mail from

Chamberlain Medicine Co., Toronto

CHAMBERLAIN'S

104

- TABLETS .
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The Treatment
of Obesity

5 NTIPON,” which has re-
A cently received such a
lot of attention in medical’and
scientific circles, has been con-
clusively proved to be a certain
remedy for over-stoutness. No
case is proof against this amaz-
ingly successful remedy, which
is not only pleasant to take, but
is totally dissimilar to any other
obesity preparation.

No irksome restrictions with
“Antipon.” It is a remedy in
itself and by itself, and requires
no help from violent exercises,
sweating, purging, or other
harmful and exhausting pro-

cesses. You can eat what you
like and as much as you like. It
acts as a powerful tonic and
strengthener, building up health
and vitality, restoring energy and
nerve power. Within twenty-four
hours of the first dose there is

Antipon is now sup-
pliuf:"n Tablet form,
which is convenient
and ensures exacti-
tude of dosage, or it
can_ still be obtained
in liquid form in
Bottles.

often a reduction varying ac-
cording to individual conditions
of between 8 oz. and 3 lbs.

or ordered

Antipon can be obtained
from most

Druggists or Dealers

Wholesale Agents :

The National Drug &
Chemical Co. of Canada,
34 Gabriel St., Montreal.

Lyman Bros. & Co., Ltd.,

Toronto.

The T. Eaton Co., Ltd.,
Toronto and Winnipeg

The Fishes We Buy in September

(Continued from page 10)

being careful to keep it far enough
away to prevent scorching. If fish
seems to become too dry while cooking,
dot upper surface with a little butter.
About 15 minutes will be required tor
steak 1 inch thick. Serve very hot.

Steaming: Wipe and prepare as usual.
Place in steamer above water which is
boiling briskly. Allow 10 to 15 min-
utes to the pound, as required. Serve
with parsley or egg sauce.

Boiling: Fish loses more of its nutri-
tive value when boiled than when cook-
ed :. other ways. Prepare fish as usual,
and wrap in a piece of ch esecloth to
keep it in shape. Add salt and a little
vinegar or lemon juice to the boiling
water, to keep the fi.. white and give
it firmness. Lower gently into the boil-
ing water, but only allow it to simmer
after the fish is in. Never pour boiling
water directly on the fish—it will break
the skin. To add boiling water when
needed, pour it against the side of the

pot. On account of the extra oil they
contain, the livers and roes of certain
fish require a longer time to cook than
the flesh, and should therefore he boiled
in a separate saucepan and put on
earlier.

Deep Frying and Sauiéing: Prepare
fish steaks, small fish, or fisn cakes or
croquettes, and roll in seasoned flour,
cornmeal or fine erumbs. Jip in beaten
egg, if desired, and roll again. To
deep-fry (the preferrable method, es-
pecially for cakes, croquettes, ete.)
place in a frying basket and lower into
boiling fat at about 390 degrees F. For
steaks and small fish temperature
should be a trifle higher—about 395 de-
grees F.

To sauté fish, let it cook slowly, first
on one side, then on the other. Cook
to a delicate golden brown, and drain
well on crumpled brown paper in the
oven. Arrange on hot platter, garnish
and serve at once.

The Last of the Season’s Fruits

(Continued from page 12)

Peach Buttcr

WASH, gkin and cut into pieces 4

quarts of peaches. Add 3 cups
granulated sugar, and let stand for 15
minutes. Add a cup water, and boil
over a slow fire for 1 hour. Be very
careful not to allow the fruit to cling
to the bottom of vessel. If peaches are
not very juicy a little more water might
be added.

Green Tomato Butter

WASH, dry and cut stem ends and

spots from 2 quarts green to-
matoes; cut in halves, and squeeze out
as many seeds as possible; then cut into
small pieces. Mix 1% cups granulated
sugar with the fruit, and boil slowly
for 2 hours. Add 2 cups of seeded,
minced raising. Add 1 teaspoon salt,
Jjuice of 2 lemons, and boil 30 minutes.
Bottle.

Plum Butter
WASH and dry 2 quarts of stoned
plums, and cut into small pieces.
Add 1 cup of water, and boil until very
soft. Add 2 cups sugar, and boil slowly
until thick—about 1 hour. Bottle.

Apple Jelly

QUARTER and remove spots from
firm, not very ripe apples or crab-
apples. Cover with water, and boil
until very mushy. Pour into a cheese-
cloth bag. Let drain, but do not
squeeze, or jelly will not be clear. Add
a cup of sugar to each cup of juice, and
boil until a little—when tested on a
saucer—will jell. Pour into jelly glasses,
and when firm cover with paraffin.

Various flavours may be obtained by
adding grated rind and juice of lemons,
a sprig of sweet geranium leaf, a few
cloves, or a stick of cinnamon, when
boiling the juice and sugar.

First Photos of Peace Treaty and
Signatures That Brought War to End

First photograph to arrive in this countr
T'reaty with the seals and signatures of the

On the left are the signatures of some of Great Britain's signers ;
discern those of Hon. C. J. Doherty and Hon. A. L. Sifton. “
the delegates of France—Clemenceaw, Pichon, Klotz and others

y showing two pages of the original Peace
representatives of the Great Powers,

Canadians will
On the right are those of
being easily recognizable.

The original of the Peace Treaty will remain in the archives of the French Depart-

ment of State.

Photos by International Film Service
This photograph shows two of the pages of the original document with the si

" of some of the signers, among wh
Roumania and Serbia. -

om are the represgntatives Ju the Peace Table from
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Eél\LTF demands quick and thorough re-
hE‘ova of far-flying dirt and dust. Science

o lf establlshed. that fact.
e o0m weeping scatters dust. Bissell
Ly ug gathers it up, Corn broom sweeping
Biecs g valuable time and wastes strength.
e Ecoviv]eepmg is quickly and easily done.
Willoutlas?my recommends the Bissell, for it
Light & many times its cost in corn brooms.
e appli: weight, easy running, Bissell sweep-
i fatim:es remove dust and litter without
B i o c%\l;';e?d without injury to the nap

BISSELL'S

. Carpet Sweeper
and Vacuum Sweeper

off . 3
daiel;s :xhe ideal solution—the carpet sweeper for
Reriit- Seﬁlthe vacuum_sweeper for weekly or

Th eekly cleaning. Every home needs both.
at al| care Bissell carpet sweepers >
grade brices, "'Cyco™ Ball Bearing
Sweepe om $4.50 to $7.50; vacuum
108 tineq $10.50 to $14.50—depend-
o st:r:s‘ylsoez"’i“f|0cballty. At all

are of Rugs and C‘:;pg&l.c'l_et The

Blssm(.)li? CARPET SWEEPER CO.
Oldest o CANADA, Limited
paty ”; Larllt?st SweeperMakers
M nd Rapids, Mich., and
8ara Falls, Ont, (Factory)

Why W aste Time

and energy—Wh

nd e Why spend all your

(t;x?‘e in the kitchen when 4

12' ist the assistance of a
itchen Cabinet ? -

anfit saves you a great deal of time,
ey prevents weariness through
minating unnecessary steps.

ou can
nechtel

You ould i
get fully informed on
gill?t usefulness, utility and desira-
yof a Knechtel Kitchen Cabinet

Y writin,

or o u% TRADE MARK
Bo?klet R
Th;:mC;t‘»‘i\xex:g NECHTEL
ded by deal- ITCHEN

€rs in _ hu
dreds of ci e
ti
d towns, 2

ABINET

REGISTERED

The
Knechtel Kitchen Cabinet Co.

H Limited
anover : Canada

althful Sweeping

e
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o1 Everywoman’s

Book and Mausic Club

and secure $1.00 worth of Books
or Music free of all cost, and an
additional dollar’s worth at any
time. Full particulars of this
. Temarkable offer given on page
- - 85. Make your choice NOW.

When Upholstered Fur-
niture Needs Repairing
(Continued from page 13)

ends, as they are done in A, Fig. 6.
Fell one end of the new piece of
webbing (that is, turn it over, as you
would a piece of tape or embroidery),
and tack it firmly to ome side of the
frame where the old webbing was tack-
ed (see A, Fig. 6). Stretch the web-
bing aeross the frame as tightly as pos-
sible, and put in a tack or two to hold
it so (as in B, Fig. 6). Cut the web-
bing, leaving enough to fell. Fell, and
tack firmly through both thicknesses.
When all the pieces of webbing running
in the same direction are tacked on, be-
on the cross pieces, weaving them

gin
under and over the first strips, as shown
in Fig. 6.

of strips of webbing, to
make a good, firm seat—perhaps more
than were used originally; the seat will
last longer, and will not sag so readily.

Pull the padding apart and work it
over to freshen it, adding more if ad-
visable. A piece of firm cotton is nail-
ed over the webbing (edges felled
to make it strong), and on this the
padding is arranged. Stretch a muslin
cover over it tightly and tack it down
before the outside cover is put on. This
holds the padding properly, making it
easy to adjust the outer covering—
which can also be readily changed with-
out disturbing the cushion. The sight
of coiled springs, besides the usual com-
plement of webbing and padding, may
intimidate the amateur, but they, too,
are surprisingly easy to deal with.

The ‘‘box seat,’’ as it is called, looks
like Fig. 7, when the cover and pad-
ding are removed. It has a box-like
depth, absent from the previous type
discussed. Webbing forms the basis
and the main support here, too, but
there is a set of coiled wire springs.

If only the outside covering is dam-
aged, remove the tacks and guimpe, if
any has been used (silk or cotton
guimpe is often tacked along the edge
of the covering, and makes a neat fin-
ish). A cotton covering will usually
be found, and if the upholstery is in
good condition it only remains to tack
on the new covering in the same way.
If the cotton inner covering is torn it
ghould be mended or replaced, as it not
only holds the padding in place, but
gaves the outer covering from certain
wear.

Never cut the covering too scantily.
Allow two or three inches to turn un-
der at all the edges, 8O that it cannot
fray and tear out. Lay the cover in

Use plenty

Figure 8—Showing e

strips of webbing at each intersection.

place. Put in a few tacks lightly (only
driving them part way), along the mid-
dle of each side. Begin at the back,
with a centre tack then on either side
of it. Draw the material to the front,
then the sides, fastening always on
alternate sides of the middle tack.

The only partially-driven tacks are
easily removed, in order to pull and
coax the material into the desired posi-
tion. When it is satisfactory, tack
the back edge finally, allowing a deep
turn-in of the material, and nailing to
either side of the centre tack. Next,
fasten the front, drawing the goods
very tight; then one gide, drawing the

oods moderately tight; then the other,
pulling the material tight and square.

The corners come last. The wrinkles
must be drawn out at each corner, and
the goods nailed firmly. . If the fabric
is too bulky at the corners, remove some
of the excess by cutting out a V-shaped
piece and nailing first one side, then
the other.

If one or more of the springs of a
box-seated chair have been crushed out
of shape, they must be removed and
new ones submitted. They run in reg-
ular sizes, and can be hought in almest
any furniture store. ;

Sew the new spring to the webbing,
in place of the one ripped out, and tie
it to the other springs, just as the old
one had been tied. If the webbing has
broken down, take out all the springs
and put in new webbing, as in Fig. 6.
Next, sew a spring at each webbing in-
tersection, sewing it in four places, very
firmly. Fig. 8 shows just how it should

(Continued on page 43)
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The Kodak Album

There’s joy in every page of the school girl’s

Kodak book.

There’s a hint of good times in every tiny print

and between its covers is the pictured story of happy

years and enduring friendships—a story that means

fun in the making, and afterward the still greater joy

of living over again those happy, care-free days.

Kodak Catalog free at your

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Toronto, Canada

Dealer’s or by mail,

ach spring sewn lo the crossed
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BLACK COTTON AND THREAD .
STOCKINGS AND SOCKS, HAWLEY \\N‘\ED'S HYG/BWC-
YE

DYED, FOR HARD AND HEALTHY
WARRANTED

WEAR, COMFORT AND SMART o
APPEARANCE — ARE STAMPED - "MESSYACIDYRY™

For fine honest quality, insist upon seeing the
Hawl_ey Mark on all Black Cotton and Thread
Stockings and Socks you buy for your children,
or for yourself.

You will appreci i i
y preciate the feel in handling and your
mending basket will show the economy ingwear. .

Hawlevs
Hygienic

Black

ForCotton and Thread Hose and Socks

{ntensiand absolutely permanent. It never comes out
r; wash or wear, and therefore all possibility is obviated
of staining or poisoning the most delicate skin,

A. E. HAWLEY & CO. LTD,,
SOLE DYERS : for the Trade only.
Sketchley Dye Works, HINCKLEY, England.

ENQUIRIES FROM THE TRADE INVITED
P H6
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Silks, Satins, Taffetas

(36 inches wide)

frhe wonderful wearing quality of SKINNER'S
Silks is a tradition in American households,
handed down from mother to daughter and to
granddaughter since 1848.

So firmly implanted is SKINNER DURABILITY
in the minds of women of today, so universal has become

the demand for these pure-dye fabrics, that millions now
buy silk goods by name and insist on SKINNER'S.

“Look for the Name in the Selvage.” None genuine without it.

WILLIAM SKINNER & SONS

New York Boston Philadelphia Chicago
Mills, Holyoke, Mass. Estab. 1848.

Skinners *

Sold by all leading
drygoods stores in Canada

Ask your favorite
Drygoods Store
to show you the
new shades in
SKINNER'S
“404” All-Silk.
Soft and beautiful
in texture, it is the
ideal fabric for
gowns, blouses,
petticoats, skirts
and undergar-
ments.,

©

FENCH ORGANDIE

Stationery

Your stationer is always delighted when

4“1 Say to Canadian
Girls: ‘Have Patience’”
(Continued from page 7)

For one thing, the size of London and
the difficulty of transportation made
ordinary ecourtesy difficult, but it ere-
ated a sense of irresponsibility which
was not too good for the men.

I knew a young Guard Officer in Lon-
don who dined at a young lady’s home

-and, after dinner, took her to a fash-

ionable dance. At twelve o’clock he
left her, without explanation, and she
got to her home as best she could. He
had gone on to another dance, for, with
a certain class of young English Officer,
he collects dance cards as an Indian
gathered scalps.

No Canradian- girl would endure that
—yet the bounder was asked to the
same house for dinner a month later.

Lack of restraint is very charming
as a soufflé; but it is not good steady
diet.

Down in their hearts the Canadians
do not want the same conditions to
exist here as those prevailing in Eng-

land during the war—any more than
the English people themselves want

them to remain there.

The war was the signal for a great
emotional outbreak on the part of Eng-
lish women. The close association with
the war, the mingling with men passing
to and from the trenches, all brought
to the surface the worship of bravery
which lies in every woman’s heart. It
did not matter what we were in civil
life—grocers, bankers, farmers, lawyers,
authors, thieves, we were all in Khaki,
gentlemen of adventure, and the large
proportion of English girls asked for no
other eredentials.

From that emotional upheaval it is to
be hoped that the spirit of England
will be refreshed and inspired. There
are even signs that the artistry of
England, so long dying dormant be-
neath the masculine heel, may spring to
new life with the awakening of fem-
inine emotions. If these things do not
happen, then that era can only be look-
ed upon as one to be keenly regretted.
The terrible prevalence of divorce dur-
ing the war; the light manner in which
marriage bonds were contracted are
things which can only be deplored.

Have Patience, Girls!

I the actual merits of the English

and Canadian girls, I am not brave
enough to write. They are both charm-
ing and they both have faults. We all
know that the Canadian girl dresses
better, but the English girl has a com-
plexion which has no rival. The com-
parison could be carried on to an end-
less length, but it would be futile and
not particularly in good taste.

Having offered some advice to my
fellow soldiers, I am going to venture
on some to Canadian girls.

‘‘Have patience.’’

Remember, that for many years we
poor devils of men have had fever in
our blood, the fever of war and ad-
venture. Just now we are feeling the
lassitude that comes with the passing
of ‘‘temperature,’’ a disagreeable, ir-
ritable period that must be borne be-
fore robust health will set in once more.
Remember, that since the armistice
there has been little for our fellows to
do but enjoy Europe’s Capitals, and
now they’re facing work—a disagree-
able thought to any soldier.

With your patience cultivate. all the
““joie de vie’’ you can.  Without re.
linlqm'shing your standards, be a good
pal and bring as much colour and
charm into men’s lives as can only be
brought by the feminine touch—and T
know of no-one who could do that bet-
ter than the Canadian girl.

And when you meet an English girl,
admire her for her pluck and for the
fact that many a Canadian was saved
from going to pieces by the healthy
companionship of an English girl.

With that thought, and feeling that
I have been skating on thin ice for
some time, I shall end these bachelor
observations.

ousekeeping
Assistant

3‘m~()ng cleans and polishes
my furniture, woodwork, floors,
oilcloth and Jinoleum.

It makes dandy Dustless Dust
Cloths and Polish Mops.

A litll(_- in water makes cut glass
and windows sparkle.

3-in-One lubricates my sewing
machine, and everything else
about the house that ever needs
oiling—clocks, locks, hinges.
It prevents rust on the gasstove

and tarnish on faucets, fixtures
and other nickeled things.

3-1n-One

The Universal Household Oil

bas 73 usesin every home —your home.
Now that you have been introduced
to 3-in-One, why not get thoroughly
acquainted by trying it to-day ?
3-in-One is made in its own Cana-
dian f‘..u‘mry, and sold at all good
stores in 1-0z., 3-0z., and 8-0z., bot-
ties, and 3-in-One Handy Oil Cans.

Three-in-One Oil Co.
Montreal and New York City
. B107

Help the muscles
to come back!

One of the most remarkable things
about the human body is its recupera-
tive powers—but to come back it
needs care, not neglect.
Tired and weary muscles if gi

i ea scle given a 1 rub
with Absorbine, Jr. will be fresh and ’ét’?’éné in

the morning, ready for anot
day's work. other strenuous

Absorbine.J.

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT
TRADE WARA 816 U S PAE GPE.

The very next time you over-exert

yourself, or find an unaccountable

i lameness in your muscles,

or stiffness in your joints,

stop at your druggist’s on

the way home and get a
bottle of Absorbine, Jr.

.Give the affected parts a good

! fiuff rub, using a few drops of the

niment in the%)alm of the hand,

and see how different you feel in
the morning.

$1.25 a Bottle at Your Druggist’s
or Postpaid.
GOOD-SIZED_ SAMPLE BOTTLE
sent on receipt of 10c in stampe.

W. F. YOUNG, Inc.
517 Lymans Bldg. - M;nlr::l, Can.

youspecify French Organdie Stationery be-
cause he is vitally interested in having you
thoroughly pleased.

Training for Citizenship

Obtainable in papeterie, note paper and By Dr. Lyman Abbott
tablets with envelopes WE are creatures of habit. Actions
to match. continuously  repeated  become

habit. Habit long continued becomes
second nature. Thus is character form-
ed by education. Instruetion informs
the intellect. Training forms the char-
acter. The two combined constitute
edueation. If Canada is to be law-
abiding, peace-loving and prosperous its
youth must be trained as well as in-
structed. In them must be formed the
habit .of reverence for God, respect for |®
the moral law, and regard for the

rights, the interests, and the opinions

of their fellow men. : |

Order a supply to-day.

Flies, Roaches,
Mosquitoes, etc.

all killed by

THAT INSTALMENT DUE ON YOUR PIANO!

| ring where the money is going to come from to meetit? Are you going to deprive yourself
e a'epay:lt!o‘:?g r?ie Dgn’t do it ? Write and tell us the amount of the instalment due and we will show you
how to pay it without laying out a cent of your own money. VYou can pay your instalment in the same
way on your Phonograph or any other household furniture or books you have bought on credit. Address:

EVERYWOMAN’S CREDIT CLUB, 253-259 Spadina Avenue, Toronto, Ontario




Different Pastries and Their Uses

(Continued from page 11)

_8]~1 Oven should be moderately hot, as
gh temperature is needed to expand
itee ;3'11' or gas in the pastry. A favour-
is teSt, if you have no thermometer,
o hold the hand in the oven—if
ggu_ t“‘%n stand it while you just count
hea; is about right. Don’t allow the
Ao, to vary after the pies are in the
L Heating from the bottom is best
to Pies and tarts. If oven heats from
Wll)], partially bake shells before filling.
o en making pies with very moist fill-
brg’ hs.ueh as soft fruit or custard, try
: ushing paste with white of egg be-
Ore pouring in filling.
inl‘:ﬁﬂ: paste differs from other pastes
B at it takes the form of alternating
liyeFS of pastry and air. The pastry
ofes in thin sheets, separated by pockets
air. It is to the air alone that puff
Pastry owes its lightness, as no baking
Powder or other acid and alkaline
agents are used.
a On the method of mixing, therefore,
epends the amount of air that is in-
€orporated in it.
ca;l]‘hg usual proportions for puff paste
or equal quantities of flour and
BhOl'tening.
ofsh""t pastry, instead of even sheets
4 pastry, will have little air-filled cavi-
ies all through it. A rich, short crust
:}ay have from half to three-quarters
of ?1 pound of shortening to each pound
will (;]ur, whilst a good plain short crust
e ave but a quarter-pound of short-
ot ng to a pound of flour. An average
iy a good teaspoonful of baking powder
a pound of flour is advisable.

French Puff Paste

sff 121b. flour, 1 1b. shortening, yolkg
eggs, good pinch of salt, an
abgut YA Ping;? ’wgater. 7 $
if uqugeze extra moisture from butter,
Bpoose , and lay aside 2 oz., or 4 table-
e ns. Put the remainder in the ice-
flour or cool place until needed. Sift
Sud r“gt'h salt in it two or three times,
tips “Am the 2 oz. with the cool finger-
ot dd the yolks of eggs and the
tencr gradually, until right consis-
inehy' thwhen smooth, roll out to
alread ickness, follow instructions
short ¥ given. Place the cold ball of
showem_ng on the paste, and fold as
Withn in illustration.  Press lightly
voth rolling pin until flattened, then
brea;'s thin as possible, without butter
and ";g through. Fold paste in three
plat roll again; repeat, then put on 2
ntee in cool place. Usually 20 min-
whs will suffice for it to become firm,
en it should be folded and rolled

:i’:: tying it. Make a cover the right
tes,Of any pretty silk or cotton ma
bag tﬁe“’mg it up on three sides like 2
bite- en turning it right side out and
iy 1;11g it round the three sides about
attra:t' from the edge. This leaves an
blankeéve finishing-edge. Slip 1n the
% o adjusting it smoothly to hold
e place. Baste it backwards and
erward and fuft it with wool or with
ol Vy embroidery thread. Turn in the
clogs? on the fourth side and stiteh
o, to the ed.ge “(or oversew it by
mat ) and again an inch inside, to
ch the other sides.

Worn cotton spreads, of the thick
saf:;o‘:het” variety, can be used in the
bede way. A large dining-table or a
e th‘_’"]l be the best place to work on
smoothuﬂi ‘must be kept quite flat and
tufted, while it is bem—g' tacked and

m::; eal eiderdown quilts,’ contrary tc
Batis);‘ P90p1.e ’s expectations, can be very
elabo actorily washed. Of course, an
sent rate' silk or satin one is better
Sovie away and cleaned, and if the

r is worn, they may be recovered

L

twice more, put aside for another 20
minutes, and folded and rolled for the
fifth and sixth times, when it may be
used or put in a cool place to keep.

This pastry is used for tarts, patties
or pies if desired.

Choux Paste

F()R eclairs, puffs, etc. One cup flour,
1, 1b. butter, % cup sugar, good
pinch salt, 2 large eggs, 1 cup water,
vanilla, almond or other flavouring es-
senee.

Bring water, sugar and salt to boil,
and add gradually the previously well-
sifted flour. Stir and cook gently for
10 or 12 minutes. Cool slightly and
beat in the eggs, one at a time; add
the flavouring, and use as required.

Rich Short Crust

'I‘O 1 1b. butter, use % Ib. shortening,
2 yolks of eggs, 1 level tablespoon
fine sugar, 1 teaspoon baking powder.

Rub butter lightly into flour, as in-
structed, first sifting the flour and bak-
ing powder together. Add sugar, egg
yolks, and, if needed, enough water to
make a rather stiff paste. Roll out
thinly, and use at once. If intended for
fruit tarts, brush with cold water and
sprinkle with fine sugar before baking.

Plain Short Crust

s 1 1b. flour use 15 1b. shortening

(clarified drippings, lard, vegetable
shortenings or a mixture), 2 heaping
teaspoons baking powder, good pinch

galt, 1 cup cold water. ;
Sift flour, salt and baking powder

into large bowl, rub in fat, add the
water gradually, and work smooth with
a knife. Roll out and use at once. If
for sweet pies, add 2 tablespoons sugar
when mixing. 1 A

To make this a good medium rich
paste, use % Ib. shortening and 1 egg
yolk, with a trifle less water.

Suet Crust
FOR meat or fruit pudding, roly-poly,
Ib. flour, half that quantity
h and chopped fine; 1 tea-
powder, pinch salt, two-

etc.
Use %
of suet, fres
spoon baking
thirds eup water. . ;
Chop suet very fine, with a little of
the flour, mix with other dry ingredi-
d add water sufficient to make

ents, an

fairly stiff paste. Roll out and use at

once. g
If for sweet pudding, add 2 heaping

tablespoons Sugar.

Digging in for the Long Months

(Continued from page 11)

at moderate cost, and made good as

new.

To wash an eiderdown quilt have a

large tub of suds, made as for cushion
covers, and immerse the quilt. Begin
at one corner, and work it softly with
the hands, giving it plenty of the
Jather. A second wash in clean lather
is advisable, then it should be put
through two or three clear rinsing
waters. Of course, the quilt will look
2 most forlorn and pitiful object while
it is wet, but when it has been dried
in the sun for a couple of days, it will
fluff up most engagingly. The drying
is very important—remember there is a
great thickness of down to dry out,
and don’t begrudge it plenty of air,
with frequent little shakings and fluff-
ings to help along the good work.
Down pillows are washed in just the
same way. Remove the white cotton
glips that should always cover the tick-
ing (both to protect it and so pro-
long its life, and to prevent the tick-
ing from showing through the pillow
slip), and proceed in exactly the same
way, with extra careful attention to the
drying—to sleep on a damp pillow
would be to court disaster, indeed.

, e S
When Upholstered Furniture Needs Repairing

(Continued from page 41)

:(?ll:near when looked at from the bot-
Sprin Then tie the tops of all the
i Ongs’t as shown in Fig. 7, using
o t%v twine and tacking the ends of
box £ ine to the rabbeted edge of the
‘Bpring:an;e' This will make all the
thim, 55, ven and uniform, and hold
T,
wilt\how cover the top of the springs
and ta piece of burlap or heavy cotton,
¥ ack it in place. If the old pad-
8prgaé—'ﬂsz.terml is too far gome for use,
ey tha sheet of new cotton batting
e e burlap and put on a thick
Ayer of upholsterer’s moss or tow; top
a layer of hair or eotton felt.
W into place with a cover of ‘strong

felled and tacked. Tt is then
ready for the outside covering—sturdy
as new, and with 2 whole chair’s life-
time before it.

Once more, I and my house are close,
close together. No longer do I pass over
it easually, duster in hand, the outside
world in my heart. No, indeed. My

aze catches and holds, as it passes
from object to object, and the look I
give my house is one of intimaey and
understanding. All is well. Together,
we await the long, cosy evenings of
family intercourse—we  are entirely
ready for them. I feel the inereasing
coolness of the September evenings, and

weleome it.

cotton,
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NSON’S

Desserts—Rolls
Sauces

ENSON’S is pure prepared corn
starch, delicate and nourishing, un-
excelled for all cooking purposes.

It improves the texture of bread, biscuits
and rolls if
one-third of
the flour is
substituted
with Ben-
» : : son’s Corn
Starch. It makes pie crusts light and flakey.

There is a recipe for the most delicious
Blanc Mange on the package, together
with a dozen other uses. Benson’s is the
best Corn Starch for making sauces and
gravies smooth and creamy.

LEMON PIE

(Enough for one medium-sized pie)

34 cup sugar, 6 table-
spoonfuls Benson’s Corn
Starch, 114 cups boiling
water, juice and rind of
two lemons, 2 egg yolks,
2 egg whites, 3 table-
spoonfuls powdered sugar.
é\/llrx colli? starch, sugar, lemon juice, grated rind and beaten
Cg(;, ]2/0 S-.'l A(!d boiling water slowly, stirring constantly.
& 3 Counu fh};ck and_ boiling. Cool, fill a baked pie shell
o 213 vex&wnt a meringue made of the stiffly beaten egg
ites and powdered sugar. Brown meringue in a slow oven.

PIE CRUST

2 cups flour, 1 teas i
spoonful baking powder, 1 teaspoonful
salt, 24 cup shortening, 14 cup iced water. ¢ ?

Wrrite for booklet of recipes

- ~g
V. 2 3o 4 8
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The Canada Starch Co., Limited, Montreal
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A Paris Incident

Always Keep a DAYLO o !

on Your Dressing Table

A last loo Wit he'Daylo

NE last look—one final touch—with the
dainty candlestick Daylo! |
almost as handy and necessary as a mirror.

Small, light in weight, unattached to fastenings
or wires, it is go convenient to hold it up for an
instant’s final inspection of little details.

i is the
Every night at some hour or other thc‘e‘re is
unexpected or unusual call for Daylo to ‘‘look ang
see.”” Have a regular place to keep one—the Cloc
Shelf—your Dressing Table—under the Pillow.
Styles 1650, 6982, 3661, and 2637 are especially suited for

household use. Look for the name EVEREADY DAYLO stamped
on the end cap. Accept no substitutes.

CANADIAN NATIO

She finds it

NAL CARBON COMPANY, Limited

TORONTO, ONTARIO

When Dad Brings Home a Friend

e drops in unexpectedly for supper, the des-
gérioyr)x;gg?em is%uickly al?swered if the hostess 'h?.s a
few Quick Puddings in the house. She has a de11c101ts
dessert that can be easi'ly prepared in a few moments
— everyone enjoys. ‘

?? ;gllxla:vant }t’0 giveJ y}:)ur family a real surprise—
serve a Quick Chocolate Pudding with nuts or cocoa-
nut sprinkled over it.
baby they’ll agree they never tasted any-

hing so delicious before.
: l’i‘lagpioca, custard and chocolate, 15¢. a pack-

age, at all grocers.

Pure Gold Desserts

QUICK PUDDINGS
Pure Gold Manufacturing Co.,Ltd., Toronto

From dad to the

i ife-ti ill you be able to say that a book actu-
it i tlggeo‘l’:(le"c}a(:l read ““The Blazed Trail,”’ by
hair. RS

'iz}tlltdtcg’ytitx]lz cthféu’Lumber Trust and riding his logs to

dwarf with his singing violin, the gilded city youth

d tt ud love of a beautiful woman, that awakens to fulfilment in the

the Dl'(r)nake a book that will hold youspell-b%und f{om thgl rt;lés: }{)eagz rtlgttrhe

i ingi ic of the woodman's axe h a-

A dear"‘r'll'nlflenﬁlr::iﬁ 9]':;5": will be given FREE with every
t to Everywoman’s Beok and Music Club on the coupon on page 1.

Real heart stuff—

i i ‘holding ti

art Edward White, without ho
s:%e adventurous audacity of a mere you
evotion of a mis-shapen

ally thrilled you.

success, the dog like (im
who becomes a man, ¢
heart of the great North v*«o(_)dsi
last. And over and through it a
ting fragrance of the mighty N
new or renewal subscription sen

(Continued from page 5)

how men had lived and died, and how
other men had kept faith with them.

Fay was nowhere to be found. His
inquiries, ceaselessly made, brought no
tidings.

So the face of Fay came up out of
the past before Rand Kendall as he
stood there looking over Paris. For a
long time he thought of her, And sud-
denly he reflected, to-morrow he would
start for home—for Canada. Some-
thing like a void, a great want arose
in his heart, and the horror of a final
separation dawned upon him. In France
there was always the possibility of his
meeting her, or at least hearing tell of
the girl. In Canada there were other
interests, and other girls, and every-
thing tended to put her out of his mind.
He seemed destined to lose the one wo-
man who mattered—the little girl who
had come into his life to aid him in his
part. She, his leading lady in the
drama of life, was missing, and Rand
Kendall keenly sensed hig inability to
register suitably with another partner.

KEKYDALL finally withdrew from the

balecony, and walkeq downstairs
into the lobby. He wanted conversa-
tion, companionship and an opportunity
to give utterance to thought, a desire
to dispel the monotony that drenched
the moments with dullness,

He noticed a handsome man of mid-
dle age, with a calmly pleasant face,
evidently exceedingly cultured and gen-
teel, sitting by himself on a nearby
divan.

‘“No objection to my company?’’ he
asked as he stood before him. ‘‘Paris
apparently has no use for loneliness,’’

‘‘Quite so0!’’ welcomed the stranger,
““Society’s her very soul.’’

‘“My name’s Kendall—Ranq
dall, British Air Force—Ilate of
dian infantry,”’

‘“Henri Barreau, artist!
French well.  Spent
France?’’

‘“About four years. TLeft home in
1914. Excepting several months in Eng-
land, spent most of it in France and
Belgium,?”’

‘“Ah, you have seen enough of it,’”
replied Barreau. ‘‘I’m glad it’s over.,?’

‘““Yes, and it ended right—’?

Ken-
Cana-

You speak
much time in

“France was fortunate, She has
waited long for this. Her revenge has
come. How splendidly our allies stuck
by us! After all their efforts it could
only have one ending. Ang how mag-
nificently this war has brought out the
qualities of the nations’ manhood.
Ah,—’? his eyes rested on the dull red

ribbon of Britain’s highest decoration
for bravery—‘‘you have indeed been
successful. That is splendid. T must
congratulate you on the achievement!’’
fCA - little luck, Monsieur, that’s all.
Many a braver man has missed out on
decorations simply becausge his action
went unobserved. On the other hand
many a medal has been given that——y
well, some people are VERY lucky,”?

‘““You are indeed modest about it, T
never yet met a brave man who could
not explain his action similar]y.”

The conversation changed " to other
topies. .N_Iutually, they found each other
entertaining, and for both of them
many topics possessed the same interest,
Barreau was interested in Canada. He
was well versed in itg history, anq
mourned the fact that France had been
so negligent in regard to its possession,
Some day he was going to Canada to
do landscapes. He wag getting tired of
this commercial work, portrait painting
and magazine illustrating,

‘“I don’t think I have seen anything
as pretty as the maple leaf in autumn
colours. A young lady acquaintance of
mine, who had been doing war work
became acquainted with several Cana.
dian soldiers who hagq been badly
wounded. One of them last year pro-
mised to send her some maple leaves
when they reached home. They came
well preserved in varnish, and done u
So meatly that they escaped material
damage on the way over. hey are
simply beautiful—exquisitely so! A
wood of those trees! Mon Dieu, what
a sight! 0 _Wwonder you Canadiang

France, but ever go muc
—more wonderful. France is
old, and, in parts, ver
Canada, ah, that ig th
portunity, of promige!
looécing towards it.?’
anada—home! The thou
enough to make Kendal homes%glz. WI%:
t}xrned the conversation to Something
else.
‘‘Paris is very festive already.’’
remarked, casually, with the ';?r’, ofh:,
disdained abstractions, anq

was interested on] in th iti
i o T e realities of

By nature,
Ple, and as soon

gettin
Y homely, Bu%
€ country of op-

All Europe is

We are a care-free peo-
as the danger ig passed

we. quickly revert to our former ways.
l-’arig wasyalways noted for its me;rl)_’e'
makers. Hardly a night goes by tl?ne
is not something of interest in thetf 1’rs
of dances, social parties, theatre affair
or estaminet entertainments. I k]lowt'
of a masquerade ball to be held a
eleven o’clock. If you care t_o cqmeb
can arrange it. I assure you it will be
worth while. It is strictly a conserva
tive affair—quite conventional, I war-
rant you!’’

““‘I would be delighted to accept youz
invitation; it is indeed kind of you. Bu.
the very important question of a I;mSI
querade dress! What shall I wear? t
haven’t anything suitable just now 2
my convenience, and it is too late t0
secure—’’

‘““You come with me, and I’ll look
after such trifling details. You de,me
an honour to accept the invitation!

In due time all the details were ar-
ranged. Kendall found himself dress_ed
in the garment of a troubadour, W,ltg
long cloak, the sweeping folds of whic
trailed on the ground. He felt a (.leé
lightful sense of expectation and relie
when considering the adventures the
evening might bring forth. He had al-
ways an eye for attractive women, al}d
felt more or less at ease and happy 1B
their society. And then the posslblhé
ties of the masquerade, the chance O
meeting some congenial woman, some
beauty in disguise that perhaps resem-
bled Fay a little bit. He laughed as he
thought of it.

The masquerade was given by 2
wealthy banker in the gardenms of his
palatial chateau on the left bank of
the Seine. Many notables in the finan-
cial, artistie, social and diplomatic
world were there. Kendall was not in-
terested in any of them. What intro-
ductions he received he did not eare to
take advantage of by following up to 2
closer acquaintance. He was young,
and a passion for the fair sex kept him
from specializing on any of the guests
of prominence. In the rambling old
garden, with its roses and . moonlight,
and the lanterns and shrubbery, ,Wlth
the laughter of young' girls, who flitted
about like butterflies over the grassy
carpet of the lawns, and the wild witch-
ery of the orchestra as it revelled in
Joyous themes, Kendall found a pats
ticular enchantment. He amused him-
self by picturing in hig fancy the beauty
of those who possessed such laughing
voices, and he wondered if those eyes—
bngpt and sparkling—that blinked 0‘.lt
at him from the covering of a mask, 1
the features of the face wore as deli-
cate and full of subtle beauty as the
gaze. One lithe young dancer attracted
him barticularly.  She was dressed,
even to the pettiest detail, in the cos-
tume of an Oriental; and, as far as ap-
pearances went, was true to the type-
In her ears—and Kendall noted them
with interest~g]istened the thin g01{‘
earrings of the women of Constanti-
nople. A Mohammedan veil, a thin,
transparent burka, veiled her face, un-
der which a mask shrouded her beauty-
And her lips! Thin little streaks of
red; they smiled, and through the film
of mystery, of romance, Kendall smiled
back as she disappeared into the shrub-
bery. Settling his mask upon his eyes:
he searched for her, and found her sit-
ting beside 3 rosebush, alone. Upon her
breast, half hid in waves of silk, lightly
reposed a small ornament—a golden
maple leaf! .

‘‘Mademoiselle,”” he said, bowing
gracefully, ‘““may I have the honour 0
the next dance?”’ He was amazed 8
the boldness of the venture. Thelrle
Was a moment of silence, and when tte
orchestra suddenly commenced a waltZ
she acceded gracefully. £

She danced with the elassic charm .
& professional. She possessed an al-
most uncanny gense of absolute b?s
ance, and as the music varied and lhe
various themes moved swiftly on t'n
calm air, she knew how to swing e
With each different phase. She was i

ampered by conventional orthodOXYé
there was nothing mechanical abo;:e
her movements, so that Kendall felt e
was dancing with one wo 1an in a thohe
sand who lived up to his ideals of b
graceful art, e

The rhythm delighted them, and M
tually they found no need of speaki £t
s they tripped lightly over the S%r.
green. Kendall concentrated his eqng
gles on the problem of segregatl o
from the mass of dancers its most Sa
lectable fragment, and when the dallllis
Wwas over he succeeded in putting he
scheme into action. Strategicauy’u -
led her to a quiet corner in the shl'c
bery, where he found a rustic bence’
S0 favourably and eonveniently plaak_
that it looked ag though Fate was tthe
ing mgre than a little interest in
Proceedings, ; :

Kendallg’s elatement as he sat besxlx(:g
her was lowered perceptibly by & %€



of his own insufficiency. He felt like a
poacher being discovered by an effieient
guardsman. As though he was in im-
Mminent danger of being detected for
what he was, merely a frivolous visitor,
and that even his thoughts would by
some ocecult transition be conveyed to

er understanding, for he dreaded the
thought of her knowing anything of

Fay. TIrritable, moody and nervous, he
Spoke about the first thing that entered
his mind. And that was a question con-
cerning Paris. .

‘‘Rue de Boulognes,’’ she said. ‘I
have an artist friend who lives there.”’

‘‘I'remember reading a bit of Poe.
A mystery story, or something in that
line. That street figured in it. You
read Poe?’’

Through the light transparency of the
burka he noticed a smile play around
her lips. There was also an indication
of a mightily distracting dimple. Dim-
Ples lend an added charm to smiles. Fay
had a dimple, and every petty detail
of her beauty that was mirrored in an-
other appeared doubly entrancing, and
enhanced its beauty a thousand fold.

‘T read him,’’ she said, ‘‘more than
once. He is sad, mournful, and often
horribly grotesque, but always interest-
Ing—a real artist.”’” And then after 2
thoughtful pause: ¢‘Canada hasn’t any
truly great writers, has she? Ah, mon-
Sleur, I love Canada! I have seen 2
lot of her soldiers, and they were splen-
did fellows!’’

She smiled again, and her eyes flash-
ed upwards from the tiny vents of the
mask, bright, luminous with enthusiasm
and admiration.

And Kendall felt that she was nob
only dainty and beautiful, but whole-
some and decidedly indicative of Wwo-
manliness of a rare and superb kind.

othing in her demeanour spoke of
anything but worth and artistic intel-
lectuality,

‘““Were you ever in Canada?’’ he
asked,

‘‘No, but I have that in me that ap-
Preciates the country and its people.
The people of France can only be of
one kind from now on. We have seen
80 many men of different races come

ere and fight for us that we can’t be
anything but cosmopolitan. Naturally,
Wwe all have our favourites. For my
part I like the British. You are all
real gentlemen, but none of the soldiers
that T know who fought for France will
live as long in my memory as the Can-
adiang—?

“Why do you think so much of the
Colonials?’’ he asked, with the air ©
one who had been born and brought up
in England.

If Kendall could have seen under her
mask he might have distinguished the
first traces of a blush that crept down
Secretly into her cheeks. Unconsciously
she turned her head away.

‘““For one thing the Canadians are
such lovers,”’ she said. 3

““That’s a full-grown compliment to
pay them,’’ he commented. And 1n
Pleasant, provocation he added: ¢ Grown
of experience, I suppose.’’ 1

She laughed a little, and Ker}dfﬂf
caught a glimpse through the veil ©
a tight-lipped smile, as though the
recollection of a past experience was
Pleasant and unpleasant, according as

LATcumstances had toyed heartlessly oF
played decently with the gituation. :
‘T suppose,’” ventured Kend”;l,'
‘they were mostly birds of passage.

““You mean they weren’t real lovers
at alll”’

‘“Certainly not. Like most C‘mai
dians who came to France, they wanteC
Something to amuse them in their spare
time; and who is better for that Pur
Pose than a pretty girl?’’ SHerL

“You wror?g th{erf!” she said indig-
nantly, ¢“You tire me when you 2
that Way.” h

Unexpectedly she relaxed, hurt by the
tone of his remarks. Her eyes clung
to his for one mad moment. And them
earried relentlessly on the eurrent 01
Tomance and mystery that had move(t
50 swiftly, Kendall felt himself SWBP1
onwards, embarrassed and con used,
enmeshed completely in the ‘throes 0
blind excitement. He was dimly con
Scious of her coming flight when he
heard the strain of another waltz. =

‘‘Mr. Stranger,’’ she said curtly, “‘I
do not want to hear you speak 8O
slightingly of the Canadians. They are
Dot a crowd of roving Lotharios. In-
deed, if you possessed some of their
Splendid “qualities of affection, you
might have a chance to experience the
Pleasure of a real love affair.”’ .

She disappeared in the direction O
ﬂ_le lawn, ag(g Kendall followed her yvlt
hls] gaze. The music began to ripple
melodiously into full harmony.
feet of theydancers swished lightly OVG(;'
he grass, She joined the crowd an
accepted the embrace of the first mag
o reach her, swung into the eddy, l‘?n
was borne off swirlingly like a falling
eaf in a gust of autumn wind.

(To be continued)

’s blasé first-nighters, She has trilled to
et ked with explosive gallery gods. But
dience she has confronted is shown

-LEOLA LUCEY has sung to front rows adorned by

balconies pac

the most difficult au
in this photograph.

Itis the official tone-test of hernewest RE-CREATION

made in the Edison Recording Studios, Fifth Avenue,

New York. 4 uiie s
3 medy star stood next to the New Edison.
Ttl;:x:n::ilf:lo‘}omu;ically-oultured ears Ilstgned for any
F%-u‘:ence while Miss Lucey compared her silvery voice
evlit‘l:l the New Edison’s RE-CREATION of her voice.

The RE-CREATION flowed forth with every touch of
art and every physical quality of the singer's voice.
Miss Lucey’s voice and its RE-CREATION were without
a shade of difference. The judges pronounced the RE-
CREATION *‘official.”’

Study this picture—think what it means. If a record
is truly the voice of a singer, it should pass this test,
shouldn’t it? That is why Mr. Edison insists on such
comparison.

Broadway’s song-hits and opera’s classics, when
RE-CREATED by the New Edison, thrill you as deeply
as they do when heard in the theatre or opera house.

e NEW EDISON
Jhe Phomyralbh with a Soul

Our new de luxe catalog, a complimentary copy of the magazine, “Along
Broadway'’ and the booklet, ““What the Critics Say,"” will be sent you from the

Edison Laboratories upon r Writeto Th A. Edison, Inc., Orange,N.J,
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freedom now open for settlement to
returned soldiers and sailors in 160 oo

NORTHERN | ||
ONTARIO | %

H. A. MACDONELL,
Director of Colonization,
Parliament Buildings,

G.H. FERGUSON,
Minister of Lands, Forests
and Mines.

and talent.
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At All Best Dealers’

{LLUSTRATED BOOKLEITmng b “_“, -
‘mﬁaw&{miqmn —LAMSS FACE in CRCLE~

On M_m E."
8" Street . New York City

muREELEVY; ISW.3

PHave Pou Joined Eperpwoman’s

An Autograph Message
from Mary PickfordtoYou

acre blocks Free; to others, 18 years ‘ A churming message from Mary Pickford, over her own sig-
and over, 50 cents per acre. [ nature has just been received by the Continental Publishing Com-
Thousands hof ‘?lrme}l:;er:rerigrl: ‘ |Ix:my ,1',0;,':11'(1111;; her last and best-loved photo-play, ‘‘Daddy-Long-

: to the call. » T g8,

:Itx’t;‘imdgoor of Southern Ontario a j e, ¢¢Little Z\l'ury” (\xpr_(',ssml the desire that any of her C:Ln:u}i:m
home awaits you. | friends who wish to receive her autograph message should be given
For information as to terms, regu- ; an opp()rtu.mty to secure it. Gl
lations and railway rates to settlers, j Therefore, to Mary Pickford’s friends and fans, this facsimile
write— [ autograph message of the most popular sereen star in the world

‘ will be given free of all cost with every copy of the Moving
; Picture Edition of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs.”’
[ Almost everybody is familiar with the delightful story of
Toronto, Canada. \ ‘“Daddy-Long-Legs.”” The pathetic life of Jerusha Abbot, the
i outstanding orphan of the John Grier Home, suddenly released
| from a life of drudgery and transported to a wonderful world of
college life, wealthy friends and beautiful clothes by a shadowy
benefactor, whose real name she does not know; her delightful
vacations on the sleepy old Lock Willow Farm, her friendship with
and for Jarvis Pendelton, and her subsequent discovery that her
knight of romance and Daddy-Long-Legs are omne, offers Mary
Pickford the best medium she has yet had for her versatile charm

The moving-picture edition of Daddy-Long-Legs is profusely
illustrated with scenes from the play as given by Mary Pickford,
as well as the many amusing pen drawings of Judy. It is splendidly
bound in green linen board covers, with a handsome jacket in

colors, illustrated with a full-length photo-scene from the play,
and featuring Mary Pickford in one of her most charming poses.

This edition of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs,’’ containing the facsimile
autograph message from Mary Pickford to you, may be secured
with two subscriptions to ‘‘Everywoman’s World’’ at $2.00 each.
The subseription may be new or renewal.

You will certainly want this delightfully illustrated Mary
Pickford Edition of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs,’’ containing Mary Pick-
ford’s own autograph message, for your own.

Clip this offer and enclose your two subscriptions to ‘‘Every-
woman’s World,”” or if you do not wish to cut your magazine,
simply enclose your two subscriptions in a letter, mentioning the
Mary Pickford Autograph Message, and the moving picture edi-
tion of ‘‘Daddy-Long-Legs,’’ with Mary Pickford’s facsimile
autograph, will go forward to you at once.

Continental Publishing Co.
253-259 Spadina Ave., Toronto, Ont.

I enclose 2 subscriptions to Everywoman’s World at
$2.00 each (names and addresses enclosed). Please send
me the Mary Pickford edition of Daddy-Long-Legs with
Mary Pickford’s facsimile autograph.

ABAYERE .« cocssonrrsnosansosarsscrsaansesionennsvssesbonestnse

Book and Mugic Club? |
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Bubble Grains

Make Other Foods Delightful

Like Puffed Nuts

Puffed Grains are breakfast dainties, but tl}at's nqt.all.
They are whole grain which supply whole-grain nutrition.
They are food confections, fairy-like in texture, nut-like in
their taste.

Puffed Wheat makes bowls of milk vastly more inviting.
And milk with whole wheat, steam exploded, is the pinnacle
in food.

Puffed Rice adds to fruit a fascinating blend. The grain
is fragile, flaky, flavory. It adds to fruit what crust adds
to a shortcake or to pie.

Crisp and butter and this airy grain becomes a crust-like
confection. There is no between-meal dainty which com-
pares with it.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Puffed to Eight Times Normal Size

Food Cells Exploded

Puffed Rice tastes like puffed nut meats on ice cream.
And home-made candies are made light and nutty by it.
Puffed wheat makes flimsy toasted wafers for your soups.

In Puffed grains we blast every food cell. Over 100
million steam explosions are caused in every kernel. Thus
every granule is fitted to digest, and every atom feeds.
These are the best-cooked grain foods in existence, and the
most bewitching. If you believe in whole grains made
wholly digestible, use them wherever you can.

Serve one of them in some way every day:

The Quaker Qals (Ompany

Peterborough, Canada Saskatoon, Canada

3197

SppAE el s

Elizabeth Surrenders

(Continued from page 39)

KITTY (very much puzzled at the
turn affairs have taken, but feeling
that she must get down to brass tacks
at once; she has only five minutes, you
must remember): Neville, you haven’t
congratulated me.

NEVILLE (ignoring her remark):
And bronze boots, too. It just goes to
show what love will do for a woman.

KITTY: What? (Then down to busi-
ness again.) - Neville, aren’t you going
to congratulate—

NEVILLE (interrupting rudely):
Imagine, if you can, Aunt Elizabeth in
bronze boots, all shiny and pointed, and
high-heeled!

KITTY (on the point of tears):
Neville, I think you’re horrid! And
what in the world do you mean by say-
ing—

(But Neville raves on, enjoying him-
self hugely.)

NEVILLE: Doesn’t it seem ridicu-
lous that Elizabeth has been my adopt-
ed aunt all these years? Imagine Eliz-
abeth’s being anyone’s aunt!

KITTY: I don’t see anything so ex-
traordinary in that—and I’d be grate-
ful if you’d stop raving for two min-
utes and tell me what the Dickens
you’re talking about—and why you’re
so—so—different.

NEVILLE: Why, Kitty—didn’t she
tell you? Has she left to me the joy-
ful task of telling you the great and
glorious news that she and I are as
ecstatically happy as you and Alee;
that we, too, LOVE—

KITTY (aghast): You’re never—en—
O

NEVILLE: Engaged! You’ve said
it, Kitsy. (Emotionally) D’ye know, I
think 1 must have always adored her
without quite knowing it. But some-
how I never had the courage to grasp
it, or to ask her to forgive my age—or
lack of it, until T heard that Alec, a
contemporary of hers, was generously
overlooking your extreme youth, for-
giving you, your immaturity, and, some-
how, it gave me courage—

KITTY: But, Neville, it’s an entirely
different thing—

NEVILLE: Oh, no, it isn’t. Anyway,
what do we care? We know, Elizabeth
and I, that in the meeting place of
hearts there is no age!

KITTY (wailing): But, Neville, she’s
old enough to be your moth—

(She is interrupted by Elizabeth, who
enters, dressed to slay. Her hair is
smartly, yet artistically, arranged under
a wonderful hat. She is irreproachably
gowned, and wears THE boots. She
sweeps into the centre of the stage as
she speaks, smiling a forgiving and
fascinating smile upon Kitty.)

ELIZABETH: Old enough to be his—
what? Kitty, dear, that was hitting
below the belt. I thought you were too
much of a thoroughbred to do that, And
anyway, I'm NOT. Tell me you like
my boots.

KITTY (struck breathless by all the
gorgeousness): Why, you’re wonderful
—wonderful! What a heavenly hat!
Where are you going?

ELIZABETH (vaguely): Going? Oh,
the hat. Oh, I’'m not going anywhere.
I put on the hat because I liked it—
sort of finishing touch—see?

KITTY (in awe): It is!

NEVILLE: It finished me, all right
all right! I am at your feet, darling:

(With an ecstatic wriggle, he falls
at her feet on the floor, quite obviously,
abjectly adoring. He is giving the
best imitation he knows how of a Ber-
nard Shaw character he once saw—
Eugene in Candida.)

KITTY (so exasperated that she
can’t control her tongue): You’re mak-
ing an idiot of yourself- Elizabeth is
old enough to be—

(But she pauses as she sees Eliza-
beth’s eye fixed coldly upon her; the
thought that Elizabeth is as much in-
fatuated with her erstwhile nephew as
he with her strikes a chill to her

VILLE (still enacting Tu ene) :
Don’t be a silly little f—f-fo%l. )

KITTY (good for Nev!): What does
it matter that I was born a few years
latleélirli‘;’lll‘ai;l Elizabeth—

5 (econtemptuously): A few!

NEVILLE (who belie{%s that one
can’t have too much of a good phrase):
In the meeting-place of hearts there is
no age.

KITTY: You said that before—and
there’s no sense in it, anyway!

ELIZAETH (quietly chuckling to
Neville as Kitty turns away in dis-
gust): Keep it up, Nev; you’re 4
scream!

NEVILLE (keeping it u s
it’s a truth that yougand Aplzec SKh](.)tlil:lyd,.
realize to the full, if you’re going to
know such happiness as mine and Eliza-
beth’s—I mean, Elizabeth’s ang mine!

(Nev. seizes Kitty about the waist
and dances her, protesting and half-cry-
ing, about the studio, singing joyously:

‘“The hours I spent with thee, Dear
Heart; she loves me, Elizabeth loves me!l
I’m the happiest man on earth!) -

(Alec arrives at the door just in
time to witness this extraordinary hap-
pening, which embarrasses him almost
as much as the vision of Elizabeth in
fine raiment. Kitty falls into a chair,
much dishevelled, and Neville again
falls in an exhausted heap at his ador-
ed one’s bronze boots.)

ALEC (calmly): Don’t be an ass,
my boy. You surely don’t think that
a woman—(he looks at her)—a glorious
woman like Elizabeth wouid look at a
silly young ass like you—do you?

KITTY: Oh, oh, he’s not a silly
young ass—he’s very clever—

NEVILLE: In the meeting-place of
hearts there is—

ELIZABETH: Alec! Did I interfere,
and talk indelicately about age, and so
forth, when you told me that you were
engaged to Kitty—your ward? Mind
your own business, my friend, and we’ll
mind ours. (She smiles a killing and
captivating smile at him.) And per-
haps in June, when the daisies are
blooming, we’ll have a double wedding,
we four.

KITTY (so completely overcome with
grief that she just naturally doesn’t
care who knows it): The daisies will
bloom over my grave first!

(Alec intercepts a jubilant look be:
tween Nev and Elizabeth.)

. ALEC (Drily): Huh! Dear me! Yes,
indeed. I thoroughly approve of the
June wedding.

(Neville’s imagination runs riot. He
chuckles delightedly and murmurs.)

NEVILLE: Golly, we’d look funny
marching down the aisle; look as if
we’d got mixed in the shuffle.

ALEC: Oh, no, not at all, my boy.
I’ll see to it that—

ELIZABETH: Ssh! Listen—the ket-
tle’s boiling over! Run and make the
tea, Kitty. Alec, help her carry in the
things.

(Kitty has flown for the kitchenette
when she hears the kettle sizzling. Alec
follows leisurely. Neville and Eliza-
beth fall on each other’s necks in un-
controllable mirth. Her arms wave
weakly behind his back; his wave
weakly behind hers.)

Nev, you're rich!’ ““In the meeting-
place of hearts there is no age!?”’

NEVILLE: I made it up myself! How
long are we going to keep this up? I
love doing it—don 't you?

ALEC (ealling): ‘Neville, my boy,

come here. I can’t find the cream-
opener.
NEVILLE (running to the rescue,

and speaking as he goes): There isn’t
such a thing; T use m’ thumb!

(Enter Alec once more, closing the
door behind him. He walks directly to
Elizabeth, and takes her almost roughly
by the shoulders.y

ALE'U: Elizabeth, confess!

ELIZABETH: Ten minutes ago it
was you who needed absolution.

ALEC: Out with it, and don’t econ-
omize your veracity more than you can
help!

AIECI;IZABETH (all injured innocence):
o lﬁaﬁlEC: :Ve.ll, what was the

) €, nefarious intrigue?

ELIZABETH (on gtlllxe defensive):
You were the original plotter, schemer,
mntrig—trigger!

ALEC: Perhaps it’s only fair for me
to fess up first, Betsy. Well, once upon
a time, a man loved a woman—and he
loved her all his life.

e see the door open a crack, and
know that Nev. anq Igitty are Pez"l’mg
but, bless them, Alee and Elizabeth are
too absorbed to see it.)

ELIZABETH: And once upon a time

plot,.

ALEC (gently): My dear
ELIZABETH: And oncs upon a time
a boy loved g girl, a hoy who was
young and poor, and too proud to make
sure of her, you see, by asking her to
wait achttle while.
: But they’ve enough between
them—poor, foolis{x Nev! 2
ELIZABETH: Poor foolish boy—and
poor foolish woman,

,ALEC: 8o the man and the girl de-
cided to open the blind eyes of the
Woman and the boy—always remember-
ng that those whom the gods make to
se% they first make—jealous!
hol LIZABETH: And the woman, when
ﬁer one-time love turned to the girl, at

ISt ouly wondered that it had not hap-
pﬁped long before; and then all the
:h;v;anléguf, :}t:ndel' little attentions oi

L0 e gi o
megll?ries~ girl brought back swe
EC: ‘“‘Sweet memories,”’ dear?

W BLIZABETH (nodding): So sweeb
that she wanted 4o wring the girl’s
silly little neck—ang carry off the man

Y main force! (Cave woman stuff—
see? And the hardest part to bear was



‘tion f

that, in spite of the girl’s dainty sweet-
ness, the woman couldn’t believe that
the man had ever forgotten—could
forget. So she put all her pride in her
gocket, and tried to make him remem-
er—

ALEC: Yes?

ELIZABETH: In a killing hat and
bronze hoots she tried to make him re-
Wember. But it wasn’t all selfishness,
for she felt that the girl and the boy
really belonged to each other—the dear
girl, and the dear, dear boy. Oh yes,
the woman put her pride in her pocket
but that didn’t prevent her nearly ex-
Ploding with rage when she overheard
& conversation on this very spot, that
fold her of the deception being prac-
tised at her expense—and the boy’s.

ALEC: You heard?

ELIZABETH: I listened!

ALEC: 1 thought and hoped that you
Wwould,

ELIZABETH: You surprising man!

ell, we decided, over the snapper-
fasteners, that four could play at tl}at
game as well as two, so, just to give
Jou a bad quarter-of-an-hour we an-
nounced OUR engagement instanter—

.ALEC (smiling): You have a vindie-
tive disposition, Klizabeth!

ELIZABETH: Yes—and I love the
Way your hair grays there at the
sides— z .

ALEC: Has anyone ever told you
that you are the most adorable woman
n the world?

ELIZABETH: Yes—you—with your
€yes—every time we’ve met and scrap-
Ped in the past ten years—

. ALEC: Then you weren’t
Jeolous, Elizabeth—Betsy?

ELIZABETH: Madly!

ALEC: How foolish!

ELIZABETH: And how needless—
how tragically needless. ©O my dear,
Why did you ever let me go?  Why
didn’t you make me see how you loved
me, and that love was the biggest thing
of all?

ALEC: The paths of Fame were for
your treading, Betsy.

ELIZABETH: And what happiness
have they brought me, as I tread ’em—
In carpet slippers? (She half-laughs.)

'he door opens a bit wider, and
Neville and Kitty tiptoe in, hand-in-
hang, But the others don’t see them
Yet—they are alone in a world of their
own, )

ALEC: And you’ll marry me after
all, my (learusg, in .Iune} when the
children marry ?

(‘“The children’’ stand, breathless,
Waiting for her reply. Then when she
has spoken again, they hug each other
ecstatically.)

ELIZABETH (airily): They ’re young;
et ’em wait till June, Dear Heart—but
Us—let’s be married TO-MORROW!

(And then what happens? Why state

e obvious. You know as well as I do
what happens!)

Permanent Peace
Torug Ep1Tor oF EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD:
OUR issue for the month of June,
in addition to many most excel-
e lent features, contains an article
Y ‘‘Salome,’’ on the question of ‘‘Per-
‘Manent Peace,”’ I wish to compliment
You on the publicatioll of. this partl(e_
ular article, and would suggest that
you give “Salome 12 g full page of every
188Ue to present more of the same
eteru]al truth. !
ollowing the colossal struggle of the
bast four )%ears, the people are hunger-
;ng and thirsting for British-Israel
timth' The British occupation of Pales-
: e, the British entry into Jerusal_"'ry"
1€ triumphant entry of Britain's
Orées into that quondam queen O
tsam~the city of Bagdad, are mat-
stm of vital importance. They tell the
thor.YHOf' the beginning of the ‘-"“‘l‘of
Te Times of the Gentiles’” (The
urk), and the re-occupation of Pales-
‘e under the restoration which is t0
Stretch from the Nile to the Tigris, and
Yom the sandy stretches of Arabia to
e foothills of Armenia.
u yo first Christian Governor of ok
uSalem is an Englishman, and a grad-
late or Oxford University. His resi-
Gence is on the top of the Mount of
tllv.es’ and he administers a strip of
vsrl‘l‘ltory running from Jerusalem to the
aters of the Jordan. -
5 urely we are in the days of the ful-
ment of the most important pro-
Phecies of the Old and New Testament,
And such a paper as yours would do well
ao feat‘,"e such matter. Photographs
e easily obtained, and if you have
any difficulty in getting them I shall
© pleased to help you. My daughter
48 been a subscriber to your publica-
L for some time, and I have usually
ga_llced through your every issue. The
Tticle on page 61 of the Junme issue
“aught my eye and my heart. Thanking
ou for the same, as a believer in this
nd of truth, believe me,
Yours sincerely,
J. G. WALLIS EVANS.

commanda'\t. Kingston Unit, Army and Navy Veterans.

really

Everywoman's World for September, 1019 47

Jasper Park or British Columbia.

New Ontario and Eastern Manitoba.

animal
mystery of the still hunt.

For descriptive booklets and other

information, write

TORONTO - CANADA

RACK the lumbering Grizzly—follow the path of the
Mountain Goat—bring down fleet Big Horns in

For Moose, Deer

and Bear, go to Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, Quebec,
Take with you a

guide who knows the woods and knows the habits of the
s—practiced in the art of “calling”—who knows the

Hunt Real Game This Year ,%

and track the woods in their autumn glory!

H. H. Melanson, Passenger Traffic Manager

Every Bean
in the ‘“Clark »” can is perfectly
cooked and the Government legend
guarantees absolute purity.
With Tomato, Chili or Plain Sauce.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

189

w. CLARK, LIMITED - MONTREAL

PORK & BEANS

AND OTHER GOOD THINGS

YOU, TOO, CAN HAVE
BEAUTIFUL

EYEBROWS
and LASHES

They add wonderfully to
one’s beauty, charm and gt-
tractiveness., A little

Fele-SBroirSre

applied nightly, will nourish,
stimulate and te growtﬂ
of eyebrows and lashes, making
> ng, thick and lustrous,
Guaranteed absolutely harmless,
L@ Thousands have been delighted with
the results obtained by its use; why not
you? Two sizes, SOc_and $1.00. At your dealers, direct
from us by'mnil, inlrlnir(: 5-31‘;\-, gm;-’igu :,t,'}."“
unded. 1
B ey erect s LA S H-BRO W-INE." 7
LOOK FOR The Girl with the fose. 1t's on every box,
MAYBELL LABORATORIES, 5303.00 Grand Bivd, CHICAGO

_Keeps Skin Smooth, Firm;Fresh
S—x, = Youthful Looking

To dispel the tel-tale lines of
age, illness or worry—to over-
come flabbiness md-,i.gprove facial
contour—there is nothing quite so

good as plain
Powdered SAXQLITE

e

A Effective !or wrinkles, crowsfeet,

/ enlarged pores, ete., because it

“mihuns" and tones the skin and

underlying tissue. No harm to tene

- _ derest skin. Get an ounce package,

follow the simple directions—see what just one appli=
cation will do. Sold at all dryg stores.
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A Prince of E@y@t

(Continued from page 9)

harsh, my movements appeared rough. from his nap, and come to urge me
In a word, it was as though I were al- to go home.
ways breaking in upon the peace Dryad But no one was there!
Dixon* had created, as though I were In the pale rose mist I could see the
constantly bringing heat and dust into little Arab still lying like a dark blot
a place of coolness and calm. against a sand hill. There was not

I disliked her, but my dislike was a soul in sight, and yet I knew that
not tinged with jealousy, although it if T could only look harder, listen
was perfectly obvious that every doctor harder, and touch harder, I would see,
and patient preferred her to the rest hear and contact a living presence
of us. But most of all, I resented her standing beside me.
inefficiency, or, more properly speaking, Fascinated, I stood motionless,
that peculiar Something which rendered scarcely daring to breathe for fear
the only efficiency I knew—Work—un- of breaking the mysterious spell, qml
necessary. experiencing the sensation of being

I suppose I could not be blamed for the object of someone’s close serutiny.
my disapproval, for I am a plain wo- Every instant I expected to see 2
man, and every success of mine has form, hear a voice, feel a touch. .. ..
been gained by conscientious and And all the while, the Sphinx looked
fatiguing toil. I could never have out over our heads and smiled .. .
learned to roll a bandage by calmly smiled . 2 ;
sitting still and thinking how it should Achmet awoke. He came running
be done! And I could not bring myself toward me. Distinetly, I felt the
to accept a nurse who appeared to withdrawal of that Presence. Farther
dodge the hard work her profession en- and farther away it went, until I was
tails, even though she did achieve ex- conscious of it no longer. Then I con-
traordinary results. sented to go home.

WHO WAS THAT?
Y degrees, I came to think about My feelings toward Sister Dixon be-

her constantly, We all did. When- ¢ame extremely contradictory. My

| ; fessional self still disliked her, for
! ilk— 1 B ever two or three of us met together, PTO ; 3 : : Jitse o
lt S Ml]k Bllt They lee lt etter! Dryad Dixon was the subject of our She stood for all that I considered im

s ! conversation. On the other hand, she Practical, unreasonable. At the Sarin?
All children like Junket. And Junket is simply milk in an émproved did not think about us at all. Judging time, it was no longer possible to ig
form. Itsattractive appearance makes it a really delightful dessert that from her diary, her every thought cen. 1OTe the fact that when near her every

little ones and grown ups like. It is dainty, tasty and wholesome. tered itself in Egypt. = Very shortly 2tom of antagonism vanished, and th?t[
after coming to us, she wrote:— love was the only emotion which woulc

After a little difficulty, I got Vibrate in the peculiar atmosphere sur-
‘“night leave,”” and, of course, I went rounding her person. It was very odd.

3 out to the Pyramids. A noisy trol- ﬁ,NO words of mine can deseribe ]gh:
2 - <5z ley carried me mnearly there—fancy Cffect of being in her presence. Bu
MADE with MIL desecrating the desert with a tram! 2t tlhf htmle of which I wrote, no%hlllj’%
: ; v - ’ a8 o dge
It is easy to make, either with )]unkct Tablets, adding sugar and There were only a few,m,ople about— :‘Vuoo‘;l‘an‘“é ~lcntdm ("1hm10 to tack;now St St
flavor or with ““Prepared Junket” which is already sweetened and tourists, maybe, I don’t know—and a tuts worel o pd TG 008, Uy O)Iir;able
flavored, with nothing to add but the milk. Prepared Junket half a dozen natives, looking like IT _,‘,si or it was inexpl it
comes in six pure, natural flavors, huge moths in their flowing cloals. L el Y a8, unsble (0 tesk i et
A Junket Tablet added when making ice cream produces a finer The’;‘. P“}S‘”]‘."'e ‘“1‘11 not disturb a :}h'lt:ltermometer o Fomvodnce RE 08
> > crez S zh you use less whole cream. peculiar feeling that came over me oot

?\nd'l’cI;{({:ee“(J)}fmgrS:I]'I’;(-ilr(_]t::kﬁ‘t/(ar:]rtlggutko aycup of cream and frozen as soon as my feet touched the sand— fHOW vividly T remember that sense

pk‘ ag o E?lcr'ful R et that strange anticipation of coming- © coolness, of peace.!
iy Al b i L et Ice C homeness which I cannot possibly There was something more, too, for
Please your family with Junket—and Junket Ice Cream. explain. which even now I cannot find adequate
A Recipe Booklet and sample of either Prepared Junket or Thes ni_ght was  beautifully clear, Wor(ls_—that feeling .of exaltation ont:
Junket Tablets sent for 3¢ stamp. A full package for 12¢c. and glowing with a radiance the like ©eXperiences on hearing a hymn sung

of which I have never seer 185 2 by hundreds of voices, or, more rarely,
Chr. Hansen’s Canadian Laboratory Everything was bathed i;‘ lslfll;fr:'(hrﬁ;i, that deeper thrill whic’h c:)mes with the
oromtd Cadaids rose. The moon, dazzling and bright, knowledge of the closeness of the
threw on the pink sands a pale rosé Spirit.

glitter. A soundless ocean of jim-
movable pink waves stretched before I WAS not the only one who loved to
me into mystery and silence. be near her. The men watched for
'The desert! T love it with a pas- her coming as a thirsty traveller
sion 8o nearly physical as to frighten Watches the lessening distance between
me. I love to look at it, to smell it; himself and an oasis. A wave of fresh-
I love to lie down, so that my body Dess swept over the entire ward as soon
is folded in the embrace of the warm a8 Dryad Dixon appeared. On the in-
Or etter sands. Strange things are suggested stant, dozens of wasted hands were
" to me out there. stretched out toward her; dozens of
I felt very small and much afraid. husky voices clamoured for a word, @

'I‘.h(- three Huge Shapes rose from that smile. As she passed between the beds,

reser v es pink sea, themselves suffused with a the men touched her, caught at her

ghostly pinkish colour, and towered l_lzmds or her uniform, and held to her

ﬂ}io':/}? tme. (:}h()stfﬂ, yes, skeletons— for a moment. She was followed by

~ . . a at remains of a kingdom, whose eyes from whi *h sh frank idolatry

L have ished a little II eI . 5 ) ose £ which shone frank idolé y

E have 1)ubl .S 1ed . ] people never dreamed that some day and yet, stranger than all the strange

: 1).()()1(' that is not only 1t' wotu]d be represented only by tlree things about her, jealousy was con-

interesting, but helpful. gaunt, monster signs, the undulating spicuously absent from the wards. The

g . II waves of sand, and silence, boys watched her attention to a com-

It C(mt;l_ms, 1)051(105_:1 com- Tt surprised me to realize that the Yade in much the same gpirit they

plete section of “Hints for noises one might expect to hear trom Would have shown if asked to share
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acquaintance.’’ There was a mnote of
Wistfulnoss under the flippancy with
Which the Colonel made this double
entendre.

‘I will, indeed,’’ the girl promised,
With genuine cordiality—‘some other
time! To-day, however, I think I can
rest better if I am alone.’’

€ came to me when she had gone,
and after much awkward circumlocu-
tlon; remarked:

. ‘‘Sister Dixon seems rather over-
ired. Have you noticed it?’’

I muttered” something contradictory,
ut he was not listening.

‘I understand she has acquired the
abit of wandering about the desert,
alone.”’ H, paused, as if waiting for
me to speak. ¢‘It isn’t a healthy
habit—that!  One gets extraordinary
fancies out there, especially under these
abnormal conditions. I have heard
Stories—’» e pulled himself up short
and blustered: ¢‘She needs recreation,
Companionship!  Brooding won’t do
er any good! ’

‘‘She broods less than anyone I ever
new,”’ was my reply.

He shook his head. ¢‘Can’t always
tell by appearances. This mania, now,
for trapsing off to the desert, alone—er
. Suppose that she—er—does go—ah—
alone?’?

.The Colonel flung out the essence of
fls enquiry with a jerk, in a shame-
affde stammering fashion. .

Sister Dixon’s engagements during
er hours off quty are no concern of
Mmine,”” T retorted, stiffly.

But he flared out in protest. ‘‘They
Should be! They should be, I tell you!
hey should be the omes over which
your concern is the greatest. You are

0 charge here, Lena, and the nurses

are as much under your care as are the
Men!’’

Then, even as T stared at him, amaz-
ed at thig outburst, he turned and went
Quickly from the room. ¢

Although there were several entries
Made in Sister Dixon’s journal during

1€ weeks that followed this conversa-
tion, ang although Dan Mowberly made
Tepeated and consistent efforts to win
at least small favours from her, she
never referred to him or to his invita-
008 and advances by so much as a

Mt. She either wilfully ignored them
—Which T am inclined to doubt—or
else ghe entirely forgot his existence
the moment he was out of her sight.

very thought was concentrated, it ap-
Pears, upon an effort to establish the
ldentlty of that—notion, I am inclined

to call jt—which came to her in the
desert,

SOME pages in her diary just here
are covered with conjecture. Could
that mysterious living, yet unseen, Pres-
ence, be This person or That? Was it
© restless spirit of someone who had
Passed beyond this life, or was it the
YVivid soul of a body living in a remote
Part of the earth? = Why did it appear
to her?
he wrote of ¢‘groping,’”’ of her
"bl'indne”;n she ft?:ndps i% hard to be
Patient under the ‘‘slow developmelis
Of the sense which is mot physical
hen follow a number of entries, t?lat
8ave me the jmpression of walking
ough an ever-diminishing fog. It
;Vas as if the girl had been peering
tom behind a succession of heavy veils,
Which now began to lift for her, slowly,
One at a time, At last she stood tri-
‘Sl{nphant, with but one between her and
18ht. She writes in exultation, her
Pen evidently flying across the pages:—

Oh, the marvel of having my dull
Senses sharpened, and feeling a finer
understanding pierce the hard shell
0L my material mind!

am beginning to see .. .. to useé
those other powers which lie dormant
N most of us, and which, when de-
Veloped, give us an immeasurably
broader vision. I ean trace almost
step by step, the gradual unfolding
of my ‘higher consciousness from the
day I sat in puzzlement, looking up
into the face of the Sphinx and won-
d.el'lng about her message for me, un-
tl that time when I recognized 2
world dimly sensed but unperceived;
When T feit the presence of persons
could not see and whose existence
could not understand.

And to-day I attained even 2
clearer vision.

I went out to the desert. Every
step carried me farther from the un-
Teal of this life into the actual of
that. I sat in a little hollow sur-
rounded by that waveless, silent sea,
and scales fell from my eyes. . - -
~he place was thronged with Invis-
ible Others, swarthy people in flow-
g garments, many of which were
Studded with flashing jewels. I was
Part of a pageant of ancient Egypt-
- - I was in the midst of many people.
T,h_el‘e were children, and there were
anim:Is, too.

(Continued on page 50)
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“«Will Morning Never Come?”’

“I believe I will try Dr. Chase's Nerve

\

/
=

o =

F I could only sleep I believe my nerves
would soon be all right, but night after
night I lie awake and think about

everything under the sun.”
«What chance is there of getting better so
long as this goes on on

“None.

nearly twe
there is no re

Nerve force is being exhausted
nty-four hours of every day, and
st and sleep in which to re-

plenish the waste.”
«One thing sure I cannot stand it much

longer,

for I know that every week

yes,

every day—finds me more restless and nerv-
ous, and less able to stand the strain of the
Oy

day's work.”
“] suppose the doctor could give me some-

thin

g to make me sleep, but I don’t want

that. I am weak enough now. I want some-

thing

to build up strength rather than to tear

down the tissues of the body.”

p —
e

(L \Le
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Food.

“This nervous trouble is a peculiar ailment.
No one would believe what I suffer from
sleeplessness and nervousness. I do not look
like an invalid, but I certainly am one.”

“One thing sure I shall not spend another
sleepless night before I begin using Dr.
Chase's Nerve Food.
little time to get my nerves right, but I shall
get half a dozen boxes and give it a try out.
Something seems to tell me that I shall not
be disappointed.”’

You are protected against imitations by
the portrait and signature of A. W. Chase,
M.D., the famous Recipe Book author, which
are on every box of the genuine Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food. 50c. a box, 6 for $2.75, all
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited,

Toronto.

"
AL~

I have often heard of it, but never
thought I would need to use it. I was always
so strong and healthy.”

I expect it will take a

Never cakes.

(VOL-PEEK
Mends Pots &Pans

Cooking utensils, Graniteware, Al-

inum, Enamelledware, Tin, Cop-

:::'.nsnn. Iron, etc. Easy to use, n<;

tools required. ready for use in -
minutes. S:velo) a got for g a cent.

ealer,

et D-Co.. Box 2024, Montreal

Let it rain! Despite the
-‘ dampness

EBGAL

FREE RUNNING

Table Salt

Just open the alumiqum
spout and out comes Regal — running.

The Canadian Salt Co., Limited

The package

Handy Little

with the

Spout” 188

or stutterin

mnaturals,
where.

|

or postpaid by

. Graduate pupils every-
ree advice and literature,

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
CANADA
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Suite 950

Faces
Made
Young

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

I absolutely guarantee results. No woman
need be disappointed. I offer the exercises at
my risk. Let me tell you about them. Write
for mf Free Book (sentin plain sealed envelope).
It will tell you just what to do to bring back

rmness to the facial muscles and tissues and
hness and beauty to the skin. Write today.

KATHRYN MURRAY
Garland Bldg., Chicago, IIl.

smoot!
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The Cost of
Building Bodies

element.

sary foods:

Protein is the body builder. Also the
costliest element in food.

Quaker Oats yield 16.7 per cent. pro-
tein, which is more than sirloin steak.
Potatoes yield less than 2 per cent—
bread about 9 per cent.

That’s one reason why oats dominate
as food for growing children. They excel
all other grains in this body-building

Figuring protein alefie, this is what
it costs at this writing in some neces-

In Potatoes

In Ham -
In Eggs -

Cost of Protein
Per Pound

In Quaker Oats
In White Bread

In Beef, about

SR T
s, w oggt 80
R aeEy T
A o
e
SRR

Qats costs

meat.

Thus body - building ¢
half what it costs wgth
bread, and a fraction of the cost with

with Quaker

What Energy Costs

Energy value is another food essential.
Most of our food consumption goes to
supply it.

Quaker Oats yield twice the energy of
round steak, six times as much as pota-
toes, and 114 times bread. )

At present writing energy costs in es-
sential foods as follows:

Cost of Energy
Per 1000 Calories

In Quaker Oats - - - $ .05)%
In Round Steak - - - .33
In Veal Cutlets - - - .50
In Average Fish - - - .50
In Chipped Beef - - - .75
In Stewing Hens- - - .52

Thus meat and fish foods average ten
times Quaker Oats cost for the same
energy value. :

This doesn’t suggest an exclusive oat
diet. Other foods are necessary. But
this food of foods—the greatest food
that grows — should form your basic
breakfast. o ¥

It means supreme nutrition, and the
saving will average up your costlier foods
for dinner.

Quaker

Oats

The Delicious Flakes

Get Quaker Oats because of their
matchless flavor. They are flaked from
queen grains only—just the rich, plump,
luscious oats. Vge get but ten pounds
from a bushel.

When such extra flavor costs no extra
price, you should get it.

514 Cents

Per 1000 Calories

Per 1000 Calories

60 Cents

Per 1000 Calories

9 Cents

Per 1000 Calories

The Quaker Qats ©Gmpany

Peterborough, Canada

Saskatoon, Canada

3201

A Prince of Egypﬂi

(Coniinued from page 49)

Soundless noises compassed me on
every side, jostlings which did no5
touech me, the confusion of a voice-
less rabble made by many tongues.

Enthralled as never before in my
life, yet I was unhappy. I was con-
scious of being very much alone. I
missed something vital from that
throng.

Then there was a hush, a thrill of
expectaney, and, as if heralded from
afar, I sensed the coming of The
Presence; an exalted personage be-
fore whom the vast crowd prostrated
itself and kissed t.e sand. I looked
toward the approaching procession
and was awed, dazzled, by its com-
bination of religious pomp and civil
splendour.

Priests in magnificent vestments,
padded slowly past; beautiful young
priestesses, each with a ecrescent-
shaped c¢rown upon her ink-black
hair; naked slaves, with bodies that
gleamed like polished ebony, and
wearing but collars and girdles of
burnished metal. There were slender
maidens in rose-coloured gauze, who
swung great bowls of incense, now
and then themselves disappearing be-
hind the clouds of perfumed smoke.
And in their midst was born a litter,
covered with cloth of gold, and
banded with great streaks of glitter-
ing blue jewels.

It was set down directly before me,
and daring to raise my eyes I saw—
I recognized—the Personality whose
presence 1 have only felt all this
while!

Did I see a form with my physical
vision? No. Some faculty infinitely
keener sensed a Sovul wnhampered by
a body. And yet, there was about it
as much difference from those Others,
as one piece of music is different
from another, as one living face is
different from its fellows.

That Presence drawing nearer to
me seemed to enfold me in a strong
golden light. The desert filled with
a humming harmony. I have an idea
that the vast throng made its obeis-
ance to ME, and then fell away. I
experienced the strange sensation of
leaving my body sitting in the sands,
while I followed whither that warm
golden light led.

There comes to me no remembrance
of leaving the desert. . . . .

The -attitude of my old friend, Dan
Mowberly, and his remark that the
nurses were just as much in my care as
the men, stung me into making more
persistent efforts than 1 otherwise
would to learn something about Dryad
Dixon. She was not at all secretive or
reticent about herself, but that her
meagre history might hold anything of
interest to the rest of us never seemed
to occur to her. Piece-meal, however,
I learned that she had been adopted
from a Home by quite an ordinary wo-
man, whose intention had been to bring
her up in a menial capacity. “‘I am
afraid I was not very satisfactory as a
servant,”” the girl told me, simply.
‘“So she was good enough to promote
me, and I became a sort of companion.’’

‘“And were you satisfactory as a
companion?’’ T inquired, with a tinge
of irony in my voice. It was lost on
her.

‘“Indeed, T was a flat failure,”’ she
admitted. ‘I used to forget to listen
when she talked to me—she talked a
great deal, you know—and naturally
that annoyed her.’?

‘‘Naturally,’’ said I.

‘“But even so, she was very kind.
Finding out how anxious I was ‘to take
the Nurses’ Training Course, she ad-
vanced the money necessary and let me
go. I like to remember, now, how
promptly I repaid her all T owed.’’

“Why, ‘now’???

‘‘Because she was killed in one of
the Coast raids, and she was tremen-
dously fond of her money. I am sure
that she could not be happy knowing
that T, or anyone else, owed her a
farthing. She would be very apt to
come back and say so.”’

I stared aghast at this pagan phil-
osophy.

““You surely can’t believe that she
would concern herself with thoughts of
money now, even if gshe could come
back,”> I cried. ‘‘Her mind is en-
gaged with spiritual affairs,’’

Dryad looked at me in open amaze-

ment. I would have provoked the same
expression had I asked, ¢Who was

Moses?’
‘‘It never was, here.’? she argued
firmly. ‘‘She go;; into’ the habifu zf

thinking about her money—nothing hy
her money. It will require somegtimg
for her to l?reak herself of it. Yes, T
am g]ad I didn’t owe her anything l;ut
gratitude. T can stil} pay her that.’’

It was about this time that I 'bo‘agan
to share Colonel Mowberly’s suspieions,
and T doubted that Sister Dixon spent
her hours in the desert alcne, for, of
course, it was only afterwards that I
read her diary. She changed physically
from day to day. Her eyes shone with
a peculiar light, and behind the stars
which gleamed from their blue deeps
was the look of the woman who 18
loved. 1

I know now that I should have in-
vestigated all this, but at the time it
seemed impossible—there was so much
more to be done that I could possibly ac-
complish! And then she was so queer
anyway. One evidence more or less,
what did it matter?

She performed her tasks as usual.
Without seeming to do very much, she
was always getting things done. She
continued to hold the hot hands of the
fever patients, and reduce their tem-
perature with that monotonously quxe{,
coolly suggestive talk of hers; and fit])
ways, without saying very much, 8 ](
left the men hopeful and encouraged.
In a word, Dryad Dixon brought them
happiness without excitement, cheerl(i
ness without boistrousness. I r_ea‘fhi
the point where it was imposanblef (Z
deny her helpfulness, to ignore the fac
that whenever work or patients got be-
yond us, it was Sister Dixon who Wﬁ;
called to establish peace and order.
am ashamed to confess that her hours
of rest were sacred to none of us, a8
they should have been. She worked 8}‘(’
easily that she did not seem to W?"n
at all, and no one had any compunctio
about disturbing her.

This was especially true of the men.
They seemed to receive from her some
sort of strength or relief that none 0e
us could give; and, sacrilegious as t‘d
thought appeared to me, I could nof;hl';e
myself of the impression that tlf——
was a healing property in her touc .
some power derived from a source U
known to me. kiss

Many of the men clamoured to Kl s
her, and I was startled more than one
by the strange look which crossed their
faces as her cool lips touched their
burning skin. th

‘“It was the breath of her mou I
that gave life back to m the night
nearly died,’”’ Jim Donaldson told me,
and his eyes were wide with wonder,
and the expression of him who has exl'
perienced something holy. ‘T ‘?gi‘
her. Send her to me,’” he begged. :
said she would come if I could mo0
sleep.”’

REALIZE now that her ministra-
tions were performed with such utter
detachment that she was hardly con
scious of any of us. But there were
times when I used almost to hate 1.’91:
for that cool aloofness, through Whl;;
no one could penetrate. In reading the
portion of her journal which now fo]lowtﬂ,
a_portion out of which her eyes seem t0
gleam like deep blue flames, it seems
quite incredible that she should have
come back to us at the hospital at all:i—
He is a man .. .. a Prince .. --
young! T have talked with hl.m! Hov:
absurd this seems as I write it! Mosd
of all, the statement ’>.at T talke
with him, for our communication Was
accomplished without the dragglng
medium of speech. How else, ollt_
might ask? Just as two happ}IY";le
tuned people converse, silently, 1n ke g
dark; just as the soul of musie sped 2
to us without words; just as 3/
higher things in life are expresse £
not by words, but by the lack ©
them. ¢“Words,”” said Demosthenes,
‘‘are but the shadows of actions. t
would rather say, ¢“Words are but
the clumsy expression of thoughts-
As soon as he came to me to-day,
T knew that another stage in my ev]o
lution had been reached. Not only
could T see . . distinguished him from
those Others . . but I knew that
could communicate with him. It lls
difficult to set down in words exactly
what we said; T could as easily transs
late the ripple of water, the softnes
of cloud, the heart of moonlight. ¢
But it will not be unpleasant 0
Try—n
We were alone. He sat close t;’
me and touched me without eontact-
Suddenly, T heard myself framing
thoughts, and the words in Whlce
they formed themselves were thoS
oL an unfamiliar tongue. e 2199?
““Wilt tell me thy name,O Spirit! "
T asked. <“Art thou a god, thad
people do prostrate themselves 2o
worship thee??’ T
‘‘Nay, fair daughter of Isis, th
replied.  ¢‘The mighty Toth b2 :
blessed me, and Osiris doth give ™
the shadow of his brilliance, but -
am no god. Knowst not that I am
Prince of Egypt?’’



‘‘But thou are mot a man,”’ T ar-
gued. ‘“Thou are but a spirit. Has
Spirit sex?’’

‘‘Look at me,”” he commanded.

I obeyed. His face was pale; his
€yes, unusually large and brilliant,
seemed to pour a joyous message into
mine. I could look no longer, and
trembling beneath his gaze, 1 turned
my face away. _

‘“Call it what thou wilt,”’ he said,
and a triumphant note throbbed in
his voice. ‘“‘Thou must know that I
am a man ., . . and young.’’ =

Amazed, T demanded to know if
8pirit had, age.

_““Nay, thou whose fairness dost
Tival the whiteness of the lotus blos
Som, spirit has no age .. .. it has
eternal youth.’’

“‘Then has it been long since thou
wert of the living??’

le answered by indicating the vast
Sweep of silent sands. ‘‘Only they re-
member the greatness of my ancient

:‘"‘gdom. Even thou hast forgot-
ben.’?
L3 ] ?’ )

‘Truly, thou,’’ he repeated, sadly.
\nd once more my eyes fell before
his ardent gaze. ‘‘But see——pm’hﬂvps
thou canst remember.”’

A vision spread itself before me.
A civilization higher and older than
any ¥ had imagined, unrolled there
upon the desert. 1 saw the moble
architecture of that ancient eity, its
Solemn halls of worship, its magnifi-
‘ent seats of learning, its voluptuous
temples of pleasure.  Vividly, in 2
€W moments, I seemed to live close,
close to the hearts of its proud and
fearless people.

A vast building took shape—=2
building whose dome was the dark,
Star-pricked sky. It was thronged
With people, and wave upon wave of
Soundless music filled its dim-lit
Spaces. T could see the massive
Mmarble columns—black—which —sup-
Ported a tracery of delicate carving
at their top. 1 could smell the in-
‘ense drifting from dull gold censers.

nd far away, before what appeared
i be an altar cut from solid tur-
ql}o's“; and studded extravagantly
With glittering gems—before this

ere stood an aged priest and a fair
young eouple. The man wore his
foyal insignia—a crown of gold, from
;ﬂnch a jewelled serpent raised its
ead. The girl by his side.
A ery escaped my lips. 1 was gaz-
g at myself!

e vision faded. Everything

faded. T knew nothing until grad-
ually aroused by the comfort of his
Presence, ;
. ‘‘Beloved,”” he whispered, enfold-
Mg me in a close embrace, ‘‘thou
Were almost mine. Death separated
;ls' As T loved thee then, so I have
Oved thee all these lonely ages. Tell
Me, hast thou forgotten, Sweet?’’

Lonfusedly, T tried to answer. |
tried to agk why he had not come
to me before; w}iy I lived physically
and he did not; ‘why we seemed -to
ave escaped from one another
th{'ough. different worlds—he in that,
t n this. Clumsily, I put the ques-
on: ““Dost thou not wish to live?’

¢ .
= .y y ]t
diat?r | my beloved, not if thou Wi

he said.
qu" day a peculiar thing: happened.
g through the ward, 1 came upon

'Ster  Dixon painting a patient’s
;0“"(1 with iodi]ne. I %ingered near
eaoment to watech her work, when there
fume to me a faint perfume—The Per-
itsm]‘i' .- rypt, as it seemed to name
oot —illusive, yet distinet. It came
th(:: her. I moved closer, only to find
thay WY mose detected mothing other
tudll)l the pungent smell of iodine. Dis-
bu‘;-, ed, I passed on and tried to forget,

- the idea that a delicate, sweet per-

me emanated from her, grew firmer.

o boys spoke of it, and I noticed
“‘r)ﬁnethlng more .. .. there were times

en she sat still beside some mangled

a‘"‘m that I heard a gentle humming,
exme‘”ey of divine harmony; not music,
so&“t]y, but an indeseribable, noiseless
m“nd which did not reach me through

Y ears. And several times I saw a
queer roge light shining about her head.

Was like Egyptian moonlight on the
$Sert sands, or like the faint diffusion
of sunshine through a crimson parasol;

a;ld I saw this thing at night, long
#fter the hot Egyptian sun had set.

.. Then T tried to avoid the girl. Queer
Sights and sounds are bad enough at
to”}e; out there, strange things lose

€ir strangeness and the brain swings

On a less even balance. ‘‘Is it true?’’
Someone asks. ““Why not?’’ another
Teplies, ¢¢T¢ happened in Egypt.”’

was afraid of reaching the point
Where mad fancies looked sane to me.

Dryad Dixon had been on duty all

o Tnoon, and was not supposed to be
the ward until midnight. I went at
2 quarter of twelve to call her.

(Continued on page 53)

Get a copy of “The St‘urg
rnation Milk
A v Contains 100
1 did tested recipes
25;01:4’1[ find every one @

from us.

real help.

Your nmame and address

on @

postcard to our

Aylmer office brings it—

FREE.
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il or ream

O matter what the

demand, if you have

a few cans of Car-
nation Milk handy, you
are prepared.

Whipped cream for the
dessert — chill Carnation
(in the can) and it whips
beautifully.

A bed-time drink for the
children—add water to
Carnation.

Thin milk for cooking—
add more water.

For tea or coffee—for cream-
ing vegetables or soups—for
cooking or candy-making—for

ALL milk uses—Carnation fills
the bill.

And you can always have it
handy, because it keeps for
several months in the cans.
None spoils, because it keeps
for several days when opened.
Carnation Milk is just pure,
whole, rich milk evaporated to
the consistency of cream. Water
only is taken away—all food
value, and richness remains. You
can add water to consistency
desired.

Order Carnation Milk from
your grocer. Order by the case
and you’'ll never be without milk.
Directions on every can.

Made in Canada by
Camnation Milk Products Co., Limited
AYLMER, ONTARIO
Seattle and Chicago, U.S.A,

CONDENSERIES Canada Food
at Aylmer and Board Licenses
Springfield, Ont, 14-96 and 14-97

Carnation Milk

Your Grocer has it in 16 oz. tall
and 6 oz. baby cans.

“from Contented Cows”’

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

Royal Naval College of Canada.

ing a complete education in Naval Science.
Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Services
as midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory however. For

FOR BOYS

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of impart- AND GIRLS

Your children’s henlttl;l is of thﬁ ﬁxl;st
imy Start them right
dothmgmthm with J Gagments):

who do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a Purk

:ﬁ;’:ﬁug}, grounding in applied Science and is accepted as qualifying Ye:r“;c:s J;E;igell‘“ ool Under-
for entry as second year students in Canadian Universities. Went Drecsgin

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with ability Gowlis. Knitts
to obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and Shits ’G S era’
mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematics, Clab’.Shdatess
Navigation, History and Modern Languages, as a basis for general ey CRTR ei
development of further specialization. {.m, l)':'l;ece Coats,

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Gloves, Stockings:
Department of the Naval Service, Ottawa. etc. A fully illus-

Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at the rated catalogue
time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located at will be st Fredon

i ear Victoria, B.C. icati
g T G. J. DESBARATS, spplication.
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service. ForsaleatJaegerStores
Unauthorized Publication of this advertisement will not be paid for. and Agencies through- " g wqe)
Ottawa, February 3, 1919, out the Dominion. -
‘ Sanitary Woollen,
DEAFNESS IS MISERY e DR.JAEGER Se=igry Weollao, LiviT
i e ek Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
i 1 know because I-was Deaf an DOG DISEASES

[} is caused by Catarrh or b:

- easy to take out. Are
ive. Write for

htement of how I

Cannot be seen when worn.

P. or
Wholly Destroyed Natar. "m. E"K to put ll::
Booklet

Head
i Antiseptic Ear
for over 30 years. My invisible atheptss |
restored my hearing and "
Drame e or you. . They arc Tiny Megaphoaes

Effective when D afoess
Perforated,

4 my hearing.

Suite 202. 705th Ave. o

it A. O. LEONARD

New York Clty

America’s the Author

And How to Feed

Mailed free to any address by

British “founded 1883

H. CLAY GLOVER €O, Inc., | | F0abe Pou Joined Everpwoman’s

Dog Medicines| 118 West 31t Strect, New Yerk Book and Music Club?
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Solid Comfort

Living-room furniture upholstered
in Craftsman Fabrikoid is always
comfortable, clean and inviting
looking.

Soft leather splits soon lose their
shape and also get shabby looking
in a short time. Not so Fabrikoid.
It always holds its shape and looks
fresh.

It is waterproof, stainproof and
sanitary too---added features that
appeal to every good housewife.

Write for our booklet, ‘“‘Home
Upholstering.”” It tells you in
simple language just how you
can do most of your own up-
holstering work at home.

DU PONT
FABRIKOID CO.

Sales Office
> 63 Bay St. : TORONTO

F3

N 11,

L.

N R

{ LEIXE
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0101010000 100009097

};}n:u,l.m.mu..u..ls. *.1.A||..1t.u..u..u..|a.§;n )i;

Keeping the Home Fires

- Burning

THERE ARE MANY MEN YET LIVIN,G
who can tell about going to the” neighbor’s,
miles away perhaps, to * Borrow ” a chunk of
fire. Until it arrived, no wnrmth, no light could be
kindled. Whole families have shivered for hours until
the messenger could return with the precious spark from
a neighbor’s fireplace.

Zoday, with a box of

Eddy’s Matches

on the shelf, you need not worry least the fire
die down in the night, and you can leave
your house for weeks without making elaborate plans for
getting a fire started when y(;)u reu;’rn. Bort ke
ittle thing, perhaps, but it has ma

(‘?ifxfl:;tecxz::s ?nhtt;x: worii):(’i.p Anlzi ’it makes a.difference
whether you get good matches or poor ones.

The best assurance of match satisfaction you can have
is to see that Eddy’s name is on the box.

The E. B. EDDY CO. Limited
HULL, Canada

Also makers of Indurated Fibreware
and Paper Specialties

The Woman Who Wrecked the World

(Continued from page 6)

than that. She had sense enough to
grasp fully the fact that her husband
was overwhelmingly in love with her
and the old Emperor could arrange for
him to meet twenty princesses and that
her big Crown Prince would be polite
and nothing more, to them all. She
knew that all the Emperors in Europe
would never make Franz Ferdinand give
her up. So when she heard the rumours
she merely smiled.

Meanwhile, the old Emperor had
driven Franz Ferdinand into a corner,
so the young man hurled a bomb. When
it burst there came out of the smoke the
fact that he already had a wife, a
charming, brainy woman, and that he
was very happy. But in the eyes of the
Emperor, Sophie was merely a low-born
Countess of Bohemia, a former lady-
in-waiting, a morganatic, unknown
wife—moreover, of despised Czech
blood. They were joined fast by the
Church, and she was the mother of a
boy; but the old Emperor smiled. Such
things had been arranged before—in-
deed, very often, in the house of Haps-
burg. Why not again?

‘T will settle a great sum of money
on her,”” he told Franz Ferdinand. ‘I
will make a great donation to the
Church. Tt will be discovered that you
were never properly married’’—but
Franz Ferdinand shook his head. ‘‘She
is my ‘wife. She will come to the
throne with me.’’

Morosely the old Emperor shook his
head. He sighed as he yielded to the
inevituble. ‘‘You, too, Ferdinand. I
thought you were different—strong. I
thought that some day you would be an
Emperor with a will of iron. But you
are like the rest of us—a woman’s
face.’’

Melancholy days dawned for the Em-
peror, but he would not admit defeat.
He called for his counsellors and had
them refresh his mind on the statutes.
He saw that the law of the Austrian
Empire forbade any but a princess of
royal blood to come to the rank of
empress. He smiled grimly as he read
this safeguard against the children of
any woman, trapping royalty, from
ascending the throne. He laughed as
he thought of Franz Ferdinand with a
wife who could never reign in Austria;
with a child who could never come to
the Tmperial throne. But he scowled
as he reflected that curiously enough
this same law did not apply in Hun-
gary and in the other dominions of
the Dual Monarchy. In these, theu,
this obscure Countess could in time be-
come Queen, and her son, in time, King.
Perhaps it were better to placate Sophie
Chotek. Two days later the old Em-
peror changed Countess Sophie into the
Princess of Hohenberg, and gave to her
the title of Serene Highness. This
would make her forget her ambitions
for the Bohemians, so he thought.

Franz Ferdinand was a strong man;
he crossed the Emperor’s wishes, jeopar-
dizing his future throme. In a sour
mood the Emperor might have banished
him then and there. Anthony of Rome,
and our own Andrew Jackson were
strong men, and they laid their power
in women’s hands. But Franz Fer-
dinand, when he yielded to Sophie, be-
came a toy in her hands. Vienna said
‘‘She carries him in her pocket.”’ He
was honest and he wasg blunt, quite
without the shrewd girt for diplomacy
that belonged to the Hapsburgs. Sophie
had her enormous ambition to right the
wrongs of the Czechs. He did this not
idealistically, possessing no passion for
Justice, no desire to see down-trodden
people uplifted. He did it merely be-
cause a dainty hand stroked his chin
and a sweet voice said: ‘‘Franz, won’t
you do this for me?’’ Sugar-fed, spur-
pricked, the good steed went prancing
into the arena of world politics. Bling
to what it would mean, never thinking
of the power of the forces in the Dual
Monarchy, and in Germany, that he
would antagonize by espousing the
cause of the Czechs, Franz Ferdinand
led their fight. For him, personally, it
was bad; for the former maid-in—w;iit-
g it was good. At the worst, she
me%dhbe _abli? to tear out the kin,gdom
of Bohemia from the A ian ¢¢
quilt”’ for her son. _— P

Time went on, and her power b :
more great. The old Emgeror gr?e%iméi
know her wisdom and took her into his
counsel. When Austria cynically tore
up the treaty of Berlin and annexed
Bosnia and Herzegovina, the diplomats
wo.nderegi. It was a bold, ruthless act.
Being wise men, many of the diplomats
gave the credit to Frang Ferdinand. He
was young, ambitious, strong. There
were others who looked behind the fig-
ure of the Crown Prince and saw thgt
stronger woman with the firm chin anqd
the round eyes which gt times could
be as innocent as a baby’s. Ang they

decided that it was she who had in-
spired the tearing up of the treaty of
Berlin—she who had made herself ducal
wife, who would carve out a great em-
pire for her son, who would make her-
self suprcme in that empire, or pull
down the pillars of Europe. 47
Nothing was beyond her ambition.
She schemed across the borders of Aus-
tria. She caused herself to be invited
to Berlin by the Kaiser; she pretended
to agree with him in his schemes. He
did her many honours, all of which help-
ed her in Vienna. The old Emperor
raised her to the rank of Archduchess

*and bestowed upon her the title of Im-

perial Highness. This cleared her path
to the throme; it was the first step to-
ward the removal of the barrier be-
tween her son and the throne; it‘made
it possible for that boy of unprincely
blood to some day become Austrian
Emperor.

In Vienna there formed a stronﬁ
party opposed to the ‘‘Chotek woman,
as they called her. They pinned their
hopes upon the gallant Otto—he who
sought to jump his horse over a hearse
in the streets of Vienna. A mnotorious
man, he was married to a Princess 0
Saxony without beauty. One night, at
a time when he was Colonel command-
ing a regiment of dragoons, he drank
deep at Sachers ‘and marched his
drunkards home with him to the Im-
perial Palace in the Ausgarten. They
boisterously trooped through the park
and fell up the palace stairs. The mad

' Otto decided he would introduce his

boon fellows to the Archduchess, his
Saxon wife without beauty. An age
retainer who had accompanied her from
her home barred the Archduke’s Pa.th.'
Straightening his old spine, he sald:
“‘Your Royal Highness shall not enter
except over my dead body.”’  Otto
drew his saber and in his alcoholic fury
slashed open the ancient man. Then
with his carousers he crossed the
threshold. . . . This was the man who
was the hope of the comspirators 1
Vienna, Franz
The spring of 1914 sped along.
Joseph wasggrowing vgry feeble. Tpe
day was not far off when he would die,
when Franz Ferdinand would come t0
the throne, there to be ruled by Sh%
whose policies ran counter to those 0
the Austrian nobility, counter to s
Hungarian nobles—to Berlin. With in-
creasing power, she became bold. One
day she said that there would soon be
a kingdom of Bohemia. The German
Kaiser sent for Franz Ferdinand and
verified his suspicions. Sophie Chotek
had made a fool of him. He had blun-
dered in giving her the prestige of an
invitation to his court. Bitterly he
realized how adroitly she had used 1
to further her own position in Vienna.
The Kaiser’s talk with Franz Fer-
dinand showed him that the Austrian
heir was as soft clay in Sophie Chotek's
hands. The heir was opposed to the
ascendancy of Germany in Austrianl
affairs. He was cool toward the plans
of Berlin. He could see no point Il
making war to acquire all the land
down to Turkey. He said it would an-
tagonize the English. The Kaiser
discerned that it was his wife speaking
through the Austrian heir—she WhO
had cleverly read the designs of Ger
many, that Teutonic scheme to US®
Austria as a catspaw and then to dom-
inate Austria and to create a TeutoniC
empire from the Baltic to the Persial
Gulf. She knew that were these things
to come to pass, that the German K&l
ser would rule all, that her dreams for
an independent Bohemia—all her other
dreams—would be snuffed out. S0 t0
the Kaiser’s policies her husband said
no.  Sophie Chotek and Franz Ferdin®
and had incurred the wrath of Berlin:
They had both been hated by the
Vienna court, she because she had been
a lady-in-waiting and had risen to 2
position where she would be Empress;
he because he had married a lowly
countess and was fighting for the ¢ause
of an oppressed, sneered-on people. They
had been hated in Hungary, becauS?
they both were committed to the cre
ation of a powerful (zech and Slavis
State; and the Hungarians hated X
Czechs and the Slays, The hatred for
ophie and Franz Ferdinand grew wihet
they opposed the schemes of the diplo-
mats in Vienna who desired a gred
land grab in the Balkans. When Ber
lin’s hate was added their doom Wa$
Written! e
There is a little city in the empir
called Sarajevo. Tt is Ylled with Jugo-
Slavs who hate, with good reason, the
house of Hapsburg., In whose brain the
Plot originated is mot yet known. b
briest who ministered to Sophie Chotet
says that it was the plot of Coun
Tisza, leader of the Hungarian .n0b165f~
t would seem, though, in the light ©

(Continued on page 54)
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A Prinée of Egypt

(Continued from page 51)

Fully dressed, she lay on her eot.
Tendrils of wavy golden hair escaped
Tom under her eap; her cheeks were
deadly pale; her lips were parted and
Smiling.  She had crossed her slim
hands over her undeveloped breast, and
10 movement as of breathing broke the
eerie, lifeless serenity of her rest.
.~f€ mnearer I approached, the more
disturbed I grew. There was some-
th"l_g unnatural about her. I am not
afraiq of death, and I did not think she
Was dead, but there was a nameless
Something there, which turned me icy
¢old and sent my heart into my throat.

Flghting against this terror with all
Wy strength, I went quite close to the
ed and looked down.

THE BODY WAS EMPTY! Like an
9Paque shell. Not transparent or look-
g as if devoid of life, but rather as
though the Thing which is vital had
€en drawn away.

Even while T stared, unable to take
My eyes from her, there sounded again
that hUmming; I was enveloped in a
cloud of perfume; the room glowed
With a warm rose light, and I saw IT
Teturn to that still body, and fill it.

Dryad Dixon stirred and awoke.
tu“y conscious on the instant, she got
O‘FGT feet and started to the door.

Wait!’’ T called sharply. ‘‘As
your Superior, T insist that you do not
xgxotagam into the desert alone. It is
solf safe. You might easily lose your-
¢l among those endless hills of sand.’’

nd then vaguely wondering what
Prompted me to connect her recent ap-
Pearance with the desert, I clutched at

hei ;;j{ling air and fell forward on

NEARLY two months have passed
En 151’106 that night. I am back in
1t Sand, slowly recovering from fever.
m Was worth having—to come out of
ry delirium one morning and see the
ca?fs bursting into what Oscar Wilde
gott @ ‘‘shrill green.’’ Tt was like
ctor 8 & glimpse of heaven after the
ey pink of Cairo. .
S delirious a long time, whic
f,ﬁi;"}Ptﬂ for my delay ingwritiug what
i les before me on these pages. And
Yooks 80 strange in England!
.t there are stranger things to tell.
Dixon fhls diary belonging to Dryad
less thay - SX3mple. . I found it
titng Ian a week ago, when for the first
ugoa Sorted over the contents of my
mggkge._ How it came to be a part of
T 8o 1t is still a mystery, for although
now not know who packed for me, I
Sent tlt Wwas not Dryad Dixon. I was
eXperi Engla_nd two days after my last
Dl‘ev'lenee with her—and twelve hours
4 10US to my going, she disappeared!
broy Iliﬁttex- from Colonel Mowberly
Suchg t me the news—a letter breathing
imPosa‘lztorm of emotion as to make it
in parstl le for me to reproduce it, even
love fo; Poor, broken-hearted Dan! His
a4 mg 0} that girl was like the love of
no o 10T a spirit. He could give me
08 ?:rtlc‘ﬂars. She simply left the
t“rlll)e(fl one afternoon, and never re-

inﬁxtehough there was torture for him
ith g thought that she had gone away
lief rafﬁn“ne else, he clung to that be-
in er than think she had been lost
Conside desert. He seemed unable to

er the horror of such a death,

Pianed his hopes upon me as 2

Mmeg -
He Egulby Which she could be traced.

tainty op
fome of po
Me untj] 4

not knowing what had be-
r. The letter was kept from
few days ago.

3 thx?g‘}:yhdld I then feel impelled to look
Aﬂsu,-gd g luggage? I do not know.
3 iche ly there was nothing of mine
on th, could throw any possible light
Ang disappearance of Dryad Dixon!
blin yﬁt’ With faltering feet and trem-
my i ands, I was drawn directly to
it . and there was this book

0 touch th i
br e pages she had written
Ofot“hght back all thge strange sensations
me tl?se othgr days; to read them gave
Db ¢ terrifying certainty of her
Bci(mnce near me. I was again con-
£ ;01" that faint, elusive perfume—
o o Tfume of Egypt—diffused about
\un;;qom' There was, too, a gentle
ley ofmg’ that weird, harmonious med-
iy sound.so difficult to trace, and
chan and again I knew that the light
3 lged Into a silver-rose glow. In
g'and, too .. .. in England!
last ¢re is just one more entry—the
Shoull(;l Dryad Dixon’s journal—that I
Cilonal like to give, in answer to
commzml\IOWber]y’s letter. I have no
i enough;ti make. I copy it. That
smﬁlk.e Job, I sigh and say, ‘‘My
bos Ils Wweary of my life,’’ and at
understand the message of that

(Continued on page 54)

d bear anything but the uncer- |
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N making the 100,000 McClary stoves
in 1919, vast quantities of iron and
steel must be handled every working

Yet every casting is even more rigidly
inspected to-day than in the early days when
only a few small stoves went out from the
plant to create a name for McClary'’s.

Not an operation in

the whole plant is

allowed to be hurriedly or carelessly handled.

This rigid principle of manufacturing has made
McClary’s the greatest stove and furnace works

under the British Flag.

To-day, if you are thinking of buying a heating or
cooking device of any nature, you should consult

McClary's.

Any of this list of Booklets on heating or cooking
will be sent, if you mention this paper.

*Service from the kitchen"—about the Kootenay Steel Range,
“Magic of the Pandora"—about the Pandora Cast-Iron Range,
“Comfort in the Home'—on heating with the Sunshine Furnace,
“Satisfaction'—dealing with McClary's Gas Ranges,
“McClary's Electrical Appliances'—on cooking with electricity,

{‘Household Helper—Canning Edition'—describing

Automatic Oil Cook Stove.

McClary's Florence

{‘The Story of a Range"—McClary's Simplex Combination Coal and Gas

Range.

M“Clary’s

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver,
St. John, N.B., Hamilton, Calgary, Saskatoon,
Edmonton.

See your local paper for ‘name of McClary’s dealer,
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Cosy Day and Night Wear
For All The Family

can be easily and economically made at home with
the aid of paper patterns supplied with

LAWRIE & SMITHS
REAL SCOTCH WINCEY

Fast in colour and practically unshrinkable ; light, vet
cosy, Real Scotch Wincey will stand the vissicitudes
of the wash tub better than any other fabric-retaining
itsdbeautiful appearahce and giving satisfaction to the
end.

In a pleasing range of white, self colours and fashion-
able striped effects, equally suitable for Ladies’ and
Childrens’ Slumber-Wear Night Dresses, Ladies’ Un-
derwear, Men's Pyjamas, Shirts, etc.; Babies Frocks,
Childrens’ Dresses, Ladies Blouses, and all articles
that go frequently to the wash.

j

= § (e

Wy,
i

Prices from 2/- per yard. Send for Patterns

S \W
\%N\\\\\\ \\\Q Scotch Tartans, Tweeds, Voiles, Muslins, Zephyrs
\\\ No. 19038. § and Ginghams. Lawrie & Smiths range cannot be
\ Patterns of this N equalled for tastefullness, quality, and durability.
Suit FREE. \§ Patterns on request.
\\\\\\
\\\\\\\ LAWRIE & SMITH (Dept. Y)
@ Real Scotch Wincey House, AYR, Scotland 5
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#No Paste Neeoeo’

¢ t all kodak
to mount al

;
2SCOUGHS

red g
! m“:nk‘ corners of pictures, then wet mdp:ﬁo

o the muss, no fuss, At
QUICK-EASY ART Rocss. 1 B brinis fall pkg., and sam:
e G Dept.s J 1456 Lolands CHICAGO

lonial

Mz, CIemem'.McIr

Near Detroit; Interurban Cars pass the door.

HE mineral baths are en-

dorsed by the highest medi-

cal authorities for efficacy in

rheumatism, neuralgia, blood and

skin diseases, stomach disorders,

nervous diseases, locomotor at-
axia, and run-down conditions.

The beautiful Colonial Hotel is strictly
modern. Mineral baths characterized
by every nicety of appointment. The
rooms are large and fuinished in ex-
cellent taste. Many forms of amuse-
ment. $31.50 a week and up, including
meals. The service is excellent at all
times, including the late fall, winter
and early spring. Write for Booklet.

W. W. WITT, Manager
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one of the new Monarch-Knit coats.

homespun Australian yarns and muc
designing, make it a_.garment such
proud

ONARCH -
SWEATER- COATS

The above moclel, in pale blue with salmon trimmings,. is
Its beautiful, rich
effect and soft, down)'? texture, resulting from the use of ﬁn'e,
painstaking care in
as any weman might be
to wear at any time. Your dealer will g'ladlj_ show
you many such dainty and exclusive styles in silk: sxlls mixtures /0
and wool, in refined and uncommon color combinations.

(The Monarch Knitting Company, Limited

Duanville, Ontario, Canada
\‘——//
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FLASH IT ANYWHERE

i i 3 her

é E sliable Tubular Flashlight where ot
Elﬁ;tl; claxgtdl;o. Shoot a piercing, brilliant l).cam
tl%is way or that. No danger of fire or explosions.
Instant light any time, any place—pocketed when
not in use. 5 2 | g
iable Tubular Flashlight and Searchlight cases
:]i{l%‘glfbx:etall:cnamelled in red, brown, blue and green.

All sizes and styles of fibre and metal flashlights.
. < ell 2 lephone need
Your motor car, truck, door bcl‘l‘ and te need
Rgll;able Ignition Batteries for Lively and La§t1ng l
energy. Reliable Flashlights, Searchlights an
Batteries are made in Canada. Better than others,

no higher in price.

For sale by Dealers everywhere

DOMINION BATTERY COMPANY LIMITED
Toronto Canada

§ TRADE MARK
Canadian Boducts ’
. "Lively and Lasting

|

A Prince of Egypt
(Continued from page 53)

wise old woman of stone with her
tired smile. T feel keenly the un-
reality, the vagueness of this pass-
ing show, and 1 have been privileged
to know the joy of living for a brief
space freed from the burden of a
body. To cast it off altogether seems
now quite. simple; one has but to
crawl from it as a butterfly emerges
from its chrysalis. I have left my
body often of late; sometimes on the
sands, sometimes lying on my bed. I
am convinced that passing through
the veil which divides ome world
from another—which divides me
from him—is but a matter of my own
will.

‘‘Death separated us, once,’’ he
told me. Tt shall unite us now!

He loves me! I love him! No
words can translate the exquisite com-
munion of souls that is ours. I must
go to him to-day .. .. go to him ut-
terly, completely. For some time I
have virtually lived out there, com-
pelling my physical body to perform
its tasks without me. But such an
existence is but a poor compromise.
I am cheating both my body and my
soul. Besides, my love for him can
but half express itself. It is the
same with his for me. And for what
has this message, this knowledge,
been given me if not for my use?

There is none to regret my going.
I have nothing to lose; everything
to gain. Therefore, to-day—at once—
I am determined to take my body
out to that great pink desert, and
there, in one of the many holes made
by those who exhume the mummies
at rest beneath the sands, I will
bury it.

And even if ‘they find the husk
that T have

worn throughout my
earthly span, T, myself, will be be-
yond their reach free
loving .. .. beloved. .. ..
[ come, my Prince of Egypt ..
I come . Licome: . ..

The Woman Who Wrecked
The World

(Continued from page 52)

recent revelations, that Count Berch-
told in Vienna and the Kaiser in Berlin
must have known every detail of that
plot. In the Vienna court in the sum-
mer of 1914 they told Franz Ferdinand
that it was his duty, as heir to the
throne, to go with his wife to Sara-
jevo and win the favour of its disaf-
fected people to the house of Hapsburg
—an impossible task. Franz Ferdinand
knew that Sarajevo was filled with
plotters who would welcome the oppor-
tunity to assassinate him. He declined
to go. The plotters in Vienna caused
it to be whispered about that he was
afraid; so, in a headstrong way,  he
said, ‘T will go.”’

Before he went the Austrian Foreign
Oflice was warned by the Servian Min-
ister that positive information had
come from Belgrade that a plot had

-been hatched to kill Frangz Ferdinand

and his wife when they visited Sara-
jevo.

Vienna let him go. Nor were there
any precautions taken for the trip. The
priest who was Sophie’s spiritual ad-
viser said the other day: ‘““Franz Fer-
dinand was sent -to Sarajevo to be
slain. He was led into a trap pre-
pared by the court at Vienna and by
the Hungarian aristoeracy, Austria
never made any proper inquiry into the
tragedy, and no one was made respon-
sible for the fact that no precaution-
ary measures were taken to avoid it.’’

Thereby hangs the tale—the tale goes
back to Berlin—to those who swept
Franz Ferdinand and the Little Lady
of Bohemia from the path of their am-
bitions, and made the tragedy serve
their purpose by creating from it a
‘“caunse’’ for war.

It You Are Ambitious

HAVE noticed that men who have

climbed to great heights, asa rule, have
chosen the job which held the larger
future, regardless of what it might give
in immediate returns. It was not the
larger salary they were after, but the
larger opportunity. It was the job
which gave promise of the greatest future
that they wanted, not a “soft snap”
with easy money and no future. Many
vocations which pay the most money at
first have the least future in them. If
you must make sacrifices make them
when you are first starting out in life,
You will find it much easier to make
them later. ou need at the outset
is, the most of all, the biggest opportunity
for growth and development, the job
that has the larger possible future in it
If you are ambitious, you won't look for 2
‘‘soft snap” and “easy money."—Orison
Swett Marden in The New Success.

BABY COLEMAN.

Virol built up his
strength.

161, Cambridge Road,
Seven Kings, Essex.
Dear Sirs,

My baby seemed to be quite healthy
at birth, but being unable to feed him
I tried differentfoods at various times.
At first he appeared to be making
progress, but after a few months it
became evident he was wasting, an
I was advised to try Virol. He soon
began to pull round, and in a short
time made considerable weight and
was altogether brighter and happier.
This satisfactory progress has con-
tinued, thanks to Virol, whlch‘ has
built up his streng‘h, making him a
splendidly stardy little fellow. In
view of the gratifying results obtained,
I do not hesitate to recommend Virol
whenever the question arises of the
best alternative food for baby.—Yours
truly, G. C. COLEMAN.

Virol increases the power of resistance
to the germs of disease and raplacis
wasted tissue, it is therefore a valua.?ne
food in Measles, Whooping-cough, In-
fantile Diarrheea, Influenza, etcs

VIROL

Bole Importers: BOYRIL, Ltd.,
27,St. Peter Street, Montreal.
S.H.B.
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HORROCKSES
LONGCLOTH:}
‘/‘oéz’zaéz{//’{ar

Thename“HORROCKSES”
on India Longcloth, Cambric,
Nainsook or MadaFolam is a
guarantee of quality, long
wear and full value for your

(T
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money. :
These famous British fabrics
have been the standard of the
world for more than a century.
Obtainable in most stores A
where dry goods are sold. ©
If yt;ur avorite store cannot q M
supply what you want, write g—‘—\%
JOHN E. RITCHIE, S /)
adian Agent, //’4
5918t.Catherine St. W. Montreal. S

Branc! f»?Q 1
4 Toronto and Vancouver %ﬂ"‘")
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STICKUMS
Dennison’s glue, paste, mu-
cilage, stick like bad habits.
Dealers everywhere.

For the “Handy Book,” write to Dennison,
Dept. 7, 160 Richmond’ 8t. West, Toronto

@ What Next

O
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NOT ASPIRIN UNLESS
BAYER™ ON TABLETS

‘ —— = . . . ——
iy

Only Tablets Marked With “Bayer Cross” Are
Genuine Aspirin—Others Not Aspirin at All!

S — = — 1

“Bayer” Now Made in Canada by a Canadian
Company—All Rights Purchased from
Membership is secured with your new or renf‘-“'“ive a one-dollar selection

WOMAN'S WORLD at $2.00. This entitles you to rece u- S- Government

of club books i ree of cost. Your membership further en- 5 e
titles you to aoéowgsgegiggtgz’efwith each new member you send the F!ul?. 3 ’
membership being secured with a new or renewal subscription t(?'Ilj‘l\f‘*l{t‘-
| WOMAN'S WOoRLD. All the latest books and music are in this way availa )(;_ :‘)
you at all times and at no expense. 1f your subscription has explre(li),ms)({cnfr,l'
your renewal now (use coupon on page 1), a'.]d SecHIs .doliar ot hl)()‘l;l:
you are already a member, send in the subscription of a friend or neig
1 and you will both receive a dollar’s worth of books or music Sree. e liwed
- . When the price of a book is more than the one gultar C’)m;()lt ‘.:\ $1.50
$imply add the slight difference to your subscription price ot .., Giaa of
1 k costs you only 50c. Merely add this 50c. to your subscrqs)(t)ul)n ll)\ g2
$2.00 and you receive both your magazine for a year and a $1. ;oo : ﬁm‘y
k over '$1.00 cannot be secured other than for an individual s\g ?bcflps,l 5‘.)
e subscription of a friend will not entitle you both to receive a $1.

k, although the book may be shared between you.

BOOKS FOR THIS MONTH

See the August issue for additional list.

”
“ RESCUED FROM A HAREM T
A wealthy i wakes to the sudden fact that he has been
made the clezre?‘,zgg{gofA :lgg:l?au spy. Placing his fortune and hxsbientlilf:lsi
at the disposal of the English Government, he finds time to rescue a‘h a':nted
French girl from a Turkish harem,and through her captures th'el ,‘nHLTI-: -
SPy. This is but a brief outline of George Gibbs thrilling tale, : h LA
fone,” price $1.50. A delightful tangle of adventure, mystery and romance.

THE BEST SHORT STORIES
OF 1918

e ———

' When Do You Read?

N bed? In the train? In the street car? At meals? On
| Sundays? On your vacation ? Fall evenings ? On the watfr
or in your canoe? Whether your answer is yes or no to onty
one or all of the above questions, whether you read some time or all the txfme,
you will find the privilege of securing any books or music of your chqnlce,d reé:
of cost, an invaluable opportunity. The latest popular novels, the stan a.l;
selections of all great writers, books of travel, biography, science and ﬁcttt)cn, zéBe
all available to you—jfree—through EvERYWOMAN'S Book AND MusiC CLUB.

Join Everywoman’s Book and Music Club!

| subscription to EVERY-

J

If anybody intimates that “Bayer
Tablets of Aspirin” are German made
or owned, he is playing unfair to a
Canadian Industry, and to Canadian
Workmen, Absolutely no German
interest in Canadian Company.
Unless you see the safety “Bayen
Cross’” on the package and on the
tablets you are not getting Aspirin at
all. The ‘“Bayer Cross” means true
Aspirin—no other tablets are Aspirin,

Don’t accept Aspirin in a pill box. Buy a “Bayer Package’!

“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” have been proved safe by mil-
lions fox: Pain, Headache, Neuralgia, Toothache, Earache,
Rheumatism, Lumbago, Colds, Grippe, Joint Pains, Neuritis.

Proper and safe directions are mn every “Bayer” package.

JIMMIE HIGGINS

A By Upton Sinclair. $1.60. By Eugene O'Brien. $1.60. Boxes of 12 tablets—Bottles of 24—Bottles of 100—Also Capsules.
powerful romance of capital and labour, i f fiction of 1918 is con-

i . The thick cream of fictiol 4 Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in da) of B

‘wnail:terl‘\‘l 1:; lJeuErs of toil, sacrifice and Iifn{qal tained in t.lt:is tm:tem.l(‘.\; pv:rlr?il;ﬂ‘ﬂ 52“:‘3;,‘3:}31‘ tl:lgt;ﬂs%::‘ of S;‘lll‘fllncu:nll. t“:h l}:‘ |€ is we‘lill kqxg\(v:x“:ni.hat: Y nlr‘x’;e :n%i::: “Bcntgr:i gulgg‘flan{:tceumm-
R . Jack Lo e Ti i ig- rt stori . ¢ against imitations, Com

gins is immcn:e." e e ;'rl:ethzeztxrsrcgt magazines throughout 1918. their general trade mark, the “Bayer (,s;-o.:,:'cm i kad ARY; i\ D SESUICGR MRS

e

THE CUP OF FURY
By Rupert Hughes, $1.75.

Imagine losin i
i & your childhood sweetheart
Elu);l:& find her years later as the adopted
il of a naturalized English family, of
P e birth, living in wealth in London
e stooused of aiding the enemy. This is
equ;‘"‘,"ll.!”‘g background of a romance un-
tions Ll(\ In intensity and swift-moving situa-
Sin.¢ - Worthy rival of ‘The Unpardonable

Any Three Free With One
Subscription. 35¢ each

How Shall I Tell M i
Letting in the Light i
Fo Danger to a Girl Like This
T:cu For Fighters
€ Romance of Growing Slender
Theo\?[ Three Meals a Day
Pl ay to Her House
h‘Yinl With Fire
€ Strength of Ten
T
egs in Square Holes
Four Alphabets of Characters

Standard Classics
(Any one free with one subscription)

Arabian Night.
Lorna Dm‘tlze : Blac!
. ackmore
David Copperfield. Dickens
(Two volumes)

: YOU’LL LOVE
Mickey (Choose any Three)
Smiles
h, Frenchy

In the Land of Beginni i
nning Again
T You from Hea%en? e
hat's What God Made Mothers For
i, Oui Marie
-K~;Katy
'Il:here s a Little Blue Star in the
m Sorry I Made You Cry ~ Window
I Hate to Loose You
ust Dreaming of You
“lf‘ss Awearying For You
e're from Canada (Marching Song)

VOCAL
r . (Choose any Two)
m Longing Always Dear For You
;hetumm of All
's an Irish Lullaby
Can’t You Hear Me Callin’ Caroline ?
GYPSY'S Love Song
Spn_ng s A Loveable Lady
I Did Not Know
Kiss Me Again

.

JUDITH OF BLUE LAKE
RANCH. By Gregory. $l.5q.
discovery of her ranch manager s

trezgﬁery forces Judith of Blue Lake Ranch

to take unto herself full management of”h'('r
roperty, sswhich ain't no woman 8 job, as

Ker "oreﬁmn explains. Undaunted, Judith
rides.opposition to a hard-won success, uprl
proves to her doubing audience that a ,~“;)'
man’s woman may handle a man 8 job with-
out personal loss. A western story, full of
snap and punch.

Oliver Twist. Dickens
Quentin Durward. Scott
Les Miserables. Hugo
Tales of a Traveller. Irving
Selected Short Stories
Kidnapped. Stevenson
Tale of Two Cities. Dickens

Standard Selections
(Any one free with one subscription)

he Judgment of Eve. Mae Sinclair
X De{\lef in Empire. Barr
Vergillus—A Tale of Old Rome
The Club of Queer Trades. Chesterton
Tackling Matrimony. Burton
Good for the Soul. Margaret Deff‘"d
Part}ilers. & 5
An Encore. <
Where the Laborers Are Few.
May Iverson's Career. J(H"l‘]ﬂll
Tales of Destiny. .

» Marriz f William Ashe.

e Mrs. Humphrey Ward

THESE SONGS

ige and You
gg:;:ﬁ;dy Loves You Dear
Then I'll Find My Paradise
*Neath The Autumn Moon
My Wild Irish Rose
Sorter Miss You
No Voice But Yours
The Garden of My Heart

INSTRUMENTAL
(Choose any Three)
Jodies of Ireland
ﬁ:lodies of Scotland
Narcissus
Traumerel
The Flower Song
To Daffodils e
ux Sabol
g‘a’neecte l?{awmm" n Moonlight Valse
Sunset Chimes
yal Canadian March
Ole Virginny =
Valse Fascination
Hawaiian Dreams
Romany Waltzes

Memories Waltz
Charm D’Amour

Handsomely Illustrated Club Catalog on Requesé
Use Coupox ON PAGE ONE

Illllllllllllllll_llll_llllIIHI!IIIIIIIII%IIIIIIIIIIIIIIiIIIIIIIIIIII
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Luscious Kkovah with stewed
or tinned fruit—

Try it today—you’ll certainly have more tomorrow! Rich and creamy,
nutritious and pure, with a flavor that is decidedly distinctive. Let

Kkovah Custard

displace heavy solid foods during the hot weather—flesh f - v
ally. Ask the kiddies—they know! Your grocer can auspplm: ‘::xple;lc
tins. In case of difficulty, write direct to

SUTCLIFFE & BINGHAM OF CANADA, LIMITED
81 PETER STREET t TORONTO, ONTARIO

TR
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is a most satisfactory
beverage.

Fine flavor and

aroma and it is healthful.

)“ ] Well made cocoa contains O

E“T‘; nothing that is harmful and

}) much that is beneficial.
Itis practically all nutrition. (%

i

Choice Recipe book free.

‘1 Walter Baker & Co. Limited

Established 1780

:\ Dorchester,Mass. Montreal.Can.
\ Canada Food Board Licence 11690
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OAST defense
protectsthelife
of a nation,
gum defense the life
of a tooth, On the
gum line danger
lies. If it shrinks
through Pyorrhea
(Riggs’ Disease)
decay strikes into
the heart of the
tooth,

Beware of gum
tenderness that warns
of Pyorrhea. Four
outof five people over
forty have Pyorrhea—
many under fortyalso.
Loosening teeth indi-
cate Pyorrhea. Bleed-
ing gums, too. Re-
member — these in-
flamed, bleeding gums
act as so many door-

ways for disease
germs to enter the
system—infecting the
joints or tonsils—or
causing other ail-
ments.

Forhan's positively
prevents I?)?orrhea.
if used in time and
used consistently.
As it hardens the
gums the teeth be-
come firmer.

Brush your teeth

with Forhan's, It
cleans the teeth
scientifically—keeps
them white and
clean.

If gum shrinkage
has already setin,
start using Forhan's
and consult a den-
tistimmediately for
special treatment.

30c and 60c tubes
All Druggists

THE ’
GUMS S anesss.

. Montreal

PEACH’S CURTAINS

2 Post Free, full of interesting illustrations.
%‘talaotg‘ll)ei'rec? Makers’ Prices. The Weave that Wears.
L:és CURTAINS, NETS, MUSLINS, CASEMENT CURTAINS
and FABRICS, CRETONNES, CARPETS, RUGS, !:lousguoiu)
LINENS, HOSIERY, UNDERWEAR. 62 years’ reputation
for Quaiity and Value. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Write
for Buyers’' Guide to-day. :

S. PEACH & SON, 659 The Looms, Nottingham, England

€3

]
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ITH the aid of a few sewing-ma-

chine stitches a trick may be de-

vised that will equal, if not surpass, a

well-known magic effect often seen on

the professional stage. The advantage

of this trick is that no sleight-of-hand
is necessary.

Two handkerchiefs (silk is easier to
handle, but any fabric will answer) are
tied together at their extreme corners
and placed in an empty goblet or tum-
bler. A third handkerchief- of a dif-
ferent colour (or perhaps a flag would
be better) is caused to disappear, re-
moving the two handkerchiefs from the
goblet the flag is found to be tied be-
tween them.

Use fairly large handkerchiefs, fold-
ing one into a triangle, leaving an open
space of an inch at the top of the right
side of the triangle, and stitching the
vest with thread. This forms a pocket
that is closed at the top but open at
the bottom. The handkerchief is hid-
den in this pocket, one end being sewed
to the end of the handkerchief it is. hid-
den in, while the other end is loose.

When the performer apparently
fastens the handkerchiefs together, the
third handkerchief is really tied to the
loose ends of the hidden handkerchief.
Of course, when the handkerchiefs are
pulled apart they will be seen to all be
tied together.

The vanishing of the handkerchief
can be accomplished by an attached
elastic, or this part may be entirely
left out.

O the hunter or traveller it is use-
ful to know the time ac-
curately, and most important to
know direction. Watch or com-
pass stand the chance of being
lost, and the lack cannot be
remedied in the wilds. So
camper and woodsman are tak-
ing a leaf out of the book of
the soldier.

The world war made the
wrist-watech acceptable to male
society and the soldiers found
a patented lock useful.

The clasp is fastened by a
small sliding bar whieh locks
two small round extensions on
the under part in two holes of
corresponding size in the upper
part.

THE body of the cement ig litharge

(lead oxide), and may be purchas-
ed at a drug store for about ten cents
an ounce. Mix it with glycerine to the
consistency of a very thick paste, and
you have an excellent cement for re.
setting new lava flame-tips in bieyecle
and motoreycle acetylene gas head-
lights. It will also fill, and make leak.
proof, large holes in granite and alum.
inum kitchen-ware, and will repair ga
galvanized wash-tub or the copper wagh-
boiler, etec. It must be allowed to set
for at least twenty-four hours. A mixture
of litharge and shellac, having about the
consistency of paste, makes g fine
smooth-on ecement for leaky automobile
radiators and for eracks in the engine
water-jacket. The mixture
will dry sufficiently for re-
filling with water in about
ten hours.—John Robinson.

AS long as the tight

skirt  fad doesn’t
spread to Japan, the Japan-
ese will be able to enjoy
their football games. What
have tight skirts got to do
with  football? Plenty;
football is played only'by
members of the mnobility,
and they wear skirts.

HEN a number of old
newspapers are used

to kindle fires it requires
considerable time to crum-
ple them, and if they are
left folded they do not burn
readily. On the other hand,
when crumpled they some-
times burn too quickly. A
convenient, quick way,
when the newspapers are
desired to take the place
of kindling wood, is to lay
eight or ten single sheets

ise and Ot

Leaves from the Editor's Scrap Book
and Comments from Her Diary Presented
with one Idea—to Stimulate Interest

e N e

and Afford Relaxation

)

THIS page is compiled simply of

waifs and strays. Ii is not intended

to be either uplifting or demordlizing,

sense or nonsense, clever or prophetic, so—

If the anecdotes chronicled herecn are

“stale”—comfort yourself with the thought
that you're smarter'n I am.

If the bits of mews seem to you to be
not extraordinary—itake pride in the
knowledge that you are an unusual and
discriminating reader.

If you cannot agree with my views—
wrile and tell me so. I love an argument.

If something on this page reminds you
of something else, twice as funny, twice
as inleresting—send it in. I'll pass it on.

If the page appeals to you—read it as
a personal tribute to me. Thanks!

jﬁ/@f;;

of newspaper, one upon the other, and
roll them up in a slender tube, then flat-
ten the tube out and bend it un-
der the fingers, so that a single
knot can be tied with it. Pull the knot
tight; five or six of these knots laid in
the stove grate will ignite the coal as
well as wood kindling.

‘WHEN the bough breaks the tea-

room will fall, and down will
come, teatotalers, tea-room, and all. But
that thought does not worry the folks

who are merrily  drink; i
tree-tops. Y drinking tea in the

This is the village of Robin i
. . s )
ated just outside Paris. It wg.lsl’ s:ltllllt
Il memory of Robinson
symbolizes the kind of tir

h}ils island,
there are dance-halls, ““movies. ’’
es
go-rounds, and man ’s'd :
Orders %aken in ty Sl
below in bagkets,
filled and hoisteq

Besides thege tea-rooms,
merry-
ions.
he tea-room are sent
The baskets are then
up.

Niagara

Falls and another one for Buﬁalg
have been proposed by Dr. T. Kennar
Thomson, a consulting engineer of New

A VICTORY bridge for

York. He has drawn up plans for
building them should his proposal be
accepted.

The bridge at Niagara would }laveha
clear span of a thousand feet, with 3
roadway one hundred feet wide an
one hundred and forty-five feet above
the water. It would be made
of massive steel trusses encased in con-
crete. The total cost of such a struc
ture is estimated at not more than
ten million dollars. ; sor g

The plan for Buffalo’s bridge is 10
one of six spans, since the water be.lowf
is less violent than the water at Nlagl
ara. Each span would be three hund);f(s
feet long, and the spans and approacheé
would measure in all about a mile. ha

This bridge, which would I1kew1set -
one hundred feet wide and cost ielt
million dollars, is planned to be b‘:m_
of rock-faced granite backed with €
crete. i

The idea seems to us a good otn}fc;
What more fitting background for .
commemoration of heroic deeds than
bridge of dignified architecture?

“] WANT a pair of the best gloves )t’g:
have,”’ said Mrs. Nurich at _
slove counter. ¥
: ‘“Yes, ma’am,’’ replied the P"hrtla
salesman. ‘‘How long do you W&
them?’’ L
‘‘Don’t git insultin’, young man:
want to buy ’em, not hire ’em.

A N English soldier, 3 Frenf)ll‘_

soldier, and a German sits
dier were discussing the merea'
of the gas masks of their res}()e
tive armies, and it was dei‘ ok
to try them out. A live skU %
was procured and placed 11
small shack.

The Englishman wen ;
with his mask and stayec
side for a full hour. ¢ in

The Frenchman then wen half’
but had to come ogt after
an hour had elapsed. o

The German tll)len went mmtdeé
and in less than two minutes
skunk came out.

t in first
in-

" down il]tO
looking W B
f the

THE aviator,

the still, clear water,
submarine sunning on the bottom 0
ocean. He signaled a destroyer- b
steamed up and dropped a depth-bo he-
After the tumult had subsided, oil the
gan to spread on the surface O 45
water; the U-boat had been blowh
pieces.

That was the war-time job of tv]:.?
naval airplane. What will it do 10
Hunt fish instead of submarines?

Every year forty fishing-schoone
start out from Gloucester, Mass, &
search of great schools of mackert-».
Heretofore the custom has been to Sc"
tion a lookout on the foremast of e?;ts
vessel. Presently one of the IOOkothe
would sight a school of fish. Then o
boats would close in, e}prihe
their nets, and haul 10
fish. ere

These lookouts, who VI_. -
stationed about thirty eh
above the level of e
water, could spot fish O%
within a radius o B
or so. Think of the Pos*”
bilities of an airplane
ing three hundred
up! One observer
an airplane could
an area- ten tIMSR Lol
large as would be puts
sible to the lookf;) 5
of a whole fishing ihe,
and  would save time
boats much of the dl in
that is usually waste
cruising around.

The gtown of Gloucesw;
has made a requeslt\rag,y
Secretary of the et
Daniels to lend her 2
of forty flying-boats.

THE root of all
manners is 1B
heartedness.

s
in

fee
in
sean

ood
f;nd-



For PICKLING

Old Fashioned Brown

is excellent for many kinds of pickles and
relishes. It adds a distinctive flavor to apples,
quinces, melons, pears, and other late fruits.
For baking many old-time dishes, the natural,
delicious molasses taste of Lantic Old Fashion-
ed Brown Sugar holds an agreeable surprise
to those housewives who have never tried it.

Grandmother’s Recipes Free

We have just published a new edition
of this old-time cook book, which
contains over 80 recipes such as grand-
mother used. This book will be sent
free upon receipt of 2-cent stamp to
cover cost of mailing. Be sure when

ordering Brown Sugar that you get
the genuine Lantic Old Fashioned
Brown. It comes in 100-1b. bags,
marked with our Red Ball Trade-
Mark, from which your grocer will
sell you as many pounds as you wish.

Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Limited, Montreal, Que.




Jlround each cale : the booldet

of famou S slcin treatments

S your skin clear, colorful, soft, attrac-
tive ? If not, it can be changed! What-

ever the condition that is keeping your

skin from being beautiful, there is a
special treatment to correct it.

You will find this treatment in the
booklet ‘“A Skin You Love to Touch,”
which is wrappea around every cake of

Woodbury’s Facial Soap. The
booklet contains complete
treatments forthe commoner
skin troubles as well as scien-
tific advice on the skin and
scalp.

Get a cake of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap and begin to-
night the treatment your

"skin needs. A 25c¢ cake is
sufficient for a month or six
weeks of any Woodbury facial
treatment and for general
cleansing use for that time.
You will find Woodbury’s on

sale at any drug store or toilet goods
counter in the United States or Canada.

Sample cake of soap, booklet of farnous

treatments and samples of Woodbury’s

For the commoner skin
troubles

You will find complete treat-
ments, as well as scientific advice
on the skin and scalp, in the
booklet, ‘‘A Skin You Love
to Touch.”” This booklet is
wrapped around every cake of
Woodbury’s Facial Soap.

CONTENTS

Conspicuous Nose Pores
Blackheads

Skin Blemishes

Oily Skin and Shiny Nose
Coarsened Skin

Tender Skin

Sluggish Skin, ete.

a

Facial Powder, Facial Cream and Cold
Cream, sent to you for 15c.

For 6c we will send you a trial size cake

(enough for a week or ten
days of any Woodbury facial
treatment) together with the
booklet of treatments, ‘“A
Skin You Love to Touch.”
Or for 15¢ we will send you
the treatment booklet and
samples of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap, Facial Powder, Facial
Cream and Cold Cream.

Address The Andrew
Jergens Co., Limited, 7509
Sherbrocke St., Perth, Ont.

‘VOOC?&M’ Ay

Facial Joap




