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~ Isit pure?

s it safe?
s it sweet?

s it clean?

The Stery of Carnation Milk

By HELENE MOORE

Milk is a necessity. It is a universal food from in-
fancy to old age. It forms part of the sustenance of
human beings.

In the good old days, practically every family “kept
a cow.” Towns and cities were not crowding people
out of their own pastures and gardens,

With the growth of the country industrially, the milk
problem became different. People began buying milk
of the neighbors, or of some one who kept cows.

Life became more complex, cities were built more
closely. It became impossible to know from where
the milk came and often it was just as impossible to
know what kind of milk it was.

Milk is a fundamental in cooking. Flour, eggs, but-
ter, milk, sugar—these are among the articles con-
sumed in the greatest volume in the home. Naturally,
the milk supply has the most opportunity to deter-
iorate in quality or to become contaminated. Raw
milk, as every housewife knows, seems to absorb odor
and contaminating influences from everything about
it, hence it is a delicate article of commerce, and the
greatest care and precaution often fails to protect it
while in the raw state.

The Trade-Marked Milk

Out of this situation, together with the desire to have
milk of uniform high quality, grew the industry which
offers a most convenient, economical, and satisfactory
milk supply—a trade-mark milk, quality guaranteed
—Carnation Milk.

In introducing Carnation Milk to those who have not
already used it, we ask that Carnation (brand)
evaporated, Sterilized Milk be not confused with the
so-called condensed or sweetened milks. Carnation
Milk is rich cows’ milk, reduced to the consistency of
cream by evaporation in vacuum (part of the water
taken out), and then hermetically sealed in cans and
sterilized to preserve its wholesomeness. In steriliz-
ing, a higher degree of heat is applied than is necessary
in ordinary pasteurization—and all the original con-
tent of butter fat and other milk solids is retained.

Each morning the farmers send in the fresh milk,
pure and rich. Every can of milk they bring in is
tested. THe richer the milk, the more the farmers
are paid for it. This is an incentive for them to keep
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well-bred stock and to exercise the greatest care in
feeding and in otherwise complying with our rigid
requirements for keeping the milk up to a high
standard. The dairies which produce milk for us are
inspected by careful, experienced men, who ulso in-
struct the dairy owners how to handle and keep the
milk in a sanitary condition from the time it is milked
until we receive it.

Glass-Lined Tanks Sterilized

Although the Carnation process is a very simple one,
years of experience, utmost care, and most sanitary
methods, have made it complete and exact. The
milk which is brought in each morning, is evaporated,
hermetically sealed and sterilized promptly, and is
handled in the cleanest manner possible. The re-
ceivers for the fresh milk are glass lined, and are
thoroughly washed and scientifically sterilized every
day. The great vacuum pans in which the milk is
evaporated are of copper, polished inside and out
every day until they shine with the brightness of
perfect cleanliness and purity.

The cans in which the farmers bring the milk are
cleaned and sterilized at our own condensers, where
we know the work is properly done. The most par-
ticular housewife would be delighted with the sweet-
ness of every milk can and every utensil used in con-
nection with the preparing of Carnation Milk.

Carnation ‘‘ Stays Sweet’’

You may open a can of Carnation Milk in summer
or in winter, and you will find the milk just as it was
when it was put into the cans—as sweet and whole-
some as when fresh from the cow. This is accom-
plished absolutely without the aid of preservatives.

Carnation Milk may be poured into an earthen
pitcher and used in the same manner as cream and
milk, or it may be used from the can as needed, and
when kept properly covered, in a cool, dry place, will
keep for several days after opening.

Do not expect Carnation Milk to taste like ordinary
raw milk. It is better milk, and it will taste dif-
ferently to you. Most people like the taste at once:
others find that they must acquire the liking by using
three or four cans.

Get Acquainted With Carnation Milk: Quality

For Everyday
Cooking

Once you serve it regularly on your table and use ;.
‘f‘ your cooking, once you realize its cleanliness, its
richness, its convenience, and its economy, you will
never go back to the old-fashioned supply. Used in
crc.uming vegetables, in making “pastry, in hosl
recipes where milk is called for, it is found to impart
a more delicate and appetizing flavor than ordinary
milk. :

For Whipping

That Carnation Milk can be whipped like “whipping
cream ""is asurprise to many. Yet this is also true—
and is a truth that spells great economy.

Carnation Milk should be used in coffee, tea, or cocoa
in place of cream. For this purpose, it should not be
diluted. The recipes given in our special rec pe book-
let tell how it is to be used for jce cream,

i cakes,
mayonnaise, and dozens of every-day uses

For Infants and Children

For infants and growing children, Carnation Milk is
most healthful. All that is needed to prepare it for

infants’ use is a proper dilution with sterilized or °

pure water. A physician should be consulted, how-
ever, as physical conditions of children differ.

Uniform High Quality

The secret of all this is summed up in one word—
quality. Quality is the watchword in every depart-
ment of the Carnation Milk Products Company, Ltd
Wherever there is a Carnation Milk condcnser)" ym;
will find that same insistent demand for quality—
quality in equipment of the condensery, quality in
the methods of handling the milk, quality in the
care and housing of the cows—the ““contented cows”
which are known the country over—and first

; i , last
and all the time, quality in the milk itself. .

Nothing but the quality can possibly give you the
cleanness, sweetness, richness, and purity you find in
Carnation Mmilk.

FREE RECIPE BOOK

Free practical recipe book sent you on request. Car-
nation Milk Products Co., Ltd., Box 40, Aylier, Ont.

ASK YOUR GROCER—THE CARNATION MILK-MAN
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Do You Believe in th
to Overcome

PSCRLL the World Loves a Lover,” we have been told. The
statement can never be more emphatically true than when

applied to Jeffery Farnol’s irresistible romance—*‘ My Lady
ESRD Caprice.”

Dick Brent, in love with Lisbeth, is inveigled by Aunt Agatha
into giving the girl a six months’ respite. Aunt Agatha exiles her
to Fane Court in hope of wedding her to Horace Selwyn, a wealthier
man. Dick follows, meets Lisbeth and wins the goodwill of her small
nephew, The Imp.

There are intrigues and counter-intrigues, and you will find yourself
always a party to them—helping, as it were, to make things easier for
Cupid. - The Imp is exasperating, but you’ll love him. Lisbeth is charm-
ing. You will not be able to resist her wiles. Neither can Dick, whom
you will be glad to support throughout all the highways and byways of
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his persistence.

“My Lady Caprice” is a captivating, gripping story that will hold
your interest from start to finish. This is the first time any Canadian
magazine has published a story by Jeffery Farnol. It is fitting that
EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD should secure the first. There is hardly a

reader who is not familiar with his other stories: ““The Broad Highway,”
‘“The Amateur Gentleman,” “The Definite Object” and ‘‘Beltane the
Smith.” They all took the literary world by storm. “My Lady Caprice”
is a breezy, chatty novel that you will like even better. It affords enter-

tainment, relaxation and excitement.

Continental Publishing Co., Lid.
Toronto, Canada
Gentlemen,

Enclosed please find $1.50. Please
enter my MW subscription to
EVERYWOMAN's WORLD for one year,
beginning with the May issue, so that
I shall not miss any instalment of
“My Lady Caprice.”

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

If renewal, please be sure to give name
the same exactly as on your present
address label.

By JEFFERY FARNOL

CAPRICE

“My Lady Caprice” will run as a serial for seven months in
EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, beginning with the May issue.

We believe our readers will appreciate a book-length novel conclude_d
in seven instalments. It affords us the opportunity to give you practi-
cally two novels a year, in addition to the many other stories and live

- articles that we present every month.

Mr. T. V. McCarthy, who illustrated “The Hidden Hope” in the
March number and “The Intruder” in this issue, will handle the art
work for “My Lady Caprice.” This insures two-fold satisfaction for you.

Do not miss the opening instalment of “My Lady Caprice” in the
May issue. When you have read that, you cannot resist each succeeding
instalment. Make sure of your copies now. If your subscription has
nearly expired, send us your renewal immediately. If it has a few more
months yet to run, do not trust to your memory—you may forget when
the time comes and miss thereby a part of the greatest serial in years.
Write us to-day. We will credit your account with a new subscription
starting the month after your expiry, no matter how far ahead that may
be. Fill in the coupon on this page with your name and address. Mail
it to-day while you think of it!
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Wingfoot Heels
Lighten Housework

7 A BVIOUS to thousands of women are the advan-
@:; (f.‘é | tagesof Wingfoot Rubber Heels on street shoes.
@C‘@ They make every pavement the yielding velvet
2002 of a lawn. They smarten good-looking shoes.
They wear long and evenly.

But for every hour you spend in your street shoes
you spend several around the house —upstairs and down
again—from kitchen to front door—miles and miles
about the house. And hard leather heels send shock!
shock! shock! to delicate nerves. And headaches soon
follow. How tired you are! Too tired for an evening’s
pleasure! Too tired even to enjoy an evening’s quiet.

Hard leather heels do cause increased fatigue.

And Wingfoot Heels will give you relief. They
ease the strain on hustled nerves. They are health-

saving.
For Children, Too

Clatter! clatter! tap! go leather heels over
floors. Thud! thud! thud! along carpeted halﬁasr.dWXEg
what a pounding and scuffling in the playroom. Hard
on nerves? Of course it is. Hard on floors, rugs and
furniture, too.

But with the coming of Wingfoots—what a differ-
ence. A quiet tread is this around the house. A thud-
less tread for the youngsters. A well-mannered tread
for little ladies and little gentlemen. And carefy] house-
wife—because there are no exposed nails—heels that will
not injure floors or furniture.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co., of Canada
Limited, guarantee Goodyear Wingfoot heels to out-

wear any other rubber heels. If yours do not, you
can have a new pair free at any Goodyear brz’mch

Shoe repairers have Wingfoot Heels for
women and children, in black, tan or white.

men,

—————
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The “Mothers of Consolidation?”

Are You Going to Join in the Work They Have Planned?
The Government Invites You—Will You Answer the Call ?

AST month EveErywoman's WORLD
came forth editorially under the
heading: ‘“‘Mobilization of Cana-
dian Women,” wherein Mrs. Nellie
L. McClung agitated for unity to
meet the problems that are to-day
facing us. In another section of the
March issue, this magazine cham-

pioned the amalgamation of women's clubs

and organizations in a ‘““Call to Arms,’—an
invitation to every Canadian woman to enlist
in a league named, temporarily and for con-
venience, ‘“The Canadian Woman's War

League,” to be organized for the purpose of

meeting issues contingent upon the war and

having a direct and vital bearing upon our home
life.

Within a few days after the publication of
the March issue, the Government called, at
Ottawa, a conference of women for the express
purpose of working along the very lines sug-
gested in our “Call to Arms.” The Dominion
has never known so unique a gathering. Women
from all walks of life were there. From
every province in the Dominion they came—
representative of every woman's organization
and woman’s interest. The assembly was signi-
ficant, inspiring.

Mrs. Adelaide Plumptre, who presided,
expressed the situation aptly when, in her final
message to the Cabinet and to the women
she said: ‘‘Fifty years ago a certain group of
men earned for themselves the title of ‘Fathers
of Confederation.” In future we may be called
the ‘Mothers of Consolidation.’”

It is to be wondered if the storm of applause
that followed the remark carried with it
understanding of the true significance of the
statement, ‘“Mothers of Consolidation!” Do
the women of Canada realize that the time has
come when they must sink all differences—
differences of class, creed, politics and nation-
ality? Has the fact been borne in upon them
that Consolidation rests with each of them
individually? To quote Mrs. McClung, from
one of her addresses at the Conference —

“We need waste no time in declaring our
loyalty OR IN DOUBTING THAT OF OUR
NEIGHBOR.”

There’s the rub—‘Doubting that of our
neighbor.” If the time many of us spend in
doubting the good faith of our neighbors were
devoted to food production, what a harvest
would there be!

“THE problems of Canada,” declared Mrs.

McClung, *‘are the women’s problems.
This is the first time in our history, and in fact,
the first time in British history, when women
have been called into council by the Govern-
ment, and I do hope that the women gathered
here will help the conference by human interest.
All the world is now div.ded into two opposing
factors—the people who represent the money
interests, and the people who are fighting for
human rights. We want the enemy, whether
at home or abroad TO KNOW THAT CANA-
DIAN WOMEN HAVE DRAWN THE
SWORD. WEARE AT WAR WITH EVERY
AGENCY AT HOME OR ABROAD THAT
WOULD WEAKEN BRITAIN.”

As the conference progressed, no doubt re-
mained as to the intention of the women.
They had buckled on their armor and were out
to win. For the past several years, through the
press and on the public platform, women have
been assured that their ‘“day has come.”
The proverbial grains of salt became more num-
erous as they accepted the statements and
bided their time.

|

“Home Thoughts
from Abroad?”

April in England—daffodils are growing
By every wayside, golden, tall and fair;
April—and all the little winds are blowing
The scents of Springtime through the
sunny air. &
April in England—God ! that we were
there!

April in England—and her sons are lying
On those red fields and dreaming of her
shore ;
April—we hear the thrushes’ songs replying
Each unto each, above the cannons’ roar.
April in England—shall we see it more ?

April in England—there’s the cuckoo call-
ing
Down in her meadows, where the cow-
slip gleams ;
April —and little showers are softly falling,
Dimpling the surface of her babbling
streams.
April in England—how the shrapnel
screams !

April in England—blood, and dust, and
smother,
Screaming of horses, men in agony:
April—full many of thy sons, O Mother,
Never again those dewy dawns shall see.
April in England—God, keep England free!

NORAH M. HOLLAND.
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But this act on the part of the Government—
thisinvitation to lend advice and co-operation—
wasdifferent. Itexemplified emancipation—no,
that is not the word; Canadian women have
never found the need of emancipation—let us
say, rather, exaltation.

They answered the Government’s invitation
w th enthusiasm. They arrived laden down
with statistics and a plenitude of common
sense. A mischievous thought struck one of
the listeners: “Did the gentlemen of the
Government ant'cipate it? D d they realize
that with all the love of detail of their feminine
nature, their energetic sisters had been col-

lecting this data for years? Did they foresee
that they (the Cabinet) were committing them-
selves to an irrevocable pledge, though vyet
unspoken?” A mischievous thought indeed,
was this, prompted by a certain sense of humor
absolutely uncontrollable when a veritable
machine-gun fire of questions was directed first
at one and then at another member of the Cabi-
net. Sir George Foster thrilled every woman
present with his exhortation to ‘“Save, Save!”
But, had he wanted to evade the question
whether or not Daylight Saving would be
adopted, he could not well have done so in the
face of one persistent questioner whose deter-
mination it was to ascertain that one point.
His oratory was marvellous and appre-
ciated. But h’'s answer was desired! And so,
it went! Mr. Henry B. Thomson, Chairman
of the Food Board, answered questions as to
compulsory rationing, fixing of prices and other
matters that have been worrying housekeepers.
Hon. N. W. Rowell, Maj.-Gen. Mewburn, and
the others, were allotted their shares.

Agriculture and Production, Thrift and Econ-
omy, Public Health and Child Welfare, Indus-
trial Activities and National Registration—all -
these subjects were dealt with.

HE last subject mentioned deserves wider
treatment, since upon its success will
depend, to a large extent, the success of the
other problems. It brings us back to EVERy-
WOMAN'S WoRLD's “‘Call to Arms.” As a result
of the Conference, a league such as we sug-
gested, modeled, probably, after the American
“League of National Defence,” may be organ-
ized by the Government. 3

Further, registration of woman power as
well as of man power is to be a reality. A
‘““Canada Registration Board ' has been formed,
including among its members Mrs. Plumptre.
In order that only a moderate amount of
machinery be used to carry out the idea, it is
necessary that every Canadian woman con-
sider herself a cog in the wheel.

Would you be willing to operate a street car
so that its present operator may be placed at
work wherein %e might be more useful but
wherein you are not physically fit? Then
register!

Would you sell dressgoods in a departmental
store so that the male clerk may be placed at
farm labor too heavy for you but both healthier
for and more required of him? Register!

EvErRYwoMAN’s WORLD is open to you at all
times for guidance. If you do not know with
whom you should communicate in order to
become employed to the best patriotic advan-
tage, write us.

The Government needs your co-operation.
When the Government is right, we support the
Government. In the present instance we
“stand at attention’’—stand as well, by you
and with you and for you. :

This national magazine has placed itself on
record with the “Mothers of Consolidation’
as one of the pioneers in the immense task of
organization—for unity and for strength. ¢

Women of Canada!  We ask you—Are you
8{&}3};5? Are you going to help us to “CARRY
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The Right Way to Shampoo

How this treatment helps your hair

ur children keep their heritage

gts(aﬂi. lus/rou._v hair. Tra@n tl;er_n

early in the habit of shampooing ( eltr

hair with the soap that keeps the scalp
healthy and vigorous

O you think your hair grows lir(fr;\

the head like a plant ? No, inc (‘L‘( ;
Thereisa fundamental difference.

For your hair does not brca_thvc;ls (‘OTC]S
a plants No vital fluid circulates t;‘ro‘u‘g :
it as does the sap in the plzmt’.' l,'x.( (,lll)()
at the very tips of its r()()ts, I}dlr 18
more life than a silken thread.

The whole beauty and lustre of ?'olur‘
hair depends upon your .s‘ml/).k Hft.rl(vl(lml((]
hair forms.  Here a networ of i{ od
vessels feed and nourish the r()(l)lts H(‘r(,‘
lie the color-supply pigment cells. : ((:i(i
thousands of tiny fat glands supply

to give your hair its glossy, life-like ap-

-arance. "

p(%}.l?is is why caring for the hair 1s,f1n
reality, exactly the same as caring for
our skin.
)O}I]‘o keep your hair lovely and‘ abu)ml.
ant you must, by the pr()]’)crltr('f"lfrt;c)?lq,
keep your scalp healthy anc \-1’;,05 S,
on the same principle as you give your
skin the proper care and trez'l.tment in
order to have a lovely complexion.

Which of these is your hair
trouble ?

Is your hair dull and lifeless ? It can
be made rich and lustrous.

i sy, oily ? or dry and britt[e?
Yolj 1f:a{;r:ez(lro'rrccty the condition whlgh
prevents the tiny oil glands from emit-
ting just the right amount of oil to keep
your hair soft and silky. :

Is it constantly powdered with dand-
ruff 7 Or does it come out in combfuls?
Begin at once to keep the pores of the
scalp as free and clear as you keep the
pores of your face. :

To keep your scalp healthy and vigor-
ous as it should be, begl,n at once to use
persistently Woodbury’s Facial Soap

joy the active, healthy feeling that a
%ngzjz:)]ﬁth Woodbury's Faqml Soap gives to
the scalp. Try the treatment given on this page.
Use it regularly. See how it improves your hair.

formulated after years of study by
Johq H: Woodbury, the famous skin

specialist.

Try this famous shampoo

Before sham pooing, rub the scalp thoroughly with
the tips of the ingers (not the finger nails).
Do not let the ngers slip along the sealp, but
make the scalp itself move in little circles, This
not only stimulates the blood that feeds the roots
of the hair, but loosens the dead cellsand particles
of dust and dandruff that clog up the pores.

Now dip the hair in warm water, separate it
into small parts and scrub the scalp with a stiff
tooth-brush lathered with Woodbury's Facial
Soap. Rub the lather in well and then rinse it
out thoroughly.,

\ext apply a thick, hot lather
Facial Soap, and leave it on for two or three
minutes. Clear off with fresh, warm water. Wash
all the soap out carefyl] and finish by rinsing in
cold water. Dry ver tl}':oroughly‘ To make the
hair fluff out prettily around the face,
hanging over the face instead of down the back.

Use thisasa regular shampoo. You will enjoy
the healthy, active feeling it gives your scalp.
You will soon see the improvement in your hair—
how much richer and softer it is,
For five or six shampoos, or for t
weeks of any of the famous facial treatments, you
will find the 25c¢. cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap
sufficient. Around it is Wrapped the booklet of
famous Woodbury skin and

scalp treatments,
Get a cake to-day. Woodbyry’ B

of Woodbury's

en days or two

Send for sample cake of soap with

booklet of famoug treatments and

samples of Woodbury’s F acial
Cream and Facial Powder

Send us § cents for 4 sample cake (enough for
a shampoo or for a week of any Woodbury Facial
treatment) together with the booklet of treat-
ments “A Skin You Loye toTouch.” O for 12c.
we will send you, in addition to these, samples of

oodbury’s Facial Cream and Facial Powder.
Address, The Andrew Jergens Co., Limited,
2604 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario




HE setting for the stage may be simply
a dark green curtain across the back, or
any woodland scene. The dramatis per-
sonae are:

Princess Irene, a child of about twelve
years of age dressed in any simple
childish frock (Kate Greenaway style is
suggested) of pink or rose color and
wearing a little jewelled cap. Her hair
is hanging about her face.

Curdie, a boy of about fifteen wearing a brown smock,
baggy brown breeches and cap with feather. He carries
a stick.

The goblins wear grotesque costumes of black
and yellow, with flapping bat-like wings. -

Fairies are dressed in conventional fairy garb,
Flash o' Light may be in flame color, Moth in pale
lavender, Fleck o' Foam in greens and greeny-blue
with touches of silver, Peaseblossom in shades of
pink, with a suggestion of a seblossom for cap.

The King wears a mediaeval robe and the soldiers
are in old fashioned military dress.

Sophie wears cap and apron.

SCENE—A glade in the forest. Dim light, which
grows brighter as the play goes on.  Enter
SOPIiIE at left, followed by IRENE, both crossing
to right. :

IRENE.—How dark it is! I cannot see the way.
Oh, Sophie, Sophie!
SOPHIE.—Nay, I cannot stay. .
Hasten! The sun is down,
shadows grow, :
And evil creatures haunt this place,
I know. (Exit, R.)
IRENE.—Wait, wait! Indeed I
cannot hurry so.
I've run and run to catch you, but
you went
So fast. Oh, Sophie, stay! My
strength is spent.
I will sit down upon this mossy stone
(Seats herself.y
It was unkind to leave me here alone,
I would not have left her so.
(Music.—The goblins steal through
the woods. The goblins enter
back, crouching down at first, but
i:tadually rising to their full
ight

)
IRENE.—What was that?
‘Oh, I must hide.
GOBLIN KING.—Hither, my gob-
lins all,

We must to work.
soldiers, Gnat.
GNAT.—Hasten, ye gnomes.

monarch’s call?
‘GOBLIN KING.—Come quickly, all. Our time
will soon be past;
‘The moon soon rises, and though clouds be cast
Across the sky, her beams will pierce them through;
‘Then must we to our dreary caves dagain
To linger there, far from :Ke sight of men,
“Till the sun sinks and night once more is due.
Fairies and elves may moonlight revels keep,
We goblins linger where the shades are deep.
Here, Flittermouse and Dragonet, advance,
Prepare the ground and let us to the dance.
(Goblins dance.)
‘GOBLIN KING.—Each figure of this dance shall haunt
the sleep
Of king or peasant, bringing evil dreams;
The child awakens in a fright and screams
~Seeing our forms around his cradle leap;
- And stormy winds shall ruffle the sea's crest;
Earthquakes and battles give the land unrest.
BATSWING (seeing Irene).—Someone is spying on us.
Oh, ho, ho!
1 see a mortal.
DRAGONET.—BK my crest, I swear,
It is a girl! I see her Xoating hair.
FLITTERMOUSE.—Who dares to watch the Goblins
come and go? (Al crowd about Irene, who shrinks in
terror.)
‘GNAT.—Pull her hair.
HOB.—Pinch her.
DRAGONET.—Let me use my sting.

Upon her.
FLITTERMOUSE.—Bring her swift before the King.
(Goblins drag Irene across glade to King.)

FLITTERMOUSE.—Lo, mighty King, this maiden
that you see,
Unseen herself, has watched our revelry,
Forbid to mortals. What shall her fate be?
‘GOBLIN KING.—Whence came you, mortal?
what do you here?
IRENE.—O, if it please you, sir, my nurse and I
‘While yet the morning sun was in the sky
‘Went out to walk. Ere shadows should appear
‘We meant to leave the wood. But Sophie fell
And hurt her knee, and that made us delay.
“Then the dark came and Sophie ran away
And left me here alone. I could not tell
‘Which way led home.
GOBLIN KING.—Now answer, who are you?
From town or mountain? Speak, and quickly, too.
IRENE.—My father’s king of all this country side,

the

Call out my

Hear ye your

And

Witch's Grandchild.”

A OueAct Faivy Play

By NORAH 9. HOLLAND
Illustrated by Emily Hand

(Entered at Ottawa in accordance with the Copyright Act.,

And when be finds his daughter’s lost, I know

He'll"send his soldiers seeking far and wide

To find me. O good goblins, let me go.

GOBLIN KING.—So you're the Princess? Well, this
is a game! :

Here's Hob, my son, just seeking for a bride.

You shall be she, you mortal. What’s your name?

IRENE.—Princess Irene.

HOB.—I don’t want her, father.

GOBLIN KING.—Hush, hush, my son!

seek far and wide
Befo! 'd find another mate for you.

We might

1SS HOLLAND has completed, for our May
issue, another delightful little play—"*‘The
In her inimitable style the

author tells of the rescue of the Princess Margery by
the fairies from the wicked old witch who had stolen
her in childhood.

As withthe** Princess Trene,”’ Miss Holland has devi-
ated a little from her Celtic setting to lead her readers
into a fairy land that can belong to any country.
—THE EDITORS.
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““No fear now, Princess,
here’s the Fairy Queen’’

IRENE.—Marry that ugly goblin? No, I'd
rather
Ere I do that, be beaten black and blue.

GOBLIN KING.—You won't marry my son?

IRENE.—I should think not,

Indeed.

GOBLIN KING.—Why, he’s the handsomest of the lot.

See but his eyes, how greenly bright they shine!

Look at his arms—so muscular and strong! (Hob tosses
aloft his arms.)

Mark you his hair—red as the reddest wine!

Ay, and his teeth—so yellow and so long! (Hob grins,
showing teeth.)

Once more, will you not wed him?

IRENE.—No, I won't!

G(()jBLIN KING.—Insolent slave! You'll rue it if you

on't.

(Goblins dance round Irene, singing.)
GOBLINS.—Pinch her, prick her, burn her, bite her!
Prod her, kick her, scratch her, fight her!

Since our Prince she will not marry,

Goblins, we will make her sorry.

CURDIE, the miner boy, enters and breaks into ring.

IRENE.—Help, help! Oh, save me, save me—!

CURDIE.—Who is here?

The little Princess! Don’t be frightened, dear,

We soon shall make these goblins disappear.

GOBLIN KING.—Rash mortal, do not linger here.
Begone!

This maid shall be a wife unto my son.

CURDIE.—What! To that ugly, red-haired, squint-
eyed thing? ;

A nice tale that is. Princess, what do you say?

IRENE.—No, no, don’t leave me here. Take me away.

CURDIE.—You hear your answer, Goblin?

GOBLIN KING.—At him, then.

CURDIE (Pushing Irene behind him).—Behind .ne,
Princess. Ha, then, would you sting? :
(Stn'l;e.s a)t toes of Dragonet with stick as goblins rush

at him.

FLITTERMOUSE.—Set on him, goblins.
down, and when

He’s down, tear him to pieces.

BATSWING.—Mind his stick!

DRAGONET.—Oh, oh, my toes, my toes!

HOB (catching stick from behind).—Now, now, be quick!

(Goblins drag Curdie to his knees.)

GOBLINS (shouting).—Seize upon him! Careful, there!

Batswing, catch him by the hair.

Now we have him. Wreak our spite

On him, scratch him, tear him, bite.

GOBLIN KING.—Hurrah, hurrah! You've got him
down at last,

Seize on the princess there and hold her fast.

Drag him
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CURDIE.—Queen of the Fairies, once you promised me
That, when I called you, you would present be.
Now, come, and chase away this goblin crew!
(Struggles to his feet again.)
Ha! the clouds break and all the sky is blue.
There comes the moon now. See her shining through.
Fairies enter, in cone-shaped formation, producing the
effect of a ray of light. Goblins are pressed slowly
back across the stage and exit.)
GOBLIN KING.—The moon! The moon! Now, goblins
save yourselves.
HOB.—Bother the Fairy Queen and all her elves!
They always spoil our revels.
LUBBERKIN.—Oh, the moon!
Haste, haste, oh haste! She'll blast us to the bone.
FLITTERMOUSE.—Let's save ourselves as quickly
as we may,
Vengeance can wait until another day. (4l exit.)
CURDIE.—No fear now, Princess. Here's the
Fairy Queen
With all her court. Ho! See the goblins run.
I knew they would not wait long. Oh, what fun:
Already none of them are to be seen.
FAIRY QUEEN.—You called me, Curdie,’ and I
came, you see.
Who is this child? What do you want of me?
CURDIE.—This is the little Princess. Yesterday
She strayed into the woods and lost her way.
FAIRY QUEEN.—What? All alone, with all the
gnomes about?
CURDIE.—And then, you see, the goblins found

her out.

She called—TI ran to help her. Then,
you know,

I cried to you. I knew you'd make
them go.

FLASH O' LIGHT.—He's a wise
lad. Upon the Queen he cried,
And then, of course, we came to
help him out.

CURDIE.—Then when you came,
they scattered far and wide,

And set her free.

- FAIRY QUEEN.—I see. Is Moth

about?

MOTH (coming forward).—Ay.

FAIRY QUEEN.—Go bid the fire-
flies get their lanterns out.

And come to me.

MOTH (calling).—Ho, Children of
the Night,

The Queen has need of you and of
your light.

Come hither, then.

Enter fireflies, dressed in greem
with small lanterns swinging at
the end of poles.

FIREFLIES.—We hear, we hear,
we hear (chanting and dancing.)
FAIRY QUEEN.—Come, gadabouts, be still
A little moment, if you can, until
I've told my wishes. Listen now. The King
Is seeking for his daughter far and near.
Go you and guide him and his soldiers here.
FIREFLIES.—We hear. We'll guide him to our Fairy
Ring. (Dance out.)
MOTH (to Irene).—Fear not, they'll find your father,
near or far,
And lead him here ere pales the morning star.
FAIRY QUEEN.—Elves of forest and of brake
What report have you to make?
Every fairy who would be
Joiner in our revelry,
Day by day must do some deed
To help another in his need.
Tell these deeds, now, one by one.
Flash o’ Light, what have you done?
FLASH O’ LIGHT.—A small, yellow buttercup
By the road her head held up,
Till a bee, in passing by,
Jostled her so heavilE
And so roughly shook her head
That she split her honey bread.
I was passing by, so then
Hel her pick it up again.
FAIRY QUEEN.—Fleck o’ Foam?
FLECK O’FOAM.—The wind had made
All the little waves afraid,
Tossing them about—so I
Went and soothed them tenderly
Till they danced and smiled once more,
Rippling in upon the shore.
FAIRY QUEEN.—Peaseblossom?
PEASEBLOSSOM.—I found a gnome
Stealing all a robin’s eggs
While the bird was far from home;
So I took him by the legs,
Whirled him round and let him go,
Laughed to see him fall below.
ALL THE FAIRIES sing:
We taught the slender daffodil
To curtsey to the breeze;
We whispered to each tiny rill
Its tinkling melodies;

We led the honey bee where blow
The fragrant banks of thyme;

We set the bluebells all arow
To ring their airy chime.

(Continued on poge 52.)
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The Bard of The
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Battleﬁeid"

A New Canadian Poet Whom the War Has “Discovered ™

EX -SERGEANT - MAJOR HECTOR

MACKNIGHT (our picture shows
him as a corporal in the 48th Highlanders),
has seen service abroad before the present
war.

At the age of 16 he was a cadet in the
1st King's Royal Rifles, from which he
went to the famous Queen's Westminsters
(13th Middlesex).

Entering the Imperial Army through the
3rd Queen’s West Surrey (Militia), he was
sent to the Oth Dragoon Guards (Cara-
bineers). :

After the South African Campaign he
headed for Canada, where he became a
member of the Victoria Rifles of Canada,
Montreal, and later the Legion of Frontiers-
men took him into their ranks.

When the Great War broke out, he was
active in preparing a mounted group
most of whom joined the earlier wmfantry
battalions.

Turned down several times owing to slight
physical defects, he eventually went over-
seas with the 58th (Toronto) Battalion,
having been sent to that unit from the 48th
Highlanders

Six months in “‘ the salient” saw him still
““carrying on"—he was all through the
Jamous * June scrap,” or third Baltle of
Ypres, 1916.

Even the Somme and Vimy Ridge were
kind to him, for he is now home on Jur-
lough after twenty-two months in Belgium
and France. ‘“‘ Nineteen of these months,”’
he says, “were real JSighting months.”

The “Bard of the Battlefield"” (we
christen him so  from his poem ‘* For
Canada’) has come back smiling, and he
expects the world to laugh with him too,
though we happen to know he has serious

The First Trip

T is dusk.
A procession of artillery limbers, lorries,
busses.
Men on foot, men on horseback.
A rattling, shouting, noisy crowd.
An awesome period. i
I wait at the roadside with many others
resting.
It is my first trip.
Every detail of the darkening, busy scene
is impressed on my mind.
Wonder possesses me.
This nightly procession has been going on for over a year
now,
On many, many roads.
Will it pass and repass in this self-same way at eventide
For many, many years?
Who knows?
Down that road shadowy forms, dislodged from the main
body, disappear in  the darkness.
The road south to Dickebush, Ploegsteert, Messines.
Ahead—Ypres!
We are marching on again.
Faintly, intermittently, the sky is lit up.
These are ‘‘Fritzie's Flares.”
Some of the boys call them Starlights.
The sickly glimmer adds to the desolate awesomeness of
the scene.
Noises assail my ears.
Some are sharp and insistent.
Some are voluminous and sonorous.
Others are like a woodpecker tap-tapping.
Occasionally screaming noises of our own shells.
I diagnose all noises in later days.
These are only rifles, cannon and machine uns.
We struggle for place with all kinds of ve icular traffic.
They deluge us with mud.
It is raining again.
We are only the Infantry,
Who cares>—Nobody!—Not me, anyway.
I am past caring already.

““Where's the Sergeant of Number Eleven?"
“I'm here,” I answer.
“Railroad Dugouts,” says the Shadow, and passes on.

)

We are now marching two deep.

“Toronto is Hamilton’s backyard,” says some one.
“Toronto feeds Hamilton's homeless,’”"is the retort.

No argument accrues, we are too dispirited.

We are still marching two deep.

I am very tired.

We pass through a village.

An g:gineer Sapper informs me it is Kruistraat.

I think of Kronstadt in South Africa.

What a difference!

The Platoon Sergeant in my rear must be a thought reader.
He says: ““Gimme Sarf Africa—
“No toe-bustin’—

Gravel agitatin’——""

Ex-Sergeant-Major Hector MacKnight

For Canada!

“Oh! The skies are blue o’er Canada,”
Sings the Bard of the Battle Line,
“There's a heart that's true in Canada,
And the love of that heart is mine.”
The white moon whispers, ‘‘"Tig true, 'tis
true.
Says the stately maple, ‘| knew, I knew.”
The ﬂc:iwer-eycs sparkle through tears of
ew
And the skies are blue o’er Canadal

“Oh! The sun shines bright o'er Canada,”
Sings the Maid of the Maple Grove,
"I sent him to fight for Canada
In the strength of our hearts’ true love."”
The flowers nod gaily amid the moss
As she fashions an old-time floral cross.
Oh! \Xl/hy such an emblem of grief and
oss
While the sun shines bright o’er Canada>

Oh! The snow lies deep o’er Canada.
Gone, gone is the sweet romance,
For the Maid lies dead in Canada,
And her Lad lies asleep in France.
The white moon whispers ** Ah! me.
Ah! me!”
“Hush! Hush!” says the ghostly Maple
Tree,
“"Twas a great and glorious victory!”
And the snow lies deep o’er Canada.

HECTOR MACKNIGHT.

“Aw, cut it out!" I answer.

He's always grousing anyway.

Besides he has no businéss up near me.
I think he's nervous!

Of course I'm not !

A shell!

Bless it’s little heart!

1t went into a field alongside.

“Gimme a horse,” quavers our Cavalry veteran.
“T'll give you a tap on the dome,” says I,

So this is Ypres!

“Oh! God, our help in ages past!”

I don’t know why that hymn keeps nagging at me.

“Our shelter from the stormy blast.”

Ypres!

I am sorry as though some child, dear to me, had been
grievously hurt.

The Flarelights throw a brighger, though ghostlier glow.

1 see ghosts—ghosts of a dead city.

We rest again.

A shell passes overhead.

Somewhere back of the Cloth Hall it crashes.
1t is a kind of muffled, ghostly crash.

We are resting in Ypres.

views on several subjects of interest to the
communaity,

Belgium stirs no great enthus’asm in his
breast, but he loves the French, who, he says,
are as hospitable and natural as can be.
“War,” says the Bard, “becomes utterly
absurd and banal when the Jighting men do
not come forward Spontaneously to assert
the“mghts of their Motherland.’

If a man has anything worth defending,”
he pownts out, “he wijl defend it with
enthusw;m. Consequently the slacker must
be a ‘Citizen of Nowhere, and does not
de;efve aizens' rights, either now or in
biping times of peace, :

Fritz’ has threatened to seng all that's
left of the Canadians home in one row-
boat, but there wil] pe enough ‘ Defenders’
t:t})l settle all nonsense qng tnequalities when
s ;g do come home. I can say with pride,
perforemp]]lamally’ too, that Canadians

£k ’Zn dt ltehehgrdest lasks in the Greal

. the aulhoritoig;_ are trusted implicitly

e French people love and respect our

Z(:zyih Th.e ‘Poily’ idolizes them.P Fritz
athematizes them, T, be vulgar, though
correct, they * Get his Goat, " ;

Ve have commissioned Hector Mac-
f;:‘ﬁi’ﬁ t;;le l%nt; us six descriptive war
with some of 12, & Which appears below,
will It “0f 1S verse. We hope our readers

o e Shadows of the Sgyient” told in
Simple soldjey language. E i

W ar is producing literature such as

the most san ;

" guwne literateyys hardly thought
bossible, E ; . Y
poets. Hectosf;l? s Diguge f

acKnight is one of them. :
lme we will present this

"™most of which has been written

S on odd scraps'of paper.
\\

Two Tommi :
“What ?;g};e:h?tr;lﬁ across the road
I tell them, " none asks,

hey answer “Th
it ough "
e don't worry—ye g’e:l }(')?(l;. Wwas a new |lot.

SOm‘fbo‘dy fusses,

“Get along out of
And other talk like t}} th
}?] w% et like that,

€ Sergeant of t} : ;
One Kingdom for 4 ﬁolfs‘jf,r, Platoon is still offering “his
by ;;e of m corporals says , - -

ailroa Dugouts.” * " Propos of nothing:

is is g deathtrap, *

,I:hc Rf”impalrts of
The Little Gate,
ﬁﬁapﬂfl li)ursting.
ouble, boys "
(\)Ve double, ¥é; double|
ver the moat anq f. :
But they’re 5 good ;g;t:“f;l;e With star shells galore

If
eel sorry for the Sergeant of the Rear Platoon.

He has friend]
y hold of :
nd yet he never liked l:%.entrenchmg tool

We are blocked j
n th

Tﬁ Ih{ra_pnel Corner!!e N

e ”
But wglrl)‘;()d-d fDUgOUtS are just acrogs th field
“Ration ust follow the Battaljon, e fields—
But this is oy first, yoy S€e, to be check, 4

eI lidlb Shrapne] Corner i) ecked off.

old on myr & er!!]

We have stOodythlr,1 trench;ng tool bothers me.
And the T Y minutes,

Ypres,

see——
Shell holes!!

Thunderbolts
houts, sCrea
Silence,

and lightning.
ms, Crushing,

“Look out, Mac_»
Tlook up—, horse

;s belly is grazing my head as I kneel
“What happenedy " " 1 :

r«Horse kicked yoy,» 2K

vhere am [

Railroad Dugoyts.»

In the M&y iSSl.l

r. ; e. " The Gas Attack,” i
bo s%:ilil;lil::ag:,:l:[:& the ucitecnl:éntw (]:; rtel:‘e,
will appear, ag well ag otlz;v:? l.l‘:;::‘ b:o::‘lz a scare,




Everywoman’s World For April, 1918 7

of Miusic?

Or are You Paying for Only Mechanical Repetition?—It Rests with
Parents to See that Children are Taught to Think Musically and
that Their Education Does Not Consist Only of a Few Stock Pieces

AN a country be called musical whose peo-
ple, generally, do not think or speak in the
language of music? We cannot judge by
large cities, where unusual advantages
may be had, but must take the level
mean: small town, village and farm life.
Does music come into our everyday
existence?

As an inquirer for news of music through-
out Canada, every bookshop and music
store in one of our large musical centres was searched in
vain for a journal that would cover the question. Noth-
ing was to be found save two small musical magazines,
excellent in their way, but giving for the most part
entirely local news. When asked if there was no journal
in existence in which an easterner could obtain informa-
tion as to what musicians of the west are doing, and vice
versa, the reply was that there is no demand for general
musical news.

“What about English or American music journals?”’

“We have a few subscribers for ‘ Musical America,’
‘The Etude,’ and kindred magazines, but very few.
Doubtless the professional musicians order direct.
Anyway, we never keep an extra copy of a music
journal. No one is interested.”

Perhaps this lack of interest will continue until,
as a people, we learn to think musically.

I may be mistaken, but I believe tKere is some-
thing revolutionary going on in the United States,
in the Community Chorus movement that is sweep-
ing the country from one end to another. It may
be in this way that a more universal knowledge of
the meaning of music in life will come to us, as a
people.

The Community Chorus work began in America
just before the outbreak of the war, and had so
seized hold of the people before the United States
went in that, with the upspringing of the great
camps, hand in hand with drill, came such wonder-
ful chorus singing as has not been heard before since
soldiering began. To go out to battle with a song on
the lips! Invincibility lies in that. To stay at home,
and wait, and work, with a song on the lips! Will it
not bring a different quality into life?

This singing has not yet come to Canada, and you
are probably asking the question, ‘‘How does Com-
munity Chorus singing begin?”’

It usually ins by means of one enthusiastic
leader who sets the ball rolling. Mr. Arthur Farwell
did that in New York City, and the ball has rolled
as far as the Pacific Coast.

A magnetic conductor can teach many others to go
through the country and start the people singing,
and then the chorus work takes care of itself, for so
many people are interested that a leader seems to
arise as if by magic in every small or big place.

Take a village of two hundred people, for instance.
It is reasonable to suppose that tEe population is
augmented by many farmers nearby. Should even
a few of these people get together and talk about
singing it is reasonable fo suppose that a choir leader
would be willing to give one evening a week to the
be¥inning of simple chorus work.

n the United States there is a Central Committee
for each State that supplies chorus music of the
simpler sort at a very moderate rate, and exrenses
are met by a small collection, a few cents from each
singer. The larger the chorus, the easier to manage
financially.

A more explicit article will shortly appear in these
columns on this subject. 1 am calling it to your atten-
tion.to—day as one of the obvious means of a broader
musu;al expression, and also as an answer to a question
that is obtruding itself very forcibly, though by indirect
means, in the professional life of music to which so many
young Canadians are devoting themselves.

No Appreciation

IS Canada becoming a country of teachers rather than
of musical interpreters?

Recently in a Toronto studio a group of musicians
were gathered. It was the week of the Mendelssohn
Choir concert, and the musicians came from half a dozen
Canadian cities. Among the performers was a slim,
dark-haired girl of twenty-four or twenty-five. She
played with an exquisite touch a little waltz-like air
which she saved from utter banality by the grace of its
rendering.  After she had finished she was asﬁed to play
“something she really liked.” She looked about the

up of people, smiled and said, “Oh I am so unused to
ing with musicians that I forgot I was free to play
real things.” And she wandered off into the “Moon-
light” of Debussy and then the “Moonlight” of Beet-
hoven; Preludes by Chopin, that everyone knows,
preludes that few people know; Bach and Ravel, Schu-
mann and Greig; they were alike loved, understood, and
really marvellously well interpreted. The young girl
played with the easy authority of an established artist,
and there were in her small audience critics of some ex-
rience who were first curious and then excited. “ Where
ﬁve you studied?” ““How long have you been playing?”’
“Why haven't you made an appearance here?”’
yThe girl’s reply, which I give you almost verbatim,
was illuminating as to an everyday situation that Cana-
dian musicians are forced to encounter.

“Ilive,” she said, ‘‘in the city of K—, Ontario. Iama
Canadian girl. I received all my tuition from a justly
celebrated Canadian teacher. "My master gave me

By EATHERINE HALE

technique, but I have inherited an intuitive knowledge
and passion for the interpretation of piano music. I have
been playing in public since I was fifteen, but I have
seldom received a fee, and I have never been allowed to
play to audiences what I want to play. I have over
fifty pupils a week, so you see I enjoy the goodwill and
the confidence of the people among whom I live, and I
teach my pupils only the real literature of the piano.
My greatest joy, in the life to which I seem to be doomed,
is to imbue them with the love of the inspired composers
that I myself feel. Many of these pupils are the daughters
of wealthy parents. They can afford to play what they
like. Their friends are educated persons, and it is quite
the proper thing to play ‘unobvious’ music in drawing
rooms. But alas for the pianist who imagines that there
is a means of livelihood in the presentation of real music
from concert platforms in Canada.”

Think of the situation! A poet in interpretation, pos-
sibly, if she had opportunity, one of the real music
makers of the world, detained in her own country and

A Working Party

Rifles and bandoliers, fifty men strong,

This is a night working party

Bound for a job that don't call for a song,

Yet every man sings and sings hearty.

If they're sad, they don’t show it, no good soldier should.
“The morale of our troops,” says the paper, “‘is good.”

*‘Picks, Boys, and shovels, too; fifty's our strength ;
Steady! and cut out the smoking.

Our job is trench-digging, I don’t know the length:
The sandb are heavy—they're soaking.

Where's the Guide? Here you are, lad, let’s get on our road.
Single file, there! Come on! And tal.e care of your load.”

Digging and sandbagging, fifty men toil;
Darilness and dampness impede them.

Stench indescribable comes from the soil.

“Get those stretchermen here, we may need them!
Last night they ‘got’ twenty right here in the wood.’
“The morale of our troops,” says the paper, ‘‘is good!”

Rifles and bandoliers—thirty-seven strong
louch in the frey of the dawning,

Never a whistle and never a song—

All the weary way back in the morning.

But the rum ration warms 'em, their blankets feel

"Twill be high noon or later before they awake.

jake.”

*'Cookhouse is blowing, boys, tumble out quick,

Food for the strong and the hearty.

Your pal will fetch yours, Bill, if you're feeling sick.
What! Lost in last night’s working party?”

... - TenBlighty’s, three crosses—just plain ones of wood.
*“The morale of our troops,” says the paper, “‘is good.”

—By HECTOR MACKNIGHT.

MR. MacKnight, whose page of narrative and verse, entitled ** Shade
ows of the Salient" appears elsewhere in this issue, wrote the above
goem. and most of his others, in the trenches on odd scraps of paper.

hey will abpear exclusively in Everywoman's World.
~~THE EDITORS.

for that reason bound on the wheel of a profession which
after a time is sure to blunt the keen edge of vision.

Undoubtedly there exists here a serious situation,
one which has not been discussed in any practical fashion.
To every situation there is somewhere a key.

. I believe that the reason why it is impossible for musi-
cians, however talented, to earn a livelihood in Canada
through public performances, is largely because there is
no real musical education either in the home or in the
schools. We do not teach our children to think musically.

I am aware that there are all sorts of efforts in this
direction. The gramaphone constitutes a good musical
medium, and [ sugpose it would be safe to say that in one
home.out of five hundred, all over the land, one of these
machines is placed. That is a step in the right direction,
for we know that the best musical literature is available
in certain records, and that the constant repetition of
oratorio, opera, overtures, and solos by the great artists,
is in itself educative.

The Grammar of Music

AT school children are taught little songs in the

: kindergarten, and chorus work as they advance into
higher rooms, but there is no systematized education
along simple rudimentary lines in the study of. music,
and music making, and music makers, either in the home
or in the school.

At the age of seven or eight years many children—one
can hardly say most children—begin music lessons. They
are taught the signs and symbols of a great new language.

‘Easily or painfully, according to their temperament and
ability, they learn these symbols, and also a few stock
ieces. But, save in exceptional cases, where the teacher

s an intellectual and a spiritual conception of music
as a universal language and a force—a force quite as
great as the spoken or the written word—the pupil is not
much wiser for his or her acquirement.

When the child can hear a little waltz, or a simple
composition, and is able to recognize whether its grammar

is good or bad, whether the idea is sweet and true, or
grotesque and ugly, just as he or she would know, as a
result of training, whether a juvenile story or verse is
beautiful or ugly—when this arrives we shall know
that our musical education has begun. When we read
about the various music forms and learn to discuss them
as we do story forms, when it is as natural to make com-
poritions in music as it is in words—then we shall have
begun to think musically.

In the meantime, in the average city under the fifty
thousand population mark there is so little opportunity
to hear the best music that it is almost an unknown
language.

One will find in a town of eight thousand inhabitants,
for instance, a little group of music lovers forming a
club or society. The membership is probably fifty to
eighty people.” Ten people at most out of every thousand.

f an artist should visit this town an audience of six
hundred people would be considered a “crowd.” Small
audiences invariably greet the unknown artist who is

met with the gland assertion, “You know we are
not very fond of classical music here.”

These things are signs of barbarism, but we take
them as a matter of course.

Sometimes a_real musician will make his way
towards a hearing in Canadian towns by force of
some unusual quality. He stirs up a personal
curiosity. The Cherniowski brothers, that Russian
trio who toured the country two years ago, were
examples of this. Their personalities, so colorful,
so un-English, opened the doors of small theatres
and town halls everywhere, and Canadian audiences
who are so afraid of classical music came, and inci-
dentally heard some.

A remarkable story might easily be written about
the strange Fear that exists in the minds of those
who have it in their power to provide concert
programmes. It is a Fear akin to that of editors
who, until very recently, have expatriated mast of
our big writers on the score that their work is ‘' above
the heads of the people.”

Now it seems to me that the only way out of the
difficulty is for the people to take affairs into their
own hands, and by that education which begins
largely in the home and should be insisted upon in
the public schools, make the musical life throughout
Canada as real as the social life, and the life of
patriotic service.

We should have public lectures on music and
musical forms, just as we have lectures on literature
and literary forms. And these lectures should be
given in small places, and books on musical subjects
should be placed in the libraries, and the rudiments
of musical composition taught in the schools.
Then, and then only, will we awake to the fact that
we need and want tf‘:e genius of the artist interpreter
to quicken and inspire our musical life.

Musical Notes

PERSONAL magnetism, one of the forces that

moves the world, is mever more persistently
felt than in the art of music. Canadians who may be
able to avail themselves of the good fortune to ﬁ,ear
the Philadelphia Orchestra under the conductorship
of Mr. Leopold Stokowski, will see and feel one of the
greatest examples of personality. The conductor
was born in England, his father was a Pole, his
mother an Irishwoman. He is absolutely tinglin
with a vibrant life that produces in his band a quality o%
spiritual emotion that it is impossible to record in words.
One came away from the spell of such music all alive,
quickened in imagination and in feeling. To hear the
orchestra once is to hunger for more, and to realize anew
that there is no joy like the music of strings.

The Mendelsohn Choir, under whose auspices the Phila-
delphia Orchestra appeared, gave their first concert under
the baton of Mr. H. A. Fricker, the successor of Dr. A. S.
Vogt. Mr. Fricker is a well-known English musician,
lately conductor of the Leeds Symphony Orchestra.
With an almost perfect chorus to work with, Mr. Fricker
found his instrument tuned and ready. An angehlic
purity has been one of the distinguishing features of the
world-famous band of singers. With the dramatic
warmth which most En¢lish conductors insist upon, it will
be interesting to watch developments.

The Mendelsohn Choir left an exquisite picture, a
spiritual projection, in the closing lines of Elgar’s Cantata
“King Olaf” at the last concert.

The dawn is not distant,
Nor is the night starless;
Love is eternal!

God is still God, and
His faith shall not fail us,
Christ is eternal.

M ADAME Elizabeth Campbell, who has appeared with
the string quartette of the Canadian Academ
of Music, is an exquisite bird of song—but a golden bir({
with the most wonderful color in her deep mezzo-contralto
voice. She is a Canadian who has made good in the
world of opera, and was recently a member of the
Boston Opera Company. She Kas left now for an
American concert tour and recital appearances in New
York City. One of her most delightful programmes is
composed _entirely of songs by our own composer,
Clarence E. Lucas, who was for years associated with
the Toronto College of Music, and is now one of the
editors of the Musical Courier of New York.
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Everyday Experiences in the Lives of Our Aviators

2 @

By T. RIDGWAY LONGCOPE

(Passed by the Censor)

2.

NE of the most
difficult tasks I
O knowistogather
information
from a returned
aviator regard-
ing his experi-
ences on active service. There
are several reasons for this, and
the “foremost is that a good
soldier won'’t talk. He follows
the old motto that “A still
tongue doeth no harm.”” There
is a more fitting motfo and far
more expressive, but it would,
I am afraid, never get past the
censor. Then, toa, most of the
boys have a natural hesitancy
about telling what they have
done because the everyday experience of an aviator in
France is so crammed full of the most daring bravery
that the ordinary person almost refuses to believe that
such things have occurred and are occurring daily.

A single example from official records will be used to
instance my point. A young aviator who had crossed
the enemy lines for a little excursion best known to him-
self and Kis Flight Commander, somehow lost his bear-
ings. He came down near to earth and, seeing a group
of men working in a large field, taxied over to them to
ask his way home. Hardly had he come to a stop when
he espied a body of horsemen approaching him at full pelt.
He immediately realized that he had landed in enemy
terrain.  Luckily he had kept his engine ticking over.
He gave her gas right away, and managed to outrace his
pursuers in his dash for the air. Once there, it occurred
to him that he had forgotten something, so he turned
around and emptied a couple of clips of cartridges into
the horsemen’s ranks with excellent results. Then, turn-
ing for home, he sailed away, stopping en route to shoot
down some heavy gun teams and a supply train and give
a staff car an excellent excuse for quitting business. He
then climbed into the clouds homeward bent, and, taking
no chances, breezed west for a considerable distance,
landed in a French aerodrome, spent a comfortable night,
flew home the next day—to find himself a Flight Com-
mander for his pains,

Passing Events

URING a bout of active service an aviator happens

upon experiences that, though they make no imme-
ciate impression, become more prominent than the most
dramatic events when the period s passed and can be
viewed in retrospect. Commenting upon this, an
aviator mentioned to me some of these subconscious
impressions gathered during his first year's term at the
front. He said:—

“I'have now mental photographs of some very weird
humorous and tragic events, glimpses of which I caught
here and there: for instance, the curious smile of a dead
observer as we lifted his body from a bullet-plugged
machine; the shrieking of the wires whenever we dived
on Hun aircraft; a tree trunk falling on a howitzer; a
line of narrow nosed busses with heavy bombs fitted under
the lower planes ready to leave for their objective; the
ghostline of Ypres as we hovered seven thousand feet
above its ruins; a certain riotous evening when eight of
the party of fourteen ate their last dinner on earth; a
severe reprimand delivered to me by a meticulous colonel
after I returned from a long reconnaisance that included
four air flights, for the crime of not having fastened my

Photo

British front line and ication trench
taken from Airplane 7,000 feet in air

sollar before arrival on the aerodrome at five a.m.; a
broken Boche aeroplane falling in two segments at a
height of ten thousand feet; the breathless moments at
a base hospital when the surgeon-in-charge examined
new casualties to decide which of Eem were to be sent
across the Channel; and, clearest of'all, the brown-faced
infantry marching back to the trenches from our village.”

Airships That Pass in the Night

WE, here in Canada, must often wonder'what can be
the feelings of folks in towns and villages when an
air raid is in progress, what the people think as they

gl sy gl “"‘”'lﬂ»’_""' '.,':»""-“ ;

In formation—Ready for a Flight

watch the airships that pass in the night and hear the
explosions of their bombs. At such a time the sensations
of most people, I imagine, are a mixture of deep interest,
deep anger, excitement, nervousness, and a desire for
revenge.  Certainly they do not include speculation
about the men who man the raiders. And, for their part,
the men who man the raiders do not speculate about the
folks below and their state of mind. ~When back home
the aviators may wonder what feelings they have inspired
in the people below, but at the time the job’s the thing,
and nothing else matters.  British aviators bomb only
places of military value, and do it mostly in the day-

German front line trench. Semi-circle to left—Officers
dug-out.” Note how our Artillery has “‘peppered’’
the whole territory

time, but even so, their experiences have much in com-
mon with those of Zeppelin crews. :

The bombing machines in France visit all sorts of
places, forts, %farrison places, railway junctions, bivouac
grounds, staff headquarters, factories, ammunition
depots, aerodromes, Zeppelin sheds and naval harbors.
Some objectives are just behind the lines, some are one
hundred miles away. There are also freelance raids, as
when a pilot with some “eggs” to spare dives down toa
low altitude and drops them on a train or a column of
troops. A daylight bomb raid is seldom a complete
failure, but the results are sometimes hard to record,

A ““Nose Dive’’

“IT is a favorite trick of the Hun,” a seasoned veteran

of twenty-two, who has been flying in France over two
years, told me the other evening, “to hide in a cloud
about ten or fifteen thousand feet in the ajr. He will
stay in this cloud for probably an hour watching for one
of our aviators making a flight. Then like a shot he will
swoop down on him at the rate of about 300 miles an
hour. This is what is known as a “nose dive,” the engine
being shut off and the machine being allowed to ro!
through the air with no resistance from the wings. Wheg
the Hun is a few hundred yards away, he opens up his
machine gun and then the fun begins.”

‘his same chap of ours, I was told later, brought down
his first Hun machine which was waiting to attack him
in this manner. He was sent out over the German lines
todoa ‘“shoot,” and he saw, several thousand feet above
him and near his own lines, a Hun flyer dodging in and
out around a small cloud, waiting for ﬂim to return. He
finished his “shoot,” and, instead of taking the usual
course home, he made a bee line for Mr. Hun far above
him. Now, anordinary flight plane is so constructed that
the machine gun is geared to the engine so that it fires
between the blades of the propellor as they revolve.
Many of the German machines are equipped the same
way, so that the machine has to be pointed directly at the
object in order that a hit can be made. As this young
Canadian approached the Hun, he ran his machine
around the cloud with the Canadian after him. As they
were travelling in short circles, neither could get a shot
at the other, and, as the passed, both, waved their
hands and then kept up their deadly pace. Finally our
flier made a hit and shot the German machine in such a
way that the wings folded like a jack-knife and it started
tofall. Itfell about 2000 feet and then burst into flames.
The Hun then jumped clear of the machine when it was
about 8,000 feet in mid-air.

I have met a great many returned aviators and have
talked with them in the privacy of their homes; have
taken advantage of them, as it were, when their guard

was down. I was surprised to
learn from many of them of
the chivalry that exists be-
tween the German fliers and
our loys.

It has been the custom all
through the war to bury the
fallen victims with full military
honors. With the British a
full last-rite service is held and
crossed propellors are placed
over the graves, then a volley
is fired. Along a twenty mile
front there are two buglers
emoloyed for nothing else
but to blow last calls over
fallen foemen, and one officer
told me: “We do our best to
* : keep them busy.”

.German flier was brought down uninjured behind
our lines not long ago and several of our boys invited him
in to mess as it was Just about supper-time. They found
l? spoke excellent English. With the help of a little
ﬁ ampagne and a corking good feed they found out all
e knew. One of the Military Police making his rounds,
saw him dining and immediately took him away The

British have an intelligenc
ave a nce depart é
men are taken. . S omprie ol e

The airmen play an important i i i
department of alf bellige{‘)ents. Kagelrrxlng:le ;gifel:?')iizﬁ
that may not be generally known, and which they have
used In some of their air raids over London, is quite
}nterlestmg. Men are dropped .in parachutes outside of
ondon, Upon'each man’s parachute is a liquid fire
arrangement which absolutely destroys his paraphernalia
when he lands. . He then walks into London and takes
up his quarters in some hotel. Needless to say, very few

of these spics escape detection at iti
- < the
Intelligence Department. e o S

The Making of a ““Shoot’’

HEdm:&kixlg of a “shoot”” is one of the most important
and ettective means of destruction em loyed by air
warfare. It takes two men to make a “shgotx' andythe
most important one is the observer, who does all the
directing. After several flights have been made, and
ppolographs taken and maps drawn of a particulax" plot
;)n ﬁ:’;)u}?d, possibly five miles square, it will be noted that
g €avy guns are entrenched and camo 1 and
have to be put out of commission, i e

: The observer, who is flying at a height of about 10,000

eet, out of range of anti-aircraft guns, trains the fire of
his battery on an enemy gun emplacement by directing
the battery by means of wireless signals, This is called
the clock code. The gun that we are trying to hit will
be represented by the centre of a dial on an ordinary clock.
A circle will be drawn on the photograph about 200 yards
in circumference around the object on which the figures
are marked, the same as on a clock, The observer will
give the signal to fgre. It usually takes about four shots
to make a hit. " It is no uncommon thing for an observer
to shoot half a day for one particular object. I have seen
photographs taken after a shoot at plot of ground about
100 yards in diameter in which about 900 forty pound
shells had struck. You may well imagine the condition
of the ground as each shell tears a hole 80 feet in diameter
and 30 feet deep. In this particular case, it was believed
that German officers had entrenched themselves far under
ground in a strongly fortified cement dugout.

Chain of trenches to left—British front lines.
right—Ger_man front line. No-man’s land intervenes

To extreme

When the men are relieved from duty there is a good

dteal tof fun for them in trying to outdo one another in air
stunts. 3

far end. Ends of hangars are covered with canvas, luckily,
so all he did was to leave his wings, etc., inside whﬁ’e
he shot out about fifty feet with nothing but the body of
the car. The corps presented him with a bill for $15,000.
He more than paid it, poor chap, several days later, but
thatone stuntimmortalized him jr, theeyesof his comrades.



Another Weird Tale
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Y name is William Francis Furlong. My
occupation is that of a commission mer-
chant, and my place of business is on
St. Paul Street, in the City of Montreal.
I have resided in Montreal ever since
shortly after my marriage, in 1862, to my
cousin, Alice Playter, of Toronto. The
name of my late uncle, Richard Yarding-
ton, is well known to all residents of
Toronto, where he spent the last thirty-

two years of his life. He settled there in the year 1829,

when the place was still known as Little York. - He opened

a small store on Yonge Street, and his commercial career

was a reasonably prosperous one. In the course of years

l.e acquired a competency, and in 1854 retired from

business altogether. From that time up to the day of

his death he lived in his own house on Gerrard Street.

At the time of taking up his abode in Toronto—or
rather in Little York—my uncle Richard was a widower,
and childless; his wife having died several months pre-
viously. His only relatives on this side of the Atlantic
were two maiden sisters, a few years younger than him-
self. The elder of them subsequéntly became my mother.
She was left a widow when I was a mere boy, and sur-
vived my father only a few months. I was an only
child, and as my parents had been in humble circum-
stances, the charge of my maintenance devolved upon
my uncle, to whose kindness I am indebted for such
educational training as I have received. After sending
me to school and college for several years, he took me
into his store, and gave me my first insight into commer-
cial life. I lived with him, and both then and always
received at his hands the kindness of a father, in which
light I eventually almost came to regard him. His
rounger sister, who was married to a watchmaker called
i{]ias Playter, lived at Quebec from the time of her mar-
riage until her death, which took place in 1846. Her
husband had been upsuccessful in business, and was
moreover of dissipated habits. He was left with one
child—a daughter—on his hands; and as my uncle was
averse to the idea of his sister’s child remaining under
the control of one so unfit to provide for her welfare, he
vroposed to adopt the little girl as his own. To this
proposition Mr. Elias Playter readily assented, and little
Alice was soon domiciled with her uncle and myself in
Toronto.

Brought up, as we were, under the same roof, and see-
ing each other every day of our lives, a childish attach-
ment sprang up between my cousin Alice and myself.
As the years rolled by, this attachment ripened into a
tender affection, which eventually resulted in an engage-
ment between us. Our engagement was made with the
full and cordial approval of my uncle, who did not share
the prejudice entertained by many persons against mar-
riages between cousins. He stipulated, however, that our
marriage should be deferred until I had seen somewhat
more of the world, and until we had both reached an age
when we might reasonably be presumed to know our own
minds. He was also, not unnaturally, desirous that be-
fore taking upon myself the responsibility of marriage I
should give some evidence of my ability to provide for
a wife, and for other contingencies usually consequent
upon matrimony. He expressed his willingness to estab-
lish me in business, either in Toronto or elsewhere, and
to give me the benefit of his experience in all mercantile
transactions.
€CWhen matters had reached this pass, I had just com-
pleted my twenty-first year, my cousin being three years
younger. Since my uncle’s retirement I had engaged in
one or two little speculations on my own account, which
had turned out fairly successful, but I had not devoted
myself to any regular or fixed pursuit. Before any defi-
nite arrangements had been concluded as to the course of
my future life, a circumstance occurred which seemed to
open a way for me to turn to good account such mercan-
tile talent as I possessed. An old friend of my uncle's
opportunely arrived in Toronto from Melbourne, Aus-
tralia, where, in the course of a few years, he had risen
from the position of a junior clerk to that of senior part-
ner in a prominent commercial house. He painted the
land of his adoption in glowing colors, and assured my
uncle and myself that it presented an inviting field for a
young man of energy and business capacity, more espe-
cially if he had a small capital at his command. The
matter was carefully debated in our domestic circle. I
was naturally averse to a separation from Alice, but my
imagination took fire at Mr. Redpath’s glowing account
of his own splendid success. My uncle bade me consult
my own judgment in the matter, but rather encouraged
the idea than otherwise. He offered to advance me £500,
and I had about half that sum as the result of my own
speculations. Mr. Redpath, who was just about return-
ing to Melbourne, promised to aid me to the extent of
his power with his local knowledge and advice. In less
than a fortnight from that time he and I were on our
way to the other side of the globe.

We reached our destination early in the month of Sep-
tember, 1857. My life in Australia has no direct bear-
ing upon the course of events to be related, an_d may be
passed over in a very few words. . I engaged in various
enterprises, and achieved a certain measure of success.
At the end of four years—that is to say, in September,

1861—I made up my account with the world, and found
I was worth ten thousand dollars. I had, however, be-
come terribly homesick, and longed for the termination
of my voluntary exile. I had, of course, kept up a regular
correspondence with Alice and Uncle Richard, and of
late they had both pressed me toreturn home. “You have
enough,” wrote my uncle, “‘to give you a start in Toronto,
and [ see no reason why Alice and you should keep apart
any longer. You wilrhave no housekeeping expenses,
for I intend you to live with me. [ am getting old, and
shall be glad of your companionship in my declining
years.  You will have a comfortable home while I live,
and when I die you will get all T have between you. Write
as soon as you receive this, and let us know how soon you
can be here,—the sooner the better."

The letter containing this pressing invitation found me
in a mood very much disposed to accept it. The only
enterprise I had on hand which would be likely to delay
me was a transaction in wool, which, as I believed, would
be closed by the end of January or the beginning of Feb-
ruary. By the first of March I should certainly be in a
condition to start on my homeward voyage, and I deter-
mined that my departure should take place about that
time. I wrote both to Alice and my uncle, apprising
them of my intention, and announcing my expectation
of reaching Toronto not later than the middle of May.

The letters so written were posted on the 19th of Sep-
tember, in time for the mail which left on the following
day. On the 27th, tom huge surprise and gratification,
the wool transaction relyerred to was unexpectedly con-

cluded, and I was at liberty, if so disposed, to start for
home by the next fast mail steamer, the Southern Cross,

"THE Haunted House on Duchess Street,”
the third of the series of mystery
stories by John Charles Dent, will appear in
the May issue. It will be by far the most
interesting of the stories yet presented.”

—THE EDITORS.

leaving Melbourne on the 11th of October. I was so dis-
posed, and made my preparations accordingly. It was
useless, I reflected, to write to my uncle or to Alice,
acquainting them with the change in my plans, for I
should take the shortest route home, and should probably
be in Toronto as soon asa letter could getthere. Iresolved
to telegraph from New York, upon my arrival there, so
as not to take them altogether by surprise.

The morning of the 11th of October found me on board
the Southern Cross, where I shook hands with Mr. Red-
path and several other friends who accompanied me on
board for a last farewell. I took the Red Sea route, and
arrived at Marseilles about two o’clock in the afternoon
of the 29th of November. I had a commission to execute
in London, which, however, delayed me there only a few
hours, and I hurried down to Liverpool, in the hope of
catching the Cunard steamer for New York. I missed
it by about two hours, but the Persia was detailed to
start on a special trip to Boston on the following day.
I secured a berth, and at eight o’clock the next morning
steamed out of the Mersey on my way homeward.

““ To my astonishment she immediately handed me a letter '’
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The voyage from Liverpool to Boston consumed four-
te n days. All I need say about it is, that before arriv-
ing at the latter port I formed an intimate acquaintance
with one of the passengers—Mr. Junius H. Gridley, a
Boston merchant, who was returning from a hurried busi-
ness trip to Europe. He was—and is—a most agreeable
companion. Before the dome of the State House loomed
in sight he had extracted a promise from me to spend a
night with him before pursuing my journey. We landed
at the wharf in East Boston on the evening of the 17th
of December, and I accompanied him to his home on
West Newton Street, where I remained until the follow-
ing morning. Upon consulting the time-table, we found
that the Albany express would leave at 11.30 a.m. This
left several hours at my disposal, and we sallied forth
immediately after breakfast to visit some of the lions of
the American Athens.

N the course of our peregrinations threugh the streets,
wedropped into the post office, which had recently been
established in the Merchants’ Exchange Building, on
State Street. Seeing the countless piles of mail-matter,
I jestingly remarked to my friend that there seemed to be
letters enough there to go round the whole human fa mily.
He replied in the same mood, whereupon I banteringly
suggested the probability that among so many letters,
surely there ought to be one for me.

“Nothing more reasonable,” he replied. ‘“We Bos-
tonians are always bountiful to strangers. Here is the
General Delivery, and here is the department where
letters addressed to the Furlong family are kept in stock.
Pray inquire for yourself.”

he joke, I confess, was not a very brilliant one; but
with a grave countenance I stepped up to the wicket and
asked the young lady in attendance:

*“Anything for W.'F. Furlong?”

She took %rom a pigeon-hole a handful of correspond-
ence, and proceeded to run her eye over the addresses.
When about half the pile had been exhausted she stopped,
and propounded the usual inquiry in the case of strangers:

“Where do you expect letters from?"’

“From Toronto,"” I replied.

To my no small astonishment she immediately handed
me a letter, bearing the Toronto post-mark. The address
was in the peculiar and well-known handwriting of my
uncle Richard.

Scarcely crediting the evidence of my senses I tore
open the envelope, and read as follows:—

‘“TorONTO, 9th December, 1861.

“My DeaR WiLL1aM—I am so glad to know thaf you
are coming home so much sooner than you expected when
you wrote last, and that you will eat your Christmas
dinner with us. For reasons which you will learn when
you arrive, it will not be a very merry Christmas at our
house, but your presence will make it much more bearable
than it would be without you. I have not told Alice that
you are coming. Let it be a joyful surprise for her, as
some compensation for the sorrows she has had to endure
lately. You needn't telegraph. I will meet you at the
G. W. R. station.

Your affectionate uncle,

RICHARD YARDINGTON.”

“Why, what's the matter ?"’ asked my friend, seeing
the blank look of surprise on my face. ““Of course the
letter is not for you; why on earth did you open it?"

“It is for me,” I answered. “Sce here, Gridley, old
man, have you been playing me a trick ? If you haven't,

(Continued on page 42)
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I there had been anything which she could
have criticized in the arrangement of the
rooms, Joan felt it would have been an
alleviation. Then she could have suggested
a change and made them more intimately
her own. But they were perfect, with a
perfection it would have seemed vandalism
to despoil. There was a quiet dignified
beauty about the entire house which Joan
knew that she herself could not have
achieved. It had a studied ‘[:erfectiqn that charmed and
enveloped one in an atmosphere entirely its own. ¢

Joan would have had more light, sun!ig}_lt or the im-
pression of sunlight; yet as she pondered it, in the beauti-
}ul twilight atmosphere of the rooms, even the mental
suggestion appeared almost an offence. It was all gray
and silver, delicately gray like wreathed smoke, and silver
stripped of its fire, the silver of the sea on dull days.
There was no discordant note in the who}e. No, it was
perfect. If the soul of the house was a mist-like twilight
soul, a soul loving shadows better than the sun, still it
was beautiful Witﬁ an evasive beauty that made color
and light appear almost blatant, almost crude.

Once Joan had brought in a great armful of Iceland
poppies, red with the eager burning red of life, and
placed them defiantly in a clouded crystal bowl beside
one of the windows. And then she had stood back
to consider the effect. She remembered that moment
poignantly. It was so symbolic of all that she had ever
felt since she had come to that house as a bride. The
poppies were intruders. They did not belong there.
She could not make them part of that room. The
appeared flagrantly out of place. With a sudden swift

- exasperation she had caught them up and ﬂupg them out
of the open window. The white peonies which replaced
them became at once part of the room. But they were
not hers. She had no feeling for peonies. They did not
belong to her!

She had never alluded to anything of the sort. How
could she? Stephen would only have laughed at her.
She had never even spoken of her to Stephen. But she
had heard of her from others. Mrs. Billings the house-
keeper, who had been with Stephen in one capacity or
other ever since he had opened his eyes on the world,
delighted to talk of her to Joan. Mrs. Helmer, their
neighbor, in her frequent visits, also often spoke of Joan's
predecessor.

“I've  never
known anyone
just like her,”
Mrs. Helmer re-
marked for the
hundredth time
during one of
her visits, “a
queer witch-like
little thing she
.was. Her great
black staring
eyes would al-
most frighten
you. She never
appeared to me
quite human,
quite like flesh
and blood. She
never liked peo-
ple. She was
wrapped up in
the house and
her music to the
exclusion of
everything else.
She played
queer wild music
that was as
strange as she
was herself. 1
would say that
she cared far
more about the house
and her music than she
ever cared for her hus-
band. I always said
that she was not” human
enough to have human
affections.”

Joan felt a shiver run
through her which at
that moment she could
not account for., She
only knew that she often
felt a cold chill in her
veins when anyone spoke
of her. She could never
quite analyze her own
feelings. Tt was not
jealousy that she felt for
the dead woman, she
was sure of that. She
had no desire to have
more than what was
her own. The past
belonged to the dead,
but the present was
hers. And yet, she had
always felt, In a manner
whicK she could not have
explained, that it was as
though she would not
resign herself to the past. As though she would encroach
also on the present. Joan could never quite rid herself
of the notion, fantastic and absurd as it seemed, that the
queer witch-like little person of whom she had heard so
much, still remained in the rooms which she had loved!

Joan for the moment had forgotten Mrs. Helmer
sitting opposite to her, waiting to be spurred on by further
questions. She recalled herself sharply from the thoughts
which had carried her so far.

“She made the house very beautiful,” she said now,
“one can feel how she loved it.”

“Yes," Mrs. Helmer assented, “‘she was more artist
than wife. And Stephen Merrick let her do exactly as
she pleased. Fortunately he had money enough to pay
for her whims.

The house was alwa){s in a state of upset, workmen doing
over a room or putting in a window where no one ever
drgamegl that a window should be. She was just like a
child with a toy, never satisfied unless she was tearing
some part of it to pieces and building up something
different. Stephen Merrick must have spent a fortune
just on alterations.” :

3 “She was so young to die,” Joan said meditatively,
“I think she must have hated to die—to leave it all
behind.”

“Yes, I daresay, it was very sad. But I think Stephen
Merrick has been a far happier man ever since. She was
too whimsical and capricious to make any man happy.
I was not a bit surprised to hear that he was to be
marrjed again. And when I saw you, my dear, I knew
that the poor man had got all that he had missed before.
She was not human to my mind—she was like an elf or
some strange woodland creature. A man requires a
sweet, sane woman to make him happy—and I couldn’t
say that she was either.”

OAN never forgot the time that she received the first
J distinct impression that later was to become so
common an occurrence, so much a part of everything in
that house. She was sitting at dinner talking to Stephen,
telling him of some trivial episode, when suddenly she
became conscious that there were three people in the
room. She stopped abruptly in the thread of her narra-
ti]ve, and Stephen Merrick looked up inquiringly from his
plate.

“What is it?" he said, curiously.

“Nothing, nothing,” Joan responded hastily. But she

But she never made a home for him.

The Story of a Disturbing Element and
the Presence that Banished It

By BEATRICE REDPATH

Hlustrated by T.V. McCarthy

turned and looked over her shoulder with a quick move-
ment. She fancied that perhaps one of the maids had
entered the room unperceived by herself, her footfall
inaudible on the soft rug. But no, the room was empty
except for themselves.

She went on with her dinner with a violent effort,
striving désperately to resume the thread of her narra-
tive. But she could not rid herself of the unpleaant
feeling that they were not alone. It was too absurd to
speak of it. Stephen was decidedly a practical person.
And he had surely had enough of whimsical women.
She made every eﬂ}:)rt not to turn her head, not to look
to where her eyes were drawn, by the feeling that some
person was standing there. She tried focussing her
eyes on a piece of glass or silver, and keeping them
fixed there while she strove to continue the conversation.
But Stephen was quick to notice something strange in her
manner.

“What is it, Joan?"" he asked again, ‘‘aren’t you feel-
ing well?”

“I think I am nervous to-night,” she responded,
“suppose we go into the other room for our coffee.”

To leave that room, that was her uppermost idea. To
rid herself of that sensation which was so overpowering,
of a quiet listening presence there. She caught his hand
as he rose and half pulled him through the hall to the
sitting room on the far side of the house. On the threshold
she paused a moment, to see if the impression still
remained with her. But no, the room was quite empty
of anyone, of anything save themselves. She switched
on more lights for greater security and then turned to
Stephen, taking his arm and pressing it with a soft,
intimate pressure.

“Oh I am so glad,” she said quickly, “so glad to be
alone with you.”

He looked at her half amused.

“Funny child,” he said, “from the way you speak you
would think we had been entertaining a horde of guests.”
But his eyes smiled at her serious face and he appeared
pleased. "He always seemed gratified when Joan was
suddenly and audaciously demonstrative,

he next time that she knew a recurrence of the same
sensation was late the following afternoon. She was
sitting reading beside one of the long windows, when she
became quite sure that someone was standing in the
doorway watching her. So certain was she that she half
closed her book, turning to see who it was. But there was
no one there. The curtains hung straight and still on
either side of the doorway. She turned back to her book
with a dissatisfied feeling, and immediately she was
conscious once more of the same sensation.

This time she closed her book and walked across the
room, her heart beating quickly. The hall was quite
empty, and as she stood there peering into the shadows,
she could hear faintly from a distance the sound of the
servants’ voices.

It was altogether foolish, she told herself. She must
really (‘on(}uer this thing or it would become an obsession.
She turned back very deliberately and sat down with her
book in the same chair as before, determined this time
not to turn round again. But it required all the strength
of her will not to do so. It was as if someone’s eyes
were boring into the back of her head, piercing her con-
sciousness with their steady unshifting gaze. Shekept her
eyes glued to the pages, and turned them at stated
intervals. She knew nothing of what she was reading.

he words danced before her eyes in little quavering
lines, Her whole attention was concentrated on merely
keeping her eyes on the page.

She did not know how long she had sat there, when she
heard a footstep close beside her. This time there was
unmistakably some one there, and she started up with a
stifled shriek, to meet Stephen’s disconcerted face.

“Oh, I'm so sorry, my dear, to have frightened you,” he
exclaimed, ““I thought you must have heard me come in a
second or so ago. But what':’ are you doing, stra;mng
your eyes. It is almost dark,” and he turned on a lamp
that flooded the room with a soft silvery radiance. 4

Joan rose from her chair with an unutterable feeling of
relief. Her hair felt quite damp and heavy on ber fore-
head, and she was shivering as though she had been
sitting in a cold draught of air. Stephen looked at her in

e concern.
sox‘IPYOU little goose,” he said affectionately, “you don’t
know how to take care of yourself. Why you're shivering,
yet the windows are all open. Don’t you know that you
must take better care of yourself than that?"

Joan laughed, with a comfortable sense of protection
now that he was in the room.

“I'm not cold now,” she said, “I—I was so interested
in my book, I forgot that it was getting late.”

After this it became so common a sensation that it was
only remarkable when she was not aware of it. She had
never even mentally conjectured what it was, this feeling
that so dominated her. She was aware, oh, without any
conjectures, she was aware. She was an intruder in this
house. It did not belong to her, she had not been able
to make it hers. That other—she belonged here—here
in these rooms which she had fashioned, which she had
loved with such an over-weening love. Joan did not feel
anything sinister, anything malignant in it all. It was
just simply that it ‘was not her house. It belonged
to the dead woman. She had felt that ever since she had
come here, ever since she had stepped over the threshold
she had said to herself that she was an intruder. She
could not make it her own.

One day in a frenzy, feeling the utter impossibilicy of
continuing in that house, unless she could dispel the
feeling that was growing upon her consciousness so omin-
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AS there ever been an occusion when you felt you were not

attune with your environment?

you don't agree with us !

ously, she turned upon one of the rooms with a deter-
mination to make it her own. She must banish that im-
pression before it conquered her reason—before it
conquered her sanity.

T(Le whole of the afternoon she spent in moving chairs
and tables, unpacking numerous of her own possessions
for which there had appeared to be no place. She worked
desperately as though she were working for her happiness.
She tore off the silver shades through which the lights
had shone dimly as through mist, and created instead
a soft rosy glow. She piled the sofas with colored
cushions, she draped embroideries upon the low-toned
walls, and hung gilt frames where they would catch
the light. She ran out into the garden and brought
back armsful of deep burning red roses, scattering them
about the room in lavish profusion. She piled the tables
with her own belongings, and banished the severe sim-
plicity of the ecclesiastical candles, placing instead
pink shaded lamps where they had been. She tore down
and replaced with quick nervous hands, and then stood
back to consider the effect.

It was awful! She could not do otherwise than admit it.
Not a thing which she had placed there fitted into the
room. FEach thing seemed

That is the state of mind
in which Joan Merrick, the heroine of Beatrice Redpath’s unusual
story, “The Intruder,’ finds herself. Analysis on her part exposed
the comforting conclusion that her uneasiness was due to a ‘‘presence”
—the haunting, accusing ‘*‘ presence’’ of another woman, and that
woman was Stephen Merrick’'s—but why spoil the story? The author
leads one on in a most fascinating manner to a happy climax.

—THE EDITORS.

be able to endure it all,
she wondered how it
would all end.

Her great fear be-
came that she would
sometime speak of it.
She would perhaps tell
someone, speak of it in
an agony of revealing,
and then they would

ive affirmation to the

act which she herself
was beginning to be-
lieve. Was she insane?
Sometimes she was sure
of it. She had heard of
people having obsessions
but she had laughed and
put on it simply that
construction. They

_ were queer. They were
too close to the verge
of things.

She could imagine with what pity Stephen would look
at her were she to tell him quite seriously, that she
could not live in this house, because it belonged to his
dead wife, and she had chosen to live here also. The
living cannot live with the dead. If she were to remain,
she, the living, must go elsewhere. She could imagine
too, how, previously, she would have laughed at such a
statement. But no longer could she see a glimmer of
humor in such things.

She grew thinner and paler, and the shadows became
more distinct beneath her eyes. Stephen was becoming
greatly disturbed about her. He insisted on her seeing
her doctor, but even to a doctor she could not speak
of this. How could he help her? He had no more power
than she over the dead!

One day when she was sitting alone downstairs she
fancied that she saw her. The lights had not yet been
lit and a low fire was casting curious shadows across
the ceiling and along the walls. It was there, where
the shadows were thickest, that she could dimly discern
a woman'’s figure, with arms lifted to a shelf above her
head. The head was thrown back and she could just
make out the long white sweep of the throat. She sat

See if
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spent days over here with an architect when it was bein;
built, while we lived in the old house. Mr. Merric
just let her have her way in everything. I can’t see
myself that she made mucK out of it. I think the rooms
are as dreary as a tomb. She’d have nothing but candles
used, and the wax would be dripping over everything,
but there must never be a mark or spot on anything.
She was hard to suit. I like a house to be cosy and
comfortable, but there was nothing like that about her.
She'd make me shiver sometimes just to see her playing
away at that piano, her great dark eyes for all the world
like a mad woman’'s. The poor master—I don’t know
how he put up with her whims and tantrums.”

“But she was good—she was kind?”’

“Well now,” and Mrs. Billings put her head on one
side to consider the effect of a patch, ‘“that would be the
last thing I would have said of her. I don’t have much
opinion of a woman who hates children. She wouldn't
go near a house where there was a child. And she
wouldn’t have a child here. I was sometimes ashamed
for her, the way she behaved if anyone brought a child
to the house. I can tell you they never came again.
Why, there was my own nephew, as good a child as ever
lived, and as quiet as it's good for a child to be, and she
wouldn’t let him come here at all. I'll never forget her
face one day when she came into the pantry and found
me giving him a bit of cake. Her black eyes flashed so
that I was afraid the poor child would be frightened
out of his wits. I think she was just near crazy about the
house, and was so afraid that something ~might get
either scratched or broken. It’s not natural for a woman
to prefer stone and mortar to.flesh and blood.”

“I feel sorry for her,” Joan said thoughtfully, “it
seems so sad when people love the things they must
leave behind them forever—love them as you say
she did—love them better than other souls. How sad
to die and never be able even to hope to see all
that you love.”

Mrs. Billings nodded her head solemnly.

“Doesn’t the Bible say not to lay up treasure on earth?
But I don’t think she gave much heed to what anyone
might say. She was just so self-willed and set on her own

¢

way.”
J):)an twisted her fingers together in her lap and
swallowed hard.
“Mrs. Billings—you don't

to cry out that it had been

laced there by alien hands.

he soul of the room was as
before, but it looked as in-
congruous as though some-
one had decked the Venus
de Milo with garlands and
fripperies. She loathed
what she had done. And
it was not now her own any
more than it had been be-
fore. It seemed more than
ever to cry out on her as an
intruder. She had only
made it masquerade as
her own in borrowed plumes.

Slowly she undid all that
she had done. It was quite
useless then. She could not
be other than an intruder in
this house. She could not
make it belong to her. It
belonged still to that other
and she could not take
away from her what was
hers. Joan felt a bleak
hopelessness descend upon
her, and shivering with a
dread that was becoming
heavier and heavier upon
her, she crouched down in a
chair, hiding her face on
her arm.

But she had left one mark
of her defiance. She had
left the roses in the low
bowls, spots of color
against the gray draperies.
The next morning when
she came downstairs, the
first thing that she noticed
was that the roses had
fallen during the night.
They had been too full
blown. But as she stood
looking at them for a
moment, lying as they had
fallen in little crimson heaps
Japon tables and on the
floor, she felt a tiny stab
at her heart. Was it
fancy, was it only her over-
strung imagination, or did
the petals really seem as
though they had been torn

think—you don’t” suppose
—that people ever come
back? "

Mrs. Billings looked up
with a hearty laugh.

“Bless the child, and
what fancies has she been
getting into her pretty

head. No, I never heard of
it when there was a mite of
truth in it. There are
plenty of fancies and imag-
inings, but once a person is
dead, why they're dead,
and there's nothing will
bring them back till the
last trumpet sounds. Some
people will tell you any-
thing just to try and make
you believe that they're
different to the rest of us.
But there are none of us has
eyes to see what can't be
seen ordinary. So don't
you be listening to any such
tales. It wouldn't do at
all, especially just at pre-
sent. Don’t get any fancies
like that into your head,
my lamb. It wouldn't
do at all.”

“No, of course I wouldn't,
Mrs. Billings,” Joan said
firmly, “I wouldn’'t be-
lieve anything like that.
Only I've thought if people
ever did come back—why
she—would be the one to
come. I've read of it
happening——"

Mrs. Billings broke in
upon {oan’s faltering to ex-
press her contempt.

“Reading,” she said,
“it’s just reading that is
most of the trouble—put-
ting notions into people’s
heads that wouldn't be
there natural. I've no use
for books, no, nor for the
people who write them.
Plenty of better things to be
done, I always say. I've
thought to myself lately

from the stalks, crumpled
and crushed by actual
hands. She felt a suffocat-
ing sensation at her heart. Her face was very white as
she came into the breakfast room. Stephen looked up
from the paper he had been reading, noticing her white
face and darkly ringed eyes.

“You look tired,” he said a trifle anxiously, “haven’t
you slept well?”

But Joan was not tired, she was only desperately
afraid! .

AT times after this she was conscious of hearing a
faint rustle as of a woman's dress when she came
into a room. It was as though someone had been there,
and hurriedly left it just as she crossed the threshold.
Sometimes she fancied that she had found a book she
had left open on a table, closed when she returned—a
piece of sewing fallen to the floor, a vase disturbed.
There was not a moment or hour of the day when she
was not conscious of zer somehow, somewhere.

She found herself listening intently to sounds that
gefore would have escaped her notice, and she would
attach to them all manner of meanings. Life became
nothing but a thing of sounds and sensations which she
dreaded. She wondered how much longer she would

““ Dear lamb, what has come over you ? *’ Mrs. Billings exclaimed. ** Has anything happened to frighten you ? *’

for a moment her heart beating madly, then fear giving
wings to her feet, she ran up the stairs and along the
hall till she came to the gtousekeeper's room. She
flung open the door and stood palpitating upon the
threshold, feeling acute relief at the sight of old Mrs.
Billings sitting quietly at work upon a pile of mending.

Mrs. Billings, an elderly woman with gray hair drawn
smoothly down on either side of a round cheerful coun-
tenance, started up in concern at Joan’s abrupt entrance.

“Dear lamb, what has come over you? "’ she exclaimed,
“why, you're all of a tremble and as white as this sheet.
Has anything happened to frighten you?”

“Oh no, not really,” Joan said, feeling how absurd
was hgr fear now, from the cheerful shelter of this room,
“but it was so dark downstairs and I thought I heard—
or saw something. Your room seems so bright and
cheerful. I think I'll stay with you for awhile, Mrs.
Billings.”

“Yes, it's cheerful,” Mrs. Billings replied, ensconsing
herself again in her chair, “if only the rest of the house
was as bright, I often say. But the first Mrs. Merrick
wouldn’t have anything different. And she was so set
on her own way. She planned it all out herself. She

that you were reading too
much and that you'd be
getting notions. Women's
different to what they used
to be, so restless and nervous now-a-days, and I lay it all
down to books.”

OAN laughed gaily.
to her these days.
not dispel her actual trouble.
be full of the presence of that other.

She would wake in the night, start up with her heart
beating to suffocation, and lean on her arm listening,
listening—thinking she heard a stir at the door, a sound °
beside the bed. She felt that she could not hide it from
Stephen any longer. She would have to tell him—she
would have to go away from this house forever. They
would take her away somewhere, she no longer cared
where. She could not, no, she could not live in the same
house with the dead!

She was lying one evening on the sofa while Stephen
read aloud to her, half listening, half dreaming, soothed
by the flow of the words that lulled her to a calmness
bordering on sleep. For the moment she was peaceful,
quite unconscious of any disturbing element in the
quiet stillness of the room. Only Stephen’s pleasant low

(Continued on page 54)

Mrs. Billings was like a tonic
But even Mrs. Billings could
The house continued t
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submissively. So do good resolutions and
bad end alike.

“I have an offer to go to Chicago. You
shall go, too. We'll have to wait a year,
but it would be three years here. A
year isn't very long, if 1 can be near
you. You can get a divorce there. You
don’t care for him?"’ he insisted.

“I never did. No, you just can't
understand. It was an insane mood—Ilike committing
suicide.” To her relief he seemed to comprehend. *‘I
can't give a real reason,” she pleaded. *‘Didn’t you ever
do anything that had just no sense in it at all? That
you couldn’t even make up a good reason for afterward?
Oh, did you really?”

“Often,” he said thoughtfully. “Small things; they
might just as well have been big ones.”

“Because sometimes nothing seems to matter; there
are no valid reasons for anything. I will never do
things like that again—not now.”’

“No, not now,” he agreed, and kissed her. ‘“You
will come?”

“Of course,” she said. And though she was beginning
to feel faint again, and wanted to shut her eyes and sleep,
she murmured first: “After all, you have to work for
love, the same as anything else. I don’t mind. But did
you always know that? I believe I thought it was some-
thing you could acquire suddenly, like a piece of ;jewelry,
perhaps. And then you just had'it. But it isn’t.’

“No, it isn't like anything else,” he agreed again.

The doctor was quite right. Compelled to quietude,
Hope felt her tense nerves slowly relaxing, day by
day, and the sluggish fever in her veins subsiding. It
was slow, for she had the destruction of years to rebuild,
and nothing but Nick to help her.

It was a month before she could
Eo out at all, and then she found ‘

erself so uncertain on her feet, so ;
easily fatigued, she had to take her
exercise cautiously, in graduated
doses.  Picking up her drawing
again presented unexpected diffi-

culties. Her unused fingers and j
mistreated arm were singularly ’
clumsy. ®

“My muscles feel like -~ pulp,”

she said disgustedly. “And I simpl
must get into trim soon. I wonder if
I could get my job back?”

“You aren’ f!xt to work yet,” said
Nick. ‘““And—aren't you going to
Chicago?”’

“Why, yes; when you are ready.
But in the meantime?’

“There ain’t going to be no mean-
time. I'm only waiting till you're fit.
And T want to have a few days off, first,
and take you out of town. Now, will you
be a good girl till the first fine weather, so
we can go down to the shore? "

She said she would.

“When shall we have fine weather?”
she asked wistfully.

“Oh, soon—in April.”

And he took her for a careful pilgrimage
of a few blocks, and afterward to tea,
because he saw she was feeling restless.

It was not so cold just then, for the end of
February. Hope realised that this was no
such rigorous climate as she had been bred -
to. There was just enough frost to crisp !
the air. It was dusk when they returned,

by way of Riverside Drive. Leaving, it
gave them one of those lovely vignettes
sometimes to be seen momentarily framed in

a cross street that looks to the river. A
slender tree, the delicate twigs etching with
black the faintly suffused western sky, on one side;
the other straightly framed by a wall; and a street lamp
hanging in the branches like some marvellous fruit, a
globe of the palest frosty violet light. The distant
Palisades balanced the picture with their solid masses.
Whistler might have painted it.

“What a lot of lovely things there are in the world,”
remarked Hope, gazing.

“Yes, and you shall have all of them,” said Nick
fatuously, not following her thought.

She pinched his arm and laughed, and he felt a shock
of pleasure, as if he had just discovered that she was
near.

“You'll bring that home in a basket, I suppose,” she
said, indicating the view. “But I do wonder why,
when there is so much raw material for it, we don't
have more beauty in life? Are we too lazy? I'm sure
some people never know what beauty means. Their
faces are so dull and mean, or simply vacant. Or is
it my fault that I don't get under their surfaces and
discover their sensibilities? A real artist would, I suppose.
Why does Mrs. Hassard bore me so? Am I not intelligent
enough to find anything interesting in her. And the
new lodger; have you seen him? I hate his face, don’t
you? Yet I don't know anything about him.”

“I could live without him,” admitted Nick. “Hol-
ton, you mean?” But Hope, characteristically, did not
know his name. ”She had passed him in the hall and
noted that he had fishy, impertinent eyes; she knew
no more about him. “Looks like a bad Iot,” Nick said.
“I think I’ve seen his kind before."”

* They went out for a short time every day now, in
all weathers, as Hope's strength increased. And in the

HAT do you want me to do?” she-asked:

mornings she strove to recapture her skill with the
pencil, such as it had been. She used to amuse Nick
with impromptu sketches, and introduced the Moon
Babies to him. Sometimes he found them in his pockets,
in the lining of his hat, in all sorts of unlikely places, on
little home made Valentine affairs that would always
flutter out at just the wrong moment.

She even went downtown surreptitiously again,
once or twice, in pursuit of art editors. Some of
the newspapers were kind enough to ask her to call
again later, but that was all. She felt reluctant about
going to Kennard. Persistence was all she needed, she
felt sure.

Then suddenly it was April, and the looked-for fine
weather came, and Nick said they need wait no longer.
They would find no flowers nor burgeoned trees, nor any
of the luxuriance of summer, but the snow had passed,
and they could look again on the sea, even if they could
not dip in it. He had a sneaking, romantic wish to take
her again to the sea.

So they went out of town with immense relief, saying
good-bye to Mrs. Hassard with ill-concealed enthusiasm.
They never expected to see her again. Hope packed
all her belongings. They would return to New York
just long enough for Nick to gather up a few loose ends
of his affairs. Then Chicago, a smoky Paradise, invited
them. Hope faced the prospect with equanimity. She
could get work there easily enough, no doubt; it was large
enough for all practical purposes.

So she gave up the thought of New York, though she
confessed to Nick she wished she had won its favor,
forced some recognition from its enormous indifference.
There was still that glitter and allureaboutit. It didlook
nke a treasure box. He promised rashly that they should
return some day and loot it, even unto repletion. He

her.

So do the children of Naples,

felt serenely confident.
under the shadow of Vesuvius.
Vesuvius.

Yet he should have known they were living on suffer-
ance. Perhaps he did, dimly, the next day. Hope did
not realise anything just at the time. Especially she did
not realise how utterly her original resolve had gone by
the board. She had vowed to leave men out of her life;
to take her happiness by the day; to build nothing on
promises. And just then there was nothing at all in her
life but one man; and she was going to follow him to the
end of the world—or Chicago, anyway—on nothing but a
promise. An observant man, looking at her mouth
and eyes, would have known she was born for nothing
else.

They went to a very commonplace summer resort,
sparsely populated because the season had not begun,
its beaches pleasantly free of humanity; the hotels in
a semi-comatose condition, hibernating, with the pulse
of activity running low. Coming late for lunch, they
were almost alone in the dining-room. Then they
walked up the beach a little way, and it was theirs.
They ran races on the sand; they sat in the pale sun.
light and built sand castles, and filled them with sea-
shell treasure. And they went back to their hotel
agreeably hungry.

Pausing at the bend of the staircase, going to her
room to freshen herself for dinner, Hope idly noticed
a man at the desk, with his back to her, poring over
the register.

“Looks familiar, somehow,” she commented frag-
mentarily, and as Nick turned she nodded over her
shoulder. “Down there, the man in the brown hat.”

He could not even see

; about i i i
‘ \ ut it some o'ther time, if

Nick looked  hard, but Hope went on, and did not
observe his apprehensive frown, Nor, after dinner,
did she note that the man in the brown hat walked
behind them from the dining room, and spoke to Nick
while he bought a cigar. Afterward, in the lounge, it
meant nothing that Nick excused himself to go in search
of some particular evening paper.
. € was gone for ten minutes, when it occurred to
er to go upstairs for a forgotten handkerchief, instead
of waiting where she had been put. ¢
Through the open transom of Nick’s room, which
adjoined her own, his voice was distinctly audible.
And he spokge angr{ly, though not loudly; “she failed
to catch an intelligible sentence. But she heard her
Own name; she was sure of that. A man’s voice an-
swered him. Nick cut him off short. She stood blankly
wondering and listening, so the door opened in her face.

angry mde'('ed, a cold blue in his flushed set face.

Hope! , he exclaimed. Then hijs hand fell on the
other man s_shoulder—the man in the brown hat.
}?\Opﬁ recognised }‘l.im now—the “bad lot” whose face
;{e ’ag,sald she “hated’; their fellow-lodger at Mrs.

fassar s. Hope started to speak, but could not think
g_ anything appropriate to say. The other also opened
N1's‘l'r{ryxout1_1, ut prudently closed it again at the feel of
“\1; s grip. “That will be absolutely all!”” said Nick.
You'd bet_ter 80 quick.” The other was a small man,
[\:Ill(ftil:saan tflurtn;e,h natrrqw face. He showed his teeth un-
as he twis
wh}i{le has}t’ening down f‘.(lzl% }?:Siy’ p e gy e o
ope stood staring, until Nick took her hands and
(}rew h;:r through the door. Then she got : belated
sense of shock, for Nick was trembling. It frightened
€r unaccountably; she threw her-
self into his arms with an answering
shudder,
"‘What was the matter? What were
Kou quarrelling about? What did
€ want?” she asked breathlessly.
Nothing, dear; we weren't
quarrelling.” But she took him by
the shoulders peremptorily, and he
reddened again. ‘‘At least, I suppose
L Wewere,” he said, patting her shoul-
" der soothingly. “Just a man's row;
. Was rude to him, and he didn’t
hkg 1t, 50 I told him to get out.”
ut you were talking about me,”
sh(‘:‘ 1s\Iald slowly.
«No,” said Nick, explosively.
Oh, I heard you!"p 4
~. He blushed, he stammered miser-
; ably, then he caught her hands again
pl(ﬁidmgly.
Look™ here, Hope, we weren't

She sat talking about yoy: pe oty
You; that's just it. That fellow saw
there, studj - }IS,]:ICI‘O and tried to force hgmse]f on us:}or the even-
) !n&withan ]]"5" [ shunted him off, as I told you; that was when
. :’;’z;:o"al Oﬁtf.mfllilowned You, and I told him to shut up and get
peaplawho - - the man Waa:ajlf:l;(t)réﬁs':'a stupid misunderstanding,
quested past 10t know what o’ 13t all.” Poor Nick really did

: € Was saying; he had to satisfy her
S
tgm}fe}:'o?r; and he thought the truth might be alarming
Shat et’;lpenence. She thought she understood.
S ¥ the man had insulted her, but no good coul
rest at t}ll.esentmg 1t further. He should have let it
) at, but he blundered on: “I'll tell you all
i you insist; when we get
M t00 angry now.” He looked $0

evining irrelevantly:

W ; i ”
o Av::fsx?ut 1t queer that he happened to be here?

Y queer,” said Nick, in.
noitlilidtts)h?hkiil]‘c his debonair oy s‘lﬁi'r‘ﬁ‘if"gi“ie di
outlaw. He ¢ had put Hope in the position of an

wished profoundly th i o
But he had spared her the sas;ne E:xtntehaeslit;n}e,e(sesa-r bl

Wh
her a:tal;le haScL Spared her would hardly have troubled
she understood g Was seldom daunted by the things
she could cont, OWever inimjca], Knowing the worst,
Aiadh th kin(()}nt(femplate 1t with equanimity, Hope Was
. .1¢ of person to make a good breakfast before
But—she was a trifle afraid of the
her cowardly blackmailer, who had

at, was nothj
It ng.
later, ‘Zii ts}:é d?rk she faced instead, when, a week
who did not co;one In New York, waiting for Nick,
happening, she ¢. Not knowing the meaning of either
e greWmev:tably associated the two in her
connected with hteo slome terrible, unknown menace,
her. rself.  Together they overwhelmed
CHAPTER XXy \

HERE s p ;
T o absolsuteardly & Worse torment than waiting

: uncertaint i d
the : nty, countin an
anxio‘LusnEgT)Se’ al;;lél n;.?g the g'amut Ofgirftliliegng(t)lp;; an
]l;elief in tears, H;pzt ganawmg ok wieh, cannof)dfl,ﬂd
(0] ing
counl of gt P T TR o o ke
. OW ca 1 er
afterwards cared to refer to: three adg);glo(()if Sll;fe:tea‘il)’

itt; . 3 t
sitting still with folded handshrggfore, a misfortune
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whose face was shrouded. There was no
way she could turn for information;
New York is a human sea, which washes
out a footprint almost sooner than the
maker is out of sight around a corner.

Nick had left her very gaily, saying he
would be no more than two or three hours,
or until dinner-time. He meant to go to
his office and inform them of his completed
plans, to go to his bank and get what
money he needed, and, if there was time,
to make a farewell call upon his cousin.
That he might, however, defer. And with
that he might have stepped off the earth,
so far as Hope was concerned.

She was at a small and quiet hotel down-
town. By the next morning she knew the
pattern of her room’s wall-paper by heart,
and at six o'clock was down, asking hope-
fully and fearfully for letters. There were
none. So till afternoon she stayed in her
room again, unable to read or sit still.
Not till then could she feel she might try
to find him through whatever channels
her memory might point out. His office,
naturally, first,

THERE are times in every human life
when bad luck apparently ceases to
be merely casual and becomes malignant.
The telephone operator at Nick's office
told Hope that he had left, very positively.
Gone to Chicago, she mentioned cheer-
fu'ly, and rang off.

rre certainly meant to leave, Hope
cogitated miserably. It might be that she
had not understood him aright, and he had
really severed the connection before they
went down to the sea. That avenue was
closed. She felt rather stunned, but
resorted to the telephone again, to see if
any unconjecturable reason could have
taken him back to Mrs. Hassard's. That
was negatived in brief time. Who had
he ever named to her as intimate friends?
She fished some names out of her mind,
but nothing more; she could as soon find
himself as these merely heard-of individ-
uals of unknown address. He had a
club. After the fashion of clubs, it could
or would tell her nothing. And she
began to feel beaten and a %ittle shamed.
Something—some impalpable shade of a
tone from whoever had answered her at the
club—had shown her the world’s view of
what she was doing, a woman seeking a
man who evaded. She could almost
taste her own scorn in her throat; it
choked her when she tried to speak.
Hadn't she vowed to take each day as
sufficient unto itself? But her heart spoke,

thrusting pride aside.” Nick ought to
have his chance—if anything had hap-
pened to him.

Now there remained no one, except,
she remembered, strangely only at the very
last, his cousin.

Mrs. Stuyvesant—Studebaker? Sturte-
vant! Grace Sturtevant. And she lived
somewhere downtown—Sixteenth, Seven-
teenth, Eighteenth Street? The telephone
book showed a Mrs. Ralph Sturtevant in
East Nineteenth Street. Fully conscious
of the unpardonable social solecism she was
committing, but with every other feeling
suddenly lost again in that-black anxiety

that was suffocating her, she went to the ;

telephone again.

“Who is speaking, please?” A servant'’s
voice; there is an unmistakable inflection
in the tone of the trained servitor.

“I should like to speak to Mrs. Sturte-
vant,” repeated Hope harshly.

There was silence a moment, then a
voice, clear, almost toneless, as if strained,
and infinitely detached, said:

& "“This is Mrs. Sturtevant. Who is
there?”

“I am afraid you would not know my
name,” said Hope, her throat dry. “But,
if you would be so kind, you might be
able to do me a favor. 50 ou know
Mr. Norris Carter’s present address?”’

The merest ghost of a caught-up cry
came back to her—*“Ah!"” Silence again.
And then, as even, as toneless, periaps
more distant than before:

“Iam sorry I cannot. He has sailed for
Europe, I believe. Is there anything else?”
The last she might have spared, but it is
instinct to strike out when one feels a
blow, whencever it come. 4

“No. Thank you.” Hope hung up the
receiver. Then, since she had no other
thing in the world left, she called on her
pride to sustain her and went quietly
up to her room again, till her mind should
be clear enough to plan.

Her pride and—how much? Mechani-
cally, she looked into her little purse:
four or five small pieces of silver. The
hotel bill was not paid. Nick had laugh-
ingly turned out his pockets before her
the evening they returned, and with a kind
of naive pleasure they shared what he
found in them. She had a few dollars of
her own, and had spent that immediately
on some necessary trifle; and he was going
to the bank when he went out.

To Europe. Why, in the name of a
blind Providence, should he go to Europe?

‘And what should she do with that sixty-

five cents? Anyone can spend a million
dollars wisely; the judicious investment
of sixty-five cents is a graver problem.

And she wanted Nick, with a simple
hunger, that ache for the accustomed thing
which is the substantial half of loving.
Against him her pride could not arm itself,
because it could find no memory for a
weapon. Even to the last, when they had
made the laughing division of what he
had, she could recall nothing that had not
been kind.

“What shall I do?” she asked herself.
“I must live.”” Must she? Yes; if she
had said that once to get her own way,
she still could see the other side of the
shield, and know that a privilege is also
an obligation. ‘“That’s our business,”
she thought gallantly, ‘“‘to live. That's
what life’s for. And Nick’s not dead.
Was it something I did? Was it i

The blindly inimical forces of the world,
bent on self-preservation only, dimly
apprehended earlier, recurred to her mind.
She felt them now. The world had sud-
denly, violently, projected itself in physi-
cal form between them—brick and mortar,
walls and gates, and people, endless people,
armedly neutral, holding them apart,
stolidly, unconsciously, indifferently. No
one would help her, and ““who is not for me
is against me,” as a wise man has said.
She had chosen to stand alone; she had
her choice. Let her bend her proud,
graceful neck and say to her lawless heart:
“Mea culpa, mea maxima culpa.” That
was what was left her. Every tradition

tHamilton’s hand; the other unfamiliar.
She opened the last one first, standing in
the middle of her room and dropping
gloves and envelope on the floor.

“Evelyn Curtis.” She had almost
forgotten Evelyn Curtis, having lost her
home address.

Sitting on the bed, she read the letter a
second time, very carefully, as if there
might be a trick in it somewhere.

“I have looked and looked for you,”
it ran, ““but no one could tell me anything.
Mr. Kennard said you had been ill and
never came back, and I am leaving this
letter here as a last resort; they said you
might call. I hope you get it soon. Those
pictures of yours—}, am almost as excited
as if they were mine—I meant to do some-
thing with them before I left, but you
know I went home unexpectedly.. So I
took them to the Bancrofts’; they get out
millions of children’s books, and I met
Mr. Bancroft abroad. He said they
were so quaint, so original, and he has a
series of stories he wants done right away,
and he said maybe he could arrange to
have them run in the Planet, or syndicate
them. I am sure he can. The stories, too
—can'’t you furnish the stories to go with
them? Come and see me at once, when

ou get this; I'll take you down to see
Kim. Make him bid up; he wants the
stuff, and I told him you were getting
uite well established; T hope it is true.

o come soon.” And so on, to the same
fortunate purport.

“Soon?” But instantly. She thrust
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cried it to her; and she had learned now
what it meant to defy tradition.

“And yet, I will not,” she said inwardly.

So, since there was absolutely no other
thing to do, after her last nickel had gone
for her fare, and the last editor had said,
with casual courtesy, “‘Perhaps later,”
she went to see Mrs. Merrick.

Standing before her wavering mirror,
unfastening her white collar preparatory
to dressing for the street, a week later,
she stopped suddenly and looked, long
and curiously, at the slim black figure
imaged there, white aproned, capped even.
She pulled off the cap hastily.

She got into her tailored frock, shabb
now, and a little out of fashion, but stiﬁ
smart in essence, and went out to see if
the sun shone. She had hardly looked
on it since coming here, and Mrs. Merrick
nagged her to go.

t shone; she walked quickly to the
Avenue, turned down and followed it tg
the Arch, turned back and eastward,
doubling and twisting, pleased with the old
and quiet streets.

Hurrying, for she had been out longer
than she sgould, she walked into the once
familiar portals of the hotel before she
realized she had transgressed and taken
the main entrance. So she almost ran
toward the elevator, not wishing to turn
back. Someone called to her, but she did
not hear, and then a boy in buttons
touched her respectfully on the sleeve.
The clerk was leaning over his desk, hold-
ing out two letters to her.

“You haven't been in for a long time,
Mrs. Angell,” he said. He had never
seen her, capped and aproned, in the
upper hall; he remembered her first stay
there, a winter ago. ‘‘This came quite
lately, though. You told us to hold your
mail?"”

“Yes, I did, thank you,” she stam-
mered slightly, took the letters, and
vanished. For one mad moment her heart
had leaped to her throat. But neither
bore Nick's writing. One was in Mrs. .

Mrs. Hamilton's letter into her bodice un-
opened, and rushed madlE down the hall,

waving the one from
Mrs. Merrick.

Mrs. Merrick, in the linen room,
looked up at her cyclonic entrance with
an attempt at severity.

“Goodness, I'm glad you're back,”
she said. ‘‘Ida is sick again—I believe
that girl likes cramps—and if you just
would, I wish you'd take her place this
evening. There are four rooms waitin
to be done right this minute and—what%
Oh, now, Mrs. Angell, I don’t see how I
(l;an possibly let you go off again. I know,

ut__"

Hope talked her down by sheer lung
power, and began to explain 'oyousl ;

“Well, isn’t that lovelyg” said Mrs.
Merrick, her kind, homely face lighting
with enthusiasm. “Go on, I'll do the
rooms myself. Of course I knew you'd go
sometime, but I hoped it wouldn’t be soon.
I've been glad to have you.”

“What should I have done without
you?" said Hope, conscience-stricken. I
will take Ida’s turn.”

+“You will not,” said Mrs. Merrick
firmly. “Never keep good luck waiting,
child. Run along.” She put aside an
armful of white things to kiss Hope, who
submitted politely. Touched by the dis-
interestedness of these two “women—
Evelyn and Mrs. Merrick—Hope went
back to her room, and remembered Mrs.
Hamilton's unopened letter as she put on
her coat.

velyn, seeking

I T was largely made up of good wishes and
inquiries. Hope had not written for
long, and it seemed Mary Dark also
wondered at her silence; several letters had
gone unanswered. Mary was still with

-Mrs. Hamilton, but might not be much

longer; an exasperatingly inconclusive
bit of information. There was hardly
any other news, except of the children, and
the growth of the town, until the last
paragraph.  That was evidently an

afterthought. That pretty Emily Edger-
ton, Mrs. Hamilton had ‘heard, or read,
was being married during the -month,
and in New York! The bridegroom was
of New York, and since Emily could hardly
be said to have a home—why not, Hope
wondered, and conjectured an open break
—the wedding was to be at the home of
one of the bridegroom’s relatives. Per-
haps Hope would be there! At that simple
supposition Hope looked at her cap, lying
on the floor, and grinned. She recalled
the "day of the month with an effort.
Emily must have been married yesterday.

And Conroy Edgerton, quite as cer-
tainly, must be in New York.

" Even so, he seemed a million years
away, with the old mad days, when she
wanted the world and he was going to
give it to her. Mad days, and merry.
Had she been like that? ‘Quite seriously
she went to the mirror; for when one
remembers old days one feels no longer
young. And she thought she must wear a
different face now, unrealising how * much
she was the same—the girl who had helped
one man to play with fire; the woman who
had walked through it to reach anether
she wanted.

And here was Conroy Edgerton :just
around the corner, in at the death again,
in a sense. She seemed destined to be
shipwrecked at his feet. He had been so
kind that other time. What would it be
like to see him again?

Not difficult, at least. For all this was
New York, and Mrs. Hamilton had natur-
ally credited him with no address, he was
no needle in a haystack. By no stretch
of the imagination could one consider
him a needle! Knowing New York a little,
and him a great deal, she would have
wagered her new-found luck on her ability
to find him. She quickened her pace up
the Avenue, as if he might make good his
escape before she reac%ed Thirty-fourth
Street and Peacock Alley. Having once
thought of seeing him, homesickness,
loneliness, swept her towards him with the
force of floods breaking bounds. - The
revolving doors let her into the huge
brown stone hostelry with a seeming of
added haste, impelled her on past the
rows of gorgeous, somnolently watchful
women and plump, prosperous men,
till she came to the desk. She wrote her
name on a card—*"'H. Angell,” as she was
wont to sign her drawings, quite forgetting
that Edgerton might not recall her by any
such cognomen—with a line asking if he
could come down—and waited.

The close, warm, scented air made her
sleepy; she leaned on the arm of her great
carved and gilded chair, her face shadowed
by her hat, studying with an impersonal
eye the people who quested past her. So
it was she looked on Edgerton first, hardly
realizing his identity, as he came toward
her down the strip of red carpet, looking
over her head. He was just like all
these other solid, comfortable, middle-aged
men; there were thousands of him.
Until she stood up, directly under his nose,
and held out her hand "and called him
by name; then he was different to her.
Because he was kind still; his shrewd
eyes, after one moment's amazement,
still enshrined her—and were sorry for
her! He was speaking, enfolding her
gloved hands in his warm, cushioned clasp.

“You!” he said. “Did you know I'd
been looking for you? And here you are
by accident—I just came downstairs to
meet a man—no, was that your card?
By Jiminy, I didn’t recognize it. Come in

ere where we can talk.” He swept her
away and commandeered a headwaiter,
who bestowed them in an obscure, palm-
sheltered alcove and stood at bland atten-
tion. :
“But I've only a minute,” said Hope.
“I don't want to eat. Give me—oh,
give me some tea,” she said desperately,
though it was six-thirty. “I'vean engage-
ment with a girl right away. And I must
go back to work.”

“What work?"

She spread her pretty hands, unspoiled
by a mere week’s labor, on the cloth.

“Iam a maid at the Alhambra Hotel."”

“What?"” Now he appraised her in
turn, for confirmation. “I don’t believe
it."” But he did; he believed that hat of
hers. “Good heavens, why?"

“Oh, bad luck, bad management,
better than starving.”
“Or——" He stopped.

She shook her head.

“Not that. Expensive, but I like to own :

myself. I suppose you’d think you might
have been to blame?” Some such matter,
truly. She said cryptically: ‘“How we
all a;.tter ourselves! I think I never had a

success, it was not for lack of the best
counsel. Besides, perhaps I have.” A
childish pleasure in “saving it up” made
her defer her very new news. “Why don'’t
you tell me something about yourown self?"”

“Emily’s married,” he said, with doting
regret. “Got a good fellow. They sailed

(Continued on page 14)

better friend than you. If I have had no :



(Continued from page 13)

for France this morning; biggest suite on
the Mauretania. Now, look here, Hope,
we’ve got to change things a bit for you.”

“What shall we do?"”’ she asked, gravely
mischievous, ‘‘We failed once, you know.
You don’t want to try it over again?”

“Do you want to?’” he asked slowly.

“No, no.” She felt very small, and
remorseful. ““I oughtn’t to plague you;
forgive me, you were always good. ~It's
too late—it was always too late——""

“It was always too late,” he nodded.
“But, God, how I used to wish it wasn't.
Say, Hope, where’s your husband?”

‘I don’t know,” she replied truthfully.
“And you?”

“My wife got a divorce. It was a kind
of a jolt, but I'm glad now. The fact is—
But here, now, are you going to let me
helP ou?"”

“You're just the same,” she said. How

restful, how refreshing, to find someone
" just the same. ‘‘But look, I don't need it.

've got everything already—everything
anyone can give me, I mean—read this;
look here.”

. She thrust the letter into his hands ex-
c1tedlK, poured a torrent of explanation
over him while he tried to read it, and
finally made the matter reasonably clear
to him, more or less in spite of herself.

“I knew you'd make it sometime,” he
beamed. “I'm going to order some
champagne—sure, you've got to celebrate.
Buy a Paris hat, and a trunkful of new
dresses.”

“Do I look so passee as that?” she
queried. “Very well, I will—to-morrow.
Now I have got to go and see the girl who
wrote the letter; % looked for you first,
Con. Oh, indeed I must; but to-morrow I
will do as you say, anything; I know this
is mean of me, bu‘txfood-bye." She pushed
away her untasted cup of tea, and rose,
drawing on her gloves.

“Why did you come?” he asked ag-
grievedly. “Now I've got to eat my dinner
alone. ere shall I find you to-morrow? "’

“Still at the Alhambra. Oh, I came

use—because I was alone, too. And I
wanted to tell someone my news.” She
pulled down her veil and hurried out, bump-
ing into a gold laced page at the door, be-
cause more than her veil obscured her eyes.
All this wealth, this soft luxury, was what
she had foregone from Edgerton, but she
was not thinking of that. “It was Nick
I wanted to tell,” was her thought.

CHAPTER XXVII.

BUT if she had spoken it in his ear, he
could not have heard.

At the office, where he made the rounds
to say good-bye to the men he knew,
their cordial regrets would have touched
him if he had been able to bring his head
down from the clouds. They noticed
that, too; Everson, the manager, a man
of dry speech and a quick eye, pricked him
neat‘l?r.

“You needn’t look so damned glad to
be going. What? Yes, you do; you look
like a new bridegroom.” And you won't
even give us a chance to congratulate you."”

“Rats,” said Nick, reddening furiously,
and laughing. ‘“Want me to burst into
tears? y,% do hate to leave.”

“Well, come and have a drink, anyway,”
Everson offered. Men liked = Nick.
“There’s a long dry spell ahead, if I know
weather signs. Never mind the denials.”

“Don't think I've got time,” said Nick
dubiously. “I've got to go to the bank,
and then a call to make.”

“Take you round in my car,” said
Everson, putting on his hat. *Drop you
wherever you say; I've got to go uptown
anyway. Anyone else on?”

veral of the other men took the invita-
tion, but they left these in a few minutes
at the cafe. Nick got into the motor with
Everson.

‘‘East Nineteenth,” Nick req‘ﬁsted.
after they had left the bank. “This is
your new car, ain't it? Got the new motor
in it; really! Let’s try it.”

Everson had been driving himself, they
shifted seats, and Nick took the wheel.

“Smooth,” he said admiringly.

Everson told him it was still on trial
in a sense, having come from the shop but
the day before, and was the first to leave
the hands of the experts.

X we're not on a speedway,” he
added. “You could show me a little of
your fancy driving. Could you do a hair-
pin turn around the Arch?” They were
just passing it.

“Climb it, if you like,” said Nick, look-
ing quite capable of carrying out his
threat. ‘“Watch me spurt—no, wait till
I get in the clear a minute.”

Now they were in lower Fifth Avenue.
It was more than usually free from traffic;
Nick tailed in behind another motor, let
it gain on him for a block er two, and then

(Continued on page 31)
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Woman’s New Outlo

The Day Has Come When Mothers Must
‘Take Part in the Nation’s Affairs

By JEAN BLEWETT

O you know why women are coming
more and moreinto theirown? Itis
because they are getting acquainted

with one another, and with themselves.
They used to be afraid to do much think-
ing—afraid of being thought strong-
minded and unwomanly. “The home is
woman's sphere,” was the favorite motto
everywhere. It is the favorite still, and
we trust will continue to be—only woman
has found out one beautiful truth, and it
is that the.sphere of home is wider and
broader than any four walls.

This is why she'is coming more and
more into her own. As wife and mother
the highest task of all, the bearing and
rearing of children, is given to her, and
any and every problem which has
to do with making the home better,
the community, which is the door-
yard of the home cleaner, making
this land of ours a saner, safer place
for her sons and daughters to grow
up in, is her problem—her very
own—first, last, always. She has
arrived at this conclusion by exert-
ing her thinking powers. She would
have arrived at it sooner, only that
it was decidedly unfashionable, a
generation or two ago, to exercise
those powers.

Nellie McClung puts it so tersel
in “Shall a Woman Think?"" that
am tempted to quote her in detail.

“The world has never been par-
tial to the thinking woman. Years
ago, when women asked for an edu-
cation, the world cried out that it
would not do. If women learned
to read, it would distract them from
the real business of life which was to
make home happy for some good
man. That seems to be the haunt-
ing fear of mankind—that the
adgvancement of women will some
time, some way, some place, some-
how interfere with man’s comfort.

“There are many who believe
that the physical needs of her
family are-a woman’s only care;
that strict attention to her hus-
band’s wardrobe and meals will
ensure a happy marriage. Hand
embroidered sl}i, pers, warmed and care-
fully set out, have been hiihlfl recom-
mended as a potent charm to hold mascu-
line affection. They forget that men and
children are not only food-eating and
clothes-wearing animals—they are human
beings with other and greater needs than
food and raiment."”

Any person who believes that the aver-
age man marries the woman of his choice
just because he wants a housekeeper and
a cook, appraises mankind lower than I do.
Ideas do not break up homes, but lack of
ideas. The light and airy silly fairy may
get along beautifully in the days of court-
ship, but she palls a little in the steady
wear and tear of married life. ~Women
must think if they are going to make good
in life, and success in marriage depends not
alone on being good but on making good.
Men by their occupation are brought in
contact with the world of ideas and affairs.
They have been encouraged to be intelli-

nt. Women have been encouraged to be
oolish, and, later on, punished for this
same foolishness, which is hardly fair.

But women are beginning to learn,
women are helping each other tosee. They
are coming together in clubs and societies,
and by this intercourse gaining a philo-
sophy of life. The most deadly uninter-
estin rson is the comfortable, happily
married woman—the woman who has a
good man between her and the world, who
has not the saving privilege of having to
work. A sort of fatty degeneration of
conscience sets in, disastrous to the devel-
opment of thought.

A woman told me candidly not long ago
that she was too comfortable to be inter-
ested in other people. She frankly admitted
that she was selfish and her comfort had
caused it.

There is no sin in comfort unless we let
it atrophy our souls and settle upon us
like a stupor. Then it becomes a sin which
destroys us. L.t us pray:

“From plague, pestilence and famine, from
battle, murder, sudden death,

From all forms of cow-like contentment,

Good Lord, deliver us!”

The Painter of Mothers \

“PP'HE Painter of Mothers” was the

lovely title bestowed upon George
Frederick Watts by the people who loved
and revered him. It was all the title he

G

Y G

desired. 'ijice was he offered, and twice
did he decline the empty honor of knight-
hood. There was in him, with all his great-
ness, the simplicity of a child, the inexhaus-
‘t‘xble vitality and gladness of a child.
Where do you get all your beautiful
thoughts?” someone askec{ him. “From
the beautiful souls of the beautiful mothers
whom I paint,” was his answer—a splendid
tribute to motherhood. His paintings
hang in every gallery in Europe. A child
of the people with neither family nor
weal.th to aid him, he reached the heights
by right of his own God-given genius.
. Hislife held sorrow and sacrifice. Falling
in love with Ellen Terry, glorious] beauti-
fulin her youth, he thought he hef::l happi-

<)

marching two abreast, shrilled out ‘The
Cock o’ the North’ with enough of martial
clamor to put the fear of the Lord into
every Hun thhm a dozen miles of us.

To help things along we let drive a
volley at them, and, in less time than it
takes to tell it, there was no sign of the
énemy—every one of them had dropped
pa&:k' into the trenches. The charge was
od. We had opportunity for the food
and sleep so sorely needed. By morning
Wwe were ready for them.”

Why Men Marry

THE man of to-day realizes that his
wife is a factor in his success, or
lack. of success. Therefore, if he is

a wise man, he does not marry to

= —— Steere a cook, chambermaid, seam-

APRIL

God’s garden is this dim old wood
That hides within its bosom,

The feathery fern, the leaf o’ green,

The dogwood tree in blossom.

Ho! May is fair, and glorious June
In rose-leaves doth enfold her,
Their bloom is richer than my own,

But mine is sweeter, bolder!

God’s garden is this dim old wood,
And I, the pretty vagrant,

I am the gardener he sends
To make it fair and fragrant.

JEAN BLEWETT

ness in the hollow of his hand.,
actress did not pine for domestic life; the
home joys, “‘a few good friends, a few good
books and a houseful of good children,”

But the

did not appeal to her. She had married his
reputation rather than himself, and was
frank enough to tell him so. “I have no
love fos" you,” she said, “but a great
respect. “To preserve that respect [
make you a free woman,” was his response
The marriage was dissolved ;
The night the Painter of Mothers died
Terry was acting with Tree in “ The Merrv
Wives of Windsor.”  One cannot help
wondering if she had any thoughts to
spare for the man whose genius had been
evoted to making a careless world realize

the grandeur of motherhood—the i
which had caught—b i e
e g ut failed to hold—

In Kilt and Hose

“THE H_un hatesa Highlander,” said the
warrior poet whom Canada m,
Mlii(;rae. .;I:he s}:ory told by an Edm%l::(l:;

soldier writing home to hj
out t}ll]is statement. SR e

“The sight o’ the kilties seems to

. . t

‘t‘he pep out of Fritzie,” runs the let:é{f
One day we discovered that the Germans
had massed and were beginning to top
their parapets for a charge.  We weren't
Leadf lfm;' theml;—in fact, were but a
andful of men hungry and ti
Iongl,ahfard march. 53 R

“Before we realized what Colonel
meant to do he ran up the ladder lz:lllfe
greens and reds of his tartan wz;vinq
grandly in the wind, gave the battle-cry
of his clan: ‘Druim nan deur'—*The
Ridge of Tears’—and waving his arms
)mldly, shouted at the top of his voice:
Ho, MacLennans! Ho, Gordons! Me.
Dougals! Macdonalds! Ho, Maxwells!
H?} McKays! Come forth! Come forth!’”
; For a moment, we were too durﬁ-
ounded to grasp the_situation, but only

Then if you had heard the

‘Buaidh no Bas!'—
Death!"—flung forth ~tha
:The heathery Islel’ the I\%chgﬁfﬁgf
Clan Alpine!” the McAlpines; the Mec-
Gregoys flung their terrible call to th
frowning heavens, and catching fire th:
Maclnnes brothers, named ‘the big four,
3 ’

ress and dairymaid combined.
: ey say he used to, but we think
foo much of him to put credence
In any such gossip. His need of a
Wom. n to keep his house may have
p];xt him In “a marrying mind,” as
they say in the country, but he
mﬁ.rrled the girl he loved best—
:jv en he could get her—as men have
: fo:me since the beginning of things.
ila_s often happ(_aned no doubt, she
de Into the position of household
ru}?ge, 1t was her fault as much
atis 1S, or rather it was the fault of
: € times. Fate and fashion both
ecreed that she should not get into
g}zischlef by way of idle hands. She
1d not know how to rest, and she
v‘lrlas a faded old woman when she
should have been in her prime.
'@ Wave went out of her lovely
: Ir, the color out of her lovely
ace, but the tenderness never went
out of her lovely eyes, thank heaven.
€ eyes of a true woman are the
Same yesterday, to-day and, I was
gglng_tp say, forever. So much
g divinity is theirs, But to come
daCk ,fo earth and “the good old
ays,” a wife hadn't mastered the
artfof being Jornamental as well as
:}fe ul. Nolily of the valley she, for
X4 Gy : ;otlle.d and spun most faithfully
i hg 1t a glorious privilege to
from wiv o€ a husband and anywhere
’{‘1 SIX to ten children,
whene r:an of to-day marries cleverness
e ea, demands cleverness. He
i artl)t a ﬂlghty. foolish life partner.
e eh rains which go into the busi-
e, Ousckeeping, the less dollars
wife who o vants a healthy wife. The
immenseo Ztarts out physically fit has an
i ha vantage over the old time fav-
»  the lass with the delicate air.”

The F ighting Bishop

) e it i e i o
1 IC schools the teacher sought
to ‘e‘ﬁ)lam' 'the true meaning of Imperialisgm-
oratioow'“ said she, after a splendid per-
Canadn' . tell me in your own words why
e : to-(ciiay 18 part of the British Em-
ger s'”s €ad of being part of the United
wegll:) \Kgnt the grimy hand of a lad, and up
 neet, is head. “Pleage, teacher,” he
- he out proudly, “‘because the Fightin’
li_ 0P, Red Alex Macdonald, an’ his
- ?tga;:‘rh}; 'nghlanders, wouldn’t stand
me,” i t's why. My grandfather tells
look }‘I;hans)"er to the teacher’s puzzled
. bat In 1812 the Americans would
e g_? bled this country quicker than a
ek 4 the Glengarry men hadn’t made
handenr ﬁbusmess to see they kept their
. os O1. My grandfather ‘tells me the
o P Was a mighty man, the very deil
aj N:;glpraym’ and fightin’.”
ea'ess to say, this sidelight on a great
gllie?gon rI{l/Iade a deep impr%ssion on the
tea[;h ’ any years later this same
Glen °r spent her summer holidays in
o garrﬁ and heard still more stirring
al Ie{s of the man who founded t. :
ﬁrstoxi?:' l}ilt. Rev. Alexander Macdonald,
e hxs op of Ontario, after helping
anad. e Irish Rebellion of 1798, came to
and o With his faithful Highlanders,
of Gl rmed the historic Scotch settlement
L Cengarry. Intensely loyal to King
S town was he, and so active in guard-
< g British interestg during those troublous
imes that the schoo] lad may have
given the true answer to the teacher’s
g;xrfgy ngen h shrill, jubilant
- é’lengaicauls-le' th}ie Fightin’ Bishop an
for it, that'srzvh;g" T il



Mrs. Wm. Williamson

First Woman Trustee

HE is counted among the old-timers of

the Prairie Provinces, but she really
belongs to the East; born at Shakespeare,
Ontario, graduating from the Ottawa Normal
Schood and teaching in the east for a number of
years, She lives every minute of her life,
and better than that, she helps other people to
live also. Although it is against our polic
to issue a mere chronicle of organizations with
which our friends are connected, we waive the
rule in Mrs. Williamson's case, because she is
unique. She was the first President of the
Local Council of Women, Organizer and
President of the Medicine Hat Presbyterial,
Provincial Corresponding Secretary of the
W.C.T.U. for Alberta, Editorial Correspondent
for the Missionary Messenger, member of the
Board of the Y.W.C.A. and the Children's
Aid Society, formed the first Mother's Club
in the city, and also a society known as the
Women’s Literary. These offices being in-
sufficient to keep her busy, she ran for the
office of school trustee and headed the polls,
the first woman to undertake a venture
of this kind.

A Big Little Woman

HE  organization known as the

United Grain Growers of Saskatchewan,
wields a powerful influence upon the com-
mercial and political life of the Province,
and indeed, of the Dominion. Wielding a
powerful influence, in turn, upon the Grain
Growers, is a big little woman known to us as
Mrs. Violet McNaughten, of Piche, Sask.
An Englishwoman by birth, a Canadian by
adoption, Mrs. McNaughten is a representa-
tive of the highest type of public spiritedness;
she has been for years a conscientious worker
in the National Council of Women, and when
Saskatchewan accorded the franchise to its
women, Mrs. McNaughten was chosen to
represent their interests in the organization
mentioned above. She was elected President
of the United Women Grain Growers, and
placed on the Board of the United Grain
Growers—the only woman to have held such
a position.

Mrs. Violet McNaug hten

Women Work With Theilr Souls
3 O you think that women work harder than men?” is a question

I am frequently asked when commenting upon the success we are

: making in comparatively new and untried fields of endeavor.
“Harder?” Well, I should say so! Harder, and longer, and deeper, and
broader. Men work with their brains; women with their souls. We
have to. Men have defined hours for work and relaxation. We have
defined hours for work—twenty-four of them! Few men can combine the
virtues of a business success and a mother or housekeeper; many women
have to be all of the latter and fathers as well. There is a danger in this
The calm, the poise, which should be the
heritage of every well-balanced person is giving way to nervous energy,
unrestfulness, an air of being driven. The necessity to prove that we
can do ‘““men’s work” is over. Then, my good
friends, let us be careful that an element of vanity enter not into the

to ourselves, to our race.

We have proven it.

contest while we essay to make it known that we can do better work and
more work than our brothers in the field. Let us avoid trying, like the
negro parson to know the unknowable, do the undoable, and unscrew
the inscrutable! We have just so much work apportioned us.
most cases, not too much. When that is finished, stop! Let there come
an hour of peace and rest and joy in a job well done.

MADGE MACBETH.

It is, in

Mrs. Eric McLachlin

> Not Fancy, But Fact

”IT looks pretty enough for a fancy picture, doesn't it?”’ asked the
lady caller, branded with that unfortunate idea which gives but
a fictitious place to goodness and beauty. ‘“Was it a masquerade
costume?”’

No more than a khaki uniform isa masquerade costume. The accom-
panying photograph shows Mrs. Eric McLachlin garbed for her work of
mercy in the clothing worn by the V. A. D. nurses, of which body she is
one. :

Mrs. McLachlin is an Ottawa girl, a daughter of the Rev. Dr. and Mrs.
W. T. Herridge. Accompanying her soldier husband to England, she
found it impossible to sit idle in the face of such stupendous work to be
done. She entered a hospital for the eye, ear, nose and throat cases, and
became intensely interested in her work for the blind. She was on duty
during the big air raid at Folkestone and won voluntary commendation
from all her superiors. At present she is in the Queen Mary Hospital,
where cases of limbless soldiers are particularly treated 7
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Miss Mabel Burkholder

A Literary Fcarmerette

I’ you are not a farmer, you doubtless ieel

while marketing that the farmers certainly
have the best of it; especially in these days
of farming-made-easy, the life-work of soldiers
of the soil seems particularly alluring. Miss
Mabel Burkholder, whose stories and articles
you have read in this magazine and elsewhere,
can tell you it is, and she ought to know for sl.e
is a very successful farmer-person. For
nine months in the year, she cultivates the
land, builds fences and does all sorts of things
mysterious to the woman whose acquaintance
with vegetables is limited to a market wagon or
a shop. But in the mid-summer, Miss Burk-
holder forsakes the farm, unfolds literary wings,
and by reason of a happy arrangement with
certain railroads, she travels throughout the
Dominion writing a description of her route
for railroad guide books. She has been in
almost every town in Canada; she has been,
too, in many places where there are no towns.
Her tripping has led her into James Bay,
through the mountains of British Columbia,
and north of the Yellowhead Pass. She is a
first class exponent of my theory that one can
make one’s holidays pay for themselves, one
way or another.

A Government Inspector

MRS. ARTHUR LEWIS, another English-
woman by birth, and a resident of
Calgary, has been recognized by both
municipality and province for her civic and
patriotic energy. Her public career began at
the age of twenty, when she interested herself
actively in the suffrage question. At the out-
break of the war she was instrumental in form-
ing a voluntary nursing bureau for the families
of soldiers. This work filled a great need, as
can be readily imagined. It was a boon to
many soldiers’ wives who were forced to work
away from home, and whose chief concern was
the care of their children in their absence.
Through its obvious beneficial results, Mrs.
Lewis was elected by the civic government to a
seat on the Calgary General Hospital Board,
being the only woman ever to have received
such an honor. She holds various other
important offices and last year lectured in the
interests of women's work in the Peace River
and Medicine Hat districts. Possibly her
most interesting office is that of Inspector of
factories for Southern Alberta, to which
post the Provincial Government elected her

Mrs. Arthur Lewis

MAD(}E Macbeth's page in the May issue
of Everywoman’s World will be unusu-
ally attractive. It will help to usher in the
motoring season. Do you drive a car? Then
you will be interested in reading the big things
ackieved by other women drivers. Even if you
only ride in one, you will experience a thrill
at next month’s chronicle of other folk’s ac-
complishments.
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A 1.—Six months.
Head, large as chest.
Upper forehead be-
ginning to be promi-
nent. Nose still small

A 2.—Two years old.
Note development of
upper forehead. The
imatative and enquir-
ing period.

4 3.—The same
child at three years
old. Nole thelength-
ening of the face.

O OIS ¢

A D CBITTENITING

A 4.—The ’teen age.
Note the lengthening
of the face and in-
crease in nose -and
chin.

A 5.—Adult.
equal proportions of
forehead, nose and
mouth sections. Each
has broadened again.

Note
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low Chil

The Facial and Mental Changes from Infancy to Maturity

By ARTHUR

BLACK FARMER, B.A.

Character Specialist, Head of Vocational Clinic of the Memorial Institute, Toronto

(Entered at Ottawa in accordance with the Copyright Act)

OW they do change!

The little bundle of helpless pos-
sibilities, before we realize it, be-
comes a restless toddler, of insatiable
curiosity. Then, while we are busy
a moment, the toddler has become
the boisterous schoolchild, the school-

child, the adolescent and— presto change!—the
adolescent is an adult.

We hate to lose our helpless darlings. Still more
we hate to lose the little toddling bundles of fun
and sunshine. Yet when by any chance or accident
the child fails to develop—ah, that is tragedy
indeed!

Have you ever stopped to notice how build and
features and mind and disposition change together
from period to period in the child’s growth?

A study of the pictures on this page, showing
different stages in the growth of six people, will make
the change clear. Then you will understand the
changes in some of the young folks about you.

First, look at the infants—six of them—all as dif-
ferent as can be, yet all have some things in com-
mon. All have heads as large as their chests. Just
imagine an adult with a thirty-six or forty inch
head! All have cute little wee noses. All have such
little chins, lungs are very small, limbs are small,
bones are soft, but the brain is large, active, and
oh, so busy taking in and interpreting impressions
of the great strange world about it. The emotions—
especially love and faith—relating to the back and
top head are very strong, awakening a response in
the adult and making the helpless infant a most
lovable little creature in spite of all the trouble and
work it makes.

H

Critical Periods

I have not found it easy to divide the stages of
growth into absolutely definite periods. Growth is
continuous.  Yet there is a natural basis for the
division into seven year periods, which has been
generally accepted, that is to say, seven years under
parental care, seven years at public school, seven
years for special preparation for life's work, learning
a trade or profession.

We do well to recognize that the latter three years
of each period is a transition period and the sixth

year of each seven is normally a year of crisis or

change, preparing for the next period.

After the fifth birthday the milk teeth come out
and a new set appears which, if conditions are favor-
able, will last a lifetime.

After the twelfth birthday comes the period of
‘stress and strain,” a period when the body gathers
its energies, takes stock of its resources in prepara-
tion for the rapid growth and development of the
adolescent period; and just as conditions of health
in the sixth year largely deétermine the conditions
of the teeth and consequently of nutrition for life,
so the conditions at the thirteenth year largely
determine the future development.

After the nineteenth birthday comes another
critical year, less often considered than the previous
critical periods, but hardly less important. Have
you noticed how many promising boys and girls
collapse physically ‘'or mentally during their twen-

‘

tieth year?

Infancy and Maturity

Taking the head only and not the face or the
body, it is interesting to observe that from birth up
to four, or even six months of age, the proportions of
an infant’s head are not much different from those
of an adult.

During the different stages of growth one part
after another of the head develops, until at maturity,
after many changes, the form of the head, though
not of the face, is much the same that it was in
infancy.

During the second six months a marked change
usually appears in the shape of baby's head. The

' A remarkably talented and !

‘ popular young woman who has
retained many of the character-
istics in feature, disposition and
intellect of early childhood.

upper f()rcheful both before and behind the hair line
fills out. . First we notice the sense of humor—the
babe begins to laugh. Then we see the impulse to
Imitate and the pleasure taken in imitating a sound
or an action. Finally we realize, even before the
llt'tlei gongue]gan frame a question, that the little
mind 18 puzzling out its own answers to th -
tion “Why?"” which so incessantly COIC;IGS et<§lutehse
lips of the two-to-ten-year-old. 5

Early Childhood

From babyhood until seven years of age the
child is usually left to parental care.

This is the period when reason and imagination
are at their best. Thisis the time when every vener-
able religious and philosophic absurdity is punc-
tured by: the simple and direct questions of the
child. This is the period when the resources of
knowledge, wit and patience of the parents are
taxed to the utmost.  Blessed are those parents
who stand the test, for their children shall grow uy;
to be thinkers and leaders of thought among men
and women.

Alas! how often have the impatience and laziness
of the parent silenced the questioning of the child
or answered it with a conscious lie and the little
mind in the most imitative and impressionable stage
has'tl)e'en dwarfed, poisoned and doomed to medj-
ocrity!

During childhood the muscular system and the
lungs develop. The limbs become longer, the
shoulders broaqer, the nose more prominent, and
the face longpr n proportion to its width. There is
a corresponding increase in physical strength speed
and activity. This is the period when active out-
door games are the most important factor in the
child’s education.

The School Age

From seven to fourteen years of age is usuz 3
Public School_ age; an age of greit gro:lvct\:gy;::l
activity, physical and mental.

Usually the growing children are herded into
crowded cl_ags-rooms, their natural physical and
mental activity repressed for five hours a day, in
order that an over-wotked and underpaid teacher
may give perhaps twenty minutes of real instryc-
tion. No wonder that the active, alert, interested
Inquisitive and retentive mind of the five-year-old
hc_comcis lthe sluggish, indifferent, unimaginative
::ixn;})l(!) the average young man or woman leaving

During this period, th.c base of the forehe

to fill out and the ad begins

mind demands mor i
!(npwledgc. Facts begin to supplant f?lir(}lrefiqitc'
in interest. The upper back head begins to (lcv;] =
and the I)o.y.or girl dreams of honor and '{tt"’op
ment, amlnpous dreams of a(‘.complishmcl;t imi
human service that reach their maximum d o
the 'teen age period. s
A]ong with the development of this
section of the head, we note the appearance of the
gregarious instinct. The boys form “gangg" “i
th girls “sets.” It is this instinct which thé (‘an(
mittees for Co-operation of Boys' and Girls' Wmﬂi
utilize in the formation of groups for stud ']()r ¢
the lines of the splendid programme of the (‘y 'dd(')'ng
Standard Efficiency Tests. et

upper back

The ’Teen Age

In the adolescent boy or girl, as D
Ambherst College has rema eg, I\’Iaizlre :.eng‘izrt}?f
experiment often tried with other animals of .
viding speed bz giving lengthened limbys asa mg,?'-
of safety. The bqy may grow three, six or ever?
nine inches in a single year—vyet practicall thi
yvholcf; ;?lcr;a_asiof relghtﬁvxll result from the lengtheris
ing of the limbs alone, the trunk i
little, if any. ., . ©f the body growing
(Continued on page 56)

This picture Shows the in.

creased development
forehead, nose anq chi(;{ 126;:;'}5}:

{f‘sually continues after matur-
ity.

B 1.—At six months
of age. This boy is
a delicate and an
artistic child,

B 2.—At ten months
of age. Note how the
upper forehead has
broadened out.

e e R A G RS X8

B 3.—At nine years
of age. Take note of
the top and upper
back head,

’[_\
|
L

B g.—At twelye years
of age. The chinand
I_Owef forehead are
mereasing.,
b

B. 5.—At twenty-

Jwe, compare fore-
hegd, nose and chin
with By, B3, Bo.

Rl e G
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For The Entire Family

HE utmost in service and satisfaction is
ours when you purchase Monarch Knit
osiery. Its superb quality, fit and finish,

lift it far above the commonplace. Your dealer
will show you Monarch Knit Hosiery in silk,
mercerized, cotton or cashmere.

And in stylish knitted sweater coats the
Monarch Knit range offers the most comprehen-
sive selection, both in mode and color combination.

Ask for Monarch Knit ®

Ask your Dealer for “MONARCH FLOSS,”
and other Hand-Knitting Yarns suitable for all
kinds of hand knitting.

The Monarch Knitting Company. Limited

Dunnville - . Ontario
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Laugh Time Tales

“Life without Laughing is a Dreary Blank"

In the Middle

RS. LEWIS had made it a practice

every night just before bed-time
to read some verses from the Bible to her
little ones. Among those verses which she
particularly endeavored to impress on
their young minds was, ‘‘Whosoever
smiteth thee on thy right cheek, turn to
him the other one.” The following morn-
ing Jack came into the house, sobbing

bitterly. “Why, what’s the matter?”’
anxiously queried the mother. “‘Sister
hit me.”” ‘“Have
you forgotten
about turning the
other cheek?”
““No-n-no, boo-

hoo!"” wailed Jack
“but I couldn't;
she hit me in the
middle.”

Uneasy

THE local pawn

broker's shop
was on fire, and
among the crowd
of spectators was
an old woman
who attracted
much attention by
her sobs and cries
of despair.

“What is the
matter with you?"
a fireman said.
“You don’t own
the shop, do you?’

“" N 0 X ” s h e
wailed, ‘“but my
old man’s suit is
pawned there, and
he doesn't know
it."

is there, mum

Congratulations

PRIZEFIGHTER (entering school _with
his son): “You give this boy o’ minea
thrashing yesterday, didn’t yer?”
Schoolmaster (very nervous): ‘‘Well—
I—er—perhaps——’
Prizefighter: *‘Well, give us your 'and;
you're a champion. I can’t do nothing
with 'im myself."”

Mother was Probably Right

NEIGHBOR——“They tell me your son is
in the college football team.”
Proud Mother—*“It is quite true.”
Neighbor—"Do you know what position
he plays?”
Proud Mother—*“I'm not sure, but I
think he’s one of the drawbacks.”

Obliging

THE very black man with the very red
lips and the very old banjo was caught

in the act of creating a disturbance
outside a theatre.

A majestic ‘““bobby” approached and
said briskly:

“Now, then, my man, kindly accom-
pany me! ” :

“Suttinly!” said the black man, with
a bow, lifting his banjo. ‘“What are
you going to sing?”’

Ought to be Spontaneous

GERTIE and Maudie were discussing
the tender passion in all its phases.
“How many times do you make a
young man propose to you before you
say yes?" questioned Maudie.
“If you have to make him propose,
you'd better say yes the first time,”
answered Gertie.

And he Said—!

AN old dame who had never budged
from her native village in her life
before was travelling to London to see her
wounded son. It wasa long journey, and
she began to be very hungry. She had
heard that it was possible to get tea on
express trains; but no attendant passed
along the corridor. Then a bright thought
struck’her. One should ring for a servant,
of course. She reached up and pulled the
communication-cord. There was a screech
of brakes, and presently the guard came
rushing along.
“Who pulled that bell?” he shouted.
“I did!” said the old lady, sweetly.
“Well, what do you want?"" asked the
d

“A.cup of tea and a ham sandwich for
me, please!” said the dame.

“‘Look here, Lily, I can write my name
in the dust on this chest.”
“Lor, there's nothing like eddication,

End of the War
BSOLUTE knowledge I have none,
A

But my aunt’s charwoman’s sister’s son
Heard a policeman on his beat
Tell a housemaid in Downing Street
That he had a brother who had a friend
Who knew when the war was going to end.

Romantic!

“HOW did I get acquainted with my
second husband? Well, it was quite
romantic. I was out walking with my
first, when my
present came a-
long in his auto-
mobile, and ran
him down, fatally
injuring him.
That was the be-
ginning of our
friendship.”

What Indeed ?

ATHER: When

I was a small
boy I was left an
orphan.

Tommy: What
gi>d you do with
it!

Practice Makes
Perfect

YOUNG
Burnley wea-
ver, according to
an English paper,
was taking her
little baby to
church to be
christened.

Its father had
been in the
trenches for three
months, and it
; was impossible for
him to get home for the ceremony.

The baby smiled up beautifully into
the minister’s face,

“Well, madam,” said the minister, “I
must congratulate you on your little one's
behavior. I have christened two thousand
babies, but I never christened one that

haved so well as yours."”

The ci,'oung mother smiled demurely,
and said:

“His grandad and me hev’ bin prac-
tisin’ wi’ him fer a week wi' a bucket of
water!"

Scandalous !

HE teacher was trying to get the class
to tell in its own words the story
they had been studying.

’the text ran: “And the old man
went into the room where rested the
form of the beautiful woman he had
loved most in life. There he wept beside
her bier."”

And this was the way Alice repeated
it in her own words:

“The oM gentleman went into the
back room, where the lovely lady was
having a rest, an’ cried in her beer.”

Knew Them

DURING President Lincoln’s first visit

to the Springfield Penitentiary, an
old inmate, looking out through the bars,
remarked: “Well, Mr. Lincoln, you and I
ought to be well posted on prisons. We've
been in all there are in the country.” “Why,
this is the first I ever visited,” replied
the chief executive, somewhat astonished.
“Yes,”! was the reply, “but I've been in
all the rest.”

A Clear Case

POLICEMAN (giving evidence)—After
being ejected from the cinema, he was

discovered with a large bouquet in his
arms on the doorstep of the back entrance
to the picture palace.”

Mazistrate—"‘Did he give any reason for
his extraordinary behavior?'*

Policeman—*‘His speech was very indis-
tinct, your worship, but from what T could
'gathet; 'e was waiting to see Mary Pickford
ome.”

No Room for Two

PAT had just joined a horse regiment,

and was undergoing the necessary
practice in the riding school. After a par-
ticularly desperate attempt to unseat its
rider, the horse managed to entangle a
hoof in one of the stirrups.

“Begorra,” said Pat, ““if you're comin’
on, then I'm gettin’ off!”

\\

1%he New Lather

i
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The Ivory lather is formed
quickly. It is thick and
copious so that your en-
tire body can be covered
easily. It holds together
and lasts so that you can
massage your skin thor-
oughly without having
the soap become dry and
stiff. And you can rinse
it away as quickly as it is
made because it contains
no unsaponified oil to
make it stick to the skin.

If you have been using
soap that gives a thin,
sticky, slimy lather, the
Ivory lather will be a
revelation.

IVORY SOAP

IT FLOATS

99%% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton,Canada
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Touchy corns make thou-
sands suffer—on pleasure
trips—in business —at
home—everywhere.

Until they once try Blue-
jay. Then they are corn-
free forever.

Painful corns are utterly
needless. Science has
brought relief. The medi-
cated spot of wax on a
Blue-jay Plaster
stops pain in-
stantly,

Then in 48 hours
the corn painlessly

Makers of Surgical Dressings

Miserable Corns-
How to end them

454 per package.
COIX-'InCShO % & Buy a pack.
ars o now.

+i: Blue-jay =
dangerous Engt};:g;

SSY. b
ey, nFor Corng = never
bring infec- Stops Pain Instantly let one pain
o, Ends Corns Completely again,

Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters
BAUER & BLACK, Limited

No corn can resist Blue-
jay. Yet this way is most
gentle.

The chemist of a con-
cern known the world over
for its surgical dressings
discovered Blue-jay. He
studied corns for 25 years.

So with Science’s way at
your command, no touchy
corn need ever bother you

again,

Blue-jay Plasters
are sold every-
where at drug
stores for 25 cents

Chicago, Toronto, New York

Youwillenjoy
cooking that
big meal on this

LONDON, TORONTO,

family size oil stove.
convenient. Each burner controllable to
any desired heat. Equipped with the per-
fectbaking “Success” oven. Booklet free.

M<Clarys

FLORENCE

MONTREAL, WINNIPEG,
ST. JOHN, N.B., HAMILTON, CALGARY, SASKATOON EDMONTON

Everything so

ickless, Valveless,
K':e Fla'me. Automatic

VANCOUVER 96' L

O
HORLICK’S
Malted Milk for Infants

A safe milk diet, better than
cow’s milk alone. Containsrich
milk and malted grain extract

Gears HYGLO

NAIL POLISH

Brilliant, lasting and
waterproof.  Powder
25¢. Cake 25c and 50c.
Sand for free sample.

GRAF BROS., Inc.
119 W, 24th 81, Now York
Canadian Distributors

Canadian Sanitas Co. 17 Bleury 5t,, Montreal

Such Means Often Make Punishment Unnecessary

By Inspector W. A. GUNTON
Ot the Department of Neglected and Dependent
Children, Ontario Government.

HEN first a child is born, its mental
forces are wholly undeveloped, and
it is only through its feelings that

it can be controlled.

These may be touched in twd ways:i—
by the sense of physical pain, or by letting
it see the distress caused to its parents by
its actions. The most critical time of a
child’s life, however, lies between the ages
of twelve and sixteen, when reason and
feeling are about equally balanced.

The accompanying diagram will prob-
ably assist in making clear my meaning:

Let A, B, C, D represent the life of the
child from birth at A-D to say 21 years of
age at B-C. The line D-B divides the life
in proportion relatively to the control of
feeling and reason.

tories followed the use of their best judg-
ment in cases of emergency and surprise,
even when to do so was contrary to orders
from superior officers in command. Rarely
since the South African war have we heard
that saying quoted, excepting to draw
attention to its untruth.

Should we ask our children to obey
blindly and not ask the reason for our com-
mands? Just try and recall one command
which you have a right to give, for which
you should refuse to give the reason.
Most children have the idea that their
parents have no reason for most of their
orders (and possibly they are right) and
that they just “boss them about, becaus’?
they do not want them to have any fun.

We must remember

A-B-D represents _A E B8 that children are
the control of feel- I not machines, nor
ing which holds full <ol mere animals; but
sway at birth and FEELING that they are crea-
gradually decreases, : tures of thought,
giving way to the i REASON reason and will.
control, in part, of ; Every parent
reason. D-B-C : | should” form the
represents the con- D F c habit of saying,
trol of reason which Diagram showing the control of feeling when giving a com-
at first is scarcely and reason mand, “Do you
perceptible, bu't

gradually asserts itself until at maturity
it almost wholly controls, feeling playing
very little part.

The most interesting and important
point, however, is represented by the
dottedline E F.  Thisisanywhere between
twelve and sixteen years of age, and is the
point where reason and feeling are about
equally balanced in their control. This is
the great secret as to why it is so difficult
to control the child during these years.
He does not know what is the matter with
himself, and parents and teachers alike are
at their wits' end to know how to control
him.  The remedy is very simple, and if
thoughtfully applied, will bring the best
results every time—it is this appeal to
both feeling and reason at the same time
or as nearly at the same time as possible.
Follow this principle and you can control
any normal boy or girl, no matter how they
have been brought up and no matter how
so-called “bad’” they have been, I have
dealt with a great many extreme cases and
have yet to meet the first failure when
given a fair chance with a sane child. If
space would permit, I could give many
illustrations from actual experience. One
must suffice.

Tom was a truant. He was thirteen
years of age. Parents, teachers, and
truant officers had all failed. A half hour’s
application of the above principle succeed-
ed. Upon questioning him I found he
did not know why he was sent to school,
nor why he preferred to play truant. Ina
few minutes I found he played truant be-
cause, as he said, he had more fun. [
showed him in language any boy could
understand the advantages of going to
school and the evils of truancy, especially
with the company he was keeping and the
way his time was being spent. This
appealed to his reason. I then sought
some way to reach his feeling. 1 told him
his father was about to be punished. In
alarm he said, “Why?” and “How?"”
When told, he said, “What? My father
to be punished for what I do?” ° | said,
“You don't want to get your father into
trouble, do you?” He was decided]
unwilling for this. I had touched his
feelings now and so was satisfied I had
succeeded. . I said: “Now, my boy, I
haven't told you that you must go to
school, but I would like to know what you
think about it?"” His reply was: “I think
I ought to go. I'll start on Monday.” He
did start, and continued regularly, taking
a high standing in his class and causing no
further trouble. As this boy left me, he
turned back and very earnestly said: “Say,
Mr. Gunton, shall I'send the other guys to
you?”’ He knew he was cured and wanted
to help the other fellows.

It will pay the reader, if interested in
children in tKe home, in the school, in the
court or in church-work, to study this
principle and carefully apply it.

May He Reason Why? Or Must
He Do or Die ?

THAT once universally accepted and oft

quoted saying, “ Theirs not to reason
why. Theirs but to do and die,” was shot
to pieces in the battlefields of South Africa.
There our men learned that they must
reason why and that their greatest vic-

understand why I
tell you to do this?’ If you find he does
not understand, or if he voluntarily says,
“Why?™ explain, Should instant obedi-
ence be necessary, let there be an under-
standing that an explanation will follow.
But I am convinced that if any parent
habitually explains his commands his child
will soon” gain such confidence that in an
eémergency when unquestioned obedience
1s asked it will be promptly given, the
child saying to himself, *Father always
has a good reason and he must have one
now." "It is natural for a normal child to
ask the reason why until he has been
compelled to refrain from doing so.

It will be easier for a child to obey when
hq knows the reason. The explanation
will give him in a few years a great sto.(‘,k
of information which he would otherwise
not obtain. It will strengthen his reasoning
faculties, Give him confidence in his
parents and the tendency towards dis-
obedience and rebellion will be reduced to
the vanishing point. Give him the reason
why. Then, if need be, he will do and die.

Don’t! Don’t! Don’t!

I MAKE no apology, apart from the

desire to catch the reader's attention, for
doing the very thing I condemned in this
chapter. s

It is easy, when a child s occupying
himself with that which will injure him or
another, tosay “Don’t.” The next minute
he will be into something else and again },’e
hears your “ Don’t do that!” This “ Don't
don’t, don't,” may continue until the
mother is almost distracted and the child
is utterly discouraged. The only common-
sense method is to.direct his energies 1nto
proper channels. It may seem a great
deal of trouble, but in the end you will find
it the easiest way, and possibly in later
Kears save yourself bitter tears and many

eart aches. If the child s any good he

will be on the move.
doing things. Hijs surplus energy must
find expression. " If the boy starts drawing
on the walls instead of saying, “Don't,
give him paper or a blackboard and
explain why this is the better way. Ifheis
interested in doing that which will injure
gthers, call him to you with the expression,
. naVe some great fun for you!” suggest-
ing the fun. * If he does not think it fun,
ask him what he would like to do. It
should not worr you that the child ‘‘can-
not keep still ({)r a single minute,” for,
properly directed, later years will show
results in high and holy service to mankin
that will inspire pride and amply recom-
pense your patient endeavor,

He simply must be

“Why?’*

‘ ‘ JHAT parent has not been wearied
; by the innumerable “Why?'s”’ of
his chl!dren? We should not weary 0
answering the continuous questions of the
growing child. ave you been guilty of
saying impatiently, “Oh, don't ask so
(rany. questions?’” * Few parents know
that in so doing they are putting them-
selves in opposition fo one of the funda-
mental principles of education. It 15
almost as natyral for a child to ask

(Continued on page 5%)
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You Forget You Are

In a Store
THE Columbia way of d'emonstratin%

a Grafonola is first to make you fee
at home. When you go into a Columbia
store, the dealer knows exactly what you
want. He knows that you came to hear
music and he is glad you came.

You can select as many records as you
wish to hear, and he will play them for
you or let you play them. There is no
“hands-off-the-instrument”” atmosphere.
Walk up to the Columbia Grafonola and
get fully acquainted with its mechanism.

The better you know and the more
you compare the Columbia Grafonola
with other phonographs, the more the
Columbia Grafonola will attract you.
In a test, the Grafonola always appears
at its best.

Columbia Grafonolas are priced at $24 to $300
Period designs up to $2100

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, TORONTO

Food will win the war.
Don’t waste it.

=




. for-granted food stuffs!

. descendants.

HOUSEHOLD
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T'S an odd thing that this war, which has
carried science and invention and votes for
women and the cost of living forward so
suddenly that we must sometimes run to
catch up to our own fetish, should have
picked up our modern housekeeper and
set her down in her own grandmother's
kitchen. True, the kitchen has been re-
furnished—it is white and light and has a
porcelain sink, an electric iron, a half-

minute egg-beater and an oven at one's eye-level—but it
is once more the hub of the household, and the first
interest of the busiest woman war-workers in the land.
For it's a strategic battle-point at which a single import-
ant victory is to be won by the kitchen soldier in com-
mand. And that commander, whether she knows it or
not, reverts often to the ways of her fore-mothers. The
old personal oversight and care, the good, old-fashioned
thrift, the best of the old-time simplicit ,are thearmsand
armor of to-day's woman for the ﬁyht that is pecu-
liarly hers to win. Though her “outside’ interests were
mever so varied and so intense, she is yet giving more of
herself, of her best thought and effort, to the administra-
tion of her own home. And she has wisely gone back to
the kitchens of the last generation, and the one before it
for every single lesson they can teach her—a surprising
number they are, too, for conditions have reverted in so
many cases, to resemble those of a decade or a half-
century ago.

When the foods of far countries were brought slowl
across seas that offered adventure and danger as weﬁ
as profit—they were not treated in the casual manner
fostered by easy transit in great lines of steam-
ships and swift-rushing trains. Or when the
pioneer experienced the triumph of a golden har-
vest where all had but lately been brush and
boulders—is it arfy wonder that food stuffs
were treated with a respectful consideration,
and that when they took form under a woman's
hand, they came forth as dishes that claimed
a personality?

When reduced to a mere “ingredient’’ taken
from the pantry shelf that it had reached
through the mediums of a telephoned order and
a prompt delivery service, no food product
could be expected to infuse the same spirit
into its ultimate goal of soup or pudding—
especially when its mixing became merely
a scarce-considered routine. '

But they have regained much of the
lost prestige of earlier days, these taken-
hey loom large
in the vision of the commanders of the
nation, and the sub-commander in every
home. There can be only one result—a
recognizable return of the ‘‘something’’
that made many of the dishes of fifty

come about in stores and kitchens, in cooking and in cooks,
many of us have forgotten the really special uses of
““brown sugar” (now chiefly known commercially as soft
or yellow sugar—Ilight, “brilliant” or dark yellow). The
young husband of to-day is not deceived by the enchant-
ment of distance alone when he thinks—oh, ever so
privately!—that the sugar cookies or the apple pie or the
cinnamon doughnuts his wife makes have not just the
flavor of what mother—or grandmother—used to make.
He is right—they haven't. And that fact is largely due
to the substitution of the good, white granulated sugar
that has won so far into our favor of late years that
we use it almost to the exclusion of specially-purposed
sugars. There is less of the syrup—the cane yuice with
its rich, deep flavor—in the fine white sugars, and there are
many good things to eat that are less good because of its
loss.

Getting Abreast of Old Times

TOO modern! Are we? Is this just one little instance
of letting the times carry us along in their own
“‘specializing "’ waY, while we lose a little of the art that
made of some of the old dishes things to remember?

To win the best from those days that are gone, we have
rooted out grandmother's cook-books, and in all humility,
we have gone to our elders for, among other things, the
almost forgotten wisdom of the sugar-crock.

“And a crock it should be,” said the wisest of grand-
aunts—she whose cooking was not the least part of the
fame of a reigning belle, over half a century ago. “I have
seen yellow sugar from your very high-class grocers,
that is pale as green tea and full of very hard lumps,

i

years ago more pleasing than their direct

Giving Us More Sugar

ONE staple that has been much in our minds

of late is sugar. Have you noticed the
constant sweetening of women’s discourse, when t‘hey
meet over the knitting needles or the Red Cross cutting-
table? For the talk touches ever on foods and inevitably,
it turns to sugar. And of late, new terms—new-old
terms—have drifted in,—"soft sugars,” ‘‘old-fashioned
sugars,” ‘‘old-time brown sugar.”

The reason is just round the corner., We have ac-
cepted the fact that there has been a sugar shortage, and
that there will be less sugar than of old, as long as war
causes unnatural food conditions. And wherever there is
shortage, those who know whys and wherefores put their
heads and their wisdom together, to dodge or to offset it
to the filling of our larders and the glory of the allies.

And just as the millers have given us more flour from
a hundred pounds of wheat by using more of the wheat
berry to make our new war flour, so sugar refiners are
giving us more sugar from a hundred pounds of sugar
‘cane, by turning more of it into the soft, flavorful yellow
sugars that were the basis of sweetening and often the
flavoring, in the days of our mothers’ mothers. Here

' is one case of an old friend returning to claim our remem-
brance, our favor and a renewal of the intimacy of past
days that were rich in “‘the hospitality and grace o
good eating.” Somehow, in the myriad changes that have
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Such sugar would never have made the maple hard-sauce

that your grand-uncle was so fond of. You should sug-
gest to your grocer to keep his barrels or sacks of soft
sugar well away from his granulated sugar, which must
be kept very dry while the soft sugar is naturally
moist and will probably keep best in his cellar!

““When you get it, my dear, put it in an old-fashioned
covered crock—or even a bowl that a plate will cover!|
A cloth, wrung out of cold water every few days and kept
under the cover, will give the sugar the moisture it needs
and prevent hardening. )

“My maple hard-sauce recipe? Very Simple—just
cream thoroughly a tablespoonful of soft butter (this
new oleomargarine you have would do very well instead)
and work in moist brown sugar very gradually and very
smoothly. Moisten and flavor with a litt]e maple-syrup
—or a drop or two of the maple flavoring which you use
would do, adding a trifle of cream if you need it to make a
soft, smooth mixture about the consistency of butter.
It is delicious with fruit puddings, or a batter or suet

udding.
x ‘‘Many people use the modern icing sugar for hard-
sauce, but I do not thinlg it gives the richness that the
yellow sugar gives—and its flavor needs to be disguised

Lo
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To be Up-to-the-Minute, the Good Things we Serve Must be
Sweetened in the Old-Time Way

nstead of emphasized. The brown sugar, too, is less
expensive.”’

The point of economy was well-taken—the yellow

sugars are selling to-day at about half a cent a pound less
thz‘1‘n granulated sugar—one more item in their favor!
: ou will not have forgotten how you loved brown
sugar on your porridge or on your after-school ‘piece
asa ch_lld, continued grand-aunt. ‘It makes a delicious
sandw_xch with the whole-wheat bread you are using.”’

A simple suggestion for the school lunch-box!

. The flavor of these yellow sugars makes them useful
in addition to their sweetening powers, a fact that will
win its own appreciation if you will sprinkle a little
over your next batch of sweet buns (first brushing the
to?l with a little melted butter or milk). Or spread some
?fi OW sugar on a thin sheet of dough, roll it and cut 1t
ike Chelsea buns; they will havea delicioustaffy-likeflavor

In fact, a little experiment will reveal many unthought-
of places where the substitution of the old-fashione
:ugalr1 will yield a noticeable improvement—a subtle
tguc of flavor, or the bringing out of a flavor already

?jrel.' Pies (though we bake but few of them now-a-days,
z}nk Imit most of them to one crust), puddings, many
:}z: €s—in short, most of the things we cook—will permit

e change to brown sugar with a grace that may indi-
cate that this, indeed, was the “original”’ recipe—3a
quite probable assumption.

Grand-Aunt’s Best Recipes

RAND:AUNT Tabitha — whose gentle authority
on this subject precludes all doubt or argument,
herself adapted her favorite chocolate cake
to meet war-time requirements.
hree tablespoons butter-substitute, 1
Square chocolate, 14 cup brown sugar, /2
cup milk, 114 cups flour, 14 teaspoon
vanilla, 1 egg.
Cream shortening and half of the
sugar; add the egg which has first
een beaten very light and the lj?‘
mainder of the sugar. Mix and sift
the flour and baking powder, @
alternately with milk to the ﬁrs;
mixture, and lastly, beat in the meltlei
chocolate and vanilla. Bake
30 minutes in a shallow pan-

Aunt Tabitha’s Hermits

Two cups brown sugar, 2
tablespoons molasses, %2 CuP
butter substitute, 2 tablespoonf
milk, 1 cup currants, 1 tead
spoon soda, 1 cup Ch"ppef
raisins, 2 teaspoons creaml °n
tartar, 2 eggs, 1 teaSPO(:o
vanilla, just enough flour
drop them.

iga r Cookies

THESE are nice to have in a closely-covered jar foti
lunchirgﬁfge“mes and are splendid for the carried schoo
Two cups vellow sugar. 5
L gar, 2 eggs, 14 cup butter su
;ute, 1% cup milk, 2 teaspo'onggcinn/gmog, flour, }4 tea
pgon nutmeg, 2 teaspoons baking powder. d
o ream the sugar, and butter substitute together, and add
By 588 Which have been whisked until very hight:
eat the mixture well, pour in the milk and add sufficient
. 1(1)ur to make a dough that can be nicely handled. >!
€ baking powder with the first of the flour. Form 11
small balls, roll in sugar and bake.

Molasses Cakes

One cup molasses, 1 e ns
. » 1 egg, 1 cup hot water, 2 teaspoo
ginger, 15 cup melted butter substitute, "9 teaspoons

a, 1 cup yellow sugar, 1% teaspoon salt, 4 cups flour-

MI,X molasses, butter and sugar, add soda, melted

the hot water, and beat the mixture®

very thoroughly. Add the remain?igr Ofe%he hot watef,

the egg well beaten, and the flour with which the ginger
(Continued on page 35)



The Big §

Every Housekeeper is Max-
shalling Her Forces for the
Indoor Drive She Will
Command

HE dust of the long winter months has
occupied every crevice in spite of our
I sweepings and our dustings. Coal, we are
convinced, never made so much soot and
so little heat! It has lodged a grey film
on our curtains and given our wall-papers
almost a different hue. Only the thought
of the bright, budding days to come when, the fires out
and the windows open, we sweep all ahead of us, has
given us courage to stay with it, to pit our small strength
against the forces of Darkness and Dust. 4
But our turn is coming! The snows are (:Iisappearmg,
the talk is of sap in the woods and spring

millinery in the town—of spring garments and  Fig. I.
fresh wall-papers, clean curtains and cheapgr Zf:nd'
eggs! Assuredly, the spring daysare woman's &5 .,

own days!

“But,” says the doubtful one, “Can any
woman enjoy house-cleaning and attacking
the big pile o?]spring sewing? New clothes and
a clean house are nice things, of course, but—""'

Much can be done to obviate that “but”
and assuredly, a woman can enjoy these things
—if the sense of accomplishment and the very
tangible rewards are not discounted by an
aching back, lacerated hands, and a fatigue
that blots out even the spring sunshine.

So, obviously, the thing to do is to lessen the
physical drag, to change the unpleasant phases
where possible and to offset the unfortunate feminine
tendency to overdo things. The very best way to accom-
plish this is to plan the whole atfack beforehand; to
bring your forces up to their greatest strength and to have
thle(.best equipment possible for each part of the under-
taking.

saving

Speaking of Amunition!

HFRE are big guns and small guns, and ““Jack

Johnson’s” aplenty, if we know about them, know
what they will accomplish for us, and are able to equip
ourselves with them.
. Dusters and cloths for washing and rubbing and polish-
ing, are truly the shrapnel of the Housecleaning Army.
Like the old tin cans, the scrap metal, and all the other
left-overs that go into our factories as junk and come
out as ammunition, the discards of the rag-bag, by
grace of soap and water and an iron for the finer
cloths, will do valiant work on windows, woodwork,
floors and the like.

When the actual cleaning is done, one of the
chemically-treated dusters that come at twenty-five
cents, will be found of great value. They gather and
hold the dust, instead of wiping it off one piece of
furniture to settle comfortably on another, and make
the dusting of a room a much quicker, cleaner and
more thorough job.

You will want scouring agents, and you will want
them before the onslaught begins. Nothing is more
annoying than to clear a room for action, only to find
you have nothing at hand to give that crystal clearness
- to the windows that is difficult to attain with jgst
san and water, after the long neglect of their outside
surfaces, sometimes enforced by frost and storm win-
dows and general winter unreachableness. Or the
chagrin of having no polish for the nickel finishings of
the bathroom or nothing to bring its porcelains back
to the dazzling white of span-newness—such interrup-
tions sometimes take more of one's grit and energy
than does the actual work itself. 2 o5

There are excellent metal polishes to be had in the
form of pastes, creams and powders. For a few cents,
you can buy a tin of powder, or a cake done up like soap,
that will take all the grease and dulling soil from metals,
porcelains or painted wood-work, and make one. r_’ub
do what ten had done without them! With the addition
of good soap—select one that will deal gently with your
hands as well as with your belongings—you will have
ready the first essentials for the cleaning campaign.

Where Tools Come In 3
. All these, however, are but the first line of attackers.

We have brushes, now, for every possible purpose

E= = — —

THE Experiment Kitchen is here for you—to save

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

f you want to purchase any of the articles on this page,
write to us for the address of the manufacturer or
merchant who handles it. Or if you would like us to

make the purchase for you, enclose money order to
cover cost and we
will do your shop-
ping without any
charge to you.

Ay Lttt

They must be supported, helped along in
every way.

Of course, a house can be cleaned, and well
cleaned, with little more than these, plus
unlimited “elbow grease.” But that is one
thing the wise woman cuts down to the mini-
mum—the real, take-it-out-of-herself labor
of what we have always termed the “heavy
house-work.” There are modern inventions
large and small, expensive and inexpensive,
that will relieve her of practically every exer-
tion that is a tax on her strength, and it is
certainly worth an effort to obtain them.

For instance, the old task that grows no
lighter year by year—the washing of the
blankets. We do not like to trust them to the
laundry, so—they are done at home. Heavy,
aren’t they?

The greatest help here is a washing machine—electric,
water power or hand-power. It reduces the actual

Fig. ll. When using
a sewing machine
becomes a pleasure

handling of the heavy, water-soaked blankets to almost
nothing. Some of the 1918 models show an almost
unbelievable canniness—one is half-convinced that they
will gather and sort the washing next!

If you have no machine, you will appreciate the ad-
vantage of using melted soap, or use that which comes in
flakes. Put in a good-sized saucepan, cover with cold
water and bring to the boil slowly, so that the soap will all
melt. Beat some of it into your blanket water, to make
a good suds. If you pour a very little at a time, right on
the blanket as you rub it, melted soap will surprise you

by its vastly increased powers of
ousting dirt.

Or another Herculean task—the
taking up and beating of heavy
carpets. There is not always a
company convenient who, “for a
consideration,” will do all this and
lgy the carpets again on the clean-
scrubbed floors. As a home-task,
this is the one that must call out
to the masculine reserves!

A vacuum cleaner, not in house-
cleaning season alone, but in ail
seasons, keeps the dust out of one’s
carpets—sucks it out from its deep-
est hiding place. “Once in a blue-
moon” is often enough to lift
carpets that know the relentless
suction of the vacuum cleaner.
And of course, this is just one of
the tasks it will perform. Hangings,
heavy or light, can be kept free
from dust; upholstered furniture
ceases to belch a small cloud of
dust if it is suddenly and severely
sat upon; mattresses can never
be kept so beautifully clean in any
other way, and inaccessible places
are not permitted to keep their
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Fig. IV. She feels just as trim as she looks

dust for the semi-annual advent of the step-ladder~
Special attachments'give the vacuum cleaner power alikes
over the high-placed and lowly.

The Sensible Costume

ERHAPS there is no time when a woman is quite so

convinced that she is bound by limitations, as when
the cleaning season alternately sets her atop a step-~
ladder or sees her scrambling behind and beneath things
that obstruct her path.

And as we are in an age when a need is promptly met

by a new article or a new fashion where the old will not
suffice, the busy woman who wants to be sensibly, suit-
ably, unhamperingly clad at the tasks she assumes, has
been granted an overall that fills her every requirement.
She can be neat, comfortable and safe, rt>1/~eed from the
skirt that will get in her way, and her overal
can be as pretty as she pleases. All pattern
services, have added the over-all to their list
or you can purchase the regulation garment,
(Fig. IV.) made from materials best suited to the
purpose and attractive enough to suit the
most exacting of women. They cost from two
dollars up.

A pair of rubber gloves, too, (Fig. I.)
should find place in every woman's scheme
of things, in house-cleaning time and out.
Much soap and water is hard on any skin,
and dust and dirt are even worse. Gloves of
thin, red rubber fit the hand and are not a bit
clumsy. They can be purchased in all sizes
for as’little as thirty cents a pair, but better
grades, costing from seventy-five cents to a
dollar and a quarter will, of course, last much
longer. Soft, white hands in spite of household
tasks, reward their use. An old pair of cot-
ton gloves pulled on over the rubber gloves,
if one is peeling potatoes or using any
tool that is likely to puncture the rubber,
will greatly prolong their life.

Of Brushes and Brooms

WHERE a broom, a whisk and a
stove brush used to constitute our
full equipment, we have now a matter of
thirty or forty household brushes to choose
from. Every hard-to-get at place has been
made accessible, every lurking grain of dust can be
routed out, when we advance on them armed with a
special broom or brush.

For instance—walls and ceilings should be lightly
wiped over. It is easy with a wall-brush—soft yarn on a
long, extension handle—such as we see in Fig. B. It
costs $1.25.

Failing this, a cover that slips over an ordinary broom,
(Fig. II1.) will be helpful. The bottom half is made of a
plush-like material that gathers dust to itself with an
unanswerable insistance. The price is fifty cents.

The difficulty and un-
pleasantness of cleaning the
lavatory bowl, succumb to
the urge of a thick, well-
bristled brush that has the
right curve (see Fig, D).
The bristles are mounted on
a heavy, long, twisted-wire
handle with a wooden grip,
making an absolutely sani-
tary brush, easily washed by
holding it under the tap for
a moment.

This, too, is useful as a
fifty-two weeks in the year
article. It'’s cost is 70c.

Still another brush that
has a highly specialized use
use of its own, is the radiator
brush (Fig. C). Once more,
very heavy, twisted wires
form a long, strong handle.
Every good housekeeper resents the common trait of
radiators to present a clean face to the public and gather
every bit of dirt possible, below, behind and between
their coils. She can purchase absolute vengeance for
fifty cents.

Fig. V.

Fig. Ill. A cover will make
a mop of your broom

(Continued on page 30)



Everywoman’s World For April, 1918

Lack of food—threatens the battle

‘““The f?od wanted by mankind does not
exist.

The word ‘shortage’ is not strong enough.

The whole world is up against a nasty
thing, familiar to the people of India
called ‘famine.’ *’ :

—LORD RHONDDA,
Britain’s Food Controller.

B 0

One year ago, only the enemy was on rations,
To-day, Great Britain, France and Italy are on rations.

To-day, Germany controls the wheat lands of Roumania,
Russia, Poland and Ukrania.

To-day, the shadows of hunger, famine, disease and death
hang over the Allies.

Upon the 1918 crop from Canada

and the United States depends the

fate of the democratic peoples of
the world.

If that crop is sufficient the Allies

The heart of this pro-

line

€ase in live stock

SPproximately 115,000,000 heaq o COmPared to 1913, is

Herbert Hoover Says:

“Our European Allies are dependent

; upon us for greater quantities of food
can be fed. blem 1S labor . e .
are the first Jine of cur defence. Our

If that crop is not sufficient the
Allies may have to accept a German

Without more farm

ey, our ships, our life blood, and not

least of all, OUR FOOD supply, must be
of a commop stock,

peace. : e
labOr mOl'e fOOd can_ It'lln Dre-war_ times, Britain, France,
nof. be: el 350 o vty mpored o
. . : Bt ushels of grain, plus
That Battle Line in Produced. Vast quantities of meats and fat.

France and Flanders

Must Not Want

Do you realize what a German
peace would mean to Canada?

Germany covets our natural re-
sources—our agricultural and min-
eral wealth, our forests, our fish-
eries, everything that is Canada’s.

Germany won't be satisfied with
European territory, with teeming
masses, wrangling factions and de-

If you really want to
serve your Country jp
a big, practical way,
register now for farm
labor, or urge and
assist your male em-
ployees to do so,

pleted natural resources. She
wants colonies—big, thinly-popu-
lated countries in temperate zones
for her sons and daughters to go to propagate their kind.

The Kaiser would sacrifice millions of Germans to-morrow
if he thought that by so doing he could set foot on Canada’s
shores as Conqueror.

And what’s more, the Germans would offer themselves for the
sacrifice, so great is their subjection to the military ideal.

The only thing that balks German ambition is that battle
line from the North Sea to Switzerland—and the British Navy.

The Only Thing That Sustdins Our
Men on Land and Sea--is Food

What are we, each one of us, prepared to do to insure that
Food supply?

Germany, by her submarine campaign, has seen that great
Armada, the British Mercantile Marine, shrink in volume.

Germany has seen South America, Australia, New Zealand,
India and far away outposts of the Empire practically cut off

The submarine destruction of shipping

as made it necessary to abandon the

hope of bringing food from South America,
Australasia and India.

i therefore, be shipped
from Canad, and the United States—the
nNearest and safest route.

ik g;‘rf:&d]l;in and United States supplies

fhe Allinj ¥ 350,000,060 bushels short of

diid conz n'ee_ds, y greater production

Seards ner"dtlon Canada and the United

b of MSt combine to increase the ex-
Ot grain by 150,000,000 bushels.

busf;l;?: TéMaining shortage of 200,000,000

H Must be overcome by greater

= % 10 consumption in the allied
untries, And this is being done by

Britain Fra
' nece, and Ital ioning her
people, aly rationing

It has, however, been able to
and self-sacrifice in its people to

€ir natjon, The ;
Ge » In the name of the Father-

nation two.th;
he worlq fr
‘o 2s2

My vision of War is n
cussion,

land, supports a
tens to subject t

ater exertion of the Allies’ farmers
€S war as [ sea it, needs no T};e Canadian and the Uni?ed
t every spade full of % Inducement and no inspiration
suffering anq carth turned anqd every animal reared
: i the liberty of the world."

States citizen who se
!)ut the thought tha
1s lessening human

anteeing

Britain is now

5 on Food Rations,
rance is now on Food Rations

Italy is on the verge of starvation

can enable us to o s Only-continuous support from us

Only with a djscing:
disciplineq people behing can we hope to win The rationed




Everywoman’s World For April, 1918

25

l To send more Food to our Allies is not Charity

British Nation, blood of our blood, bone of our bone, are proudly paying
the price and sharing with France and Italy their limited stock of foot'i. For
in this there is mighty pride, a conscious measuring of their glory with the
best traditions of ancient Sparta, and of Imperial Rome, for Britons know t}}at
upon them rests the burden of saving humanity. The story of their service
shall ring and echo forever along the hill tops of history.

To Send More Food to Our Allies is
Not Charity

It is war. The Allies have a right to demand it. They have a right to
resent the offer of only what is “‘left over.”” Those who are fighting the common
battle for civilization and for our protection have a higher claim than had
Lazarus to only the “crumbs that fall from the rich man’s table.”

The Canadian people must recognize that our Allies have the first claim
on our food supplies.

As the shipping situation makes the Allies dependent upon the North
American continent for food, it is vitally necessary that Canada should in-
crease her production of food in order to take a larger part in providing for the
Allies’ requirements. This is especially urgent as the maintenance of a ]argc
United States Army in the European field will cause a very heavy drain
on that country’s resources.

There must be no peace without victory.

For nearly four years Germany has been struggling against the powers of
law and order. She has failed so far to make good her escape with her booty
by superior strength and skill. And now she is attempting by intrigue, sug-
gestion, device and propaganda to divert the attention of her antagonist®
from the struggle itself, and thus to gain her ends by relaxing the strength and
skill of her antagonists.

What she can gain from these tactics is plain to all the world in the sorrow-
ful experience of Russia.

Germany's most dangerous weapon is not her Zeppelin—that is obsolete.
Not her submarine—that can be overcome. Not her machine-like army—
that has been repeatedly hurled back by the living armies of freemen. Her
most dangerous weapon is her propaganda of peace.

While with her hands she murders and despoils, with her voice she invites
to parleys.

When Liberty is in Peril There is Threat
of Lasting Disaster in the Very
Word ““Peace’’

Lord Leverhulme, long known in Canada as Sir William Lever, who knows
well the German mind, in a recent interview, stated:

“You will never be able to dictate terms to Germany till she is beaten.
The argument you mention is founded on the dangerous fallacy that because
Germany is sick of this war she is sick of war in general. Sheisn’t. I doubt if
her Government is even sick of this war. You've read the speech of that old
brigand, Hertling. Is there any sign of repentance in that speech? Is it a
chastened speech? Is it the speech of a statesman who wants disarmament and
a league of nations? No! Germany is back in her mood of 1914. She believes
she is winning the war. She believes she has won now. And if we talk of peace
to her she HAS won it. Why, it would be better a thousand times that every
man in England should be dead than that Germany should issue from this
war with the feeling of a conqueror. You hear people use the phrase, ‘to the
last man, and the last shilling,” and you think it is only a bit of rhetoric,
but to my mind it’s the most solemn and absolute truth. I mean when I say
it that it would in very truth be a million times better for the people of these
islands to be dead, every one of them, rather than live on as the serfs of a
triumphant Prussia.”

How can any lover of liberty remain insensible to this peril?
Food means Victory and the world made safe for democracy!—
Lack of food means disaster and subjugation to Germany.

’

The Citizens of Ontario Must Lead This
Mighty Crusade for Greater Food
Production

They did it last year and will do it again.

As the greatest food-producing Province, Ontario must maintain her
leadership in America. .Great are our opportunities—our responsibility is
tremendous.

Upon every man and woman, boy and girl, rests a personal obligation to
serve. Every pound of food produced, in whatever form, is a contribution to
the Cause of Freedom.

Ontario farmers should sow 500,000 acres of spring wheat.

Every Ontario farmer whose land is ‘at all suitable, should put an extra
five acres into wheat, even at the expense of another crop.

What YOU Can Do To Help

At all costs production must be maintained.

That’s why farmers and farmers’ sons are being exempted from military
service. Working on a farm is equivalent to service in the Second Line
Trenches.

To enable the farmer to do the work two factors are essential. The first is
Time. Whatever we are to do must be done at once. Nature waits for no
man. The second is Labor. Many farmers cannot plant the acres they would
because they cannot get the necessary help. Many are afraid to increase
their acreage because théy fear they would not be able to cultivate and harvest
an unusual crop after they had raised it.

The burden is not one to be placed solely upon the farmer. Neither can it
be placed upon the townsman. It is a personal obligation upon every man,
woman, boy and girl, in every farm, town and city home in the Province of
Ontario.

AWAY WITH CRITICISM—CO-OPERATE! Mr. City Man, don't
say that the farmer should do so-and-so, and thus allow criticism in this hour
of our Nation’s peril to cripple your effort.

Mr. Farmer, don’t hastily underestimate the value the city man can be
to you.

Get Together in the Fight for Liberty

Let us not lament what MICHT be, but earnestly face what MUST be.

Fifteen thousand boys between the ages of fifteen and nineteen must be
organized as ““Soldiers of the Soil”” to work on Ontario farms this season.

Farmers can get one or more of these boys by applying to their District
Representatives or to the Public Employment Bureaux at Toronto, Ottawa,
Hamilton or London.

Unmarried men, exempted from military service, are urged to take up
farm work. Married men who have had previous experience on a farm are
urged to resume farm work for a season. Employers of labor are asked to
assist men to take up farm work.

We urge the farmers and the townsmen to get together for greater produc-
tion in the interests of a free people and democracy.

Let the Organization of Resources Committee, your District Representa-
tives or the Public Employment Bureaux act as your intermediaries.

When we have done our best, the cry for food cannot be wholly met.
For the rest—our Allies are tightening their belts.

Organization of Resources Committee
Barliament Buildings, Toronto, Ont.

. CHAIRMAN: His Honor Sir John S. Hendrie, K.C.M.G., C.v.0,
Lieutenant-Governor of Ontario. VICE-CHAIRMEN: Honorable Sir
William H. Hearst, K.C.M.G., Prime Minister of Ontario; William Proudfoot,

Esq., K.C., Leader of the Opposition. SECRETARY: Albert H. Abbott,
Esq., Ph.D.

The only thing that balks German Ambition is the battle line in
France and—the British Navy. The only thing that sustains
our men on land and sea is Food |
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Vacant Lot and Home
Gardening

Must be Taken Up With Re-
doubled Vigor This Year

| HE women of Canada are being asked
& [ to take up the work of vacant lot
{ and home gardening with redoubled
,'? vigor this year. When the call for in-
creased production of vegetables went
forth in 1917, they responded instantly,
and it would be hard to compute just how
much they added to Canada’s supply of
garden truck.

But what they did last year must be
doubled this year for the more vegetables

ZZ
grown the more flour, beef and bacon will 3
be saved for overseas.

The days when “Adam delved and Eve NOW women as Well

” - :
span,” are no more. Eve must delve while M D d
Adam fights. Gardening is pleasant work. as ff €n email
Many women took it up as a hobby before E 1C1 T ols
there was any thought of war. Now that s ICItertlE 4 o Foce.

> - >sfinit lecti : on’t be content to do your ”
they have a definite objective it should work in the old fashioned ways. They
not be so lmr(l_ to use thcnr energies in this mean more work, extra hours, added
direction. It is not the kind of work that household expense. »
requires a woman's whole time and any c‘el\:ff"in}]’l‘}r‘;fve‘;ggg{zdtglihggdgsginiss,

\ housewife, with a little land at her dis- Why not women ?

| posal, can make something of it, if she ¢ You owe it to yourself —to your

| really wants to. The kiddies love to help. akte Jurr Lo your “pocket book — to

[

e 1 h ; take full advantage of such time and
The business girl, too, can give some of labor-saving  conveniences as  the
; her time. In fact, many girls in the civil

| service, Ottawa, worked in the evenings
| last year, and even gave up their summer
| holidays, in the interests of production.

| As for the girl of leisure—definite respon-

sibility rests on her to do a little cultiva- Carpet Sweeper

tion. It will be the most useful kind of

| service she can render, because if every hJr"‘ﬁé’at’i‘ﬁlé“'eﬁﬁfl“%éif"f’fr ’ge(t)tr;er-
family grows enough garden truck for its . In place of arm-tiring, back-breaking
y 4 roon Jee > g S|
food-stus’ wil b cEace aving in other gitorfoss DUmBins of the Blsacll “cyeo’
, " S 3 & Carpet Sweeper.
will be a good thing for the women of The savings you make on dollar
Canada to get into the habit of making mooms, carpets and rugs will pay

2 s : thany times over the initial cost of
use of the natural resources at their this wonderful household convenience.
command. i Get one today. Each day you delay is exact-
Ing its toll in energy and dollars,

’ Bigsell Carpet S ““Cyco’
Mrs. Crothers’ Gardens Bl B Rty SEeBersy with the patented g

: A pagqum B R eato Lo $12.60--depdnding on siyle
NE of the most enthusiastic supporters booklet, '+ At dealers everywhere. Write taday for

of gardening is Mrs. T. W. Crothers,

wife of the Minister of Labor. She would BISSEL(:)I;‘ (c:ﬁgfgf E}YE’EEE Wi
like to see people rolling up their house- Grand Rapids I,\Jichiszan alu
hold worries in a carpet bag and going out Niagara Falls, Ont. (Factory)
to the gur(lcn to (]ig_ She l)CliCVCS ﬁl‘lllly in L Oldest and Largest Sweeper Makers

women simplifying the work of the home
in order to be able to devote more time
to work of this kind. In her opinion it
will be beneficial to the mothers and the
children, as well as being really patriotic
service. Her own garden last year was a

s fine example of what can be accomplished,
Other evidences of what amateur gar-

deners can do, are found in last year's

records of towns all over Canada’ In

; Montreal it is estimated that $100,000

worth of vegetables was grown on vacant

lots. Calgary had 1,115 lots under cul-

tivation, covering an area of 220 acres,

- ~ The City Council of Port Arthur formed
Ll ulds and Pastes a Garden Club to assist the citizens to
3 produce in their I):ul‘kyurd gardens most

. of the vegetables they needed for con-

For Black,White, Tan, sumption, " The alue of the procr
’ ! during the first year of operation was

Dark Brown or Ox-Blood Shoesjll | &% tie i e AR N

.. itator Water Power Washer
< ~ . 3 8 used.
The Canada Food Board is anxious

. 1 There are hundreds of these wonderful
l) AI ” ER that even more be done this year. It is lilbl(:r—savlmg m]iichinesin Ve Canadzii.
desirable that the growth of standard absoloashes clothes surprisingly well, does
absolutely P SEtabivic.
RESE V vegetables only €Y 1o harm to the finest fabric

should be encouraged—

wnThe motor is operated by the little
vegetables such as potatoes, beets, carrots, dr:ﬁgﬁfrh of your kitchen or laundry: tap
peas, beans, lettuce, onions parsnips, etc, A 8 1y .V_xzilgsraqteed. ; i
Tom'atoes ;;nd strawl)erries,, il highly trials[;f}g;htcmtme and liberal guarantéed
18 1 1 are i : We als o e i )
palatable, are low in food value, The acta 080 make electric and hand power
It 18 Ju.St as lr.nport.ant to Choose a space usl'mlly devoted to flowers should :f’(;‘:.hcriddlr\({:gdly state wh}ﬂx type interests
shoe polish which will keep the lea- this year be given over to vegetapo s me personally,
. sa B . The growth of food for home consumption 5 N. T. MORRIS
ther m good Condltlon as 1t 1s to eliminates transportation waste, with the Nmet;;r; Y’_’*“ndred Washer Company
: : - 11l attendant cost of labor and fuel. onge Ltreet, Toronto
seleCt one WhICh WI" give a.brllllant It is the intention of the Food Board " —
shine. “2 in 1” Shoe Polishes do again to-prohibit the. eating of catined 4- e T :
=

. . vegetables in Eastern Canada til] October G
both. They give a quick, perfect 15th and Western Canada till Noverybe,
. d l' Ist, 1918. This will further emphasize
shlne, keep the leather SOft anda pii- the necessity of garden production on the
able, and thus add months of wear _

; : Now Is the Time to G id of These
] ] . ” 0 Get Rid o

t i g T s f “2 in 1 Soldiers of lhf- Soil Ugly Spots.

O you lisoe ¢ is tl I st t HE Canada Food Board’s drive for There’s no

longer the slightest need of feeling

widest possible scale.

its 25,000 boys is well under way, and ashamed of your freckles, as the prescription othine
. : el £ the " Soil. “followios —double strength—is guaranteed to remove these
sent hl h the Soldiers of the Soil, fo owing the homely spots,
ecpnomlze on the prese g example of their older brothers who rallied fmply get an ounce of othine—double strength
prlces Of leather‘ to the King's colors, are joining up as if —from your druggist, and apply a little of it night

and morning anq you sh 5 % t even the

the future of their country depended | w “kles have bigﬁﬁl‘ig"c%‘s‘a‘*’;f&%hr? while the
on their service—and S0, 1n a measure, it lighter ones have vanisheq entirely. It is seldom
does. gl‘e?rrtx;]zmkt(han gne ounce is needed to completely
. skin ai i o on.

Food is the need of the hour, Every Be sure to ask fg?l?hi?jff:xlllutlléuslt;éﬁ;}c\oﬂgzzﬁ as
day that passes now must be used to the | thisissold under ‘

$ fo f guarantee of money back if it fails
best advantage. Every effort counts. remove freckles.

And the boy is an important factor— | ~

one that cannot be ignored. Ask the far- 1fice 2 e
mers of Saskatchewan what they thi?lrk Amﬁual hm')s are admltted

of the older boy labor, and they will tell DUTY FREE. SOLDIERS

you that it is second to none. So it is

$1.00 AN HOUR FOR YOUR SPARE TIME i Somg e boy who's old enoug: | 271 others should get the bes

and strong enough should sign up for cialLimb Co3f Wash.Av. ., Hinncapols, Hing
T i < e . (TR RT oAty Estub, Does Not Chafe Oyerbeat ov
i i d bscriptions to EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD service in the fields, 5 e y
an Cani(;a ;’L.ﬁ?lg&?ﬁggﬂéfﬁo‘;’cﬁew&iﬁg for;et‘)‘:us-l;nzsnt?ly salary and commission plan, E Em‘ollment week is o ;

- mor past, but it is not yet too late to be put
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O have and to hold”’ is going to he

a difficult feat for the woman who

isignorant of businessand its many

wiles. Shady speculations, all dressed up

like an investment—veritable sheep in

lambs’ clothing—will try to inveigle her
consideration.

If you are the recipient of a legacy, the
will, when filed in the probate court and
published in the newspapers, will bring
many a financial agent, most willing to be
your guide, philosopher and friend.  Your
ability to discriminate the man of un-
doubted reputation as a fair and conser-
vative business man, will result in a happy
disposition of your money.

Every woman will be wise to observe
the strictest conservatism in investing
her money. Schemes which suggest
appealingly quick turn-overs, are in most
cases a dubious speculation, and should
be spurned by the novice in business mat-
ters. A sound investment bringing in the
usual rate of interest, is infinitely prefer-
able to one which though drawing one or
two per cent. more interest, is backed by
a concern of uncertain stability.

Even more enthusiastic and persistent
than the real estate man will be the vendor
of bonds and stocks—possibly of some one
particular mine or company, that he is
‘promoting.” A good rule for a woman
investor is: “Beware of the Promoter!”’

His story may be all true, or there may
only be enough truth in it to give color to
the whole. But whenever you are con-
fidentially “let in on the ground floor” of
a scheme that is going to make two dollars
bloom where but one had grown before—
that is the moment to put all your cash
in the bank, burn your cheque-book, and
throw out the ink. ~ For most of us have a
wonderful optimism where matters of
money-making are concerned, and we a
not unlikely to drown caution in a sea of
hope. ¢

Even when these wealth-while-you-wait
expectations are held in the best of good
faith—they are not good holdings for a
woman. A man who has had years of
business experience, who knows some-
thing about the thing from the inside, may
feel that he can afford to take a gamble—
but the woman who is left a little money
from which she is to derive her income, or
who has accumulated money which she
desires to invest safely, can afford to have
nothing to do with any but a gafe, sure,
sound security.

Money will bring from five to seven or
even eight per cent., nowadays. It is
reasonable to expect that much from cer-
tain well-regarded investments of the
steady type. But if you seek higher
returns than that, you must takeup that
class of business which offers big returns,
and with it goes the sister chance of losing
money. The unknown element will prob-
ably slip in somewhere—there is room for
“something to happen”. Most of such
chances lose out, sooner or later. Safety
has long ago proven to be the best-paying
element in an investment.

There are “safe” investments for a
woman—her lawyer, her banker (in so far
as he is permitted to advise her), her man
of business (if he is the real thing)—can
guide her to them.

A First Mortgage

FIRST MORTGAGE has been called
an ideal woman's investment. Just
is this?

he very nature of a first mortgage is
the principal reason. In the first place, it
is advanced on “realty”—on land, or a
building—actual property.

If you hold a first mortgage for $1,000
on a property belonging to John Jones, it
means that you have lent ‘one thousand
dollars to Mr. Jones. If your interest is
seven per cent., payable half yearly, you
will receive from Mr. Jones three dollars
anda half each six months or seven dollars
as payment for the use of each one hun-
dred dollars you lent him or seventy
dollars a year for the use of the whole
thousand dollars.

Now you may or you may not know
Mr. Jones personally.  This makes no
difference. ~ He must make legal state-
ment of his indebtedness to you and as
evidence of good faith and to make you
perfectly safe in the matter, whatever
might befall him, he puts up his property
as security.

Should Mr. Jones at any time be unable
to meet his obligations, you are protected
by the courts against losing the money

wh

What do You Know About
a Mortgage?

By ELIZABETH CLARE

you lent him. You “foreclose” the mort-
gage—that is to say, you lay claim to the
property, and that claim will be supported
by the law before any other claim against
Mr. Jones, with the exception of the taxes
on the property. If you become its owner,
througlll failure of Mr. Jones to pay you
what he owes you, for which he offered
the property as security—you are in
future responsible for the taxes.

It is therefore obvious that a first mort-
gage on property that is at all good, is a
safe investment. The wise investor will
call in a competent valuator to pass judge-
ment on the worth of the property. ~If the
general rule of advancing a loan to only
half the value of the property is followed,
you gain appreciably in the end, if fore-
closure is necessary; but it is seldom re-
sorted to unless the mortgagor (the person
who receives the loan) has demonstrated
either his total inability or unwillingness
to pay. “What is my protection,” you
might ask, ‘“against lending money secured
by property which has already been
offered as security to other lenders of
whose transactions I am told nothing?”’

Must Be Registered

Y()I'R protection is in the fact that a
mortgage, to be legal, must be regis-
fered. It is this registration that pro-
vides safety. If your lawyer, on going to
register your mortgage—supposedly a
first mortgage—on the property of "Mr.
Jones, finds that a man in the next county
already holds a mortgage on Mr. Jones’
farm, then yours, if carried through,
would be a second mortgage. Of course
if a fraud were attempted, there would
obviously be no transaction completed—
unless of a very different character!

If the interest is not paid on the second
mortgage, the mortgagee can foreclose, He
takes over the property, and must there-
after assune the responsibilities of all pay-
mentsinconnection with the first mortgage,

The holder of the second mortgage
should for his own safety, keep tab on the
payments to the holder of the firstmortgage
as well as his own for if they are not kept
up the holder of the first mortgage may
foreclose and he has no responsibilities
toward the holder of the second mortgage,
This constitutes the real risk in putting
your money in a second mortgage, as
compared with a first mortgage. The first
mortgageisthe placefora woman’s money.

A straight mortgageisonegiven fora defi-
nite term of years, at a stated rate of
interest; at the end of the time specified,
the whole sum is due to be paid in full, or
if agreeable to both parties, the mortgage
may be renewed.

Another form of mortgage, how-
ever, calls for a portion of the principal
(the sum originally lent on the property)
to be repaid along with the interest agreed
upon. . This is called *reducing the mort-
gage,” that is, it reduces the indebted-
ness of the owner of the property by
repaying a portion of the sum borrowed.

The outbreak of the war so greatly
changed money conditions for most people,
that the government saw fit to pass a
measure for the protection of property
owners. Very many of them would have
lost their property by reason of suddenly
altered conditions had it not been for the
“moratorium,” as it was called. This pro-
vides that as a general rule, a mortgage
should not be foreclosed bepause of failure
to pay off princigal. as originally agreed,
so long as the interest is paid up. It
is anticipated that this ruling will con-
tinue for a reasonab!e length o%time after
peace is declared—'—m fact until money,
amongst other things, settles down to
something like the old normal.

The moratorium would not affect a
mortgage drawn up now, in face of con-
ditions already existing and fully known.
Any person undertaking to pay principal
as well as interest to-day, would certainly
be held to his agreement.

These are just the merest basic facts
about a mortgage—just enough to show
that, if the property is good and a fair
valuation of it has been set, a first mort-
gage, up to fifty per cent. of that value, is
a really good investment for a woman.
It is probably what her lawyer would
choose for her, it is quite likely to be what
her husband or father would advise for
her—and it will, ninety-nine chances out
of a hundred, be yielding her six-and-a-
}\alf or seven per cent. long after the

‘wild-cat” schemes that were so rosily
presented have boomed and died away.

f
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Ih the Great War

are using WRIGLEYS resularly.
[t steadies stomach and nerves,
allays thirst, puts “pep” into
tired bodies. Aids digestion.
Lasting refreshment at small cost.

Chew it after every meal

Canada

Westclox

is Bi ’s i one in the patented Westclox way—a bet-
m”td{m e Blg Ben’s famlly ter mcthodpof clock making. Needle-fine

name. Westclox is a name - ivots of polished steel greatly reduce
an alarm clock is proud {riction. Westclox run on time and ring on
time.
to bear.
quality.

All Westclox must earn the right to
wear it. Like Big Ben, they must be as
good all through as they look outside.

The Western Clock Co. makes cach

Western Clock Co.~matkers of Westclox.

N 8ig Beow-Baby Ben—Pocket Ben—merica—Lookowt—lronclad—Sleep-Mettr=-Bingo/”

La Salle, Illinois, U. 8. A.

Westclox is a mark of

That’s why Westclox make good in the
home; that’s why these clocks have so
many friends.

Your dealer has them. Big Ben is $4.00.
Or, sent prepaid, the same price, if your
dealer doesn’t stock him.

F you have anything to sell to
farmers, use a Rural Canada
ad. Full information, Rural

Canada, Toronto, Canada.

LET EJECTHAIRdestroy yoursFOREVER.
INO PAIN, RO HARM, cannot fail. Cheapest
and only guaranteed '.hentmentof its kind.
Different to others which only remove the
hair over-night. Send 15c for a sam ple.
997 Goft Ave., St. Paul, Minn.
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Your Share at Home

WOMEN'S greatest patriotic service today
is to_ conserve those foods which are neces-
sary to win the war.

The wheat must be saved and every housewife can
do this by “the use of baking powder breads made
of corn and other coarse flours.” This has been
recommended by the Conservation Division of the
Food Administration of the United States.

ROYAL BAKING

POWDER

not only makes the recommended coarse flour
breads light and palatable, but insures their whole-
some quality.

Try these New War Time Recipes:

Prune Cake Oatmeal Fruit Cookies
3 horteni cup oatmeal
{ﬁ cgsp: lg:o:::ngugnr or %cup flour

1 cup corn syrup 2 teaspoons Royal Baking Powder

14 cup milk | tablespoon sugar

Iqup rye flour ;{L teaspoon sal;l e

% cup white flour tablespoons shortening

?lteaapoons Royal Baking Powder Zz cup milg T
teaspoon cinnamon 4 cup seede rfal}:l i1 T

& teaspoon nutme grated peel of half orange,

1, 1b. prunes (washed, stoned chopped citron

and cut into, pleces), Put oatmeal through food chopper,

, baki owder, sugar and
Cream shortening, add sugar or :adlcfl: ﬂ\:‘l]x;chahl:gepbeen - e

syrup and milk. Mix well and add gether. Rub in shortening, add
the flour which has been sifted with 7 ijj enough to dmakﬂ t,gﬁ_ dolug‘;%
the spices and baking powder. Add add rt}isms and grated pee 4
the prunes and mix well. Bake in orange; roll out very thin an

% 30 sprinkle over with chonedB tl:(itrc;‘:
greased loaf pan in hot oven to  and grated orange peel. ake
35 minutes.

moderate oven about 15 minutes.

Excellent results may be had by reducing the eggs in
most recipes one-half or more, or often leaving .them
out altogether, by adding a small additional quantity of
Royal Baking Powder, about a teaspoon, in placF of each
egg omitted. Try it with your favorite recipes and
remember you must use Royal to obtain the best results.

Send for our new book, “55 Ways to Save Eggs.”’—~
Mailed free. Address—-

ROYAL BAKING 'POWDER COMPANY
4 ST. LAWRENCE BOULEVARD
MONTREAL, CANADA

|
|
|

Some Cases and Facts Reviewed by an Everywoman’s
World Stags Investigatox

ERHAPS you may object to this ques-
tion and consider it a bit too per-
sonal!

But let us see:

The curse of social diseases thrives
through ignorance. Nearly everyone
knows a little of this subject, but they are
either ignorant or entirely cold as to the
true situation.

We wish to consider in this article par-
ticularly a typical case where one has
been betrayed. Mr. W. B. Nicholson, of
the Province of Alberta, tells of this actual
case:

A young girl just past sixteen years came
from the farm to work at a hotel in a small
town. Her parents were absolutely igno-
rant of the temptations that await any
girl when away from older friends. She
was just an ordinary, common, everyday
kind of girl, full of life, and pleasure-
loving, but had not training that would

ave been of use in teaching her the value
of virtue and what temptations she might
expect, how to guard against them or
what the results might be.

HERE were several young men in the

town, not necessarily vicious men, but
just the common, everyday sort of men
that you will find everywhere, who make
their living honestly, dress well and go
about in good society.

As is always the case where the girl has
no one to protect her, she received a lot
of attention from this class, | had it from
some of the men themselves that it was
several months before she finally gave way
to the repeated attempts of one of the men,
who was unusually cursed with an attrac-
tive manner. After that her fall was rapid,
and she soon became public property.

These men had worked singly and col-
lectively to ruin her and her ruin was com-
plete, at least for the time, for she never
found her way to a rescue home, and over
a year afterwards was still on the “prim-
rose path.”

One good understanding woman might
have saved that girl from a disgrace that
will follow her to her grave, and have
helped her to a higher plane of life, but
there were none such there, The pity of it!

But, on the other hand, there were plenty
of them to cast her from their society at
the first hint, And they were not slow toact !

ow much might have been done in this
Case as a preventative measure against the
spread of disease! ;

Such a Serious ‘““Joke’’!

NCIDENTALLY, will our readers kindly
note, as Mr. Nicholson points out, that
these_men were entirely within the law.
No crime was committed according to our
provincial statutes, and the whole thing
was just considered a joke!

The public, of course, contended that
she could have given the men to under-
stand from the start that she would have
nothing more to do with them. Byt why
should she, when she could not possibly
have realized the danger and had never
known any other atmosphere?  This had
always been her world, and from al| she
knew there might not have been a higher
plane for her.

But, even if she was partly to blame,
who has paid the price? Some of the men
who contributed to her downfall are still
there looking for more victims, while some
have since married and to all accounts are
“living happily ever afterward.”

f the people only knew, if they could
only see and realize the results in the ter-
rible venereal diseases, which come from
ignorance and grow in darkness, would
anyone wish to stbp another from turning
on the light? If she had really known, do
you think that a very influential woman
would have remarked as she did remark
recently, “Why do you use the front page
of your magazine for announcing such
articles as this? The Government is tak-
ing the matter up. There is nothing more
for the magazines and papers to do. It is
lowering, the tone of EVERYWOMAN'S

WorLD.’

A SOCIAL worker in a small town in
another province reports conditions

similar to the case just outlined. She wag

visiting a red-light house in an endeavor to

** Plain Facts on Sex Hygiene,” by William Lee
Howard, M.D., price $1.00 net, $1.05 post paid.
Obtainable through Home Library Association of
Canada.

get some of the girls to leave the life.
Shortly after leaving the house, she came
back past that way and was stopped by
one of the girls, who said: ““You cannot
do much with us, for we have gone too far
to ever care to go back, but I wish you
would warn some of the mothers of the
town of the danger that awaits their
daughters.”

She then went on to relate that there
were several young men in the town who
were keeping company with girls still in
their 'teens, and that after they had been
out with these girls in an effort to accom-
plish their ruin, they would spend the
rest of the evening Jaughing and telling
of their progress. .

The lady, following directions given her,
found that every word was true. She saw
several of the couples together in ques-
tionable places and then went to inform
the mothers of their daughters’ danger.
Some were indignant and coldly informed
the deaconess that they would take care
of their own affairs; others were surprise
and horrified, as they supposed their
dle;lughters’ friends were perfectly respect-
able.

The Most Prolific Causes

IT is far from our purpose to give any

information in this series of articles
beyond what seems to be absolutely neces-
sary to let in enough light for the unin-
formed, who may then, on their own
responsibility, follow it up and get more
information “as they may desire. \_Ne do
want to make it abundantly plain, in this
article particularly, .that parental ”‘em-.
clency is considered by all social workers
to_})e one of the most prolific causes of the
evil,

Children must be taught as soon as they
begin to ask questions. They must learn
the value of virtue and the price of lust.
And it will be criminal negligence to wait
till their little minds have already been
besmirched by evil companions or other
people. There will invariably be present
that self-consciousness, indicating the
right, but without sympathetic, under-
standing help from older people, they are
n danger of forming habits of thought
that wl!yead to loss of self-control and
prove disdstrous in after years.

_If parents and children were more can-
lid in these matters, not treating them
lightly, but with the sacredness due them,
many a life burden would be prevented.

Lost Souls vs. Blind Babies

I'I‘ has been brought home to all social
workers that in the past, even well-
meaning Christian parents have Sll,nply
told their children that if they didn't be
good the angels would not like them, an
then left the children to pick up outside
poison and develop an unnatural, morbic
curiosity that must necessarily lead to &
desire for indulgence. As one social workel1
has aptly pointed out, they have talkec
too much of lost souls and not enough 0
blind babies, of the numerous operations
mothers have undergone because of the
ignorance of their hushbands and of their
own ignorance, and of the price that some-
one has to pay 4n this world without
waiting for the next! :

. Alamentable feature of this entire situa-
tion is that the older people will have to
qualify before they can teach their Ch',lj
dren..* 'As Dr. Howard points out in his
book,* “Plain Facts on  Sex Hygiene,
“If the brain and body-destroying plagu¢
confined its ravages only to those who
‘follow her whose footsteps take hold Or;
hell,’ the whole subject could be confined
to teachers, physicians and ministers;
these men to use their professional and
moral influence on the men, who, through
untrained impulses and ignorance of the
dangers to themselves, rush in where the
Wise man fears to enter.”

“But even so,” continues Dr. Howard,
““we should have to train and educate both
teachers and ministers; for of all men
these latter are the most ignorant of the
real facts; of the indirect and hereditary
effects that are the curse of venereal dis-
eases. And strange as it may appear, not
all physicians have that full knowledge of
these “conditions that the public has 2
right to expect them to possess.  This:

(Continued on page 55)



Gran&inofher made
delicious things to eat

RESH, snappy, brown cookies, Poor Man’s Pudding—
but it was good enough for a millionaire—rich coffee cake
with fruit and spices put in with a generous hand, pumpkin pie with the
genuine old-time flavor, and many more. All these good things grand-

mother made with brown sugar.

.

—three kinds—Light, Brilliant and Dark
Yellow—sold by grocers throughout the
Dominion. Of these, the Brilliant
Yellow is recommended as widely useful
for general cooking. '

Pure brown sugars give to baking and
desserts the characteristic molasses taste
which is a great improvement to many
dishes. Brown sugar, as well as white,

2 PRI i | A S A . o

Her granddaughters can make them
just as successfully to-day if they use

Lantic
Old Fafhioned Brown Sugar

should be kept in every household which
appreciates old-time goodies. Brown
sugar is economical. It costs a little less
per pound than other pure sugars and it
flavors as well as sweetens.

LANTIC old-fashioned Brown is packed
in 100-Pound Bags, from which your
grocer will sell you as much or as little
as you need.

Atlantic Sugar Refineries Limited - Montreal
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Our New
Brown Sugar Cook Book

OR fear Grandmother's
Recipes might be for-
gotten, we have reprinted a
number of the best of them
in this booklet. We know
you will enjoy making these
good old-time recipes and
your family will enjoy eat-
ing them. The booklet also
tells you how to retain the
delicious flavor of these old-
fashioned sugars by keeping
them fresh and moist.

)

Atlantic Sugar Refineries, Ltd.
Dept. E.W., Montreal

I enclose 2c. stamp to cover cost of mail-
ing me ‘‘Grandmothers Recipes," your
book of delicious old-time dishes made
with Lantic Old-fashioned Brown
Sugars.
Miss or Mrs

Street

Town

Province
Indicate the correct line by crossing out the other:

I have bought | some Lantic Old-fashioned
L expect tobuy ) Brown Sugar from my Grocer

Name of Grocer

Street
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| SHERWIN-WILLIAMS

Old Furniture—like
old friends—hasa charm
all its own. So—if you
have a table, dresser,
bureau, bookcase or old
chairs handed down

beauty, with

to look its best.

SCAR-NOT is the varnish for
woodwork — even your best
furniture. Dries absolutelywater-
proof with a finish that protects
against scratches and hard
knocks and is not affected by
hot or cold water. Excellent for
dining room table and chairs.

897, Centre St., Montreal, Que.

Home Beauty
that means
Home Economy

from great grandmother’s day
—cherish them ; and protect
and restore them to their former

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS
VARNISH STAINS |

They lend their own beautiful rich undertones to
the fine old Furniture, that needs but the proper finish

a full family of colors to
ts.

There is
duplicate all hardwood effec

THE SHERWIN-WILLIAMS CO., OF CANADA LIMITED,

110 Sutherland Ave., Winnipeg, Man,
PAINT, VARNISH AND COLOR MAKERS.

(.
.

T

Send for book—“The A.B.C.
of Home Painting”—written by
a practical painter, and telling
how to paint, varnish, stain or
enamel every surface in and
around the house. Mailed free
upon request.

LINSEED OIL CRUSHERS,

“Grmy;’ Chamberlain

Secondly :

phine or any other narcotic.
get them to take it.

medicine for babies than

Why Best for Babies?

“I am often asked why Chamberlain’s Cough
Remedy is best for babies. Well, there are several Yeasons:
First: It is perfecly harmless and can be given with every

t delicate child.
confidence to the youngest or mos :
It contains no alcohol, opium, chloroform, mor-

Thirdly: Children like it, and no persuasion is needed to

For the above reasons alone it is impossible to get a better

Chamberlain’s Cough Remedy

But aside from its safety it relieves coughs and colds, is :l}':e
best remedy known for croup, and when given as soon as the
croupy cough appears it will even prevent the attack.

Ofenirer oo Phalel. —Qesmy Clombrlisis

Live Agents

We want live agents in every locality to look after
subscriptions and renewals.

Circulation Manager, EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, Toronto, Ontario

Send for particulars.

The Big
Spring Offensive

(Continued from page 2 3)
At the Base of Things

AND when the walls and windows are
freshened, and the furniture has
taken on a smooth, shining surface under
vigorous application of scft cloths and a
good furniture-polish that will renew the
wood as well as clean it—we may come to
the question of hard-wood floors and thejr
treatment. For every day use, we have
the chemically-treated mop—Fig. A—
the invention that made women like hard-
wood floors. Such a mop just gathers all
the dust in its path, and clings to it,
leaving the floor speckless and shining,
The mop is washable and the preparation
for renewing its “dustless” trait can be
bought in any desired quantity. A dollar
and a half speént on a good mop will come
back, in sheer satisfaction and saved time,
within a week of the purchase. :

A good prepared floor-cleaner can be
purchased or the floor may be wiped over
with benzine (with the greatest care, of
course, because it is so highly inflammable
—not a thing to be used if there is a fire
or even the chance of a lighted match
about). Bad stains will yield to a tight
rubbing with fairly coarse steel wool,
about number three, Then apply a good
floor wax and polish, A weighted brush
is usual for this purpose, but it is a very
heavy thing to push—too heavy for a
woman to use much.

Fortunate indeed, is the possessor of an
electric floor polisher such as that shown
in Fig V. Like other electrical appliances,
it merely needs to be attached to any
electric outlet—and after that, all it re-
quires is steering. Fashioned to look some-
what like a vacuum cleaner without its
bag, it has a strong brush which revolves
an unbelievable number of times per
second, polishing any area in the merest
fraction of the time required by any other
method, and calling for absolutely no
exertion—a child can guide it. " The
initial outlay of forty dollars is well-spent
if you have many hard-wood floors.

And Then—Spring Clothes

LT TRV TTEL

This Ford Garage
Costs Only $120%

Cut the costs by owning your
own garage.

Every car owner should have
his own private garage in his own
vard under his personal super-
vision. Then you have your car
handy for every occasion and
évery emergency, and you know
at all times who is using it.
Your own garage will pay for
itself in rent saved in a few
months if you buy our Sectional
Garage. Hundreds have been
sold. Everywhere in Canada you
find them—well finished—neat,
durable and satisfactory.

Sectional Garages aré built in
standard sections in large quan-
tities thus enabling us to use best
material and manufacture same
at minimum cost.

Portable—You can erect or take
down one of these garages in a
few days without any deteriora-
tion to the building, yet when
erected, they are permanent.

Everything is Complete—Doors,
Windows, Hardware are hung
and fitted, and exterior has re-
ceived its priming coat of paint.

Send for Catalogue showing
various siges and.  prices.

The Schultz Brothers Co.

BUT when Milady doffs her up-to-date
overall and looks with pride upon her
cleaned and smiling house, the Great
Spring Advance is not quite completed.
For, though she does not need the variety
of spring and summer fineries that the
pre-war days demanded, still the season
calls for long, long hours at the sewing
machine. T ruly, she needs one of the
little motors (Fig. IT) that will do all the
work of running the machine, leaving her
hands quite free to guide the work. No
more treadling. The machine is started
by a single pressure of a small pedal, and
its release stops the sewing instantly,
With such support for her efforts, what
woman will not come victorious through
the spring siege? Better still, she will be
none the worse for wear.
No longer is the battle merely to the
strong—it is to the well-equipped, whether
the field be a continent or a kitchen.

Vacant Lot and Home
Gardening

(Continued from page 26)

on the lists. The boy who has been
hanging back waiting to see how many
other fellows joined, now has his chance
to be one with them. He wil] not want
it to be said of him that he was a ‘“‘slacker”
who held back when there was dire need
of his help.

Last year eight thousand boys proved
their mettle on Ontario farms. "Hundreds
of farmers who regarded boy labor
somewhat skeptically at first, are now its
warmest champions. In not a few cases

they made good.

In the Fall a happy, sturd , well-
browned lot of boys returned to tKe cities
with well-earned money in their pockets
bodies that had grown strong and well.
knit, eyes bright and brains clear, ready
to tackle their lessons with new zest.

Mothers need feel no anxiety about
sending out their boys to the farms.

VEry precaution is being taken to pro-
tect the boys and to put their service on a
businesslike basis. In addition to the
wages they will earn, each one who gives
three months of farm service, whether he is

the work he has done. In years to come
this will be a tréasured proof of what he
did to help the Alljes, It is the utmost
service a boy can render. What mother
does not want to have her son share in this?

Limited
Brantford, Ontario
Dept. E
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IT'S SIMPLY
MARVELLOUS

the way Zam-Buk relleves the
burning and irritation of eczema,
writes Miss A. Gallant, of Sti
Nicholas, P.E.I. “For a year a
suffered with this disease, and trie
all kinds of remedies, but nothing
helped me until I used Zam-Buki
The continued use of this herba
balm has completely cured me.
“Although it is now two years
since this cure was effected, there
has been no return of the disease.
Zam-Buk 1is equally good for
ringworm, scalp sores, pimples,
boils, teething rash, “barber’s
rash,” ulcers, old sores, abscesses,
bad 1legs, blood-poisoning, Diles,

cuts, burns, scalds and bruises. All
dealers or Zam-Buk Co, Toronto.
50c. box, 8 for-$1.25.

n NO
Backaches

or
Headaches

| Need result from
" | your weekly wasb-
ing if you _follow
the practice of
thousands of Can-
adian women who
use

THE CONNOR
BALL BEARING WASHER

For big or little Washes you need this easy
working machine, Yoa'r u<:l¢:thes will be
pure white—require no hand rubbing and
Louwill be all through in the mornings.

REiJS a posteard or letter for booklet de-
scribing the Connor Baj Bearing Washer.

J. H. Connor & Sons,

Ottawa, . Qpe.




The Magpie’s Nest

(Continued from page 14)

risked the ire of the traffic policeman, if
one were looking, by jumping to about
twice the rates the regulations allow.
He had calculated to a nicety on that car
ahead; that is, on its proceeding soberly
at its fixed pace. Which was where he
miscalculated. Without even a warning
explosion of the engine, it swerved a little
towards the curb, skidded, and stopped
within its own length.

Something, Nick inferred in the mo-
ment’s grace allowed him, had gone ser-
iously wrong with that car, and the driver
had simply jammed his brakes. Nick
tried to turn out and pass, but there was
not enough leeway. He yelled to Everson
who jumped, and braced himself, hearing
the peculiar grinding crash of collision
just before he was aware of himself
sitting on the pavement against a lamp-
post and looking about curiously for his
own hat, which was still on his head.
In the impact, and in Nick’s final effort to
get by, Everson’s car had twisted a little
sideways, with a bucking motion that just
stopped short of overturning, and Nick
had been unable to hold on.

Everson, uninjured by some freak
kindness of the God of Wheels, came run-
ning up. Everybody in the world, in fact,
seemed to be charging down on Nick in
mad excitement; people fairly sprouted
from the paving stones. The owner of the
car in front forgot his grievance and was
the first to offer a hand. Several dis-
tracted bystanders began inquiring loudly
for a doctor. ;

“Thanks, I'm all right,” said Nick, and
got to his feet to prove it. He felt a little
light-headed from the shock—that lamp-
post had been very much in the way—
and there was a good deal of dust on his
clothes, but beyond that nothing. “Glad
I didn’t kill you,” he remarked apolo-
getically to Everson, who swore in~a

ratefu?’ and relieved manner and shook
is hand. J

Then a policeman interrupted, with
heavy authority. Their names, places of
residence, who owned the car? ;

“I do,” said Everson hastily, complying
with all three requests. He understood
instantly Nick’s look of frantic appeal;
Nick had told him he had a train to catch,

to say nothing of that call. Might be a
very important call. Everson’s heart was
not so dry as his manner. ‘“My friend

here is from Buffalo; I was driving—yqu
don’t need him, do you? My car; 'l
answer for the whole thing; hel:es my
card. Grab a taxi,” he adde(_l to Nick, ina
quick aside. ‘“Send me a line from Ch};
Sure you're all right? Fine. Good luck.

He engaged the policeman again; Nick
vanished, not so much through as around
the crowd, and picked up a pl_'edatory
taxi that had been hovering hungrily near.

It was only five minutes to Grace's, and
she was at home.

“Do I look a wreck?” he asked her,
refusing to shake hands. “I wonder if
Skene could brush me down a bit—of
course I'll tell you all about it, but I
feel like a tramp now.”

Skene, the butler, took instant charge

”

assured her.”“And the His voice
thickened, a dull flush rose to his face.

“What is it?"” She leaned forward,
sensitive to every shade of his expression.

“I—don’t know,"” he muttered. “Going
away " Then he ‘swayed in his
chair, and with arms thrown out a little,
pitched forward, with his head on her
knees.

She did not scream, nor start: Grace had
good stuff in her. And her slim body
held more strength than one would credit.
Putting her arms beneath his, she lowered
him to the floor, put a cushion under his
head, and rang for Skene and her maid.

“A  doctor—yes, Doctor Lempriere,
quick,” she commanded the terrified girl.
“Tell him a surgical case, probably con-
cussion. Life and death. Go—don't
stand gaping. Help me lift him, Skene.
To my own room; it's the only one on the
ground floor."

Between them they managed it, and
laid him on her own dainty bed, his boots
making a dusty streak on the white lace
counterpane.

And there he stayed, unknowing, if not

" uncaring, while Hope waited and har-

of him, and brought him back shortly, |

entirely presentable, to Grace's impatient
presence.

“I suppose it took an upheaval of nature
to bring you here,’” she said, but smilingly.
“How can you tease my curiosity so?”’

“Honest, I was on my way here,” he
assured her. “And I was in such a hurry I
smashed Everson’s car doing it. There
was a lamp-post, too; I believe I broke
that with my head. Feels like it. Can
you see a goose-egg? Oh, it wasn't any-
thm%; really; we took the tail-lights off
another car for a souvenir, and I came
on in a taxi.”

“What flattering eagerness. You've
really been a very bad friend, Nicko. I
haven't seen you for—how long?”’ She
could have answered her own question,
almost to an hour.

“You'll think me worse,” said Nick
cheerfully, getting to the point in his
usual style. ‘I came to say good-bye.”

“Good-bye?” Grace exchoed vaguely,
looking at him with her clear grey eyes
dilated. “Why? What have I done?”
So near she came to betraying herself.

“You? Why, you haven't done amy-
thing. It’s me; I'm going away. You
know, I told you about it before.” He
put his hand up to his head, as if un-
consciously. ‘I took that Chicago job.
Rising young business man. You ought
to be Proud of me. Can't lecture me any
more for lack of ambition.” -

““Oh,” she said, and then, regulating her
voice carefully. “I shall misksia"o.u."

“I'll miss you—and the kiddies,” he

dened her heart to go on alone.

R. LEMPRIERE, entering—they got

him without delay—cast a quick look
around, even while he was examining Nick.
He had not stopped to ask what was
the matter; as a doctor, he felt it his
business to know.

“Clever girl, Grace,” he said at last,
his deft fingers still exploring Nick’s hair.
He had known Grace absolutely all her
life, having assisted at her entrance
thereto. ‘‘Concussion; you guessed it.
How did you get him here? You say he
had a motor accident?” He was removing
Nick’'s collar now.

“He came—he walked in. Talked to
me.” She spoke shortly, gripping her
hands together, holding on to herself.
“How could he?"

“It doesn't always show immediately,”
he assured her. ‘““I've known a man go
four hours with a broken neck and not
know it. Same thing with concussion.
Now we can’t move him

“I don't want him moved,” she cried
passionately. She had him now, by a very
miracle, just when he was about to leave
her. He was hers, at least so long as
he was helpless.

“Well, then, we'll have to spoil your
pretty room for awhil_e," returned Dr.
Lempriere calmly, looking about at the
muslin curtains, the shining array of
silver on the inlaid dressing-table, the rose-
flowered chintz chairs. “That nurse
ought to be here by now; I told Skene to
'phone. And where’s that hot water [
asked for?”’

He set Grace herself running errands for
him, seeing with a_keen professional eye
her need of some immediate distraction.
And before he went away, leaving Nick
to the efficient ministrations of a trained
nurse whom Grace detested on sight, he
drew her outside the despoiled chamber
and soothed her with assurances that
convinced her more than himself. With
a constitution like that, he said, while
there was always danger, Nick had all the
odds in his favor. He merely needed
quiet, absolute quiet. Grace had better
save her strength for his convalescence,
when she could really help; which was the
doctor’s gentle way of bidding her keep
away from him now.

Of course they could not keep her out
always; not in her own house. Though
he could not recognize her—they kept him
under opiates for quite a week—she had
to look at him sometimes, to watch him
wandering in that dim borderland between
here and the vast reaches of space the eye
cannot pierce. And when his lips moved,
she tried not to listen, and did it despite
herself. She was afraid of hearing the
other woman’s name, as she knew she
had heard her voice.

To the end of her days Grace never
quite forgave herself that lie which
uttered itself so spontaneously. It had
come to her like a weapon which in a
moment of stress is seized unconsciousl
and discovered in the hand, later, wit
bewilderment. Asa weapon, she used it to
guard the door of that quiet room; it was
more for him than herself. But Ilater,
when she realized everything, she realized
that she had wounded her own honor
most with it.. But even for that she
would never have cared, if she could have
felt she had served him. She tried to
think so; she had to. Whoever that other
was, she could have no rights. Nick

(Continued on page 46) :
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50c per 1,000 Calories

Meat

6¢c per 1,000 Calories

Meals

Compared With Quaker Oats
Meat Costs 8 Times As Much

Madam, here are some facts which deserve your attention

in these days of high food cost.

First, let us compare foods by calories—the energy value -~

the general unit of nutrition.

Quaker Oats yields 1810 calories per pound.
Meats, eggs, fish and chicken—ten kinds of them—
average 750 calories per pound.

Then let us compare them by cost—

Quaker Oats costs less than 6¢ per 1000 calories.
Thosesam-* ten kinds of meats, eggs, fish and chicken
av rage 48 cents per 1000 calories.

That’s over eight times as much.

Comparisons based on prices current at time of writing.

In flesh-building elements Quaker Oats is practically the same as lean

meat,

In lime it is ten times as rich.
three times as much as beef. And all the beef and

In phosphorus Quaker Oats supply
iron mixture you could

drink at a dose would not supply so much available iron as a dish of

Quaker Oats.

S0 Quaker Oats—at one-eighth the cost—vastly excels by every food

measure.

It is the supreme food in all-round nutrition and fAavor.

It is

the age-famed food for energy and growth. Make it your basic food. Make

it the entire breakfast.

Mix it with your flour foods to add flavor.

Quaker Oats

Flaked From Queen Grains Orily .

The reason for Quaker Oats is
superlative flavor. They are flaked
from queen oats only—just the
rich, plump, luscious oats. We

get but ten.pounds from a bushel.
When such extra flavor costs no
extra price it is due to yourself
that you get it.

35c and 15¢ Per Package

Except in Far West

31
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Quaker Oats Sweétbits
The Oat Macaroon

1 cup sugar
2 eggs

2 teaspoons
baking
powder

1 tablespoon
butter

1 teaspoon
vanilla

234 cu
Quaker Oats
(uncooked)

Cream butter and sugar, Add yolks of eggs.
Add Quaker Oats, to which baking powder has
been added, and add vanilla.

Beat whites of eggs stiff and add last. Drop on
buttered tins with a teaspoon, but very few on
each tin, as they spread. Bake in slow oven.
Makes about 65 cookies.

Quaker Oats Pancakes

2 cups Quaker Oats (uncooked), 124 cup flour,
1 teaspoon salt, 1 teaspoon soda, dissolved in 2
tablespoons hot water. 1teaspoon baking powder
(mix in the flour), 214 cups sour milk or butter
mitk, 2 eggs beaten lightly, 1 tablespoon sugar,
1 or 2 tablespoons melted butter (according to
the richness of the milk).

Process: Soak Quaker Oats overnight in milk.
In the morning mix and sift flour, soda, sugar
and salt—add this to Quaker Oats mixture—
add melted butter; add eggs beaten lightly — beat
thoroughly and cook as griddle cakes.

Quaker Oats M ufﬁhs

§ cup Quaker Oats (uncooked), 1Y% cups
flour, 1 cup scalded milk, 1 egg, 4 level tea-
spoons baking powder, 2 tablespoons melted
butter, 14 teaspoon salt, 3 tabiespoons sugar.

Turn scalded milk on Quaker Oats, let stand
five minutes; add sugar, salt and melted butter:
sift in flour and baking powder; mix thoroughly
and add egg well beaten. Bake in buttered
gem pans.

Peterboro
Canada

The Quakergat.'.@mpany

Canada

Saskatoon
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A Piano that Teaches
True Appreciation of Tone

The training of your little ones should be guided by an instru-
ment of highest merit. No lesser instrument is good enough for
your child’s musical education.

NORDHEIMER
APARTMENT UPRIGHT

; ‘““A Large Piano in a Small Case’’

This wonderful little instrument is all music. In it you pay
for no superfluous case work. In it you will have an instrument
that possesses a power, depth and richness of tone comparable
only to larger and more costly pianos.

It's price (8425, East of Fort William) is a popular one-— well
within the reach of all who wish a really artistic piano. F

Write for Design Book of Nordheimer Pianos and full particu-
lars of the Nordheimer line. Address Dept. E.

NORDHEIMER’S

Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets
TORONTO

Organdie

is used by hun-
dreds of women
to-day because
it carries with
it that much
desired touch
of refinement,

Your next lett-
er paper should
be French Or-
gandie,

Ask your sta-
tioner for it.,

W

Vancouver-Winnjpe $

T
FewDays Fisning &2

YOU’LL ENJOY IT AND FEEL BETTER

HUNDREDS OF GOOD SPOTS FOR GAMY

TROUT, BLACK BASS AND MASCALONGE
IN ONTARIO OR QUEBEC—IN FACT THE FIN-
EST FISHING IN EVERY PROVINCE; AND FOR
REAL MOUNTAIN TROUT, TRY VIRGIN HAUNTS
IN THE CANADIAN NORTHERN ROCKIES.

Ask for new book “Where to Fish and Huht,” con-
tains concise description of every worth-while place
on the line, also other valuable information—aAn:

C.N.R. Agent, or General Passenger Supt., Montrea S
Que. Toronte, Ont. Winnipeg, Man.

@

Reduce Your High Cost of
Living —Yet Live Better!

Earn $15 to $25 per week
Thousands are taking up this con-

| Crow Your Own Vegetables
dgenial, respected vocation. Offers "

OUR SEEDS

‘| And Your Sowing Bring Success
| Catalogue FREE for the asking

DUPUY & FERGUSON

38-40-42 Jacques Cartier Square, Montreal

unusual social advantages Bx.
cellent income. Any woman of 18
or over can learn under oursimple,
perfected system.
LEARN AT HOME
ATt AR i

Our sy 002,

by leading physicians. Dr. Perkins, the |

founder, will personally instruct you, |

assures thorough training yet saves a

lot of time. Low tuition: small monthly

payments. Send for 82 lesson pages and ’
|
I

d

, illustrated catalog today—ALL
‘la’Vl;'gr?te now. Chi School of Nursing,

FREE upon

To Our Boy
Friends

AM frequently asked how I came to

be especially “interested in boys.

think there are two reasons: First,
I have two husky loys at home: and then,
[ was a boy myself not so very long ago
and remember very well just how I felt
about things. I remember my plans to
become great. I dreamed at one time of
becoming a great ranch-man, at another
of being a great locomotive engineer.
To manage a horse or an engine seemed to
be the pinnacle of greatness.

“When a lad of twelve I read the life of
General Grant, and my father told me
stories of campaigns under that great
General. It made a deep impression upon
me. For months I lived in a world of
camps and campaigns, of bivouacs and
battles. I thought of going to West Point
and learning to be a soldier; then, perhaps,
I would some day become a general.

“Everything that was manly appealed to
me. There were many questions that kept
coming to my mind that I would have been

Sir Galahad

“My strength is as the strength of ten,
Because my heart is pure.”

¢glad to talk over with my father, but I felt
diffident about asking him. If I had asked
what made boys grow into men, and why
some healthy boys grow into weak, shift-
less, unsuccessful men, while other healthy
boys grow into great, strong men, who do
great things in the world—he would have
told me frankly what he believed to be
the reason.

“But we never talked about such things,
and I grew up to young manhood and went
away to college without ever talking with
my father about manhood. In those days
parents did not speak freely with their
children on matters of development.

“Nowadays parents wish their children
to know these great truths, So boys, I
am going to tell you very plainly in this
little book of the things that every boy
should know about manhood. I am going
to tell you what I have told my own boys,
and what all boys ought to know.

WINFIELD S. HarL.”

THE foregoing is the introduction by

Doctor Hall to his book, ‘“The
Strength of Ten,” a great book for hoys.
It tells what manhood is and how a boy
may win it. Every boy in the world from
ten to fifteen years of age should have the
Erlvllege of reading this stimulating,
elpful book.

Through EveErywoman's WoRrLD we
are now prepared to supply to our readers
at cost the best of the Purity literat:-e
for boys and for girls. This book 'y D -,

Chicago.

Dept H, 116 South Michigan Boulevard,

/

Hall is copyrighted and it sells at 25 cents

% FINE

=
French Violin Qutfit
$14.95

You may secure the following remarkable
outfit at once by sending $1.00.
Fine French Violin, Bow, Rosin,

Canvas Case, Extra Sl{‘i_ngs, In-
struction Book and Certificate for

20 FREE LESSONS
IN U.S. ScHooL oF Music.

Examine the whole outfit beforovylll‘! pay
the balance. Money refunded in full if
desired after 30 days’ trial.

“CLAXTON

LIMITED
251 Yonge St., Toronto

F
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~Just one of many uses

Nurse for

\ Little Ills”

HEN “it"* happens, do as

many thousands of wise
mothers have been doing for 24
years—help heal the hurt with
Mentholatum. It is not harsh,
like some antiseptics, but gentle
and soothing to the most sensi-
tive burns, bruises and skin
abrasions.

LI%KEALI;;REAM
Mentholatum
Always made under this signature )ﬁ/f‘@

At all diuggists;
in  tubes, g
jars, 25¢, 50c, $1.

DO THIS: Write to-day for Test Packare Free.
Or send 10 cents in stamps for special trial size.
The Mentholatum Co., Dept. X., Bridgebu: £ Ont

e .
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“Yes, I Must

Have One, Too!
“—and you say I can get it in
Early English, Golden Oak or

Mahogany Finish, to match
my furniture?”

“Yes, and when you get your

FPEERLESS®

FOLDING TABLE-
you'll wonder how you ever
managed to be without it, my
dear. Why, it’s useful in so
many ways!”

Sold by the best dealers
everywhere,

Write for illustrated Cata-
logue of various styles.
HOURD g co,, LIMITED,
Sole Licensces and Manufocturers.

De-t 3 London, Ont, 95-D
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simple
lesson in

stands for Any
water ~ hard or

stands for Batch
of dishes-no mat-
ter how greasy.

stands for Correct
amount of Gold
Dust for a dish-
pan of water

Thousands of women with no
time to waste over their dishpans
now use Gold Dust—because it dis=
solves the grease so nicely.

They also use Gold Dust to keep
the kitchen sink sweet and clean,
because Gold Dust dissolves the
grease, leaves no sediment to clog
the drain and rinses out beautifully.

Buhpf course, they make sure it
really is Gold Dust they use.

[FHe %K. FAIR BANK conpanv]

LIMITED, MONTREAL

GOLD
DUST

The Busy Cleaner

MADE IN CANADA

I

Single copies will be supplied at

by mail.
this price to any reader of EVERYWOMAN'S
WorLp, or, if accompanied by a new or
renewal subscription to EVERYWOMAN's
WoRrLD at $1.50 we will send the book for
six two-cent stamps additional.

Life’s Story-—A PRook for Girls

N reference to the question ‘“ How shall 1

tell my daughter thestory of life? "’ this
little book has been written by Jeanette
Winter Hall (a mother). It is the best
answer to the question in print. The
story is most beautifully and ideally told
for girls of ten to fifteen years of age.
Price 25 cents postpaid, or sent with a new
or renewal subscription to EVERYWOMAN'S
WorLp for only six two-cent stamps to
cover royalty, postage, packing, etc.

Try Growing Seeds for
Your Own Needs

HE short supply of garden seeds and

the indifferent stock offered in many
instances have been an unpleasant ex-
perience to many gardeners. The gar-
dener who grew his own seeds did not
need to worry about poor germination,
high prices, shortages or crop failure, and
is now plapning to grow all the high class
seeds that he requires for next year.
Why not get busy now and do likewise?

BIENNIALS.—Select or obtain  from
your neighbor choice specimens of one
variety of garden Dbeet, carrot, parsnip
and turnip as mother roots for seed pro-
duction. Plant in well prepared soil,
one root for each four ounces of seed
required.  Cover the roots completely
with soil and nature will awaken the
seed stalks which you must care for as you
would any plant that you desire to be
either attractive or productive. When the
seed stalks have grown high, bank the
roots with earth or support the stalke
with stakes that the wind may not cast
them over. When the seeds ripen gather
them, put carefully away where ripening
may be completed ;md) where damage
from mice and fungi is not probable.
During what would be idle hours on stormy
days, thresh these seed heads out and pre-
pare the seeds for the coming spring of
1919.

ANNUALS—ONI10NS.—Select choice
onions, firm and ideal in shape, about
two inches in diameter, plant by covering
two inches deep in well-prepared garden
soil, one onion for each ounce of seed re-
quired. Weed and hoe during the growing
season and stake the seed stalks up before
the heads become heavy. Gather the
seed heads when the seeds are beginning
to fall and put away on trays or in thin
cotton sacks that ripening may be com-
pleted. Threshing and seed-cleaning
may be done at any convenient time.
Onion sets are grown by sowing seeds
thickly in rows but one inch apart;
so thickly must the seed be sown that the
little plants will crowd one another so
closely that growth to greater dimensions
than (mc—h;xl%inch is not probable. When
the leaves of the little onion wither and
die it is time to harvest the crop. This is
done by pulling and spreading in shallow
trays to dry.” When dry the leaves are
pinched off and the little sets stored in a
dry, cool place, free from frost danger.

LeErTUCE.—Choice lettuce plants of
your most favored variety should be
saved and permitted to seed. When the
seed heads are ripened the entire plant
may be cut, placed in a Eaper bag and
hung up to dry, after which the threshing
may be done when convenient.

RApIsH.—Secure choice seed, sow early
in the season, thin the plants out to a
distance of 12 by 12 inches Cultivate
and keep free from weeds during the entire
season. When the roots are well developed
the seed stalks appear, following with
blossom and seed pods. When the seed
pods are fully ripe the plant may be cut
and the seed threshed at any time. Many
other garden plants may be used in home
seed production by employing methods
just as simple as those enumerated.
Spinach, cabbage, celery, parsley, peas,
beans, are all easily produced.

To thresh many of the seed heads,
rubbing them over a coarsz screen is both
quick and effective. i

Seeds grown under home conditions
will almost invariably give better results
than will commercial seed. Try it this
season, but don't try to seed more than
one variety of each kind of garden plant.

Good Horse
ARE—"Cabby, what are you stopping
outside this public house for?”

Cabby—"Bless yer, sir, I didn’t stor.
Me 'orse stopped of 'is own haccord. 'E’s
the tenderest-"earted 'orse that hever was.
'K knows I'm that thirsty I kin "ardly keep
me mouth shut!”
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Mild and agreeable
in its cleansing
qualities, Fairy Soap
is most refreshing
to use in toilet and
bath.

The pure, floating,
oval cake is found
in. the Homes of
particular people
everywhere.

.FAIRBANK

LIMITED
MONTREAL

Piano
Organ
Violin
Guitar
Piccolo
Clarinet
Harp
Saxophone

Cornet
Mandolin
Banjo

Cello
Trombone
Flute

Ukelele

Sight Singing

Learn

Music no longer difficult! Learn to play vour favorite instrument
by note in a few short months—without a teacher at your elbow.
New method. Easier than private teacher way. More than 200,000
men and women have learned by our simplified home-study method.
You too can brighten your life with the ability to. play.
day for free book and particulars of free lessons offer.

Louise Bowles,
Epworth, Va.,
writes: “Re-
ceived my tea-
cher's certific-
ate. I highly re-
commend your
school and
would not take
anything for the
help it has given

me."

H. S. Whittmack,

New York,
writes: “I com-
pliment you on
your wonderful
system. Did not
know one note
from another,
but in a short time have
mastered the piano and am
now composing music.”

C. N. Pitts,

Macon, Ga.,
writes: “Have
completed vour
course on violin.
Now have 13
students.’”

Music at Home

Write to-

Lessons FREE

We want to have
one pupil in each lo-
cality at once to help
advertise our hone-
study method. For
a short time, there-
fore, we offer our
marvelous lessons
FREE. Onlp charge
is for postage and
sheet music—averag-

ing only 1214 cents week-
ly. Beginners or ad-
vanced pupils.

WRITE!

< Write today for amaz-
ing free book, giving all

Free

Book

f———-

Music Lessons
in Your Own Home

U.S. School

of Music

104 Brunswick Bldg.
New York City

(4
# Please send me your free
#  book, “‘Musiclessonsby Mail,”
#  and particulars of your free les-
/  sone offer.

the facts and particu-

lars. Send the co;-lcu / NEIDE.- 1. b T A

pon or a postal. / s

U.S.SCHOOL

OF MUSIC / Address ... o, RS cievsesanises

104 Brunswick 2

Bldg., N.Y.C. CEEYS . 2 PSR o I S e onts ks e R
BEALO v wsmivory SN & S A N

——
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Qur dealers will

lad to send you the booklet e Al
f?e-Crenion." and a complimentary copy of our musical magazine ** Along
Broadway ",

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, New Jersey.

Text of the Prize

Winning Advertisement

5 THE most marvelous machine can never be a person, but
Thomas A. Edison, the inventive wizard, has at last
mastered a human voice reproducing instrument that does not
betray itself in the very presence of the artists,
“It is a wonderful thing to see and hear an instrument
Re-Creating a human voice that is right there beside it, the
singer thrilled by the consciousness of a second personality.

The problem ‘to hear ourselves as others hear us’

has been

solved by the Edison Diamond Disc Phonograph.

* Miss Christine
demonstrated in a recita. at Symphony Hall,

Miller, the noted concert contralto,

Boston, how

thoroughly Edison has made it possible to reproduce all shades

of tone and sweetness of the human voice.
standing beside one of the phonographs, sang in
herself, it being impossible to distinguish
living voice and its Re-Creation.
instrument blended perfectly with her voice.

Miss Miller,

unison with
between the singer’s
She sang a few bars and the
She ceased and

the instrument continued the air with the same beautiful tonal

quality.

in the early days of this country,
for a witch.

Had Miss Miller attempted such a concert in Salem,
she would have been hanged

* The large audience of music-lovers sat enthralled under the
spell of the wizardry which reproduced a human voice, the most
delicate violin tones and the blare of a brass band with such

fidelity that no one,
could tell which was the real.

hearing also the same music at first hand,
I'he instrument was a stock

phonograph, intended solely for the home.

** Perhaps the artistic merit of Mr. Edison’s invention can in
no way so well be attested as by the fact that 600 members of the
Handel and Haydn Society of Boston were present.

Earle Insley, Nanuet, N. Y.
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ay that no such advertisement as th
who received $1000 for preparing this advert
ten by representatives of various
etween living artists and the New Ediso

e-Creation in ever:
approximately 1500
K mousin their favora

ble verdict.
composed of extracts taken from

Zke NEW EDISON

is positively the only sound reprod

You owe it to yourself to hear the New Edison and to learn more about jt.
i glad to, give you a complimentary concert,
2

*“The Phonograph with a Soul’"
instrument ble of sustaini

We shall be
hat the Critics Say, "' the brochure, ** Music's

Ne e N0X o0 ¢ 50 ¢

— o

the comparison described.

A PRODUGT OF
THE EDISON
LABORATORIES

e above has ever appeared before, The man
isement did not write a single word of it. The
newspapers, who after hearing a direct com-
n’s Re-Creation of thei.r work, pronounced the
Yy case an exact counterpart of the original music.
newspapers have described these

The music critics of
remarkable comparisons and are unani-
The prize-winning advertisement illustrated on this page is
newspaper accounts of these daring comparisons.

}}IN. Florence Bassett
Je:
Miss Katharine Gest
lllm'uhl I Hertel
Mrs. Ray Keegan
Alphonse Kirchsner
Miss Vida Laughrey
Mrs. A. E. Peterman
Miss Katharine Sartello
Josephine A, Sheehan

X 0K D8

ANNOUNCEMENT OF AWARDS IN
THE EDISON WEEK PATCHWORK
ADVERTISEMENT CONTEST
First Prize—$1000
Earle Insley, Nanuet, N. Y.
Second Prize—$500
Edward Crede, 337 Fourth Ave., Pittsburg, Pa.
Third Prize—$250
Janoe P. Kelly, 318 8. Water 8t., Crawfordsville, Ind,
Fourth Prize—$100
Miss Lota Worralk 1034 W, 17th St ., Des Moines, In.
Fifth Prize—$50
Gordon Diver, 88a Girouard Ave., N. D. (., Montreal
Ten Prizes of $10 Each
430 N. Beaudry Ave., Los Angeles
513 Washington St., Olympia, Wash, |
1203 Second .+ Rock
« 56 Loomis St.,
rar 07 Gore Blvi,,

450 G. Bourns

234 B,
444 N. M

codore, Ala,
419 Sterling P1., Madison, Wis,
33 Gage St., Fitchburg, Mass,

M¢Cormick’s

odas

Next to milk (the perfect food)—MecCormick’s
Jersey Cream Sodas contain morefood value than any
They are made from pure
creamery butter, sweet milk, high-grade flour and
pure shortening, in a snow-white, sunshine, modern
factory that spares no expense to Insure utmost

MONEY

THE GREATEST
VALUE FOR

YOUR

JERSEY
CREAM

} other article of diet.

purity and cleanliness.

General Offices and Factory : London,

Makers also of
McCormick's Fancy
Biscuits

THE McCORMICK MANUFACTURING CO., Limited

Warehouses : Montreal, Ottawa, Hamilton,
Klng:::lf.hwmazpeg. Calgary, Port Arthur, St. John, N.B.

Canada.

SOLD
FRESH
EVERYWHERE

Minard’s

Linimen

in_your Home!

strength, purity and healing powers superior t) any other liniment

in the world.

, now, and use it to check your iamil_y'g
s itt g%?reyzg;ydé‘;sg{:;. The healing qualities of Minard's Lini-
;:Lr::ns: v:lunble to YOU, make its use indispensable in the stable.

Minard’s Liniment Co., Limited -

The only liniment
which ever received v
medal, awarded for

Y :rmouth, N.S

ARE DECIDEDLY
ECONOMICAL

Don’t Wear a Truss

ROOKS'APPLIANCE,
the modern scientific
invention, the wonderful
new discovery that re-
lieves rupture, will be
sent on trial. No ob-
noxious springs or pads.
Has automatic Air Cu-
shions. Bindsand draws
the broken parts to-
gether as you would a
brolken limb. Nosalves.
Nolies. Durable, chezp.

S=rt on trial to prove it.
Protected by U. S. pat-
ents. Catalogue and meas.
ure blanks mailed free.
; Send name and addecss
e 2 to-day.

C.E.BROOKS, 2298 State St., Marshall, Mich.

Family Food Budget

OLLOWING is a budget for a family
of five: a man and his wife at moder-
ate work; a boy of 12 years; and twoother
children of 9 and 3 years respectively.
This food will provide adequate nourish-
ment for one week. According to well-
known authorities, it allows sufficient
material for body-building as well as
energy for the various activities of the
family.
1. MEAT AND MEAT SUBSTITUTES
Four Ibs. lean meat, 2 Ibs. fresh fish,
1 Ib. salt fish, 1 doz. eggs, 1 Ib. cheese
2 Ibs. dried beans or split peas,
2. Fars
Two lbs. butter or oleomargarine, 1 Ib.
cooking fat.
3. MiLK.
Seven quarts whole milk.
4. SUGARS
Three Ibs. sugar, 1 Ib.
molasses or honey.

corn syrup,

5. CEREAL Probpucts
Ten Ibs. flour, 10 Ibs. cereals in other
forms.
6. FRESH VEGETABLES.
Forty lbs. potatoes, 14 lbs. fresh vege-
tables.
7. Frurr
Fourteen 1Ibs., according to season.

MEAT AND MEAT SUBSTITUTES

OUR lbs. lean meat.—This weight

does not include bone and fat. When
these are purchased with the lean, the
weight ordered should be increased
accordingly.

Two Ibs. Fresh Fish.—This may be any
fresh caught or frozen fresh fish, e.g., cod,
mackerel, herring, white fish, skate, lake
trout, hake, pollock, etc.

One Ib. Salt fish.—Salt codfish, finnan
haddie, red herring, ete.

One dozen Eggs.—These may be re-
placed by— ;
214 pints whole milk with 14 1b. frozen

or fresh fish; or
2 qts. buttermilk with 114 oz. fat; or
2 qts. skim milk with 115 oz. fat; or
8 oz. cheese with 6 oz. frozen or fresh fish;

or

124 Ibs. frozen or fresh herring with 1 oz.
fat; or

4 oz. dried codfish with 3 oz. fat.
One Ib. Cheese.—This may be replaced

by—

615 pints whole milk; or

2 Ibs. fresh or frozen fish with 5 oz fat;

4 oz. dried codfish with 5 oz fat; or

4 qts. skim milk with 3 oz. fat: or

1 1/3 Ibs. lean meat with 3 oz. fat.
Two Ibs. Dried Beans and Split Peas. —

12 oz. split peas with 1Y% oz. fat may
replace 1 1b. lean meat;

5 oz. split peas with 115 oz. fat may re-
place 1 qt. whole milk;
Ib. split peas with 5 oz, fat may replace
1 1b. cheese;

12 oz. split peas with 14 oz.
replace 1 doz. eggs;

15 oz. dried beans with 14 oz. fat may
replace 1 Ib. lean meat;

6 oz. dried beans with 1% oz.
replace 1 qt. whole milk;

1 1/3 oz. dried beans with 1Y% oz. fat may
replace 1 doz. eggs;

124 oz. dried beans with 514 oz. fat may
replace 1 Ib. cheese.

fat may

fat may

Fars
.‘\.RGARINE and butter.—These are
interchangeable as regards fat con-
tent.

Cooking fats
rendered fats,
fats and oils.
margarine if
used.

may include dripping,
and commercial cooking
These may replace butter or
about one-eighth less is

MiLk
NE quact Whole Milk.—This may be
replaced by—
1 qt. skim milk with 115 oz. fat; or
1 qt. buttermilk with 115 oz. fat; or
1 gt. sour milk with 115 oz. fat; or
614 0z. lean beef,
> SUGAR
ORN syrup, honey, and molasses may
replace sugar if one-quarter more is
used.
CEREAL Probucrs

EN Ibs. Flours.—These include wheat,

rye, barley, oats, corn and buckwheat
flours.

As we are asked to conserve wheat for

overseas every effort should be made to
secure other flours,

EN Lbs. Cereals in Other Forms.—

These include oatmeal, rolled oats,
white cornmeal, yellow cornmeal, barley
and rye meals and rice,
- Note.—The above replacement quan-
lities are not exact equivalents, but they
are near enough for practical use in pro-
viding for variety and economy.



Back to the Sugars of
Yesterday

(Continued from page 22)

and salt are sifted. Drop by spoonfuls on
a buttered sheet and bake twelve to fifteen
inutes in a quick oven.

Graham Cookies

One egg, 1 teaspoonful baking soda,
2 level tablespoons melted butter sub-
stitute, 1 cup sour cream or milk, 1 table-
spoon ‘molasses, 214 cups graham flour,
1 teaspoon lemon extract, a gratim{ of
nutmeg.

BF,AT the egg, add the melted butter or
substitute, the molasses and flavorings,
whip up the soda in the sour milk and add
to the mixture and stir in the graham
flour. When mixed, drop from a teaspoon
on a well greased baking pan, leaving
two inches of space between each cookie.
Place a raisin, some candied pecl, or half a
blanched almond in the centre of each
cookie, sprinkle lightly with granulated
sugar and bake in a moderate oven.

Sugar Pies

HERE is'no better pie-let to use up
the fragments of paste than the sugar
pies that even my grandmother made,”
confided Aunt Tabitha. “ Just put a tiny
bit of butter on a round of pastry, and a
good spoonful of brown sugar. Fold over,
crimp the edges tightly together and bake
to a golden brown.
The soldier overseas will welcome these
tasty bits from the home kitchen just as
much as the children will like them.

Fruit Cake

H ALF pound butter or butter substitute,

15 1b. brown sugar, 4 eggs, 1% tea-
spoonful soda, 1 teaspoonful spices of all
kinds, 114 lbs. currants, 1 lb. raisins, 1%
Jb. flour.

Steam 3 hours and bake one.

Flour fruit well and add nuts, citron,
etc., if you wish. This makes asplendid
cake to send overseas, if you bake it in a
tin biscuit box, in which it can be sent.

Marble Cake
Dark Part
ALF cup brown sugar, 4 cup molasses,
14 cup butter or butter substitute, 14
cup sour milk, 24 teaspoon soda, 1 teaspoon
cream of tartar, yolks 3 eggs, 214 cups
flour, nutmeg, cinnamon, cloves, allspice.

Light Part
WHITES of 3 eggs, 1 cup white sugar,
14 cup butter or butter substitute,
15 cup sweet milk, 14 teaspoon soda, 1
teaspoon eream tartar, 214 cups flour.

Doughnuts

TWO cups brown sugar, 2 eggs, 1 table-
spoon melted butter or butter sub-
stitute, 1 coffee cup milk, 2 teaspoons cream
tartar, 1 teaspoon soda, pinch salt, nut
meg and vanilla.

Sift enough flour to make stiff, cut in
rings or strips which can be twisted and
fry in deep fat. Sprinkle with fine sugar.

Fig Pudding

ALF 1b. figs, 24 lb. bread crumbs, 14
1b. brown sugar, 3 eggs.
Spice to taste aud boil three hours.

Apple Tapioca

HREE-QUARTERS cup pearl tapioca,
14 teaspoon salt, cold water, 7 apples,
214 cups boiling water, 14 cup brown sugar.
Soak tapioca one hour in cold water
enough to cover. Drain. Add boiling
water and salt. Cook in double boiler
until transparent. Core and pare apples.
Arrange in a buttered pudding dish. Fill
cavities with sugar. Pour over tapioca and
bake in a moderate oven until apples are
soft. Serve with sugar and cream, or
cream sauce.

Soft Gingerbread

TWO eggs, 3 teaspoons baking powder,
1 cup brown sugar, 14 teaspoon salt,
1234 cup flour, 124 cups ginger, 2 /3 cup milk.

Beat eggs until light and .add sugar
gradually. Mix and sift dry ingredients
and add alternately with cream to first
mixture. Turn intc a buttered cake pan
and bake 30 minutes in a moderate oven.

Oatmeal Cookies

TO one large cup of cold boiled oatmeal,
allow 1 cup of brown sugar, 1 cup white
flour, butter or butter substitute the size
of an egg, 1 pinch of salt, 1 teaspoon soda,
2 teaspoons cream tartar. Roll out thin
and cut out same as cookies.

Bake in a hot oven.
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Everywoman’s World For April, 1918

If You Could Only See Germs
You'd End Their Menace

know how dust floats all over the house, in every room, usually invis-

YOU’VE seen dust in the sunlight as it shines through a window. You

ible. Some is harmless — simply dirt. But frequently there are thou-
sands of lurking germs about. Much sickness is their fault.

Particularly in the Spring, after the long, shut-in months of winter.

So fumigation at this time is essential to good health. It insures cleanli-
ness. It destroys quickly the winter growth of germs from colds, grippe,

influenza, etc. All are contagious.

Mere scrubbing won’t do. Dirt isn’t
the chief danger. It is the germ life
that breeds in hidden places, safe from
scrubbing and dusting.

No room is 100 per cent sterile at
house-cleaning time until it is fumigated.

Before Moving

Fumigation is even more essential
when you move to another house or
apartment. You can’t tell what sickness
occurred there before. What if it was
scarlet fever, measles, diphtheria or tuber-
culosis?

Ask your new landlord if the rooms
have been fumigated. Insist on it before
you move in. Or do it yourself. It is easy
and cheap.

Soon “all will understand better the
need of fumigation. Not only in the home

— but in public places. Such as churches,
theatres, trains. Pullmans are fumigated
now.

So Simple

Close the doors and windows, light the
wick in the B&B Fumigator. Nothing can
be harmed but plants and pets.

The formaldehyde fumes penetrate
every nook and crack. No germ can live.

None are simpler than B&B Formal-
dehyde Fumigators. And they are in ac-
cord with U. S. Government recommen-
dations, which means double the usual
strength. Do not be content with any in-
ferior kind.

At any druggist’s you may buy B&B
Formaldehyde Fumigators. They come
in several sizes — one dollar will fumigate
the average room.

You'll be bound to feel safer once you
protect your family this way.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc., Toronto, Chicago, New York

Formaldehyde

Fumigators

One of the Double-Sure Products

Are made to accord with for various room capacities.

Government standards, which

strength. Don’t rely on any
half-way measures.
v They come in several sizes

means twice the usual |

For theaverage room,thecost
of fumigation is about $1.

Ask your druggist for them.
To be sure of the strength, in-
sist on the B&B.

Write for interesting treatise on proper fumigation.
Free on request.

Sure products. These include:
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Other /3% Products

This concern has a world-wide fame for the B & BDouble-

B&B Absorbent Cotton B & B Bandages and Gauze

RE s

AR

5

L8088 (0 (8 WA 0SS B AR S 1 (8B I8 S LSS S 10 RS S (L VI 18 TR AR

B &B Adhesive Plaster B &D First Aid Outfits
All made under ideal conditions. All put up in protective
packages. For safety’s sake, in all these lines, ask for B &B.
e e
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Fall furniture or wood- :
work, the staircase 5
requires the most atten- |&
tion. It seems as if every
hand in the house passes
up or down the bannisters
several times a day. Is it
any wonder the railing so
quickly becomes dulled
with finger marks ?

| O-Cedar Polish

gives the staircase a quick, hard,
lasting polish—so dry that after
using it a white-gloved hand
may safely rest upon it.

25c to $3.00 sizes |

at your Hardware, Grocery or g
Furniture Store, 36

i Channell Chamical Co. :

G L
Toronto Limited pi .‘

ar

Polish |

—LINDSAY=

RED CEDAR FUR CHESTS
Factory to Home—Freight Prepaid

Cedar, the woo
that lasts, and lasts,
and lasts.

OUR CEDAR CHESTS furnish a permanent and
handsome utility for the home, made to provide
storage for furs and woollen clothing and to pro-
tect them against moths and dampness. Why buy
valuable furs and clothing, now more costly than
ever before, without providing protection for

n ?
thﬁ'l.'Nl)SAY CHESTS are made of beautifully
figured Red Cedar 3earinﬂ the pungent aroma of
Jedar Woodlands.
th: (;I(}‘YIPKRB GIFT for the BIRTHDAY, for the
GIRT, GRADUATE, for the WEDDING, or the
WEDDING ANNIVERSARY.

Many stvles to choose from. .pell'lvered prices.

Write for illustrated Catalogue "'C' to

LINDSAY WOODWORKERS, LTD.
Lindsay, Ontario

Whenthe Docter
comes, hewill
appreciate it

(2l 4]
N TAY OB ROCHESTER

Tycos

FEVER THERMOMETER
IN THE HOUSE

Jaylor Instrument Companies

ROCHESTER NY.
There's a Tycos or Tayhor Thermometer for Every Purpose

aa eeds
NURSES

Become a Nurse and
make yourself finan-
cially independent -—
Graduate by studying
our course at home.

Earn $10 to $25
eekly
No need to spend three
years in a hospital.
Low prices and special
terms. Send to‘-d?y for

Royal College of Sci

709A Spadina Ave.,Toronto iving full details.

For April, 1918

Moving Picture
\rousing Keen I3

Chance to solve it and win one of the new 1918 autos illustrated
below and other valuable prizes, or $1600.00 in
cash, has spurred many to action

IN this particular Moving Picture Theatre shown at the bottom of the page, the names

of famous players soon to appear in the pictures are each night flashed upon the
screen, but on the night the photo below was taken the operator, wanting to play a little
joke on his audience, mixed up the letters in the names of each player so that they
spelled the funny sentences you see at the bottom of the page.

Time and time again this film was flashed on the screen, only to be demanded repeated
by the audience. Many of them are still trying to solve the mysterious names. Can
you help them?

In case you are not familiar with the names of the popular moving picture actors
and actresses, the list shown below the picture on the side may help you.

THESE MAGNIFICENT PRIZES GIVEN FOR THE BEST, CORRECT
OR NEAREST CORRECT REPLIES !

What Others Have Done, You Can Do!

Winners of Motor Cars Awarded in Previous Contests

Overland Touring Car................ Lorne E. Hicks
| Chevrolet Touring Car. T. D. Latour
‘ Ford Touring Car
| Ford Touring Car
|  Ford Touring Car

..................... Centralia, Ontario
....Ottawa, Ontario
Kinburn, Ontario
..... Smith’s Falls, Ontario
..................... Ottawa, Ontario

1st PRIZE

1918 Chevrolet
Touring Car, or its
Price, $825.00 Cash

1st Prize,
1918 Chevrolet
Touring Car,
Value $825.00

2nd Prize,
1918 Ford
Touring Car,
Value $595.00
3rd Prize,
$100.00 Cash
4th Prize, $75.00
5th Prize, $50.00
6th Prize, $25.00
7th Prize, $20.00
8th Prize, $15.00
9th Prize, $10.00
10th Prize, $10.00
11th Prize, $10.00
12th Prize, $10.00
13th Prize, $5.00
14th Prize, $5.00
15th Prize, $5.00
16th Prize, $5.00
17th Prize, $5.00
18th Prize, $5.00
19th Prize, $3.00
20th Prize, $3.00
21st Prize, $3.00
22nd Prize, $3.00
23rd Prize, $3.00
24th Prize, $3.00
and 25
Extra Cash Prizes
of $1.00 each.

2nd PRIZE

1918 Ford
Touring Car, or
its Price, $595.00

This Great Contest is Absolutely Free of Expense.  Send Your Answers To-Day!

This great contest is being conducted by the Continental Publishing Co., Limited, one of the largest
and best known publishing houses in Canada. That is your guarantee that the prizes will be awarded
with absolute fairness and squareness to you and every other contestant, Frankly, it is intended to
further introduce EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, Canada’s Greatest Magazine. You may enter and
win the best of the prizes whether you are a subscriber to EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD or not, and,
moreover, you will neither be asked nor expected to take the magazine or spend a single penny of
your_money in order to compete. Here’s the Idea: : ! i

EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD is so popular everywhere that it now has the vast circulation of over
125,000 copies a month; but our motto is: “EVERY OMAN'S WORLD in Every Woman’s Home.”
We want more Canadian magazine readers to become acquainted with this famous publication. There-
fore, when we acknowledge your entry to this contest and you know your standing for the prizes, we
shall send you without cost a copy of the very latest issue and a review of many of the fine features
soon to appear. Then, in order to qualify your entry to be sent on for the judging and awarding of the
grand prizes, you will be asked to assist us in carrying on this big introduction plan by showing your
copy to just four friends or neighbors who will appreciate this r;:z\l!ly worth-while, All-Canadian
magazine and want it to come to them every month. You will easily fulfill this snm‘plc condition in a
few minutes of your spare time and we will even send copies for each of your friends if you wish.

How to send your Solution.—Use one side of the paper only and put your name and address
(stating Mr., Mrs., or Miss) in the upper right-hand corner, If you wish, to write anything but your
answers, use a separate sheet of paper. .

Three independent judges, having no connection whatever
and the answer gaining 160 points will take first prize. You will { r
correctly (No. 10 being excepted as it is practically given); 20 points will be awarded for general
neatness, style, spelling, punctuation, etc.; 10 for handwriting, and 40 for fulfilling the condition of the
contest. Contestants must agree to abide by the decision of the judges. The contest will close at 5
p.m., May 30th, immediately after which the answers will be judged and the prizes awarded. Address
your answers to-day to

Movie Contest Editor, Everywoman’s World, Continental Publishing Co., Limited
2 Continental Building, Toronto, Ont.

Your 'HANCE

s D "WHO ARE THEY?

CONTEST @ 1 PARCK MY FORD @ROAM OR DIE
3 (@ ATOUND AGIASS BRIK @FUN. MUST DRAIN

(3 MAKER A CUTER GIRL @ALETS BEN CHEW!

@ A BAD HEART (ONEVER LYE BABY

@ WETA SATIN RAT' @1 PREACH ALL CHIN

with this firm, will award the prizes,
get 10 points for every name solved
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Names of Some of the Favorite Players 3

: aplin, Hazel Dawn, Francis X. Bushman, Beverly Bayne, Francis Ford, Grace Cunard,
Slhaz:x;ll:lee nctg lark, Clara Kimball Young, Fannie Ward, Max Linder, Dustin Farnum, Alice Brady,
Theda Bara, Wilton Lackaye, Douglas Fairbanks, Blanche Sweet, Julia Sanderson, Marie Doro,
Pauline Frederick, Robert Warwick, Anita Stewart, Olga Petrova, Norma Talmage, Lou Tellegan,
George Beban, Annette Kellerman, Mary Pickford, Lillian Walker, Mabel Normand, Pearl White.
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Hat by Mirette,
104, Wardour Street,
London, W,
Photo: Miss Gina Palerme,
by Wrather & Buys
“Itis trying to a woman'’s |
Patience,” writes a lady, §
“to find that the Tulle
one was told in the shop }
was rainproof weant all \
anyh(_)w at the first sight |
of rain. It took me a
long time to find the Tulle
that really ig rainproof
—Dynamo—and it will
take a long time before I
accc:pt” any other kind
again,

NEVER accept an
imitation in place
of Dynamo Rainproof
Tulle—there is no need to.
And the difference in
glu_rability is so great that
it is worth*a little trouble
to be sure you get the
genuine,

Dynamo T#lle is not only rain-
proof. It is sunproof. It is colour-
fast. It is fadeless. Any lady who
has tried it will tell yvou that Dynamo

is by far the most durable and
economical Tulle you can get.
Dynamo

Tulle Scarves

For Scarves, Dynamo is the one Tulle
Wluqh gives youthat sheer, crisp, fresh-
lqokxng effect, and adds that dis-
tinctive touch of smartness which
ladies so much admire. You will
need ascarf for the summer season —
be sure it is made of “Dynamo’’ Tulle.
It is wonder{ully durable—it can be
Wworn over and over again,

Ask for Dynamo Rainproof Tulle—
and see that you get it. Every shop
can supply.

D)mé’rﬁo

RAINPROOF

————— e e

Tulle

The best Milliners always use *'Dynamo”
Rainproof Tulle. The best Stores sell it by
he yard. Ask for i by name and decline
to be put off with so called ‘‘just-as-good’
kinds, which only cause annoyance and
extra expense,

In black and white and all

fashionable shades.

Drop us a line and we will put you in touch
With your nearest dealer,
Address “‘Dynamo” Enquiry Dept.

80 Wellington Street West
Toronto

86 ins. wide.

With That New Frock
You Will Need

DELATONE

SO LONG AS FASHION DECREES sheer fabrics for
sleeves, the woman of refinement requires Delatone
for the removal of noticeable hair from the under-arm.
Delatone is an old and well-known scientific prep-
aration, for the quick, safe and certain removal O
hairy growths, no matter how thick or stubborn.
Beauty specialists recommend Delatone for removal
of objectionable hair from face, neck or arms. After
application, the skin is clear, firm and hairless.
Druggists sell Delatone; or an original l-0%. jar
will be mailed to any address upon receipt of $1 by

The Sheffield Pharmacal Co.

839 So. Wabash Ave., Dept. F. L. Chicago, Illinois.

MUSIC Tausht FREE

Most Reliable School of
. Musicin America—Established 1895 |
P':';:"O"“-V“’lin- Mandolin,Guitar, Banjo, et

3

W B S — — .
You cam  neao Turaic LiKe This qul

quickly
ﬁ]exinnega or advanced players, One lesson weekly.
ustrations make everything plain. Only expense
about 2¢ per day to cover cost of postage and music
utgie;i lWrite for FREE booklet which explains every=
ein full. AMERICAN SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Dept. 4, Lakeside Bldg., CHICAGO
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@I|HE Spring drive is on. The
long supple arm of fashion
has stretched far into the
heart of France, Italy,
Japan, China, even recon-
quered Jerusalem, ingen-
iously extracting’ precious
plums of western origin-
ality and Eastern orientalism to fill the
rank and file of the war woman's ward-
robe with a kaleidescopic array of silks,
satins, foulards, crepes and crisp organdies,
vieing for true patriotic economy’s sake
tobe the first ““ over the top’’ to welcome a
war-weary feminine world.

There may still be snows and rumors
of snows, but the end is near, the probs.
predict, and France smiles through her
tears, tilts her chapeau to the military
angle, takes a reef in her skirt to meet the
approval of the war-time wardrobe censor,
and says “Cheero! Canada, better days
are coming for us all.”

When Fashion, the Paris dressmakers,
manufacturers, and the government joined
forces to help woman strike the keynote of
economy in clothes, little did they realize
the paradoxes that would follow. Instead
of woman being clothed sombrely and in
sackcloth, as one would naturally sup-
pose, circumstances force her to relin-
quish her former hold on wools and sterner
stuffs to the warriors of the world and
remain content but charming in the lighter
fabrics, sheer clinging, gauzy hetero-

geneous in quality. Woman can goas far as
she likes in these without fear of depriving
one mother’s soldier-son of comfort or
warmth, provided she buys wisely, for
all fabrics are at more or less of a premium.

Vogues 5
and e
Vagaries
By Helen /
Cornelius , 7 -

As the wood carver chisels his model
after his mental conceptions of the ideal,
so the designer of the gown; but the times
and the year determine and influence the
finished tout ensemble to-day more than
ever before.

It was a purely patriotic heart the
designers put into their work this Spring,
to devise ways and means of using the
profusion of exquisitely novel fabrics
the manufacturers struck off their looms.
In days gone by the matter of material was
secondary to the accepted silhouette, but
in these days of reversal, the fashionable
line which “perverse and foolish oft did
stray” is held in check and determined
absolutely by the material, and she who
deviates from fashion’s decree of “straight
and narrow’”’ is patriotically and fashion-
ably a fizzle.
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devotee snap her fingers at the summer
suns. Cotton voiles and crepes, warm in
color, diversified in design and sheer as
butterfly’s wings, are finding favor in the
early summer predictions.

Organdie, sometimes circumspect,often
audacious, with an almost uncontrollable
will to flare, is also among the materials
requisitioned for summer duty, and sub-
mits with grace to the new line, without
losing any of its crisp smartness. Since
the first penned pages of the history of
this gauzy, perky material, nothing has
taken its place as the coolest and freshest
of summer apparel for maid or matron,
and this year it may be successfully used
for chapeau, skirt over a lacy petticoat
or complete costume.

In these days of enforced preparedness,
it's the wise woman who anticipates her
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Let Us Solve Your “ Make-Over?” Problems

Q.—"I have a Paddy-green broadcloth coat, cut on box lines, pocketless

and no skirt to match.
seems im

skirt. hankfully.—E. S.”

t Can you advise me how I might utilize this coat, as it
ible to match this particular shade in the same weight cloth for a

18 (%
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A —The present sports styles offer a splendid opportunity to convert this
coat into a sleeveless jacket to be worn witi white siirta. preferably of flannel
or jersey cloth. Rip the old sleeves out, cut large patch pockets from this surplus
material, and utilize the remaining pieces to cover wooden button molds, and if
desired a narrow belt. The “*box " effect is not undesirable and quite fashionable.
A white caterpillar braid sports hat, bound with a narrow binding of Paddy
green grosgrain ribbon, and a smart tailored band and bow of the same around
the crown would be smart, to say the least.

Q.—"Can blue serge of a heavy quality be successfully reversed? From
many pressings, my suit of last year has become irreparably shiny on the right
side, but otherwise in perfect condition. As it is cut rather straight, would
appreciate a suggestion as to how it might be converted into the fuhionable
flare, as | have an extra width of the skirt, which was taken out when fullness
was ta Thank you!—Mrs. V. T. Cobb.”

A.—A good quality of serge is usually as wearable on the wrong side as on
the right. Rip your suit up, brush the pieces out well and put the same in a
bath of gasoline, making sure to scrub all the spots out with a small camel’s
hair brush. Allow them to become dry and press, on the former right side. This
remedy has proven satisfactory to many. In order to assure uniformity in shade,
put the extra width in the gasoline whether soiled or not. By cutting your coat
off in the back width just at the waist line and joining extra “width” of the material

cut circular and long eno:gh to correspond with the front length, the desired

flare would be accomplish

Q.—"In a rush moment I was tempted to buy a small rose-colored straw

hat, almost pot-sha

, which has never looked well on me.

It is as good as

new, but nothing I have trimmed it with seems to improve it. - Would you give
me your suggestions >—Mors. Arthur Snaith. "
A.—Extend your brim with narrow purple straw sewed carefully together

by hand, around and around until you have secured the desired width of a bec

ing brim, and wire the

om-

re the edge, covering the wire with a single row of the straw.
Grosgrain, or moire ribbon about an inch in width

drawn around the crown

and studded with French knots to form a small floral design, would make a pretty
finish.

A superfluity of ideas fell from the brush -

of these fashion artists in consequence,
creating an atmosphere full of possibilities
for calico, the latest headliner on an all-
star bill of patriotic textiles. After the
first gasp over the strangeness of reviving
this long forgotten dress foundation, the
shops and everybody opehed welcoming
arms to it, for does it not help to solve the
economical side of the dress question as
well as prove that old ideas may be made
new again? Plain or spotted, crossed or
dotted, striped or sprinkled with dice-
shaped figures artistically arranged in
contrasting colors on dark or light back-
grounds, quaint, pretty and practical,
this material is often combined with
organdie or net to emphasize their lightness
and prove the infallible rule that com-
binations are still in high favor. The
season is still young, but some of the shops

 are offering calico at 25c. a yard.

I N line with these super-simple, inexpen-
sive fabrics, gingham comes back after a
year’s popularity, and determines to stay
to help the Red Cross worker or sports

needs, and although summery days and
summery clothes seem such a remote
possibility in a Canadian April climate,
an early announcement of what one may
look forward to is not amiss when the
shops persist in displaying irresistible
wonders to make the hot days cooler.
Spring wouldn't be spring without a silk
dress to hang one'’s hopes upon, and now

“that serge, the life-long friend of the one-

piece-dress-woman is at a premium, this
irresistible substitute offered in so many
kinds and designs, has established a place of
prominence in the foremost ranks of mater-
ials that will be difficult to replace while
our khaki-clad heroes fight the foe, and
wool-gathering is part of the plan of war.

A wool-less summer holds no terrors for
the fashionable woman, when the field of
suit fabrics is literally aglow with rajah,
or the new “Hirashiki” silk, first cousin
to rajah; shantung, taffeta, charmeuse,
and others who were ‘“among those pre-
sent” in the spring openings.

Considering the labor and dye difficul-
ties the manufacturers have been sub-
jected to, silk prices are not extraordin-

arily excessive, but quality first rather
than quantity should be the slogan of the
wise buyer.

Foulards that are informal enough for
morning and practical wear meet the
demand of the one dress a day habit to
perfection, for in their complex simplicity
and richness, they serve double duty to
the busy woman. Combinations of black
and white, blue and white, or biscuit are
preferable tones to accompany the fifty-
fifty tailored and dressy hat, the mode of

the hour. A high lustre or soft finish is.
left to the individual taste, but the general
soft clinging quality of foulard that
responds to the slightest touch of the hands.
is its most alluring feature.

The designs are legion, ranging from.
dice-spot to checkerboard, striped or
crossed, printed upon lighter backgrounds.
or vice versa.

PORTS suits have made a direct attack

on the lustrous satins, and give promise

of crowning the highest hopes of summer

success for ‘‘sub-deb” or full fledged
debutant.

At a recent showing of ultra modes in
one of Canada’s leading emporiums,
satin skirts in all the pastel shades were
“coated” in brilliant hues of green, cerise
or copenhagen blue brocade silks—charm-
ing and exceedingly smart. Vivid French
flannel coatees, sleeveless and bound
in narrow white braid, are meeting with
strong favor when worn over white skirts
of satin, crepe de chine, jersey or even
linen.

Also a novelty satin for skirts, checked
on greens or blues, to be worn with sports.
coats or sweaters of solid tones corres-
ponding to the check in the skirt are de-
cidedly new.

And now that the slim silhouette is
decidedly a fixture of the season, it makes.
no concessions to the overly tight. Belts.
must be comfortably straight and loose;
hips may be swathed after the fashion of
old Biblical pictures, doubtless revived
to be in accord with the signs of the times,
influenced by the capture of Jerusalem.



38 Everywoman’s World For April, 1918

Models
Combin-
ing .
Thrift
and
Style
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1209.—Ladies'Two-
Gored Skirt. Sizes
24, 26, 28, 30 and 32
ins. waist measure,
Price 15 cents.
1149.—Ladies’ Waist.
Sizes 28, 38, 40
and 42 inches bust.
Size 36 requires 2 yards
36-inch material, with
5% vards edging. 15
cents,
1152.—Ladies’ Two-Gored
Skirt. Sizes 24, 26 ,28, 30 and 32
inches waist. Any size requires
3 1/8 yards 44-inch material, 15
. cents.
1157.—Ladies’ Dress. Sizes
34, 36, 38 and 40 inches bust. Size
36 requires 5 3/8 yards 36-inch
material, with 3{-yard 36-inch lace
and 3 yards picot edging, 15 cents.
1218.—Ladies’ Dress. Sizes
34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust.
Size 36 requires 4% yards 54-inch
anaterial, with 3{ yard 36-inch con-
trasting and 35 yards braid. 15
cents.
1107.—Ladies’ One-Piece
Dress. Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42
inches bust.  Size 36 requires 414
vards 44-inch material, with 234
vards 27-inch contrasting. 15 cents,
Embroidery, 12698, 10 cents.
88.—Ladies’ Waist. Sizes
36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust, 15
cents.
1324.—Ladies’ Two-Gored
Skirt. Sizes 26, 28, 30 and 32
inches waist. 15 cents.
9988-1324.—Dress in size 36-inch

e

X bust and 26-inch waist requires 514
\ B\ vards 36-inch taffeta, with 5/8 1 209
L4 1 2 1 8 .-y yard 27-inch georgette.

i i resented on this page we have issued for the benefit of our subsc‘ribers‘—“ Everywoman’s Needle-
Tg:;gpgx;:xgg; Ef:“;;gep?:i?maso? all that is new and practical in Needlework. This book is available to subscribers only,
with every new or renewal subscription—$1.50—plus 25 cents to cover the cost of packing and mailing. Mail us your order TO-DAY.

4 te fe delivery. Send money by Dominion Express Order or any way that is convenient to you—the mails
The price of each pattern i 15 0'1““" "ﬁﬁ;“""f;’&?&mﬁ?ﬁ."; :»,o:::x'; is vgv:a‘r::\rt::d :o‘:tepertecﬂy. and a guide chart accompanies each pattern. Orders are filled the same day as they are r
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important that y J

dealer handling

are safe. Home patterns are
e 3
Home Patterns, and from our Pattern Department, EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, 62 Temperance Street, Toronto, Ont.

eceived. When ordering, it is
ge may be obtained trom any




Everywoman’s World For April, 1918

39

.

i

Frocks That Stand Out Prominently Among

Suggestions N
for the
Most Economical
Application
of New Designs
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To the Right—
A Nobby Skirt for
Office Wear

/

|

at lower edge of skirt and requires 33{ yards 44-inch
material, with 3/8 yard 24-inch contrasting goods
and 53{ yards edging. The gathered skirt is cut in
three gores, and the sleeves are perforated for
shorter length. Price 15 cents.

1432.—Ladies” Waist. Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42
inches bust. Price, 15 cents.

9893.—Ladies” One-Piece Skirt. Sizes 24,
26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist. Size 26 measures
214 yards at lower edge. Price, 15 cents.

1432-9893.—Costume. In size 36 bust and 26
waist requires 1 7 /8 yards 36-inch white satin, with

; 3 uires 4 7/8 yards 44-inch material, with 14 414 vards 36-inch black satin.
1419.—Ladies® Waist. Sizes 36, 38, 40 and 42 ?vgr:iegb-inch contrasting goods, and 15 yards braid. ’;;;;r_iLm;;ms' ‘Vacl tsa l;v 36. 38, 40 and 42
Inches bust. 15 cents. The pattern provides for two entirely different {nchib Hdsd gize 323 . .‘Zeslx/v rcln s £OUL 5t
1422.—Ladies’ Skirt. - Sizes 24, 26, 28, 30 and styles of sleeves. Price, 15 cents. ::&Zue, with 1%‘ y;?g:"legs_inéﬁ Zatin. Price,
32 inches waist. 15 cents. ; o 1150.—Ladies’ One-Piece Straight Box- 15 cents.
1419-1422.—Costume. 1In size 36 ."“Sglf“wim Plaited Skirt. Sizes 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches 1430.—Ladies’ Four-Gored Skirt. Sizes 24,
waist requires 3 1/8 yards 316-m'Chdplg‘?ncsh fRes: waist measure. Price 15 cents. 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist. Size 26 measures
3 yards 36-inch figured silk, 1}4 yards 6-inct 36 1062.—Ladies’ Dress. Sizes 36, 38, 30 and 42 2 1/8 yards at lower edge and requires 214 yards 1150
9955.—Ladies’ One-Piece Dress. Sizes 30, inches bust measure. Size 36 measures 2}4 yards 54-inch material. Price 15 cents.

38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure. Size

i i resented on this page we have issued for the benefit of our subs.cribers'*" Everywongn's Needle-
TO s"ﬁpgxmz; E—aj?:;n?;:ilucemaig all that is newpaxfd practical in Needlework. This book is available to subscribers only,
cra

ith every new or renewal subscription—$1 .50—plus 25 cents to cover the cost of packing and mailing. Mail us your order TO-DAY.
w

f v i ~the mails are safe. Home patterns are

Vi livery. Send money by Dominion E;prena Order or any way that is convenient to you ; € ar

The price °f"th pa,t.tern 815 oents; this includea pr;p&ym%t;:;); pgstfézgxe‘. is‘;i:::;::e?mr:g:ﬂ:cé;, and a guide chart accompanies each pattern. Orders are filled the same day as the};"ure receive('i.be\\ lg:nlgrdie;-;ng. it is

e Lot L spdin &:g .ﬁlw:?g‘i?:;'o:r r;s.me nndpmddtess' the number and size of pattern wanted: and enclose 15 cents for each. Patterns for any design illustrated on this page may obtained from any

fi'l'f&rr"ﬂzf:m"gﬁ’:&”ﬁ:‘s{;’lgpﬁéﬂz’;ﬁ :nu? Pattern Department, EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, 62 Temperance Street, Toronto, Ont.
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Sport Blouses and
Garden Smocks

The Kodak Letter |

to their soldier “over there.”

The morning letter of cheer and hope has been written
and with it pictures are going, simple Kodak pictux:es of.thelr
taking that tell the home story,—pictures that will brmg a
cheery smile to his face, a leap of joy to his heart, that wxl.l keep
bright the fire of courage in his soul as with the home image
fresh in mind he battles for the safety of that home and for the
honor of his flag.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited,

Toronto, Canada

FOR THE

there is
nothing to
; compare
; with
66 ® b )

H Pattern 9802.—Ladies' Blouse. “Size
! ’ 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. Sjze
l e a 36 requires 214 yards 36-inch material,
with 1 1/8 yards 86-inch contrasting mater.

ial. Price, 15 cents,
(Registered) Pattern 9008.—Ladies’ ang Misses’
Garden Smock.  Sizes 32, 36, 40 and 44

inches bust measure. Size 36 requires 3
vards 36-inch dotted material with 14 yard
36-inch plain material, Price 15 cents,

Pattern 9294.—Ladjes’ and  Migses’
Middy Blouse. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40,

»9 = s g : 42 and 44 inches bust measure, Size 36
*VIYELLA, 'in cream whl’te, 1s specially adapted : requites 33 vards - S0nch” pormy ®
for children’s and infants’ sleeping garments. 12 yards braid. Price, 15 cents,
Pattern 8953.—Ladjes’ and Misses’
Smocked Middy Blouse. Sizes 32, 34, 36,
‘e E2 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure, Sj

Buy VIYELLA alSO fOr 36 requires 4 yards 27-inch material w;::
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