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“READ THE LABEL”

Added proofs of the prevalence of food frauds is
causing a growing demand for information that will
enable the housewife to tell the good from the bad
—what brands are pure, and what companies make
the honest ones. In the past it has been no easy
task for the housewife to discriminate.
“Read the Label” is the slogan now
sounded by the advocates of pure food.
This advice is more pertinent than ever
before, because an honest manufac-
turer will hesitate to make an untruth-
ful statement on a label, if for no other
reason than that it is sure to sooner or
later take from him any desirable repu-
tation that he may now enjoy. Most
brands of baking powder contain
Alum. The use of Alum in foods is
condemned by all the food scientists.

MAGIC BAKING POWDER

CONTAINS NO ALUM

DIRECTIONS:
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And is the only baking powder made in Canada
L , that has all the ingredients plainly printed on the
M label.

E.W.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED
Winnipeg TORONTO, ONT. Montreal
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SHERATON INLAID FURNITURE

Herewith we illustrate a complete Sheraton Dining Room Suite in Mahogany inlaid. The splendid
feature of this pericd is the extremely graceful and dainty appearance accomplished by the straight,
tapered legs and broad inlaid lines, which was the most prominent feature of Thomas Sheraton’s crea-
tions. Then we finish all our Sheraton goods in the light Sheraton brown color, which gives you
practically a correct repreduction, yet embodying all modern requirements.

TORONTO FURNITURE COMPANY LIMITED
TORONTO ‘“Makers of the Better Make of Canadian Quality Furniture” CANADA
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~ it was not our fault.

zine was late.

A number of our readers have
asked in what part of Canada was
the scene shown on our June front
cover. We thought that every per-
son knew that it is a view on the
Gorge of the Niagara River. It is
a rather unusual photograph of that
section of Canada. Perhaps, for
that reason, it was not easily recog-
nized.

Our July cover shows Mount
Assiniboine, near Banff, Alberta.
The plates were made from a
photograph and are an excellent ex-
ample of the development in the art
of color engraving in Canada. This
cover is one more of the six best
views in Canada we promised to
publish some time ago.

Another new serial starts in this
issue. The title, ““The Red Seal,”
gives but a slight conception of the
splendid romance wound round the
principal characters by the author,
Morice Gerard. The story is of
the time of Cromwell, when to love
and win a woman often meant to
fight for her in place of asking for
her hand, which is usual at the
present time. There is much excit-
ing adventure and a strong under-
current of love running through the
whole story. In fact, it is one of
those kinds of stories that one de-
sires to finish reading before laying
down. We have published a lib-
eral instalment in this issue, and
we feel quite sure our readers will
enjoy the story and will be anxious
to read the chapters that will follow.

Another large instalment of
“The Third Man" appears in this
number. The heroine of this story
has already made friends with
thousands of our readers, and they
will be anxiously waiting to read
the second instalment. To those
of our readers who failed to read
the first chapters our advice is they
had better look up the June copy
and read the first chapters. If the

Did your magazine reach you late last month? Perhaps it
is a useless question to ask, as nearly every reader had just cause
to complain of late delivery of the June issue. The old saying about
an excuse is about right, ““Excuses are unnecessary, your friends
do not require one, your enemies will not believe it,”” but, honest,
A large corporation wanted the land on which
our printer had his shop, and, well, we had to move, so the maga-

CANADIAN

. VPublis_hed on the 25th of .each month preceding date of issue by
THE CANADIAN WOMAN'S MAGAZINE
PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED

H;)ME JOURNAL |-

- Yearly subscrip- -

tion pricefor Can-
ada & Gt. Britain
is$l. U.S,, $1.35.
Foreign, $1.60.

TORONTO CANADA

. | Remit by Express

WILLIAM G. ROOK, President

EDITORIAL CHAT

story carefully.

July CONTENTS 1912
FICTION

THE "BUTTERFELY: - - - - = 8

THE:RED SEAL - - - - - - 9

THE THIRD MAN - - - - s 11

DAVID KENDALL'S HOLIDAY - - 14

SPECIAL FEATURES

NATIONAL COUNCIL OF WOMEN -
TWO HISTORIC EUROPEAN TOWNS 7
MUSIC - - - - - - = 13

FASHION DEPARTMENT

GOWNS OF SUMMER SILK - - =i 20
PRETTY SUMMER FROCKS - - = SRR
DAINTY DRESSES FOR YOUNG GIRLS '+ .22
SIMPLE MODELS FOR WASH DRESSES 23

FASHIONS FOR THE CHILDREN - 24
ABRETECNERITOTR S L T g
WHAT’S NEW ON THE COUNTERS - 26
THE NEW VENETIAN RELIEF EM-
BRONERY o o0 e iy

MATTERS OF MENU

JULY LUNCHEONS - - - - - 17
CULINARY CONCEITS - - - AT

FOR THE HOUSEHOLD

HOUSEHOLD DECORATION - - . - 18
HOUSEHOLD HINTS e - =~ A0

SPECIAL DEPARTMENTS

AROUND THE HEARTH - - - 15
JOURNAL JUNIORS - - - - - 16
WOMEN'’S INSTITUTES - - - = 28
FROM THE PUBLISHERS - - oAl
DRESSING TABLE - - - - S Ry
GIRLS’ CLUB - - - - - T a0
BUT THAT’S ANOTHER STORY - Sl lda

June copy has been loaned get it back, as by missing the first chap-
ters, you will be missing one of the best parts of any serial story
ever published in the CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL. ,
The “Butterfly” is an exceptionally well written short story
that tells of complications that arose from a misunderstanding of

given on page |16 of this issue.
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a young lady who unintentionally overheard a conversation between
her fiance and one of his gentleman friends.
close this couple came to separate owing to a misunderstanding. It
might be well for the young ladies among our readers to read this
Let it serve as an instance of how foolish it is to
have a misunderstanding with their best young man.

Of more than unusual interest will be found the illustrated

It illustrates just how

article on Monte Carlo and Pisa.
There is such an element of mystery
and beauty about both of these
quaint old cities that makes them
unusually attractive to the European
traveler. Katharine Hale, with her
usual splendid ability, pictures both
of these places in such a manner
that one can almost believe, after
reading the article, that they have
visited these historic places. Monte
Carlo is, perhaps, the most beauti-
ful and inviting city in the world,
and Pisa is known the world over
for its Leaning Tower, beautiful
cathedral, and other magnificent
buildings, that contain works of art
by masters long since departed.
You should read this article, it will
prove very interesting to you.

There is perhaps no factor at
work among the women of the Do-
minion of Canada with a greater
power for doing good throughout
the whole Dominion than the Na-
tional Council of Women. The
19th Annual Convention, which was
recently held in London, marked
another step in advance for this
splendid organization. The account
of the convention, written by Mar-
garet Walker, should be read by
those not conversant with the work
being done by this association.

So many requests have reached
us for copies of our national an-
them, “O Canada,” that we de-
cided to reprint the full words and
music in this number. There is a
growing desire on the part of Can-
adians to become better acquainted
with this chant, and the republish-
ing of the words and music will af-
ford thousands this opportunity.

In the Journal Juniors’ Depart-
ment will be found a series of
puzzles for our younger readers.
We were much disappointed that
none of our readers have as yet
sent in the correct solutions for the
puzzles appearing in our June num-
ber, the answers for which are
Try it again, boys and girls, and see

if you cannot do better this month.

Much time is saved by HOME JoURNAL readers in following
carefully the recipes and menus given in each number.
always timely, and from our personal knowledge are reliable.

These are

SUBSCRIBERS’
ADVERTISEMENT
GUARANTEE

Readers of the “Canadian Home Journal” are fully protected when buying from any of our advertisers: We

" know that every advertiser in this issue is reliable, and that our readers will be dealt with fairly and honorably.
Should any of our readers have an unsatisfactory dealing with any of our advertisers we will undertake to have
asatisfactory adjustment made or the money refunded. This absolute guarantee is good only when our readers
tell advertisers when dealing with them that their advertisement was seen in the “Canadian Home Journal.”
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On Advertising

Our Reliable Guarantee

Do you believe that a well known, highly re-
spected public man is honest if he lends his name to
a corporation of whose reliability he knows nothing?
We feel that we are in a similar position of trust, and
must investigate thoroughly every advertiser before
allowing his message to go to our readers. Honest
and dishonest advertising read much the same, you
cannot tell which is which.

More than that—we believe that we must take
full responsibility for the thoroughness of our investi-
gation, so we publish in every copy of “Canadian
Home Journal” our faith in our advertisers, and our
absolute guarantee of satisfaction or money refunded.
It is this plan adopted by the best merchants every-
where which has raised our merchandizing to a higher
level.

Publication “House-Cleaning”

In years gone by, when advertising was not such
a factor in business, when publications were not so
careful, and the postal authorities investigate so close-
ly, fortunes were made by fraudulent advertisers. The
buyers suffered and the honest advertisers suffered,
for who could tell good from bad. Advertising got
a bad name which has cost us all very much. Perhaps
you were stung, or some relative or friend,

The fate of advertising depended upon a “house-
cleaning” by the publishers. Some cleaned thor-
oughly, most of them pretty well. To-day you can
rely upon most of the advertising in any reputable
publication, and you are absolutely safe when you
read such a guarantee as ours. Forget the past, and
give yourself and the honest advertiser the benefit of
the new conditions. It means as much to you as to
him, for it is the broad-minded, far-seeing, inventive

manufacturers who have made possible our better
working appliances and our higher standard of living.

Who Gives Quality ?

Who would naturally give quality—the manufac-
turer who has his name in big letters on every box,
who takes full responsibility for his goods, or one
whose goods are unknown from a dozen others?

Except for fraudulent advertisers, few, if any,
make enough on first sales from a(lvertising to pay the
advertising cost, it's the repeat orders that pay ex-
penses and dividends. >

If Smith’s soap is almost as well known to you
through advertising as your own name, you are either
going to say, “Let me have Smith’s soap, or none,” or
“Give me something else than Smith’s.” If that soap
doesn’t give full value, which will it be? And if the
latter, where will Smith be soon?

To succeed, the advertising manufacturer must

give highest quality.

Who Pays The Cost ?

Does the manufacturer, the retailer, or the con-
sumer pay for the advertising? This is the much-dis-
cussed question. The present opinion among authori-
ties is that none of these pay the cost—it is saved.
Suppose the factory and distribution cost of an article
is $1.00 when 200,000 are sold by means of salesmen
and jobbers. Then, $10,000 is spent in advertising, and
the sale is increased to 50,000. Better prices are secured
on material in larger quantities, the machinery is
worked full time, cost of shipping is reduced, salaries
of the office are no greater, and the cost of each article
is reduced to 80 cents. The advertising has been paid
for from the saving. The selling price remains the
same,

Come to Toronto Exhibition

At Our Expense

[t's the greatest annual exhibition on the continent
—the biggest cities in the States have nothing in the
same class.

You'll marvel that such splendid buildings and
large grounds could be maintained for only two
weeks’ use in the year. There are thausands of ex-
hibits, shows, track sports, water sports, fireworks,
scenic plays,

For two weeks every fall, Toronto is all hospital-
ity. It’s the time to visit your friends in Toronto, to
see the exhibition, to see the stores at their best.

[t is an education in everything, and necessary in
your special interests. If you are buying any article,
inspect all the different makes just as they are all to-
gether here. There's scarcely a thing not exhibited.

Every year there are changes and improvements,
new buildings, new exhibits, new music, new shows,
new amusements—it is as interesting and entertaining
to former visitors as to the newest. The exhibition
was visited in 1911 by nearly 1,000,000 people during

two weeks,

THIS IS WHAT WE OFFER

We will pay all car fare and furnish admission
tickets for a week in return for your help in getting
your neighbors to subscribe for the Journal. Hundreds
of them do not know Canada has such a magazine.
They will gladly give their support to the Journal and
help you to earn this splendid trip.

Distances will be estimated by railroad distance.

All subscriptions must be $1.00 a year. Any sub-
scription may be for two or more years and count
accordingly.

D’tance  R’quir'd
Send Us a Card o Souram
. . Toronto Subs.,
For sample copies to show your friends,
. i 50 miles 7
For seme pointers on organizing clubs. ke

For receipt books and order blanks. Ly
. 10050 7 10
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cover meals and berth on long distances. 150 ot
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The National Counecil

PROVERBS may not be as generally accepted as they were
by our forefathers, since we have proved so many of the
old sayings unreliable. Among the ancient utterancesg, in
which we yet have implicit confidence, is the dictum: “In
union is strength.” This is true in family life, in political
circles and in international combinations. When there is
civil strife, there is an opening for foreign attack, and, when
there is unity within, there is little danger from without.
Years ago, the women of the various patriotic, philanthropic
and literary organizations in Canada felt the need of a central
body which would represent all their varied interests and act
as a unified force in case of any action affecting legislation.
The National Council was an outgrowth of this feeling, and
has justified the step taken at its formation. Every year sees
this Council taking a more import-
ant place as a representative and
influential bedy. The account of
this year’s annual meeting, as given
on another page of this journal, is
indicative of the broad interests and
high aims of this truly national
association.

Y e

A Change for the Housewife

S this paragraph is written, the
prospect of summer holidays
smiles rosy before us. The school
children are talking of *exams,”
with a vision beyond of a summer
in the country or at the camp.
Occasionally we hear someone ask:
“Why do we take so many hcli-
days? Our grandparents did not
seem to need them.” . Let-us
remind ourselves that we live in an
age of greater noise and hurry than
our grandparents knew, and there-
fore need a relaxation of which they
had little need. There is so much
in our modern life which is exacting
on nerves and energies, that the
man or the woman who attempts
to live without holidays is likely to
find himself under the painful and
expensive necessity of taking a
prolonged rest in either a sanitarium
or a cemetery.

The housewife is the member of
the home circle whose holiday needs should always be taken
into consideration. She may be so busy in preparing the
children fer a visit to Aunt Mary or Cousin Lucy, who have
the most delightfully cool houses that you can imagine, “away
off in the country,” as to neglect her own vacation requirements.
But this is where some member of the family should assume
authority and simply “pack’ her off for a rest or a change,
where she will not have to prepare a single meal or even wonder
what she will cook for dessert. The housewife has a round of
small duties which can become painfully oppressive in the
course of a year and she needs a change to utterly new sur-
roundings if she is going to renew her energies. A fashionable
hotel is not what is required—nor is a visit to relatives always
the wisest form of relaxation. There are, in this Dominion of
numerous streams and a multitude of lakes, so many delightful
spots for a rest, where tired eyes may find comfort in gazing on

MRS. F. H. TORRINGTON, PRESIDENT NATIONAL
COUNCIL OF WOMEN

Nature'’s green, and weary ears may listen with a sense of
infinite soothing to the murmur of river or the soft washing
of the lake waves. Work is good—one of the very best things
in the world—and the busy woman needs one’s compassion.
But monotony is not good, and the woman who keeps house
is likely at this time of the year to experience the dull ache
which comes from too much of the same kind of toil. Even
if the house has to go with the same old rugs or carpets for
another year, take some of your spare dollars and have a
change. A holiday for the housewife is a real investment,
which means future dividends.of health and brightness.

Y~ —

A Matter of Heredity

E hear a great deal in these days about heredity. While
it is hardly possible to overestimate the advantages of
being “well-born,” in the true sense
of that much-abused term, it is
only too easy to shift the responsi-
bility for our own misdeeds or
follies to the shoulders of some
ancestor who cannot talk back, for
the simple reason that he departed
long since for another world. We
go out on a cold and stormy day,
without sufficient protection against
the weather’s inclemency, and a
heavy cold may be the result.
Instead of recognizing our own
fault in the matter and acknowledg-
ing the adequacy of the cause, we
resign ourselves to several days in
the house and a course of syrups
and balsams with the reflection:

“Well, my grandmother always
had weak lungs. Perhaps I take
after her.”

How much weakness and wrong-
doing do we excuse under the
specious plea that it is “in the
family?”’ Your grandfather’s violent

* temper is no excuse for your flying
into a rage over trifles and making
every one in the neighborhood
supremely uncomfortable. Your
great-uncle’s tendency to tarry long
at the wine is no excuse for your®
dcgmding‘yourself to a level which
might disgust any self-respecting
“lower”’ animal. There issometimes
an unhealthy amount of talk about

heredity in connection with disease. It would be hard to say
how much of the inroad made by tuberculosis was due to
fatalistic utterances about “consumption being in the family.”

Therefore, the windows were kept tightly shut, the patient

was stifled and under-nourished and finally concluded that his
was a hopeless case. The various women’s organizations which
have made a fight against tuberculosis and have aided in the
equipment of a local sanitarium have done a great deal to
dispel the idea that one is doomed to a tubercular death because
one or two members of the family in a former generation

. suffered such a fate. Health is a condition which may be

attained much oftener than the almanacs would lead us to
believe. While we may not be prepared to go the length of
professed Christian Science, the followers of that form of faith
have done a great service in emphasizing the value of mental
control and the truth that the Kingdom of Heaven is in us.

Page Five




UNVEILING THE SOLDIERS’ MONUMENT

UST nineteen years ago the foundations of the
society known as the National Council of Women
of Canada were laid in Toronto by the Countess

of Aberdeen at an assemblage composed largely of
Toronto ladies. Probably at that time the founder
scarcely realized what a factor her newly organized
society would become in the lives of Canadian women,
or that it would extend beyond a few central cities.
Yet, at the recent celebration of the Council’s incep-
tion by its nineteenth annual session held in the city
of London, almost thirty councils, besides many
affiliated societies were represented. The local coun-
cils of Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, London, Ottawa,
Winnipeg, Kingston, St. John, Halifax, West Algoma,
Victoria and Vancouver Island, Vancouver City,
Regina, Vernon, Brandon, Nelson, New Westminster,
East Pictou, Lindsay, Ingersoll, Edmonton and
Strathcona, Brantford, Renfrew, Walkerville, Chap-
leau, Sudbury, Truro, and Sydney, now exist, and
such praiseworthy societies as the Imperial Order
Daughters of the Empire, Victorian Order of Nurses,
Women's Art Association, Canadian Women’s Press
Club, Aberdeen Association, and the women’s branch,
Independent Order of Foresters, with many others,
are affiliated.

A REPRESENTATIVE BODY

When it is considered that these bodies are composed
of a host of women, among whom number the leaders
in philanthropic, social and civic reforms throughout
Canada, it is impressed upon one that this annual
gathering is a notable happening. Each woman who
is sent as a delegate represents the best feminine
thought and opinion of her community, and. upon
her return home brimming with new ideas, fresh
inspiration, and a wider knowledge of the problems
relating to humanity, her influence is bound to affect
that community and the people in it.

One can gain an excellent comprehension of the work
being undertaken by the National Council by following
the progress of the annual meetings récently held in
the Forest City. When one reviews the many excellent
addresses given during the week, and the widespread
importance of the several subjects under discussion,
it 1s rather difficult to decide which topics to select
for special consideration. The supreme aim
of the National Council, however, judging by
the expression of the recent sessions, is to
stand firmly for the social betterment and
improved laws where women and children
are concerned.

On Friday evening, May 24th, the conven-
tion was formally opened at a public reception
tendered the delegates by London local
council. Mayor Graham, His Lordship the
Bishop of Huron, and Mr. Radcliffe, principal
of the Normal School, each made brief ad-
dresses of welcome. Mrs. Boomer, the
local president, was paid a kindly tribute by
each speaker, Bishop Williams’ reference to
her as the ““Grand Old Lady of London”
eliciting a hearty round of applause.

AN ENCOURAGING OUTLOOK

The real business sessions were opened on
Saturday afternoon, May 25th, by an address
from Mrs. Torrington, president of the
National Council. Reports received from
the various officers, including Mrs. Willough-
by Cummings, corresponding secretary, Mrs.
Plumptre, recording secretary, and Mrs.
Watt, treasurer, were very satisfactory,
showing larger numbers in membership, and
increased finances during the year. The need
of a definite income to properly carry on, and
widen the scope of the Council work, was em-
phasized by Mrs. Torrington. One method
by which this annual resource could be assured
is the securing by each local Council of a
number of annual patrons whose fee might
be relied upon each year. Toronto has been
especially active along this line, and the
addition of such prominent names as Sir
Edmund Walker, Sir Edmund Osler, J. Ross
Robertson, D. B. Hanna, and Aemilius
Jarvis, will, no doubt, add prestige to the
National Council standing. Mrs. Timothy
Eaton and Lady Gibson have been constitut-
ed life patrons, the latter receiving the honor
at the hands of Hamilton Council during the
annual sessions. In other centres also,
several leading citizens and business men
have recently become annual patrons, some
of them being John Penman, Paris; E. L.
Cockshutt and George Watt, Brantford.

Reports of the provincial vice-presidents
were very encouraging. In Vancouver the
National Council is to have one of its projects
materialized by the building of a $100,000
industrial school for girls. Nova Scotia,
away on the other coast of the Dominion,

' NATIONAL COUNCIL OF WOMEN

Report of the London Convention

By MARGARET WALKER

has formed two new councils within the past year,
and the council at Halifax has received a substantial
legacy by the will of the late George Wright, a victim
of the Titanic disaster. And so the good work is
advanced throughout Canada.

LEADING PROBLEMS DISCUSSED

But to resume consideration of the addresses and
discussions which marked this nineteenth annual
session. As stated above, they were all of so much
value and interest, that it is hard to discriminate.
The evils resulting from the white slave traffic were
brought to the attention of Londoners and attending
delegates by Mr. W. A. Coote, of London, England.
Mr. Coote is a representative of the Social and Moral
Reform Association of England, and is endeavoring
to secure international legislation which will
render the work of white slave traffickers almost
impossible. National Council women were urged to
be more persistent in their efforts to obtain better
protection for girls and women in this respect. Mr.
Coote referred to the campaign undertaken by repre-
sentatives of sixteen countries, including Canada and
the United States, at a conference in Paris, 1906.
During the discussion upon this subject the opinion
was advanced that the question was rather a matter
of economics than of morality. Many girls who go
astray do so at first, it was said, in order to obtain
finer clothing than they can get on their slender wages.
Technical training in public and high schools would
do much to offset the evil.

A long debate on problems of the feeble minded
was held on Monday morning. Figures were given
which showed the number of defectives in Ontario
to be 2,239, and this number is constantly increasing.
That such conditions will soon prove serious, cannot
for a moment be doubted. Instances of the great
improvement morally, mentally and physically, re-
sulting from special treatment in institutions, were
cited, and it was recommended that the Government
be urged to take immediate steps to provide shelters
and training schools of this description.

It is hard to credit the fact that in Ontario there are
well-to-do men and women who allow an aged parent
or a delicate child to be provided for at the expense
of churches or philanthropic societies. Yet is this
only too true, judging by the statements made at one
meeting. Dr. Bruce-Smith, provincial inspector of
hospitals, has, at the instigation of the National

Council, made some investigations recently in Ontario _

institutions, and found there inmates whose relatives
in many cases were well able to support them. It
was pointed out that a law passed in 1601 is still in
existence, obliging children to support father, mother,
and grandparents. The need of better iprovision for

LADY GIBSON, A LIFE PATRON OF HAMILTON COUNCIL
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the care and education of illegitimate children was
also emphasized.

Active work for the suppression of objectionable
printed matter was shown from several councils.
The post-office authorities are aiding, wherever possible,
by destroying harmful literature and indecent post-
cards. In one Canadian city a ladies’ committee
supervises the moving picture films, keeps watch over
the sale of picture post cards, and endeavors to promote
the reading of good literature, especially among the
young. Regarding the censorship of picture films in
Ontario, it was affirmed that two of the men on the
board of censors owned moving picture halls, and so
were scarcely in a position to give an unbiased opinion.
It was felt that one or two women should also be
placed on the board of censors. Several theatres,
especially the “men only” variety received a scoring
by the National Council. One in Toronto, declared
to be among the worst of its kind, was said to be
owned by the police department. This statement
has not, as yet, been challenged or refuted.

City libraries and librarians throughout the Domin-
ion were commended, London’s free library being
especially mentioned as an up-to-date progressive
institution. It was reported by a delegate that in
Westmount Library, Montreal, children were not
allowed in the adult department and could not procure
an adult book without a written order. Exception
was taken to this, however, on the grounds that chil-
dren would thus be deterred from reading the classics
and standard authors.

That Canada cannot be truly great without culti-
vation of the arts and high ideals, was emphasized
at one of the open meetings. Canadians, it was stated,
are leaning too much towards materialism, and in
order to effect a complete citizenship, artistic and
aesthetic elements are necessary. National Council
members were advised not to devote their whole tim,
outside of the domestic sphere, to philanthropic work,
but to endeavor to stimulate interest among themselves
and others in literature, music, sculpture, and painting.

OPINION DIVIDED ON THE SUFFRAGE MOVEMENT

The attitude of the National Council towards the
suffrage question has scarcely been defined as yet.
While agitating for improved laws for the protection
of women and children, the members do not appear
desirous, as an organization, of attempting any radical
measures of forcing a new political status for women.
One soon discovers, however, after chatting with a
number of the leaders in the Council, that there are
really two distinct factions where the suffrage move-
ment is concerned. One side advocates standing
strongly in favor of equal franchise, while the other
is decidedly anti-suffrage. Whether this will prove
a ground for serious dissension in the Council has yet
to be shown. Upon the evening of May
31st, the closing meeting of the convention
was held, and among other speakers, Dr.
Stowe-Gullen, of Toronto, and Miss J. G.
Owen, of London, England, each gave force-
ful addresses upon the suffrage question. Miss
Owen dealt with the subject more from the
idealistic point of view, and Dr. Stowe-Gullen
gave in concise form a history of the move-
ment since 1848, and both speakers urged
emphatically the justice of allowing women
the use of the ballot. The chairman for the
occasion, Rev. J. Gibson Inkster, of London,
placed himself on record by coming out
strongly not only for suffragism but also for
militantism, as demonstrated by Mrs. Pank-
hurst and her following.

THE ‘‘BIG'" EVENT

The big event of the National Council
meetings was the visit of the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught and ‘‘Princess Pat.”
Perhaps there is nothing which creates a
more pleasantly patriotic anticipation in the
heart of the average citizen than the coming
to his or her city of a royal guest. Men
and women,to say nothing of hosts of children,
gather eagerly with the first beat of the
drum, and strain anxious eyes as the royal
party approaches. And so it was in the
Forest City when their Excellencies arrived
on May 29th. Bands shrieked out national
airs, hundreds of kodak fiends were ‘“‘on the
spot” and the city officials, accompanied
by Mrs. Torrington and Mrs. Boomer as
representatives of the National Council,
hastened forward to greet the Governor-
General of Canada, his wife and daughter.

The National Council, arrayed of course
in its very best apparel, had held a somewhat
unsettled and expectant session that morn-
ing, although nominally the meeting pro-
ceeded according to schedule. The Duchess
of Connaught and Princess Patricia appeared
much interested in the business of the
session, the Duchess expressing in a few
gracious words the benefit she believed
the National Council and its work to
be to Canadian women. After luncheon,
all the delegates repaired to Victoria Park to
witness the ceremony of unveiling the sold1er§’
monument by the Duke of Connaught. This
monument has been erected by Londoners in
memory of the “boys’’ who were left behind
in the battles of the Boer war some nine
years ago.
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MONACO, THE SMALLEST PRINCIPALITY IN EUROPE AND GAY MONTE CARLO

TWO HISTORIC EUROPEAN TOWNS

Gay Monte Carlo—Beautiful Pisa of Leaning Tower Fame

AN HOUR AT MONACO

BOLDLY, above bad Monte Carlo, shines out the
loveliest little city that ever inhabited the face
of a rock—Monaco no less!

It is the capital of the smallest sovereign prin-
cipality of Europe. Its area is just eight square miles
and includes the towns of Condamine and Monte Carlo.
One drives through the whole territory in an hour.

Monaco, upon its headland rises two hundred feet
above the sea, is still defended by ramparts and boasts
its tiny City Square, Palace, Cathedral and Museum.
On the north lies the Bay of Monaco with the Casino
of Monte Carlo beyond, while to the west, on lower
ground, stretches the lovely resort of Condamine with
orange gardens and the chapel of Ste. Devote.

The little Principality dates away back to the
Phoenicians when a temple to Heracles was built on
the headland, and “Portus Herculius” is frequently
mentioned by early Latin writers. Later it was
notorious for its piracies, and after the tenth century
was associated with the Grimaldi, a powerful Genoese
family. It has passed from the hands of French and
Italian princes like some bejeweled favorite forever
to be bought and sold. The national convention
annexed the Principality to France in 1793, in 1814 it
was placed under the protection of Sardinia, and, with
the transferance of Nice to France in 1860, passed again
under the French protection.

The French Revolution brought disaster upon
Honore III, Prince of Monaco, and his subjects fol-
lowing the examples of their neighbors rebelled against
him and plundered the treasures of the little realm.

Later on, Prince Charles 1II, father of the present
Prince, in need of funds, sold to France all but the
present strip of land, and the reigning Prince, Albert I,
was born in 1848.- The first Bishop of Monaco was
appointed in 1878, for until that time
Charles had no funds to spare for bishops.
But after the gambling tables had brought
him a flood of gold he not only got a bishop
but demolished the small 13th century
church and built on its site the present
imposing Cathedral, refurnished the Pal-
ace, cut costly roads through the cliffs,
spanned with great arches the deep valleys
and covered the mountains with olives,
oranges and lemons. Best of all he
abolished conscription and taxes. At
first there was a Casino up on the heights
of Monaco, but that has been changed,
and it was in May, 1858, that the present
Prince, then ten years old, laid the founda-
tion stone of the Casino on Monte Carlo.
One morning while the building was
slowly progressing, one M. Blanc called
on the proprietors, who were in diffi-
culties, and offered them sixty-eight
thousand pounds for their rights and
property. ‘‘I shall give you,” he said,
‘“three hours to consider the matter,
for I return to Nice in the afternoon.
In the meantime I breakfast, take a walk,
and return at half past two.” On that
same day the offer was accepted and the
agreement signed. Francois Blanc, a
native of Avignon, died later leaving a
fortune of over two million pounds.

By KATHARINE HALE

Monaco, the tiniest city in Europe, is also 'the
cleanest. At the north end of the little promontory
is the Palace or Chateau of which certain rooms are
thrown open to the public. Everything is in miniature
and quaint beyond words. I remember the Court
d’Honneur, decorated with magnificent friezes by
Caravaggio, and the horse-shoe staircase of marble
leading up to an arcaded corridor. Of especial interest
to the English is the sitting-room of the Duke of York,
brother of George III, and the bedroom in which he
died.

For one morning, in September, 1767, a messenger
came to the Palace to acquaint Honore of the arrival
of a vessel bearing the royal standard of England, and
having on board the Duke of York, who on the voyage
to Genoa had been seized with illness and sought
hospitality from the Prince of Monaco. It was
instantly and lavishly accorded and everything done
that could be devised to restore health. But it was
all too late, and after several days the royal visitor
died. The quaint documents of that day tell us that
‘‘a frigate was dispatched from England to bring back
the royal remains and with it George III sent a letter
of thanks to the Prince with six hunters and a warm
invitation to visit him at court,” which was later
accepted by the Prince of Monaco.

On the face of the southern cliffs is the Jardin St.
Martin, a beautiful promenade with the most charming
views, and in the garden a tiny museum given over
chiefly to an exhibition of the unique coins of the little
kingdom.

AT BEAUTIFUL PISA

- Coming up from Rome to Pisa one feels mediae-
valism keenly. I can only put this down to the fact
that Pisa is an embodied utterance of man's awaken-

CATHEDRAL SQUARE, PISA, SHOWING THE LEANING TOWER, CAMPO SANTO AND
THE DUOMO
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ing desire to stand alone in his expression of art
while in earlier, happier moods he has almost forgotten
himself in the earth and air about him, and in those
projected emanations of the Earth—the gods and god-
esses of the land and sea. Here lies the essentia]
difference between Rome and Pisa. There is absolutely
nothing of what the Germans call the ‘‘Ermensch’
about Pisa. But it is beautiful. How beautiful it is
hard to express by word or picture. For Pisa, w hich
now lies at the mouth of Arno like a forsaken mermaid
on the shore, has been a free lance before the year
900. She traded east and west, waged wars with the
Saracens, drove them from Sardinia, and carried war
into Africa. Rich with booty she erected, according
to the old legends, ‘‘ten thousand towers within the
city walls,” and later on completed her dome-crowned,
many-columned Cathedral and built that Baptistery,
within whose marble walls of perfect construction notes
of music rise and fall, circle and swell, as if angels were
singing in midair. Emperors presented her with
favors; she was queen of the seas, her maritime usages
were to be respected, and she enacted her own laws
to judge her citizens. At one time no Imperial Mar-
quess could enter Tuscany until he had received ap-
proval from twelve men of Pisa, elected at a public
meeting called together by the city’s bells. She spread
her power in the Levant. Jaffa, Tripoli and Antioch
were in great part under her dominion and her
power was scattered along the coasts of Syria and
Asia Minor.

What now remains is that lovely group of
buildings in the old Cathedral Square; the Duomo,
the Leaning Tower, the Baptistery and the Campo
Santo. P~

It is in this group that, as nowhere else in the
world, one watches the finger of transition, sees the
old old thoughts—not the Earth thoughts,
but the middle-age thoughts of man—
firmly rooted and yet wavering in the
strange, wan light of a new age.

The Campo Santo is an unique study
—absolutely mediaeval. It has been
a burial ground for eight centuries. The
beautiful arcades surrounding the quad-
rangle were built in 1203, and the story
goes that fifty-three Pisan ships brought
the earth from Jerusalem and burials
were made for all classes of society, but
the grounds are now used as a cemetery
for the most distinguished only, and the
arcades are a sort of Hall of Fame.

There is nothing in all Europe that
is from an art standpoint at once so crude,
naive and interesting as the frescoes which
cover the walls of the Arcades. One
section represents the Last Judgment and
the separation of the good from the bad,
after which are shown the mediaeval ideas
of heaven and hell, the souls in the latter
going through a series of punishments
very similar to those described by Dante
and Milton, and suited to the peculiar
faults of the sinners. Angels are seen
bearing souls to heaven, and demons
taking others into the earth down open-
ings through which flames are spouting.

Continued. on page 42
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Jack and Madeline Had a Misundérstanding About the Other “'Cirl %

ADELINE wandered aimlessly along the shore,
a very discontented look on her pretty face.

“I do wish something would happen,’’ she said
to herself. “The idea of Jack treating me in this
manner! When I told him how tedious it was with
only old maids and married people around, he only
smiled and replied he would be over again in a week.”

When her soliloquy had reached this point, she
found herself in front of her daily retreat—a rustic
bench sheltered and almost hidden by a clump of
bushes—and spying in the distance one of the said
inquisitive and over zealous old maids, she decided
to wait there until the way was clear again.

Nature smiled peacefully all around her, and as the
girl gazed out at the sparkling sheet of water spread so
smoothly before her a sense of tranquility gradually
crept over her.  She had just decided philosophically to
let the future take care of itself and enjoy the present
without her lover, accusing herself of lack of faith,
which was, after all, the foundation of love, when she
was startled at hearing his name mentioned.

Turning, she saw two men sauntering along, and as
fate would have it, they stopped directly in front of
her retreat.

“What do you think of the latest surprise he has
sprung on us?’’ exclaimed one, ‘“Jack’s the one with
the nerve, but believe me, he is doing a risky thing
in this case. She is a beauty and appears easy enough
to manage—but if I know anything he is undertaking a
tough proposition.”

“Yes,” replied his companion, ‘‘Jack Walsh is a
darned nice fellow and I'd hate to see him throw his
life away on the ‘Butterfly.” Miss Craigmore
should know. I hear he has been successful
so far in keeping her in the dark.”

“Is the day set?” asked the other.

“I don't know; he is keeping things pretty
quiet. I believe he wants to get away
without a send off.”

The two men moved on, but Madeline had
heard enough. Her face was as white as
her dress and her brown eyes had the look
of a wounded animal.

Oh, there must be some awful mistake—
her Jack in love with a butterfly, while
claiming to think only of her. Her imagina-
tion worked rapidly and she had solved the
whole problem in less than three seconds.
She could see it all now—why he had been to
see her only once that week. She recalled
his constrained manner of talking, his absent-
mindedness, at times not even appearing
to care whether he listened to her or not.
O cruel fate—to be duped like that by the
man she loved. But Madeline’s indignation
overcame sentiment and although her nature
was tender and capable of loving deeply, she
possessed an indomitable spirit which helped

. her over the rough place now. Leaning back
she let the fresh breeze fan a little color into
her checks,

Half an hour later she entered the hotel
just in time for luncheon—and to her amaze-
ment saw Jack seated at the table. Her in-
dignation increased. The audacity of the
man—but then, of course, he was not aware
she knew of his deception. She must also
practise -duplicity, Oh how she detested
him! All through the meal she talked gaily
to a young officer whom she had never
deigned to notice before and exulted inwardly
as she saw Jack turning puzzled and inquiring
eyes in her direction.

At last, when the opportunity came he
was beside her and as Madeline looked into
the frank young eyes her heart contracted
with pain. “Don’t look at me like that, how
dare you!” she cried.

“Why Madeline,”” he exclaimed, ‘‘ what is the matter
dear? Are you nervous? Come down to the water;
I have something very important to tell you.”

She hesitated but decided it would be better to g0
with him, as she must have this burden off her mind;
a heart load was enough to carry.

After leaving the hotel they walked on in silence
and Madeline looked at her companion bitterly as she
noticed the far away expression on his face.

Suddenly she stopped, and taking her hand abruptly,
turned to the wide expanse of water (symbol of power)
answering the sun’s kisses of congratulation in a broad
self satisfied smile.

The young man'’s face reflected the power and glowed
with youthful ambition as he cried—*‘Madeline,
what Iam about to tell you, will surprise you and
perhaps make you a little angry. I have tried to
keep it from you, but at last my heart has conquered
my better judgment, as nothing is complete for me
now without your dear sympathy.’ A

 Madeline felt her self-control leaving her; was

he going to make a sister confidante of her? But,
steeling herself she said sarcastically, “ You can spare
yourself the trouble, Jack, if it is about the ‘Butterfly,’
for someone has been ahead of you with the informa-
tion."”

The man’s face reddened and he looked decidedly
guilty standing there biting his lips.

Madeline’s heart sank as she noted his confusion,
and she realized then how sheshad been cherishing the
hope that he would contradict the assertion.

“What do you think of the name?” he inquired
hesitatingly. “That was where I certainly felt in
need of your assistance; but the first time I saw her
up in the air ‘Butterfly’ suggested itself to my mind.”

By BEARL L B. POLEY

The girl looked at him with dilated eyes. Had
the man suddenly taken leave of his senses? Could
it be possible that the worry of his deception had turned
his brain? But no, he looked rational enough standing
there. Then the words of one of the informants
flashed through her mind—‘She is a beauty and
appears easy enough to manage, but if I knew any-
thing, he is undertaking a tough proposition.” So,
she thought that is it—a bad temper in the bargain—
but aloud she said quite sweetly, ““I think the name very
appropriate; however,” she added maliciously, “‘per-
haps your management is at fault, which is the cause
of her flightiness.”

“Why she is perfect!” burst in the voung man
enthusiastically. “I'd like to know who the rummy
was that dared to say a word against her. She is as
graceful as a bird, but some people are always after
the impossible. They will be expecting her to walk
next.”

“Gracious!” exclaimed Madeline excitedly, “you
don’t mean to say she’s crippled.”

Jack had borne with her patiently thus far, but
now his indignation got the better of him and he said
hotly, “This is no joking matter to me, Madeline,
it is part of my very life. I thought you would be
more sympathetic.”

But Madeline did not hear him, her head was
whirling. How terribly strange things were shaping
themselves. For Jack. Walsh the great inventor
and athlete to tie himself to a maimed girl and that
one frivolous and empty headed in the bargain! And
this could not be any idle fancy she realized as she

““The two men moved on, but Madeline had heard enough.”

noted his flushed face and gloomy brown eyes. There
was not a spark of feeling in his heart for her now, and

as this truth was borne home to her a quivering sigh .

broke from her lips.

The young man’s face softened immediately, and he
blamed himself for having been too sharp with her.

“Forgive me, dearest, if I spoke roughly, but, oh,
if you knew the hours I have spent puzzling my brain
over this thing, you might excuse my impatience.”

At the sound of the old caressing tone a lump rose
in the girl's throat, and her pride warned her it was
time to go.

With her little chin in the air and commanding
herself sternly not to be a coward, she started towards
the hotel, but Jack stepped in front of her and in a
pleading voice said, ‘““But Madeline, won’t you even
wish me luck, dear?”

Madeline's rage rose again, smothering every tender
feeling in her and in a cold scintillating voice she
replied, “‘Oh yes, if there is such a thing in the world,
take it all and give it to—your ‘Butterfly.’”

Jack was too engrossed in his own thoughts to notice
the excitement of the girl and he rashly continued,
““Madeline, you will fall in love with her immediately
you see her. You are a little angry at my not telling
you—but I acted for the best.”

This was the last straw. With blazing eyes she
turned on him, *‘Jack Walsh, please leave me this
instant. If I become much more disgusted with
myself for ever having loved a brute like you, I shall
commit suicide. God help the poor ‘Butterfly’ when
she becomes your wife!” :

“My what!" the young man shouted, and from the
expressions flitting across his face one would have
doubted his sanity. *My wife! Why the ‘Butterfly’
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1s my aeroplane, on which I expect to break the world’s
record and make myself famous for your sake.”

With one wild leap joy rushed in, but the collision
with misery was too much for poor Madeline. She
held out her hands in a dazed fashion and would have
{lallen but for two eager arms which caught and held

er. g

T(‘)‘ allay any uneasiness of Jack’s friends, he did
not “throw his life away on the ‘Butterfly,” but did
a much more sensible thing, which was to bestow his
famous name on the “One Girl.”

—C) () —

When Going Abroad

WHETHER it is best to travel second cabin on
a large steamer or to take passage on a one-
class boat from Montreal depends largely

upon your own mental attitude towards ropes of

restriction. Would you rather have free access to

all of a smaller boat than a prescribed area on a

larger one? Of course, the one class on the boats

from Montreal is really second-class, though it
means better staterooms, if you book early, than
second cabin on a larger boat would.

The. best staterooms, according to generally ac-
cepted ideas, are on the promenade deck or on some
steamships the bridge deck corresponds to this. In
these rooms your port-holes or windows may be flung
wide in almost any weather, as they open on to a
sheltered deck, but some people object to the dis-
turbance caused by passersby. I have fcund
saloon deck rooms very satisfactory, and do
nct at all prefer those higher up on the ship.

I do not consider outside rooms worth
the advance in price over inside rooms.
Unless the weather is fine the porthole of
your outside room must be closed and the
inside ones are well equipped with ventilators
which work in all weathers, :

The amount of money on which a young
woman may spend two months abroad,
mainly in London, with a few days in Paris,
depends partly on the season chosen and part-
ly on her willingness to be inconvenienced
by persistent economies. Traveling second
cabin on steamers and third-class on trains
in England, second on the continent, as is
commonly done, three hundred dollars, or
even less, would pay for your trip. To travel
first cabin on ocean liners, with the heavier
fees involved, would raise this amount by
from sixty to eighty dollars. My plan would
be to first buy my tickets for all of the trip,
then set aside steamer tips for both voyages.
After that I would deduct the amount of
any other definite expenditures I could
anticipate and divide my remaining money
by my number of days ashore. This would
leave about three dollars a day for board,
'bus fares and all sight-secing espenses,
which is really quite a generous allowance if
you stay at inexpensive places. If you
spend more than that amount one day you
can do on less the next, and, above all things,
keep an accurate account of each day's
expenditure. It is marvellous how much
more you can get for your money when you

In clothing the first necessity is a good
tweed or serge suit, with a tailored blouse
of silk or delaine. For the suit a mixed
goods shows the dust less than a plain one,
but if you wish to dispense with a dinner
dress the plain, dark skirt looks better with
a dressy waist. Nothing is more satisfactory
for carrying abcut than a lace waist.

If you want to take a dinner gown black net is
very serviceable.

A shirtwaist dress of dark silk or delaine is a
cool and grateful change from your suit.

One hat, small, and of a color which will not
fade or show dust should see you through the trip,
excepting for a soft hat or cap to wear on the ship.

Woven and crepe underwear of all sorts can be
washed in one’s room and other things can be
Jaundered at very short notice.

The contrast between the heavy motor or steamer
coat and the dainty footwear beneath its hem is often
striking. Women are very fastidious nowadays about
their steamer boots—as well they may be for one’s
feet are ever conspicuous on a breezy deck. With
the black and white steamer coats buttoned buck-
skin boots are fetchingly pretty. Tan calf footwear
is also favored for steamer wear, and these boots
also have high tops and flat buttons set closely to-
gether.

A stunning steamer coat, worn on the homeward
voyage from abroad by a woman who goes over
every spring to order summer finery, is of white
ratine lined throughout with pale yellow broadcloth,
the yellow material showing in collar, revers, and
cuffs, and in the facing of a square cape collar which

_is buttoned down on the back of the coat almost at

the hip line, with three deep yellow buttons. The
sides of the coat are slashed and lapped twelve inches
up from the hottom, and fastened with the same deep
yellow buttons in a smaller size. This slashing and
lapping of the side seams gives a slightly tapering
effect at the foot of the coat which is very smart,



CHAPTER 1

THE GIRL'S HEART

ATHERINE ALLARDYCE reached up to a
half-opened bud of the white rosebush which
grew against .the wall, and picked it with a

caressing touch. She loved all flowers; and these
white roses, which luxuriated almost at will right up
to the higher windows of the Manor, most of all.

Having plucked, she drank deep of its fragrance,
and then toyed with it in her hand.

The young man who paced by her side thought the
bud a type and illustration of the maid herself. It
seemed so shy and modest, so fair and sweet, just
expanding to a larger life.

“Won't you give it to me, Katherine?” he asked.
“I hoped you picked it for me.” Lieutenant Harbin
said the last words under his breath, as if almost
unintentionally thinking aloud.

Katherine looked at him, a shy and yet amused
glance under her full lids. Then she laughed merrily.
“Picked it for you, cousin Reginald! Why, I never
thought of such a thing. I picked it because I loved
it; I picked it for myself.” She looked the young
man up and down, with a swift glance, from his plumed
hat to his spurred boots, which reached to his knees.

The lieutenant was in the full uniform of the corps
with which he had been serving of late, that of the
King's Dragoons, which had seen active service under
Colonel Churchill in Tangier. =

“Roses and uhiform don't go well together, cousin.
Roses bask in the sunshine and nestle against the
windows; what have they to do with war?” She
made a little moue, and half shuddered. “I don’t
like to think of men fighting and injuring one another.
Why should they? Was anyone ever the happier
for any of the strife and bloodshed of the world?”

“My father was a soldier,” Reginald replied, with
a little stiffening of the upper lip, on which the dark
hair was already beginning to make a perceptible
line. ‘“And I follow in his footsteps.” He took
off his hat. ‘I could not follow a better man.”

Katherine touched his arm lightly with her slender
fingers. “You know, Reginald, I think that too,
as much as you do; and I meant no reflection either
on him or on you. God forbid]”

“Yes, sweet cousin, I am well assured of that; and
as for war, I should be always glad that it was not
of my making; but a soldier obeys, and there his res-
ponsibility ends—not,” he added with a frank gesture,
“that I don’t like fighting, when I am at it. Then I
become another man.”

“I wonder whether I should like you so well,”” she
pouted, “if I saw you in that mood? "’

“Then you do like me, Katherine—a little—at
other times?” The lieutenant bent towards her.
Katherine was tall for a girl; but Reginald was well
over six feet, knit proportionately.

. “Of course,” she said. “Why not? Are you not
my cousin once removed? Have I not known you
since I was a child, and you but little more?’”’ She
again glanced at his stalwart proportions, and meeting
his earnest gaze looked away again. ‘‘Besides, you
hlzzlve always been kind to me—like a brother, Regin-
a .’1 -

He stretched out his hand and took her slender
fingers into his big palm. ‘““Could anyone fail to be
kind to you, Katherine? Are you not the love and
joy of everyone at the Manor, and for miles around?
Do you wonder that I, too He stopped, and his
utterance grew deep as he went on, ‘‘that Listoo,
love you?” :

The girl had allowed her hand to rest in his:
now she gently, but firmly, withdrew it.
“I have always felt for you as for a brother,

« Reginald, ever since I was a little child.”

A brother!” he cried impetuously. ‘“Yes, when
we Were children, then it sufficed. But now 1

“I always wished I had a real brother,” Katherine
said. “‘Sometimes I feel as if I had no one.” il

“Katherine!”’

““No one I could really claim as my very own, no
one who belonged to me, and to whom I belonged.” &

Wintern Manor, Colonel Harbin's fine seat, was
beautifully placed on a rising slope, with thickly wooded
parkland about it, and beyond the silver streak of
“Severn Sea.” At the back of the mansion the
ground was much lower; so that the courtyard, fine
entrance hall, kitchens, and other offices were on a
level to themselves. In front, where the Manor looked
out over the Bristol Channel, at the top of an inclined
and gradually rising ground, was a terrace on which
Katherine Allardyce and her companion were walking.
Opening out on to this beautifully placed promenade
were the windows of the principal living-rooms—the
dining and drawing rooms, Katherine’'s boudoir,
and Colonel Harbin's sanctum.

As they talked Reginald and the girl had reached
the end of the terrace, where a clear view could be
obtained of the Severn estuary, with its distant boun-
dary line of the Welsh coast. The trees below this
point were kept pollarded, so as not to intercept the
lovely view. Amongst them could be seen the winding
drive leading to the great iron gates of the park, out-
side which was the Taunton road. Round Wintern
Manor itself the country was fertile, ard the landscape
homely, yet not more than a mile and a half away
Exmoor stretched out one of its spurs, and beyond
were vast solitudes, heather-clad and pine-bearing,
where the red deer roamed at will, and where you
could go twenty miles without meeting any human
being except some chance shepherd or peat-digger.

The lieutenant looked into the girl's eyes, as she
gazed half dreamily over the distant water. They
were of that shade of grey which sometimes deepens
into brown, and at other times has the pale trans-
parency of aquamarine. He saw that she was think-
ing her own thoughts, and he sighed. She was all the
world to him, and he—what was he to her? Was it
the four years which separated their ages, he three-
and-twenty, she nineteen, which made all the differ-
ence? He had fixed his future, and knew where
he willed to go with all the strenuous purpose of his
being. Her feelings he could not read, try as he would.
Nay, he was more than half assured she could not,
did not, read them herself. Yet girls, he had under-
stood, always matured more rapidly than men. Why
was she so backward? Was it that her heart had
never been quickened, the pulse of her inmost nature
never been stirred? How often had he seen in the
morning the waters of “Severn Sea” lying dull and
sluggish, unresponsive, leaden. Then the sun had
shone full from its bank of couds, its rays had kissed
the waters, and the whole face of nature had changed
under the influence of its radiance in response to the
entrance of the master. Life had answered to life,
love had quickened to the touch of love.

Would this be the case with the beautiful girl by
his side, as fair in her way as the “Severn Sea’’ was
in her own niche in the complete handiwork of the
Crfcalttor? There was a long pause, then he asked her
softly:

“Do you think a brother would have contented
you always, Katherine?”

“Does anyone content us always?’ she answered
with another question. “Nay! do we not tire of our-
selves? Perhaps that was the origin of those fairy
tales my old nurse used to tell me and I loved to hear,
when people were suddenly transformed into Some.
body- quite different, and ‘if that did not do they
only had to put their feet on a carpet and be immediate-
ly transferred to a far-away land or fantastic, mystic
Isle of the Sea. I should like that! I should like to
see the world, and yet”—she turned and locked
back on the grey walls of the Manor, on the giant-
rose-bush with its myriad starlike. clusters, on the
green luxury of the tree-tops stretching away for long
distances in the soft June sunlight, on the shining
phosphorescence of the Channel beyond—“I love
this place beyond everything; no sooner had I left
it th'an I should want to come back. Dear old Win-
serile

The young man’s face glowed as she spoke. He,
too, loved it with all his heart and he dearly liked to
hear her avow the same feeling. This, at any rate,
was a link between them.

“I have known what it is to long for Wintern,”
he said, ‘““as for a jewel beyond price. At Tangier
many a night, as I kept watch when all but the sentries
under my charge slept, I have thought of you all here
—of father, of the servants, of the village, of—you.”
His voice faltered for a minute. Then he went on
with a half smile. “Once or twice in the midst of
these memories and longings for home .your fairy
has waved her wand, and the*change has come. We
were surprised by the stealthy approach, followed by
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the quick onrush, of the Arab hosts which ever hovered
about our outposts. Ah! then you should have seen
our gallant leader, Colonel Churchill, cool and yet
daring, ordering, striking, driving a multitude before
him with his own hand, the force of his own person-
ality.” The lieutenant had laid his fingers on the
handle of his sword as the vivid scene rose up before
him. ‘“He is a man, and when his praise, only rarely
given, sounds in your ears, you feel that you can do
and dare anything for him.”

It was Katherine's turn to look at Reginald Harbin;
and as she did so, her own figure straightened, and her
eyes caught fire from his enthusiasm. It was true that
she hated the thought of war and all that war entailed,
yet her forebears had been gallant fighters, and the
blood of her ancestors flowed through her veins. As
Katherine looked she seemed to see her cousin in a new
light. The man in him asserted itself. She had
known him as a boy. Her parents had died while
she was a child, leaving her, the heiress of great estates,
to the guardianship of her mother’s cousin, Sir Francis
Harbin. At Wintern Manor she had found her home.
Gradually all the recollection of any other place of
abode had been dulled, until it practically faded from
her memory. Katherine and Reginald Harbin had
grown up together, calling themselves ‘‘cousins,”  a
vague term of relationship which had served so far.
The girl had been slow to realize that she must focus
her view of Reginald afresh as the years brought ma-
turity. Even his absences on military duty in England,
and later in Africa, had failed to teach her that he had
redched his stature as a man. Now it came to her
in a flash, and she was strangely puzzled. Her old
conception of the immature boy, now shy, now daring,
according to the mood of the moment, had to give
way to her reading of the man with settled convictions
and fixed determinations. Reginald had assumed
in her eyes a new dignity; she felt for him the respect
which is born of assured strength.

Katherine did not speak for a minute or two. Then
shesaid: ‘‘Now the fairy which watches over your life is
about to wave his (or her) wand again. I always
think of a fairy as a woman. You are to be trans-
ported to London, and you hardly know what will
come of it in these troublous times.” She said it
affirmatively, yet a question was implied, and, some-
how, Reginald understood her quickened interest.

“‘I am a laborer waiting to be hired,’ as the Rever-
end Doctor illustrated for our good on Sunday last,
and I know not yet who will hire me, or whether there
will indeed be a hiring at all. Since our troop was dis-
banded our swords have rusted in their scabbards.”

“I could wish that they might ever remain so,”
Katherine ejaculated, clasping her hands.

“I must not echo it, since the profession of war is
my calling; yet T could wish that it might be my future
to fight, if I fight at all, on a foreign strand, as I have
done hitherto, and against a foe not of my own kith
and kin."”

Katherine turned and looked at him, her face blanch-
ed, her eyes dilated.

“You think, cousin

“What do you think, and yet do not wish to think,
Katherine—that this nation is stirred to its depths, that
discontent simmers, and sedition comes to a head. The
generation which suffered and bled al Worcester and
Naseby, and a hundred such fights, has either forgot the
lesson, or is giving place to one which only knows it by
hearsay as a strange tale. We can hear the mutterings of
the storm, the coming tempest, here in our own village,
among the shepherds of the moor and the fisherfolk
of Minehead and Watchet. The careful tradesmen
of Bridgewater and Taunton sells his wooMor his
wares by day, but he sharpens his sword by night.
You know it as well as I. It is whispered in the market
and almost preached from the pulpit.”

“It is true,” she cried, her fine eyes suffused with
tears. “We live in troublous times, and King James
if aught be true of what men say, recks of nothing but
bending the necks of his people to the yoke they both
fear and hate. Would that someone could guide
his Majesty aright, or that God Himself would teach
him wisdom!”

“I know one who has striven to turn him and lost
favor by it—my old leader, and King James’s good
fli]ifslxlld in his days before the kingship, Colonel Chur-
chill.”

“Is it to him that you would go first when you reach
London, Reginald?”

“Yes; I shall put up at the ‘Rose and Crown,’
near Covent Garden, Sir Francis's old hostelry, and
early make my way to Churchill’s quarters, Although
he has not the favor of James as once he had, the king
never lets him far distant from him, for he well knows
there is no more capable servant or braver soldier
in his dominions.”

“You will soon know better than we do what is
about to happen, cousin; we can only sit still and
wait. That is the hardest part—waiting. I feel it‘
that am but a girl. Wha*nust it be for a man like
your father, Sir Francis?’ :

“Ah! if it had not been for the loss of his arm at
Naseby he would have gone with me to London."”

““I am almost thankful for that misfortune if it

”




0

jmym (|

The Canadian Home Journal for July, 1912

jm|

5

keeps Sir Francis here; what should we do without
him?”

“It is true, dear Katherine;"” again Reginald took
her hand, and she forgot to take it away. ‘I was
selfish for a moment. My father's place is here;
his wisdom is great if his strength is not what it was
—and, indeed, the first is a quality we sadly want
in this realm.” :

“Aye, and here as much as ar}ywhere,” the girl
exclaimed. *‘Janet tells me there is talk even among
the servants of the Manor about a rising.”” Katherine
sank her voice. ‘‘She has seen the ribbon.”

“Ribbon! What ribbon, dear cousin? You talk
in enigmas.” >

“Tt is red, with a black stripe on either side, Janet
says. She tells me that Lawyer Startin is giving
a streamer to whomsoever will take them, .but each
is bound over by solemn promise not to show it yet.”

“Master Startin is a dangerous man; he has the
old fanatic creed in him which will out. I never see
him but I seem to read it in his narrow face and heavy
jaws.”

“Yes, he will do mischief with these poor people,
and I hear that a certain Pastor Mulgrove has been
at Watchet, and the people have crowded to hear
him. He preached on that text, ‘Is the Lord’s hand
shortened that He cannot save, or His ear heavy
that it cannot hear?’ He spoke of a deliverance at
hand, and that all would soon, like Joshua, have to
choose whom they would serve.”

“Who told you all this?” :

‘ Janet, as she waited on me only this morning.”

“Does my father know of it?"’

““No. I have not told him yet. I suppose I must,
and yet I hate to grieve him. Besides, what can he
do? Lawyer Startin has more power and influence
with these people than Sir Francis, even though he
be Lord of the Manor, and has ever been kind to all
those beneath him in rank.”

“Don’t you know why, cousin? It is because
this fellow Startin jumps with their mood. He tells
them what they would hear; while Sir Francis ever
preaches patience and loyalty, which they would not
hear. Yet am I almost a rebel myself.” Reginald
flushed at the word under his bronze. It had come to
have such a significance in England, as to make men
who had suffered for their fidelity to the Stuarts wince
at the breathing of it.

L1

Katherine answered with heightened color and
rising bosom: ‘I cannot bear to think of England
under the sway of the Pope, and of great and good men
turned out of office under the Crown because they are
not of the king’s religion, and others put in their place
who are more subservient, or perhaps truly of the
Papist persuasion. I cannot bear to think that the
very judges are threatened with dismissal if they
administer the law. “If the king’s faith is not that of
the people, I am not of those who would interfere
with him, as they say the Scots treated their Queen
Mary, who died miserably on the scaffold at Fotherin-
gay afterwards. But I would have him remember
that in the matter of faith ’tis for his own conscience.
We have won our freedom at a great cost, and this
inheritance no man or king has a right to take from us.
We, too, have our consciences.’

Katherine had released her hands from his grasp,
and as she spoke she clenched them together. Regin-
ald had never seen her so strangely stirred, and withal
never had she seemed so beautiful, flushed and ani-
mated. If the girl had just regarded her cousin in a
new light, so now he saw depths in her nature never
even suspected before. But little at Wintern, and
when there much occupied with hunting after the red
deer on the far-famed moor, or bass-fishing from their
own boat in the Channel, the young man had heard
less than his cousin of what the whole countryside
was thinking and doing. Katherine, on the contrary,
through her old tire-woman, Janet Oldhern, was kept
well informed of all that was going on.

“I am with you, dear cousin, in all you say; and so
is my father, I know full well. The heart of England
is true to the faith for which Cranmer and Ridley
perished at the stake, and what men have dared and
suffered men will not be afraid to dare and suffer
again. But the cure for the king’s distemper is not
to be found in civil war—at least, so I judge. England
has been drained of enough of her best blood already.
Besides, I believe not in this Monmouth. My friend
and captain knows the duke well. As to his religion,
it is put on with the dress he thinks best befits him,
and will be to the liking of those who can further
his schemes. He can be brave enough on occasion
in the field, as he showed at the Storm of Maestricht;
but his moods are ever changing. Now he thinks
the world at his feet, and anon all things are the color
of the sky when the storm clouds lower. At a crisis
he may mount his horse—I have seen him; he is a
fine figure on horseback—and lead men like a hero,
sword in hand; or he may take to his bed and refuse
even to issue an order or give an instruction. Is it
for such a man, who is never twice alike, or for long
master of himself, that we in England are to fling
our fortunes to the four winds and ourselves perish
on the scaffold? No; I love not James and I am not
of his faith, but at any rate I believe him of the blood
royal and no usurper, as the people’s duke, as they
call him, would be of a certainty.”

“Then you believe not what people are saying—
that his grace is the lawful heir?’

““Not a jot or tittle. His claims will not bear in-
vestigation. Had Charles regarded him as his lawful
son, Monmouth would have been proclaimed heir
to the throne long ago; m is no secret that his late
Majesty loved him befo: is brother.  But though
Charles held not to many things, he would have died
on the scaffold, like his sire, for the divine birthright
of kings. That he knew Monmouth did not have,
and Charles did not hesitate to proclaim the fact

to those of his ministers in whom he confided. The
cause of the duke, cousin, can never prosper. It is
founded on a lie. In addition, to capture England
one must be a man, at least, of courage and deter-
mination, slow to strike; but, when the blow is made,
resolute to see it through. Monmouth is no such
hero, and those who put their trust in him will rue the
day of their confidence.”

No houses were to be seen from that terrace outlook
—nothing but trees and water and the distant coast-
line beyond the Channel. But the young girl knew
that in township and hamlet, in shepherd’s hut and
fisherman’s cottage, brave hearts were beating in
unison, filled with one hope, knit by one faith. Yet
as Katherine listened to Reginald, and felt the truth
of his words, spoken, as she knew, by one who had
reason to be certain of what he said, a chill of fear crept
to her heart, not for herself, but for the people. If
their idol were indeed of clay, then the fall of it would
be terrible, and how many would be crushed under its
weight?

“May God keep us all from such a calamity!”’ cried
Katherine fervently.

I

“Amen to that with all my heart!” Then he slipped
his arm into hers, and led her towards a bower which
bounded the terrace at one end. Katherine yielded
herself to the influence of his gentle compulsion. She
was in a whirl of feeling, hardly knowing what she did,
full of thoughts presented by the conversation they
had just had, conscious of the young man whose
personality had assumed for her a guise to which
she had by no means accustomed her mind, doubtful
of her own heart most of all. Soshe went with height-
ened color, the rose still in her right hand.

Reginald led his cousin to a seat, then he bent
over her and looked into her eye. She met his glance
for a second, then her gaze dropped, and the peach
bloom on her cheeks deepened and spread to her ears.
In these latter there was a strange buzzing, as though
she had been flung into deep water which had closed
about her head.

Reginald sank on one knee and took possession of
the rose’s prison.

“Katherine, do you know what you are to me?
Something S0 high above me, so pure and sweet, that
I cannot attain to its heights; yet I would dare to do
as I have seedf you do to-day: stretch out my hand
to the rose cluster almost out of my reach. I want
you to think of me when I am away from you——"

He stopped.

“I should always do that,” she faltered.
father and I talk of you daily.”

But she was not to be let off so easily. This young
man had fought with the Moors and had learned
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~ a certain firmness in the process.

“I want you to think of me, dear—in one way—
not as you have thought of me before.”

“How can I?" she faltered. “I do not know how.”

“You must go to school and learn,” he said, and he
ventured to stroke her hand.

“Where is the school?” she asked. “I do not
know the way to it.” Her voice was very soft and low,
and if he had not been very close to her lips assuredly
he would not have caught the words. 2

“It is a school of which the door is shut and barred
when others are by. It is only open for you to enter
when you are alone—in your chamber, on the solitary
moor, by the sea-shore.”

“I have never seen it, then,” she persisted.

. ““No; it cannot be seen: only felt, for it lies hidden
in the most secret avenue of your own heart. Kath-
erine,”’ he pleaded, ‘I want you to learn to love me.” He
bent still further and kissed her hand. The fragrance
of the half-drooping rose which the girl held rose up
to his nostrils; never, as long as Reginald Harbin lived,
did he fail to associate the rose scent with that scene
in the bower at Wintern, that first declaration of his
great love for Katherine Allardyce.

She shook herself free, not forcibly, yet firmly enough,

and stood up. Reginald stood up likewise. His -

heart was beating with a strange fear that he had
ruined his chance by asking her so much too soon.
This girl was not like some others he had met in the
great world. She had been brought up in such ab-
solute seclusion, his father and her tire-woman her
only familiar companions, with occasio.al visits from
the Rector of Wintern, Dr.Theophilus Mordaunt.
Mature she was in many things, even beyond her
years, but of the language of love she knew not the
alphabet, had never heard one single sentence.

ju|

“I will think of you, cousin Reginald, I will even try
and think of you as you wish me to think, but I
cannot promise anything—even to do that. It is all
so strange to me what you seek. I cannot give what
I do not even know that I possess.”

“Is it not your heritage?” he asked, a half smile
playing about his mouth, almost in spite of himself.

“Heritage?” she said, with a puzzled look. *““What
heritage?”’

She had pictured broad acres, farms, and homesteads,
but although in a vague way she knew she possessed
them, they represented nothing to her.

“Yes,” he replied; ‘‘the heritage of your woman-
hood—the heritage of love.”

She, too, smiled as she caught at his simile.

“I do not think I have come into that heritage—
yet.”

‘It is not like any other.” ‘

uwhy?n %

“Because it cannot be yours until it is another’s
too, and I want—ah! how deeply, truly—to be that

other.”
“I will remember,” she promised. “I will try and

"think of it, of you, Reginald. Forgive me if I seem
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unready; ' indeed, it is all so strange—so passing
strange to me.”

g | must be content with that?” he asked, yet he
knsw his answer.

I can only give you that,” she declared, with a
sweet firmness which became her well; at least, he
thought so, although the judgment of the court was
not in his favor.

“May I not have one thing more?” he ple ded
“What is it?” she asked. e
The“rosg you plucked,” and he stretched out his
hand. ‘It is'an emblem of you.”
She did not say yea or nay, yet when Reginald
Harbin rode out from the gates of Wintern Manor
that afternoon, there was 2 white rose in his hat,

which resembled the one Katheri 1
the wall above the terrace. it U e

CHAPTER II
THE KING'S INQUISITOR

LIEU’I:ENANT HARBIN and his man-servant,
David Colbert, rode on their way towards London

by rapid stages. Both were well mounted, and
the high roads, at any rate, were in moderately fair
condition. There had been but little rain for more
than a month past. Colbert had been a trooper
in Lieutenant Harbin’s company. The latter had
taken a fancg to the man, who had a frank, open face,
and was of tried courage. Reginald had made him hic
body servant in Tangier, when the one he had taken
out fell ill of fever and died. After the troop was dis-
banded, (;olber§ had asked to be retained in the
l1eut§nant s service, and as Reginald had taken a liking
to him, and had found him always ready in resource
and good-tempered, he was nothing loth to accede to
the request.

The route chosen was by Taunton, Yeovil, Sherborne,
and so to Salisbury. As they rode side by side—for
the lieutenant had encouraged Colbert to keep pace
instead of maintaining his place in the rear—they
marked the characteristics of the country through
which they had passed and the people they encoun-

tered.
L3

“Not much being done hereabouts,” the man-
servant remarked as they crossed a stone bridge over
a stream, which marked the boundary line between
Somerset and Dorset. ‘‘Seems as if the hay was not
valued much in this country. That field has been ripe
this week or more past, and not a scythe put into it.”

‘““The men are all on the roads,” Reginald answered.
‘““There is more stirring than husbandry.”

As he spoke they rode up to a forge.  The twilight
was coming on. Work might well have been suspended
for the night under all ordinary circumstances. Not
so on this occasion. Three furnaces were in full blast,
one of which seemed to have been improvised somewhat
hastily to meet an unusual demand. Half-a-dozen
smiths were working at the forges with bare arms
and set faces, on which the sweat stood out in great
drops. Quite a number of men worked outside or
ranged themselves against the walls of the smithy.
The firelight, as it rose and fell with the plunging
of steel into red-hot embers, or the beat of hammer
on anvil, lighted up the faces of the waiting bystanders.
They were set and sullen; not a word was spoken, not
a rough jest exchanged. It seemed that the business
they had in hand did not admit of the relaxation of
a muscle or the offering of the civilities of life. Labor-
ers they were, most of them, with here and there a
small farmer, together with a few grizzled soldiers,
evidently of the old Cromwell breed. These latter
seemed to take a kind of general supervision of what
was going on. The smiths were turning pruning hooks
and hedge bills, even here and there long handled
scythes, into weapons of war, which might prove for-
midable enough in a rough-and-tumble contest in
strong hands, and with leaders capable of using such
undrilled material to the best advantage.

Not a hand was raised in salute or a voice cried
greeting as the lieutenant and his servant emerged
into the brilliance of the thrice illuminated forge
from the comparative obscurity of the road beyond.
Such courtesies would have been offered in all ordinary
times and on more usual occasions. Now it was con-
spicuously wanting. However, they were not to pass
without some notice being taken of them. A heavily-
bearded man in a leathern surtout and stout helmet,
much discolored by weather, who had been sitting on
a rough wooden seat opposite the forge, sprang to
his feet, and, coming towards them, laid his hand on
the bridle of the lieutenant’s horse. Although the
touch was not heavy, it caused the high-spirited animal
to snort and curvet. Reginald turned upon the man.

‘“‘How now, sirrah! What do you mean by touch-
ing my horse? You must know little of horses if
youdthink they. take kindly to the touch of a strange
hand.”

The man replied in a deep, reverberant voice:

“I knew about horses before you were weaned,

oung sir. It is you who are to answer questions.
i’want to know whither you ride, and on what errand?”

Reginald flushed at the stranger’s dictatorial tone.
By this time others had gathered by the latter’s side,
a sturdy company, and several of them with formidable
bill-hooks in their hands. The lieutenant’s sword
was in its sheath, and his pistols in the holsters. To
take either weapon would mean speedy dispatch at
the hands of these desperate men. Reginald drew
himself up, and looked haughtily into the strong face
of his interrogator.

“You have the advantage of us in numbers, or I
would not parley with you for an instant. Why am
I to be stopped, riding on a peaceful errand upon the
King's highway?"

(Continued on page 35)



SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS

Geoffrey Lincoln and Bart Gordon, seniors at Oxford,
toss a coin to decide which shall propose first to FEve Marsden,
hoping to prevent her accepting David Wiggs, a rich upstart.
The lot falls on Geoff, who is accepted, much to his surprise.
He admires, but does not love Eve. Geoff had taken Eve
to the station after her visit to his people, when he meets
David Wiggs.

“LONDON is a wicked place, and thou'd better
keep away.”
He laughed a little scornfully and walked
out of the room.

He had been in London a week when Geoff came
face to face with him in Paddington Station. He
had driven all the distance in his motor-car, and had
taken ten days on the journey. He had zigzagged
across England, visiting every place of interest that
he could hear of. He was his own chauffeur, and had
become a rather expert driver.

He had been happier during the last few weeks
than at any time since Eve refused him, but the sight
of Eve and Geoff together was like a match to gun-
powder. It awoke to fury the sleeping demon within
him. If the meeting had been in the lonely country
instead of the crowded city, he did not know what
would have happened. He ached to strangle Geoff
and carry off Eve by sheer force. :

He left his car outside the station, and followed
them on to the platform. Keeping out of sight,
he marked their every movement, their every expres-
sion; saw their last kiss just before the train moved
out of the station.

_What he felt no one knew. He was almost beside
himself with rage and jealousy. Eve looked lovelier
than ever, and his passion flamed to a white heat.

“The time will come,” he muttered to himself;
and, turning on his heel, he strode away.

CHAPTER VII
BITTER-SWEET

BART GORDON, having won his fellowship, returned
to Oxford in October.

He had been back a fortnight before he ventured
to call at Rose Villa. He would have postponed the
visit still longer if he could have found another ex-
cuse. Geoff had written him expressing surprise that
he had not yet called, and reminding him of his duty,
if not of his promise, to give an eye to Eve and do his
best to lighten her loneliness.

Reason as well as conscience urged him to give Eve
a very wide berth. He knew well enough that the
sight of her face would awaken all his old passion.

On the other hand he had promised Geoff that
he would call and see her, and a promise ought to be
kept. Moreover, he and Eve had been good friends
in the past, and it would look like churlishness if
he neglected her now; and besides all that, there was
no denying the fact that his heart was aching for a
sight of her face. - What was he to do—break his
promise or take the risk?

Bart walked across the park that dull, rainy after-
noon like a man going to his doom, and yet there was
a strange thrill of jubilation in his heart. The after-
math would no doubt be pain and humiliation, and
possibly remorse. He could not help it. In any
case, before the bitter would come the sweet. To
see Eve again was worth something. To watch her
making tea, to listen to the ripple of her laughter, to
watch the shadows come and go in her sweet brown
eyes, to catch the sunshine of her smiles, urely it
would be worth suffering a good deal for.

His heart was beating in his throat when he rang
the door bell, and a minute later he was shown into
the drawing-room, where Eve sat deep in an easy
chair with a book in her hands and her feet on the
fender.

At sight of Bart she sprang to her feet with a little
cry of pleasure, and the color deepened in her cheeks
in a moment.

“I had almost thought you were never coming,”
she said a little reproachfully, “but I suppose you
have been very busy. "’

“Very busy,” he answered a little awkwardly.
“You see, I haven’t come back for pleasure this time,
but for real hard work.” =

“And do you want me to take that as a compli-
ment?"’ she questioned, lifting shy eyes to his.

“Well—in a way—yes,” he stammered. ‘I mean
—well, it is always a pleasure, don’t you know, to
come here.”

‘It is nice of you to say that,” she answered with
a ripple of laughter; ‘‘and yet, if it be true, I don’t
understand why you have delayed so long.”

“Oh, well, don’t you see,” and he laughed shyly,
“I have to try to practise a few virtues occasionally.”

“But I understood that one of your duties was to
look after me,” and she laughed pleasantly. “I'm

afraid I shall have to think, in spite of your pleasant
speeches, that you regard that Partlcular uty, at
any rate, as a rather irksome one.’

‘Oh, no, I don’t—believe me, I don’t,” he answered,
growing confused. ‘‘If I thought you needed looking
after I would be here every day. And then, you see,
if a duty becomes—well, becomes a pleasure, don’t
you know—why, where is the virtue of it?"’ £

“Then you think there is no virtue except in doing
unpleasant things?"’ ;

‘Oh, now you have me,” and he laughed quite
cheerfully. “Do you know, I never thought of the
matter in that light. I wonder if Spencer, in his
‘Data of Ethics,” has anything to say on that subject?
I will look it up to-morrow."”

“Oh, I wouldn’t, if I were you,” she answered,
turning her bright eyes full on him and laughing
again. ‘““To be always putting one’s actions in a
scale and weighing them must be an awful nuisance.
Better follow our hearts and do the things that come
first, and not bother whether they weigh a pound
avoirdupois or only fourteen ounces. Besides, how
do ;ve know that the scale itself doesn’t want adjust-
lng ”

He stared at her with wide-open eyes, then laughed
somewhat dubiously. In her light, inconsequential
way she was plunging him into depths that he had
not sounded. He was a clergyman’s son, and had
been brought up within the lines of strict orthodoxy.
The Church’s moral weights and measures had been
fixed for all time, and any suggestion that they might
need readjusting was nothing less than startling.

“I do believe .you want your tea,” she said, with
the same bright, jaunty air. “Well, you shall not
have to wait long for it,” and she walked across to
the bell-push.

“Father is out,” she explained, when the girl brought
in the tea, “so you will have to put up with my poor
company.”

“Do you know,” she went on after a few moments,
“that there is to be a concert at the town hall this
day week?”

i “Oh!” He raised his eyes slowly and looked at
er.

“You don’t care for concerts, I think?”

“Oh, yes, I do. In fact, I am awfully fond of good
music.” . '

“I have had two tickets for the balcony given me.”
she went on, pouring him out another cup of tea.
‘‘Father, as you know, detests concerts; besides, he
rarely goes out now at nights. And—and as ‘you
have been installed as my chaperon, I—I—why, of
course——"' and she raised her eyes to his and laughed.

”

Page Eleven

" known before.

“If you only knew
abruptly and blushed.
“Only knew what?” she questioned innocently.

‘“Well, what a treat it is to get away from one'’s
books, and from oneself, in fact. I assure you I shall
look forward eagerly to the concert.”

“You will not need to put on evening clothes,”
she said in matter-of-fact tones. ‘You might come
along to high tea, and if the weather is fine we might
walk down together.”

“That would be jolly!”

‘** And after the concert you might see me into a cab.”

Hehnodded and popped another biscuit into his
mouth.

" he began, then stopped

It was quite dark when he got back to his rooms,
and for awhile he sat in the firelight with his hands
deep in his pockets and his eyes half closed. He
had spent a very pleasant afternoon with Eve, and
now the reaction had come. He expected it, of course,
After the sweet the bitter.

Eve was more beautiful than ever in his eyes; he
loved her with a passion that was more completely
absorbing; he longed to possess her with a more in-
tense desire.

A week later he found himself once more at Rose
Villa. Eve received him in the drawing-room, as
usual. The doctor was in his study. She was a
little more sedate in her talk than during his previous
visit, but none the less charming on that account.
She made sympathetic inquiries about his work, and
seriously suggested that he should take more exercise.
She showed great interest in his programme of lectures,
and led him on unconsciously to talk about himself
and the future.

It was quite dark when they left the house to go
to the concert. Outside the gate Eve took his arm
as though he had been an elder brother. It was
well that she did not feel the thrill that ran through
him; he did not even press her hand with his arm,
yet all the way he walked like a man who was passing
through an enchanted land. In his ears her soft
voice rang like music, and every now and then the
light in her eyes gave him glimpses of an impossible
heaven.

Such a mingling of sweet and bitter he had never
It was rapture beyond all words to
love her; it was joy unspeakable even to be her friend.
But to be forestalled, to know that his love was un-
requited, that her heart was in the keeping of another—
that was grief too deep for utterance.

He never had any clear recollection what the concert
was like. He remembered only Eve. She sat en-
thralled, listening. He sat enthralled, also, looking
at her.

Toward the end of the concert she laid her hand
suddenly on his arm, and he felt it tremble.

‘‘Look,” she whispered, “in the front row of all.
He is turning his head—there, he has seen us.”

Bart flushed and grew angry. Standing up and
waving his programme at them was David Wiggs.

CHAPTER VIII o
APPREHENSION

BART recognised David by the slightest possible

inclination of the head, but Eve, with her usual

impulsiveness and generosity, waved her hand to

him. Bart frowned and looked a little annoyed.

David’s lack of taste grated on his nerves. Eve's

readiness to greet her old lover came to him with a
slight shock of surprise. '

n the large vestibule, as he expected, David was
waiting for them. He rushed up to Eve as though they
were the best friends in the world and seized her out-
stretched hand in both his. “‘It is a pleasure to see you
again,” he panted, ‘‘an awful pleasure; and you look
so well, too. I can’t tell you how delighted I am.
And how is your father? I hope he is first-rate.”

“He is very well, thank you,” Eve replied quietly.

“You will give him my kindest regards, won't
you, and tell him that I will be looking in to see him
in a few days—perhaps to-morrow. He rattled on with
scarcely a pause for breath, as though afraid Eve
might cut in with a sudden ‘‘Good night.”

“1 was not aware you had returned to Oxford
again,” she said as soon as he gave her an opening.

“Qh, I am not at the 'Varsity,” he laughed. I
wish I were. I don’s expect I shall ever have so jolly
a time again. I've just had five or six weeks in London;
fine place is London, and awful fun dodging the traffic,
I can assure you. Won't you let me take you home in
my car? I could get it round in no time.”

“No, thank you.”

“It wouldn’t be a bit of trouble, I assure you.

“Miss Marsden is in my charge at present,” Bart
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broke in suddenly and a little angrily, and he pushed
his way through the crowd, Eve clinging to his arm.
Neither of them spoke until they had got some distance
away; then, after a hurried glance behind him to be
sure that David was not following, he said quietly:
“Would you mind walking home?”’

“Not in the least. I should enjoy it.”

“I'm afraid we should have a difficulty in getting
a cab now. There's such a crowd waiting."”

“Perhaps. we ought to have left earlier. I hope
you don't mind?”’ .

“Mind? I shall be glad of the walk and a little
fresh air.”

She came closer to him the nearer they got to Rose
Villa and leaned more heavily on his arm. She
was getting tired. Her cheek sometimes touched his
shoulder. He could feel her breath when she raised
her face to reply to some remark of his; her-eyes
shone in the lamp-light. Once or twice he fancied
that her hand trembled.

He held himself in check with resolute will. He
might not be able to help loving Eve, but he could
help making any sign of it. He owed that to him-
self, to Eve, and to his friend Geoff Lincoln.

So they talked spasmodically about commonplace
things till they reached Rose Villa. He held her
hand for the briefest moment as they said good night.
He had not the courage to look into her face. He
would have given the world to have taken her in
his arms and kissed her.

“You will come again soon?’” she called from
within the doorway.

“Yes, soon,” and he strode away into the darkness.

Three days later he redeemed his promise and
dropped in at Rose Villa a little after tea-time; he
told himself that he hadn’t the cheek to go to tea
again so soon.

He had felt more or less depressed all the day.
A vague sense of impending trouble haunted
him. He wanted cheering up. Autumn was al-
ways a depressing time; the falling leavess addened
him. Naturally his thoughts turned to Eve
Marsden’s cosy drawing-room and to Eve her-
self. She was nearly always cheerful, whoever
might be depressed, and what was more, she
always gave him a warm welcome whenever
he called.

His heart was beating uncomfortably fast
when he came in sight of Rose Villa. The light
was full on in the drawing-room, the professor’s
study above was in darkness. He paused for a
moment with his hand on the garden gate. “He
thought again of the moth and the candle. It
was foolish of him, no doubt, to see so much of
Eve. He was deliberately scorching his heart,
adding to his burden with each successive visit.

The door was opened directly in response to
his ring, and the professor stood before him. ;

““Oh, I thought it was Eve,” he said in a tone
of disappointment. ‘“She ought to have been
at home nearly two hours ago. They went out
for a motor ride, fully intending to be back to
tea.”

llThey?Y'

“She and David Wiggs. She did not want
to go particularly, but I persuaded her. I
thought a spin in the fresh air would do her good.
I hope they have not met with an accident; but
I am bound to admit I am getting alarmed, and
the night is so frightfully dark.”

‘“Which way did they go?"”’

“They turned in the direction of the Wood-
stock Road. ‘Just an hour’s run,’ David said,
‘or an hour and a half at the outside.””’

Bart stood still in the doorway with a troubled
look in his eyes. A dozen vague fears haunted
him—, Had shé gone out with anyone else he
would have been less concerned. But David
Wiggs——

He tried to put his fears aside. There had
been a breadkown, perhaps. Such things were
not uncommon, and a breakdown in the coun-
try would mean very considerable delay.

“He has a good chauffeur, I presume, who
understands the machine?” Bart questioned after
a pause.

“Oh, no, he drives himself. He says he has be-
come quite an expert driver.”

“But do you mean to say ?"" he began, then
stopped abruptly. It was not his place to criticise.
“I hope there has been nothing worse than a break-
down,” he ended, after a pause.

“But think what that might mean!"” the old man
interrupted excitedly. “Suppose that should happen
in some lonely country lane, miles away from any
house——""’

“Mr. Wiggs would keep to the high roads, surely?”
Bart answered with a curious tightening of the muscles
round his lips.

“He may have taken some cut across country.
I'm afraid he’s a little fond of showing off his skill
as a driver.”

Bart glanced up at the clock and was silent. He
was too troubled himself to be of much comfort to
anyone else. Besides, he could not resist the con-
viction that Wiggs had deliberately led Eve into a

- trap. That he loved Eve in his own coarse, violent
way, there could be no doubt. That he had not given
up hopes of winning her was evident from his effusive
manner on the night of the concert. That he would
not stick at niceties to secure his own ends was known
to nearly everyone who knew him at all. :

Bart got up after awhile and began to pace up and

down the room. He had scarcely courage to follow
his own argument ‘to its conclusion. He felt almost

sick with fear and misgivi¥.

The professor was the first to break the silence
It was evident that similar, if not the very same
thoughts had been working in his brain.

“I—I fear I made a mistake,” he faltered after a
long pause. “J ought not te have persuaded Eve to go.”’

A

" The next instant his heart gave a great bound,
Eve !’ he cried.”

“It was no doubt a mistake,” Bart answered dog-
gedly, and he glanced again at the clock. For awhile
he stood as if deep in thought.

“Look here,” he said at length, “I cannot possibly
stay here doing nothing.”

“But what can you do?”” the old man questioned.

“I don't know. But I shall suffocate if I stay
here. I must get out into the night and into the
wind. I must listen, call, search. There has been
no accident, or you would have heard ere this. The
thing to be apprehended is something very different.
Good-bye for the present,” and he hurried out of the
room and out of the house.

CHAPTER IX
THE WRONG TURN

THE professor did not overstate the truth when he
told Bart that he had persuaded Eve to go for a
ride with David Wiggs. If he had stated that he
had commanded her, he would not have been very
wide of the mark. Eve certainly would not have gone
if she had merely consulted her own wishes. Her
sense of the fitness of things protested against it.
The old man, however, took quite an opposite
view, he insisted that Eve should go. ‘I can’t pos-
sibly go myself,” he said. “I wish I could, but there
is no reason in the world why you should not go.”
“But really, father,” she protested, “I don’t think
it.is quite the thing.”
At which he lost his temper and sneered at the
silliness of women and the stupidity of convention,
and intimated broadly that while she lived at home

with him he expected to have his wishes carried
out.

So Eve yielded in the end, as she was in the habit
of yielding; but in a very rebellious frame of mind.

Until they got outside the town, David did not
attempt to speak to her. He gave all his attention
to steering the machine; but when they got beyond
the last house, and there was a straight road in front
of 1tjhem, he turned his head suddenly and looked
at her.

“Doesn’t she run sweet?"

“I suppose so. I've had very little experience of
motor-cars.”

He sounded his horn in passing the end of a road,
then turned his head again.

“We are going twenty-five miles an hour. You'd
hardly think it, would you?"”

“No; I shouldn’t have thought we were traveling
so fast.”

“I could run her up to fifty easily, but you never
know exactly where the police-traps are. Beastly

nuisance all these rules and regulations; don't you
think so?”

“I don’t think I want to travel any faster,” she
replied.

“And are you enjoying it?"”

“Ye—s—on the whole——"'

“I knew you would when you got going,” he said,
his freckled face lighting up with pleasure.

“And isn't the scenery scrummy hereabouts?”

“Yes, it’s very beautifal.”

“And yet, do you know, I'd rather look at you
than at the most beautiful scenery in the world.”

“Did youbring me out here to say this to me?”
she%uestioned angrily.

“Oh, no. Only you drive me into saying things.

Page Twelve

‘ Miss Marsden—

jm|

You are so pretty, and T do love you so much; I do,

-indeed, and it's awfully hard to keep one's mouth

shut. And while there’s life there’s hope, you know.
You are not married to Geoff Lincoln yet: “Isnlt
thtlz‘re still a chance for me?”

Hoyv' dare you ask such a question?” she asked,
half. raising from her seat. ‘I must request you to
turn the car and go back home again.”’

,As you will,” he answered sullenly. “But I
don’t think you ought to be angry with a man because
he loves you. He pays you the highest compliment
he“lS able to pay.”

You have no right to pay me ‘the compliment’
as you call it, under the circumstances. If you did
noE know, it would have been different.”

But people often break their engagement. They
find out their mistake, get tired of waiting, and all
that. * You may have to wait and wait until you are
qmt‘p;v _cﬁd—"

“Will you stop the car, please 4
sh(i requested, with ﬂaminé gheels{s'. i |

Of course I will. It is quite time we retraced
our steps if we are to reach Oxford before dark.”

In a few minutes the machinery was humming
again and they were spinning along the way they
had come. Eve leaned back into the corner, and shut
he;t eyes. dShﬁ wa.sd11mpa’gent to get home again.

grew dark rapi and Davi
il Tl e Iapm p;{., avid got out at length

Then he started the engine again, and set off once
more at a great pace.

Eve became conscious after awhile that the road
was less even than it had been. She looked out of
the window, but she could see nothing. The hedge

could scarcely be distinguished from the road
and the fields beyond were quite invisible, :

Her companion, however, did not appear to
be worried. He knew the way, and she quite
expected that in a little while now the lights of
Oxford would come into sight. David had not
spoken for a considerable time. He sat back
in _his seat, a rather tense figure, but apparently
quite alert.

. The car had slackened its pace considerably
smce.thgy turned their faces toward Oxford, but
the jolting grew more and more pronounced.
Eve could not understand it. She remembered
no jolting on the way out. On the contrary,
the run had been remarkable for its smoothness.

She looked again through the window, but
she could see nothing. Almost unconsciously she
became a little nervous. It was not altogether
pleasant to be shut up in a car alone with David
Wiggs, especially on such a dark night and so
far away from home.

Suddenly the brakes seemed to be jammed
down, and the car came to a full stop. David
jumped up at once, and a moment or two later
was looking at the engine by the light of one
of the lamps; then he came back to his seat,
and examined the petrol gauge, giving a low
whistle as he did so. Eve leaned forward with a
white, scared face.

“Is anything the matter?” she asked, doing
her best, though not very successfully, to keep
her voice steady.

“I'm awfully sorry,” he answered, holding
up the lamp, and looking at her, “but we have
run out of petrol.”

“But what are we to do?” she questioned
anxiously.

“Haven't the remotest idea.
fact, I don’t know where we are.
have got off the track somehow.”

“Off the track?’” and there was fear in every
word and tone.

“I'm afraid so.

As a matter of
We seem to

Must have taken a wrong
turn somewhere. I've been looking for familiar
land marks this last half-hour. At present we
seem to be in the heart of a wood, miles away
from everywhere.”

“But what are we to do?”

“Stay where we are. There is nothing else
for it. It's awkward, I admit; but what can’t
be cured must be endured. When daylight
comes we shall be able to discover where we are.”’

“Do you mean that we shall have to stay here
all night?”

For a moment he did not reply. It was exactly
what he did mean, but he was afraid to alarm her
too much.

“Of course, somebody may come by and help
{15 out of our difficulty. We must hope for the
best, 4

For awhile she was silent; but her brain was working
rapidly. She felt as certain as she did of her own
existence that David had set a trap for her, and her
father had compelled her to walk into it. What he
hoped to accomplish she could not quite understand,
but that seemed to reveal itself a few minutes
later,

“I feel awfully cut up about it,”’ he said, bending
over the back of the seat in her direction. ‘‘People
are always so ready to talk. Had we been engaged,
it wouldn’t, of course, have mattere i

“I hope you won’t think I brought you here on
purpose,” he went on, in tones that were meant to
be soothing, “I can assure you I am as distressed
about the matter as you can be.”

She wanted to fling the lie back into his teeth,
but was afraid to anger him. “It is very unfortu-
nate,” she whispered, after a long pause; and her
voice shook in spite of every effort to keep it still.

“You are cold,” he said. ‘“Why, your teeth are.
chattering! I will come and sit close to you, and help
to keep you warm,” and he began to clamber in her
direction.

Continued on page 32
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DAVID KENDALL'S HOLIDAY

How a Girl Made an Unexpected Ending to His Vacatién

THE little town of Guilford, in Kent, is probably
the last place that was ever made. At least

David Kendall thought so, and for that very
reason he selected it on the map as his summer resort
while yet the trees were bare and icy blasts raged
around his club in St. James’ Street. Months ahead
he engaged the best room to be had at the White
Rabbit, the one and only hostelry Guilford can boast
of, with the intention of going there as soon as the
first spring days arrived. But unforseen business
transactions kept Mr. Kendall, very impatient and
altogether testy, in the city through April, through
May, through June; and it was the first of July when
he alighted from the railway train at Saybrook and
hired a-trap to drive over the hills to Guilford.

It was a good hour'’s ride through country unus-
ually dry, so that when Mr. Kendall reached the village
he was a sight to behold. The dust had sifted through
his travelling coat on the dark suit beneath. His
shoes were literally powdered, and his collar looked
dejected. As the trap bowled down the green and
drew up before the White Rabbit it must be admitted
that the new-comer did not present a very prepossess-
ing appearance.

After paying the driver he sauntered up the box-
bordered path and lifted the huge brass knocker,
letting it fall with a thud that resounded through the
quiet house. Then he waited.

In a few minutes the door was opened, and he
stood confronting a good-natured looking woman,
short and stout. She manifested considerable sur-
prise at sight of the stranger.

“Good afternoon. You were expecting me, were
you not?”’ he asked. ;

‘I was only expecting a Mr. Kendall from.Lon-
don,” she replied, with some hesitation.

Kendall gave vent {o a hearty laugh.

el shoulg not blame you if you had taken me for
a stranded motorist or even a disguised housethief!
But is my room ready? I am really Mr. Kendall,
you know."”

“Yes, indeed sir,” answered the woman, now at
her ease, “come with me.” And she led the way up-
stairs to the best front chamber. When she had closed
the door and departed, her guest proceeded to remove
the stains of travel, after which he surveyed his sur-
roundings with a critical eye. Everything was
immaculate from white bed-spread to ruffled muslin
curtains, and Kendall felt he had found THE place at

b

“Well, it’s about time,”’ he muttered, looking out
across the lawn. “I've spent five summers searching
for a quiet place where I can rest, and sketch, and do as
I please; but wherever I go, I encounter those con-
founded American tourists. This place, though, is
so little and unheard of I feel safe from them here,”
he congratulated himself.

When Kendall descended the broad hall stairs
one would scarcely have recognized in this tall, good-
looking, correctly-garbed gentleman the dust-be-
smeared traveler who had lately arrived. Ever since
the inheritance of a fortune from a bachelor uncle
he had been something of a society idol. Fond mam-
mas sought him as a son-in-law, representatives of
charitable institutions sought him as a benefactor,
scheming speculators sought him as an investor, and
it was but natural that with all this bowing and scrap-
ing the young man should assume a bored-to-death
expression and wear the airs of a conqueror. In
winter his occupation was managing his estates, and
attending numerous social functions where he duti-
fully passed tea and cakes to lovely painted ladies in
satin gowns. In summer his occupation was escaping
from those same painted ladies as well as every other
feminine member of society, and following his whims
which generally led in the direction of art.

Leisurely now he traversed the veranda and am-
bled across the lawn. On a grassy knoll he paused and
took his first good view of the White Rabbit. It was
a typical English inn of weathered shingles topped by
a low red-tiled roof. Only here and there, however,
were the shingles and tiles visible, for the entire
structure was well-nigh covered with a thick mass of
ivy and creepers.

Behind the inn stretched rolling meadows and

daisy fields in full blcom. On one side extended a
strip of woodland beyond which, so Kendall had been
told, lay a beautiful sheet of water, and further be-
yond that ran the old post road to London. It was in
reality a delightful spot, he told himself. Comfort-
able lodgings, quiet sleepy town, picturesque scenery,
adjacent lake, and best of all, no women; at least, he
haddobserved none save the landlady and one solitary
maid.
“It’s the first time,” he remarked with evident
relief, ‘““that I've ever been in a place half an hour
without setting eyes on some demurely coquettish
individual who apgeared frightened to death at sight
of a man, though I knew all along that was what she
wanted!”

Kendall waited with inward fear and trembling
until the dinner-hour that evening. He was still in
terror lest he be surrounded by a swarm of Americans
with their ubiquitous guide-books. But as he took his
seat at the table he noted with astonishment that
there were no other covers laid.

“Well, this i9 an' extraordinary kind of inn,”
was his mental comment. ‘‘One forlorn lodger will
have a highly exciting time here, no doubt!
there was some other chap to break the monotony once
in a while, but the place is too far from civilization
and too plain to be popular, I suppose. What a pity,
after the landlady has gone to the trouble of naming

hoped -
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it the White Rabbit, and having a brass knocker, and
other alluring bait for Yankee fish. They don’t seem
to have nipped it yet. ‘‘Anyway,” he chuckled, I
wager it's good for one season of quiet, undisturbed
by your everlasting peaches and cream summer girl.”

The following day Kendall's luggage arrived;
the next he was busy getting settled in his new quaiters;
but the third afternoon saw him seated on the ground
beneath an old oak, busily occupied with brush and
canvas. He was trying to reproduce a bit of woods
with a gnarled hemlock in the foreground. But it was
dreamy and hot that afternoon. Kendall did not feel
like working. He leaned back against the oak, idly
toying with the grass and leaves about him.

All at cnce his fingers touched something hard,
something that was not a last year’s acorn. The
young man, all attention now, sat up and examined
the little object. It was a semi-precious stone, evid-
ently a lapis lazuli, and must have been set in a ring.

“I wonder,” he mused curiously, ‘ who its owner
was, and how long it has been lying buried among the
leaves.”

Just then a ray from the setting sun flashed in his
face, reminding him of his neglected landscape; where-
upon the little blue stone was deposited in the depths
of its finder’s pocket, there to repose unthought of
for many a day.

Kendall liked his new surroundings—there was no
denying that fact. The long listless days offered
plenty of time for sketching delightful bits of scenery,
for enjoying a favorite book while stretched at full
length on the sward, or for taking long cross-country
tramps and “‘reconnoitring expeditions,” as he called
them. These last proved his chief amusement.

Early one fine morning when he had sojourned
about a week at the inn he set out on a jaunt through
fields and over low-browed hills. The glorious air,
the dewy fragrance of the grass made him feel like
a light-hearted boy once more. He leaped the first
hedge that obstructed his path. Then, remembering
himself, he turned sheepishly to see if any one was
looking. No one was. The coast lay clear ahead
and Kendall, plunging both hands in his pockets and
pulling his hat down to shade his eyes, tramped on
and on, and almost directly into somebcdy in white.

She had stooped to pick some flowers, but she
straightened up as he brushed against her. Instantly
Kendall’s hat was in his hand.

“I beg-your pardon,” he said gravely. “Like
an idiot I didn’t look where I was going.” .

“Rather unconventional meeting, wasn't it?”
she smiled. ‘‘But I'll not take advantage of it; you
may proceed in your reckless course unmolested, sir.”
And turning round she began picking flowers again.
Evidently she considered the incident closed.

Now, Kendall would really have liked to stop and
chat awhile, despite his avowed dislike of the gentler
sex, but what could he do? There was nothing left
but to bow a polite “Good morning,” and continue
his promenade.

He had caught a glimpse of two wicked-looking
eyes, some dimples, and a huge bouquet of field-
daisies the girl carried in her arms. Tt was just enough
to excite his interest. Recalling it later in the soli-
tude of his own room, he thought the picture offered
a refreshing contiast to delicate, languishing ladies
in the usual setting of white and gold drawing-rooms.

“I suppose she's some dairymaid, though,”
he concluded, and let the matter drop.

Another long lazy week dragged by, and then
Kendall sallied forth in the cool of the evening to post
a letter in the village. The way was usually deserted
except for an occasional farm-boy returning from the
fields; but this time he saw a woman coming down the
road some distance ahead. He thought he recognized
a certain coil of dark hair, and sure enough—as she
gplpdroached he beheld the dairymaid of the daisy-

eld.

She walked slowly, her eyes bent on the letter she
was reading, and Kendall passed her unobserved.
He noted, however, that she wore a cluster of daisies
in her belt.

““So she lives down our way,” he commented to

himself. *Well, she ou%ht to be home churning
butter instead of reading love-letters from the village
swains.”

~ For the next few days, Kendall was occupied with
business in the city and when he returned the affair
of the dairymaid was entirely forgotten. He only
knew that the rural freedom and freshness was thrice
welcome after the oppressive heat of London. At the
time of his arrival clouds hung low and threatening
over the Kentish hills, and the young man observed
the sky with something akin to glee. ;

“Just the day for fishing! If there’s a solitary
trout in that pond he’s a ‘goner’ for sure, this time,”
he declared in the American slang learned on previous
vacations.

The obliging landlady was taken into confidence
and soon despatched a small boy to dig worms for bait.
Ere long a trampy-looking individual garbed in a rain-
coat and carrying some baskets slung over one shoulder

and a fish-pole balanced on the other emerged from the

White Rabbit and disappeared in the woods. A few
minutes later a boat pushed off shore and Kendall
began operations.

Rowing to a sheltered end of the lake be finally
anchored near a tiny strip of land that jutted out
thicket-covered, and here casting his line, the pros-
pective fisherman waited. A balf-hour passed. Not
a. bite. Another half-hour passed. Only a dainty
nibble; then the inquiring fish took fright and darted
away. Kendall was on the point of pulling in his line
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to try a more favorable spot when somewhere behind
the little peninsula he heard a woman’s voice singing
softly.

He put down his pole and listened. The only
words he could catch now and then sounded like
“Boola, boola.”

. “Whatever can it be?”” he queried. ‘‘Chinese?
Hindu?”

To put the question beyond all doubt he weighed
anchor and rowed round the point of land. There
to his amazement, seated in a boat and enjoying the
same pastime as himself, was the dairymaid.

She was leaning forward intent on the cork which
bobbed up and down with the ripples. Hearing the
dip of Kendall’s oars she looked up to find him scrutini-
zing her attentively.

“Do you prefer a profile or full view?"’ she de-
mangl‘ed playfully. He was non-ccmmittal.

... “You look very ccmfortable as you are.” Then
with a sportsman’s disregard of formalities:

“Had any luck?”

“No, only a nibble or two.”

“Neither have I. Was just about to give up,
but maybe I'll have better success here.” And he
re-cast his line.

The gi1l bent over her pole once more and Kendall
forgot his fishing to watch her face.- After a long
interval of silence he began:

I hope you didn’t mind my intiusion. I heard
a voice in this desolate spot, and I wanted to know
the owner of that veice if I might have the gcod fortune.
My name is Kendall—David Kendall of Lon i

Here she held out a warning hand.

“‘Sh. He's wondering whether to bite or not!”

There was a very perceptible tug on the cork,
and the young woman, quick as a flash, swung the line
aloft disclosing a good-sized trout floundering about
and flapping water on its captor.

My word, you must have charmed him, Circe!”
cried Kendall with admiration.

The girl caught the fish in her hand.

“It isn’t hurt, thank goodness!” she replied;
and unfastening the hcok from its gills she slipped it
into the lake.

“T hate to see them struggle so,” she explained.

“It was a fine one, though,” deplored Kendall.
““It must have been the one that bit on my hock just
now.”

“Oh, no.”

“Why not?”

“The one you NEARLY caught was ever so much
larger than this, you know.” she bantered.

Kendall laughed.

“Going to try for another?”

She glanced at the clouds. :

“No, I think I'll _go back now. Look, we're
going to have a rousing thunder-storm directly.”

They rowed ashore, and as Kendall helped her
beach her boat he felt a raindrop on his cheek.

“Come, we must hurry!”

“WE must hurry?”

“Yes. Here, take my rubber coat.”

“No.” She pushed him away laughing nervously.
“I'm going to the I'm going to run home—alone,
and I want you to stay here till I've been gone five
minutes.”

4(Why?ll

“Because I ask it.” : X

“Well then, good-bye, Circe,” offering 1’}15 hand.

She would not take it, though she smiled.

“Good-bye, Mr. David Kendall—of London!”
she called over her shoulder as she darted from him
and was soon lost to sight among the trees.

True to his word, the young man re_mamed stand-
ing where she had left him with the rain pelting him
in the face, while his watch ticked out five minutes.
Then turning up his coat-collar, he strode toward the
inn.

“Queer,” he reflected, *“why she doesn’t want me
to know where she lives. Oh, well, what’s the odds?
I may not see her again anyway.”

The next fine afternoon Kendall strclled into the
garden with apparently no object but to while away

-the hours. He had been sketching all morning,

and wanted a little recreation. Also he wanted a
little companionship, though he did not know it.

There must have been some magnetism in the
woods which turned his steps that direction, for before
he realized it he had reached the waterside. Not
unnaturally his thoughts wandered to that previous
day and he explored the shore with a secret desire—
which he tried to suppress—that the _adventure might
be repeated. But the spot was quite deserted and
Kendall, not being in the mood to enjoy a solitary row,
turned back through the woods.

He stopped to listen to the sweet, clear notes of a
thrush in the branches above, and another bird
lover stopped to listen at the same time. She
did not see Kendall until too late to retreat. Her
first impulse was to dodge behind some bushes and in
doing so she ccllided with a clump of dead, dry under-
brush. The rattling of the twigs made Kendall look
around.

“Good-morrow, Lady Circe,” he hailed, hastening
to assist her extricate herself from the brambles,
Without giving her time to reply he continued:

“Why were you hiding from me just now?”

“Perhaps I wasn’t.”

“I'm afraid you were. You are very unkind.
Do you know, I was looking for you?"”

“Really now?” with mock gravity. “What a
compliment!"”

(Continued on page 39
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AROUND THE HEARTH
Written for the Canadian Home Journal
By JENNIE ALLEN MOORE
= = =)

“ALL work and no play would make us dull,
So at the common school,
To study, and to play a while,
Has always been the rule,
And all our fun is jolly-oh,
At the pleasant common school.”

WORKING AND PLAYING

OTHER, here are some of your sentiments,”
my boy said, handing me a newspaper, and
pointing to a paragraph which read: “If the

public school children of Ontario are looking for a
hero, here is what Dr. Geo. Locke, chief librarian of
Toronto, says: ‘Home work is the most arid, most
inhuman, and most futile educational method ever
perpetrated on the human race. It should be abolished
for ever.””

“Yes, ‘them’s my sentiments’ all right, and have
been since I was a public school scholar, and perforce
carried an armful of books home every night, placed
them in a drawer, where they rested peacefully until
next morning, and were carried back again without
opening a page. Not so with my sister, who pored
for hours over her home work at night, and resumed
it in the morning if she had any spare minutes, and
came home complaining, “‘I don’t understand how my
lessons are so imperfect. I am sure I study hard
enough all evening, and at school. There is Jennie
now, she romps and plays all evening, and only has
the half hour study period in school to get up her
lessons, and she never seems to have a mistake.” In
these days I give all the credit for this to a wonderful
memory, but, looking backwards, I question whether
it was not the invigorating exercise in the fresh air,
and consequent sound sleep that followed, that fitted
my brain for the mental feats of memorizing whole
p&ges of history and literature without any apparent
effort.

I never did home work myself, never inflicted it
on my pupils during eight years in the teaching pro-
fession, and never questioned my children regarding
it. That they were given lessons to prepare at home
goes without saying; whether they did the work or
not, was a matter of indifference to me. If a game of
ball held greater attractions outside, they were left
free to enjoy it; and if the unprepared task confronted
them next day, and punishment was meted out, they
“took their medicine,” and received neither rebuke
nor sympathy from mother. My policy was not to
openly oppose a teacher’s authority, but simply let
it rest with themselves. Not once 1n all their school
life were my children called from healthful outdoor
exercise and admonished to sit down at home work.

I remember a little girl, the eldest of a family of four,
whose heartaches were many over the home work
question. She would no sooner appear in the door
than her mother would say, ‘I was just waiting for
you, Ella, to go to the store,” and forthwith give her
the commission. When she returned it was, *Take
baby out in his carriage while I get tea.” “But
mamma, my home work.” ‘‘Never mind it now;
hurry and take baby.” Then after supper was over,
and the dishes washed she would pick up her books
with the same little worry frown she had worn on her
face ever since four o'clock. In a few minutes she
would receive the command to take her little brothers
upstairs to bed, a usual occurrence if company came
in, or her mother was busy.

Then another effort to resume the study, in the midst
of which she would be reminded her bed-time hour
had arrived, and she must close her books and retire.
Not to sleep though, for the unfinished task troubled
her, and she would fret and toss, and her dreams were
haunted by it until the child became a shadow of her-
self, and was ordered by the family physician to be
taken out of school. Her case is just a sample of the
injury done, where a nervous, sensitive child, anxious
and willing to assist mother, is overburdened with a
constant shadow of lessons. I cannot better explain
my position as regards this subject than by quoting
from my own article published four years ago in the
CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL. As my opinions have not
altered, perhaps I may be excused for repeating it
ad verbatim.

r—

lN an address given before a class in household
economics at the Technical School, Toronto, by

Dr. Charles Sheard, Medical Health Officer, he
struck at the root of a national evil when he scored the
school system which permits children to have home
studies. ~ While all will not agree with his idea of shorter
school hours, and more lengthy vacations, the thinking
mind of this great Dominion should give the gravest
consideration to this key-note of an injurious custom,
and abolish from the Public Schools the practice of
home study for its pupils. All honor to the brave
man who did not hesitate to express his convictions
with no uncertain sound.

Who is responsible for this state of affairs, parents
or teachers? Both are equally so, but primarily the
parents in permitting after-school work to be performed.
It is to be deplored that so many parents are under
the impression that unless the young heads are deluged
with heavy tasks the teacher is neglecting his duty.

If they should unitedly rebel against it there would not
be much protest from the teachers, as with very few
exceptions, they would be willing to forego the addi-
tional work and trouble of giving and examining home
work. There is always the over-zealous teacher, of
course, to reckon with, those of the old regime, who
cling to long-fostered habits, but they are in the
minority, and would soon fall into line with up-to-date
methods, or be asked to retire from active service.

Surely, with the advance of the age in which we
live, when educational advantages are such that a
child’s school-life extends from the age of seven to
fourteen years, we can afford to let the six hours a
day be sufficient when health authorities inform us
that one hour of mental labor is equivalent to three of
physical! With the excellent method of -pre-arranged
study, and systematic teaching, steady progress is
assured, so why should we adhere to the primitive
days when boys and girls were only given so many
months’ schooling yearly, and perforce had to work
hard at the three R’s all evening? That was not really
any self-denial on their part, for other books and papers
were scarce, probably one weekly being the limit,
while our homes, full of good books, papers and maga-
zines, all educators, must be ignored, while our child-
ren sit pouring and worrying over home lessons.

Some teachers, when remonstrated with, will say,
“T do not give them much to do, just a little work.”
Here is a point to note. It is not the amount of work
given to do that harasses the youthful mind and
forms a barrier between the child and any enjoyment
it might otherwise have, but it is the ever-abiding,
omnipresent conviction ‘I have my home work to
do.” The thought is depressing, the only relief
is to sacrifice the bright sunshiny hours immediately
after school—the very time they should be enjoying
recreation in the open air—and dispense with that
duty, then the burden being lifted, there is a sense of
freedom. We older people understand this experience,
and can sympathise, for neglected or postponed duties
are anxiety tormentors. Thus, our children are
under a continual mental strain, which in a nervous
nature works havoc, noticeable in irritability if required
to assist in domestic employment, or running of

errands, which should be a pleasure, the inevitable .

answer freeing them from such a necessary part of
their training.

Home conditions, too, are often unfavorable for
home study. The lights are poor, or insufficient,
perhaps. Is it not a great evil that students must
spend the precious hours, often far into the night that
should be given refreshing sleep, thereby restoring their
wasted energies, to ruining their health and preparing
them for physical wrecks when their education is com-
pleted ? f)S'lt fair, parent, teacher, to bind down both
body and mind until there is apparently no liberty
left? Grant them the privilege after school of a
splendid, unrestrained romp in the air and sunshine,
healthful exercise, and a free mind. Let their evenings
be open for family and home life, for music and reading,
in short to follow their own individual tastes. All too
soon the strenuous life we lead will overtake them,

Then release them from this childhood’s drudgery, -

bondage, slavery, what you will, and your wisdom
will be reflected in the happier faces, stronger intellects,
and perfected characters of the students around you.
What city will set the example by prohibiting home
study for public school pupils, and furnish for other
schools to follow, a wise humane precedent?”

T—t

UR system of education in Canada is something
we, as Canadians, are proud of, but we do think
that the course, as pursued by the boys and girls

of our High Schools, especially, is injurious, and
inconsistent with good health. Many scholars of both
sexes are nervous wrecks, when the laurels for which
they have sacrificed health, pleasure, and home life
are won. We read in the pale faces and hollow eyes
in the lack of vitality and strength which has been
sapped by over-study; the brain’s development has
caused the loss of a vigor and buoyancy of body and
spirit, which is hard to regain. William George Jordan,
a famous American journalist says:—'‘The educa-
tional system of to-day is a monumental institution
dedicated to Hurry. The children are forced to go
through a series of studies that sweep the circle of
all human wisdom. < They are given everything that
the ambitious ignorance of the age can force into their
minds. They are taught everything but the essentials

- —how to use their senses and how to think. Their

minds become congested by a great mass of undigested
facts, and still the cruel, barbarous forcing goes on . .
. .. They hurry the children into a hundred text
books, then into ill health, then into the colleges,
then into a diploma, then into life with a dazed mind,
untrained and unfitted for living.”

He is right. I endorse every word of it. There
seems to be not much pick nor choice in the matter
of what subjects our children must take up, the cur-
riculum of study is planned out by an educational
department, and whether desirable or otherwise, up
to a certain point in their education the studies are
universal. The public schools should see the end
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of that, and in our higher institutions of learning, pupils
should have more latitude, and be allowed to specialize,
dropping those subjects which have no particular
bearing on the calling in life they have decided to adopt.
The lives of many girls are made miserable by the study
of physics and mathematics, leaving them limited
time for languages and the classical studies they would
find useful in their future reading or travel, for so
many of our daughters only take the course at their
home collegiates, not aspiring for professions, but
to be fitted for social and domestic life. In my opin-
ion algebras and scientific problems are an injustice
to them, for they fret and fume over what will not be
likely to assist them in writing a good letter, or solve
the difficulty of cooking a dinner.

This applies to boys as well. There is no considera-
tion whatever for their natural abilities, they are
pushed through for something for which they are not
adapted, and an unsuccessful life is the result. A boy
is placed in a lawyer’s office, who should be an elec-
trical engineer, because the whole bent of his mind
leans that way; and another is in a pulpit who would
excel in commercial life. On every side these mistakes
are obvious, men going through life handicapped,
because their natural inclinations were stifled to satisfy
the ambition of one or both parents, who have made
a banker out of a splendid mechanic, or a shoemaker
out of a genius who might have left his name immortal
on the pages of history as a great military leader,
or literary light.

.~

LEASE teacher, Jennie Allen Moore is holding
up her hand, and this is what she is asking—
When school closes for the midsummer vacation,
do not suggest that your classes read up such and such
an author through the holidays, books that to their
youthful minds are dry .and musty, especially when
out of school, and in the glorious summer days when
everything invites them to the woods and the water,
to the singing of birds and bright sunshine. Why
do I ask it? Because to nine-tenths of the class it
will rest like a pall over the weeks that should be
lesson free, and at the eleventh hour they will race
through the volumes, disgusted with the task, and a
hatred for the books forever after, as the conditions
under which they were forced to read them are recalled.
The other tenth, with sturdy, conscientious resolve,
will devote the first days of their holidays to disposing
of the hateful task, and straightway dismiss and forget
all about it in the happy weeks that follow. Instead,
advise them after this fashion, ‘‘Now, children, when
you take your books home to-night, carry them up-
stairs, right to the attic if you have one, and put them
carefully away in a drawer or box, and bid them fare-
well until the day before school re-opens for the fall
term. Have a good time, and come back ready for
hard work.”
. And mother, do not insist upon the daily practice
in music. Leave them exempt for the holidays,
those hot July and August days when they feel so
listless and disinterested. Some may desire to con-
tinue their music; kindly allow them a choice in the
matter. And, please remember, that I practised
what I preach all along the years, both in the matter
of homework and music, and results were decidedly
satisfactory. Do not look forward with dread to the
weeks when the children will be on your hands. Get
ready for a holiday with them, and be full of resources
for the days when there is nothing special, and they
are wondering what to do; rainy days when they will
be shut indoors, when a little tea party in the play
room, or a wild Indian hunt in the wood she® wiil
render them supremely happy. Do not be too busy to
help build a tent, or erect a play house, where they can
pretend housekeeping. Soon, all too soon, the days
will come when the sober duties of life will overtake
them, and one of the sweetest memories will be the
times they are now enjoying ‘“‘round the old home
tree.” When they hear that sad little song, “In the
house of too much trouble,” they will not sigh over
the words, and recall their own childhood, but will
rejoice in the memory of a mother who was never too
busy to listen to their troubles.

et

For the Guest's Comfort

OSTESSES who look well to the comfort of their
guests always have in every room a bountiful
supply of note paper and correspondence cards,

inscribed with the name of the house, the post office
address and the telephone number—if there is one.
Country house stationery may deviate somewhat
from the conventional styles considered correct for
town use, and if one chooses to use khaki brown
note paper or robin’s egg blue, or even coral pink,
one’s vagary will be quite excusable. The name of
the house may also be printed at the top of the sheet
when nothing less than engraving would be tolerated
in town. Some hostesses provide postage stamps for

. their guests, but this is rather an expensive fad.

Telegraph blanks should, however, be in every
room, so that telegrams may be speedily dispatched
when necessity arises.



A New Pattern

Old Colony

Our new pattern, Old Colony, is the
highest achievement attained in silver
plated ware. Expressing in silver
the true spirit of Colonial times, it
has the grace and daintiness of the
period ils name suggests, combined
with experienced workmanship. The
pierced handle and the beautiful dec-
orative work deserve special attention.

This handsome design, so delicate
in its execution and so appropriate
in name, appeals not only to those
who love Colonial effects, but to all
who admire beautiful silver. It is
#N ideal for Colonial and Old
English dining rooms. . For
quality, style, finish and
wear there is no silver-
ware equal to

|BAT ROGERS BROS.

“Silver Plate
that Wears**

Spoons, forks, knives,
serving pieces, etc., so
stamped, are the most
durable to be had.  Our
process of finishing closes
the pores of the silver so
that it is worked into a
firm, hard surface that
will stand years of the
severest kind of wear.

Guaranteed by the larg-
est makers. Sold by
leading dealers every-
where. Send for beauti-
fully = illustrated cata-
logue “CHJ "

Meriden Britannia Co.
Hamilton, Canada

Meriden, Conn.
New York
Chicago
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- With the Journal’s Junjors
A Corner for the Small Person

= By COUSIN CLOVER

That’s eight quarts

Eye Deception

ERE is a clear case of eye decep-
tion. It is difficult even after meas-
urement, to believe that the two
accompany figures are of exactly the
same sijze,
Which appears the larger to you?
You will say, of course, that No. 2

looks and surely is larger than No. 1.
Measure them and you will find that
they are both one size.

r—

How Many Men in the Moon?

HERE is only one man in the moon

you will say, and in proof you can

point to the accompanying picture of

the moon showing the one man’s hand-
some face. :

With two strokes of your pencil you

.

can show that there are three men in

the moon, the one you see here and two
others. If you study the moon picture
carefully for a minute or so you may

hold five quarts, eleven quarts, and thirteen quarts.
twenty-four quarts in three equal shares?
This makes a very interesting little arithmetical puzzle.

How do they divide the

Can you solve it?

be able to add the two necessary pencil
strokes to bring out the other two faces.
Look for the solution in next month’s
CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

e~

What Is the Word?

ERE are twenty-five circles ar-
ranged in a square formation. Can
you fill them, using only three dif-
ferent letters, so arranged that they
spell a common English word of five
letters in twelve different directipns? To
spell a word of five letters, using only

00000
QOO0
00000
00000
00000

three letters, it is understood, of course,
that the same letter may be used more
than once in one word. Solution next
month.

Watch the Cat Jump

A CAT sitting in a room is one hun-
dred feet from the nearest door.

At one bound the animal jumps 50
feet toward the door, at the next jump
25 feet, then 121 feet, and so on. Each
jump is always half the length of the
preceding one.

At each jump the cat makes some pro-
gress toward the door. In how many
jumps will the cat reach the door?

The answer is “Never.” Can you
explain why?

b )

An Egg Mystery

HERE is a man in Toronto who eats
two fresh eggs for his breakfast
every morning. He neither buys,
borrows, barters, begs, steals, nor finds

More Puzzles and Answers to Those Published Last Month

How Do They Divide the Maple Syrup?

These three farmers have been making m_agle syrup, and they have twenty-
four quarts of it, which they are going to divide equally. 2 .
for each of them. The only measures they have are three buckets, which will

the eggs. ‘He does not keep hens, and
the eggs are not given to him. How
does he get the eggs? :

an you explain this? Look for the

solution in next month’s CANADIAN
HoME Journar,
.
Who Got Sausages

A DOG stole some sausages from the
butcher shop and ran as hard as

he could. Four minutes later the
butcher missed the sausages and started
In pursuit. The butcher was mad clean
through.

At the rate the dog was running he
would have reached a hole in a board
fence in exactly twelve and one-half
minutes from the time he darted out
of the butcher shop. If he got to the
hole in the fence ahead of the butcher
he knew he could dart through and
escape.

But the butcher was running one-third
faster than the dog. So, who got the
sausage, the butcher or the dog? Figure
it out and see,

e~

Solutions of Last Month’s Puzzles

_The solution of the four puzzles pub-
lished in our June issue are as follows:

HOW THE CHANGE WAS MADE

The clerk had $4.05 in his till, made
up of a $2.50 gold piece, a $2 bill, and
45 cents in silver.

The above diagram explains the
puzzle of the missing foot.
’
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Here is the solution to last month's
Greek cross puzzle.

This diagram shows how the spite
fence was built, dividing the octagon-
shaped piece of property into four equal
parts, with one house, one garage, one
chicken coop, and an entrance gate to
each part.
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A JULY LUNCHEON

FOR the July luncheon, lay the table on the lawn, against
a background of trees and flowers, or on the porch, where

some pretty decorative scheme has been carried out.
This may consist simply in placing at intervals great jardinieres
of some seasonable flower, or it may be an elaborate effect,
showing groups of lovely blossoms twined about a stout wire
framing that has been arched to within a foot of the porch
roof, and extended along the outer side between the porch
supports. Such a decoration is wonderfully attractive, and
with the abundance of flowers procurable at this season at
small cost is comparatively inexpensive.

The dainty sweet pea, at this time in the zenith of its beauty,
affords an admirable decoration for the July luncheon table.
Its wide range of coloring makes it adaptable to any number
of pretty schemes, and the delicate fragrance of its lovely
blossoms argues strongly in its selection.

One scheme that shows an effective use of this flowerT is
arranged as follows: Here the coloring is rose pink, and the
scheme of which it is a
part depicts asport,yacht-

PREPARED BY
MARY -H; NORTHEND

CHERRY CAKEs: Plain iced cookies may be transformed
into most inviting little cakes by decorating them with candied
cherries and leaves cut from citron arranged in clusters.

Hopgeronge PuppiNng: Two cupfuls of apples chopped
fine, 1 cupful of chopped English walnuts, % cupful of
raisins seeded and chopped, 14 cupful of orange juice, %
teaspoonful of ground cinnamon, 3 tablespoonfuls of sugar.
Mix the ingredients, turn into a buttered baking dish, dot
the top with bits of butter, and bake (covered) until the
apples are tender. Moisten with a little water if the apples
are not sufficiently juicy. Serve hot with a sauce made as
follows: Cream half a cupful of butter, add gradually one
cupful of brown sugar, heat in a double boiler, adding
gradually and very slowly half a cupful of cream. Stir
constantly to prevent curdling. Add one teaspoonful of
vanilla extract after removing the sauce from the fire.

STRAWBERRY CHARLOTTES : Line a mold with sponge lady
fingers. Mash up a pint of strawberries, adding three

ounces of sugar. Mix

ing, much in vogue dur-
ing July. The central
arrangement is a large,
deep bowl massed with
sweet peas. This rests on
a round mirror. In the
centre of the blossoms is
a miniature yacht, and
outlining the mirror are
tiny yachts corresponding
in number to the number
of guests. Between every
two of these little boats
is a small crystal holder
equipped with a taper
matching in coloring the
sweet peas. Flanking the
central theme are nautical

well and bring to a boil
when you add to it one
ounce o’ gelatine which
has been dissolved in a
little cold water, Rub it
all through a sieve.
Whip a little less than
half a pint of cream,
sweeten it and add to the
strained pulp. When this
is cool fill the interior
of the lined mold with
it, and set on the ice or
a very cool place till re-
quired. When serving,
turn out on a square of
sponge cake and decorate
with whipped cream and

candlesticks of siiver.
Small glass bowls filled
with sweet peas serve as

CHICKEN IN AMBUSH

whole strawberries.
AspPArRAGUSs Tips:
There are very many

place cards, the blossoms
to be worn by each guest,
and tiny boats, filled with
confections, are used as
bon bon dishes. The
completed scheme is strik-
ing and attractive, and
the cost of its arrangement
is small, the large boat and
crystal holders being pur-
chased for ten cents each,
and the small boats for
five cents apiece.

As to the menu suitable
for a July luncheon, the
following is offered as a
suggestion:

Cream of Corn Soup

Radishes Nuts
Lobster Loaf
Potato Rolls Peas

ways of serving these
tips when you have
utilized the stalks for a
cream soup. Boiled in
salted water for ten or
twelve minutes they may
be used as a garnish for
boiled salmon salad:
may be well seasoned
and served in patties
with or without a cream
sauce. They may be
seasoned with salt, pep-
per, butter, have a little
cream added, then eaten
from individual sauce
dishes after the method
of serving green peas, or
they may be added to an
omelet just before

Chicken in Ambush
Nasturtium Salad

CHERRY CAKES

doubling over, or to an
egg scramble, allowing

Cherry Cakes
Coffee

CreAM OF CORN Soup:
Take 1 can of corn, 1 pint
of hot water, 1 quart of
milk, 1 heaping table-
spoonful of flour, 2 table-
spoons butter, 1 sliced
onion, salt and pepper to
taste. Crush the corn in
a potato ricer. To the
liquid add the milk and
hot water with the onion,
letting this come to a boil.
Stir into this boiling mix-
ture the flour and butter
which have been mixed

one-half cupful of tips
to every three eggs.
CaANTALOUPES WiTH
Nut Ice CreaM : Put one
cupful of sugar into a
saucepan, add one table-
spoonful of flour, one
beaten egg, two cupfuls
of scalded milk, a pinch
of salt, a quart of cream
and one tablespoonful of
vanilla extract. Cook
twenty minutes over hot
water. Cool, add one
cupful of chopped nuts,
and freeze. Remove the
seeds from the canta-

loupes, fill with nut jce

together until “smooth.
Strain and, season to
taste. : 3

Losster LoAF: Cut into cubes sufficient boiled lobster to
make a pint. Add to this two tablespoons of finely chopped
mushrooms, season to taste with salt and pepper, and hea}fi
thoroughly in white sauce. Cut the top crust off Frenc
rolls, and hollow out. Fill with the lobster mixture, pla}ce
crust removed on, and serve on lettuce leaves, with garnish
of small gherkins. - AL

CHICKEN IN AMBusH: Pack hot boiled rice in buttered
moulds, turn out, and after scooping out the centres, fill the
cavities with coarsely chopped chicken. Arrange on a dish
with buttered peas, garnish with stuffed olives and lemon,
and serve hot with cream sauce.

NasTurTIUM SALAD: This salad is both unusual and pretty.
Wash thoroughly in ice water a sufficient quantity of leaves
and blossoms. With a silver fork lightly stir the blossoms
into a dressing made of four tablespoons of olive oil, two table-
spoons of vinegar, half a tablespoon of Worcestershire sauce,
a level teaspoon of sugar and a pinch of celery salt.  Arrange
at once on nasturtium leaves and serve surrounded with stiff
mayonnaise.

LOBSTER LOAF

cream and decorate with
a few chopped nuts.
; Corp RoasT Lamp A
LA Breck : Pick over, wash and boil one-half peck
of spinach. Drain thoroughly and chop finely. Add
one tablespoonful of melted butter and season with salt
pepper and lemon juice. Pack solidly into slightly buttereci
small individual tin molds and chill thoroughly. Cut cold
roast lamb in very thin slices and arrange slices overlap-
ping one another around a cold platter. Remove spinach
from molds and arrange in centre of platter. Pile on top
of each tartare sauce; garnish with water cress.
Ruusare Wite CusTarp: One pound of rhubarb, one-
half pound of bread crumbs, two eggs, one pint of milk,
nutmeg, sugar, butter. Cut the rhubarb into small pieces
and stew till tender. Strain. Mix with the bread crumbs,
sweeten with sugar, and season with nutmeg. Add the
beaten eggs separately, then mix all together with the milk.
Pour into a buttered pie dish, and bake in a moderate
oven until the top is very slightly browned.
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Delicious
Appetising
Satisfying
That is what everyone

says who has used
E. D.S. pre-

S€rves

They are liked by all per-
sons from youth to old
age. THE CHILDREN
like E.D.S. preserves for
their sweet, toothsome
flavor. THE MOTHER
serves them to father and
to visitors because they
are even better than
“mother used to make.”
THE OLD FOLKS like
them for their satisfying
qualities — they cannot
eat much but the food
they do eat they want to
be good. Next time you
order your groceries ask
your grocer to send up a
jar of your favorite fruit.
Youiwill find the

Brand of
Preserves

are better than the
ordinary kind

E. D. SMITH

WINONA, ONT.
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Head Office . TORONTO

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS
$7,030,000
TOTAL ASSETS
$53,000,000

Immediate Cash

is essential in case of death. A man
will save his wife a lot of unneces-
sary trouble by opening a joint
account of $200 or more, to be used
only in case of great emergency.
All moneys in an account of this
kind earn interest at 3%, com-
pounded semi-annually, and are
payable to the survivor without any
expense or delay.

The Traders Bank

of Canada

INCORPORATED 1885
113 BRANCHES THROUGHOUT CANADA

City Ticket Office:

The wide expanse of waters and the marvelous
beauties of Muskoka can only be realized by a
journey along the shore of the lakes. The Can-
adian Northern Ontario Railway runs through the
heart of the district, with wharf-side stations at
Bala Park and Lake Joseph.

King and Toronto Strests.

M. 5179.

@

THE LAKE SHORE LINE

Richelieu

THOS. HENRY
Traffic Manager, Montreal

VIA THE

and Ontario Navigation Co.
Delightful Summer Hotels: Manoir Richelieu, Murray Bay, P.Q.,
Hotel Tadousac, Tadousac, P.Q.

Rates, folders, etc., from railway and steamship agents or for illustrated booklet
** Niagara to the Sea,” send six cents postage to

See
Canada

this summer
by making the

St.Lawrence
River Trip

1000 Islands
Rapids St.
Lawrence

Old Quebec

and the
wonderful
Saguenay River

H. FOSTER CHAFFEE
A.G.P.A., Toronto

Read our Advertisement Guarantee on Page Three of this issue,
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By JESSIE-E. RORKE

The Dining Table

UST as a woman's ability to dress well
is not shown by her appearance at
the social function only, but in the

daintiness and suitability of her breakfast
or working attire as well, so our ability
to set an attractive table must be judged
by the ordinary, everyday meals rather
than those prepared for some especial
occasion. It is not entirely pride that
makes us linger over our guest table,
adding last touches to what we have
already endeavored to make as attractive
as may be, but a feeling that we owe .to
our guests the best that we can give.
Surely we owe as much to the people
who sit at our home table! . True, they
are more kindly critics and will make
excuses that we are too tired or too busy;
they may not even know that anything
is lacking if we have accustomed them to
this sort of service; but we are not wise
if we take advantage of this kindness,
and are generous neither to ourselves
nor to them. ;

Some of my readers may object that we
cannot afford to have a pretty table
always, but I wonder if we have so good
an excuse for our carelessness. After

JARDINIER FOR THE DINING TABLE

all, costly linen and china and silver make
up only the smaller part of its dainty
prettiness. Spotless cleanliness and the
beauty of color and of line are there for
us all, and, in the country at least, we may
have flowers as beautiful as our wealthiest
neighbor or those to be found in the
grandest city home.

.. There are few housekeepers who do not
delight to linger beside the linen counters
in the shops and select some needed
addition to the dining-room supplies from
the white glossy piles, and she is fortunate
indeed who may do this choosing regard-
less of expense, and need consider only
which is the softest and finest in texture
and designed most nearly to her taste.
Good linen undoubtedly adds much to
the beauty of the table, and it is always
economical to buy the best that one can
afford, as the better qualities wear the
longer, and a skilful darner can fill up the
first small holes so deftly that they will
scarcely be seen at all; while the larger
ones that will come later, where the darn-
ing frankly insists on being seen, do not
seem to matter greatly against that fine
glossy finish. At some of the shops
where damaged table linen is sold one can
sometimes find the best qualities of damask
at very reasonable prices and so slightly
damaged that a little clever darning will
make them quite good again.

But even more important than its
quality is its spotless cleanliness. The
coarsest cloth if it is snowy white is not
without its charm. Of course, this end
is not attained without some extra labor
in the laundry for the busy housewife
who does not keep a maid, but with a
little care even this need not be too
great. The use of tray and carver's
cloths will help to save the cover, and these
being small and easily laundered, may be
changed more frequently. These can be
found in the shops at very moderate cost,
but if one has time and can do even the
simplest kind of embroidery, less expen-
sive and much more beautiful ones may
be made at home. These long summer
days when so much of our time is spent out
of doors, embroidery makes good pick-
up work, while some one reads aloud
or whe1 we wish to keep our fingers busy
while we talk. Almost every kind of
embroidery may be used satisfactorjly on
the tablelinen, but the varying colors of
the realistic designs are much less in favor.
The plain white embroidery worked in fine

linen floss _is perhaps most beautiful of all,
but sometimes a single color is used that
matches the color in the china, or it may be
the prevailing color in the room. A table
set in de}ft blue and white is pretty with
centre piece and tray and carver's cloths
worked in some simple conventional
design in the same colors,. The cool grey-
greens are charming, too, for table em-
broidery and may be used with china
of the same shade or gold and white.
Plal‘n white, however, has the merit_of
lasting longer as there is nothing to fade
in the laundering, and it comes back from
the tub in quite as good condition as it
goes. A pretty centrepiece and one that
1s quickly made has the design stencilled
in some appropriate color, and only the
edge is embroidered. The button-holing
may be done either in white or in the
color of the design. Sometimes the tray
and carver’s cloths are made of hem-
stitched damask and have only an em-
broidered initial or monogram. These
are simple and pretty for the every-day
table and are a little easier to iron than the
more elaborately embroidered ones. A
pretty idea for mats to place under the
vegetable dishes is to embroider a rectan-
gular or oval piece of linen with some
pretty design, buttonholing it to an under
piece of linen of the same shape on three
of the sides but leaving the other side free
that a sheet of asbestos may be slipped
in to keep the heat from the table.

In selecting a set of china it is wise
to avoid the brighter colors and more
elaborate designs. While these might
be very pretty in a single piece or if they
were used only occasionally, one soon
wearies of them when they are repeated
on the whole table, and must appear day
af}ter.day. . The simpler designs and colors
will invariably prove the more pleasing.
The illustration shows a cup and saucer
from a set in delicate ivory and gold,
the only relieving color being the little
blue ffower that breaks the gold band.
The design is simplicity itself, yet the
effect when the table is set is very char-
ming. For most of us there is a set of
best chma. put away for occasions when
we entertain, and an every-day set that is
less perishable and wusually much less
pretty. But there is no reason why this
should not be nearly, perhaps altogether,
as pretty as the other one. Even among
the less costly dishes a careful search is
almost sure to be rewarded by the finding
of some simple attractive design in colors
that are quite as pleasing as the more
expensive dishes, and equally good shapes
are to be found in both qualities of china,

DINING SET IN IVORY, GOLD AND BLUE

It is very satisfactory to-have both sets
repeat the same color, or if that seems too
little variety at least to have colors that
harmonize so that the odd dishes which
do service with both, such as salad bowl,
olive dishes, and celery tray will look
equally well with either. These odd
dishes may be more elaborate in. color
and design, and often serve the purpose
of adding a contrasting color or intensi-
fying one that has been used sparingly
in the set. We are so often tempted by
a pretty piece of china in the shops and
forget that if it does not harmonize with
what we already have, the effect may be as
hopelessly ugly as if we had bought
the crudest thing upon the shelves.
Silver and glass may be used sparingly
or in abundance according to one’s taste
and one'’s pocket-book, but even if one
must limit it to a very little it is better
to have what there is good. If much
silver is used grey must be counted as a



-

July, 1912

definite shade of the color scheme. Per-
haps some of my busy readers laugh at the
idea of a color scheme for the every-day
table and think that the people who gather
round it will care little what colors are
there so long as there is plenty that is
good to eat; and, indeed, it is very pro-
bable that not one of them would be able
to tell you anything about it afterward,
but the same no doubt is true of the last
pretty gown you wore. Probably not one,
of the men of the house, at least, knew
what you were wearing, but they knew
you were more than usually sweet and
attractive; and in the same way, they will
feel the charm of your dinner table (as
indeed you will yourself) and find it a
pleasanter place to linger and talk things
over before going back to work.

There are few homes where flowers
are not used as table decorations when
company comes at least. This is one of
the things that we may have every day
without additional cost, and only at the
expense of the few moments time that
it takes to place them there. Usually
only a few flowers are best, unless the
table is large, and these arranged simply
in some pretty receptacle. A clear glass
vase is best for tall flowers such as iris,
long-stemmed roses or the tall, white
garden lilies, while there are many pretty
bowls for the shorter blossoms. If your
table colors are blue and white a dark blue
bowl with yellow daffodils will be beautiful.
Any flowers that are yellow, white or
crimson, or -the nasturtium shades, will
be pretty with blue, and yellow. Yellow,
red, or blue flowers are exquisite in a brass
bowl if you are fortunate enough to pos-
sess one. Pink and lilac and the paler
blues are all lovely with silver. But
there is not one of all the flowers that will
not look well in clear glass.

In winter when flowering bulbs or some
small potted plant must largely take the

the simplest designs have a way of taking
queer fanciful shapes or forming geomet-
ric patterns, or insisting on being counted
up and down and across, till the weary
patient can find no relief but in shutting
out the light and the whole tiresome view.
White is not a satisfactory color, for the
walls as it gives a glare of reflected light
that is most trying.

Have few pictures in the room and these
of a kind that will be sure to interest the
invalid. It is a good plan to change them
occasionally.

The furniture should be the plainest
with no carving or ornamentation to
collect the dust, and where covers are re-

TRAY CLOTH IN DELFT BLUE AND WHITE

quired, a plain white linen that can be
renewed daily is the best. A bed, a
dresser, a table (or two if the room is large
enough to permit) and two or three chairs
make up the necessary furniture. The
best bed is of white enamelled iron and of
medium width so that the patient may
feel there is abundance of room, while
it is still not too far for the nurse to reach
from either side. The bedding should
all be light and warm, and plenty of
pillows, both large and small, and extra
blankets should be conveniently near.

Twotableswill be a decided convenience,
one for the nurse, and a small one to hold

STENCILED CENTREPIECE

place of cut flowers, a small jardiniere
is almost essential. This should be in
the same colors as the china or in some
neutral or harmonizing color, and always
sufficiently unobtrusive in decoration
not to draw attention from the plant
which it contains. In summer a small
jardiniere such as this may often be used
to hold cut flowers that may be massed
together, such as roses, dahlia or golden-
glow.

) - -t -

The Sick Room

LITTLE time and thought spent on
the furnishing and arrangement of
the sick-room will often greatly com-

fort the invalid. The long days of enforced
idleness become so wearily monotonous
that trifling inconveniences become real
causes of irritation, and the smallest
thing that brings a change of interest
gives a pleasure that the strong and healthy
find hard to realize.

It is important that the room should
have abundance of fresh air and sunshine,
and be so arranged that it may be kept
immaculately clean with as little work as
possible. The absence of all draperies
and upholstery will help materially to
this end, and if there is a carpet on the
floor, it may be covered with white
cotton, for a space around the bed at
least. An uncovered hardwood floor is
better in many respects, but the rug will
deaden the necessary sounds that would
be trying to the patient. Plain tinted
walls will prove the most pleasing. Even

the reading lamp, books or flowers. The
room should contain an easy chair, but
not a rocker. Few rockers move without
some slight noise, and the motion is apt
to be most trying to the patient. Bed-
tables are so great a convenience that in a
long illness they seem almost a necessity.
The less expensive kind have four small
legs that rest on the bed over the knees
of the patient; but a better style has a
base resting on the floor while the tray on
top swings over the bed. This tray may
be tipped to hold a book in position, or
left flat when used for dishes.

A large screen is essential in the sick
room, being needed to regulate both air
and light.

3 ) - -

Polishing Furniture

THE prudent housekeeper will be wary
of doctoring her furniture with

polish that is recommended to
cover all defects.” Bad results often
follow. A simple and effective polish for
cleaning furniture and removing
scratches is made of one-third linseed oil
and two-thirds benzine. It should be
applied with a paint brush which has
very soft bristles and rubbed dry with
an old soft piece of muslin or soft flan-
nel. For polishing, dampen a cloth with
the mixture, fold it into a pad, sprinkle
a few drops of alcohol over the surface
of the pad and rub the furniture firmly
and quickly. Rub only a small part at
a time and be sure to rub until the sur-
face is quite dry.

Photography
with the
bother

left out.

No. 1A Pocket

KODAK

Slips easily in and out of an ordinary coat pocket.
Snap, it is fully extended and in focus. Snap, the
picture is made. Snap, and it's closed again.

Carefully tested meniscus achromatic lens, accurate shutter;
daylight loading, of course. Made of aluminum, covered with

fine seal grain leather. Kodak quality in every detail. Loads
for twelve exposures. Pictures 214 x414 inches. Price $12.00.

Other Kodaks $5.00 to $100.00. Brownie Cameras, they work like
Kodaks, $1.00 to $12.00. All are fully described in the Kodak catalogue
free at your dealers or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LiMmiTeDp, ToroNTO, CAN.
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Benger’s Food is specially pre-
pared to build up the weakened
digestive system, and to pro-
mote a high state of bodily
nutrition while doing so.
It is the only food enabling rest and regulated
exercise to be given to the digestive functions.
Benger’s is not a predigested food, nor does
it contain dried milk. It is made with fresh milk,
and forms a dainty and delicious cream with a
“delicate biscuit flavour. Patients never tire of

AN

R

MR

but, on the contrary, continue to enjoy it.

Every householder should possess a copy of “BENGER'S FOOD,
AND HOW TO USE IT—FOR INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE
AGED,” Post Free from :—

BENGER'S FOOD Ltd., Otter Works, MANCHESTER, ENGLAND
¢ Benger's Food is sold in Tins by Druggis s, etc,, eve) ywhere.

The Best Wall Finish

O

Most beautiful, economicaland sani-
tary wall coating made, can be ap-
plied by anyone to any kind of surface.
Will not rub off or peel, Shows no
spots or brush marks. Produces that
subdued, velvety effect, so agreeable
S to the eye.

Muresco is made in a large line of
handsome tints and colors, also white.
Ready for use when mixed with hot
water. It can be re-coated any number
oftimes,and entirely removed by wash-
ing, thus rendering it a simple matter
to keep walls in perfect condition.
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Muresco costs no more than othe finishes an
farther, Call for sample eard
£ isome ooinhiaatio S DIt

BENJAMIN MOORE & CO. Limited
Sole Manufacturers, Toronto, Canad
New York, Chicago, Carteret, levolllﬂ.

Every Advertiser in this issue is Guaranteed by the Publishers.
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When two numbers are given with one costume, two patterns are required at 12 cents each. Send cash to PATTERN DEPARTMENT, CANADIAN HoMme = - ;
Order always by number, stating size wanted. Patterns are mailed from our Toronto office the same day as order is received. PAPER PATTERNSJ'IleElﬁ"‘EZ%E?\I?g EE,AAICD% Sl»’rf)g/'l.“P’l;cirB‘.“o. o

A White Summer

VERY summer is a white summer—
to a certain extent; for when the real
dog-day weather comes; when the

mercury climbs to the nineties and the
humidity makes existence a burden, and
no fabric but a tub fabric may be en-
dured, white—freshly laundered white
—seems the only wearable thing. But
this summer white promises to occupy
a position of unusual importance; not
only are lingerie frocks and tub suits
made of white materials, but there are
also smart tailored suits and frocks of
serge, mohair, permo fabric (a mixed
mohair and worsted weave), and even
of white satin. White satin blouses,
trimmed with lace and fancy buttons,
are very fashionable with tailored suits,
and pure white satin frocks, bride-like
in suggestion except that they are fash-
ioned in strict tailor style, with tucks,
rows of buttons and skirts short enough
to show the neat white buttoned boot,
are quite the grand chic in Paris just
now.

All this whiteness would be a little
wearisome to the eye, even in dog-day
weather, were not touches of color
judiciously introduced in the way of
hats, parasols, corsage flowers and
sashes. The feet must always be shod
in white—unless the costume be very
dressy indeed, and then one may wear
black satin boots with smart white pearl
or crystal buttons; but with the white
tub frock, white tailored suit, or white
lingerie costume of voile, net or batiste,
white footwear is the rule, and the new
white buckskin boots and buttoned ox-
fords are so adorably pretty, and make
the foot look so dainty, that women are
daft over them. The buttoned oxfords
have lines of white perforated trim-
ming, and the heels are usually in Cuban
style, so that the little half-boots may
be comfortably worn in the street. For
piazza wear there are Colonial pumps
of white calf, with straight or curved
heels.

Perhaps because of this necessity for
color contrast as a relief from too much
white, colored hats and not all-white
ones are considered fashionable this
season; and when the white costume is
accompanied by a colored hat, there is

usually a parasol to match the hat, and

the long white silk gloves will have un-
obtrusive embroideries in similar color
on the wrists. Sometimes this wrist em-
broidery takes the form of a bracelet,
and beneath the bracelet new glove-
hands may be added when the finger-
tips of the long pair wear out. There
are also adorable taffeta coats in color,
and what with hats, parasols, gloves and
coats in one of the beautiful, subdued
shades of the season, the white costume
is Frenchified and chic and never mo-
notonous. 5

In the white materials for tailored
tub suits, the ratine or agaric weaves
are more fashionable this year than
linen, though the latter is well liked.
There is a new filet mesh linen with a
coarse, open weave, like scrim which
is very effective in combination with

plain ramie linen. White pique is much

fancied for separate tub skirts for out-
ing and country wear, and both linens
and piques are combined with the shaggy
ratine, which is decidedly modish now.
Whole frocks of this white eratine are
shown for morning wear in town, and
these frocks are very smart and simple,
with straight, unbroken lines and effec-
tive trimming of buttons. A frock of
this sort, shown in an exclusive win-
dow the other day, had a narrow,
straight skirt trimmed with a ten-inch
fold around the knees, and a peplum
waist with sleeves set into arm-holes.
Two rows of white crochet buttons went
all the way down the front, and the
same buttons in rows of six or eight
trimmed the back of peplum and skirt.
The features of the costume—as is the
case in all these simple trot-about tub
frocks—were a black patent leather belt

and elaborate hand-made lace and lawn
collar and cuffs, with a smart black
taffeta neck-bow at the front of the
collar. Beside the costume stood the
inevitable snowy boots of the white buck,
with white buttons of pearl, and a vivid
green parasol gave just the needed touch
of relieving color.

.

Gowns of Summer Silk

VARIC_)US kinds of silk are being used

this season for it is one of the most

. fashionable of all materials, but

the illustration shows one gown of white

taffeta and one of radium silk, combining
violet with white.

The white gown is trimmed with heavy

lace and a little frill of the silk. It is

extremely smart in quite a simple way.

Waist Garniture No. 7475
- Guimpe Pattern No. 7292
Skirt Pattern No. 7304

Both blouse and skirt are as easy as pos-
sible to make and bands of trimming are
simply arranged over the skirt and over
the sleeve edges. The garniture is a very
new and a very smart one made only in
two pieces and held in place by a girdle,
which, in this case, is American beauty
red, bits of color on white being extremely
smart.

For the medium size, the garniture will
require one and a half yards of material
18 inches wide; the blouse, 134 yards
36 or 44 inches wide; the skirt, 234 yards
36 or 44 inches wide; trimming for the
entire gown, 2}4 yards of all-over 18,
and 1 yard of silk 36 inches wide for the
frills.

The pattern of the garniture, 7475, is
cut in three sizes, small 34 or 36, medium
38 or 40, large 42 or 44 inches bust measure,
of the blouse guimpe 7292 in sizes from
34 to 42 inches bust measure; of the skirt

Blouse Pattern No. 7476
Skirt Pattern No. 7418

7304 in sizes from 22 to 32 inches waist
measure.

The second gown includes a most
attractive and graceful draped skirt and
draped blouse. The foundation for the
skirt is circular and the draped portion
also is circular while there is a panel
effect at the back and, if liked, the panel
can be extended to form a train. The
blouse can be made with or without a
lining and with the pretty three-quarter
sleeves as illustrated or with closely
fitting long-sleeves and with high or round
neck. The draped revers are exceedingly
graceful and extremely smart, but as the
blouse is complete without them, they
can be omitted if not wanted. The modé!
is a good one for all materials, thin and
soft enough to be draped successfully.

qu the medium size, the blouse will
require 4 yards of material 27, 234 yards
36 or 2 yards 44 inches wide, with 7-8
yard 27 inches wide for the revers and
collar, and 7-8 yard 18 inches wide for the
chemisette; the drapery and tunic, 6
yards 27, 524 yards 36 or 4 yards 44 inches
wide; the foundation skirt, 414 yards 27
314 yards 36 or 234 yards 44 inches wide.
. The pattern of the blouse 7476, is cut
in sizes from 34 to 40 inches bust measure;
of the skirt 7418 in sizes from 22 to 30
inches waist measure.

.-

The New Fabrics

MANY new fabrics for blouses have
this season been put upon the mar-

ket and the woman who is looking
for novelties in material will be easily
able to satisfy her taste. Many of these
fabrllcsr are new weaves of cotton crepe
or silk crepe or some one or another
form of the cotton ratine weaves, There
are also exquisite diaphanous materials
washable, if handled with care and most
enticing for the making of fine lingerie
waists. In voile and marquisette of
fancy patterns and open weave there
are the most delicate of webs, which
when used with Irish and filet lace, can.
not be surpassed in beauty and be-
comingness.

Striped wash satins are among the
latest materials for blouses, the designs
being much the same as those of the
striped wash silks. The finish alone dis-
tinguishes the material from that which
has been popular for many years. The
stripes are in rather vivid colors on
white grounds, and almost every color
in this spring’s gamut can be found in
these new satins. The stripes are wide
apart and very brilliant. One of the
most effective of these satins shows a
brilliant red stripe on the white ground.
The striped peau de crepe, also a new
and fashionable fabric which launders
well, is softer and perhaps more dainty
in effect than the wash satins, which
however, have a peculiar smartness of
their own.

For the woman who likes to possess
at least one dark blouse that may be
washed, there are solid colored wash
silks in several shades. These are
called Japanese wash silks, and the
hues in which they have already ap-
peared are rose, green, grey and violet.
There are also new striped wash silks
with very dark grounds, among these
being a great many with rather deep
but dull yellow grounds. Black wash
silks with white stripes are also being
shown as among the novelties.

Satin wash crepe, forty inches wide,
is one of the most attractive fabrics
that have ever been put on the mar-
ket either for blouses or frocks. Tt
is a little crinkly and of a most fas-
cinating shade of white, and it is not
at all expensive when its beauty is con-
sidered, There is also a very beau-
tiful wash cotton crepe that has a silky
finish and a silk and cotton mixture to
be found among the blouse materials.

La Tosca crepes, which are woven
in the ratine designs, and are to be had
both in light and medium weights, are
among the most desirable of the new
blouse materials. A little heavier than
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these, but still open and cool, suitable
for wear in the hot weather, is the
ratine crepe, which is especially use-
ful for soft blouses to be used for golf,
tennis, etc. A thinner and much more
delicate fabric is the gauze frizette,
which is to be much used for fine
blouses as well as for lingerie gowns.
While it may perfectly well be laund-
ered if the laundress is a past mistress
of her art, it is not, strictly speaking,
a tubable material, and would probably
have to be sent to the cleaner. The
new marquisettes in fancy open weaves
are quite dainty enough in appearance
to suit the most fastidious, while they
have a little more body to them so that
they are more practical for usual oc-
casions.

e

Fashionable Summer Costume

SILK and linen unquestionably are the
two most fashionable materials of

the summer. The gown to the left
is made of flowered foulard over plain
while the girl’s frock is made of linen, and
each one is typical of the best that the
season has to offer.

The foulard gown includes many
attractive features. The blouse is quite
a novel one with over-lapped fronts and
a smoothly fitting peplum. It can be
made with the open neck illustrated or it
can be made high in the neck by the addi-
tion of a little chemisette and stock collar.
These sleeves are opened to allow the
under sleeves to fall through the openings
and they are very pretty treated in that
way, but plain ones can be made with

Dress Pattern No, 7479

rolled-over cuffs as finish, if the slashed
effect is not liked. The skirt gives the
tunic effect, yet it is all in one, the over
portion being stitched to the lower.
Altogether the gown is a smart and dis-
tinctive one yet quite simple, involving
no difficulties in the making.

For the medium size, the blouse will
require 334 yards of material 27, or 2
yards 36 or 44 inches wide with 7-8 yard
18 inches wide for the under sleeves, and
1 yard 18 for the collar; the upper portion
of the skirt will require 332 yards 27 or
36 or 2}4 yards 44 inches wide; the lower
portion 124 yards any width. The width
of the skirt at the lower edge is 234 yards.

The pattern of the blouse, 7468, is
cut in sizes from 34 to 40 inches bust
measure; of the skirt, 7269, in sizes from
22 to 30 inches waist measure.

The young girl’s dress is finished with
laced edges that are distinctly new and
distinctly smart, and it include:s a qklrt
in the new envelope style. Linen is a
favorite material of warm weather, and
an excellent one for this model, but it
nevertheless can be reproducedfrom taffeta
or cotton material or from any summer
fabric that may be liked. The blouse
is a simple one with the sleeves sewed to
the armholes and a big sailor collar, and
the skirt is cut in five gores. At the sides
there are inverted plaits, the back forms
a box plait, and the fronts are over-
lapped. If the laces are not liked, both
blouse and skirt can be left plain and the
closing made with buttons and button-
holes or invisibly as liked.

For the 16 year size, the blouse will
require 2}4 yards of material 27, 1 7-8
yards 36 or 1)4 yards 44 inches wide
with 34 yard 27 inches wide for the collar

Dress Pattern No. 7470 i

and trimming; the skirt will require
414 yards 27 or 36 or 3% yards 44 inches
wide. The full width of the lower edge
of the skirt is 2 7-8 yards; but when the
plaits are laid, it measures only 2 yards.

The patterns, 7488 and 7474, are cut
in sizes for Misses of 16 and 18 years.

.t

Gowns in Semi-Princess Style

SEMI-PRINCESS gowns are being
much worn, and they are always

desirable. Here are two, ene of
which is designed for young girls and small
women. Both models are adapted both
to silk and to washable materials and both
can be made available for the dressy
afternoon toilettes or for the simple one

of the morning hours, as one material or.

another is chosen. In the illustration, the
girl’s dress is made of this linen trimmed
with lace and it is very lovely and very
attractive. The two-piece skirt is closed
at the left of the front and joined to the
blouse on a slightly raised waist line.
The blouse can be made either with elbow
or long sleeves. In this case, the skirt
is trimmed with scalloped bands of the
material, and such treatment is extremely
fashionable, but it can be treated in the
manner best adapted to the special material
and use.

For the 16 year size, the gown will
require 534 yards of material 27 or 4 yards
36 or 44 inches wide with 214 yards 27
inches wide for trimming and 11 yards
of lace insertion and 8 yards of lace
edging.

The pattern, 7479, is cut in sizes for
girls of 16 and 18 years.

The gown shown on theifigure to the

Blouse Patterfx No. 7468
Skirt Pattern No. 7269
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right combines figured radium silk with
plain. The material is the lightest,
thinnest, coolest possible, consequently,
1t 1s well adapted to this season, but any
two contrasting materials can be used
successfully, a simple flowered and a
plain lawn quite as well as the more
elaborate silk. The upper portion of the
skirt is cut in only three pieces. The
front is extended to form a portion of the
lower part and is joined to a straight
band which completes it. The blouse
includes the fashionable set-in sleeves,
and the side portions are lapped on to
panel-like portions at the centre.

For the medium size, the blouse and
upper portion of the skirt will require
4 yards of material 37, 3 yards 36 or
334 yards 44 inches wide; ~the centre
and lower portion 3 yards 27 or 36 or
134 yards 44 inches wide with 1 yard of
all-over lace for the collar and cuffs.
The width of the skirt at the lower edge
is 214 yards.

The pattern of the gown, 7470, is cut
in sizes from 34 to 42 inches bust meaures.

e~

Pretty Summer Frocks

SUMMER fashions for the growing
girls are very charming. These
frocks are dainty in the extreme,
yet neither involves any great amount of
labor, for even the lace-trimmed dress,
which gives an effect of elaboration, is
in reality simple, the trimming all be-
ing arranged over the seams and on
straight lines.
The frock made of bordered material
combines a simple straight skirt and a
sunplice blouse. It is especially adapted

Blouse Pattern No. 7488
Skirt Pattern No. 7474
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It uses all the heat.
It cooks evenly.

It doesn’t smoke.

Our New Perfection Broiler

Is pleasing many women. It enables the housewife to broil
as well on the New Perfection Stove as over a coal fire.

It broils both sides at once.

bl

&

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, Limited
wmi’g:’een:oag;‘lliifi&ig:h?oﬂﬁu 25

And of course you are familiar with the

New Perfection
Qil Cook-stove

It is such a convenience all the year
round. It will bake, broil, roast and toast
just as well as a regular coal range,

Ask to see the New Perfection Stove at your
dealers. It is handsomely finished in nickel, wil
cabinet top, ‘drjop shelves, !ﬂs’el racks, etc. It has

with I, 2 o 3 burners. . Free Cook-Beok with
every stove. k-Book also given to anyone
ing 5 cents to cover mailing cost.

For Nursery Use

you cannot take chances on
Four generations of
Canadians have enjoyed the
creamy, fragrant skin healing
lather of Baby’s Own Soap—
the Standard in Canada for
nursery use, on account of its

Soap.

known purity.

Baby’s Own is Best for

Baby—Best for You.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Mfrs., -

3-12

MONTREAL.

WINDSOR
P
ABLE seA|.$.s ;

’ - OW do I know that

Windsor Table
Saltis pure? Ill
show you.

“Look at the salt itself-—see how clear
and transparent and perfect the crystals
are—sparkling like little diamonds.

‘““Now taste them—notice that they dissolve instantly.
And they leave no bitterness on the tongue.

“] am sure of Windsor Salt quality.

‘‘Ma’am—it’s the only salt we recommend for table use
and for cooking”’.
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to bordered fabrics, and in this instance
flouncing has been used throughout, but
it could be made as indicated in the back
view and of plain material if something
simpler is wanted, and it is charming
in whatever way it is treated. For the
various functions that are apt to occur
with the closing of school, the flouncing
is charming, for everyday afternoon oc-
;asions one of the pretty cotton voiles
or material of the. kind could be fin-
ished with scalloped edges, either but-
ton-holed or bound with silk, and will
be found to be extremely pretty, and
there are numberless other ways in
which the dress could be trimmed and
finished.

For the 12-year size will be needed
214 yards of flouncing, 30 inches wide,
with 3 yards 15 iuches wide to make as
shown in front view; 4% yards of plain
material 27, 3% yards 36, 254 yards 44
inches wide, with 34 yard of allover lace
18 inches wide, to make as shown in
the back view.

The dainty little lace-trimmed frock,
shown to the right, is made qf white
marquisette, and that material is a fav-

Dress Pattern No. 7416

orite one. It takes becoming soft folds,
it launders perfectly, and it is in every
way satisfactory, but nevertheless lawns
and batistes, all seasonable fabrics, can
be utilized for the design. In the back
view it is shown with frills of the ma-
terial and narrow lace, making it some-
what simpler in effect. Which treat-
ment is better depends entirely upon
the use required, for both are fashion-
able, and both are pretty. The five-
gored skirt is tucked at the upper edge,
and the blouse is made with sleeves
sewed to the armholes, while the bre-
telles are arranged over the shoulders,
and give extremely becoming lines.

For the 12-year size will be required
5% yards of material 27, 334 yards 36,
3% yards 44 inches wide, with 4 yards
of lace, 34 yards of wide banding and
4% yards of narrow banding to trim,
as shown in_the front view; to make
as shown in the back view will be need-
ed 6 yards 27, 4% yards 36, 334 yards
44 inches wide, with 5 yards of edging
and 10 yards of insertion.

The patterns of both, Nos. 7416 and

-_—
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7407, are cut in sizes for girls of 10,
12 and 14 years of age.

s

Simple Models for Warm Days

NOTHING is so attractive on a really
warm day as a simple dress. Here
is a charming one for the mother

and also a pretty one for the little daughter
and both are smart, while they are ab-
solutely simple and adapted to mid-
summer wear and mid-summer materials.
# The woman’s gown is especially de-
signed for washable material. The skirt
is made in four gores and the front gore
can be either tucked or plain. The
blouse is made all in one piece. Both
making and laundering are simple matters,
while the effect is a charming one. Dotted
lawn is the material illustrated, with
trimming of lace and finish of white
lawn collar and cuffs, but every simple
summer material is adapted to the model.
When the skirt is made with the plain
front gore, the gore can be made either
of the same material or from contrasting.
A pretty effect could be obtained by using

Dress Pattern No. 7407

flouncing for the front gore and plain
white lawn for the remainder of the gown
and trimming with embroidery. The
skirt can be finished at either the high or
the natural waist line. ( ;

For the medium size, the blouse will
require 234 yards of material 27 or 134
yards 36 or 44 inches wide with 34 yard
36 inches wide for the collar and cuffs
and 234 yards of lace banding; the skirt
will require 534 yards 27, or 434 yards
36 or 44 inches wide with § yards of
banding.

Theg pattern of the blouse, 7463,
is eut in sizes from 34 to 40 inches bust
measure; of the skirt, 7483, in sizes from
22 to 30 inches waist measure.

The little girl’s frock is made of rose
colored linen embroidered with white
and it is very dainty and charming. The
skirt is cut in five gores, the blouse in-
cludes separate sleeves that are sewed
to the armholes and the tunic is made in
two pieces. The plaits in the skirt are
all laid perfectly flat toproducethestraight
lines of fashion, yet leave ample freedom
for movement. The tunic closes at the
shoulder and the belt holds it in position
at the waist line. Both linen and material
of a similar weight and the thinner,
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lighter ones are appropriate for the design
and it can be made of one material
throughout or with the tunic of a con-
trasting one. Colored linen with the
tunic of all-over embroidery would be
pretty, and several combinations of a
similar kind will suggest themselves.
For the 10 year size, the dress will
require 434 yards of material 27, 4y
yards 36 ‘or 3 yards 44 inches wide.
. The pattern of the dress, 7460, is cut
in sizes for girls of 8, 10 and 12 years.

et

Fashion Hints

HILE milliners are striving to cre-

ate a demand for extremely large
picture hats which are quite flat

and trimmed with feathery plumes or

Blouse Pattern No. 7463
Skirt Pattern No. 7483

an effective arrangement of taffeta, the
majority of the wearers incline to
smaller hats. It may be, however, that
as the season advances the demand for
picture models will show a decided in-
crease. Generally speaking, summer is
the most suitable season for large curv-
ing brims and picturesque ornamenta-

tion.
A men smarter than the eternal knit-
ed sweater is a hip length affair of

soft, lightweight, all-wool mixture in
loose, informal Norfolk style. It has a
breezy reefer-like suggestion and is easy
to slip on and off. Pockets, collar and
other details are mannish in suggestion.
There is a particular blue-green, to
be had in the changeable taffeta weave,

.t

NEW outing coat for young wo-

which is adorably becoming to fair
women. One sees this color on hats
and made up in smart neck bows, but
it is a little too vivid for whole cos-
tumes.

Buckles are enjoying unexpected
popularity. Belts have buckles; neck-
bows, too—hats also. The newest whim
is an arrangement of buckled straps at
the back of coat and skirt, the material
being drawn in the least bit under the
strap.

Separate skirts of hair-striped white
serge are smarter for tennis and golf
than the skirt of linen. These serge
skirts.are simply made and usually but-

ton down one hip.

There is a new silk stocking which
is warranted not to “run.” The top of
the stocking, where the garter is at-

Dress Pattern No. 7460

tached, is woven separately and is at-
tached to the sheer thread silk portion
by a strong machine thread.

e

Boys’ Suit

O suit that the little boy wears is

prettier or more becoming than this

one made in Russian style. It is
adapted to washable materials, to wools
and to silk so that it can be made to
suit all occasions. It is childish and at-
tractive, and at the same time essentially
masculine. In the illustration striped
galatea is trimmed with plain color and
the neck is finished with a round collar,
but a standing collar can be substituted
if better liked, and in place of the belt
made from the material one of leather

PERFECTLY
FROM THE
LIGHTEST

GIVE IT A
TRIAL.

Back
to Nature’s

Food

With the advent of Summer comes a desire for
closer contact with Nature and for a simpler, more
rational diet. When you get back to Nature you
will want to get back to Nature’s food. Cut out
meat and potatoes for a while and eat

|
SHREDDED |
WHEAT

AND BERRIES I

with fresh green vegetables. It will mean health,
strength and Summer joy.

Because of its porous shreds and its Biscuit form
Shredded Wheat combines most naturally with all
kinds of fresh fruits, presenting them to the palate in
all the richness of their natural flavor.

Heat the Biscuit in oven to restore crispness and then cover it
with berries or other fresh fruits and serve with milk or cream.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit is the Real ‘‘Staff of Life”
Made by

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited
Niagara Falls, Ont.

Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East X85

Every Advertiser in this issue is Guaranteed by the Publishers.
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IF YOU WANT AN
EXQUISITE HOUSE GOWN

or sométhing unusually dainty
for evening wear, ask to see

AMBROSE

It is a beautifully
soft silk-and-wool
cloth—and comesin
all the most wanted
shades for afternoon
and evening wear.

“Priestley’s Limited”’
stamped every 5 yards
on the selvedge of
genuine ‘“Priestley’s’’
cloth. Look for the
name.

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day.

DR. SCHOLL’'S BUNION RIGHT

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe.
Gives INSTANT RELIEF and a
FINAL CURE of all
bunion pain. Shields,
plasters or shoe *
stretchers never cure.
Dr. Scholl’s Bunion Right

is comfortable, sanitary, con-
WA venient. Guaranteed or money
back. 50 cents each or $1.00 per pair at
drug and shoe stores, or direct from
The W Scholl Mfg.Co.,472King St. W.
Illustrated Booklet Free

Toroxto.

SIMPSON'S

Summer

Sale
GATALOGUE

Delivery-Paid
Merchandise

NOW READY

88 pages of wanted
goods at prices that
save you money.

Sent free on receipt

of your name and

address on a post
card.

SIMPSON

TORONTO

THE
ROBERT

COMPANY
LIMITED

Spare Time Earnings
$400.00 A YEAR

15 Subscriptions secured each week will
pay you more than any (except the best)
stenographers receive.

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

can be worn. The knickerbockers are

separate and joined to waist bands.
For the 4 year size will be required
3% yards of material 27, 2% yards 36,

Suit Pattern-No. 7412,

2 yards 44 inches wide with 34 yard 2z
for belt and trimming.

The pattern, No. 7412, is cut in sizes
for boys-of 2, 4 and 6 years of age.

.~

Scallops Much in Vogue

SCALLOPS are very much the thing,
and the truly modish summer cos-
tume shows plenty of scallops, each
scallop being bound with old-fashioned
piping put on by hand. This method of
binding scallops consumes an endless
amount of time, and the new trimming,
simple as it appears, adds a discouraging
amount to the dressmaker’s bill,

.

Boys’ Russian Suit

HE Russian suit made with a single

revers is a pretty one, and this season

it is liked, finished with embroidery.
Little boys like masculine clothing, but
such dainty touches seem to render them
more childish in effect. Linen is one
of the favorite materials for suits of
this kind, but cotton poplins are used
and pique is excellent, while for the
sturdier ones that will be utilized for
play and occasions of the kind, galatea,
chambray and ginghams and the like are
appropriate. If the embroidery is not
liked or seems to be too much labor, the

Embroidery Pattern No. 657

blouse can be finished with a plain revers
and collar or they can be edged with
braid, or made of a contrasting ma-
terial. -

For the 4 year size will be required
3% yards of material 27, 214 yards 36,
214 yards 44 inches wide.

The pattern, No. 7400, is cut in sizes
for boys of 2, 4 and 6 years of age.

r—

Child’s Apron

THIS apron that is made in peasant
style is a pretty, attractive and prac-
tical one. It is simple and it means
very little time and labor for the mak-
ing. In one illustration it is shown with
square neck and without a belt, in the
other with high neck and long sleeves,
and with a belt confining the fulness at
the waist line. The two treatments are
essentially different in effect, yet the
model is the same for both. White linen
banded with pink is the material illus-
trated, but all those that are used for
children’s aprons are appropriate.

The apron is made with front and
back portions. The neck can be made
square or round and the apron can be
cut high and finished either with 3
turned over or standing collar. The
patch pockets are arranged on indicated
lines.

For the 6 year size will be required

/il

N

Apron Pattern No. 7143.

2% yards of material 27 or 2 yards 36
inches wide with %4 yard 27 inches wide
for the trimming. :

The pattern, No. 7143, is cut in sizes
for children of 2, 4, 6 and 8 years of
age.

—

Turkish Towelling as Trimming

TURKISII towelling is very popular
as a trimming. One finds it on hand-
some gowns,” but the towelling is

- not the coarse, unsightly material that

first came out last' summer. It is
uspally the color of the cloth, and,
elaborately embroidered, has the appear-
ance of uncut velvet. The little sleeve-
less jackets are being ‘'made of the ma-
terial. :

e~

Children’s Headwear

SIMPLE elegance is the keynote of
juvenile hats this year. Almost

every model is decidedly childish in
design. Drooping shapes such as we
have seen for two or three seasons, are
simply trimmed with ribbon and a
cluster of rosebuds or a garland in
pompadour shades.

Tricorners and boat shapes are shown
and when something very quaint and
bewitching is wanted, bonnet shapes are
sought. Tiny straw bonnets that fit
closely over the head have as their only
trimming a quilling of pink or blue silk
about the face and a knot of ribbon
where the ties are sewn on.

Quaker bonnets extend so far over
the face as to prevent anything but a
front view. These are faced with a
becoming shade, usually baby blue or
pink, of shirred chiffon or net.
back comes to the nape of the neck and
the trimming consists of little more
than the ties.

For summer, lingerie hats are muc_h
in evidence, while little outing hats in
great variety are to be found. One of
the newest has a high rounded crown
and drooping brim. In the front the

The |

_—

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

ARE You
UNFORTUNATE

in being afflicted with a bad, spotted,
blgmished or discolored face, or with any
skin or scalp trouble ? For twenty years
we have been successfully treating

Pimples, Blotches, Blackheads, Ecze-
ma, Freckles, Wrinkles, Mothpatches,
Red Nose, Red Veins, Moles, Warts,
Ivy Poisoning, Dandruff, Falling,
Fading and Grey Hair, Goitre, etc.,
including that disfiguring blemish so
detested by women.

Superfluous Hair

which we always remove permanently by
our reliable method of antiseptic electroi-
ysis, positively the only guaranteed treat-
ment. Satisfaction assured.

the hairs, but come here for
during the summer.
in person or

Don’t pull
treatment
Consultation invited
or by mail regarding any Skin.
Scalp, Hair, or Complexional Trouble.
Booklet “H " and sample of greaseless
cream sent free.

Hiscott Dermatological
—Institute
61 COLLEGE ST., TORONTO

hocolates

for people who

want the best

THE

Harry Webb Co., Limited
TORONTO, CAN,

CLEANING

—AND —

DYEING

ey Rl

REDUCED
RATES

Write for Price List and Advice
S e
SINCLAIR DYE

WORKS

656 College St., Toronto
Phone College 621
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Physicians and Nurses

Endorse

BOVRIL

It is unequalled for its nu-
tritive value and for the
great aid it gives in the di-
gestion and assimilation of
food. BOVRIL is used for
invalids in more than 2,000
hospitals.
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\ The great pxi] [
BN\-i7) improvement in (7R | /
WAL showerproof WM
Fr#f cloth for men’s
| wear, as well as for
Y} women’s, makes it
necessary to ensure
that you get the
genuine,

The Cravenette
Co. Limited,

Bradford.

England.

/ If you

cannot obtain
goods write
Cravenette Co,
P.0, Box 1934, Montreal, Qus.

[EE R LU T T Sup, “‘"“'“' s
e A —':l g t:ul(.ﬂ{'!‘ku-h
25 cents at all Druggists or we will .
. mail post free on receipt of price ;
¢ COMMON SENSE MFG. CO., - TORONTO

|

Have City
Conveniences

EPLACE the pestilent,
draughty, dangerous and
offensive out-of-doors closet
with an indoors closet which
requires no sewer, no plumbing,
and no flushing system. Have
city conveniences in your home.
Safeguard family health by installing a

“Tweed” Closet

sanitary and odoriess

‘“pPweed Closets” can be installed in the bath-
room, cellar, or any other convenient place in-
doors, merely requiring to be connected p‘y a pipe
for ventilation with a chimney hole. “Tweed”

Liquid Chemical. used in connectign with
“Pweed” Closets is botha deodorant a n"
fectant. Many hundreds of "Twee 0

have been sold in Canada. Send for ill
price-list.

The Steel Trough a& Machine Co.
Limtd TWEED, ONT-

1 James Street

Y= tonsils—tin,

They mend all leaks in all uf

1 brass,copper, graniteware,hot water bags,ete,
No solder, cement or rivet. -
rface, two milli

7§ ASSORTED SIZES,
\ Collette MIfg.

.| a collat.

crown recedes and is almost perpen-
dicular at the back. It comes in differ-
ent shades to match the’ frocks with
which it is worn.

e~

Morning Jacket

EPLUMS are just as much used upon
morning jackets as they are upon
blouses. This one is one of the

newest and prettiest to have appeared.
The sleeves that are cut in kimono style

Morning Jacket Pattern No. 7414

-can be finished at the elbow or at the
wrists with deep cuffs, and the neck can
be edged with banding or finished with
Nothing could be simpler or
easier to make, yet the effect is attractive
in the extreme. -All sorts of seasonable
materials are appropriate, but this jacket
is made from flowered batiste with bands
of plain white piped with color to match
the flower design. The peplum is circular
with inverted plaits at the back that are
pretty and effective. The tucks over the
shoulders mean good lines and becoming
fulness at the front. The collar can be
made round or square at the back.

For the medium size will be required
314 yards of material 27, 3 yards 36, 224
yards 44 inches wide with 5-8 yard 27 for
the banding, 5-8 yard for the piping.

The pattern, No. 7414, is cut in sizes
for a 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inch bust
measure.

r—

Overlapped Skirt

VERLAPPED skirts are among the
prettiest and newest: This one gives
extremely’ becoming lines, and is

both graceful and smart. It is simple also
and easy to make, so that it cannot fail
to commend itself. The model will be

Skirt Pattern, No, 7427

found a good one for the coat suit, for
the complete dress, and for the skirt to
be worn with an odd waist, and it is

adapted to all materials that can be

made in tailored style. Linen, pique and
the like will be charming so made, while
taffeta and wool materials suit it per-
fectly well. There are five gores, but
the front and back gores are finished
and lapped onto the side gores, making
a most attractive trimming. Buttons are
used effectively and this skirt is made
of serge with trimming of bone buttons,
but colored linen with white pearl but-
tons would be exceedingly smart and
practical. .Both high and natural waist
line are correct just now and the one
that is most becoming should be chosen.

For the 16-year size will be needed 4
yards of material 27, 314 yards 36, 2%
yards 44 inches wide when material has
figure or nap, 3% yards 27, 214 yards
36 or 44 when material has neither figure
nor nap; width of the skirt at the lower
edge 2 yards.

The pattern, No. 7427, is cut in sizes
for misses of 16 and 18 years of age.

e~

Work Apron

HE work apron that can be adjusted

by means of a single button and

buttonhole is one that busy women
are sure to welcome. This one is made in
that way. It also is both pretty and
practical. It is genuinely protective, yet
it shows becoming lines. Linen, percale,
gingham and all sturdy materials of the
kind are appropriate for its making.
Many women finish the edges with fancy
stitching and such treatment is attrac-
tive. Just now there is a fancy for

Apron Pattern No. 7264.

cross stitch embroidery and a narrow

border makes a very charming effect.
For the medium size will be required

4% yards of material 27 inches wide

for the apron, 1 yard for the sleeves, |

4%4 yards 36 inches wide for bhoth apron
and sleeves.

. The pattern, No. 7264, is cut in three
sizes, small 34 or 36, medium, 38 or 40,
large, 42 or 44 bust.

.t

Flowered Materials

THE flowered materials of all kinds
; that are fashionable this year should
be carefully selected if intended for
you ng girls. The small clusters of flowers or
the small sprigs of flowers are more
appropriate. The large patterns are
not suitable, as it is impossible to make a
young girl’s frock look well if the pattern
1s too large.

There are flowered batistes and cotton
voiles that are quite inexpensive and there
are flowered chiffons and the finest of
muslins, that are extremely expensive,
so it would seem there were no reasons
why every one should not be satisfied.
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‘“There is-Beauty
in Every Jar.”’

0

AKE Milkweed
Cream on your

summer outings.
It gives the skin

' softness, whitens

b it and. increases

| its resisting power,

making the face less

susceptible to ravages

of sun and wind

Milkweed Cream

Apply Milkweed Cream gently—without
rubbing--twicea day. Itgivesyour skin power
to resist flabbiness, and the lines of time. It
protects against rough winds, redness, freckles
and sunburn. Price, 50 cents, and $1.00.

Preserves (Good Complexions —
Improves Bad Complexions

A PERSONAL TEST:
Let srove to you the value of Ingram's Toilet
Spc . ulties. Write us the name and address of
your druggist, and we will send you FREE,
through him, a box of assorted samples of our
toilet essentials. Or, enclose ten cents, and we
will mail the samples direct to you. Address—

Frederick F. Ingram Company
a 1 Ouellette Ave., Windsor, Ont. lf("j

- Too Hot

to make a dessert?

KNOX

Acidulated
- Gelatine

maukes the dessert
make itself -

Most everyone knows Knox
Plain Gelatine, but these hot
days you should get acquainted
with our Acidulated Package.

It is the same as the Plain,
except the Pure Concentrated
“Fruit” Juice added in this
package, in a separate envelope,
saves you the time and bother
of squeezing lemons.

All you add is sugar and water
(fruit or fruit juice if you wish)
and you have a most refreshing,
cool dessert for hot summer days
Lots of it, too—each package
makes two full quarts (14 gallon)
of jelly—four times as much as
‘“ready prepared” packages.

You can also make quickly
from either of the Knox packages
Ice Creams, Water Ices, Sher-
bets, Bavarian Creams, Blanc
Manges, Mousses, Parfaits and
all kinds of Summer desserts
and salads.

Recipes in the Knox Recipe
Book, sent FREE
for your Grocer's
name. Pint sam-
ple of Acidulat- g
ed Gelatine for |[8
2¢. stamp and |
Grocer's name. |

CHARLES B. KNOX |
co.

501 Knox Avenue, | ‘

Johnstown N.Y.

Branch Factory :
Montreal

i

BUST svo HIPS

Every woman who attem&tl tomake a
dress or shirt waist immediately discov-
ers how difficult it is to obtain a good fit
by the usual ‘‘trying-on-method, with
herself for the model and a looking-glass
with which to see how it fits at the 3

“HALL-BORCHERT ‘PERFEC-
TION Adjustble Dress Forms”
do away with all discomforts and disap-
pointments in fitting, and render the
| work of dressmaking at once easy and
| satisfactory. This form can be adjusted
| to 50 different shapes and sizes; bust
rajsed or lowered, also made longer and
‘ | shorter at the waist line and form raised
“ ?r lg]:ver:vd to l‘lllll“;jny desired skirt
Y length. Very easily adjusted, cannot get
M out of order, and will last & lifetime. g
Write for illustrated Booklet cont
complete line of Dress Forms wlthm

Hali-Borchert Dress Form Co-
~of Canada, Limited.
70-72 Pearl St., Toronto.Can.
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A good fomach
and a meny soul are
inseparable— lacking
which, try Abbey's
Salt.

| 25¢ and 60c bottle.
A Sold everywhere.

80

IF ;YOU CARRY A

Money Orders

andForeignCheques
are payable

all over the World.

They may be sent in payment
of produce, tax, gas and
electric light bills, interest on
notesand mortgages,insurance
premiums, subscriptions to
newspapers and magazines,
and in fact in payment of all
kinds of accounts, whether in
or out of town.

We give you a receipt
and if the remittance goes
astray in the mails,

we refund your money
or issue a new order free of
charge.

TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES ISSUED.

MONEY SENT BY
TELEGRAPH AND CABLE.

When purchasing Goods by mall,
ALWAYS remit by
DOMINION EXPRESS CoO.
MONEY ORDERS

BATES FOR WONEY ORDERS ¢
® & AM® UNDER ® CnTe
evER & VO Si0. .
. &
18 . 10
.0, L. 18
Y T Canas.

3

FOUNT-PEN
you are always ready to ‘‘jot it
down.* 'The *‘Swan” has no in-
tricate or delicate parts—conse-
quently it never gets out ot order,
and is always ready to write
without adjusting or coaxing.
Good for a lifetime. Sold by
Stationers. $2.50 upwards,

CATALOGUE FREE

MABIE, TODD & CO.

124 York St., Toronto
‘Londnn New York

Chicago ‘
S —— ——acsi

'O submit to a headache is to waste
energy, time and comfort. To
stop it at once simply take

NA-DRU-CO
Headache Wafers

Your Druggist will confirm our
statement that they do not contain
anything that can harm heart or
nervous system. 25c. a box.

NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL
Co. oF CANADA, LIMITED.
127

$500

Selectfrom
Buy Direct.
Post Card

1912 Ideal
Decorations Catalogue.
144 pages illustrated,

ICURTAINS, all makes, ART FABRICS,

MUSLINS, Household LINEN, Ladies

and Gents Underwear, Boots & Shoes,
Costumes, Gents Clothing.

$6 25TABLE DAMASK PARCEL)
ol POSTAGE & DUTY PAID.
2 White Damask Table Cloths, 64ins. by 84
ins. 2 White Damask Table Cloths, 60 ins.
by §8 ins., rich Scroll and Floral designs,
hemmed. 2 Half Bleached Table Cloths, hard
wearing, 2 Irish Cambric I'ea Cloths, 2
Handsome ‘I'ray Covers, Irish Embroidered
& drawn thread. Greatest Value ever Offered.
$500 worth of Goods Free to Overseas
Customers, third year of Gifts, full particu-
lars with Catalogue, |
Buy from actual Makers., Estd.ss5
Great saving. Satisfaction Guar.
SAML. PEACH & SONS, Box 667

The Looms, NOTTINGHAM, England.

Given Away

This Book.
First Cost.
will bring it

Home

T — T — T S—

years.
g

L
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Smart Leather Goods

SMAR’I‘ and expensive leather hand-
| luggage is an open sesame to atten-
‘ tion and service wherever one travels
}and the wise woman, remembering
| this, will make her traveling raiment
simple and plain if economy demands,
and put an extra amount into good-
looking luggage.

The Oxford club bag remains the
favorite for general traveling use and
quite a supply of apparel may be stowed
into one of these deep bags. A pair
of shoes or slippers will fit along the sides,
at the bottom; between these under-
clothes and nightclothes may be wedged
Folded shirtwaists, or even a silk or linger-
ie frock with a dainty extra petticoat
may be laid in next and covered with a
strip of silk or rubberied cloth, and on
top there will be plenty of room for small
belongings. The brush, comb and toilet
necessaries are usually tucked away in the
pockets at the sides of the bag. With one
of these deep club bags and a well-filled
suitcase sent ahead by express, a woman
can travel comfortably all over Europe—
or spend a week at a country houseparty
at home—which requires even more in
the way of raiment. There are very smart
traveling bags in this convenient club
shape, made of genuine walrus and seal,
with nickel trimmings, but younger
women usually prefer the tan cowhide
bags with smartly-stitched edges. Very
satisfactory bags of this sort are to be
had in imitation walrus leather as low as
five or six dollars, but for the tan bag one
must pay a bit more —and, of course,
the finer the leather and finish, the longer
will the bag maintain its aristocratic
appearance.

The real luxury, however, is the fitted
dressing-bag, which is elaborately sup-
plied with every known convenience for
a complete toilet en route, from such
necessities as soap and tooth-powder ‘to
one’s pet face cream. There are also
flasks for toilet water and eau de cologne,
and little receptacles for borax, bi-car-
bonate of soda, orris root or other com-
forts that one hates to do without.
All the toilet implements fit under straps
on panels which may be lifted from the
dressing case and spread out on bureau
or dressing-table in a jiffy, and there is
never any need of hunting frantically
among a jumble of belongings for one’s
byttonhook or curling tongs. Consider-
ing the handsome leather of which these
cases are made, the careful designing
which provides so many indispensables
in a minimum of space, and the high
character of all the indispensables them-
selves, it does not seem remarkable that
these luxurious traveling belongings are
usually very substantially priced.

The larger cases—in the shape of a
small suitcase—are for the woman, and
included among the stock of indispen-
sables are brush and comb of imitation
ivory, a whisk brush to match, a glass
tooth brush holder; two glass jars with
screw-tops of metal for face and tooth
powder, a metal box for hairpins, a soap
receptacle and air-tight glass bottles
in flat shape which will contain whatever
milady likes in the way of toilet waters.
In the lid of the case is space for a folded
nightgown and silken dressing-gown.

A convenient traveling case is made of
real seal, lined with black calf. The case

length of hairbrush and mirror across,
and opens out, so that every necessity
within it is within instant reach. This
case includes a black ebony hair-brush
and comb in separate leather pocket;
an ebony backed handglass and clothes-
brush; manicure implements and button-
hook with ebony handles, metal soap box,
jar for tooth and nail brushes and several
covered toilet bottles, all flat in shape for
compact packing.

Leather handbags when carried at all
are now much smaller than the mon-
strous affairs which women used before
reticules for a” brief season supplanted
leather bags in favor. This spring
Parisiennes are carrying with the shopping
or traveling costume small, smart leather
pocketbooks of leather bags of very
moderate size. A smart new pocket-
book is of brown buffed calf lined with
suede and has three compartments held
together with a strap fastening with a
metal button. Change purse, cardcase,
memorandum pad and flat mirror are
included in the fittings. A new bag is
of smoke grey suede lined with violet
moire silk and the frames of outer and
inner compartments are of silver.

It is hard to find really good models in
semi-tailored waists, something that is a
bit out of the ordinary yet not too ex-

folds up into a square, measuring the .

WHAT IS NEW ON THE COUNTER

treme, so a new long sleeved model is
rather interesting, with its odd cross
tuckings and smartly placed pocket.
Such a design is good for wash and non-
washable materials. The sleeve is worn
so tightly over the forearm that it is
necessary to button or hook it each time,
as it would be impossible to pass the hand
through otherwise. A tiny knotted tie
of velvet is caught through the Cluny
lace collar.

There is always something fascinating
in the study of wash frocks for summer
wear, a single general design offering
such endless possibilities for ‘‘exclusive
models."”

To begin with, these frocks all have the
narrow skirt, smoothly fitting at the top,
and with just enough flare to afford ease
in walking and to ensure a graceful out-
line. The dresses are in one-piece effects,
with the high waistline, which shows
no signs of diminishing favor. The
sleeves are short, elbow length for the
most part, and in the case of semi-evening
effects, in fine silk mousselines and similar
materials, they are shorter still. They
are also mostly in the kimono style, which,
despite predictions to the contrary, is
still being largely used by makers and
meeting with very favorable demand.
Most of the models are collarless, and
arranged in a variety of becoming effects.

Plain linens in pastel tones, striped
ginghams and zephyrs in cool, pretty
tints and combinations, plain zephyrs,
piques, silk muslins, and other new and
dainty offerings in plain and mercerized
washable materials, are already being
offered in a variety of styles, trimmings
and combinations.

All-over embroidery is a feature of
many of these effects.” It is used to form
the kimono waist of smart little gowns,
with plain colored linen skirts, sailor
collars, and loose, turn-back cuffs, with
simple white embroidery designs or trim-
mings of white braid or buttons on the
linen. In pretty kimono frocks of plain
or striped gingham, zephyr, and other
cotton materials, it forms the fancifully
cut yoke and sleeve, with finishings of the
other material. Again, it is used as a
waist decoration, and inserted in a band
running round the skirt in tunic effect,
with similar bands finishing the elbow
sleeves.
evidence

Silk gowns are more in

than ever. The prices of the ready-
made styles are amazingly cheap—
the effect, no - doubt, of electric-

run machines. There are, for instance,
pretty ome-piece dresses, with Dutch
neck and raised waist effects, in black
and white or navy and white messa-
line, which ame only a trifle over nine
dollars. 'The striped taffeta and the
messaline gowns are extremely chic and
becoming to almost any style of figure.
Chiffon taffeta is also seen in many of
the new models. In fact, it is a taffeta
spring, and you will hardly be in the
fashion without @ gown of this material.

Some of the changeable taffetas are
most attractive—even dazzling in effect.
One of the prettiest is a golden brown,
shot with dusky ®blue, which has a
shimmer in the sunlight that makes it
a brilliant fabric, indeed. Grey s seen,
both in the plain “unmixed” silks, and in
striped effects, which are becoming to
many women—especially to those whose
hair has turned to grey or silver,

These are the weeks when the chiffon
veil is in demand—and such dainty and
desirable ones bestrew the counters now-
adays, with edging or border of satin.

ere are veils with large spots and
leaves which are fashionable in the
European cities, but which are so “ex-
treme” in style that they are not likely
to win popular favor in Canada, as the
most bizarre styles are rather avoided
by most of our feminine friends, As to
the “tattoo” veil, it ds unquestionably
hideous, and we know that it will not
be worn by any woman desiring to be
thought sensible or tasteful.

The latest writing sets are extremely
artistic. Brown and green are the fa-
vorite colorings, and the equipment is
complete, from tiny stamp box to a
huge blotter, filling almost the top of
the library table. In leather and cut
brass, such a set makes a very attract-
ive addition to either sitting-room or
library. Smaller sets are shown for the
guest room and are most welcome to the
visitor who. may wish to write a hasty
note in the seclusion of her own room.

-
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The foundation of
a good dinner

A few drops of H.P. Sauce

itself will teach you more
about its excellence than an
ocean of description ; try it
with hot meat, cold meat, or
even bread and cheese.

H P
SAVUCE

A secret combination of richest
oriental fruits and spices with
pure malt vinegar.

Made in England—Dbut sotd Reye.

A LOVELY BABY BOY

This Mother is quite Enthusiastic
over a well Known Food.

Mrs, J. W. Pateman, 34 Harriet St.,
Toronto, in writing about Neave’s Food
says ‘‘When I first knew one of my
friends, her baby Jack was eight months
old and dying by inches. She had tried
three foods because her Jack could not
digest milk, At last, I fetched heratin
of Neave’s Food. At the end of a
month, Jack was rapidly gaining flesh
and was bright and happy. He is a
lovely boy now and she declares Neave's
Food saved his life. And it did.

Then I recommended it to a friend on
Victoria Avenue. She had a baby 6
months old that was not thriving a bit.
She put the baby on Neave's Food and
at the end of three months, the baby
was twice the size. = ;

I have neverseen two bigger, stronger
boys than mine for their ages and we
owe it all to Neave’s Food. I have the
utmost faith in Neave’s Food.”

Mothers and prospective mothers may
obtain a free tin of Neave’s Food and a
valuable book ‘‘Hints About Baby’’ by
writing Edwin Utley, 14 Front Street
Hast, Toronto, who is the Canadian
agent.” (Mention this paper.) For sale
by all druggists. 24A

Ornamental Fencing

affords protection to your lawns,
flowers and children, in addition
to adding a finishing touch of
beauty that is most pleasing to the
, eye and satisfying to the owner.
Peerless Ornamental Fencingis un-
equaled for beauty of design, artistic
| finish and strength of construction.
We have spent years in the manu- |
facture of fencing and cons:
know what is best _to give real
iceand how to make such a fence at a
price you are willing to pay. Don’t be
misled by the inferior and cheap article
offered by catalog houses, because such
fencing ia dear at ﬁny Dﬂc?- s
t will supply you, but g
it ?g:reAn%e:ona near wite us direns. @

ence serv-

mentioning the name of your dealer, and /’ \\

we will see that your requirements receive
prompt attention. &
‘Write for our printed matter,
It is mailed free on request,

The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence c.

Winnipeg, Man,
Hamilton, Ont.

\\\
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The New Venetian Relief Embroidery

NOTHER beautiful embroidery has just appeared
and is being added to the others which are
having such a wide spread vogue. It very seldom

happens that so many new ideas are brought forward
as during the present spring and summer season, and
this new idea is a revival and adaptation of
one of the beautiful laces of the Venetian Point variety.
Tt is now called Relief Embroidery because the flowers

’
No. 8535—Waist on linen, $1.25
Waist on 35-inch voile, 75 cents

are in relief, being fastened to fabric underneath only
at the tip and base of each petal. The effect of this
embroidery cannot be successfully conveyed by a
mere illustration, but with description and diagrams
the method of working will be clearly understood.
This embroidery is used in combination with punched

Figures 1, 2, 3, 4

and solid satin stitch, and the finished effect is ex-
quisite. The work is not difficult, and suitable mater-
ials for this are a medium weight linen (similar to
that used for Punched Embroidery), and Marquisette.

Work each petal separately (one at a time) and have
them entirely free or in relief from the fabric underneath

Finished Flower

excepting where they are fastened into the top and base
of each petal. Study the diagram No. 1 before
commencing the stitch. Thread an embroidery
needle which will freely take a stranded cotton thread

Punched Embroidery

(about three strands) and make one stitch across the
base of petal near the centre of the flower; into this
bar thus formed work four button hole stitches working
from left to right, see figure 2. Then work back to
the left, putting two stitches into the first, see figure

3, one each into the others and two into the last, thus
making six stitches on the second row. Then work
to the right again repeating as on last row thus increas-
ing the number of stitches to eight. Then work three
or four rows without increasing, thus forming the
widest part of the petal. Begin to narrow by omitting
a stitch at the outer edge of each row, see figure 4,
and narrow thus until only one stitch remains fasten-
ing this into the fabric underneath and finishing the
thread firmly on the under side of the material. The
result will be a petal a little longer and fuller than the
stamped flower, and will thus round up beautifully,
carrying out the name ‘‘Relief Embroidery.”

The punched background and the remainder of the

No. 8526 - Waist on linen, $1.25
Waist on 45-inch voile, 75 cents

design should be embroidered before making the
raised petals. The centre of each flower is composod
of two or three French knots.

The punched embroidery has already been de-
scribed in this column, and full sized diagrams show-
ing the method of working the stitch have also been
given. Special needles are required for this work.
They are very coarse and puncture the material,
thus forming the open work effect.

The waist illustrated above may be embroidered
on either marquisette or light weight linen, either
of which is suitable for this embroidery and another
beautiful design is also shown, No. 8526, which, too,
shows a beautiful combination. These waists are
stamped on two yards of material, which allows for
a set-in sleeve.

Embroidered collar sets are quite an important
item among dress accessories this season, as the present
simple one-piece gowns and suits do not require any
other trimming and the sets illustrated here are very
beautiful.

No. 8229 has been embroidered on a medium weight
linen and the beauty of this set cannot be shown by
a mere illustration. A button holed edge finished

No. 8229—Collar and Cuff Set, 60 cents

this set, but No. 8236, which shows another set, is to
be edged with narrow lace, linen Cluny being one of
the fashionable laces for this purpose.

The prices quoted in these columns are for stamped

No. 8236—Collar and Cuff Set, 60 cents

or tinted linens only, as we do not supply embroidered
articles.

For further information regarding any of the articles
described in these columns address Belding Paul
Corticelli Limited, Dept. L, Montreal, P.Q.
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IF YOU

WILL SEND US
35 CENTS —

we will send you

8 SKEINS OF
EMBROIDERY SILK

which is sufficient to finish a
15 INCH CENTRE PIECE

which is stamped for

“THE NEW HEATHER
EMBROIDERY”

This is the very latest em-
broidery which will be fash-
ionable for 1912..

We will
SUPPLY FREE

sufficient lace to edge this
Centre Piece, and the diagram
enclosed will furnish full
instructions for this beautiful
embroidery which is simple
but effective.

Send at once as this generous
offer is made for a short
period only.

Our Art Embroidery Silkse
are the best on the market.

Send 10 cents for a copy
of Belding’s Needle and
Hook Book which contains
all the latest suggestions
for Art Embroidery. = ::

Address

BELDING, PAUL,
CORTICELLI

LIMITED

Dept. L MONTREAL, P.Q.

¢
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GEORGE A. PUTNAM

SUPERINTENDENT

PARLIAMENT BUILDINGS, TORONTO
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Idealizing the Commonplace
By MISS HINDLAY, Ospringe

Read at the Wellington County Wo-
men’s Institute Convention held in
Guelph, December last.

WAS led to choose this subject by
frequently hearing my friends en-
vying the lot of some one who had,

as they thought, greater advantages in
life. We all would like some one else’s
talents or education, or opportunities,
or wealth, and fondly imagine that we
could make much more of our lives if
we could change places with some neigh-
bor. Our own surroundings and work
are so commonplace that it is not worth
cur while making an effort, but, if we
could only sing, play, paint, or become
a great teacher or writer, we could make
our mark in the world. We envy these
so-called great personages, not knowing
the hard training that was necessary to
bring them to these high positions and
never thinking that the genius of a Burns
or a Shakespeare would avail us nothing
with our present lazy habits.

I am not going to dwell just now on
the evil effect of discontent with our
lot any more than to say that Providence
knows much better than we do what cir-
cumstances are best for the develop-
ment of our character, and, when we
grumble at the fate or luck that has
placed us where we are and made us
what we are, we are simply faulting the
plans of the Infinite. We are all char-
acters in the making, and this life is
but a discipline by which our characters
are developed, and He knows best where
to place us for that purpose. I like to
think that each of us can do our own
work better than it could be done by
any other person. It is certain that no
one else has the same opportunity to do
it that we have, and if we neglect it,
our particular corner of the world is
made commonplace where it might have
been made ideal. What matter how
lowly the task, more bread makers are
needed than poets, and it is infinitely
better to do a humble duty well, than
a great one indifferently. Philip
Brooks gives us this beautiful thought
on duty: “This truth comes to me more
and more the longer I live; that in
what field or in what uniform or with
what aims we do our duty, matters very
little, or even what that duty is, great
or small, splendid or obscure, only to
find our duty certainly, and somewhere
and somehow to do it faithfully,
makes us strong, good, happy, and use-
ful men and turns our lives into some
feeble echo of the life of God.”

One comfort for those of us who find
our duty in humble places is that we
have lots of company. The great bulk
of the world’s work must always be
done amidst lowly surroundings away
from the praise of the multitude. Tt is
only the few who stand before the foot-
lights. Some one has said that God
must have loved the common people, He
made so many of them.

The fight with poverty, uncongen-
ial surroundings and work that grinds
down -and becomes drudgery often de-
velops a sweeter spirit and a nobler life
than more congenial surroundings. I
think of one woman who left a comfort-
able home in Ontario, went west and
found herself in a leaky sod shack on

. the prairie. Her husband proved to be
neither an agreeable companion nor a
support to her and her children in her
home. She toiled early and late, through
the weary years, sometimes only to find
her hard earnings collected . hy . the
worthless husband and father and spent
in foolish speculations. She managed
to rear and educate her children un-
til they were able to take honorable
positions and support her, but this is
the great thing about her, that through
it all, she did not allow herself to be-
come sour or cynical, or discontented.
She said, “I am determined to smile no
matter what happens,” and her nearest
relatives say she did. Ifsay that wo-
man was one of the world’s heroines!

Along this line of triumphing over
the homely, "but very real, trials of
everyday life, I don’t think I can do

better than quote Pearlie Watson’s
school composition on “T'rue Great-
ness,” taken from Nellie McClung’s

delightful book, “T'he Second Chance.”

“A person can never get true great-
ness by trying for it; you get it when
you are not looking for it. It’s nice to
have good clothes; it makes it a lot
easier to act decent, but it's a sign of
true greatness to act when you haven’t
got them, just as good as if you had.

“One time when Ma was a little girl
they had a bird at their house, called
Bill, that broke his leg. They thought
they would have to kill him. But next
morning they found him propped up sort
of sideways on his good leg, singing.
That was true greatness. £

“One time there was a woman who
had done a big washing and hung it
on the line; the line broke and let it all
down in the mud. But she didn’t say a
word, only did it all over again, and
this time she spread it on the grass,
where it couldn’t fall. But that night a
dog with dirty feet ran over it. When
she saw what was done, she sat down
and didn’t cry a hit. All she said was:
‘Ain’t it queer that he didn’t miss
nothing.” That was true greatness.. But
it’s only people who have done wash-
ings that know it. Once there was a

monotonous at times, we do not need
to descend to the level of the homely
task. We can bring the task up to the
level of our minds. While we do the
oft-repeated cleaning and polishing what
a chance we have to think of the many
books we have read or the lectures or
concerts we have attended, and what a
boon it is to have time to think.

Another way we make our home-
making commonplace is by a lack of ap-
preciation of the proportionate value of
things. A model housekeeper very sel-
dom is a good home-maker, because
she values spotless floors and perfect
house decorations more than she does
people and their comfort. We must
learn that the people we house are more
important than the house. The woman,
who is the centre of the home, must
go one step further, and realize that her
first duty is to herself. If she neglects
her own health, in order that the house
may be kept faultlessly clean, not only
she, but the whole family and house are
going to suffer. If she neglects her
appearance and accomplishments that
the younger members of the family may
be better dressed, and have opportunities
for culture, she will reap her reward in
ti}]e selfishness and neglect of her chil-
dren.

A woman who wishes to keep her
place as queen of the home, will find
scope for the exercise of the greatest
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woman who lived near a pig pen, and
when the wind blew that way it was
very smelly, indeed, and at first when
she went there to live she couldn’t
smell anything but straight pig, but
when she lived there a while she learn-
ed to smell the clover blossoms through
it. That was true greatness.”

These are very homely illustrations,
but they go to prove the power there
is in human nature to get the best out
of the very worst conditions. Think of
it, ye women who fret and fume be-
cause the dressmaker is a day late, or
the new maid is hard to teach your
system of table service or you are not
invited to Mrs. Upperten’s at-home. If
endurance is the crowning quality, and
patience, all the passion of great souls,
these women were truly great.

One rcason that we home-makers do
not make our work ideal, is because we
are not properly trained for it. We
see nurses, teachers and dressmakers all
taking a thorough course of prepara-
tion before they undertake their work.
Why cannot we profit by their example?
If we all took a thorough course in
home hygiene, food values, the chemis-
try of cooking, house decoration and the
care of children, we would not so often
hear house work spoken of as drudgery.
It is full of entrancing interest when
you know the reason of things, and, if
the ever-reeurring routine becomes

cieverness, tact, skill and executive
ability. But, having wisely given her-
self unreservedly to her task, she will
in time develop into Van Dyke’s splen-
did ideal of womanhood, “A serene and
quiet dignity, a tranquil wisdom to coun-
sel and restrain, a fine delicacy of feel-
ing, quick to rejoice, tender to suffer,
yet patient to endure; a subtle sense of
the value of small, unpurchasable things,
a power of great compassion and self-
sacrifice almost limitless where love
speaks the word and duty shows the task,
a noble hunger and thirst for harmony,
an impregnable strength of personal re-
serve, and an enthusiastic generosity of
personal surrender. These are the na-
tive glories of womanhood. These are
the things which, if true and well or-
dered, should deepen, unfold, brighten
and harmonize in the perfection of a
woman’s character.”

Criticism and Gossip—Its Influence

By MRS. ROBERT CRAWFORD

THE dictionary says:—Criticism is:
1. The act or art of judging nicely of
any performlance or production.

2. Pointing out faults. ‘3. Noticing beau-

ties or faults.
Gossip: 1. Mere idle talk. 2. One

o
3
2
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who runs about and tattles. 3. To talk

too much.

There are two kinds of Criticism and
Gossip; the good natured, kindly kind,
when we sit down and talk, but do not
htirt one another’s feelings or make un-
kind remarks about our friends, or when
we tell some one of something they are
doing or saying that would be better left
unsaid. We criticise then with a good

urpose, or with the object of doing good,

ut I admit it is a delicate thing to do and
yge must be careful how and when we do
it.

Then there is the other kind, when we
cannot find a good thing to say of anyone
and start some little story rolling that at
the end of a week we could not recognize
as our own words.

As a rule women get the credit of
gossiping more than men, but, as the old
Scotchman says: “I hae my doubts
about it.” - But I am sorry to say woman
1s a more harmful gossip than man and a
more severe critic, especially of her own
sex.

When Mrs. Jones says to Mrs. Smith,
“Did you hear about Mrs. So and So?
Well it is awful the reports that are
going round about her,” and goes on to
retail what she has heard (remember it is
only hearsay), then Mrs. Smith turns
it over again with a few more words and
looks added on, until poor Mrs. So and So
might just as well leave town as try to
overcome or live down the report.

It is impossible for some people not
to have something to tell, and I have
one person in my mind that, really, if I
heard all the unkind things she does, and
repeats and believes them, my hair would
be grey. Others again never hear any-
thing, and what is more, do not want
to, and oh! that they were in the majority.

Women, are we careful enough at what
we repeat, or do we hear a sentence and
then repeat and multiply to someone’s
sorrow and distress? Remember there
-aare always two sides to every question,
and do not be ready to believe all you
hear repeated. Wait until you hear the
other side. You do not know what
““Skeleton in a Closet” may be hidden
under the cloak put on in public. Just
possibly it may be a broken heart. ~We
only see what is made public. We do not
see behind the closed doors. You know
not what may have led up to the present
condition of things; so please do not start
the stone rolling, especially “Do not
always blame the woman.” ~Remember,
we might do just the same under the same
conditions. This world is not an easy
place to understand. Some of its happen-
ings are of such a nature that to know
them brings upon us a horror too great
to put into words. = There are things none
of us wish to talk about, yet I believe
that even in spite of them the world is a
hopeful place to look upon.”

‘O, many a shaft, at random sent,
Finds mark the Archer little meant;
And many a word at random spoken
May soothe, or wound, a heart that’s

broken.” —Scott.

Life is serious. It is full of trouble
and plenty of sorrow. But it is such a
fine life after alll We can be so helpful,
so useful to others, that it is more than
worth while to even the women who are
nursing their burdens and saying that it
1s a miserable old place with a black sky
and grey background.

It has been said that ““The greatest
law in life is getting, gaining, and self-
preservation,” but that cannot be true
of people who want to live real lives.

mean the giving of an overflow of life,
as 1t were, of good thoughts, of sympathy,
cheer, some service that will render a
stranger your friend. And in giving and
sacrificing, do net do it to win a reward,
like some child whom you must bribe
to do right because he wants to do wrong,
but just for the pure joy of it.

Then there is the outspoken critic who
says, ““No, I have no use for her, the way
she fusses over cats and dogs is the limit—
calling them baby.” Did it never occur
to you that it might not be her fault she
was cuddling a kitten instead of a baby.
Did it never occur to you that she might
long for children to cuddle far more than
you in your self-satisfied life can ever
vaguely imagine? Did it never occur
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to you that she required your sympathy
infinitely more than your disapproval?
Maybe instead of a cat it is a cause she
embraces, ‘ Woman's Suffrage” or ‘‘For-
eign Missions,” or ‘‘ Women's Institute,”’
and again you deride or disapprove and
harangue of ‘‘Woman’s highest duty,”
and all the rest of it. Have you any
reason to believe that if it had been
possible for this woman she would have
infinitely preferred a home under different
circumstances. We all have our faults,
but be careful how we tell one another of
them.

Beware how we judge others, not know-
ing all about them, for you will be judged
that way yourself. Believe in the good-
ness of those about you—doubts will
vanish and you will find that.your faith
in people will be worth a kindgom of
glories. Believe in them once—then try
to keep alive your faith, for it will help
others to bear their burdens. If you have
faith in your friends they will not want
to fail you—it will be an incentive to be
true where they might have been false.

Then there is the critic who sizes up a
person and then says, ‘‘I cannot stand
him—never could stand a man who
wears such clothes. Why it is a perfect
crime. He cannot have any refinement
or taste.” ‘‘But you do not know him,”
you may argue. ‘“‘No! and don’t want
to know him, wouldn’t take the trouble
to know him,” is the reply. Or the dis-
cussion might be a woman—*‘Oh, she is
hopeless. I never could stand stout
people, and the way she dresses is awful.”
Have you ever talked to her? ‘‘The
saints forbid. I can always tell ata
glance what a person is like.”

That is just, my friend, what we cannot
do. In the first place the man may be an
artist and the jolliest person you could
meet, and the woman (possibly she may
wear funny clothes) but—under them—
the kindest heart may beat and quite the
keenest wit you can conceive, so you see
how wrongfully we sometimes judge.
I have known women who were deemed
angels, who in reality were perfect demons;
smooth-tongued little creatures, one would
think butter would not melt in their
mouths, who in hushed tones of shocked
regret, whispered abominable bits of
gossip and sighed that the world was so
wicked, and when the collection plate
was passed would give five cents to the
poor fund, and on the other hand a sour-
visaged woman with a repellant manner,
would practise all sorts of economies
to send some little delicacy to a sick child,
and woe betide the woman who said a
slighting word about another woman in
her presence.

Women, did it ever strike you that
oftimes, when some one is called bad-
tempered and crochety, they are perhaps
carrying some trouble that “is breaking
their hearts, generally miserable, cannot
gell the world of it. In fact needless to

o so,

““Down in the human heart, Crushed by
the tempter,

Feelings lie buried that Grace can restore;

Touched by a loving heart, wakened by
kindness,

Chords that were broken will vibrate
once more.”

The world has not time for our sorrows,
only our joys. Again others are just
longing for some one to say a kind word,
to love them, or tell them they know
they are doing their best in the position
they have been placed in. Go speak a
kind word to the retiring one, do not
think them haughty, proud or cold.
They are just longing for some one to
make something of them and love them.
Do not make the mistake of calling a
broken-hearted person a bad-tempered
one.

They say familiarity breeds contempt.
No doubt it is so in some cases, but when
the curtain is pulled aside, we may see
characteristics we despise, but on the
other hand, there are hundreds of people
whom we must know in their daily lives
to appreciate in any measure the greatness
of their souls. Let us cultivate clean
thoughts, for out of a clean heart comes
a '(élean life. As some wise person has
said:

“There is so much bad in the best of us
That it does not become any of us
To criticise the rest of us.”

Then why not bridle those unruly
members—our tongues, and withhold our
sweeping criticisms, based on nothing so
much as our lack of knowledge or insight.

Try to get more at the heart of a person,
and have a LITTLE MOREHEART OURSELVES,
Do not forget, that, just as the thistle-
down is carried here, there and every-
where, just so a word, a look, a shake of the
head, may root some unkind thought or
story about our neighbor that may take
months, years, to uproot, and perhaps
the mischief we have done may never be
remedied.

We cannot one live without the other.,
We are each beholden to the other for our
lives. 8o let us live them as God would

have us live them, looking for the good in

one another, not always for faults. The |

most stupid person has some redeeming |

quality, if we will only look for it. A very |

good practice is that if we cannot say
anything good of a person, do not say
anything.

Remember, God never created any-
thing in vain. There was some purpose

in it or it would not have been made. |

Let us try and govern ourselves and look
for good and not evil in each other.

A DAILY THOUGHT

Life is the daily web of character we un-
consciously weave. Our thoughts, ima-
ginations, purpose, motives, love, will,
are the underthreads; our words, tone of
voice, looks, acts, habits, are the upper
threads; and the passing moment is the
shuttle, swiftly, ceaselessly, relentlessly
weaving those threads into a web; and
that web is life.

e~

Pointers for Officers and Members

T the conference of Institute lecturers
held late in June, Mrs. Laura Rose
Stephen, in speaking upon Institute

work, made some suggestions which are
very much to the point.
She said, ‘‘ The officers should know the

importance of their duty. When there |
is an Institute formed, some one has to |

assume the different offices. = These offic-
ers should feel that it is a duty they

owe to the community to take office. |
A person may feel a lack of fitness for the |
position, but others may see that she is |

fitted, and, if she can take it, she should |

not make excuses. Among the different

excuses given are, “lack of ability,” ‘‘no
time,”’” ‘“‘not interested,” ‘‘no executive
ability,” ‘‘lack of tact.” Nothing |

grows with cultivation like ability. It is |
the busy woman who has learned to con- |

serve her time. If she is not interested,
she will get interested if she takes hold
of the work. It is not the person who
works hard herself who makes the In-
stitute a success—it is the one who is
able to get other people to work. An
Institute often fails because an officer
does all the work. An officer should
have tact; she should not be dogmatic,

you use—steam, hot water or

warm air—you cannot get that
much desired atmosphere, gentle,
restful and wholesome, without
proper humidity.
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TOASTED

FLAKES

NONE GENUINE WITHOUT THIS SIGNATURE

From time to time de-
licious new ways of
serving Kellogg’s Corn
Flakes are discovered.
Here are a few:

Kellogg's with straw-
berries, raspberries,
blackberries, blue-
berries.

Kellogg's with sliced
peaches, pears, = oOr
apples.

Kellogg’s with sliced
oranges, bananas, or®
pineapple.

Kellogg’s in the centre
of half a canteloupe.

Kellogg’s with ice
cream, fruit jellies,

custards.

Try Kellogg’s with
fresh fruits, stewed
fruits, or preserves.

Your palate will wel-
come variety.
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You've thought about
trying PURITY FLOUR
Now Act!!

OR some time there has dwelt in your mind

the thought of trying PURITY FLOUR—
the flour that consists wholly of the high-grade
portions of the best Western hard wheat.

That’s a good thought. It indicates a desire for
improvement in your baking-talent—an ambition to
increase the deliciousness of your bread and pastry.

Don’t let that good thought perish. Turn on your
will power. ACT !!

PURITY

FLOUR

“More bread and better bread”

EMINDER: On account

of the extra strength and
extra quality of PURITY
FLOU%{, best pastry-results
are obtained by adding more
shortening than is necessary
when using the ordinary
Ontario or blended flours.
Also add more water when
making bread.

Add PURITY FLOUR to your grocery list right now
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Flastica
Floor
Finish

E want to know, and we want you to know—all
about your floors, We want to show you, as we
daily show so many others, how inexpensive, and

b how easy it is to end permanently all your floor troubles.

Elastica is the only floor varnish which will give you positive

S s satisfactory results, It is trade-marked like this—

EL2ASTICA

FLOOR FINISH

Look for this Trade-mark on a Yellow Label. All others are imitations.

Whether your floors be old or new, of soft wood or hard wood, painted or un-
painted, sgained or unstained, Elastica will preserve them with an elastic, bright,
durable, waterproof finish. Elastica can be used just as well
over linoleum or oilcloth.

Send for descriptive booklet.

TORONTO - WINNIPEG

Canadian Factory of Standard Varnish Works

New York, Chicago, London, Berlin,
Brussels, Melbourne

Largest in the world and first to establish
definite standards of quality,

Ask your dealer.
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but sholud acknowledge the opinions of
other members.

_ Numbers are good, but quality is more
important than quantity. The Institute
is not gauged by the number of members,
but by the interest taken by these mem-
bers. Some members think they are just
to fill seats. They should feel their
responsibility as much as the officers.
Every member is a unit of the whole.
Institute members should feel that the
Institute is made for the pleasure of each
one. There should be no associate
members in connection with the Institute.
The roll call is good to get every voice
heard in the meeting. Members should
act as scouts in bringing other members.
When you go to the Institute meeting,
why go alone? Members can do much in
reminding others that it is the Institute
day. The telephone can be used to
splendid advantage for this purpose.

—

The Discouraged Institute

RS. LAURA ROSE STEPHEN, who
believes thoroughly in the Institute
work, gives this word to the dis-

couraged Institute. She says, *Dis-
couragement sometimes comes from want
of change. It is well to change all the
officers except the secretary. This refers,
of course, to the secretary who is doing
her work well. I would suggest that no
president hold office more than two years.
The president may be a very nice lady.
but sometimes does not push the work,
and the members do not like to make a
change for fear of giving offence. Do
not be afraid of criticism in this regard.
4.A cooking demonstration is a good
thing for a discouraged Institute—every
woman loves recipes. Then have a
pic-nic, or an entertainment—anything
in which all the members can work
together toward a certain end.

r—t

The Institute During Summer

A GOOD number of the Institutes
do not hold the regular monthly
r 1 meetings during July and August,
and it sometimes requires considerable
rallying to get the members together
again in September. Would it not be
wise for such an Institute to make some
plans that will keep the members in touch
with each other during these vacation
months. An Institute picnic is always
a good thing, and would encourage the
spirit of neighborliness which is found
in the successful Institute, Then, just at
this time, the Fresh Air Fund of the cities
is asking for the practical sympathy
of the pepole. Why could an Institute
not arrange to give a week or two of the
glorious country to some one or more
of the poor kiddies who are not having
half a chance in this world of ours. A
work like this should appeal to the mother
heart in the Institute.

Something done by the Institute during
the summer will mean an interest already
created for the meetings to be held in
the fall and winter.

r—t

American Farmers’ Wives’ Club

N a recent number of the Ladies Home
Journal, Mrs. Harriet Wallace Ashby
outlines the constitution and work of

a club for farmers’ wives, which has been
organized in one of the states in the Union.
The work of this organization is very
similar to that of our Institutes. The mem-
bers are very much interested in the rural
schools; they not only talk the matter
up, but get busy and help to make the
schoolhouse sweet and clean for the
children. The members are also prac-
tical, in the way of having a sewing day
occasionally for one of the mothers who
has been too busy with other matters
to get this work done. Co-operative
buying of flower and vegetable seeds
is one of the principles of these clubs.

Some rather interesting rules of their

constitution are, that the annual fee must
be paid at the first regular meeting of the
year, and that, if any member absents
herself from three consecutive regular
meetings without a reasonable explanation
she is dropped from the membership.
We are not sure that we would advocate
this latter rule for our Women's Institute
in Ontario, but we believe that it would
be an advantage to have some rule
whereby more importance would be
attached to the membership and attend-
ance at meetings.

r~—

Institute’s One Lecturer Visited

ONE of the lecturers in reporting the
first week of the summer series,

writes as follows regarding several
of the Institutes visited:—

INVERARY.—Twenty-five present. I
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think this Institute raised a lot of money
in the short time since organization.
They paid $40 on the debt of the Agri-
cultural Hall and in return, have the use
of the hall for their meetings free of charge.
They are now considering the purchase
of a second-hand piano for the building
and hope to have it placed before the next
meeting. They expect to pay -$75 for
it, and already have $25 of the necessary
amount. They held ‘At Homes’ during
the past winter at the homes of the mem-
bers, providing entertainment and re-
freshments and making a charge of 10
or 15 cents. During the summer they
expect to hold some lawn socials. They
also have a vacuum cleaner which is
rented to the members at 50 cents per
day, and to non-members at $1.00 per
day, or ten cents an hour.

WESTBROOKE.—Sixty-six present. They
have a large territory to draw from.
People were present from Cataraquie,
Collin’s Bay and Glenvale. This place
has found that the Institute has helped
the church. People who did not attend
before, or who attended but once in
months, arenow regular in their church
attendance. Both Inverary and West-
brooke have re-elected their presidents
for a third term of office.

STELLA.—Forty-five present. The lib-
rary of this Institute continues to be a
source of pride and they have added
Mrs. Rorer's New Cook Book to it and .
they are now “trying it out.” The
members look it over, try any recipe they
fancy, and bring to the meeting the dish
and their ideas concerning it, such as
economy of time and materials.

CONWAA}.Y.—:Pwenty present. Some good
workers in this branch. The library is a
helpful feature in this Institute and a

number of new books are being added at
the present time.

ADOLPHUSTOWN.—Thirty-eight present
This Institute also has a gne %ibr:flx)ry. It
was found here that the “unlimited”
lunch at the monthly meetings did harm
and had to be rectified. Now the rule is
just three things, for example, sandwich,
cake and tea. This Institute provided
the linen for one room in the Kingston
hospital. They also gave a $5.00 prize
to each school section last year for the
pupil who would take the highest marks
on the entrance examination. They are
now raising money to put a fence around
the old burying ground where the U. E,
Loyalists lie. The Historical Society is
meeting in Napanee this week, and the
Women'’s Institute of Adolphustown has
undertaken to provide dinner for 175 at
forty cents each.

The lecturer adds,‘ The women through-
out the country are developing so rapidly,
they are receiving the lecturers so warmly
and talking so much more freely than they
used to in the earlier days.”

r.—t

Distribution of Seeds to Children

EFERENCE was made in the June
issue to the distribution of seeds to
school children, and the secretary

of the Colinville Institute gives us the
following information regarding their
plans in this matter.

“We bought the seeds and gave them
to all the children who would promise to
try and raise them. Of course, we hope
the parents will be interested in this.
Our choice of seeds were those most
easily ' grown—two kinds of vegetables
and four of flowers.

“The boys all wanted ‘just the vege-
tables’ and the girls ‘all’ the flowers.
We had planned to give the smaller
children fewer varieties, but will this year
divide them into classes according to age.

“We will hold the school fair when the
flowers and vegetables are at their best
and will arrange that each child who
exhibits will receive some little prize.

: “In addition to this, we will get the older
girls to make exhibits of biscuits and salads
and possibly buttonholes and darning.

“We will ask the minister, two teachers
and some outsiders to act as judges to
let the children feel that it is worth while.
Music and a pic-nic will add to the
occasion.’’

e~

Peel Institute Annual Meeting

HE third annual meeting of the
Women'’s Institute of the County of
Peel was held in the Oddfeliows

Hall, Streetsville, on Saturday last. The
attendance was the largest in the history
of the Institute, delegates being present
from nearly every part of the county.
The greatest harmony prevailed and the
work of the coming year was entered upon
with confidence and enthusiasm.

At the morning session at which E. G.
Graham, county president, presided,
reports from the different Institutes were
read and .adopted. The report of the
district secretary-treasurer proved that
the Institute has never been more pros-
perous, nor the work undertaken so varie
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in its character. Peel County has fifteen
branches with a membership of five hun-
dred and eighty. In this regard it has
held the rank of being the banner county
several times, and it is now the aim of its
members to make it the banner county
in the quality of the work done by the
Institute.

The reports from the different branches
were most encouraging. The largest
amount of money raised by one Institute
during the year was $535.00. Alton
branch received credit for having raised
this amount. This branch built a skating
rink which they then sold and with the
proceeds purchased a piece of land for
a town park, which will provide a place
of recreation for the people of the village.
Brampton branch added $330 to the hos-
pitalfund. Caledon branch raised enough
money to fence the cemetery in that
district. Palgrave purchased one half
acre of land which was donated to the
public school there. Mono Mills branch
1s working to establish a park. Chelten-
ham remodelled its library. Port Credit
branch offered prizes for fruit and flowers
and induced the people of that neighbor-
hood to beautify their village. Streets-
ville raised funds for the hospital. Castle-
more also raised a considerable amount
of money which will be put to good use
and from every branch come reports of
some useful work being accomplished.
During the past year branches were es-
tablished at Huttonville and Snelgrove,
and both bid fair to become model
workers.

The district officers were all re-elected
by acclamation. They are as follows:
president, Mrs. E. G. Graham; 1st vice-
president, Mrs. L. A. Hamilton, Lorne
Park; 2nd vice- president, Mrs. Dorring-
ton, Alton; secretary-treasurer, Miss S.
Campbell.

The afternoon session was opened with
the singing of Auld Lang Syne by the large
audience.

Mrs. Graham'’s opening address was
heard with attention and keen interest.
She referred to the recent Titanic disaster
and counselled her hearers to dwell in
unity and peace that the bonds which
united them should never be severed and
that their affection should remain strong
and effective during the passing years.

An address of welcome to the delegates
was given by Mrs. Drinkwalter who,
in the most gracious and hospitable man-
ner welcomed the visitors to Streetsville,
to which Mrs. L. A. Hamilton made reply

in a brief address which outlined the aims
and objects of the Women’s Institute,
and cordially thanked the people of
Streetsville for the warm welcome accord-
ed them.

Miss Graydon’s solo was charmingly
sung and was heartily applauded by the
delighted audience.

In his address Samuel Charters, M.P.P.,
spoke of the work being accomplished
by the Women'’s Institute in the province
of Ontario. In this practical age when
the searchlight of criticism is turned upon
all organizations, the Women's Institute
has nobly borne the test. Their mission
is one of the highest. If the women of
the nation kept the home in love and
unity, the Institute motto, ‘‘For Home
and Country,” would be worked out:
If the homes failed in their duty the
nation would suffer. In the mechanical
and business world new methods and
principles were continually being adopted
and the homes should follow their example
in adopting modern methods. With
20,000 women banded together for home
and country great good must result.
He commended the hospital movements
and said that although the work required
a great deal of time, eventually success
would be achieved and would be all the
better because of being long delayed.

At the conclusion of his address Mr.
Charters was presented with a beautiful
bouquet by the District officers, it having
been learned by them that it was the
speaker’s birthday. To Mrs. Graham's
complimentary address he then replied
and was followed by Miss Ethel McClure,
who gave a most instructive and interest-
ing paper on the treatment of typhoid
fever.

Mrs. Falconer contributed a solo which
was very acceptably rendered.

W. B. Roadhouse, Deputy Minister of
Agriculture, brought greetings from the
department. The Institute, he said,
wielded a great influence in the province,
moulding public opinion, changing rural
conditions for the better. Ontario hon-
ored her women; in other countries he
had seen women working in the fields
and doing in the public streets work done
in Canada by the city scavengers. When
his grandfather settled on the hills of

- Albion township nearly a hundred years

ago, he was compelled to carry a bag of
grain from Palgrave to Lambton in order
to have it ground into flour for bread.
To-day the rural districts have good trans-
portation, electric light, every modern

convenience, and the women are assist-
ing in every good work on the farm and
in the towns and villages. The Insti-
tute might aid in the improvement of
towns and villages by insisting on having
better sanitation, ventilation and pure
water. He warmly commended Miss
McClure for her admirable paper, stating
that the high standard of the papers
read before the Institute was a guarantee
of the work being done by them.

Mrs. L. A. Hamilton spoke briefly of
the work done in bringing out domestics
and other girls from the old lands and
finding situations for them here. A
good work was being done and the servant
problem being to some extent solved,
homes having been provided for a number
of girls. There was one great hindrance
to this work. Girls were brought out
from congested districts where they have
constant companionship and, placing
them in sequestered districts, resulted
in an overpowering loneliness to these
people who had been accustomed to living
among their own friends and relatives
and who came over the ocean to a strange
land, without a friend in the district to
which they were brought. This would
deter many from coming unless steps
were taken to provide them with com-
panionship and place them where they
would be befriended and looked after.

The convention closed with the National
Anthem. The attendance was the largest
and the programme the best yet given.

r—t

Notes

THE Kent Bridge Institute is again
planning for a children’s fair to be
held in the fall. This Institute has
been particularly successful in this matter.
In writing to the superintendent, one
of the lecturers draws attention to a point
in Institute work which is very opportune.
She writes: ‘“We must emphasize the
value of the regular monthly meetings of
the Institutes. Some are becoming mon-
ey making concerns, losing sight of the
other part of the work which is so import-
ant.”

The superintendent has in his office a
number of papers on various subjects
which have been sent to him by Institute
secretaries. These have been circulated
among other Institutes and have been
much appreciated. If a paper has been
given at any Institute meeting, which
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the members think will be of value to
other Institutes, the superintendent will
be glad to receive the same for the purpose
mentioned above.

The Madoc secretary writes, ‘‘Our
Institute has prospered in every way
during the past year, and the interes)
is as keen as ever.”

At St. Augustine in West Huron the
Institute works under the disadvantage
of having a somewhat scattered member-
ship, but this difficulty seems to
be rather an impetus to this branch.
The Institute has been organized only a
year, but is doing good work.

The Elmvale secretary writes us a very
optimistic note. The Institute has
already a paid membership ~of twenty-
two for 1912-13 and good prospects of
additions to this. They have a
library of more than twenty books pur-
chased with the proceeds from a social.
Two delegates will be sent to the next
provincial convention, for, as the secre-
tary writes, ‘I am positive that one per-
son cannot grasp everything, and there is
so much to be remembered and brought
home to our Institute.” She also states
that some very energetic young women
have been appointed on committees, and
altogether, they are looking forward to
the Institute work for the coming year.

The King East Institute has sent us
the programme of meetings for the year
1912-13. This includes both practical
subjects and entertainment. We com-
mend to all Institutes, which have not
already tried it, the plan of preparing
the full programme for at least six months
and for the whole year, if possible.
While the somewhat laackadaisical plan of
arranging the programme just before the
meeting, or even two or three weeks
before the time, has worked out satisfac-
torily with some Institutes, we think
it very much better to have the meetings
planned well in advance of the date of the
meeting. The members whose names
appear upon the programme should,
of course, feel the responsibility of the
work assigned to them. With this pro-
gramme, the King East secretary for-
warded three new subscriptions.

On the 30th of April the Metchosin
Institute in British Columbia had a very
interesting and instructive lecture given
by Miss Agnes Deans Cameron (since
deceased) in which she took her audience
with her for a trip up the Peace and
Mackenzie Rivers to the Arctic Ocean
and back.

=

No lumps, you see.
making it lighter.

musty, woolly.
Never coarse.

wheat.
is free, heavy.

yielding, more appetizing.
And more Digestible.

FIVE ROSES.

Always the cookbook says:
“Sift Your Flour.”

Aerates the flour,

Put FIVE ROSES in your sifter.

Never soft and sticky -— never lumpy,

Milled superfine from Manitoba’s grandest

Fine, granular, very dry.
Nothing remains in the sifter—FIVE ROSES

And your bread is more porous, more

Because the particles are finer, easier to

get at by the stomach juices.
Use this very fine flour—superfine.
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THE _CHARMS OF SUMMER SEAS

S
Spend your vacation on the Great
Lakes, the most economical and
enjoyable outing in America.
Where You Can Go
Daily service is operated between
Detroit and Cleveland, Detroit and
Buffalo; four trips weekly between

: Toledo, Detroit, Mackinaclsland and

way ports; daily service between
Tof,e o, Cleveland and Put-in-Bay.
A Cleveland to Mackinac speqxal
steamer will be operated two trips
weekly from June 15th to September
10th, stopping only at Detroit every
trip and Eoderich, Ont., every other
trip. Special Day Trips Between
Detroit and Cleveland During July
and August.—Railroad Tickets Avail-
ableon Steamers.—Send 2 centstamp
for lllustrated Pamph(l]et and Great
A ress:
L.G.Lewis, G.P. A., Detroit, Mich.
» Philip H. McMillan, President
A. A.Schantz, General Manager
Detroit and Cleveland Nav. Co.
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THE GLOW IN THE SKY

VE sprang to her feet with a little

scream. ‘‘Stay where you are'

| please,” she said firmly; ‘‘and let

| us think. We must both think, and think
| our hardest.”

“But I want to be nearer to you,”
he said, pausing with one foot over the
back of the seat.

“But not just yet,” she replied. ‘“We
are bound in justice to ourselves to try
to find some way out of the difficulty.
Won't you run along the road a little way,
and see if you can’t dicsover a house or
a light somewhere?”

“What is the use?’’ he questioned in a
surly tone.

“But you would not like to see me
walking along the road myself in search
of a house?”

“Why, of course not.

‘breakfast food’, but
a wholesome dainty
you’ll enjoy oftener |

than once a day.

In your thin

in seven

Figure up your annual coal bill, divide it
by seven, and you have the amount the Hecla Furnace

will save you every year.

does it.

q The steel-ribbed fire-pot
Adding steel ribs to the fire-pot increases its

radiating surface three times more than is possible by any

other method.

quicker,

Furnaces.

convenience and ease of operation.
only one that has the Steel-ribbed Fire-pot—the fire-pot
which saves thousands of users one ton of coal in seven.

OECLA

Section of
fire-pot

showing ribs
of steel plate

which save
1tonin 7.

2

up the chimney.

The steel-ribbed fire-pot heats the air
It sends the heat through the registers instead of
( Examine the Hecla. Compare it with other
q You will find every feature that makes for
But the Hecla is the

FURNACE

No Gas or Dust

And this furnace cannot possibly leak
gas or dust. The joints, usually
bolted or cemented, are fused in the
Hecla in a perfectly tight joint.
Time and service cannot loosen
the Fused Joint. The fusing
welds the Hecla Radiator into
one piece.
Our Booklet “ Comfort &
Health” should be in
the hands of everyone
who has a heating
problem to solve. It will
be sent free of charge.

CLARE BROS. & CO., LIMITED,
Dept. J, Preston, Ont.

Read our Advertisement Guarantee on Page Three of this issue,

bogts you’d catch your death of cold.”
Then you will go, while I keep warm
here, won’t you?”

“O? course, if you wish it very much;
but,I m quite sure it is not a bit of use.
W?‘ re completely off the beaten track.”

prll, it is better to make absolutely
certain. And please shut the door when
you get out. Do you hear the wind
roaring in the trees?”’

“},{ear 1t roaring? I should think I do.
Won'’t you be afraid to be left alone here
in the car?”

::Not if you are not too long away.’’

< Ay bl}t you are a trump, Eve,” he
grinned. “I’ thought at first you were
going to make a beast of a row.”

I am not in the habit of making rows.
N(‘>‘w, close the door, or I shall be frozen.”

Oh, you shall not be frozen, dear,”
and he chuckled softly to himself.

She watched him take out one of the
car lamps, and hurry forward in the
direction they had been traveling.

She waited a moment or two longer;
then, quickly and silently, opened the
door, and stepped out into the road.

She could see the light of David’s
lamp fifty or sixty yards in front of her.
He was still moving forward.

Instantly she turned her face in the
other direction, and when she got behind
the car she commenced to run. It was
a badly-kept road, but straight and fairly
wide. Every now and then she glanced
back over her shoulder. She could see
the small red lamp in the rear of the
stationary car, and far away beyond the
pale light from the lamp David carried.

The wind buffeted her a good deal and
twisted her skirts about her legs, but
she felt that it was a race for life, and for
something even more than life. Sooner
or later David would turn back —she
was certain he would not go very far—
and when he discovered she was missing
the real. chase would begin.

Looking back, she saw the bright light
of the lamp he carried. She gave a little
gasp, he had already turned back. In a
few minutes he would reach the car.

he paused for a moment and looked
about' her. To the right was a gate,
and beyond the gate a woods. To out-
run David was impossible, but she might
hide  from him. Instantly she climbed
the gate, and dropped down on the other
side, and then ran panting among the
trees.

In the shelter of the undergrowth the
wind scarcely touched her; overhead it
was still roaring. Now and then it
dropped its voice for a few moments, and
she heard only its echo away in the
distance. Then it began again, and grew
louder and louder, till the whole woods
was rent with angry sounds.

She hugged her knees tightly and peered
downward between the trees toward the
road. She heard at length what she was
expecting to hear—the sound of footsteps,
but David had evidently dropped his
lamp. He seemed to be running stealthily
making as little noise as possible. The
wind dropp_ed. its voice to a whisper.
Clear and distinct came the sound of his
footfalls. He was running swiftly, too.
She heard faint echoes far along the road;
then the wind broke again into a deafen-
ing roar.

She felt weak and exhausted when she
rose to her feet; the first tension was over,
and the reaction had already begun.
There did not seem much likelihood that
David would discover her, but how was
she to find her way home? She had not
the remotest idea where she was, and there
was nothing to guide her.

She toiled steadily up the hill-side
between the trees, pausing every now and
then to regain her breath. Under or-
dinary circumstances, the darkness and
loneliness would have appalled her, but
now she felt thankful that the black-
ness of the night so completely shut her in
—nothing mattered so long as she could
escape the toils of David Wiggs.

She came at length to a formidable
fence, which threatened to bar all farther
progress, -

Seating herself at the root of a tree, on
a heap of leaves that the wind had drifted,
she tried to come to some definite con-
clusion as to what she should do. ‘Should
she try to make a beeline across fields and
meadows, through woods and planta-
tions, over hedges and streams, in the
hope of striking some village or highway,
or should she remain where she was till
daylight?

. The latter really seemed the more in-
viting prospect. She was dreadfully
tired, and the darkenss seemed a pro-
tection to her. Moreover, though the
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wind was boisterous, the night was not
cold. She felt as though the singing of
the wind would lull her to sleep.

But there was her father to be con-
sidered. Then she could not help re-
calling David's remark, ‘‘People will
talk.” If possible, she must get home
before her absence was trumpeted far
and wide.

She sprang to her feet, and began
searching for an opening in the”fence,
at length she discovered a place through
which she managed to scramble.

She now found herself in what seemed
an open plain. Behind was the black
mass of the woods through which she had
come; in front an empty void. For
awhile she stood still, and tried to pierce
the darkness. :

Away on the horizon she fancied she

saw a faint patch of light. Yes, there
could be no doubt about it. The glow
was there—steady, warm, reassuring.

“That is Oxford,” she said to herself;
“but—oh, how far away.”

Nevertheless, the faint glow in the sky
was like new life to her. It was her
pillar of fire by which she could steer
her course.

Re-tying her torn veil over her battered
hat, and buttoning her coat, which the
fence had torn loose, she set off down a
long grass-grown field, the wind blowing
fiercely in her face.

Three extensive fields she crossed in
this way, negotiating the fences with
more recklessness than skill. Then she
caught her toe.in something, and fell;
tried to recover herself, and fell again,
rolled over and over, and then a sudden
stop, which left her unconscious, with her
face upturned to the sky.

Meanwhile David Wiggs was chasing
shadows in a fury of rage and despair.
He felt more angry, more humiliated,
more absolutely chagrined than ever in his
life before. How easily she had deceived
him! What a simpleton he had been
not to see through the ruse!

With what confidence he had gone out
swinging the lamp. If he had found a
gwelling-house, he would not have told

er.

He chuckled as he got near the car,
and an evil light crept into his pale blue
eyes. ‘‘She will not be so high and mighty
:the next time I propose to her,” he said
to himself. ‘‘She will be glad to take me
on my own terms.”’

He dropped the lamp into its place
when he reached the car, then softly
pulled open the door, and stepped inside.
He was not surprised that he could not
see anything, for his eyes had been a little
blinded by the glare of the lamp.

“I'm back again, little one,”. he said
in his most dulcet tones. “‘I hope you've
not been frightened?” And he waited
a moment for her to answer.

“What! Not grown sulky, I hope?
For after all, dear, it's not my fault. I've
done everything that mortal man 4

He did not finish the sentence, however.
He was on his knees on the floor of the
car, groping wildly about him. A moment
later he struck a match, then he bolted
out of the car as though he had been
shot.

“What a blithering idiot I have been!”
he reflected; and he commenced to run
at his top speed. ‘‘She can’t have gone
far,” he said to himself; ‘‘she hasn't
had time, and, fortunately, she has no
choice of roads. I'm bound to overtake
her in a few minutes.”

It did not occur to him that she might
be hiding in the ditch or behind the hedge;
that she had plunged into the gloomy
recesses of the woods was an idea he
would have scouted had it been suggested
to him.

He pulled up sharp where the road
branched into two, and began to wipe
the perspiration from his forehead with
his sleeve. :

“She’s done me,” he reflected angrily,
“done me brown. I've been an awful
ass after all.”

For several moments he stood in a
listening attitude, but he could hear
nothing but the roaring of the wind in
the trees.

“She’ll no doubt try to make tracks
for home, though the chances are she’ll
never get there on a night like this.
Anyhow, I'd better try to arrive before
her, If I can get in my story first, I
shall have the pull.”

He knew where he was quite well.
He had motored and cycled over the whole
district again and again. It would be a
long tramp, but he could do it all right.

With this idea in his mind, he started
off at a swinging pace, and after an hour’s
hard tramp found himself on the main
road which runs from Oxford to Birming-
ham.

A little later he got a lift in a carrier’s
wagon, and so found himself at his
destination a little after ten o’clock.
He felt very nervous and ill at ease as he
neared Rose Villa.

When he reached the garden gate he
noticed that the door was wide open.
For a few moments he leaned against the

post and waited. Satisfied as he was that |
he had a good story to tell, he was never- |
theless conscious of its insufficiency. He
was afraid lest the old man should dis-|
cover the motive that lay at the back. |

A shadow at length fell on the door- |

step; then her father appeared, his white | y
hair lying loose and tumbled on his fore- |
head. David could not help wondermg; wan more

how often he had come to the door during |
the last four or five hours, and a pang
of remorse shot through him. }
Pushing open the gate, he walked un-
steadily up the garden path. \

CHAPTER XI ;
BART'S QUEST i'

HE professor rushed forward with |
T an eager exclamation and both |
hands outstretched. 5 "

“Js that you, David Wiggs? i
“Yes, Dr. Marsden.” \
“But where's Eve?” the professor |
demanded excitedly. ‘“How is she not |
with you? Is she hurt?” ; }
“Ts she not here?” asked David, ‘‘she ‘
started off on her own. When I've told r
you everything you'll understand.” f
“But why did you lose sight of her?” |

¢ Remember my
Sace—youw'll see me
again.’

And no wonder! Hereisa

B hick, nourishing, strength-[ii§
ening soup, prepared from
specially selected beef and the finest vegetables that
Irish soil can produce.

The manufacturers of Edwards’ Soup are soup-
makers and nothing else. They are large and close
buyers, and by specialising in this way for over 25
years, they have been able to produce an assortment
of soups of the highest merit at a price within the

Edwards' desiccated Soup
ismade in th- ee varieties—
Brown, Tomato, W hite. The
Brown wariety is a thick,
nourishing soup prepared
Srom best beef and fresh
wvegetables. The other two
are purely wegetable soups.

“That’s what I'll explain in a moment,” |
and he followed ‘the old man into thei
[

reach of all.

house. i

“We were on our way back and some-
wrong turn. You know how quickly |
it got dark. The road was not so good | 5¢. per Packe‘-
discover any familiar landmark. Then | Edwards’ Soup, too, is also an excellent addition to your own
something began to go wrong with the | soups. It imparts strength, colour, nourishment and flavourj it
I was when I discovered that we had run | who eat. Edwards’ Soup is made in Ireland,
short of petrol.” ‘v 1 206 e

e e

how or another I must have taken a DESICCATED soup
as it ought to have been, and I could not
engine, and you may judge how horrified | improves the skill of those who make, and the appetites of those

(To be continued.)
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ON THE LAWN
Always in the shade—always comfort-
able.

How different from the old
“half-moon” kind.

ON THE PORCH

be suspended from ceiling. Room
cil::d stren%th enough to holg three or

4 Compare the “IDEAL” Ham-
Couch with any other “couch ham-
mock” offered you. You'll find it excels

in every point of comfort, strength
and durability. For example:

Frame of the “IDEAL” Hammo-Couch is round 1%{ inch steel tubing, con-
nected at the ends with angle steel. (See illustration below.) Other couch
hammocks have an uncomfortable, insecure wooden frame, which may break
under weight of several persons.

Spring in the “IDEAL" Hammo-Couch is the famous Simmons fabric—
suspended from the ends, free of frame, no contact with hard edges as on
other kinds. Every move of occupant yields ease and rest.

The back of the “IDEAL" Hammo-Couch is just right height for perfect com-
fort. A light slat, concealed in top edge of wind-shield, gives sure support.
Other kinds have an unsupported, “baggy” flap, which you cannot lean
against. 3 ;

_Seat is just the right width for either sitting or reclining position. Other
kinds are suitable only for one person lying down. Mattress cushion is 3
= inches thick, filled with soft, sanitary cotton. High quality, khaki-colored duck

; is used throughout. Magazine pockets securely sewed and riveted to each
end of couch. Adjustable canopy sun-shade is another exclusive feature.

Length is 6 feet; width, 2 feet 2 inches. Sold with the steel frame support
for use on lawn, or without frame when to be hung from verandah roof.

Easily carried from place to place.

four persons.

IN THE CAMP

A portable bed that keeps you off the
ground—wind protection all round.

THE BABY BUNTING

A smaller size, for baby’s out-door
naps. Wind-shield all round keeps
him safe and comfortable.,

THE SPRING

Famous Simmons fabric, with fourteen
spirals at each end. Strong, resilient.
Experience has demonstrated

superiority of this construction, Wﬁle for Free AR The gemﬁne Hamn.!o
Booklet H 11 d E [ | ™ RN i HE Couch bears this
ﬁ ¢ P U i S A DI Trade Mark, Besure
80 1 5 b b (" ™" Y1 ™ it is on the one you

you can see one. buy.

we|DEAL BEDDING C?fimireo

e JEFFERSON AVENUE, TORONTO
Every Advertiser in this issue is Guaranteed by the Publishers.

RECISTERED

THE FRAME

Note construction. 1%-inch steel’
tubing, supporting spring from ends,
leaving no unyielding edge.
Strongest and most comfortable.
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New Canadian Books

In Press

“Egerton Ryerson and Education

Upper Canada

in

By J. Harold Putmon, B.A., D.Paed.

Cloth, $1.25 net, postpaid

A most worthy contribution to the history of education. Should
be in every library in the country. >
No educationist, teacher, or public man should be without this

volume.

New Canadian Historical Novel

“Crossed Swords”
By Mrs. Clement Alloway

Cloth, with frontispiece, $1.25

An intensely interesting and well written story of the attack on
Quebec by General Montgomery.

A NEW CANADIAN NOVEL OF A PECULIAR PEOPLE

Nearly Ready

“The Amishman”

By Clyde Smith

Cloth, probably $1.25, postpaid (Pseud)

In Press

“Public Men and Public Men in Canada”

Being Recollections of Parliament and the Press
By Hon. James Young

Cloth, profusely illustrated, 2 vols., $4.00, postage extra 33c.

Ready

“The Light of Genius, The Mystic
and Other Poems”

By Leslie Grant Scott
Dainty paper bound, ornamental, printed on hand made paper, $1.00 net

At all Booksellers, or from

William Briggs

29-37 Richmond Street West =

PUBLISHER

Toronto, Ont.

Boys’ ahd Girls’
Combinations

Safeguard Your Children’s Health

WITH

Jaeger’s Pure Wool Underwear

The responsibility rests on you.

Children need pure wool underwear both

winter and summer.

Jaeger Spring and Summer Underwear is

made in the very lightest weights.

It minimizes the danger of sudden chills,

damp days and cool evenings.

Your choice for your children should be
along the lines of health and safety. Don't
wait till they are delicate before supplying

them with safe underwear.
CHOOSE JAEGER

DrJAEGER %G

316 St. Catherine Street West, Montreal

231 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont.
364 Portage Avenue, Winnipeg, Man.

And from JAEGER Agents throughout thc Dominion.

“ITDEAL?”

LAWN

FENCES
AND GATES

e

FOR
CHURCHES,
SCHOOLS,

CEMETERIES.

| they are erected.

ONTARIO

PARKS,

TOWN LOTS
AND LAWNS
Not only afford protec-
tion but add greatly to

the appearance and value
of the properties on which

Ideal

Lawn Fence is not ex-
pensive. It can be put up at a small cost by anyone. Will

accomplish the same results in efficiency and appearance as an
iron fence costing many times as much. A postal card will bring our cata-
logue 132 which shows and describes each Ideal Ornamental Product.

The McGREGOR-BANWELL FENCE CO., Ltd

WALKERVILLE -
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FROM-EHFE PUB[ISHERS

“Open Trails” by Janey Canuck
(Emily Ferguson), we have a book of
the West which is an exhilaration, from
the first chapter to “Envoi.” It is im-
possible for the author to be dull, and yet
one is conscious of no effort at smartness
or brightness. ‘Janey” is just herself—
breeze and sunshine—and she says plainly
what she does not like, in a fashion which
makes her readers sympathize readily
with her dislikes as well as her likes. Thisis
not a volume of indiscriminate praise, of
sugary amiability. ‘‘Janey’ is spice, as
well as sweetness, and we suspect that
she worships the God-of-Things-As-They
Are. While she is, indeed, a citizen of
that Golden West which seems to have
found the secret of the youthful in heart,
she has not forgotten the old pathos,
and the little Ontario town where she was
born. One of the best chapters in the
book is “The Broken Nest,”” where the
author tells of her visit to the homestead.
But they are all worth reading and remem-
bering, = these chapters written bya
woman of keen brain and Irish heart.
(Toronto: Cassell and Company, Limited).

r—

PROBLEMS may come and go, but
the question of whether woman shall
vote or not is of small consequence 1n
youthful eyes in comparison with the
fate of the hero and the heroine. Does
he win her, at the end of the story, or 1s
there a marble cross in a homely church-
yard, with the moonlight shedding silvery
beams upon the scene? “‘ Crossed Swords,”’
is a ‘“‘Canadian-American Tale of Love
and Valor,” by Mrs. Clement Alloway,
according to the title page, and a smiling
frontispiece entitled ‘‘Sweet Phyllis Da-
venant assures us that this is just the book
which a school-girl would be likely to
describe as “simply cute.” The narra-
tive takes us away back to 1775 when
that much-beleaguered city of Quebec
was besieged for the fifth time. The
story is told with a dignity of diction in
keeping with the days when gentlemen
wore swords and gentlewomen were
proficient in the curtsey. The invasion
of Canada by the rebelling American
troops under General Richard Mont-
gomery, during the war of American
Independence, is graphically described.
The romance of those days is reproduced
with a lavish touch which may be con-
sidered too sentimental by the extremely
practical reader, but which will appeal to
the majority who love to read of “‘star-
studded nights,” and lovers who are
married when the road is white with
blossoms. This is a truly old-fashioned
love story, and will bring gladness to
many a young reader. It is interesting
to learn from the introduction that the
swords forming the cover design of this
volume are reproductions of two of the
identical weapons which figured in the
attack on Quebec. The one on the left
was carried by Sir Guy Carleton, the
commander of the Canadian forces, the
other by an officer under Colonel Benedict
Arnold’s command. Toronto: William
Briggs.

—

¢"T'HE Man at Lone Lake,” by Virna

Sheard, is a novel of unuspal

plot and characters; the writer
most skilful in her evolution of the
former and her depiction of the latter.
It is the story of a man’s wresting success
from failure, and in the course of his
redemption, we find Nature’s healing
influence, the power of an unselfish love
and the strife of will finally resulting in
a higher self. It is a romance of the
wilderness, and the writer, who is always
a poet, makes one feel the spell of the
great wild places where tired and baffled
humanity finds renewed health and vigor.
It is the best work in fiction which Mrs.
Sheard has done—and that is saying
much for “The Man at Lone Lake.”
Toronto: Cassell and Company, Limited.

.t

lN May, a large circle of widely-scat-
tered friends was shocked and dis-

tressed by the news of the death of
Anges Deans Cameron in her home city
of Victoria. Few have done such good
work or won so many loyal admirers—
and her memory will be all that is of
good cheer and high endeavor.

Tt

ANYONE who likes a story which
is a sheer delight as a bit of ro-

mance would do well to spend a
dollar or so on “The Money Moon,” by

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

Jeffery Farnol. Mr. Farnol is an Eng-
lishman who awoke one morning to
find his first novel a popular success.
Those who read “The Broad High-
way” last winter recognized the true
flavor of an ancient romance, “with the
scent of old-world roses.” It was a
book of the true adventurous type. .The
hferoine was a miracle of fairness and
piquancy, the hero was a person .of
mighty valor, whose duels were such
as our greatgrandpapas-admired. “The
Broad Highway” took us along a plea-
sant road, with never a dull nor idle
moment. “The Money Moon” is a
more ethereal and fanciful creation. It
has a fairy tale element which has the
effect of lending it a whimsical charm.
There is a small boy who is one of
the most natural and companionable
young persons one would meet in a
d_ay’s journey. The hero is the tradi-
tional chivalrous wooer, and the heroine
is a dainty Lady Disdain, who is an
English “rose set round with thorns.”
The villain is just dangerous enough to
make the course of true love exciting.
The subordinate characters are rarely
drawn. The Sergeant alone is worth
half-a-dozen of the ordinary “best-sell-
ing” heroes, and Miss Priscilla is a
stately spinster not to be forgotten.

A GALLANT EXPLORER

Miss Agnes Deane Cameron, who died in Victoria,
her native city, last month, is pictured
here in a trip on Lesser
Slave Lake.

“The Money Moon” is a book to read
and to read again, but it is not advis-
able to lend it, unless one has unusually
conscientious friends. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs.

—

lt is quite safe to say that this is woman's
century, if one may judge from the

vast quantity of matter that is written
concerning her characteristics and pos-
sibilities. It is almost impossible to
pick up a modern magazine which does
not contain an article on her mission or a
discussion of the feminine future—acade-
mic or domestic. It is quite in keeping
with the spirit of the times to consider a
small volume, “The Book of Woman's
Power,” with an introduction by Ida
M. Tarbell, and illustrations by E. R.
Lee Thayer, which sets forth in a myriad
of quotations the facts of feminine in-
fluence. The book is divided into seven
sections which take up .the wvarious
phases of the subject, from ‘“Man and
Woman in Society’ to ‘‘The Present
Social Unrest.” The writers quoted
are of the highest standard and range in
chronological rank from Biblical writers
to Mr. G. K. Chesterton. The book will
be valuable to anyone wishing to make a
study of woman’s relation to society,
and, in fact, will be of interest to the
general reader also, for the compiler has
been careful to select passages which are
of literary value to those of us who are
comparatively indifferent to feminine
power. Toronto: The MacMillan Com-
pany of Canada.

Read our Advertisement Guarantee on Page Three of this issue.
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“The King's!"” cried the man, catching
at the word. ‘‘Which king, pray? An-
swer me that!”

As the firelight blazed out and the
flames lighted up the figutes as well as
the faces of the group, momentarily
increasing in numbers, about the two
horsemen, Reginald saw that each one
had somewhere about his person, either
fastened in his hat, pinned in his surtout,
or tucked into his leathern belt, a tag of
the ribbon about which Katherine Allar-
dyce had spoken to him.

The lieutenant put a finger to the rim
of his plumed hat in salutation. “I
know of but one king in this realm of
England—James Stuart, by the Grace
of God.”

Loud outcries from the mob greeted the
words. ‘““Death to the Papist! Long
live the liberties of England! Down with
tyrants!” Cries like these resounded
from all sides. The smiths had left their
forges and ranged themselves outside,
ready to take their part in any way that
suggested itself. The shouts made the
lieutenant’s strong-built Somerset hunter
rear, and its rider was fully cccupied for
a minute or two in quieting his steed.
Meanwhile, his brain was busy in trying
to fashion a solution of the difficulty
they were in. It was clear that the
neighborhood was in a state of ferment,
which was hardly removed from a con-
dition of absolute rebellion and attempted
revolution. The bonfire was built up;
it only required the meeting of flint and
steel to light a conflagration which all
England would witness. Reginald was
not afraid for his own life, but he did not
wish to be the hinge on which a great
door of histérical significance might turn.
He felt, too, not a little sympathy for
these men, misguided undoubtedly, em-

cause, risking their lives and all they
possessed and held dear for a man who,
except in the beauty of his face and per-
son, was in no way worthy of their self-
sacrifice and loyalty. When he had
brought his horse to a state of subjection,
Reginald bent down in his saddle, so that
cnly the grizzled leader, who still had a
hand on the rein, could hear what he had
to say.

““Can I speak with you a word apart?”’
he asked.

The man looked at him with deep-set
eyes, from under the somewhat shaggy
peathouse of his brows.

“Is this an artifice to get away, young
sir?  Or do you think to match me alone?”’

“I wish to speak to you such sense as
you can understand, and which these
men probably cannot.”

The man nodded. Perhaps even he,
under the mask of his resclute, case-
hardened exterior, was open to the in-
fluence of the implied compliment which
underlay the lieutenant’s werds. At
any rate, he waved to his supporters to
stand further back. ‘I would speak to
this gentleman,” he said. With some
mutterings of disapproval—or, at any
{)a}ctle, question—they did what they were

id.

Meantime, David Colbert, a few paces
away, had let his horse crop the lush
grass by the roadside with apparent
unconcern. His eye, however, was cast
warily round to take action, or come to
his master’s help in a moment, if the
smallest opportunity presented itself.

“Well?"” asked the stranger. ‘‘What
is your will to say to me, young sir?
We are about business which brooks no
delay. So please let me hear you at
once!”’

“I certainly will not detain you longer
than need be, especially as I am anxious
to be on my way. I think I cannot be
mistaken that I am addressing myself
to a brother soldier?”

The grizzled man ignored the fraternal
adjective. ‘“God forgive me if I have
erred in my calling. I have been a man
of war from my youth up; I fought
under the two greatest men that ever
lived in this land—Robert Blake and the
Protector, Oliver Cromwell. Of late I
have enlisted in the service of a foreign
country—no less than the forces of
Holland, our ancient enemies whom Blake
drove from the seas, wresting the mastery
from them. Nevertheless, they are brave
fighters, and for the most part Ged-
fearing men.”

THE RED SEAL

(Continued from page 10)

barked on what he felt to be a hopeless -

“I speak as a soldier to a soldier, for

, too, have fought under a captain,

whose name has reached your ears, as one

wise in planning and brave and ready in

executing those plans. I refer to Colonel
Churchill.”

“T have heard of him frequently. His
Grace—I mean his Majesty—speaks often
of the days when they fought together.”

“You are referring to the Duke ofy
Monmouth? "

“We give him another title, which all
England will accord him before many
months—perhaps even days—are past.”

Then the old Ironside cclonel—for such
had been his rank—turned and spoke
in a lower tone and very different voice,

with less of the pedantic twang to which | [

he had hitherto clung. ‘Do you want
to make your fortune, young sir?”’

“That is my intention, undoubtedly,”
Reginald Harbin replied with a smile.
“But the route by which I hope to reach
that object is not like to bear much
resemblance to the one which would
commend itself to you.”

“You have influence with your late
commander—this John Churchill of whom
you spoke just now?”

“He is favorably disposed towards
another thing. The man who would
make Colonel Churchill deviate from the
path his judgment had approved must be
built of unusual mould; at any rate, I
am not fashioned of such a clay.”

“We have reason to believe,” the
colonel remarked, half as an assertion,
half as a query, ‘‘that Colonel Churchill
is not too well satisfied with the present
state of affairs, and that his ancient
association with him whom we believe
to be the rightful heir to the throne would
render him not disinclined to cast in his
lot with us—under certain conditions.”
Colonel Haggis—for that was his name
—searched the lieutenant’s face eagerly.
“T think you are both right and wrong,"”
the lieutenant replied. ‘‘Right in think-
ing that Churchill has a deep affection
for Monmouth, as you will permit me to
call his Grace, under whom he served
when Turenne was in command of the
allied forces, wrong in thinking he would
turn ” he stopped. ‘‘Traitor,” he
was about to say, but the word hardly
sounded courteous in present company,
not to say diplomatic— ‘‘against the king
to whom he has sworn allegiance, and
whom he honestly believes to be in the

right.”
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HEN a wagon is designed for light draft, and the workmanship
carries out that design, you have a wagon that is easy on horses.

< ’You_need not be afraid to make your I H C wagon work. That’s
what it’s built for. TLoadsand roads that make hard hauling are expected
conditions for I H C wagons. I H C wagons have every advantage that
first grade material and skilled labor can give them. They back up with
actual results every claim we make for them. They haul heavy loads
with least strain on horses. Ask any farmer who has driven one of them.

I H C wagons:
Petrolia

Chatham

will do all the work you would ask of any wagon.

IHC wagon wheels—the foundation ¢f wagon service—are built from
selected, axr-drleq wood. Hubs, spokes, felloes and rims are designed for
strength anfi service, and the workmanship on them carries out the plans
of the desxggqr. Hubs are accurately bored and mortised. Boxes are
forced to position in the hubs by hydraulic pressure. Therefore they
fit accurately, and, the skeins and skein boxes being paired, easy ru’nninr
is assured. The wheel has the proper amount of dish to make it as stroné
as a wheel can possibly be made.

T})e care and thought given to wheel construction and tire
setting is evidence of equal thoroughness in the building of all
parts of I H C wagons. Let the I H C local agent show you
the extra value of other strong I H C points of construction.
You can get literature and full information from him, or by
writing the nearest branch house.

EASTERN BRANCH HOUSES

International Harvester Company of America
; (Incorporated)

At
London, Ont.
Quebec, P. Q.

Hamilton, Ont.
Ottawa, Ont,

Montreal, P. Q.
St. John, N. B.

@
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A sneer passed over Colonel Haggis'’s

features.

“If you have so much trust in Colonel
Churchill’s adherence to his master and
to a lost cause

Reginald interrupted him. ‘‘You speak
of a lost cause. Are these the materials
upon which you and your master”—
with a stress te the last two words— ‘‘are
relying?”’ As the lieutenant spoke he
surveyed the crowd watching the colloquy
with sullen faces, wondering at its dura-
tion, none of them armed alike, few
dressed alike.

“He will have help from Scotland.”

“May it do more for him than it did
for King Charles!” Reginald put in
ironically.

Colonel Haggis went on, unheeding.
“The king will bring with him not a few
trained soldiers of different nationalities,
well skilled in all the science of war, who
have learned it in many a fight.”

“To conquer England?”

“No; to help this realm to shake off
the iron yoke of the Scarlet Woman, and
of her cursed crew,” answered the ex-
Roundhead savagely, stung by Harbin's
quiet question.

“Tg that their only object in coming—
these soldiers of fo1tune—to free England
from Papal pretensions? They will doubt-
less return directly this is accomplished,
expecting nothing more, no broad lands,
no tithe from taxes and the mint?"”

Haggis's glance shifted from rider to
horse and back again, as the lieutenant
plied him with these sarcastic question-
ings

“They will, of course, expect some
reward, but it will not be obtained from
those who are loyal to the cause. The
Papistry of this land must pay for all its
folly and sin.” Every now and then the
ex-Roundhead forgot his diplomacy and
put off the mask.

“You have early acquired the knack
of apportioning the spoil and determining
the penalty of resistance. Is it not all

Open to Everyone

Our Greatest
Money Making Offer

To women or men who can work in spare time or
full time, we make the greatest summer money-
making offer.

To you it means an unequalled opportunity

to earn
money quickly. :

To your neighbors it means the chance to secure free,
through you, a splendid prize.

The fine value of the Journal, its strong appeals to
Canadian loyalty, and this prize offer secures for our
workers a welcome and a quick sale from every
neighbor.,

One lady with this plan earned $55 in 10 days.

Representatives of other publications can
double their earnings during the slack season.

Send a card for information at once, before someone else in
your town seizes this opportunity.
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somewhat premature? How long will
it take to turn this tabble’’—he indicated
the cclonel’s recruits with a nod—*into
fighting men, capable of standing up
against the king’s troops?”

“It was of such stuff that the great
Oliver, my master, fashicned his invincible
Ironsides.”

“Ah! Oliver! There ycu have hit it
—and even he had to turn many defeats
into final victory. But is his Grace of
Monmouth—your King James, if it so
please you to crown him, who may ere
long lack the head to put it upon—is he
an Oliver? Can he compare with the
least of the captains who did Cromwell’s
bidding? Nay, more,” insisted Regin-
ald, “I am not, any mote than was my
father, Sir Francis Harbin, befcre me,
of the Protector’'s party. But this I
allow, that he deemed he served God
and kept His commandments. Can this
be said of your fine bird with more feath-
ers than wits?”

Again Haggis had the uncomfortable
sensation of being worsted by his youthful
antagonist. ‘‘His Majesty—God forgive
him—has not acted in the past as we of
the old ways would have him act, but he
promises full amendment and contrition,
and he has sworn on the Bible to upheld

of the Church of England; for Laud has
his following, and to my thinking they
are the worse of the two.” :

“A kingdom 1s worth a premise or two,
and if I know aught of Monmouth he
would make a thousand.”

Colonel Haggis laid his hand on the
handle of his sword, but withdrew it
again instantly.

““It is idle for us to quaisel,” he said.
“I have tc put before you a choice:
either we must detain you, a scldie
likely to add to the strength of our
enemies, or you must undertake, ocn your
word of honor, to convey my message,
which is that of one much higher than
myself in the counsels of his Majesty, to
Colonel Churchill and tc no one else.”

Lieutenant Harbin drew bimself up
proudly.

“I shall do no such thing; I do not
envy the man who piopcses treachery
to John Churchill.”

This time Haggis smiled. He was on
surer ground now than when he was
discussing the projects and character cf
Menmouth.

“Don’t be so sure of your man, Master
Lieutenant. How if we could show you
letters? "’

But at that moment the colloquy was
brcken off. A man, dressed very much

came running up from the broad road in
front, for which Reginald was making
when the interruption took place at the
forge. The newcomer saluted.

‘“Well, what is it, Dendal?”’

“A troop of horse coming from the
direction of Salisbury.”

“About how many?”

“At least two dozen, I should say,
colonel.”

Haggis blew a whistle. The smiths ran
into the forge, and at cnce set to work to
damp out two of the furnaces. Men
climbed over gates on either hand, and
ran along the hedgerows in opposite
directions. Only sufficient remained to
be accounted for by the proximity of a
small alehouse which stood just beyond
the forge. Haggis, beyond blowing his
whistle, had not moved, and the man he
had called Dendal waited by his side.

“You are not quite ready yet?” sug-
gested Reginald quietly.

Haggis did nct reply, but turned upon
him with another question: “If it is a
company of the king's dragoons whom we
know to be on the way hitherward, ycu
will not betray us, Master Lieutenant?
There are still enough here, and all
desperate men, to account for the man as
well as the master.” :

“I am not a spy or an informer,”

the Protestant religion pure and undefiled
against the traitor of Rome and traitors

like the cclonel, and evidently, like him,
an cld soldier of the Commcnwealth,

Facts About McClary’s

“Sunshine” KFurnace
---The Understudy of the Sun---

T

> ™ropot of ti: “Sunshine” is made
f S - Steel '
t of the
ordinary furn-
ace is made of
Grey Iron.
Here’s the dif-
ference — De-
structive sul-
phur fumes
penetrate Grey -
Iron casily because it is porous. Semi-
steel is not porous—it is a close-grained
material with a smooth surface secretly
processed by MecClary’s. Gas fumes
cannot penetrate Semi-Steel therefore
it lasts longer. The “Sunshine” Fire-
pot is built in two sections joined to-
gether with our famous cup joint. The
shape of this joint, combined with a
layer of McClary’s asbestos cement,
makes it absolutely gas, smoke and
dust-proof.

Clearly, the “Sunshine” is the premier
furnace as far as the Fire-pot is con-
cerned.

The Grates of the “Sunshine” Furnace
have three sides each. Plainly, they have
three times the endurance of one-sided
grates. Every time you rock down the
ashes of the “Sunshine” you can expose
a fresh side of the grate to the fierce

heat of the fire—lengthen the life of

the grates.

And the short, scrong teeth of “Sun-
shine” grates simply grind up clinkers.
The “Sunshine” Furnace is the best as
far as grate construction goes.

Shaking an ordinary furnace is hard,
back-breaking labor. You don’t need to
shake the “Sunshine”—you simply rock

LONDON
TORONTO
VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N. B.

M<Claryss.

it and the ashes drop into the ash-pan.
A child can easily rock the grates of a
“Sunshine” — merely another reason
why you shovld buy a “Sunshine” Furn-
ace.

Ordinary furnaces are called coal glut-
tons. There may be good reasons for
that—we don’t know. But—we have
built the “Sunshine” Furnace so that it
is very easy on coal. Hundreds of pes-
ple now using the “Sunshine,” and hav-
ing used ordinary furnaces, declare that
the “Sunshine” makes two tons of coal
do the work of three. Evidently, the
“Sunshine” Furnace saves coal and
money.

The ordinary furnace has a water-pan
hidden somewhere about the base.
There, it cannot carry out the purpose
for which the water-pan was devised.
The water-pan of the “Sunshine” Furn-
ace is placed scientifically above the

radiator near the dome—the heat laps
up the water, before being diffused all
over the house. It contains the same
amount of moisture as the air of a
balmy June day. Plainly, as far as the
water-pan is concerned, the “Sunshine”
is the furnace you should buy.

There are many more reasons why you
should invest your money in “The Un-
derstudy of the Sun”—MecClary’s “Sun-
shine” Furnace. Call on the McClary
agent and ask him to show you all the
mechanical reasons and exclusive de-
vices which go to make the “Sunshine”
the best and therefore the cheapest
furnace you can buy. Write us at our
nearest address if you cannot get in
touch with him.

MONTREAL
WINNIPEG
HAMILTON
CALGARY

Read our Advertisement Guarantee on Page Three of this issue,

replied Harbin haughtily. “Your threats
would have no weight with me if I were
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minded to play the part. I trust you will
yet see the wisdom of more peaceful
courses, Colonel Haggis, and abstain
from plunging this unfcrtunate country
into civil war, the same not having
recovered from the bloody conflicts which
so recently drained our best blood.”

“There is something dearer than life,
and there is a price too great to pay for
peace,” Haggis declared, shaking his
head sorrowfully.

“At any rate, I will not set fire to the
bonfire you are engaged in building, so
to give color to my presence here and to
that of my servant, we will, with your
permission, ride to yonder tavern door
and call for a stoup of cyder. It is a
liquor which well becomes our West
country palates, and it will not be obtain-
able, at any rate of such a quality, as we
approach nearer London.”

“You are at liberty to do as you please,
and I trust your pledged word as I would
my own.”

So the lieutenant and Colbert rode to
the open door of the *“Hen and Chickens,”
the former thinking that, however men
differed in outward circumstances, and
opposed one another in matters of State,
there was much to draw true men to each
other in that essential character which
underl}cs external preferences.

Reginald had called for a stoup of cyder
fo1 Colbert and himself when a troop of
nearly thirty dragoons rode up. In their
midst was a gentleman in civilian dress,
mounted on a big roan horse. This
person wore a profusion cf lace, and was
dressed in the highest fashion. He was
apparently between thirty and forty
years of age, and must have been of a
remarkably handsome presence, but high
living or continued exposure to the open
air had coarsened his featurc s, while
his originally fine brown eyes and wide
1:row§ had contracted a Jook of suspicion,
and indications of a high temper habit-
ually indulged.

This gentleman spurred his horse to
the front, and, rising in his stirrups,
looked round with a searching gaze.
Then, his eyes resting on ga person of
quality attended by a servant, he rode
straight up to Reginald. It occurred to
the latter, as a curious circumstance
indicating the nature of the times, that
for the second time in one evening he was
asked his business while riding forth on
his own affairs on the king’s highway.
Again, too, the overwhelming force at
the back of the interrogator enforced an
answer, which under other citcumstances
the lieutenant would not have been
prepared to give.

“May I ask, sir, what is your business,
riding thus armed?” the civilian gentle-
man inquired in peremptory tones.

“May I also enquire whom I have the
honor of addressing, and your warrant
for inquiring my errand?”

The gentleman in lace quickly drew a
parchment out of an inside pocket of his
coat, and flourished it in the air. Then
he raised his plumed. hat -as he opened it
wide: ‘‘This, sir, is my authority, signed
l)y no less a person than his Majesty,
King James the Second.” Here he gave
another flourish of his hat and the paper
at the same time, having let the reins
fall on the horse’s neck, so as to have
both hands free. “My name on this
paper, sir, is stated to be Quodlibet,
which is, in his Majesty’s gracious
humor, or in that of the Secretary of
State, an indication that whatsoever
I please to do is right in the eyes of the
Stupreme Authority in this realm. My
real name, sirrah, is not here set forth,
but if it were it would not be unknown
to those who have brought themselves,
or are like to bring themselves, within
touch of the majesty of the law. Know,
sir, and let all here present know’'— here
the gentleman glared at Colonel Haggis
and on others of his following who had
approached while this colloquy was pro-
ceeding—*‘‘that information has reached
his Majesty’s most gracious ears to the
effect that sedition and disloyalty towards
the most Christian Sovereign that ever
sat on the throne of this kingdom is rife
in this western part of his dominions.”
Here he smote both his hands together
and rapped out a great oath. ‘I am sent
here not on this occasicn as an instrument
of punishment or of vengeance, as might
well be the case, considering my calling
as a judge of this land, but to inquire
and give exact information as to the truth
or otherwise of these asservations.” On
this the gentleman on the roan horse
turned once more to Reginald Harbin.
“Now, sir, will you or will you not afford
me such information, as to ycur mode
of life and intended movements, as shall
satisfy me that you live as a peaceable
and law-abiding servant of the king, or
shall T take you with me to answer
elsewhere such interrogatories as the law-
ful authority may suggest and require?”’

At this moment the officer in command
of the troops, who had been at the rear,
rode up and saluted Reginald.

(To be continued.)
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The Cloe ol e Hands

BEAUTIFUL hands are always greatly
admired, so the thoughtful maiden
: should bend her efforts toward keep-
ing them flexible, white, expressive and
strong, instead of allowing them to grow
rough and stiff and old.

You can not expect to have even
presentable hands, to say nothing of
beautiful hands, unless you systematically
give them a few minutes’ treatment once
every twenty-four hours.

Not so long ago the hands, in order
to be considered pretty, had to be slender,
long and white, and the nails narrow
and tapering. It is different now,.for
which we should all be thankful, since
Nature is very chary in bestowing the
aristocratic hand. In this year of Nine-
teen Hundred and Twelve, it is good
grooming that makes the hands.

If you are embarrassed with the pos-
session of stiff hands, do not be down-
cast, as it is quite possible, I am glad to
say, to make them flexible.

A simple exercise which is warranted
to limber them up is this:

e~

STANI) erect with chin held high, and

extend the arms at full length, slant-

ingly to the front. The muscles should

now be held tense while the hands are
slowly closed and opened.

The usual length of time for this
exercise is five minutes, night and morn-
ing, but if you are anxious for early results
and promise not to go at the exercise
vigorously enough to strain the wrists,
I will not 'say no if you devote five minutes
at midday to this beautifying exercise.

Try also bending your wrists back as
far as they will go,” and then forward,
but again I must caution you not to
exert too much strength, as it is a very
casy matter to strain wrist muscles.

The oil bath for the hands is something
that wins my approval, as it does much
to whiten and soften the skin and keep
1t free from roughnesses. This treat-
ment should be indulged in every day,
early in the morning. My beauty
patient plunges her hands into a huge
bowl of hot, perfumed rain-water, and
allows them to soak for five or ten min-
utes.

A]s' the time steals by, the water enters
the pores and fills out the fingers. Now
she dips them into a cream bath—
which is nothing more nor less than a
porcelain-lined kettle filled half full with
thinned skin food. If the hands are
allowed to rest in this luxurious bath
for five or six minutes, the cream will
sink in and tend to leave the hands as
soft as silk and prettily plump.

When it is merely desired to bleach
the hands, it is not necessary to go to
the trouble which the foregoing treat-
ment entails. After the too brown or
yellow hands have been given a thorough
scrubbing at bedtime and dried with
a soft ball of absorbent cotton, anoint
them liberally with some good emollient,
draw on an exceedingly loose pair of
gloves, perforated in many places with
tiny holes, and run off to bed, knowing
that when you awake the unbecoming
tints will be making their preparations
for a near departure.

To make a French glove paste, take
the yolk of one egg and beat it with a
fork until it is light and frothy, then add
to it one teaspoonful of glycerine and one
ounce of honey. Enough rice flour should
now be sifted into this mixture to make a
spreadable paste.

This hemely cream is easily put to-
gether, so should be a favorite with
Miladi-in-haste.

Do not overlook the fact that hands,
in order to be nice to look upon, should
be treated to frequent ‘baths. The more
the hands are rubbed and scrubbed with
hot, lathery water and a nail-bru§h,
the softer, whiter and more expressive
they will be. If you doubt my words,
inaugurate a series of thorough hand-
washings and see if I do not prove a good
prophet.
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T is a dainty idea, after these brief
baths, to dip the hands in a little
perfumed water.

Palms that are too hard should be

massaged delicately every day, rubbing
from the finger-tips toward the wrist and
using an abundance of good hand food.

It is needless to say that no hand can
be perfect from a beauty standpoint
unless the nails are well kept. Nails
that are white on the ends are not
pretty. They should be rosy down to
the very tips. Nails. that are brittle
or dark rimmed or overgrown with cuticle
are also taboo. A

If you find your nails lacking in some
particulars, tell me confidentially and
I shall be delighted to mail you complete
directions for manicuring and tinting
the nails. With these to refer to and
follow, and a little time at your disposal,
it will only be a few days before your nails
will be on their good behavior.

The maids and matrons who find with
horror that their hands are becoming
dotted with ugly flecks of color should
call to their aid some harmless bleaching
lotion. A little lemon-juice dabbled over
the spots and allowed to dry on, will,in
most. cases, cause the disfiguring marks
to wvanish.
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

MARyY B.—It seems necessary for me
to wear a veil to help keep my hat in
position and prevent my hair from blow-
ing about, and I like to wear a veil
because I feel I look better with one than
without it. I find that my eyes always
hurt me after I wear a veil some hours.
Why is this?

It may be that your eyes are tired by
the spots on the veil, or the mesh. There
is a possibility that you are doing an
unusual amount of focusing during the
time you are wearing a veil. You may be
in a store where you are trying to see many
different articles; or if you are out on
the street your eyes may be defective
in strength of accommodation to the
various moving objects. So the veil
may not be entirely at fault. I would
advise you to discard all veils except
you find you can wear one with a large
open mesh. You can pin your hat on
securely, and keep your hair in place by
an invisible hair net. It is always a good
plan, when the eyes are not comfortable,
to look to the repair of the digestion and
the general health. If the trouble con-
tinues I would advise consulting a com-
petent oculist.

MaBEL.—I am a girl with golden hair.
Are there any natural modes of dealing
with my hair to keep it from darkening
or changing color?

You ask a rather difficult question. To
make golden hair retain its color takes
great and endless care. First of all the
scalp and hair must be kept clean by fre-
quently washing with soap and water.
In many cases a very little ammonia may
be added. The hair must be thoroughly
dried, and the scalp must have a fifteen-
minute sun and air bath twice a week.
The diet must be carefully watched to
prevent an excessive condition of oil,
which always tends to darken the hair.
Avoid hair tonics generally, for they may
contain oil. Take plenty of exercise
in the sunshine and fresh air. Do not
allow yourself repeatedly and continuously
to become overfatigued, lest there be a
depletion in coloring matter to the hair.
If you would succeed in keeping the hair
from fading you must keep up the general
good health and tone of the whole body.

MRgs. V.—My skin looks muddy. Why
is this?

There may be two reasons: “first, poor
circulation, which means that you need
exercise; second, you probably do not
keep the skin entirely clean. Do you
realize that on the cheek and forehead
there are to every square inch about
sixteen hundred little outlets for the
sweats and the waste products? On the
whole body there are almost two million
four hundred thousand of these little
openings, all letting out the gases and
waste of the body. Therefore the neces-
sity for constant bathing. The products
that these millions of openings exhale
rest very largely on the surface of the skin.
They must be washed off; if not the pores
get clogged up and the result is likely to
be a muddy skin.
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Bonnie
Prince Charlie
Talcum Powder

is of the very finest grade, cooling, soothing and refresh-
ing, making an ideal toilet and nursery powder.

5 Delightfully fragrant,
with the exquisite odor
of White Heather.

By its daily use babies
are protected from chaf-
ing; their skin is kept
smooth, velvety and
healthy.

Bonnie Prince Charlie
Talcum is recommended
to all who suffer from
soreness, irritations and
abrasions of the skin, or
from prickly heat.
Gentlemen will find it a
grateful aid to comfort
after shaving.

In white or flesh color

Price 25 Cents

Decorated with Royal Stewart
Tartan design in correct
colors, and a portrait of
Bonnie Prince &mrlie en-
circled with Scotch thistle
design, A unique and charm-
ing package. Same size as
Royal Vinolia Talcum,

i )

T

On sale at all druggists.

Vinolia Company Limited, London, Paris, Toronto
By Royal Appoi S kers to H. M. King George V.

127

If You Value Your Complexion You MUST Use
; BEETHAM'S

ENTIRELY REMOVES AND PREVENTS ALL ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS, TAN, IRRITATION, ETC, AND RENDERS
THE SKIN DELICATELY SOFT AND VELVE¥Y i

Itis the most perfect Emollient Milk for the skin ever produced and
for the Toilet and Nursery is invaluable, Itis delightfully refreshing
and soothing, if applied after Motoring, Cycling, Tennis, Golfing,
Boating, etc. It is neither sticky nor greasy, and can be used at
any time during the day. Men will find it wonderfully soothing
if applied after shaving, Ask your Chemist for it.

M. BEETHAM & SON - CHELTENHAM, ENG.

Canadian

National Exhibition
TORONTO

August 24th, 1912 — September 9th, 1912
IMPERIAL YEAR

Generous Prizes for all Classes of Women’s,
Children’s and Home Work

All entries close August 15th

For prize lists and information write

J. O. ORR,

Secretary and Manager

_
“

Every Advertiser in this issue is Guaranteed by the Publishers.
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PICKERING
COLLEGE

NEWMARKET
A Residential School with Pre-

paratory, Commercial and Colle-
giate Courses, Music and Art.

L_ARGE GROUNDS, new buildings, beautifully situated,
thh'perfect sanitary equipment, electric light, steam
heating, roomy, well-ventilated.

C.OMPETENT instruction, firm discipline, and home-
like, Christian influences unite with these material
advantages to make Pickering College worthy of
your confidence,

W. P. FIRTH, M.A,, D.Sc., Principal.

S8

For Announcement write

Have You a Camera?

WE TEACH AMATEUR AND
PROFESSIONAL PHOTOGRAPHY
right at your HOME in your spare hours.
Under our instruction there is no GUESS-
ING, EXPERIMENTING Or WASTING. You
learn to do successsully every step of the
work yourself. OUR INSTRUCTOR 1S CAN-
ADA'S ABLEST PHOTOGRAPHER and TEACHER.
Success guaranteed. Fill in your name
and address, cut out this ad. and mail to-
day for full particulars.

Name

Address

THE
SHAW CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
391-397 YONGE ST. TORONTO

‘J B

Oshawa -:- --

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
for the University and for the examinations of the
Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.

Fine location, outdoor games and physical training.
(Piano, Theory and
Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master
and of a Sister, who for twelve years taught in the
School with marked success.
be in charge of a qualified Mistress.
For terms and particulars apply to the Sister in
charge, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

The Musical

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Department

Major Street, Toronto

ishop Bethune 7C0116ge

Ontario

Preparation

Voice Culture will

Royal
Victoria
College

MecGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL

For Resident and Day Women Stu-
dents. Students prepared for degrees
in Arts, Pure Science and Music.
Scholarships are awarded annually.
For all information apply to the
Warden.

ARTS, The Arts course
e B e A TR
THEOLO%Y' :mt :tul:‘lentsd destr:
gl(:!:ig}icég 5 nn.g'to. ::nd“ ‘con:
» session.
including TSh%rtnC:l:’:e for
ENGINEERING erﬁcsteudents :?y—
Arts Summer {?:.l.'..tf- 3x;t-. R
Session the Registrar
July 3 to Aug. 17 S ,‘{{?n(éﬁg‘jv&t'

EENS

\WO0ODSTOCK/

COLLEGE

For BOYS and YOUNG MEN

Equipped in every way for training
boys and young men to enter Com-
mercial or Professional life. 1,000
ft. above sea level, 30 acres of
ground, campus, splendid Gymnasium,
indoor running track, swimming pool.

Courses — Matriculation, Business,
Scientific. Manual Training Depart-
ment, the first established in Canada.

University trained staff of teach-
ers and excellent physical director.
Mental, moral and physical growth
developed.

Write for g4th Annual Calendar
A. T. MacNeill, B.A. - Prinocipal
Woodstock, Ont.

/

\,

small expense you can qualify for earning
a good salary by spending a short term
in one of our schools. Why not devote
July and August to preparation? You
will find good accommodation and will
be as comfortable with us as at any sum-
mer resort.

Werite or call for particulars.
W. H. SHAW, President

Central Business College with Four City
ranches.

Head Office: Yonge & Gerrard Sts., Toronto

Trinity
College
School

PORT HOPE, ONT.

Residential School tor
Boys, Founded 1865

Beautiful, healthy situation, overlooking
Lake Ontario, with 20 acres of Playing
Fields, Gyrmnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College, and Business. Religious
training throughout the Course. Special
attention given to younger boys.

Next term begins September 10th.

For calendar apply to

REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M.A.
(Cambridge) LL.D., Head Master

The Secret of Success

Y.M.C.A. BUILDING i

[s to grasp every opportunity that
is presented. We offer young people
an opportunity to obtain a thorough
business education that will increase
their earning ability many fold.

Write for Our Catalogue to

British American
Business College

ited.

TORONTO

YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN
Want $200 This Summer ?

No limit to what you can spendinextfall,
is there? You want the biggest paying
work you can get this summer, Any boy
can earn $10 a week—earn something
worth while. For information,

Box 14, CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

music.

SONG POEMS WANTED

Thousands of dollars for

| anyone who can write successful words or |
Past experience unnecessary.

Send us your song poems, with or without

music, or write for free particulars.
ceptance guaranteed if available.

CANAUIAN MUSIC PUBLISHING CO.
WARMAN, SASK,

Ac-

Vacation Days

VERY season brings its demand

for the Girls’ Club members,

and, like the provident beings
that most girls are, most of them
start in good time to prepare for the
special events. Now, take the sum-
mer vacation plans. FEach girl knew
long ago just where and when, and
with whom she is going, what
clothes she needs, how much it all
costs, and just where the money is
coming from.

Now, take most boys. They rush
in for a sweater coat at 6 p.m. the
day before they leave. “No white
and red left. Well, gimme that
grey. $6.00?7 Why they had a sale
last week just like them for $4.50.
All right, it’s the only decent thing in
the place.” All their other things
are the same, and probably they are
trying to make a $10.00 touch off
Sam or Bill, or Harry, to see them
through.

But I didn’t intend to start any
discussion of this kind. Just to tell
you about some of the vacations in
which the Girls’ Club Secretary is
especially interested. Some, you'll
know, are last summer’s vacations.

“Dear Miss F.:

“I have just had the jolliest vacation
ever was, up on the Muskoka Lakes,
at —. There was more boating, swim-
ming, dancing, picnicing, than you
would imagine could be crowded into
two weeks and a day. And, not least,
there was a special man. Of course,
you can’t decide much on such a short
acquaintance, but if he keeps on being
as nice, and the attraction is mutual,
why, you may be getting a big white
envelope.

“And I feel that I owe this good
time to you and the club. The com-
missions didn’t pay for all the expenses
and the really swell dresses, but they
paid a large part, and without them I
never could have gone. I am going to
start right away to get ready for a
trip to the Toronto Exhibition this fall.
I only have so much time, so I have to
get a few orders each week. I'm
afraid you’ll never find me way up on
the list, but you can almost surely
count on finding me trailing along with
a pretty good average.

“Very sincerely,

“R. NABE

She found the summer time a
good season for club work, and
dropped in to see us at Exhibition
time. “Summer afternoons you are
apt to find the women out on"their
verandahs, and willing to listen
about the JournaL. Very often
three or four are sewing together,
then I pick out the one I think most
likely to subscribe, and if I can get
her subscription, the others often
follow along.”

“Dear Subscriber:

“As I am teaching school, there is
really very little chance to work for
the club except in the summer time.
But back among the people I know I
find it so much easier to get subscrip-

tions. I try to make them see the
Journar, as 1 see it, interesting, en-
tertaining, low-priced, and, above all,

Canadian. In a way, home in the sum-
mer time is one big vacation time, but
I am planning a special two weeks’ trip
in August, if I can earn enough on
subscriptions. I do not want to dip
into my winter savings.
“Very sincerely,

bt 8
“Dear Girls’ Club Secretary: ;.

“I am enjoying so much, this very
minute, the G. C. canoe, that I thought
I must write to you. Three of us are
drifting around on as perfect a day
and as perfect a lake as ever was. We
have piles of pillows and lots of read-
ing, and I am writing this on my knee
with a fountain pen from the Girls’
Club, too. I never could have hoped
to own a canoe if I hadn’t learned of

ou.
“With this start you may be sure 1
will not let up till many of the items
on my list of “things wanted” have
been crossed off. Fveryone seems de-
lighted with the JOURNAL.
“Yours for a successful season,

NGB Vit

Renewals are certainly the most
satisfactory part of the Girls’ Club
work. There is no bother showing
them the JoURNAL, no trouble per-
suading them to try a new magazine.
You just have to tell them the sub-
scription has expired. Sometimes
you don’t even need to do that. One
member was giving up the work for
lack of time when her subscribers
came around and asked her to send
their renewals. Lots of them sub-
scribe for friends or give you their
names with an urgent message for
them to subscribe.

Read our Advertisement Guarantee on Page Three of this issue.

\
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Scrubbing

Floors
With

Duich
(Cleanser

Saves

Time
&

Labor

Because the fine, porous
particles of the Cleanser
getright down into every
crack and crevice, take
up all dirt and leave
the floor clean and
spotless.

Wash wood, stone, cement
or linoleum floor with mop;
sprinkle on Old Dutch
Cleanser and rub over with
scrubbing brush; then mop
up and wipe floor dry. No
long, tiresome scrubbing
necessary as with old-style
soap powders.

5)

Many Other Uses and
Full Directions on
Large Sifter-Can, 10c¢

\ ,I
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He ignored her sarcasm.

“Let’s go back to the lake, will you?”

“I was just going there to read,” she
affirmed, brushing some tangled locks
away from her face. “But you may
come too, if you like.”

“Thanks, awfully,” said Kendall, “I
do like.”

And he led the way to the margin of
the lake, where they sat down together
on a huge boulder. Then for the first
time he noticed the book his companion
had been carrying.

It was a recent work of criticism on
the early Italian masters. The young
man’s head almost swam. He began to
have a faint suspicion that the dairy-
maid hypothesis was incorrect.

“Are you interested in painting?”’ he
asked, examining the volume.

She nodded. “Especially the work of
Giorgione.”

“I prefer Del Sarto,” he declared
obstinately, more to elicit her comments
on a subject of which he thought her
ignorant, than for any other reason.

_Thereupon they entered into a heated
discussion on the relative merits of the
Venetian and Florentine schools. When
it was over, Kendall felt thoroughly
convinced that the girl understood art,
whatever else she might or might not
know.

“See,” she cried suddenly, “the sun-
set on the water! Doesn’t it remind
you of the Lady of the Lake? Wouldn’t
you like to see a huntsman in Lincoln
green emerge from the goods, and wind
his horn?”

“No,” he replied gallantly, “I would
rather see a certain lady in white with
a bunch of daisies at her belt.”

She glanced at the flowers as he spoke.

“You're exceedingly fond of daisies,
aren’t you?” he asked, with a strange,
serious look creeping into his eyes.

“Exceedingly. They’re my name
flowers.”

He wanted to inquire what her name
was, but good breeding forbade it, so
he merely asked if she intended vanish-
ing as she had before, seeing she was
making ready to.depart. She hesitated
a moment,

“Yes.”

“Is there not some way by which I
can be formally introduced to you?”
he wanted to know. The girl shook her
head.

“Good-bye,” she said simply,
and walked slowly into the wood.
. A week went by without any further
incident of note. Then one evening at
twilight as Kendall sat enjoying his
after-dinner pipe on the front balcony,
the stillness was broken by a whistle,
clear and resonant. The tune was that
“Boola” thing he had heard once be-
fore.

“Hang it all, that woman must be a
witch!” he muttered, tossing aside his
pipe, and crossing the garden in quest
of the elusive whistler.

Nobody was to be seen, and as Kendall
advanced the sound became fainter and
further away, until finally he gave up
the search, and returned to the inn. He
did not' resume his smoking that even-
ing.

The next time he met the unknown
girl he accosted her with:

“What is that lively little air you sing
sometimes, Lady Circe? The words
sounded like ‘Boola, boola, though I
probably misunderstood them.”

“No, you didn’t,” she rejoined. “It’s
—it’s a college song some Americans
taught me.”

He wondered if she had nothing bet-
ter to do than learn American college
songs, but he wisely kept silent. -

The atmosphere of the White Rabbit
certainly agreed with the Londoner. He
spent long hours in the fields under the
blue sky and there he lost whatever of
ennui was in him. As yet he had not
untangled the mystery of the girl with
the daisies. He only knew that she
was not a dairymaid, that she lived in
the neighborhood of the inn, that her
speech testified she was a cultured Eng-
lishwoman. He was soon, however, to
know more.

He had set out for the village one
afternoon when, discovering he had for-
gotten an important letter to be posted,
he returned unexpectedly to the inn.

There, on the threshold stood the
daisy-girl, explaining to the landlady the
intricacies of some new kind of salad!

and

DAVID KENDALL'S HOLIDAY

(Continued from page 14)

Hearing his step in the hall, both wo-
men looked around. The younger
laughed, trying to hide her blushes and
appear quite unconcerned.

Kendall was delighted. His oppor-
tunity had come. He turned to the
landlady with a look which said only
one thing: “Introduce me.” And she
did, seeing there was no way out of it.

“Now, Miss Bradshaw,” said Kendall,
relieved, “surely you’ll not deny me the
pleasure of a little chat with you.”

“A truly conventional chat?” she
asked, remembering those former ones.

“Yes, in the garden summer-house.”
And thither he escorted her. When the
girl had seated herself he began:

“I say, do you mind telling why you
avoided me and didn’t want me to
know your name?”

She had the air of a child who had
been naughty, but a mischievous gleam
twinkled in her eyes.

“For the landlady’s sake, Mr. Kendall,
I avoided you.”

“The landlady’s! I don’t understand.”

“Well, you wrote, saying you hoped
she had no feminine lodgers as you were
tired of society and desired a complete
change. She wanted your patronage,
but I was here, booked for the season,
and what could she do? When I saw
the question spelled pounds to her—for
the village is so quiet no one ever comes
here—I arranged to take rooms at the
opposite end of the inn, eat my meals
at the rectory, and keep out of your way
as much as possible. You were not to
know of my existence but of course
you had to come blundering along and
spoil the play just when it was getting
interesting. And,” she continued, “had
you known my name the villagers could
have told you where I live. Then you
would have gone away.”
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“To think,” uttered Kendall, in amaze-
ment, “you have been living under the
same roof with me for six weeks, and I
all unconscious of it. Well,” with
vehemence, “I’'m not going away, and
the landlady will not lose her precious
pounds!” :

“Do you know,” demanded Miss Brad-
shaw, leaning her chin in her palms, “do
you know a bird told me you heartily
detest women?”

“If T ever get hold of that bird,” cried
Kendall, “I'll—I’ll wring his neck! He's
the biggest prevaricator in the king-
dom.”

Both laughed, and from that moment
a friendship was established which lasted
the remainder of the summer.

In their conversations the man and
woman often spoke of London, Liver-
pool, Oxford, Windsor, the Isle of
Wight, with all of which Miss Brad-
shaw was thoroughly familiar. Some-
times, too, she spoke of Paris, Rome,
New York, and Kendall soon learned
that she had traveled even more ex-
tensively than he. One thing he noted,
she never mentioned her home or her
relatives.

“There!” she cried. “What a mess!
I might have known I'd drop it.”

They were sitting in the ingle-nook
beside a blazing pile of logs one rainy
evening in late August, and Miss Brad-
shaw was stitching away on a thing she
called a “jabot,” while Kendall read to
her from Carlyle. The “it” referred to
her sewing-basket she had just over-
turned.

Her companion knelt to gather up its
contents. With the spools and ribbons
scattered on the floor, he brought to
light a heavy ring. It was of platinum,
and had formerly contained some oval
stone,

“Oh!” exclaimed the girl as he handed
it to her, “that? I'd forgotten it was in
my basket.” She slipped it on her finger.
“But it isn’t much good without the
stone.”

Suddenly Kendall had an inspiration.

“Excuse me,” he cried, and dashed
upstairs as though he had been shot
from a cannon, leaving Miss Bradshaw |
in wide-eyed astonishment. |

When he returned, several minutes
later, he placed in her hand something
which made her glow with pleasure. It
was the long forgotten lapis lazuli. Of
course she had to hear how he found
it among the leaves, and he had to hear
how she lost it soon after her arrival
at the inn. ‘

“Now,” declared Kendall, possessing

(Continued on page 42)

Stop a Minute—
Learn Something

about
“Canada’s Leading National Monthly Magazine.”

OUR FICTION WRITERS are among the foremost popular
novelists, masters of style, of exciting plot and interesting
characterization. Robt. W. Chambers, Arthur Stringer, Emer-
son Hough, Edwin Balmer, and others only less well known are
the story writers who have made CaNaDA MONTHLY famous
for its stories. ‘

OUR CANADIAN NEWS about the progress of the Dominion,
the big men and big movements will give you an intimate
knowledge of industrial and political activities. It is more
interesting to the progressive Canadian than fiction, and
inspiring in its appeal to Canadian patriotism.

OUR WOMEN’S SECTION is written by “Kit,” one of
Canada’s foremost journalists. It pictures life and people as
you know them in their every-day occupations. Keen insight
and wit characterize all her work.

Formerly ‘CANADA WEST,” now

SANA
ONTHLY.

It is full of interest to every lover of good reading and of
Canada. If you haven’t become acquainted yet in these last
five years, here’s your chance on a special trial offer to new
subscribers. We are sure we can count on you to become a
permanent reader.

Balance of the year—6 months—for 50c.

CANADA MONTHLY

Toronto, Ont.

15 Cents a Copy $1 50 Per Year
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Be Sensible
With That Corn

Don’t pare it. That merely re-
moves the top layers.

And that form of home surgery
is dangerous. A slip of the blade
means infection. And that means
blood poison, sometimes.

A chemist has discovered a way
to end corns. This discovery is
embodied in our B & B wax—the
heart of a Blue-jay plaster.

Apply this little plaster and the
pain ends at once. Then thisB & B
wax gently loosens the corn. Intwo

days the whole corn, root and all,
comes out,

No pain, no sore-
ness. Youcomplete-
ly forget the corn.

There is no other
way to do this. That
iswhy Blue-jay is the
only treatment used
by folks who know. St

It has removed '”
already fifty million |
corns. Let it deal i
with yours. |||||,¢r ‘

|

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It loosens the corn.
B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.

C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

|

[.ll I

D

-
(153) Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters il
Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of B & B Handy Package Absorbent Cotton, etc.

“

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15c and 25c per package
Sample Mailed Free.

Dye Those Summer Things

Scores of Summer things, such as fancy parasols,
bathing suits, colored stockings, ribbons, feathers
and artificial flowers, hammocks and cushion
covers, get faded and dingy long before they are
worn out. But with

MAYPOLE SOAP
THE CLEAN, EASY HOME DYE

you can give them a new lease of life, usefulness
and beauty, and save many a dollar., No stained
hands and kettles, no muss, no work to speak of.
24 colors—will give you any shade. Colors 10c.
Black 15c.—at your dealers, or post-paid with free
booklet, ‘“‘How to Dye,” from

—_— - - — - - -

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL

Summer Housekeeping

ERE is a good ice-box to use where
a refrigerator is not handy. It has
been found useful in a boarding-
house, in caring for an invalid. Buy a
tin cake-box and puncture a hole in the
bottom. Then place the ice in the box
with a grating or heavy wire sheeting
fitted over it, on which to place the dishes
of food. Put a pail under the hole to
catch the water and the refrigerator is
complete. Wrapping the ice in flannel
will keep it longer, and a rubber tube
inserted in the hole will assist in carrying
off the water. A wash-boiler, or any tin
or galvanized receptacle, can be used
where a larger refrigerator is needed.
Or: Take a wooden box the size you
wish your refrigerator to be, have it
fitted with as many shelves as you desire
and a close-fitting door at the opening.
First take a piece of oilcloth the size of
your box on top, and tack on securely;
then cover all sides and top and bottom
of the box with any clean material.
New burlap sacks are good if you use
plenty, so the covering will be phmk.
Tack closely to box. Line the inside
of the box with white cotton-cloth and set
it on a table or bench in the shade. First
thoroughly wet the outside of box and
place a pail or bucket, filled with water,
on top. Have small holes in the bottom
to allow the water to leak slowly, keeping
cover wet.

—

The Kitchen Range in Summer

HERE a gas-stove is used in summer
instead of the range, a good plan
is a cover made of zinc to fit the

top of the range. Have the edges turned
down over the sides of the top and ham-
mered gently into place. This keeps
the top of the range from getting spattered
and rusty. When zinc is removed in the
fall, the top of the range will be found in
good condition, and through the summer
the zinc-topped range can be used as if
it were a kitchen table.

-~

Packing a Trunk or Suit Case

HE ordinary trunk will hold an amaz-
ing quantity of clothing if care-
fully packed. Do not put things in

as you come to them, but get everything
laid out and then devote some thought
to where things will best fit in.

Skirts, coats and other garments
that require considerable flat space, go
well on the bottom of the trunk.

With each few inches of depth devoted
to large things stop and push stockings
and small articles of woven underwear
tightly into the corners. These articles
may also be put inside shoes, and if you
use the shoe trees that have only a thin
strip of metal for the arch, the space
below it will hold quite a little wad of
something uncrushable. When packing
a trunk for a return trip, soiled handker-
chiefs may fill such spaces.

Bottles with liquid in them should be
very carefully wrapped in some washable
garment which will absorb the fluid should
a breakage occur.

The tray of the trunk may be reserved
for light dresses, blouses and lingerie.
Remember, that things crush much less
when tightly than when loosely packed.

Many fancy traveling accessories are
recommended, and some are useful,
but the majority of them are discarded
by the experienced traveler. It seems
absurd to devote space, however small,
to wrappings and cases, when an article
carried for some other purpose could be
made to do double duty.

The many-pocketed ““traveling com-
panion’’ has a compact substitute in a
rubber-lined case about eight inches
long and four wide, which has a long,
narrow pocket attached at one side and
a short one full width at the other. The
rubber lining is loose, which allows each
pocket to be doubly useful. The long,
wide one holds a wash-cloth and something
more, if you wish; the long, narrow one,
your comb, and, in the rubber part, your
tooth brush, while the short one holds
hairpins and a cake of soap.

If you prefer some other arrangement
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and carry a soap box let it be an unscratch-
able one, which will also answer as a
darning ball.

For traveling on boats or trains a
case of wall-pockets is useful. It may
be pinned or tacked to upholstery or
walls or worn as an apron, and provides
the space for jars, brushes and so forth
that inadequate dressing tables deny.

r—t

Waterproof Suitcases

STRAW matting suit-cases and shop-
ping-bags can be much improved

in looks and usefulness by a coat of
cheap wagon varnish, which makes them
waterproof. A  good wetting will
generally spoil them, but the varnish
causes them to shed water like a duck.
This should be done once a year.

.~

Household Suggestions

A handful of salt and a cupful of
vinegar shaken up well in a cloudy decant-
er will clean it like magic. Rinse well
in hot water several times to remove all
taste of salt.

Medium-sized glass marbles dropped
into any kind of preserves or catsup,
while cooking, will save stirring so often,
as the marbles will roll with the boiling
and many times save the scorching of
preserve kettles.

To remove iron stains from marble,
wet the spots with either oil of vitriol
or with lemon juice, or with oxalic acid
diluted with spirits of wine, and after
15 or 20 minutes rub them dry with a soft
linen cloth.

When cake tins are worn thin, scatter
a little sand over the oven shelf before
putting down the cake tin, and it will
not burn in the baking.

Where moths are troublesome scatter
powdered bitter apple under the papers
of drawers and cupboards. Turpentine,
too, is useful for the purpose.

If you wish to keep books in good con-
dition, have open shelves. Glass doors
certainly exclude dust, but they are apt
to keep in damp and harbor moths.

Tar stains may be removed from cotton
fabrics by covering the spot with butter,
and allowing it to remain for a few hours
before washing. J

Fat and suet will keep for a long time
if finely shredded, mixed with flour, and
put in a cool place. Great care should
always be taken that fat is chopped very
finely for puddings.

To Stain Chairs—Scrub the chairs
well and let them dry. Then paint with
a solution of permanganate of potash and
water. If not dark enough apply a second
coat. Next apply a coat of thin size, and,
lastly, a coat or common varnish.

r—

Don’t Be Imposed Upon

WHY persist in being imposed upon
by buying trashy alum baking

powder when you can just as well
buy Magic Baking Powder, the health
giving “No Alum” brand at the same
price? Sixteen ounces for twenty-five
cents. At all grocers.

Artistic Table Cover

HE woman who is interested in

needlework will enjoy making a

table cover or scarf of monk’s cloth
appliqued with linen figures.

Cut the cloth the size you desire of a
very dark green shade and baste in a
two-inch hem all around for a square
cover—and at each end on a scarf—
then cut out fancy figures from natural
colored linen, using either flowers sim-
ple in design, leaves like the clover and
oak, hearts, circles or small triangles,

Baste these on the cloth just above
the hem and sew them fast by button-
holing around with rope floss in a
burnt orange shade. Omne clever girl
made a table scarf cushion cover and
window curtains to correspond for her
room at college of monk’s cloth ap-
pliqued with figures representing' books,
dumb bells, Indian clubs and various
things associated with college life.



July, 19712

WALNUT
CHEESE

DAISIES

CREOLE
SAND-
WICHES

GINGER
SAND-
WICHES

TOMATO
CHICKEN
SALAD

MEXICAN
SALAD

GINGER
APPLES

RASP-
BERRY
CREAM

GREEN
PEA
TIMBALES

TOMA-
TOES
AND RICE

RAISIN
BREAD

|
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Moisten half a pound of cream cheese with a little rich cream, and i!
beat it with a fork until perfectly smooth. Then mix with it half a |
cupful of finely chopped walnuts, and add lightly one cupful of whipped |
cream. Set on ice until it is thoroughly chilled and serve in small |
portions, with currant jelly. |

Beat stiffly the whites of three eggs and add one pound of pulverized
sugar. To this mixture, add one cupful of finely chopped walnuts.
Spread on small thin soda biscuits and place in the oven until they
are slightly browned. Serve with cream cheese.

Mix thoroughly half a pound of cream cheese and one-quarter
of a pound of Pecan meats, and add sufficient orange marmalade to
make the mixture creamy. Spread between thin slices of bread
and butter. These are delicious for afternoon tea.

chopper, add the strained juice of a large orange and blend thoroughly;
then rub to a paste with some whipped cream. Spread between

Take one pound of preserved ginger and put it through the food [’
1
slices of thinly buttered bread and cut into fingers or rounds. ‘

Take tomatoes that are firm and of a good color. Peel them and |
remove the seed and pulp. Mix one pint of diced chicken and one- f
half pint of tender white celery and marinate with French dressing.
Let stand for half an hour, then drain and fill the tomato cases ‘
with the mixture. Arrange on a bed of lettuce leaves and pour over |
them a dressing of mayonnaise. If desired cold, the tomato and
filling may be placed on ice for an hour before adding the dressing.

Soak half a box of gelatine in half a cup of cold water for fifteen
minutes. Press one can of tomato through a strainer, season highly |
and set on the fire to boil. Then add the gelatine and stir in the boil- |
ing tomato until dissolved. Turn into a border mold and set aside
to cool. Chop a sufficient quantity of celery, cucumber, and cold |
boiled tomato. Add to it one cupful of peas boiled tender and pressed |
through a fine sieve, one small sweet pepper and three radishes chopped |
fine and one small onion grated. Mix all thoroughly, cover with ‘
French dressing and set on ice for an hour. Turn the mold of tomato |
jelly out of a dish and fill the center with the mixture. Garnish by |
placing around it a wreath of garden cress. ]

Pare and core some good apples and fill the center of each with
some chopped preserved ginger. Place them in an enamel pudding
dish and pour over them a syrup made of the juice of two oranges
and the syrup left from the ginger. Bake till soft but not broken,
basting frequently to keep the apples moist. Let cool and place on
ice. Serve with whipped cream and a little chopped ginger on top.

Line a mould with plain vanilla ice cream. Fill up the center with
fresh ripe raspberries sweetened. Bury the mould in ice and salt
for an hour, then unmould and serve.

Press one pint of cooked peas through a sieve, add four tablespoonfuls
of milk or stock, a few drops of onion juice, the whites of three eggs
beaten stiff, seasoning of salt, pepper and red pepper and a few drops
of green coloring. Press into well buttered timbale-moulds, set in a
pan of hot water, cover with buttered paper and bake until firm.
Unmould, serve on a hot platter with white sauce. Garnish
the top of each timbale with parsley.

Line butterfly moulds with aspic jelly, garnish with pieces of olives;
set this garnish with a little more aspic and fill up moulds with tomato
cream. When set turn out on cold boiled rice dusted over with chop-
ped parsley and paprika. Decorate with aspic jelly. To make the
cream, rub four tomatoes through a sieve, add juice of one lemon,
seasoning of salt and paprika, one cupful ()'f gravy, half a heaping
tablespoonful of powdered gelatine dissolved in half a cupful of stock,
two tablespoonfuls of whipped cream and a teaspoonful of chopped

parsley.

Four cupfuls of flour, four teaspoonfuls of baking powder, one-half
cupful of sugar, 1 teaspoonful of salt, 1 cupful of sultana raisins, one
egg, two cupfuls of milk. Sift the baking powder and flour into a
basin, add the sugar, salt and raisins. Beat up the egg and add the
milk to it, pour them among the dry ingredients and mix well. Cut
and fold with a spatula until thoroughly mixed, put into a covered
bread pan, and allow to rise for twenty minutes. Bake'for about
If an open pan is used, cover the bread with an oiled paper.

one hour.

Club |
Organizers

Organizing clubs among your : i
neighbors for subscribing to the
JOURNAL is easy with the
special club offer.

Why not try it?
Write for our premium list, or
if you prefer you can take com-

missions
- ladies are earning $10 to $16 a
week in their spare time.
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PACKED

IN ONE
AND TWO
POUND CANS
ONLY

of anything but good coffee
any more than you can make
asilk dress out of cotton cloth.

Seal Brand

is pure coffee of the
highest quality.

HOME MADE SOUPS

Are always acceptable, but seldom procurable.
Therefore Soups already prepared are very handy
to have in the pantry, and more especially when
the Soups are the finest and most genuine ever
offered to the public.

Clark’s Soups in Pint Containers
are What You Should Insist
on Getting From Your Grocer
Clark’s Soups are prepared with as much care
as in the most particular home. All ingredients

are selected, and the purity of Clark's Soups is
absolutely guaranteed.

Just Try a Can or Two
Many kinds—Only one Quality

W. Clark - Montreal

Manufacturer of the CELEBRATED PORK and BEANS

Take A Handful 0f
“St. Lawrence” Sugar
Out To The Store Door

—out where the light can
fall on it—and see the
brilliant, diamond - like
sparkle the pure white
color, of every grain.

That’s the way to test
any sugar — that’s the
way we hope you will test

Sugar
3§ with any other sugar—compare its pure, white
compare lt sparkle—its even grain—its matchlesssweetness.

Better still, get a 20 pound or 100 pound bag at your grocer’s and
test “St. Lawrence Sugar” in your home.

THE ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINING CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL.,
67

Smallest amount of fuel necessary. All gases,
are consumed by our Exclusive Air Blast Device.’

7
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voir insuring generous supply of fresh, warm air
from ALL Registers at once.

Our books, * The Question of H, eating," or

[ / ““Ask the *“Boiler Information" sent free on request
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BUT THATS ANOTHER STORY

The Change
BY MARGUERITE WOOD

Before she went to boardin’ school
She uster romp and play,

She drove the cows in from the field
And helped take ‘in the hay;

But she don’t do that any more,
Because of this, you see—

She went away as Mary Jane—
But came back Jeanne Marie.

She uster wear made-over clothes
And always with a smile,

But now her dresses, every one,
Must be the latest style;

She don’t ride bareback any more,
Nor climb an apple tree—

She went away as Mary Jane,
But came back Jeanne Marie.

Her hair is all in crinkles now—
She calls ’em Marshal waves;

She’s up in all the etiquette,
Real stylish she behaves;

Her ma an’ me are mighty proud
O all she’s learned—but gee!
We sometimes wish for Mary Jane,

Instid of Jeanne Marie.

—

A Homesick Boy

Homesick aint like the other sicks,
You get an’ hafto go to bed

An’ drink th’ stuff th’ drug stores mix,
Or have things tied aroun’ your head,

An’ when your ma she wash your face
An’ use th’ silver bresh an’ comb

To comb you, an’ she fill a vase
With flowers, 'cause you're sick at home.

Homesick aint med'cine sick at all;
It aint a sick like stummick ache
At made you double up an’ bawl
An’ say you didn’t eat th’ cake,
Until your conscience it ache too,
Nen you confess, an’ your ma smile
An’ say she got a joke on you.
Buhcause she know it all th’ while.

Homesick aint when they see your tongue
Or feel your pulse, or your ears buzz,
Or doctors listen at your lung—
But, O, how much you wisht it was/
Homesick is when you go away
A-visitin’ all by yourself,
An’ miss the clock ’at ought to stay
A-ticking on th’ mantel-shelf.

But you don’t miss it till it’s night
An’ time to go to bed, an’ nen
You think if it would be polite
You'd like to go back home again.
An’ you don’t know just what it is
You want, but wisht you had it, though;
An’ grampa sez 'at it is his
Up-pinion 'at you'd like to go.

An’ folks tell stories to you, too,
An’ try their best to make you laugh.
Th’ wind cries in th’ chimney fiue,
An’ in the barnyard is a calf
'At bawls an’ bawls—An’ worst part yet
Is all th’ time how well you know
No matter how homesick you get
An’ want to go home, you can’t go.
— Wilbur D. Nesbit, in Harper's Magazine

A Modern Enquiry

WESTERN subscriber sends us the
following dialogue between a
small boy and his mother, which

is vouched for as “genuine.”

Farl (aged five), just after saying his
evening prayer—“‘Mamma, did God make
everybody ?”

Mamma—“Yes, dear.”

Farl—‘Did He make me?”

Mamma—*“Yes, of course.”

Farl—“Has He sent in His bill yet?”

re—t

Beyond Him

¢ EIGHO!” sighed Mrs. Stoutly.
¢ “You used to sit with your arm
around my waist, John, but you

never do it any more.”
“I'm sorry, dear,” replied Stoutly,
“but there are some things that are be-
yond my reach.”

—

Slightly Mistaken

IGHT was coming on, the -storm
was increasing, and some of the
deck fittings ‘had already been

swept overboard, when the captain de-
cided to send up a distress signal. The
rocket was already lit and about to
ascend, when a solemn-faced passenger
stepped up. “Cap’n,” said he, “I'd be

the last man on earth to cast a damper
on any man’s patriotism, but it seems
to me this here’s no time for celebratin’
an’ settin’ off fireworks.”

-t

The Vicar’s Lastly

ICAR’S Daughter: “I'm sorry you
don’t like the wvicar’s sermons,
William. What is the matter

with them? Are they too long?”

William: “Yes, Miss. Yon t’ curate
‘e says: ‘In conclusion,’” and ’e do con-
clude. But t’ vicar ’e says ‘lastly,’ and
e do last.”

e~

Doing His Part

POOR fellow, having with difficulty
procured an audience of the first
Duke of Newcastle, told His Grace

he came only to ask him for something
toward his support, and as they were of
the same family, being both descended
from Adam, hoped he would not be re-
fused.

“Surely not,” said the Duke—"“surely
not! 'There’s a penny for you, and if
all the rest of your relatives will give
you as much, you'll be a richer man than
I am”

—

Quite Sufficient

6¢] HAVE several reasons for nst buy-
ing the horse,” said the man. “The
first is that I haven’t the money,
and- —”
“You needn’t mention the others,” n-
terrupted the owner.

Delicious Home-Made Bread

Your bread-baking will always turn
out successfully if you use White Swan
Yeast Cakes. Can be had in packages
of six cakes at five cents from your
grocer. Why not send for free sample?
White Swan Spices & Cereals, Limited,

Toronto, Ont.

Historic European Towns

Continued from page 7

Sometimes while a placid angel is con-
scientiously bearing a soul upward, a merry
devil will jab it playfully away with a
pronged fork. Evidently the ‘“‘karma” of
th:(iit' soul had not been worked out to the
end!

The exquisite Cathedral, made of
white marble with black and colored
bands, contains a wonderful Andrea Del
Sarto—a Saint Agnes, that one would
come miles to see, if there were nothing
else in Pisa—also many antique columns
captured by the Pisans in those early
barbarous wars. -

But—here is where the Old touches
the New—before the altar hangs the same
bronze lamp by the swaying of which
Galileo discovered that the oscillations
of the pendulum recur at equal intervals
whether great or small.

Somehow we were more interested
in that little swaying lamp than in the
colored frescoes of Ghirlandaio just
behind the altar on their gold ground,

And the Leaning Tower—one of
those ‘“‘Seven Wonders of the World,”
that used to keep us awake o’nights when
we were children—grown-up interest
strangely dwindles away to the fact that
here again occurs the magic name!
‘It was from this tower, famous as to the
oblique position which obliged the build-
ers to alter their levels so as to keep the
centre of gravity within the base, that,
at the age of twenty-five, Galileo made his
experiments in gravitation.”

No architect looks at the Tower
without feeling sad. “To the tourist it is
a source of momentary wonder—they have
seen the Leaning Tower of Pisa! To the
artist it brings a sense of uneasiness.
Its many arches and columns seem to be
ever on the move, like the shadows of the
intradoses and the shafts upon its drum,
as day after day they travel around the
sun.

But after all, it is the Baptistery, the
loveliest marble dream of the middle ages,
that lures one again and again to recollec-
tions of that Italian Piazza.® This Bap-

tistery is a circular building, entirely of
marble, completed in 1278, surrounded by

| half columns below, and a gallery of

smaller detached columns above. But it
is the interior that counts, for here, in one
comparatively small piece of work, lies
the glory and inspiration of the entire
renaissance of sculpture in the middle
ages. :

I remember coming upon an absurd
sentence in a recent travel book where the
author frankly states ‘‘the Pulpit by
Niccolo Pisano is I suppose, the finest
work of its kind in marble in the world.
I recognized it at once as the one which
gave me so much trouble to describe in
my art study course at Amherst.” Per-
haps many of us, were we willing to be
equally frank, might truthfully echo this
statement. I, too, remember how learn-
edly we dissected it in art examinations.

But, on that April morning, when I
stood in the marble Baptistery and looked
upon it, that small bit of work that caused
such a stir in the world, nothing but the
passionate love of life which inspired its
pure form and outlines overtook me.

You remember how it all came about.
Pisa at the height of her glory, having
completed her great group of buildings,
wished to beautify them within, and as if
in answer to the desire came the young
Niccolo from some village in Tuscany
to the city which was to name him Pisano.
Into his dreams were woven thoughts of
the Grecian gods, while in his concep-
tions he adhered to those traditions which
Dante has immortalized in song: all the
life-quality that gives the Inferno its
intense vividness shone out in his work.
The success of this pulpit was so great
that a few years later he was asked to
carve another for the cathedral in Siena.
An envoy came on purpose, and in the
Baptistery a contract was drawn up in
which it was agreed that Niccolo should

‘go to Siena and stay until the work was

done, taking three assistants, and also
his young son, Giovanni, at half pay,
if he wished. This contract was made in
1265, the year of Dante’s birth, and the
two, father and son, founded the great
Tuscan school of sculpture and influenc-
ed both painting and architecture as well.

How long we stood in the rainbow-
colored Baptistery I cannot tell. I know
that the air which had seemed at our
entrance like dim moonlight, just tinged
with blue, was now flushed with the rays
from the windows of stained glass, and
suddenly became vocal as a deep Italian
voice chanted the resonant notes of a
chord that one by one floated upward,
mingled, and seemed to melt about us
like the sound of invisible harps in the
air. The effect was beautiful beyond
all words. If one dared to describe it.
itwould be as a kind of glorified symposium
of tone, tint and marble outline, all
brought to perfection in that jewel of the
middle ages—the marble Baptistery of
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David Kendall's Holiday

Continued from page 39

himself of both ring and stone. “I shalil
take these up to London to-morrow and
have the lapis lazuli reset.”

“I might only lose it again.”

“I should not object so long as I were
the finder.”

“Now that was a ball-room speech,”
she reproached, shaking her finger at
him.

“Nevertheless, you may accept it on
good faith,” he replied with seriousness.
Then after a pause:

“I suppose there were pleasant asso-
ciations connected with that ring, were
there not, Miss Bradshaw?”

“There were,” she answered with
averted face. “It was given me at—
in the States.”

“You have many friends there?”

‘(Yes.”

“You like the Americans, then?”

“Yes.”

“Better than the English?”

“I’d rather not commit myself, thank
you,” she smiled.

With this rejoinder Kendall was not
exactly pleased.

“Really, Lady Circe, you are an un-
patriotic little creature. You ought to
like your own country best.”

”I do‘l’

“And your own countrymen?”

“I do,” very solemuly.

“For my part,” he continued, “I dis-
like the Americans.”

“Why?” she asked, indifferently.

“They are so uninteresting. Their only
thought is how to make money. They
never take time to travel and see things
really worth while, but, instead, they
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lie awake nights scheming how they can
get ahead of the other fellow.”

“And the women?”

“The women have the most shocking
voices—like foodchoppers that need oil-
ing. Not one American woman in ten
can talk to you intelligently about his-
tory, or literature, or music, or——"

“Or art?” Miss Bradshaw suggested.

“Yes, or art. All she thinks of are
bridge parties and clothes.”

Kendall might have said more, had
not Miss Bradshaw dropped her sew-
ing and buried her face in her palms.
He was at a loss to know whether she
was laughing or crying.

“My dear girl!” he exclaimed, patting
her shoulder. “What is the matter?”

Raising her head she directed on him
two eyes dancing with merriment.

“Nothing,” she managed to get out
between laughs, “only—only I'm an
American! There now, you know.”

The man’s face was a study.

. “But your accent?” he remonstrated
in blank amazement.

“My accent was cultivated. In child-
hood I had an English governess; later
I spent four years at Girton College.”

“And you were born in——?”

-fln Boston, attended boarding-school
in Washington, made my debut in New
York. My parents live in New York
now. Two years ago I was very ill,
and since then I have been ‘doing’
Europe for my health. I am completely
wgll now, and in three weeks I shall
sail for home.”

She waited for him to speak, but
when he made no comment she went
on:

“There is something else on your
mind, Mr. Kendall. You wonder why I
didn’t tell you all this at the beginning.
Soon after we met you declared you
didn’t like Americans; it was then that
I conceived the idea of seeing how long
we could be friends without your dis-
covering my nationality. It was fun,
too, the play,” she laughed.

Kendall was silent so long she thought
him displeased with her. Finally she
turned her pretty head in his direction.

“Are you sorry 1 disillusioned you?”
she asked gently.

“Quite the contrary,” he replied,
though he seemed preoccupied and
morose the remainder of the evening.
When he rose to leave her:

“Good-night, Margaretta,” he said,
feeling in his waistcoat pocket to see
if her ring was safe.

After he had gone the girl sat musing
before the fire. She wondered why he
called her Margaretta. Never before
had her name been on his lips, though
he had known it some time. But the
problem was too perplexing for her,
and she went to bed with it unsolved.

For the next three weeks Kendall was
an uneasy man. He wanted Miss Brad-
shaw to walk, or row, or ride with him
every day; and the girl readily acqui-
esced, for she liked him well enough,
as far as men went, she told herself.
The eve of her departure ‘Kendall
slipped on her finger the ring with the
lapis lazuli that had a history.

“Someday,” he said earnestly, look-
ing down at her, “I shall come to
America, and then I shall hunt you up.”

“Best not make any rash promises,”
she warned him with a quiet smile.

The following winter was much like
other winters, for Kendall. He enter-
tained, and was entertained by the smart
set of London. He danced, dined, flirted,
attended the opera as usual. Sometimes
he compared the belles and debutantes
in his circle of friends with the girl he
had met in Guilford—greatly to the
detriment of the former. He was never
impulsive, always thoughtful and de-
liberative; but at length in the spring-
time he resolved to take a bold and
decisive step indeed. So, advising some
business in New York—it could easily
have been performed by letter—he sailed
for the States.

It was just before dinner when Mar-
garetta Bradshaw, lovely in soft, rose-
colored draperies, uncovered the long
box the maid had deposited on her desk.
What she saw there made her start, then
smile, and tear open with nervous hands
the accompanying note. It read:

“Dear Miss Bradshaw,—Just arrived.
May I come to you this evening?”

She did not need to read the signa-
ture. She lifted the huge bouquet of
long-stemmed marguerites from their
bed of tissue paper, and took them in
her arms. For a moment she thought-
fully twisted the lapis lazuli on her
finger. Being a woman, she guessed
why Kendall had crossed the seas, and
something inside her throbbed with a
great joy.

What answer she wrote it matters
not, but after she had handed it to the
waiting messenger boy she leaned for-
ward and pressed her lips to the flowers.



I like them best just with sugar and
cream. Sometimes I mix the Puffed
‘Wheat and Puffed Rice.

—Average Woman.

I mix the Puifed grains with berries
for a morning dish. They seem to fit
together as do nuts and raisins.

— Average Man.

I scatter the grains over every dish 2 2Totd
ofice cream. That's better by far than _ Luse Puffed Rice in fudge. It tastes
Bl like nuts, yet it melts in the mouth

freezing nut meats in it. | D -
—A Famous Chef like sugar.—Schoolgirl.

Once serve Puffed Wheat as wefer
crisps in soup and you’ll never serve
soup without it.—A Housewife.

.My favorite dish at night time is
Puffed Wheat or Rice in milk.
—A Child Who Knows.

I care not how folks eat them. But
eat them in some way whenever you
seek absolute ease of digestion.

—A Physician. ‘i

I stuff my pockets full of Puffed |
‘Wheat when I go to play, and eat the
grains like peanuts.— Average Boy.
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All Because Prof. Anderson
Thought of Exploding Grain

He conceived the idea of sealing wheat
and rice kernels up in great bronze-steel guns.

Then heating those guns until the mois-
ture in the grains changed to superheated
steam.

Then exploding the steam, blasting all the
food granules to pieces.

Thus he made whole grain wholly digestible
for the first time in food history.
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Except in
Extreme West

The Quaker Oal S @m Pany - Sole Makers—Peterborough .

He filled the grains with a myriad cells—
puffed them to eight times normal size.

The terrific heat gave the thin-walled grains :
a taste like toasted nuts. L

Thus came these airy wafers—the most
delightful cereals ever known.

Now people are eating—in all these ways—a
million dishes daily. Incountless homes nearly
every meal in some way includes these crisps.
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Powerful Physical Forces
Must be Governed by Mind and Brain
To Secure Results

Grape=Nuts

FOOD

supplies true nourishment for brain work.

Made of selected parts of wheat and barley, Grape-Nuts is rich in Phosphate
of Potash—the vital tissue salt of gray nerve and brain cells.

A regular morning dish of this appetizing food Brings Results.

““ There’s a Reason’’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S. A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada




