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ADVERTISEMENT GUARANTEE.

Readers of the “Canadian Home Journal”
are fully protected when buyiny jrom any of
our advertisers. We know that every adver-
tiser in this issue is reliable, and that our
readers will be dealt with fairly and honor-
ably. Should any of our readers have an un-
satisfactory dealing with any of our adver-
tisers, we will undertake to have a satisfac-
tory adjustment made or the money refunded.
This absolute guarantee 4is good only when
our readers tell advertisers when dealing
with them that their advertisement was seen
in the “Canadian Home Journal.” We wel-
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Of course you will enjoy it.

The whole big Canadian Home Jour-
nal family will have an opportunity to
live over again the happy care-free

days of youth, filled with pranks and
misunderstandings, as they read the
new serial, starting next month:

GEHE: PRESTONS

By MARY HEATON VORSE

Jimmie Preston is the typical small boy, just the
same likable little chap you find the world over,
always trying to help, yet always seeming to do
the wrong thing, and to be misjudged by unap-
preciative grown ups.

Then there 1s Edith, his sister, just at the interes-
ting age of having her first beau. And Osborne,
Jimmie’s big brother and hero.

Mr. and Mrs. Preston, Aunt Maria, dear long-
suffering Irish Seraphy, and Piker, the dog
irresistible, complete this interesting family, so
real and human that they live on every street in
your town and mine.

Don’t miss a word of “The Prestons” if you
want to laugh your cares away. Itbegins in
the September number.
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$400 a Year for Every Reader
of Canadian Home Journal

The people of Canada could save
money enough on shoe-soles every year
to give every reader of Canadian Home
Journal more than $400.

Eight dollars a week for each and
every one of you. Now needlessly
wasted. Just think what you could do
with $400. Think of all the necessities
some people now do without and which
they could buy with this wasted money.

We say wasted money because 1t
could be so easily saved. If every Can-
adian would wear shoes with Neolin
Soles, this vast sum would be saved
yearly.

Neolin Soles have been tested 1n

actual use in direct comparison with-

other soles. The difference in wear be-
tween Neolin Soles and customary
soles would mean millions of dollars
yearly to Canadians.

This matter 1s one of vital import-
ance to you. Start now to make the
personal saving which comes with the
extra wear of Neolin Soles. Have them
on the shoes for the whole family—on
your street shoes and on your house
shoes; on the children’s shoes; and on
both dress shoes and work shoes for the
head of the house. Ask your dealer to
show you his stock of Neolin-soled shoes.

Neolin Soles—half - soles
and full soles—are nailed or
sewn on all kinds of shoes by
manufacturers, repairmen and
at home.

Neolin Soles have been a
great success. So they have im-
itators. But the methods and
materials that make Neolin
Soles superior are known only
to Goodyear.

You can be sure of Neolin
Sole quality only when you see
the trade-mark “Neolin”” on the
bottom of the sole.

The Goodyear Tire and Rubber

"Company of Canada, Limited

This price ticket will mark for you the store
where shoes with Neolin Soles are in stock.

olin Soles
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CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL
EDITORIAL

Woman’s work and woman’s
sphere have always furnished a favor-
ite topic of conversation. Her activi-
ties and resourcefulness during the
war exploded many of the old theories
and gained for her many of the privi-
leges which for years she had claimed
to be her right. Now that the war is
over the public mind is seized with a
new dread, and the subject for popu-
lar comment is whether woman will
be willing to relinquish her new-
found liberty and wider sphere of
activity and resume her place as
home-maker in the same old way, or
will she continue to claim her present
place in the industrial world and thus
constitute one more of the already
numerous after-the-war problems.

This, it is argued, would be a
double tragedy, because she would
turn her back upon home life and
would at the same time keep out of
employment vast numbers of men
who would otherwise be needed in
the various positions now occupied by
women.

I have unbounded confidence in
the women of Canada and in the
future of Canada and also in the
modern woman movement, and there-
fore have not the slightest doubt that
present conditions are merely a phase
of the question that will eventually
work out for good and not for evil.

Speaking of lessons learned from
the war, there is one lesson that has
become quite commonplace—it has been stated so frequently
and accepted so unquestioningly. It is this—that the real
strength of our men in Europe was their wonderful “morale,”
which was due not only to the high moral purpose for which
they were fighting, but also to the morale of the people at home;
indeed, it was this spirit at home that made possible the spirit
of our men in France.

Another lesson that has not been given quite so much promi-
nence, but is nevertheless quite as true, is this: The signing of
peace terms and the forming of a League of Nations will be
effective in maintaining peace only in so far as there is developed
within the various nations involved those ideals that make for
peace. Following this thought a little further, we are ready to
admit that such a task can be undertaken by no machinery of
government unless that government has back of it a people of
strong moral purpose, and such a people can be produced by no
other means than through the homes of the nation.

Then, what is the message that comes clear and strong to the
women of Canada to-day—a message that transcends in import-
ance any other that may press its claims upon us? It is simply
this—if Canada is to maintain her place among the nations of
the world—a place purchased by the splendid sacrifice .of her
noble sons and the equally splendid courage of their heroic
mothers—she must continue to foster the institution that gave
birth to her greatness—the Christian home; and her women can
perform no higher form of national service than this.

But how are we going to reconcile this with woman’s present
ideas regarding her work? For answer, let us pause and ask
another question. What, after all, is the purpose of woman’s
life? The purpose of woman'’s life is just the
same as the purpose of man’s life—that she
may make the best possible contribution to
the generation in which she is living. Then,
why all the striving and unrest? The answer
to this is two-fold. First, we have failed too
often to recognize this purpose and have felt
we were here to seek our own pleasure—in
other words, that it was ours to be ministered

By Louise C. McKinney.

Vomen Going—F
or Continue In

LOUISE C. McKINNEY
Canada’s First Woman Member of Parliament.
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unto and not to minister, or to get out
of the world as much as possible in
the line of comfort and give in return
as little as possible in the line of
service.

The second cause of unrest is one
that probably accounts in great meas-
ure for the first, and, whether the
individual woman was conscious of it
or not, was and is at the bottom of
all her struggles for wider liberty.
This is the desire for recognition as
an individual; and no person can
possibly develop his best or contri-
bute his best unless such recognition
is given. Now that such recognition
is given, we must admit that every
woman has a right to choose the way
in which she can best make her con-
tribution to society, nor do we believe
that we are running any risk by so
doing, for the average woman will
continue to feel that her contribution
can best be made through the medium
of the home, not because woman is so
intensely patriotic that she deliber-
ately makes this choice, but because,
in the very nature of things, it is so,
and the average woman instinctively
loves home life. So my message is
intended not so much to persuade
women to enter homes as, having
done so, to recognize the dignity and
importance of that which they have
undertaken, and to remember that
any task is noble which in any way
tends to improve home conditions or
minister to the comfort of those included in the home circle.

In support of my statement that the average woman will
choose home rather than business life, I may cite the opinion of
a prominent business man who, in giving reasons why girls in
certain positions were not so satisfactory as men, said the under-
lying cause, as he saw it, was the fact that there was a lack of
permanency in the thought of the women since few, if any of
them, intended to make this particular work their life occupa-
tion. While this is not the case in all lines of industry, yet it was
particularly true in the occupation under discussion, and probably
explains more of our difficulties than we are ready to admit.

But this is aside from the question, and we return to a point
raised at the beginning as to whether woman will resume the
task of home-making in the same old way, and we unhesitatingly
say that we believe and sincerely hope that she will not, for
while the essentials of home and home life must ever remain the
same, yet every influence that broadens and dignifies the life of
woman will at the same time broaden and dignify our ideas and
ideals regarding the home and will give us added power to carry
into operation the ideas we have acquired. And it is truly won-
derful how our conception of woman as an individual and of
home-making as a dignified and worth-while occupation will
enter into every department of life and revolutionize our whole
method of thinking.

Incidentally, we might note that when this higher conception
of woman and home grips our people, there will automatically
disappear from our thinking the idea that woman must marry
“to be supported,” and with it will go many of the false and
pernicious ideas that for too long have held sway; while the new
sense of the importance of her lifework will
naturally make her more careful in the selec-
tion of a partner in her sacred task. This in
itself would raise the moral tone of our man-
hood to an immeasurable degree.

In these days of complex social conditions
it is difficult to adjust ourselves to circum-

stances, for the home has so many rivals in
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 58.)
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Colorful loveliness— satiny smoothness!

Canadian Home Journal

Y ou, too, can have a clear, soft skin

SKIN fine, soft, beautiful! Do
you know that the smooth-
ness and suppleness of your

skin, its velvety texture, is depen-
dent upon the oil that is constantly
being produced by its glands?

If the glands produce too much
oil, your skin becomes oily and

care will enable you to correct it.
Use the following treatment as
frequently as is necessary.

To correct an oily skin and
shiny nose
With warm water work up a
heavy lather of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap in your hands. Apply it to

shiny. It loses that soft, clear
look. Its shiny appearance is a
constant embarrassment. If you
knew how to keep your skin clear
and soft!

If you are bothered by this par-
ticular skin trouble, the proper

your face and rub it into the pores
thoroughly—always with an upward
and outward motion. Rinse with
warm water, then with cold—the
colder the better. If possible, rub
your face for thirty seconds with
a piece of ice.

Sample cake of soap, booklet of famous treat-
ments, samples of Woodbury’s Facial Powder,
Facial Cream and Cold Cream sent to you for
15 cents.

For 6c we will send you a trial size cake
(enough for a week or ten days of any Woodbury
facial treatment) together with the booklet of
treatments, ‘A Skin You Love to Touch.”” Or
for 15¢ we will send you the treatment booklet
and samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial
Powder, Facial Cream and Cold Cream.

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., Limited,
5208 Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario.

To keep your skin fine in texture

You must take care continually of the neaw skin that
is forming every day. A special treatment for a coars-
ened skin is among the famous treatments given in the
Woodbury booklet wwrapped around each cake of soap. !

Z \w

This treatment will make your
skin firmer and drier the very first
time you try it. Use it as often as
your skin requires—nightly if
necessary—and before long you
will see a marked improvement in
your skin’s texture.

Get a cake of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap and begin tonight the treat-
ment your skin needs. You will
find Woodbury’s on sale at any
drug store or toilet goods counter
in the United States or Canada.
A 25 cent cake will last a month
or six weeks.

Around each cake, the booklet of
famous skin treatments

In the booklet, <A Skin You Love to
Touch,” which is wrapped around every cake
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, you will find sci-
entific advice on the skin and scalp, as well as
complete treatments for the commoner skin
troubles,

TABLE OF CONTENTS
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Illustrated by
O CARTER

ERHAPS it was that the broad
stone steps were in shadow;
perhaps the house, as seen in
the dim light between distant
street lamps, was more attrac-
tive than its neighbors; per-

jecture. The fact remains that
Billy Wayland chose this par-
ticular house to be honored by
his genial presence. The cir-
cumstance that he was wunacquainted with the
inmates might have deterred another with less
assurance than was Billy’'s birthright. This
element of the unknown only increased his pleas-
ant anticipation of a formal evening call.

It was with perfect self-possession that he
mounted the steps and examined the severely
plain door by the light of a wax vesta. The lack
of a name-plate disconcerted him for a moment.
He had relied on one to
acquaint him with ‘the
name of the recipient of
his visit.

“It’s deucedly incon-
venient not knowing for
whom to ask,” he mut- g :
tered. ‘“In fact, it borders i
on the unconventional.”

He stood with puckered
brow for an instant, then smiled ap-
preciatively ag a simple expedient flashed
into his mind. He touched the bell and
waited with impatience for the test of
his inspiration. The door opened quietly;
he was confronted by a gray-haired
butler, who stood with slightly inclined
head, awaiting his question.

“Is M-M-Mi-Mi-Miss,” began Billy, stopping
with a deprecating shrug, as though deploring the
inability to speak fluently. He glanced at the
man’s face; but, except for a certain look of
respectful attention, it was expressionless.

Billy returned to the attack. “Is M-M-Mi-Mi-
Miss,” he stammered, wondering how long the
suspense was to last, when the servant came to
his aid.

“Miss Marvin?”’ he suggested, still coolly re-
spectful.

“Yes, Miss Marvin,” said Billy gratefully. ‘“The
letter M is hard for a stammerer. Is Miss Mar-
vin at home?”

The butler bowed gravely and extended his
salver.

The Rubicon crossed, Billy, found himself in a
long drawing-room furnished ' with an austere
simplicity that fulfilled the promise of the plain
front door. He paced nervously up and down its
entire length, realizing that he had drawn heav-
ily on his stock of assurance, and that it was
rapidly becoming depleted.

.
OWARD the end of a solitary dinner that
evening, Billy had promised himself that
he would call on some one. True, he was a
stranger in Montreal, with not one acquaintance
whom he could recall. Nevertheless, he argued
that there must be innumerable agreeable girls
who would gladly welcome him was it not for the
dictates of convention. In a dozen other cities,
his presence was not only tolerated, but eagerly
sought by many girls distinctly nice. When he
argued thus, it had seemed perfectly feasible to
act as his own sponsor, and to rely on his goodly
connections in distant Vancouver, to whom he
might casually refer should the occasion demand.
But theory and practice in this case were widely
divergent.

A sudden panic seized him; he started to flee
ignominiously. He had almost gained the refuge
of the hall when he heard a door open at the
other end of the drawing-room. Turning quickly,
he saw a girl, with laughing eyes and demurely
serious expression standing before him.

“Miss Marvin,’ exclaimed Billy, “how can I
apologize sufficiently for this call without an
invitation?”

As he pronounced the name, a look of blank
surprise came over the girl’'s face. She started
slightly, cast a scrutinizing glance in his direction,
then, as though satisfied, smiled a bright welcome.
Billy was too engrossed to heed the mischievous
twinkle in her roguish eyes.

“It has been such an age since you were in
Vancouver,”” he continued, ‘“that I greatly fear
that you had entirely forgotten me.” The subtle
expression of pain in his voice was almost con-
vincing. E

haps—But this is all mere con-.

C WINNING WAYS o
M= WAYLAND

By William Hugo Dablke

A disconcerting variety of emotions played over
the girl’s face.

“No,” she said quizzically, “I couldn’t consis-
tently be said to have forgotten you.”

Billy’s face brightened. It was pleasant to be
remembered. Then, he checked his train of thought.
How could he be remembered if they had never
met? He was puzzled to the point of inattention.

¢¢J T has been a long—a very long time since my
last Vancouver visit,”’ she was saying. “And
you—have you forgotten?”

“I—forget—how could 1?” Billy was begin-
ning to believe himself, a serious sign with Billy.

“Am I changed much?” she urged, looking up
at him, seemingly anxious for his answer.

Billy regarded her critically. *“After mature
deliberation, I must admit that no change is
apparent,” he said judicially. “It would have
been a great pity had there been one, because
any change would, of necessity, have had to be
one for the-——""

“Sit down,” interrupted his hostess hastily.

“Thank you, I will. But wasn’t that ‘sit down’
a trifle abrupt? You weren't angry; were you?

“No, not angry; but you were on the point of
becoming fatuous, and I abhor fatuity.” -

“I shall make it a point to remember all your
aversions in future.”

“That is an admission that you have forgotten
them in the past,” she teased. ‘Now confess,
there’s not one thing that you remember about
me.”

“Of course there is; why, there are lots of
things.”

“Such as?” she inquired sweetly, a deep dimple
appearing in either cheek.

“Such as an abhorrence of fatuity, for ex-
ample.”

“Wonderful memory! What else?” she insisted.

‘“There’s one thing about you that prevents my
thinking quickly; it’s very disconcerting.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“Dimples,” announced Billy, with the satisfied
air of one making a great discovery.

HE dimples flashed from sight so suddenly,
so completely, that their absolute non-exist-
ence left him breathless.
“And that is the way you respect my aversions,”
said the girl with a deeply injured air.
“Was that fatuous?”’ he exclaimed, leaning
forward eagerly.
The dimples returned, shyly at first, then with
ever-increasing assurance,

e;yzc;uc hed-the-bell-and
warted-with-impatience-for
> 1he-Ffost-of - his -inspirafion.

“You see,” he continued, “we will have to de-
fine the word. It won’t be fair for you, the min-
ute I voice my appreciation of any of your many
charms, spiritual or physical, to point the finger
of scorn and cry ‘fatuous’ What may I talk
about?”

“Talk about anything that interests you,” she
said.

“The present, for instance?”

‘“The present is interesting,” she admitted, the
irrepressible spirit of mischief lighting will-0’-
the-wisps in her eyes.

“Of course it is; it means you.”

“I point the finger of scorn,” she cried.

‘“Why should you? You gave me leave.”

“To what?”

“To talk about whatever interests me.”

“And you took advantage of it.”

“Not at all; I merely accepted the suggestion.
There is nothing that interests me more deeply
than your—your ador—your charm-—your blank
self.”

“What dp you mean by ‘your blank self’?” she
asked.

“Well, you see, I was searching for an ad-
jective, and having found one, didn’t dare to use
it, so I substituted. May I use it now?”

‘“Ye-es,” doubtfully, “if it is a nice one.”

“Your adorable self,” said Billy, quaking in-
wardly.

“It was a nice one,” she conceded.

Billy’s relief was enormous. He gasped as after
an immersion in cold water.

“But is it true?” she asked plaintively.

“Is what true?”

“That which you said.”

“What which that I said?” floundered Billy.

“About myself—the adjective, you know.”

“The adorable part, you mean? Do you doubt
it? Why Miss Marvin: ’*  He paused bewild-
ered, realizing that they were at cross purposes.
She was evidently amusing herself, while he felt
an overpowering desire to speak earnestly. She
seemed so unconscious of her wondrous beauty,
and of its effects. It was not fair, decided Billy.

Here he was, in a state of infatuation, and he
wanted to think clearly.

'3 Y the way,” he said abruptly, ‘“do you be-
lieve in love at first sight?”

“Are you just making conversation, or do you
really want to know?” she asked, her lips and
chin attempting severity, while her eyes danced

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 43.)



HE face of Professor William Territt, as he
looked from the old-fashioned casement
towards the garden, wore an expression that

was three-quarters alarm and the rest disgust.
Yet there was nothing especially horrible in the
sight that met his gaze in the garden that was all
a-tangle with such flowers as our grandmothers
used to cultivate. In fact, the slender young form
in white, the laughing, girlish features upturned
to a small yellow kitten held an arm’s length above
the joyous face were not sights to appall the ordi-
nary man. They seemed quite in harmony with the
brilliant confusion of Mrs. Martin's garden, the
cloudless summer sky and the lazy ripples of the
sea washing against the rocks.

However, Professor William Territt was no ordi-
nary man, and he groaned in spirit as he heard the
giggles that unmistakably meant gush and a girl.
He held the chair of Teutonic Philology and some
other things in a university, the president of
which would have fainted at the mere suggestion
of co-education. Professor Territt had been
brought up by a maiden aunt, his father’s sister,
who had told him that his mother was a poor,
frivolous creature, and that he would do well to
avoid the fluttering sex. The warning was
hardly needed, for the worthy William seemed
born with a horror of woman, who beguiled our
remotest ancestor into disastrous fruit specula-
tion. At the university, the future ’'Fessor ac-
quired a stoop, a scholarship and spectacles,
and, after three years in Germany, came back
to the repose of the aforementioned Chair. He
had discovered this retreat on the Nova Scotian
coast, where, during the summer months, he had
worked industriously at his great book, occa-
sionally running across to Boston, to consult
authorities. Mrs. Martin was the widow of an
English miller, and she fairly exuded respect-
ability. The quaint old gray
house was kept marvellously
clean, the food was plain and
well-cooked, and Professor Territt
had found the holidays of the last
two years a season conducive to
peace of body and scholarly toil.

UT even as he mused on what
this young presence in the
garden might mean, a metallic
sound in the hall below reminded
him that, after a morning spent
among grubby Saxon roots, more
material nourishment is not un-
worthy a professor’s attention.
Half-past twelve was Mrs. Mar-
tin’s dinner hour, and even her
learned summer boarder found
that she could be frosty, if the
entrance of the roast were de-
layed. So, Professor Territt, who
was proune to tardiness the rest of
the year, bestirred himself at Mrs.
Martin's summons and arrived in
we dining-room just five minutes
after the bell had rung. With a
green wall paper strewn with
violets for background, Pauline
Raymond’s fair young head and
white waist looked refreshingly
simple and cool. Mrs. Martin
briefly introduced the professor,
who bowed with a mixture of
nervousness and defiance. He
was secretly furious that a young
person, who probably knew nothing whatever about
such a rudimentary affair as Grimm’s Law of Con-
sonantal Transition, should make him unpleasantly
conscious of the frayed condition of his cuffs and
the extreme lustre of his coat seams.
The chatter which the professor had dreaded
failed to come, and he was surprised to see Miss
Raymond calmly eating her steak and potatoes

without the slightest at-
tempt at polite conversa-
tion. This was an addi-
tional grievance in his irrational reflections. If
a woman were young and wore a pretty gown,
it was her duty to talk like a fool, and not sit
there, eating with a healthy.appetite and looking
demurely amused between mouthfuls. What was
it Byron had said? “In order to remain in love
with a woman, one must never see her eat.”
But Miss Raymond ate very gracefully, not in
any bovine fashion. Really, he had no idea that
the disappearance of sordid steak and prosaic
potatoes could be made such a becoming operation.
Confound the girl! She had looked up, found him
staring at her, and had dropped her eyes to the
tablecloth, while her mouth went all a-quiver with
an emotion which Professor Territt refused to de-
fine. After berry tart, such as Mrs. Martin alone
could make, had followed the meat and potatoes,
Miss Raymond withdrew, having worked the miracle
of silence during the entire repast.

M RS. MARTIN, whose dinner theme was the
apple crop, its past and its possibilities,
seemed in distress when Professor Territt said: “I
thought I was to be your only lodger this summer.”

“There, now, sir!’”’ said his rosy-cheeked land-
lady, who regarded him as ‘“a person who paid
regular, but was not just wise,” “I know you like
to have the place to yourself during the summer
for your writing and all that. But when Miss Ray-

“I'm not so stupid
as you think,” she
said.

mond’s aunt, who used to live in the big house on
the other side of Hazel Hill, wrote from Halifax
and wanted me to have her niece here for three
weeks, what was I to do? But I don’t think she’ll
be in the way, sir, for she had typhoid fever last
spring, and she’s just come here for a rest.”

For three long days the Professor waited in
deadly fear lest this young woman who wore white
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garments with a strange, soft rustle should ask
him to walk through the village with her in the
evening or take her out in the boat in the after-
noon. But she went her way without the slightest
regard to his movements, and he became faintly
suspicious that she looked upon him as a fossil, a
grandfather or something equally aged and incom-
bustible. One afternoon she established herself
under a maple tree, just where he could see her
from his window if he chose to look up from his
manuscript. What useless work women occupied
themselves with! She was holding a small square
of white material, and skeins of pink silk were
lying in her lap. Was it possible that an adult
human being derived any pleasure from embroider-
ing impossible flowers on unoffending, linen? Now
she was actually drawing threads from that square
of white material and placing them between her
lips. They were pretty lips, that had a slight droop
at the corners, and the sunlight was playing strange
tricks with her hair, whenever it had a chance to
glint between the broad leaves.

THE Professor suddenly found his room entirely

too warm, not to say stuffy. It was impossible
for a man to do his best work in the third week of
July. He would go into the garden and see if
Nature would subdue this unrest which was alto-
gether unfitting him for grubbing among lingual
roots. So he went blindly in search of Nature and
found Miss Pauline Raymond, who looked demurely
up from her absorbing skeins and
linen as the Professor approached.

“It—is very warm,” he said
hesitatingly.

“Yes—but July is not a winter
month.”

“No,” he hastened to reply

wondering why she so often
looked as if she were going to
laugh. *“I wish,” he continued,
with a sudden boldness, “that you
would tell me what you are going
to do with that.”

‘It is for a centrepiece,” she
replied, the latent laughter
gathering again beneath the long
lashes. “You see there are three
clusters of wild roses, then a
border, then a fringe. I like the
embroidery better than the lace,
even if it is old-fashioned.” Her
tone had so much of kindly ex-
planation that his contempt for
such waste of time and material
grew feebler. “I suppose you are
working hard at something very

profound. Mrs. Martin thinks
you are a wonderfully -clever
man.” If there was a word

which the Professor hated, it was
“clever,”” but he did not flinch az
this repetition of his landlady’s
opinion, and only murmured:

“It's very good of her.”

“You are writing a book, aren’t
you?” asked Miss Raymond—and
the ingenuous awe in her eyes
appealed wistfully to the Pro-
fessor, who was, by this time,
seated on the grass, watching the
deft drawing of those interminable

threads.

“Er—yes. I don’t suppose you
are particularly interested in
philology.”

“I know that it has something
to do with languages. We had it
in the senior year at Miss Bridge’s Academy. But
I took rhetoric, instead. The books looked easier.
I wish you’d read some of your book to me.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t care for it.”

“I'M not so stupid as you think,” she said, with
a protesting glance that made the Professor
hurriedly assure her that his last chapter was in a
very confused condition. But, of course, if she
would really like to hear it....Then he disappeared,
actually running upstairs in his eagerness to im-
part instruction to such a docile creature. In the
meantime, Miss Raymond looked after him with a
heavy sigh. “If he would only get his hair cut.
His eyes are rather nice when he’s interested.”

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 22.)



August, Nineteen-Nineteen

N a June day that was like hot
midsummer we stood on the
banks of the Grand River at
Tutela Heights. To be exact
we stood quite near the kitchen
stoop of a little white-washed
house where lived Alexander
Graham Bell during the sum-
mer of 1874, and for some time
preceding that fateful August
when the telephone was actu-
ally invented.

The house itself is quaint and cool and neat.
A long high hedge makes a sort of green tunnel
to the front verandah, and within, to the right,
you are shown a dreary “Refreshment Room”
flanked by models of certain unaccepted designs
offered by various sculptors to the Committee of
Selection for the Bell Memorial,

One escapes that characterless room, that might
be tingling with interest because of the associa-
tions it holds, and also on account of the ex-
perimenta.l material of the days when the great
invention was coming to birth, which either the
City of Brantford or the Bell family have allowed
to become  scattered.
Therefore one involun-
tarily escapes to the
beautiful river bank that
is here so high that it
suggests possible land-
slides and from which,
across ravine-like hol-
lows and the meadow
land of the bright and
—'»ding river, there
gleams in the distance
what looks like a fairy
town.

LOVE this vision of

Brantford from Tu-
tela Heights. It is an
actual vision—a moment
of great beauty im-
mortalized; a something
seen at its best that is
fadeless; a glimpse which
time cannot wither nor
custom stale, for the
municipality has very
wisely secured as a
public park forever the

-

The monument erected to the memory of
Chief Brant, from whom Brantford gets its
name.

thirteen acres of what was the Bell estate or
homestead, and so from this undisturbed vantage
there will always be that panorama of river-
meadow stretching between the eye and the roofs
and spires of the Telephone City, lying to the
south.

Almost invariably rivers mean romance, as
lakes mean commerce, and oceans mean dis-
coveries. The Isis, the Thames, the St. Lawrence;
intrigues, loves, bitter fighting and mystery. Of
the Grand River perambulating its gentle course
from the blue hills near Georgian Bay to Lake
Erie, a very pleasant history might be written,
containing some dramatic passages too, for it
has been loved by centuries of Indians, and gen-
erations of settlers and decades of artists. But
never in its joyous course through the loveliest
lands of Ontario does it pass a more mysterious
bend, a richer spot, than just here at the turning
of these heights, where forty-five years ago a pale
boy, still in his twenties, used to haunt a certain
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By Katherine Hale

quiet grape arbor and look down
on the river.

EHIND his father’s garden,

across a little orchard, and so to
the brow of the ravine-like bank he
used to wander, with one of the
greatest visions that ever inspired
vouth tormenting his mind night
and day, so that fulfilment, hopeless
as fulfilment must often have seem-
ed, was the only relief to the insist-
ent clamor of his brain which kept
reiterating the hope and the con-
viction of the transference of the
human voice through space, by
means of what was then quaintly
termed ‘‘electric speech.”

Dr. Bell’s own words when he ad-
dressed his fellow citizens of Brant-
ford at the unveiling of the Memorial
in his honor in 1917 really tells the
whole story:

“I came to Brantford in 1870 to
die, having been given six months to

S

A little whitewashed house where lived Alexander Graham Bell
when the telephone was actually invented.

live. I am glad that I survived to witness the un-
veiling of this memorial. As I look back in time,
I recall the Brantford of those days, the Grand
River, my dream-place on Tutela Heights, where
the vision came to my eyes. I never thought I
would see such a memorial as that erected to my-
self here, and to the invention itself. I cannot
claim to be the inventor of the modern tele-
phone. That is the product of many minds. I

In the graveyard of this
old Mohawk church are
buried Chief Brant and
Onwanonsyshon,  Pauline
Johnson’s father.

but initiated the trans-
mission of sound. It was
initiated here. So much
has been said about it
being invented in Boston.
The telephone was in-
vented here.”

ERE he told the

story of the en-
tries in his father’s note-
book relating to the dis-
covery and continued,
“It goes to show that on
that day (July 26th,
1874), the telephone had
been invented and de-
scribed to my father.
The Brantford telephone
was made in Boston. It
acquired a physical ex-
istence there, but it was
that telephone = which

“Man awake to his new-found power to transmit sound through
space.” The Bell Memorial, by Walter Allward.

had been invented in Brantford the year before.

“Too little has. been said in the States about
Brantford,” he commented, and then told of the
experiments that were carried on in 1876 over
the first long distance lines between Brantford
and Paris and Brantford and Tutela Heights, em-
phasizing that in Brantford had the first message
been sent over a real line, the previous ones hav-
ing been parlor or laboratory experiments.

Further down the river, to the song of eight
miles or so, there is another historic house where
a little later a genius of quite a different order
made her “dream place.” Here is ‘“Chiefswood”
where, on the ancient reserve of the Six Nations
Indians, the Head Chief, Pauline Johnson’s father,
established his house.

HIS Brotherhood of what was originally

known as the Five Nations is bound up with
the early history of Canada. It was founded by
Hiawatha four centuries ago in Jacques Cartier’s
time. When the early French explorers and mis-
sionaries came the name Iroquois cropped up.
But Pauline Johnson’s grandfather—who was a
firm ally of the British, both in French-
British and Colonial feuds—was known
as “The Mohawk Warbler.”

Did ever poet possess a more fortunate
parentage? A Mohawk Warbler for a
grandfather, a full-blooded Mohawk
Chief for a father and an English lady
(one of the Howells of whom the Ameri-
can descendant, W.D., is best known) for
her mother—how could she help singing!

And then her environment! The en-
vironment of Romance in which children
are always most at home. The mother
with her gentle traditions, and all that
hint of rich young savagery about her;
the Indians of her father’s tribe still in
their native dress; the basket weaving,

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 53.)

“Chiefswood,” where the Indian poet-princess, Pauline Johnson,
lived when a child.
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By KATHERINE NAVARRE

Away from the sordid everyday world is the wonderful realm of “Imagination,”
in childhood, and so difficult to find later. In this story is the key.
) once again in its joys, as you read

)MAG’LNATION is my very good friend, but
sometimes, like Rosie’s beau, it plays me
false. Rosie’s our maid and she knows
a heap, and what’s better, she’ll tell you as much as
she knows. But that’s not the way with most
grown-ups. They seem to think that a child hasn’t
any mind ’cept to talk about dolls and learn prayers
and a b ¢’s. But I think dolls are very foolish, of
course a b c¢’s and prayers are necessary, that’s
what I'm always told.

But ’Magination stays with you when you're all
alone, and that’s what I am often. It all comes of
belonging to one of the first families and living
in a -plebeian neighborhood (that’s what my aunt
calls it) and I asked Rosie what it meant but she
wasn’t very sure, she thought perhaps it might be
some kind of heathen. But that’s where my aunt
makes a mistake ’cause the children all around
our place go to Church and Sunday School. But
it’s no use telling her, she’d Just look at you until
you felt like a small piece of pie looks when you're
hungry. She’s one of those people that “slays with
her eyes.” That’s in one of Rosie’s books and she
read it to me one day when Mother and my aunt
were out, that’s the only time I hear ’bout real
books, ’cause Mother doesn’t ‘pprove of Rosie’s
and I don’t ’pprove of ours. ’Magine reading “Little
Mary” who's always playing with dolls and doing
the things you're told you should do and T hate,
when there’s books like Rosie’s “Oh for a Kiss!!!”
Rosie said it thrilled her, and T guess that’s how I
felt, it was just like dreaming that you're eating
lots of cream candy. “Spurned” made me very
sad, but Rosie says it’s an education, and “Cordelia’s
Nightmare” sent shivers up and down your back,
but Rosie says it proves how real life is.

HIS afternoon Mother’s giving a Tea and I'm
Lo answer the door. I like that ’cause then I
can pay attention to all the dresses and hats that
come in and tell Rosie ’bout the latest styles. And
when I'm sent up in the dark for bunishment,
"Magination puts the swellest on me and takes me
out for a walk to let the owners see their own
clothes, and I laugh to think of their faces. They
look so funny, some have eyes like Jane’s kitten,
wrinkles in their faces like Uncle Frank’s English
bull and manners like Rosie’s father’s pigs, but
then, they all belong to the first families. I wonder
if those “f's” should be capital letters.

I came down the back stairs to show Rosie my
dress. It’s the first time I have worn it—white em-
broidery and lace and blue ribbon run through
the belt with little pink rose buds hanging from
it, it’s the loveliest T ever had. And I've a new
blue hair ribbon that’s nice and stiff and sticks
‘right up.

Rosie looked at me and shook her head, “My
gracious, Miss Kit, but ‘pPpearances are deceiving,”
she said.

I asked her what she meant and she said kind of
helpless, “You look like an angel.”

“And, Rosie, you mean I'm not one, eh? Well,
I'm glad ’cause angels are stupid things.”

Rosie looked ’s if she wasn't very sure, but I
had to leave her then.

The table looks lovely. Mother and my aunt
are standing in the drawing room trying to look
as if they didn’t expect anything to happen and
I'm standing behind the halltree, peeking out at

the glass in the door. T'm not supposed to be
peeking, but to wait until I hear the doorbell ring,
then walk quietly over and open it. I hope I won’t
forget and run as soon as I hear footsteps on the
verandah, but I'm so excited to know what the first
dress will be like that comes.

ELL, they’re all here with their faces as
funny as ever. Three are quite mysterious,
they were the first to come and now they’'re going,
and their faces look like my aunt’s, one day when
she found me playing with a little colored girl. I
heard one say something ’bout a scandal, almost in
a. whisper, and one raised her eyebrows, then an-
other looked over her shoulder to see if anyone
was listening. I knew from the way they looked
that they didn’t want me to hear so I pretended
to be looking for their rubbers. I wonder what a
scandal is, perhaps Rosie’d know. I wish these
people would hurry up and go, then I could ask
her.

Mrs. Brondell is saying goodbye, soon she’ll be
going. I started to count the buttons on her dress,
but I only got up to twenty-seven and that wasn’t
half when she moved. I wonder if they're sewn on
well.

She looked around to see if anybody else was
going and when she found there was no one, she
forgot her pomposity long enough to speak to me,
which was very unfortunate.

“Are your buttons well sewn on, Mrs. Brondell?”
I asked her—out of kindness.

“My dear child, such a question! I never worry
over my buttons. My dressmaker sees to that.”

“Well, T was just thinking if those buttons ever
let go, there’d be an awful spill.”

Very suddenly she was just like the snowman we
make in winter, only she was a woman. She put
her head up in the air and walked up stairs, ’least
she thought she was walking, but she was waddling,
‘cause she’s very fat. Now, of course, T meant
she’d lose all her buttons, but I guess she didn’t
understand me.

ASKED Rosie what was a scandal and I was in

luck. $She was reading all about it in a book
called “A Scandal Behind Closed Doors.”

“It’s a bad mix-up, Miss Kit, but it makes a fine
story.”

“Is it exciting like a detective story?” I asked.

But Rosie said it wasn’t like a detective story,
but sometimes a detective had to be in it.

This morning a letter came from my Uncle Frank,
who owns the English bull and a wife. They’re
all coming to-morrow afternoon. I've never seen
the wife, ln)ut Uncle Frank sent a picture of himself
and the dog, and I think I’ll like both.

I’'m up in the dark now, punished, as usual. I
pretend I don’t like it ’cause if they knew I had
a good time wup here with ’Magination, T'd be
“strafed” some other way. That’s a German word
and so it's not nice to use, but I'm supposed to be
punished for something and I haven’t been bad
to-day. I really haven’t. Anybody else would have
gone to see the monkey and hear the music. All
the other children were there, but ’ccount of be-
longing to one of the first families, running out on
the street with common children and following a
hurdy-gurdy and monkey ’round is plebeian. That’s

what my aunt thinks, but I don’t. I think it's
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so easily entered
Use it, and revel

wonderful. But then how could people, who like
afternoon teas with funny faces that say stupid

things, how could they ’ppreciate how wonderful
real things are,

T was all so sunshiny this morning and the birds
in our peach-tree were singing and so was I in-
side. ‘This was out in the backyard, and gen’rally
the back gate is locked. I was sitting in my little
red chair and looking all about, when ’Magination
came and all ’round me there were lovely flowers,
pink roses and little blue forget-me-nots and red
g'’raniums. They nodded their heads and were
talking, but only in whispers, so I couldn’t hear
what they said, but some looked tired and thirsty,
and all at once a little fountain started to sprinkle
them until they smiled. Then suddenly they
threw back their heads and looked towards the gate,
and then I heard the music. Now gen’rally the
alley is on the other side of the gate, but when T
touched it, it opened, and T was in an 'nchanted land
and fairies were waving to me to come on and SO
I went and found the music and the monkey. Then
the fairies were all gone, and I was dancing with
the children. They’re not any kind of heathen!
I know, and I don’t care what Aunt ’Lizabeth says.
I think, you know, ’Magination plays her false
sometimes and makes her think she knows more
than she does.

I WONDER how long it will take Mother and
Aunt ’'Lizabeth when they go to meet Uncle
Frank and the dog and wife to-morrow! There
are so many things I want to do. First I'm going
to swing on the front gate, I cannot do it when
Mother’s at home ’cause she says it breaks the
hinges or something, but I'll be very careful and
not go too fast. It’s almost ’s exciting as riding
in airplanes, I'm sure. Nobody else ’round our
place has fences and gates in their front vards,
and sometimes they’re an awful nuisance, when I
must sit down and sew doll clothes or look at silly
picture books and can’t play with the other children.
So to-morrow I'll make the gate pay up for that.
Then I want to make some faces at the kids who
live on the other side of the alley; they run and
tell their mother and she gets mad, I love it. I’ll
tease Solomon Heinz, he lives next door, but I'll
have to be careful not to let my Grandmother see
me do it or she might tell. Grandmother and Grand-
father live in this neighborhood, too, so they’ll be
near my father, that’s the only reason, and they live
on the other side of us. And oh! best of all, I can
play with the other children and p’r'aps Minerva
Johnson will be with us. She’s the colored child
that my aunt freezes up when she sees. She has
such a beautiful name and wonderful manners,
fit for a queen, and she's very interesting to talk
to. Her eyes are big and black and sometimes very
sad. She has a heart that can ache and a mind
like mine and she loves to play with other children,
too. She’s all white inside like me, it’s only her
skin that’s brown. Rosie told me and my father
and mother say so, too, that beauty’s only skin
deep and it’s what you really are that counts. So
why should we turn up our noses at brown skin
when there's a heart that can ache inside?
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 36.)
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was Scotch—and a good hater—but when the final hour for revenge came it
was love, not pride, which triumphed.

LIGHT tap at the door was fol-

lowed immediately by Muriel
Brent’s golden head.

“May 1 come in, Janet?” and
without waiting for permission
the girl tripped gaily into the
room.

Janet Cameron pushed a low

5 chair forward for her butterfly
pear il friend and the new-comer curled
herself comfortably in its soft cushions.

““Goodness, Janet!” she exclaimed, stretching
luxuriously, ‘“I’'ve been just dying of curiosity
ever since Minnie told me your old professor was
here,” she paused to pick up a cushion that had
fallen to the floor, “I knew when Signor Dinnetti
troubled himself to pay a call at this time of
night, even though the call was to his favorite
pupil—TI just knew there was something important
in the wind. I've kept my door open for the
last half hour so I could tell the minute he left!
I ran here just as soon as I heard you come to
your room,” and Muriel smiled naively.

JANET glanced at her visitor half vexedly. Really
this girl was altogether too inquisitive.

“It was a pity you didn't come down and ask the
professor his business, Muriel,” she said coldly.

“There, there, now, don’t be crusty!” Muriel
coaxed, “Tell me, that's a dear. You know you
might as well first as last for you certainly will in
the end. Won't you, Scotchy?”

Muriel jumped up and rubbed her curly head,
much as an ingratiating kitten might, against her
tall friend’s shoulder.

“I suppose I might as well,”” Janet conceded,
petulantly, “but really, Muriel, you don’'t seem to
have the faintest idea of reserve.”

“Reserve!’” Muriel scoffed. “Reserve. indeed!
I'm sure I don’t need to have any. You posses
quite enough for both. But do you know, I wouldn't
call it reserve. I'd call it real ‘Scotch dourness’,”
and she pushed her friend down on the soft cushions
while she, herself, perched on the arm of the chair.

“Now, fire away,” she smiled, “you can’t be very
cross when I have you like this,” and she threw
her arms about her companion’s neck.

66 ROSS or not, you usually get your own way,
I notice,” Janet answered resignedly, “So,
if yvou must know everything, Signor Dinnetti has
made arangements for me to sing at the Academy
to-morrow night. John Trench,—I don’t suppose
vou know him,” and she looked enquiringly at
Muriel; the golden curls shook, “well, John Trench
is really the whole Western Opera Company, and
several other lesser companies beside. He is look-
ing for a singer to fill Madame Marten’s place.”
Muriel jumped off the chair and twirled about the
room.
“And you'’re going to get it? Oh, you lucky
girl!” and she hugged Janet ecstatically.

“Now, Muriel, you’re altogether too fast,” Janet
chided, “that is why I didn’t want to tell you until
everything was settled.”

“Yes, and shut me out of all the fun.” Muriel
returned indignantly, “That's just like you!
You are so economical,” she mimicked.

“It’s right down stingy, Janet Cameron, that’s
what it is, when you know how interested I am.
I think people might share their joys as well as
their sorrows.” the girl continued, aggrievedly.
“My friends are always telling me how sick they
are, or how lonely, or how
tired, but never a word do
they say when they feel
so good they could jump
out of their skins.”

“Maybe they never feel
that way,” Janet answered
soberly.

“Then it’s their own
fault.” Muriel answered.

(13 HEN a woman has

to plan for the
future, and realizes that
she gets out of life what
she puts in it, no more
and no less, she’s not apt
to have any desire to jump
out of her skin.”

“That’s all nonsense,” the
vellow curls bobbed ex-
citedly, “I could be just
as serious as anybody and
have just as many thinks
and realizations as you or
—or Nick Ryerson, either,”
the bright little face be-
came rosier, ‘“but I just
won’'t. I think about the
good things and I let the
others slide, and sometimes
I feel so good, something
just bubbles up inside me
and I want to sing and
dance and scream. There,
there don’t look so scared,”
she said, reassuringly. “I’ll
remember the hour and the
other boarders who might
not understand. Instead,
I’'ll just hug you,” and she
flung her arms about
Janet’s neck.

“Do look happy, you old
Sobersides. Your're going
to sing at the Reception.
It’s a Reception isn’t it?”
Janet nodded, “And ycu're
going to wear your new
crepe gown? You’'ll look
lovely and unless that Mr.
Trench or Wrench or what-
ever his name is, is worse
than a—a—a hippopota-
mus, he’ll be perfectly en-
raptured.”

“No! you silly thing!

“Muriel, Muriel, do stop,” Janet begged, as at
each fresh thought Muriel hugged her more
closely. “You’ll strangle me and if I should fail,
just think how badly you’ll feel.”

“Oh, but you can’t fail. You just simply can’t,
Scotchy.”” Muriel cried, “Workers like you don’t
fail. Go to bed this minute and get all the rest

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 38.)
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I love my music and I always will.
somebody far better.”

But I love
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HE artistic aspect of countryside architecture
naturally appeals to the majority of readers
far more directly than any discussion on

financial matters would do, however appropriate
and necessary others consider such questions of
ways and means.

However, it is undoubtedly an erroneous im-
pression that ugly, crude or tasteless buildings are
necessarily cheaper, or that picturesque, conveni-
ent and architecturally well-proportioned buildings
must relatively be more costly. There is such a
thing, indeed, in building, fittingly described as
““cheap and nasty,” which in plain terms reads
“dear at any price.” Indifferent construction and
poor materials may, without a doubt, be depended
upon to incur perpetual expense in the upkeep
which bad work renders unavoidable.

HERE is only one way of minimizing the ulti-
mate cost of maintenance, and if this does
mean a larger initial outlay, the advantage of a
wise investment is thereby insured. This amounts
to a sufficiently self-evident commonplace, which
might perhaps demand an apology, but for the
fact that people are continually endeavoring to
obtain what they term ‘‘cheap building work,”
and with this end are induced to put their faith
in the so-called ‘“‘practical man,” who, however
efficient in many other ways, unblushingly gives
the most conclusive evidence as to his entire in-
ability to produce well-contrived, properly built
and homely or tasteful houses.

HE main essentials consist of the charm of
artistic fitness, by which alone a building can

be harmonized with its site and surroundings,
making it, as it were, part of the ground on which
it stands, restful and unobtrusive, comfortable and
suitable. These are the qualities which alone can
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impart interest and give durable pleasure. Such

qualities do not depend so much upon money ex-
penditure as upon an application of thought and
good taste.

Picturesqueness comes from simplicity of form,
and belongs to good proportion, producing pleasant
groupings, giving graceful sky lines, and casting
telling shadows, so essential for contrast and color

The Four Sketches Reproduced

on this page demonstrate how
one type of house may be
varied by its exterior
treatment

The plan and measurements are the
i same in each case, but note the differ-

ence in general appearance
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The plans illustrated on this page show
a house 28 x 38 feet, that is roomy, well
lighted, and has a minimum of waste
space.

Through a vestibule you enter a square hall,
which measures 9 x 9 feet. A panelled dado
3 feet 6 inches high runs around the walls, and
the ceiling has a small plaster cornice with a cir-
cular band of plaster ornament of floral design.

The dining-room, which is 13 x 16 feet, should
be treat’ed simply, depending upon the paper and

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 36.)
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o Thowsand Times

,J@fg@ as Yours

ISTORY abounds with the B E h 1 M P
names of brave men and fair y t e . Orter
women who have won fame

by praiseworthy deeds and
been engaged in almost every

ILLUSTRATED WITH

imaginable activity, save the PHOTOGRAPHS
gentle culinary art. We read
of famous battles, great gen- A (i s
i e Glimpse at its Management,
one thought to tell us the Equipment and
story of those who fed these >
mighty armies, and important individuals. In OperaUOn

fact one might be led to believe that our fore-
bears dined as the Israelites of old, were it not
for a few accidental references—such as that
to Alfred the Great, remembered by his lack
of skill, for are we not told that he burned his
cakes.

This absence of data is peculiar when one
considers that about one-third of the world’s
adult population has for centuries been en-
gaged in the preparation and serving of food.
Evidently they considered it either a dark se-
cret, or an accomplishment quite unworthy of
mention. { \

Are we growing more practical, or is the |
science of cookery coming into its own in these
modern days? (Certainly the study of Dietetics
is receiving widespread attention and we are
realizing that most of our ills and health can { [ /
be traced directly to the food we eat. Just s i % 7
which will eventually be considered the more : /
important—a good dietitian or a good doctor,
—time will reveal, but it is safe to wager that
the former will be much more popular, and
doubtless a greater benefactor to mankind.

It is hardly fair to say that a chef is
known by the number he feeds, but it is
true that when an enormous hotel, drawing

A section of the enormous ovens.

banquets for several thousands. arranging
menus and rates which may range to twen-
ty-five dollars a plate. Isn't it amusing then
to think how fussed some housewives can
{ become when their husbands telephone that
they are bringing a few guests home for
dinner?

ONSIEUR DEROUET keeps at least
one day’s supply on hand, amounting
in money to over twelve thousand dollars,

its patronage from all parts of the world, Monsieur the cold storage rooms permitting of no
desires to attract the attention of thousands Leony waste of food either before or after it is
to its dining rooms, the first consideration Derouet, cooked. It is a case of cold, colder and
is to secure a chef whose education and Head Chef coldest as one passes from room to room
practical training are known to be par ex- of the in this department, and in the very inner-
cellence. The next is to surround him with Commodore most one does not tarry to observe many
every facility to make for efficiency. Just Kitchens. details beyond its immaculate cleanliness

as the manager of a large and order.

plant sits in his private office We wish every woman in
and directs subordinate man- Canada could hop into a
agers in each branch of the ——— - s : - huge aeroplane and taoke a
work, so the chef of a large 1 5 trip to New York just to see
institution plans, directs and these wonderful Kkitchens
oversees the army of cooks over which Monsieur Der-
and helpers who assist him. ouet presides. To visit a
huge well-operated cuisine,
where every detail is ob-
served to improve either
the food or its service, is
an education in itself, and
no one could come away
without a realization of the
dignity and importance of
preparing nourishing, well
cooked and temptingly
served food. Large or small,
it makes little difference—
a great hotel is but your
small kitchen magnified.
Its methods of work
ought to be your methods,

N the Commodore Hotel in

New York, which is one ot
the newest and most efficient-
ly organized on the continent,
this is thoroughly exemplified.
The chef, Leony Derouet,
whose picture appears on this
page, was secured to super-
intend the feeding of an aver-
age of ten thousand each day.
The number varies greatly,
but this skilled dietitian is
able to cope with any situa-
tion. Quietly and system-
atically he provides for his
customary number, and in
addition receives orders for

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 39.)

This is the way
meats are broiled
and dressed.

Where omne
proves the quality
of the food pre-
pared in these
kitchens.

Game and fish
temptingly arrang-
ed for serving.
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Cold, Sparkling Jellies Cannot be

HEN gelatine is used for stiffening pur-
W poses, it ought to be of the best quality.

One thing the cook, or the housewife,
should remember is that gelatine must not be
boiled, but only heated sufficiently by the ad-
dition of hot water or other clear liquid. Gela-
tine added to milk makes it more digestible,
the curds become much finer, and digestion is
thereby facilitated. Gelatine is indispensable
when one has bits of cold meat, fish, or the
remains of joints to dispose of, for if these are
made up with gelatine in pretty molds they
make most acceptable and attractive luncheon
or supper dishes.

The great secret in making jelly that looks
bright is to take pains with the clearing of it.
The saucepan used ought to have a clear or
enamelled lining, and all utensils must be per-
fectly free from grease.

The temperature at which jelly is molded
ought to be such that while still perfectly
liguid it is not sensibly warm. If
poured into the mold hot, it is
apt to become cloudy, and there
is likely to be difficulty in turn-
ing it out. A cream or custard
mixture should be stirred oc-
casionally until it is beginning
to set, and then molded. If
poured into the mold too liquid,
the gelatine will be inclined to
fall to the bottom, and form a
clear top on the mold. When
putting a jelly aside to cool, see
that the mold stands perfectly
even, in order that the jelly may
stand straight when turned out.
Jellies are improved by having
custard, cream, or stewed fruit
served with them. This should be served sep-
arately.

The best molds for jellies are those which are
made of tin or of copper and tinned inside. It
will be better if they can be kept for jellies only,
and not used for greasy puddings. For jellies and

cold puddings the molds are rinsed out with cold 3

water.

To unmold a jelly or cream dip the mold into
a bowl of hot water, hotter than the hand can
comfortably bear, and dip the mold quickly into it.
Then wipe the moisture off the mold with a cloth,
and loosen the contents away from the sides with
the tips of the fingers. Shake the jelly until it
seems loose in the mold, place the dish on which
it is to be served on the top, and reverse both to-
gether. Give another slight shake, and draw the mold
slowly off. Jelly for chopping should be very
clear and rather stiff. Turn it on to a sheet of
wetted paper, and then with a sharp, clean knife,
chop it quickly and as lightly as possible. This
chopped jelly may either be put in a border round
any cold dish, or it may be put into a forcing bag
w.th tube and used as a garnish in various ways.

Jellied Eggs.—Pour a little liquid aspic jelly
into wet individual molds and allow it to set.
Decorate the bottom and the sides of the molds
with thin slices of hard-cooked eggs. Set the
slices of eggs down with a little aspic jelly. When
firm, lay in thin slices of cooked meat or tongue,
then pour over a little more aspic jelly and allow
to firm, repeat until the molds are full. Turn out
when set and decorate with sprigs of parsley.

Cocoanut Sponge.—Dissolve two and one-
fourth tablespoonfuls of gelatine in one-half cup-
ful of hot water, strain into a bowl, add three-
fourths of a cupful of sugar, one teaspoonful of
vanilla extract, three cupfuls of whipped cream or
whipped evaporated milk, and one-half cupful of
chopped cocoanut. Stir until beginning to firm,
pour into a wet mold and when firm turn out.
Sprinkle over with cocoanut and serve

Date Jelly.—Wash one-half pound of dates, put
them into a bowl, add one-half cupful of water,
cover and steam until soft and tender. Remove
the stones and place the dates in a wet mold.
Put one and one-half tablespoonfuls of gelatine
into a clean saucepan, add one cupful of water,
one cupful of sugar, one cupful of fruit juice, one
tablespoonful of lemon juice and the strained
juice of two oranges. Stir over the fire until the
gelatine is disolved, then strain over the dates.
Turn out when firm and decorate with whipped
and sweetened cream and a few stoned dates.

Rhubarb Jelly With Cream.—Put one and one-
fourth cupfuls of sugar into a saucepan, add one
cupful of water and grated rind of one-half
lemon, bring to boiling point, add three pounds
of rhubarb washed and sliced, simmer gently for
thirty minutes, then strain. Add six tablespoon-
fuls of gelatine, stir until dissolved, then add a
few drops of red color, pour into a wet mold,
turn out when set and fill the center with whipped
and sweetened cream flavored with one-fourth
teaspoonful of lemon extract.

Maple Charlottes.—Melt one cupful of grated
maple sugar with one cupful of boiling water.

By Marion Harris Neil

AUTHOR OF “ECONOMICAL COOKERY."

DATE JELLY

Dissolve two and one-fourth tablespoonfuls of
gelatine in two cupfuls of milk and then bring
to boiling point; add two yolks of eggs beaten
with one-fourth cupful of granulated sugar, and
stir until it begins to thicken; remove from the
fire and add the stiffly beaten whites of eggs, the
dissolved maple sugar, one teaspoonful of orange
extract and one-half cupful of chopped nut meats.
Pour into small wet molds and set away to harden.
Decorate with chopped nut meats and serve.

Jellied Apples.—Peel and core eight tart, firm
apples, and put them into a saucepan with one
cupful of sugar and sufficient water to cover.
Cook slowly until the apples are tender, but have
not lost their shape, then lift them out on to a
serving dish. Measure the liquid, there should
be one and one-half pints, add one and one-half
tablespoonfuls of gelatine mixed with the strained
juice of one orange and dissolve over the fire.
Remove from the fire and add a few drops of
red color, and when cool pour over the apples.
Serve very cold with custard or milk.

Tomato Jelly Salad.—Put six tablespoonfuls of
gelatine into a saucepan, add three cupfuls of
water, one can or one and one-half pounds of
crushed fresh tomatoes, one teaspoonful of salt,
three whole cloves, two wh'tes of eggs and one
blade of mace. Beat over the fire until boiling,
remove the beater and allow to boil up, draw to
one side and cover for five minutes. Strain
through a wet jelly bag and color with a few
drops of red color. Pour into a wet ring mold
and when firm turn out on crisp lettuce leaves,
flll the centre with chopped celery, mixed with
French dressing and cover with mayonnaise
dressing.

Gelatine Pie.—Line a pie plate with crust,
rolled not too thin, prick in several places and
bake in a hot oven. Allow to get thoroughly
cold before putting in the filling. Then fill with
the following mixture: Peel and cut one ripe
banana into thin rings, add one-fourth cupful of
strained lemon juice, one cupful of fruit juice,
one tablespoonful of orange juice, one cupful of
grated maple sugar and allow to stand for one
and one-half hours. Dissolve two and one-half

Resisted in August

tablespoonfuls of gelatine in one and one-
fourth cupfuls of hot water, then allow to get
cool, add the banana mixture, chill, and when
beginning to firm, beat well and fold in two
cupfuls of whipped evaporated milk or
whipped cream. When thoroughly chilled pile
the mixture on the baked crust and serve. Any
ordinary plain paste may be used for the crust.

Lemon Milk Jelly.—Put two cupfuls of water
into a clean saucepan, add two and one-fourth
tablespoonfuls of gelatine, three-fourths cup-
ful of sugar and dissolve; then add the beaten
yvolks of two eggs, two cupfuls of milk, and stir
over the fire until almost boiling, add the
grated rind of one lemon and the strained
juice of the lemon. Strain into a wet mold.
When firm turn out and serve with milk or
custard.

Chocolate Spanish Cream.—Dissolve one and
one-half tablespoonfuls of gela-
tine in one-half cupful of hot
water. Melt one square of
chocolate in two cupfuls of hot
milk, then add the gelatine.
Pour this mixture on to the
beaten yolks of two eggs, add
one-half cupful of sugar, return
to the fire and stir until it be-
gins to thicken. Remove from
the fire, add one teaspoonful of
vanilla extract, the stifly beaten
whites of eggs and beat for ten
minutes. Pour into a wet mold
and turn out when firm. Serve
with sugar and cream.

5 Aspic Jelly.—Put four and
one-half tablespoonfuls of gelatine into a sauce-
pan, add three and one-half cupfuls of water or
stock, one stalk of celery, diced, two bay leaves,
three cloves, one blade of mace, twelve whole
white peppers, one teaspoonful of salt, one onion,
peeled and diced, eight tablespoonfuls of good
vinegar and the whites and shells of two eggs.
Whisk over a gentle heat until boiling, then re-
move the beater, allow the thick white scum to
rise to the top of the pan, draw to one side of
the stove, cover and allow to stand for ten
minutes. Pour boiling water through a jelly
bag, then the jelly. Turn the jelly into a wet
mold and use as required when set. Aspic jelly
lends itself to a great variety of useful dishes.
It is used in cold entrees where the materials are
molded in the jelly, and this means that the aspic
jelly must be beautifully clear and of firm con-
sistence. This recipe is improved by the addition
of two sprigs of parsley, one small turnip, diced,
one small carrot, diced, and one inch of cinna-
mon stick.

Pineapple Jelly.—Peel and cut one pineapple
into small pieces, put it into a saucepan with three
cupfuls of water and simmer for half an hour.
Strain into another saucepan, add another cup-
ful of water, three and three-fourths tablespoon-
fuls of gelatine, six tablespoonfuls of sugar, grated
rind and strained juice of one lemon and the
stifly beaten white of one egg. Keep hot for
twenty minutes without boiling, then strain into
small molds. When ready to serve, carefully dis-
engage the jelly from the molds and serve on a
glass dish with one cupful of grated pineapple.

Jellied Chicken.—Singe and draw one good
chicken, put it into a saucepan of boiling water
and cook slowly until very tender. Lift the
chicken out and set aside to cool. Cut the meat
in neat pieces. Put the skin and the bones into a
saucepan with one quart of the liquor, one onion
cut up, one blade of mace, one bay leaf, one tea-
spoonful of salt, one-half teaspoonful of celery
seeds and one-half teaspoonful of whole white
peppers, simmer until reduced to two cupfuls,
then add two tablespoonfuls of gelatine and strain.
Arrange a layer of the chicken in a wet mold, then
some thin slices of hard-cooked eggs, stoned olives
and chopped parsley, then more of the chicken,
and so on until the mold is nearly full, then fill the
mold with the gelatine. Turn out when firm and
serve with mayonnaise dressing.

Jellied Relish.—Chop eight stoned olives, add
two diced stalks of celery, four small chopped
gherkins, and one cupful of chopped nut meats.
Dissolve one and one-half tablespoonfuls of gela-
tine in one-half cupful of hot water, add two cup-
fuls of vinegar and pour over the pickles and
the nuts. Set in a cool place until firm, then cut
in small neat squares.

Peach Sherbet.—Dissolve one and one-half
tablespoonfuls of gelatine in one cupful of hot
water, then add two cupfuls of sugar and allow
the sugar to melt, then add one teaspoonful of
lemon juice and one teaspoonful of almond or
orange extract. Cool and strain, then add one
cupful of whipped cream and two cupfuls of
fresh or canned peaches. Freeze and serve in
sherbet glasses with wafers.
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VORY SOAP is the safe, thorough cleanser

~ for baby’s bottles for the same reasons that

¥

it is so satisfactory for washing his clothes
and his soft, pink skin—because it 1s as pure and
mild and eflicient as soap can be..

For forty years mothers have depended on Ivory
Soap to keep his little young lordship and all his
possessions in that state of perfect, immaculate
cleanliness that makes for utmost comfort, health
and happiness. Ivory never has disappointed that
trust, as millions of mothers can testify.

Made in the Proctér & Gamble factorieé at Hamilton, Canada

\
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the consistent care
of your skin!

Fairy Soap is made to take
particular care of the skin.

mind, buy several cakes of
Fairy Soap. Then use “Fairy”

It creams cleansingly into the <™ istently.

tiny pores. Then it soothingly
creams out—rinses off—easily—

completely—quickly.

If you are not familiar with
the gentle cleansing purity of
Fairy Soap, you have a de-
With these soap-qualitiesin  lightful surprise awaiting you.

T

A For Toilet
and Bath

— " [CEEXFAIRBANKZEEED
< S s sobs / LIMITED
\‘*m».._ . MONTREAL

The Olcl-lim Painr says:—

MAPLE LEAF PAINT

—is the paint | want you to buy for your house.

Because it will help my reputation as a painter and gives you
the best paint value.

4 I'm familiax_' with them all, but MAPLE LEAF has just the

right proportions of white lead and zinc oxide to make the
longest wearing job.

!\{ine cases out of ten, people buy paint for the sake of color
—it's all dead wrong.

If they’d buy for wearing qualities and protection, they'd get
better rt_esults and save money—and the lasting of the color takes
care of itself along with the wearing—so that's where you'll win
out with MAPLE LEAF.

Painters—even we old timers—are today buying ten gallons
of MAPLE LEAF to one gallon we bought five or six years ago.

We do it on the strength of results and performances, and we

know that MAPLE LEAF is keeping right up to the mark year

in and year out

“THEY MAKE GOOD BECAUSE THEY’RE MADE GOOD’’

IiPeRiaLVarNisH & CoLor (o.
WINNIPEC ~ TORONTQ  VANGOUVER

CANADA

MADE IN CANADA
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Spicy

Which Taste Ever So Fine With Meats
Hot or Cold

By Marion Harris Neil

AUTHOR OF ““CANDIES AND BON BONS, AND HOW TO MAKE THEM."

Spiced Blackberries.—Put eight
pounds of picked blackberries into a
preserving kettle with three and one-
half pounds of brown sugar and two
cupfuls of good vinegar. Tie in a
cheesecloth or muslin bag three tea-

spoonfuls each of whole cloves,
powdered cinnamon, powdered all-
spice, nutmeg and ginger. Put the

spices in with the berries, sugar and
vinegar and allow to stand for four
hours. Place the kettle over the fire,
bring slowly to the boil and then
simmer for fifteen minutes. Skim out
the fruit with a skimmer, and spread
on a platter while the juice is cooked
down to one-half the original quanti-
ty. Pack the blackberries in glass or
stone jars, pour over the syrup and
seal. These are most delicious served
with meat or game.

Another Method.—Tie twelve whole
cloves, one small piece of ginger, one
inch of cinnamon stick and one blade
of mace in a muslin or cheesecloth
bag, then put them into two and one-
half cupfuls of vinegar in an enamel-
ed saucepan and boil for one-half
hour, keeping the lid on the pan. Pick
and wash four and one-half pounds
of blackberries, drain, and bring to
the boil with three-fourths pound of
lump sugar. Draw to the side of the
stove, stir in two cupfuls of granulated
sugar, one cupful of honey, and add
the vinegar and the spices. Simmer
for thirty minutes, taking special care
not to break the fruit, then place the
berries in a stone jar, and cover them
to the depth of fully one inch with
the liquor reduced to a thick, rich
syrup. Place a few slices of horse-
radish on the top and seal. This
pickle is excellent for serving with
grilled meats.

Spiced Gooseberries.—Top and tai!
the gooseberries and wash them.
Make a syrup, allowing three pints
of sugar to one pint of vinegar. When
the syrup is thick add the berries and
boil until the berries are tender. Add
more sugar if necessary. When nearly
ready spice with cloves, ginger and
cinnamon.

Spiced Peaches—Peel large peaches.
To ten pounds of peaches take five
pounds of grated maple sugar. Put
on the sugar with four cupfuls of
water, add six cupfuls of vinegar, two
tablespoonfuls each of whole cloves
and ginger, and a small piece of cin-
namon stick. When it boils for twen-
ty minutes, lay in the peaches, boil
until tender and soft, remove the
peaches with a skimmer, put in steri-
lized glass jars and continue cooking
the syrup until thick, pour over the
peaches and when cold seal and label.
Before cooking, the peaches should be
dropped in boiling water and the
skins rubbed off.

Another Method.—Scald two cup-
fuls of vinegar with six cupfuls of
sugar and one-half ounce each of
allspice and cloves and two ounces
broken cinnamon, then pour over
seven pounds of unpeeled peaches.
Allow to stand for twenty-four hours,
drain off, and scald again, and pour
over the fruit, then allow to stand
for twenty-four hours. Boil all to-
gether until the peaches are tender,
then put the peaches in jars. Boil
the syrup until thick, then pour over
the peaches and seal.

Spiced Rhubarb. — Wash some
bunches of rhubarb, peel it, and cut it
in inch pieces. Measure five quarts
and cook until soft in a very little
water, then add one éupful of chopped
onions, two cupfuls of vinegar, one
cupful of brown sugar, one-half cup-
ful of grated maple sugar and one-
half cupful of granulated sugar, one
teaspoonful of salt, one teaspoonful

each of powdered cloves, cinnamon
and ground allspice, one-half tea-
spoonful each of powdered nutmeg
and ginger. Cook all together till
thick, stirring occasionally to prevent
burning. Pour into jars and seal.

Spiced Grapes.—Use wild grapes if
possible for this relish, and do not
have them quite ripe. Wash them,
put in a preserving kettle, with just
enough water to keep them from
burning. ‘When tender, rub them
through a sieve, discarding the skins
and the seeds. To ten pounds of the
pulp, add six pounds of brown sugar,
one tablespoonful of powdered cinna-
mon, three teaspoonfuls of powdered
cloves, one teaspoonful of powdered
allspice, one tablespoonful of powder-
ed nutmeg, one-half teaspoonful of
powdered ginger and two and one-
half quarts of vinegar. Cook until
quite thick, then bottle and seal.

Spiced Celery.—Wash and chop
eight bunches of celery. Peel and
chop twenty ripe tomatoes, wipe and
chop one red and one green pepper.
Mix the celery, tomatoes, peppers, two
cupfuls of vinegar, two tablespoonfuls
of salt, one cupful each of brown and
granulated sugar, two teaspoonfuls
each of powdered cloves, ginger,
mustard seeds, allspice and nutmeg,
bring to boiling point and let them
simmer for two hours. Fill into
sterilized jars and seal.

Spiced Currants.—Put five pounds
of stemmed currants into a preserving
kettle, add eight cupfuls of sugar, two
cupfuls of vinegar, one tablespoonful
each of powdered cinnamon, ginger,
allspice, nutmeg and cloves, allow to
boil, then simmer gently for one hour.
Pour into glasses, seal and label.

Spiced Raisins.—Put into a preserv-
ing kettle three cupfuls of seeded
raisins, four tablespoonfuls of vinegar,
one-half tablespoonful of butter, one-
fourth cupful of water, one-half tea-
spoonful each of powdered cinnamon,
ginger, nutmeg and cloves. Cook
gently until the raisins are very soft
and the liquid evaporated. Cool, roll
in sugar and keep in air tight jars.

Spiced Prunes.—These are good
served with sliced cold roast meat.
Stone two and one-half cupfuls of
cooked prunes, cut into small pieces,
add one cupful of the prune liquid,
grated rind of one orange, strained
juice of the orange, three tablespoon-
fuls of grated maple sugar, one-half
teaspoonful of powdered cloves and
one-fourth teaspoonful of paprika, and
simmer gently for thirty minutes. Seal
in glasses.

Spiced Quinces.—Pare and core
seven pounds of quinces. Put two
cupfuls of vinegar and eight cupfuls
of brown sugar on to boil. Mix one
teaspoonful of powdered cloves, two
teaspoonfuls each of powdered all-
spice, cinnamon and nutmeg, and one-
half teaspoonful of powdered mace
and divide into four parts. Put each
into a muslin bag, tie tightly, then
place them in with the sugar and the
vinegar. When the mixture is hot
add the quinces; bring all to boiling
point, remove from the fire and turn
carefully into stone jars. Allow to
stand in a cool place over night. Next
morning drain all the liquor from the
quinces into a preserving kettle; stand
it over a moderate fire, and when
boiling hot pour it back in the jar
over the quinces. Next day drain and
heat again as before; do this for
nine consecutive days; the last time
boil the liquor down until there is
just sufficient to cover the fruit. Add
the fruit to it; bring the whole to the
boil, divide into jars anq‘ seal.
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“SUMMERTIME”

“SUMMERTIME”

The CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL is prepared to
send free to each of its readers an artist’s proof (size 8” x 10”),
full quadro colors, personally autographed by the panter.

Painted by Edith Stevenson Wright, this delightful child
study makes an instant appeal. It is fresh and summery, painted
with the delicate coloring and soft shading which distinguishes
the work of this artist. The engravers have reproduced this
picture so accurately that the bold brush strokes are not lost
in the slightest degree, and the very texture of the canvas 1s
apparent.

This golden-haired baby, with pussy, has found a wonderful
seat in the old wheelbarrow down at the end of the garden,
where the trees grow tall and cool. Here secrets may be told
and affectionate hugs indulged in without any questioning glances
from observing grown-ups. The artist tells a world of stories in
the clever painting of this small toddler.

Edith Stevenson Woright is perhaps most famous for her portrait
painting, the greater part of which has been done in the United States,
although the painting we have chosen to reproduce was made while she
lived in Canada. A long list of noted statesmen have posed for this
talented young artist, whose work is equalled by none in the Middle States.

You will never see this picture for sale in the stores, or in the posses-
sion of anyone who does not receive it from the CANADIAN HOME
JOURNAL. The original painting has been purchased by us, and the

reproductions are for our readers only.

This is Not a Contest. There are no Chances. Everyone Who

Answers Receives a Picture Free.

Anyone willing to spend a few minutes filling in answers
to the questions we have asked on this page will receive one of
these pictures free.

Our advertising department is frequently asked to give
information as to the class of persons subscribing to the CANA-
DIAN HOME JOURNAL. It is our desire to furnish this
information, and we ask our readers to co-operate with us to
enable our giving the best kind of service to advertisers.

If we did not carry advertising in the CANADIAN

PLEASE ANSWER THESE QUESTIONS

22:

.-How many persons read your copy of this

Are the men in your home insured? . ...

How to Secure the Picture
HOME JOURNAL, our readers would have to pay more

than three times what we now charge for a year’s subscription.

We make you this promise: That no person outside of our
own staff will have access to your answers, and that the informa-
tion you will give to us will not be used in any manner to
embarrass you.

Replies must be in our office not later than September Ist to
entitle persons receiving one of these beautiful pictures free. There
is no money to pay—simply fill in the answers and mail to us.

Cut out page and mail to
Canadian Home Journal.
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To Suit
Your
Particular
Taste

Patterson’s Chocolates aremadeina Variety
of assortments, recognizing that different
people and different occasions require differ-
ent centres, but in all—in any package
bearing the Patterson name — the same
high quality and purity are maintained.

Among these you will find the chocolates of

your choice.
Purple Royale Private Stock
(Superb Assortments)
Just Nuts Just Fruits
Egg and Milk Chocolates
Nuts, Fruits and Nougats

Butterfly—Blue Bird
(Assortments of Fancy Centres)

Chatterbox (Old-Fashioned Chocolates)

. Horlick’s
Malted Milk

Used successfully everywhere nearly % century
Made under sanitary conditions from clean, rich
y milk, with extract of our specially malted grain,
f| The Food-Drink is prepared by stirring the powder in water.
Infants and Children thrive on it. Agrees with the
weakest stomach of the Invalid and Aged.

Invigorating as a Quick Lunch at office or table.

ask for Horlick’s o

The Originai
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‘“ Order Some More
Quick Puddings, Mother’’

Johnny always keeps an eye on_the supply of
Quick Puddings so he can remind his mother
when they’re finished. He’s not taking any
chances of being ‘“out of ’ these tasty desserts.
Pure Gold Quick Puddings are the favorite des-
sert of a great many little ones, and grown folks
too. No one can help liking them—they’re so
deliciously wholesome. And then they’re so *
easily prepared they save mother many precious
minutes.

Get a supply yourself.
chocolate, 15¢c. a package at all grocers.

o
W
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Tapioca, custard and r

) ) /éﬁ
{24 | Pure Gold Desserts
7 QUICK PUDDINGS

QuicK

CHOCOLATE

pupDinG

Pure Gold Manufacturing Co., Ltd., Toronto
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‘ays of Serving

Junket
By Marion Harris Neil

AUTHOR OF “THE THRIFT COOK BOOK.”

LTHOUGH most people are
A aware of the many charms of
junket, not everyone knows the
variety of ways in which it may be
served. It is often regarded as be-
longing only to the very plainest type
of household cookery, and is seldom
met with except perfectly plain, and
served with cream, or possibly stewed
fruits. As a matter of fact, there are
many dishes a great deal more ex-
pensive and elaborate than junket
which are not nearly so pleasing,
especially if it be varied in some of
the numerous ways which are possible,
and also, let it be added, when it is
made with care, for simple as is the
mode of its preparation, it is never-
theless, often carelessly served.
Indeed, it is probably this very
simplicity which tempts the house-
wife to carelessness. Of course, junket
does not, owing to its nature, lend
itself to elaborate treatment; but at
the same time, there are a great
number of little ways of preparing it
in conjunction with different flavor-
ings, garnishes, and the accompani-
ments, which not only render it more
attractive, but provide a whole series
of dishes which are most useful, as
they are so easily and quickly made.

Junket, too, has the merit of being
one of the most wholesome of foods,
and many persons who do not care for
plain milk can take it with pleasure
in this much more digestible form,
especially if it be flavored in some
of the ways mentioned below. For
invalids it forms an ideal nourish-
ment as the thickening of the milk
by the rennet is exactly the same pro-
cess as that which takes place on
digestion, and it is consequently more
easily assimilated than milk which
has not been thus treated.

Junket may likewise be used for
making ice cream, which it renders
more wholesome and easier of diges-
tion. Just follow the directions for
making junket. Dissolve a junket
tablet in water, add to three cupfuls
of milk and one cupful of thick cream.
Use a little more sugar and flavoring
than you would for a pudding and
when it begins to thicken into a soft,
creamy jelly, freeze in the usual way.
If desired one cupful of chopped
fruit or chopped nuts may be added.

Another use for junket tablets is
the making of curd. From this de-
licious cakes may be prepared, while
little home made cream cheeses or
curd cheese form a pleasant change
and present no difficulties. In regard
to the actual preparation of junket
it is so simple as scarcely to require
description but, at the same time, the
one or two necessary directions must
be carefully followed, or the result in
junket will be far from attractive,
possibly refusing to become firm or
turning partially into whey, in which
case the appearance of the dish is
completely spoiled. The milk em-
ployed should be pure and sweet and
fresh—boiled milk will not answer—
it should be warmed to blood heat,
not more than 100° F. It must not
be allowed to become really hot, and
should it do so it must be allowed to
cool before adding the tablet which
has been dissolved in one tablespoon-
ful of cold water. Three teaspoonfuls
of sugar is stirred into the milk, and
the dissolved tablet is then added,
also one teaspoonful of any flavoring
desired, and the milk is at once poured
into the serving dish or individual
dishes such as sherbet glasses. It
should be left undisturbed in a warm
place till firm, then carefully removed
to a refrigerator or cool place till
wanted. If it is shaken it will break
apart, causing the whey to form, and
quite spoiling the junket.

Plain junket may be made without
sugar and makes a light and nourish-
ing food that can be retained by the
most delicate stomach.

Cocoa Junket.—Scald two cupfuls
of milk, cool slightly, add one-half
cupful of sugar, one-eighth cupful of
boiling water, a pinch of salt, and
one-fourth cupful of cocoa: when
thoroughly dissolved, add one junket
tablet crushed and dissolved with one
tablespoonful of cold water and one
tablespoonful of fruit juice. Pour
carefully into serving dish, keep in
warm room until thick, then chill.
Serve with cream or stewed fruit.

Apple Junket.—Make one junket
tablet as usual. Peel and core three
good apples, cook them with a little
water until they are smooth and with-
out lumps, then rub through a sieve,
sweeten to taste, add the grated rind
of one-half lemon and two teaspoon-
fuls of lemon juice. Beat up the
whites of two eggs until they are stiff,
then gradually beat in two tablespoon-
fuls of sugar. When the apple puree
is cold, mix the two together, and beat
until thoroughly blended. When the
Jjunket is quite firm spread the apple
mixture over it and decorate with a
few preserved cherries. If desired the
junket may be colored with a few
drops of red color.

Junket With Jelly.—Make some
junket in the ordinary way, flavoring
it with one-half teaspoonful of vanilla
and one-half teaspoonful of lemon
extracts; pour it into individual glass
dishes. When firm place one table-
spoonful of jelly on each dish of jun-
ket. The jelly may be apple, currant,
gooseberry, or any red jelly which
may be convenient. On this pipe a
star of whipped cream or whipped
evaporated milk.

Caramel Junket.—One quart of
milk, six tablespoonfuls of granu-
lated sugar, one junket tablet and
one tablespoonful of cold water,
Put the sugar into a small saucepan,
with just sufficient water to melt it,
stir until the sugar is no longer visi-
ble, and cook (without stirring) until
the syrup becomes a dark brown; then
pour in a few tablespoonfuls of the
milk, and allow it to cook until
strongly flavored and sweetened by
the caramel. Add this flavored milk to
the remainder of the cold milk and
the tablet dissolved in the cold water.
Flavor with a few drops of vanilla
extract, and serve in custard glasses.

Pineapple Junket.—Prepare the tab-
let as usual, flavoring it with one tea-
spoonful of lemon extract; heap on
it some whipped cream, sweetened,
and to which has been added some
chopped pineapple. Garnish with a
few slices of the pineapple and serve
with pineapple sauce. To make the
sauce, strain one-half cupful of the
syrup from one can of pineapple into
a saucepan, add to it one-half cupful
of water, one tablespoonful of sugar
or honey and one tablespoonful of
lemon juice. Boil for ten minutes,
and skim if necessary, then add some
pineapple cut into tiny dice, and color
the sauce a pale pink with a few
drops of red color.

Almond Junket.—Take one quart of
milk and four ounces of almonds,
blanch, dry and grind or finely chop
the almonds, pounding them well. Put
a very little of the milk into a small
saucepan, adding to it the almonds.
Simmer these together until the milk
is strongly flavored with the almonds,
and add while hot to the cold milk,
which will be rendered sufficiently
warm for the addition of the junket
tablet. The almonds may, if desired,
be removed by straining the hot milk
through a piece of cheesecloth or
muslin, or they may be left in, as
preferred. In either case the flavor
is much pleasanter than when almond
extract is used. Pour into custard
glasses, and when firm decorate with
chopped almonds or glace fruits.
Serve with sponge cake or lady fing-
ers.
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Y Dear HoME JOURNAL Children:
M The Poetry Contest has been a great
success and it was indeed a pleasant sur-
prise to find that we had so many poets in our
club. There will be another chance for those who

did not win the prize, so in the meantime, I
suggest that they set to work on their next poem.

There is no fee to pay, Frances Hughes, and
we are very glad to welcome you as a member.
Won’t you try some of the other contests?

‘Why not photograph the pig when she is look-
ing at the camera, Gladys Betts? She is a fine
looking creature, and your snapshot is good with
only one mistake, that the head is in too deep
shadow. Try again, won’t you?

The thought in your poem is very good, Marian
Perry, and I am sure that all our pets will
follow us on., as you suggest.

That was excellent copying of the picture, Lin-
coln Thomas, but we would prefer that you send us
a snapshot of your dog or perhaps a school chum.
Shall look forward to seeing more of vour work.

So sorry, Ivan Benson, that your story was too
late for the contest it was intended for. Bandy
must be a wonderful dog, and I'm so glad you
found him again and that his foot is better after
being caught in that hateful trap. What about
a snapshot of Bandy for our camera contest?

Thank you, Roy Graham, for your nice letter.
I am always glad to hear from the club members.

So pleased to hear that you like writing for
the contests, Thelma Banks. KXKeep on trying,
won’t you?

You are very welcome, Jean Makins. Don’t
stop writing to us beeause you are sixteen. Your
letter and verses were like the dancing wind

fairies and delightfully refreshing.

Many thanks for your interesting letter, Evelyn
Williams. Have sent your change of address
notice to the right department, so expect you
will receive your Journal as usual.

Your sincere friend,
ETHEL BAIN

PRIZE LIST FOR MAY CONTESTS.

1. Original Poetry. Awarded to Marguerite
Murray Cooper, age 15, Box 209, Petrolia, Ont.

2. Plans for My Garden. Awarded to Reginald
Campbell, age 13, 20 Oakvale Ave., Toronto, Ont.

3. Camera Contest. Awarded to Evelyn Wil-
liams, age 15, 310 Fairmount Ave., Ottawa, Ont.

HONORABLE MENTION.

Lincoln S. Thomas, Isobel Roberts, lva Taylor,
Nita Jones, Roy W. Graham, Jean Makins,
Maurice Knetchel.

PRIZE POEM.

“Victory.””—By Marguerite Murray Cooper, age 15,
Box 209, Petrolia, Ont.

We have come to the great hour of Victory,
And our hearts go forth in praise,

At the downfall of baseness and trickery,
And the defeat of cowards and knaves.

We are proud in this great hour of victory,
To know we have fought a fair fight,

To know in this great world’s history,
We have always upheld the right.

We know we have always been faithful,
To our God, to our flag, and our king,

And now, O Lord, make us grateful,
For the joy which this victory brings.

But O, in this hour of rejoicing,
When o’erpowered with the joy victory
gives.

" ‘/' Sthel Bain

Conducted By

Prize photograph, taken by Evelyn Williams, age 15,
310 Fairmount Ave., Ottawa.

This year I intend to cultivate a larger space
of ground than I did during 1918. Already I
have a good supply of seeds and am busy choos-
ing others from numerous catalogues that show
many brilliant illustrations, and contain many
useful gardening hints.

I shall devote the largest portion of my garden
to the production of staple articles of food, for
although Canada is not faced by any immediate
danger of food shortage, it would be very unwise
to ignore the fact that Europe and also India
have millions of people who are relying upon
America for an enormous amount of food com-
modities.

I shall leave a little corner for flowers, for I
think if flowers are grown close to the vegetables
we visit our gardens more frequently, for flowers
of any description are always attractive and when
going to admire them, you can scarcely pass their
humbler relatives by, without giving them a little
attention, too.

Working in the open air, besides being healthy,
is just like a game to me and already I am antici-
pating the summer holidays, when my garden will
begin to reward me for all my care and time
which I have expended upon it.

LIST OF NEW MEMBERS.

Allen, Maynard, Yarmouth, N.S.
Adams, Hazel, Yarmouth, N.S.
Babin, Frances, Yarmouth, N.S.
Benson, Ivan, Rothsay, Ont.
Betts, Gladys, Chantlers P.O., Ont.

Brittain, Harold, Yarmouth, N.8.
Brittain, Robert, Yarmouth, N.S.
Campbéll, Reginald, Toronto, Orit.
Cleveland, Vivian, Yarmotth, N:S.
Cooper, Marguerite M., Petrolia, Oiit.
Finlay, Joyce, South End P.O., Ont.
Hawes, Millie, Yarmouth, N.S.
Hawes, Ivy, Yarmouth, N.S.

Jones, Edna, Brantford, Ont.
Morton, Myrtle E., Yarmouth, N.S.
Makins, Jean, Stratford, Ont.

Mills, Louise, Blyth, Ont.

Orr, Iris, Winnipeg, Man.

Page, Reda, Yarmouth, N.S.
Roberts, Isobel, Niagara Falls, Ont.
Servant, Catherine, Yarmouth, N.S.
Shaw, Marguerite M., Toronto, Ont.
Surm, Beauma, Yarmouth, N.S.
Thomas, Lincoln, Toronto, Ont.
Williams, Evelyn, Ottawa, Ont.

THE NIGHT HUNTERS.
By ETHEL BAIN.

OFTLY the darkness fell over the sleepy
S earth. The stars began to twinkle in the
deep bliue sky whilst here and there a bird
flew quickly homeward to its waiting mate, hur-
rying because of the fear in its heart that one
of the. nighthunters might suddenly swoop upon
it from nowhere. The violet shadows deepened
to black and soon all the birds that fly by day
were fast asleep. The last goodnight had been
called and the silence was unbroken save for the
summer breeze rustling through the leaves.

Across the waving meadow grass came a shad-
ow. Two gold colored eyes glowed from the
dark shape, but it made no noise. It was listen-
ing as it flew slowly along. Suddenly there was
heard the tiniest squeak in the grass below. It was
enough. The shape swooped swiftly downwards
but almost before it had alighted, it was on the
wing again with a little field mouse hanging limp-
ly from its feet and soon the hunter disappeared
within the shadow of the trees.

For a while all was silent and now the moon
shed abroad her silvery radiance and kissing the
sleeping flowers danced upon the murmuring
brook. Down the wind came a weird yet sweet
sound, a kind of trembling whistling. Again and
again it was repeated, then in the moonlight ap-
peared, not one, but two dark swiftly moving
shapes. The night watchmen were out in.search
of their supper and so silently did they fly, that
the marauding rats who were so busy feasting
on the farmer’s crops had not time to squeak
after the first rustle had betrayed their movements
to the hovering birds of prey. Unless the victim
was too large, they bolted their catch entire
for their habit was to eject the bones, claws,
hair and other indigestible parts of their victims,
afterwards, which they did in form of matted
pellets.

VER the meadow the little hunters passed
and soon they arrived at the barnyard.
The keen eyes of the first Screech Owl noticed
a shadowy form near the chicken coop. Like
lightning, he winged after it, and before the first
startled cry had arisen from the awakened chicks,
the rat was firmly clutched in the owl’s sharp
claws and his neck broken by the vice-like grip
of the strong hooked beak of the hunter, who
was not more than ten inches long from the tip
of his head to his tail. The chicks settled them-
selves to sleep again, whilst the two owls dis-
posed of their prey, for Mrs. Owl had been busy,
too—a smaller catch, perhaps—all the same, one
less thief for their friend the farmer.

The Screech Owls lived in a hollow tree

Let us never forget those heroes,
Who died that we might live.
PRIZE LETTER.

“Plans for My Garden.”—By Reginald LT3
Campbell, age 13, 20 Oakvale Ave.,

Toronto, Ont. 2,
LORIOUS spring is here and I find it
the best time to work in my garden, 3

for beautiful sunshine, soft spring rain and
breezes are all doing their very best to
hasten a plentiful harvest of fruit and
flowers.

Last year, children, even the little ones,
helped our bheloved country in her hour
of need. Some I know, had only a tiny
plot in their backyard, but even so, were
not the lettuce and radishes which they
had grown the very best they had ever
tasted ?

CONTESTS FOR AUGUST.

Boys and girls up to 11 years of age. Not mere than 300 words.
Subject: The Squirrel.
Boys and girls from 12 to 16. Not more than 500 words. Essay
on Canada’s birds, butterflies and flowers.
Camera contest.
subject.

Boys and giils up to 16 years of age.

RULES:

Name, age and address must be written on each contribution.
Write on ore side of the paper only.
Members under 12 yeais, please write on ruled paper.

Closing date, the 26th of August.

Address all entries to Journal Juniors’ Club, Canadian Eome
Journzl, 71 Richmond St. West, Toronto, Ont., Canada.

Any

in the old orchard and so much had they
repaid the farmer who had protected
them, that he had given them the free-
dom of all the buildings, and woe betide
the gunner who as much as threatened
the night workers. Two seasons before,
the farmer had learned of the little known,.
yet valuable work performed by these
owls, but later he remembered this when
rescuing a young Screech Owl from a boy
who had robbed a nest in the wood. The
young owl was taken home to the barnm
and given a dark corner, and soon he
came to know the people that moved
about, as friends. Food he found a-plenty,
in the barn itself, for his instinct told
him that the small furry creatures, known
as mice were for him to catch. and to:
eat.

(CONTINUED ON: PAGE: 20:)
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Keep a Kodak
Story of
the Children

Pictures, preserving forever
the childhood days, mean a
world of comfort to mother’s
heart—yes, and to father’s too.

And just a few years after-
ward: “That’s you, Polly, when
Oh yes,
the film says it was August
eight, nineteen nineteen, your
fourth birthday. And Junior

was five.”

you were—let me see.

Every picture worth taking
is worth at least a date, if not
a title. It’s all very simple
with an Autographic Kodak,
as simple as pressing the but-
ton. And Autographic film
costs no more than the other
kind.

CANADIAN KODAK (0., Limited

Toronto, Canada
All Dealers

ARHARTT All-
overs, made of
sturdy galatea,

protect clothes and
stockings and
save washing.
They always
look dressy and

neat. Extra
strength is se-
cured by
double  stitch-

ing throughout,
while the pearl
buttons are
tightly sewn
on. Sold by
all good shops
in various
sizes, reason-
ably priced,

Carhartt’s
for Kiddies
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The first year passed and still he
stayed with his friends, then one day he
disappeared. A few weeks later his
familiar call was heard through the
fast deepening twilight., The farmer,
who was a bird lover, too, heard, and
whistled in reply to his feathered friend,
who came near to greet him. To his
surprise there were two owls, then all
at -once the farmer understood. His
little friend had been lonely and had
left in search of a mate. Instinct had
told him to return and live again under
his human friend's protection, but this
time he had chosen to nest in the
old orchard. Here in a hollow tree the
happy pair had later, their first brood,
and here the bird lover had found them
as he looked into the nest one evening
just as the dusk was deepening.

CREECHY had watched his friend
from a nearby branch and as the
darkness grew his yellow eyes glit-
tered more brightly. He was proud
of his fluffy babies and somehow he
knew they were safe with th s man,
for he had lost all fear of this hu-
man being, who had learned to call
him by ithe same sound he made him-
self. Very wide-awake he looked with
the quaint feathered circles round his
eyes and his prominent ear tufts or
horns distinguished him from his
larger cousins. His feathers were
rather a freakish color, but that did
not matter. It was a good thing to
be able to change one’s color at times
from rusty red and brown to a mottled
gray. Then his plumage was so fluffy,
quite loose in fact, but this was the
secret of his silent flight. True his
eyes were set firmly in their sockets,
wihich meant that he could not move
them like people or animals, so had to
turn his head when he looked in dif-
ferent directions.

Screechy and his wife remained in
the orchard and every night they
went forth to hunt until daybreak,
In the grey dawn, homeward bound,
they would .snap up many injurious

beetles, especially the wood borers
and May beetles. Many a grasshop-
per became a tithit for their break-

fast ere they retired to sleep-in the

cosy darkness of their hollow tree
home. Sometimes the mischievous
Blue Jay would awaken them and

Screechy at his wits’ end would arouse
himself and vow to kill the tormentor.

Out into the blinding sunlight he
would stumble and then Blue Jay

would tedse and mock him. Screechy
would fly bewildered and blinded, for
being a night bird, his eyes, though
keen as any hawk’s, made so wonder-
fully by the great Creator, so that he
could see perfectly in the darkness,
were useless to him in full daylight.
So he contented himself by threaten-
ing Blue Jay that if he found him out
after dark. he would have to look out
for himself, and then he scrambled
back to the shelter of the tree, where
in ithe depths his yellow eyes
glowed like golden topazes. Blue Jay
would tire of teasing and soon the
pair would be left undisturbed and
the night hunters would sleep until
dusk, when once more they would
rouse themselves and sally forth to
protect the interests of their friend.

PRIZE LIST FOR JUNE.

1. My Favorite Summer Sport.
Awarded to Roy W. Graham, age 14
years, Haysville, Ont.

2. Photograph Contest. Awarded to
Jean Gracie, age 14 years, box 20009,
North Bay, Ont.

3. My Garden. Awarded to Gwenyth
Pryce, age 10 years, 74 Grand St.,
srandview P.O., Brantford, Ont.

HONORABLE MENTION.

Mary E. Jackson.
Marguerite Dobbyn.
Carmeletta Yallop.
Mabel Hartley.
Willie Burgess.
Dorothy Raether.
Edith Macneill.
Gladys Lyons.

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19.)
LIST OF NEW MEMBERS.

Burgess, Willie, Cannington, Ont.
Cockburn, Mabel, Dundas, Ont.
Dobbyn, Marguerite, Inwood, Ont.
Gallagher, Edna, Westmount, Que.
Gracie, Jean, North Bay, Ont.
Hartley, Mabel, Wooler, Ont.
Lyons, Gladys, Alliston, Ont.
Macneill, Edith, Halifax, N.S.
Pryce, Gwenyth, Brantford, Ont.
Weed, Alice M., Alvinston, Ont.

PRIZE LETTER.

“My Garden.” By Gwenyth Pryce, age
10 years, 74 Grand St., Grandview,
P.O., Brantford, Ont.

HE school that I attend supplies us
with vegetable seeds. Some of the
children have their gardens at school,
but mine is at home. I have seeds of
the following: carrots, beets, turnips,
beans, white beans, Dutch set onions,
lettuce, red radish, icicle radish, par-
snips, potatoes and daddy gave me
some peas to plant. I have 3 rows of
carrots, 2 rows of beets, 1 row of tur-
nips, 1 row of beans, 1 row of white
beans, 3 rows of Dutch set onions, 1
row of lettuce, 1 row of icicle radish,
1 row of red radish, 1 row of peas, b
rows of Irish Cobbler potatoes and 1
row of Eureka potatoes. My parsnips
are mixed with my lettuce and icicle
radish. My garden is rather a crooked
affair. It is 25 feet long and at one
end it is 13 feet and at the other 15
feet wide.

I meant to have had a flower garden
but I kept putting off getting the seeds,
and putting it off until now I have not
a single flower seed in. However an-
other year I will not put it off. If I
had a flower garden I would have had
nasturtiums, asters, and maybe some
sweet peas. In the fall we have a
school fair of vegetables, flowers and
other things at which I hope to win
some prizes.

PRIZE LETTER.

“My Favorite Summer Sport.” By Roy
W. Graham, age 14, Haysville, Ont.

HERE are many summer games
and pastimes, but baseball is my
favorite with camping a close second.
I remember my pre-High School
days when we had a miniature base-
ball diamond at a country school and
all intermissions were spent in play-
ing. We took our old lopsided five-
cent ball which, nine times out of ten,
flew to pieces at the most exciting part
of the game. No attention was paid
to a regulation bat. We used any-
thing, from a pump handle to a piece
of iron piping. We had only one base,
but it was quite sufficient when the
pitcher had te do all the fielding, and
even then the score ran into the hun-
dreds.

Now we have more modern and effi-
cient means. We have formed a club
and have elected a president, secre-
tary, manager and captain. The man-
ager’s and captain’s duties are the most
difficult for the manager must see
that there are games to play with
other teams and the captain must
keep the ‘“nine’ in practice.

Base running, batting and throwing
must be practised. A point which is
often neglected is the proper use of
signals. A winning team must have
two sets of signals so that all the play-
ers know where the ball is going to be
thrown every time.

Do not be “sore” if your team loses,
someone must lose. A few weeks ago
our High School nine went to play in
a neighbouring town and came back
completely swamped—20-0. Were we
angry? I guess not. We played the
return game and won.

It is a grand and glorious feeling to
get out into the sun and join in a
friendly game of ball. At the begin-
ning of the season, one may develop a
sore arm and later get a little tanned,
but the average boy cares more for
his health than his complexion.

Last but not least—play fair. Do not

dispute the umpire’s decisions, and see
that every league you play in is clean
or else resign.

Camping is a fine summer sport.
The mere mention of the word brings
many happy recollections of last
spring. This season is the ideal time
for camping. The grass and leaves
are shooting out and the birds coming
back. KEvening comes and the camp-
fire throws its dim rays into the swift-
ly descending twilight. All this makes
this style of life suitable for a recrea-
tion, and few can resist the call of the
wild or the influence of pleasant en-
vironment. Of course a number of
things come under the heading
“Camping.” There are swimming and
many other healthful sports, not to
mention the manifold opportunities to
study nature, but baseball and camp-
ing are my favourite sports. If there
are any Journal Juniors of the same
opinion will they please write to me?

HONORABLE MENTION.

“My Favorite Summer Sport.” By
Dorothy Raether, age 13 years,
Point Anne, Ont.

HEN the crisp white sheet of

snow has melted and the grass
begins to grow, when the cold north
wind is put to rout by a warm, gentle
breeze, it is surely spring and we
children recognize it and put away
our skates and sleighs; then, too, we
think of those things which have been
particularly enjoyable to us in former
summers and make ready to enjoy
them once more.

Pienicking or camping is among my
list of “particular enjoyables” and I
am going to tell you why. I love to
get up early in the morning and go to
the woods intending to stay all day
with my friends. This month, June,
is an especially nice one for picnicking
because everything is so pretty. The
flattering rays of the sun have deep-
ened the blush of the wild rose, the
gold of the sun is in the buttercup
and golden-rod, and the Kkiss of a
gentle wind in the tiny violet.

I live almost on the shore of the
Bay of Quinte and there is a great deal
of fun swimming there, and when it is
rough the tossing, foaming billows re-
mind me of a poem I once read and
which was entitled, ‘“The Ocean.”
When it is calm it is just as nice, es-
pecially on moon-light evenings when
I like to watch the moon rise from
the water as if it has just made its
arrival from another world, and quick-
ly change the blue waves to numerous
ripples of shining silver that dance
merrily in the night wind. This in
itself is sport enough but the bay also
affords fishing which, in Point Anne,
the girls like almost as well as the
boys.

I like to roller skate very much but
to me it seems very insignificant when
I think of the things I have just men-
tioned.

Another sport is picking berries.
There are just a few kinds up here
however and I must say we never pick
very many. I guess it’s the fun and
the taste we want more than anything
—but it wouldn’t be a sport if it wasn’t,
would it?

HONORABLE MENTION.

“My Garden.” By Willie Burgess, age
12 years, RR. No. 2, Cannington,
Ont.
6¢ EEDTIME and harvest shall not

fail.” With this in mind I go
to my garden with my plan in view.

First my father ploughed it last fzill,
then as soon as it was dry enough this
spring, I cultivated it and worked it
up, then manured it.

My father ploaghed it again for me,
then I worked it up and planned it for
the planting.

I planted my potatoes first. These
I planted two feet apart, in hills, put-
ting three sets in each hill and one

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 35.)
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August, Nineteen-Nineteen

An Insect Party

If you wish to have something
original for the children

try

BY

Laura Gates Sykora

N Insect Party has many pos-
A sibilities for fun and can be

adapted for very little tots or
for the older children from eight to
twelve years.

The stationery should be decorated
with a pen and ink sketch of a group
of insects, perhaps a grasshopper, a
cricket and a beetle dancing or play-
ing a fiddle. If there is no one in the
family who can sketch, there may be
someone who is clever at cutting out
who could make some little bugs from
gold or black paper to adorn the top of
the invitations, or if this is not possible
a box of little colored butterflies may
be purchased from a stationer’s and

pasted artistically on the writing
paper.
The invitations should read some-

thing like this:
“Dear Nancy:

“The insects will assemble at my
house at three o’clock on Tuesday,
August 19th. Please come, and be sure
to wear something that will indicate
what bug you represent.

“Affectionately, JANE.”

EA(‘H child should try and wear

something which would be typical
of some common insect. For instance, a
butterfly might wear a bandeau around
her head with black wire antennae
coming out from it just over each eye.
A grasshopper might wear a green cap
with green wire antennae, and a
cricket a black skull cap and carry a
toy fiddle. A moth could be the same
as a butterfly except that its feelers
are fuzzy or furry instead of being

plain. A wire with a fuzzy covering
can be purchased from almost any
milliner and is just the thing. The

insect so commonly seen on the lakes,
and called a “Canadian soldier,” might
be suggested by some child wearing a
Canadian soldier’s cap.

After the children have all assem-
bled, they are told to choose two lead-
ers. The children are arranged in a
circle with the leaders blindfolded in
the centre. Each leader holds a staff
in his hand. The children circle
around them until they tap the floor
with their wands. Then all stop, and
the leaders point alternately to some
child, until all the children have been
chosen, although they themselves do
not know whom they have selected.

O NE side is now told to sit down
while the leader of the other side
marshals his force before them one by
one, for the seated children to guess
what insect each child represents.
When all this side has been guessed,
the other side has its turn. Tab is
kept on the number of guesses it takes
to identify each child, and the side
having the least number of guesses to
the child wins, and each child is pre-
sented with a little insect pin. (These
pins can be purchased through a nov-
elty shop at a reduction for a dozen.
They can also be picked K up very
reasonably from a Japanese shop.)
The children are now assembled be-
fore a table upon which has been
placed a bowl full of small, clean po-
tatoes. another filled with peanauts,
plenty of toothpicks, some black head-
ed pins, several pairs of scissors, num-
erous sheets of paper, and small tubes
of paste and a paper of plain pins.
The children are each told to make
some kind of an insect from the ma-
assembled. It is better
to put a time limit upon this unless
the children seem to enjoy it so much
that it seems feasible to continue it
longer. After these are finished the
different creations are exhibited and

the children vote for the best and most

realistic insect there. The person
making this is given a prize.
T is quite surprising what realistic

ecreatures can be made from these
materials. A potato given eyes,
and six match sticks placed three on
each side and slanting upwards and with
pleated strips of paper pinned so that

two

they hang over each match siick
makes a very realistic spider. A
clothes pin presented with two sets

of long narrow wings and two sets of
triangular legs makes a surprisingly
life-like dragon fly.

After a prize has been awarded for
the best insect, the hostess suggests
that they play “The Cricket and the
Ants.”” The child who is selected to be
the cricket is placed in the centre of
the circle of seated children who are
the ants. The cricket writes on a piece
of paper the name of some grain or
food which a cricket might be sup-
posed to like. He folds this and puts
it in his pocket or holds it in his hand
and then says to one of the ants: “I
am very hungry, would you please give
me something to eat?”’ The ant ad-
dressed replies: “I have nothing but
an apricot.” “Thank you, but that
is of no use to me,” is the answer, and
turns to the next child. As soon as
any player mentions the name of the
food the cricket has written upon the
paper, the paper is produced and the
one who pays a forfet becomes
the cricket. If no one guesses it, the
cricket pays a forfeit.

HE game now goes on again except

that a different question is asked,

for instance the cricket will say:

“Friends, I have now eaten abundantly

and would have a dance—what one
would you suggest?”’

A waltz, a polka, two-step or any
other might be suggested, when that
question has gone the rounds the
cricket might ask what music he could
dance to, and the ants suggest the
violin, piano, cornet. The cricket can
then say he is tired of dancing and
wishes a bed, and the ants offer him
straw, leaves, grass and so on to lie
upon. The cricket might then say:
“I could sleep very comfortably if I
were not afraid a bird might pounce

HERE is outlined
a complete plan
fOr @ sonalaren s
party, which 1s both
educational and en-
tertaining, and pro-
vides a number of
suggestions for the
play hours of small
girls and boys.

upon me, what one have I
the greatest cause to fear?”
The ants answer, the lark,
sparrow, robin, ete.

HEN the game is
finished the forfeits
must be redeemed.

The leaders are now told to get their
respective sides together again in order
to play Mother Goose charades. If
this party is given in the evening,
shadow charades might be given, but
in the afternoon they must be played
in the regular way. In order to have
shadow charades, a sheet must be
stretched across a folding door or
screen. The charades are acted behind
this screen with a strong licht reflect-
ing the shadowg upon the shcet.

Miss Muffitt and the Spider makes
a wonderful shadow charade. One of
the potato spiders must be suspended
by a string, and drop beside Miss
Muffitt, who is seated upon a stool,
preferably a tall one, with a big mix-
ing bowl in her lap busily eating curds
and whey with the biggest spoon to be
found in the kitchen.

A VERY realistic hill can be made

for Jack and Jill to climb by
leaning an ironing board against a
table, placing a few cushions on the
top of the table and throwing over the
whole an old shawl. The shadow of
this will be very realistic and decidedly
funny when the small boy and girl
start to climb the hill with their pails.

There are any number of these old
nursery rhymes which can be used for
either the plain or the shadow char-
ades, and are usually most successful,
especially among the smaller children.

After the charades, little cards are
handed around to the boys and girls.
These cards can be cut in the shape
of some insect or can be a square card
decorated with a pen and ink sketch
of one. Each card has a number upon
it, and the children assemble for re-
freshments according to number, and
then march to the table taking their
places as they come. In the centre of
the table is a large Jack Horner Pie
made of green paper, from the top of
which a bevy of different colored but-
terflies made of crepe paper waves in
the breeze on spirals of wire.

HE sandwiches for this party

should be cut in different shapes
with cookie cutters. Some may be
crescents, others stars, circles and
clover leaves. The filling should be
very simple, as the majority of chil-
dren have very plain taste in food.
The never-to-be-forgotten ice cream,
so indicative of a party to a child mind,
should be served in pyramids with a
candy beetle perched upon the peak.
These chocolate beetles are to be
found at most candy shops. . If they
are not at hand, a raisin furnishéd
with tiny white frosting eyes and
toothpick legs will look like some in-

sect whether its particular family can |

be determined or not and can take the
place on the ice cream peak.

Small, puffy little patty-pan cakes can
have baked in the centre, instead of an
insect, a tiny little black doll, not more
than an inch long.
will please the children immensely.

When the Jack Horner pie is open-
ed there will be found some kind of
a mechanical toy insect for every child.
So—as the last game before taking
leave, what could there be better than
a mechanical toy race? A piece of
tape is pinned across the floor for the

starting point, so many feet away is
another tape for the winning pos.
The children stand in a row before

the starting point, wind up. their toys
and at the word “go!” they let them
start. There will be much excitement
over this whether a prize is offered the
winner or not. A blue ribbon might
be a suitable award for the winner.

This little surprise |
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Powder

Face

“Sifted
through Silk’’

OU’LL like its

extreme fine-
ness — the charm of
the distinctive odor
— the way it stays
on without showing
and you'll like it be-
cause it is a Henry
Tetlow quality crea-
tion.

Obtainable in White, Flesh
Pink, Cream and Brunette.
Free Sample on Request.
(State shade wanted.)
Pussywillow Powder Tab-
lets in White and Flesh.
Pussywillow Rouge in Rose
and Brunette. Both in
purse-size box with puf?.
Ask your dealer for them.

HENRY TETLOW CO.
Est. 1849.

Makers of Pussywillow
Dry Shampoo.

250 Henry Tetlow Blda.
Philadelphia, Pa., U.S.A.
Canadian Distributors:
Lyman Bros. & Co., Toron-
to; Lyman’s, Ltd., Montrea’

Turn to it every day for
comfort and economy

HOT or COLD

N the office

and thehome
— in the auto
when you roam
— for vocation
or vacation —
night-time or
day-time, work-
time or play-
time—

THERMOS

serves food or
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you want it.

Hot as a griddle
or cold as a gla-
cier —as zippy
§ as it came from the oven, as
nippy as it came from the ice-
box, as fresh as it came from
either, as good as they came
§ from both!

Awarded Grand Prize at all
International Expositions.

On Sale at All Good Stores

Thermos DBottle Co.

Limited
146 Wellington Street West
Toronto, Canada

In United States, Norwich, Conn.




Best for Baby

After many years’ use by parents

of all classes, in Royal Nurseries
and humble homes, Savory and
Moore’s Food has the reputation
of being a thoroughly reliable food
for infants.

The experience of {)arents, nurses,
and medical men all goes to show
that babies do thrive remarkably
well on this famous food, that its
use prevents infant ailments, and
that it builds up a strong constitu-

tion, so important in later life.
You may therefore bring up bab
on Savory & Moore’s Food wit,

the assurance that you are doing
the best you can for your child.

MOTHER’S GUIDE FREE

Savory & Moore's little Book, “ The
Baby,” is full of useful information
on Infant Management, and contains
hints on such subjects as Feeding,
Teething, the Toilet, Exercise, Weight,
Infant Ailments, and many others. 1t
is just what a young mother requires,
and will prove invaluable in the home.
A Free Copy may be obtained on ap-

lication 10 Savory & Moore, P.O.
ox 1601, Montreal.
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Of all Druggists and Stores.

Inflamed gums—a cause
of loose teeth

YORRHEA is

undoubtedly a

vital dangzr to
both gums and teeth.
Tender gums indicate
it, and with it come
loosening teeth. Im-
perceptibly at first, the
gums recede from the
normal gum line.
They inflame. They
present many tiny
openings for millions
of bacteria to attack
the unenameled tooth
base. Tooth-base de-
cay quickly fcilows.
Even if the cavity be
filled and the tooth
saved, the gums con-
tinue to recede. Re-
member, too, that in-
flamed and bleeding
gums act as so_many
doorways for disease
germs to enter the sys-
tem—infecting joints
or tonsils—or causing
other ailments.
Against this Pyor-
rhea (Riggs’ Disease)
ordinary tooth-pastes
are powerless. Yet
Pyorrhea attacks four
out of five people
who are over forty,
and many under this
age. But Forhan's
—if used in time and
used consistently—
positively prevents
Pyorrhea. It is a
scientific tooth
cleanser as well.
Brush your teeth

with it. See how
promptlybleeding or
gum tenderness

ceases and how
your teeth are
keptwhite and
clean.

If gum - shrinkage
has already set in,
start using Forhan’s
and consult a den-
tist immediately for
special treatment.
35¢ and 60c tubes

All Druggists

FORHAN'S, Ltd.
307 St JamesSt.
Montrea’

:. VOL-PEEK"

Mends Pots & Pans

Cooking utensils, Graniteware, Al-
uminum, Enamelledware, Tin, Cop-
¥ per, brass. Iron, etc. Easy to use, no
tools required. ready for use in 2
minutes. Saves a pot for 25 a cent. 15
cents at your Dealer, or postpaid by
Vol-Peek- A -Co. Box 2024. Montreal

Watch for the announcement
.of our new serial in the Sep-
tember number.

| accounts are to be rendered,
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A New Course for Girls Who Would Become Dental Nurses

HIS year marks a new era in the
evolution of professions for wo-
men. It marks the entrance of

the trained worker to a new field in
connection with dentistry. Some girls
may have objections to entering a four
vears’ course to train as dentists;
but this new course will allow them to
enter the profession of dental nursing
with a course of a few months.

Should such a profession appeal to a

girl she need no longer heed a shrug
irom the shoulders of her own girl
friends, which is the method some girls
employ to indicate the work is out
of a woman’s realm; wor the more
kindly remarks of her male admirers
as they say: “Don’t go in for it, Grace,
it is not a girl’s job.” Although in
these modern days many girls are
graduating as dentists, specializing in
one line or another, their number is
not suflicient to fill the places they
could occupy in dental work. So im-
portant and insistent has this demand
become, that the Royal College of
Dental Surgeons has inaugurated for
girls a course of training for those
who wish to become dental nurses.
this course the girls are taught the
keeping of records, banking and dental
correspondence, also a sufficient knowl-
edge of typewriting to enable them to
carry on the work of the office. Radio-
graphy (X-ray photography) is given
an important place in the year’s work,
also assisting in administering anaes-
thetics, and the preparation of drugs,
which form no small part of the work
of every dental office, will be only a
few of the subjects of which the trained
assistant will have a knowledge.

Not only has the theoretical part
of the course been well provided for,
but, in order that the assistant may
have a thorough idea of the practical
side of the work, much of her time
will be given to assisting a senior den-
tal student of a college while working
on patients in the college infirmary.

HE girl graduate in her new posi-
tion will find herself responsible

for many things. In fact, if she is
really interested enough in her work
to make herself of the greatest use, it
will not be long before the dentist with
whom she is working will rely on her

for every detail. She will, uncon-
sdiously though it may be, take the
place of a business manager. A man

who has a large practice and finds it
necessary to arrange and re-arrange
his work to make every minute count,
finds little time for other than actual
dentistry.

He demands of his assistant, to
answer the telephone, make all his
appointments with his patients, and
woe unto her if she is the cause of
bringing two hard working business
men to the office at the same hour.
Such a mistake puts every one in a
bad temper, and the dentist will find it
difficult to retain as patients those who
have been the victims of her careless-
ness.

Bookkeepinz forms a very import-
ant part of her daily tasks; although
this in a dentist's office is not as com-
plicated as one would imagine, and
not at all a part of the duties that any
airl need worry over, no matter how
poor a mathematician she may be.
For in most of the up-to-date dental
ffices the index card system is used.
‘ach patient having a card on which
is put the date of the appointment,
work done, and the time taken. Ths
is filed according to the initial, and
when at the end of the month the
all the
dental nurse will find it necessary to
do will be to look up the file and mail
the accounts accordingly. With a
pleasant smile and a bright remark
the nurse should greet the patient. If
the doctor is busy and the chair al-
ready occup.ed, tact on her part—
a magazine, or the latest edition of

that day’'s newspaper is the means she
can use of smoothing a patient’s ruffled

In

feelings, or making him forget he has
no time to lose.

HEN sometimes it is a fretful child
who has been suffering with the
toothache that must be petted and
soothed. Added to the pain is the
dread of the dentist's probe, which
even an older person finds it hard to
endure. “You know,” said a dentist
to me, “I really haven't the time to
spend with the kiddies which come
into my office so terrified, sometimes,
they will hardly speak. But I just
hand them over to my assistant, and
after she has talked to them a few
minutes, fear seems to vanish, and the
mild curiosity they display is really
amusing.”

Sterilizing instruments and putting
away the materials used for one pa-
tient, and knowing how to prepare for
the next, is one of the most important
details of the day’s work. Fresh linen,
different chemicals and appliances for
the electrical machines to be used must
be kept in order, and the brushes and
various instruments which are con-
stantly in use should be immediately
cleaned and sterilized. The supplies
also must be carefully watched, and
the neglecting of this part of the day’s
routine may prove disastrous if the
helper fails to keep a watchful eye on
things needed in this line. “I forgot”
or “I meant to do it,” is a poor excuse
when the proper materials for fillings
or part of an finstrument which has
been broken, fails to appear when it
is needed.

ABORATORY work also opens a
vast field of opportunity for girls
who have the precision and finesse so
much needed in a dental office. A
denture (making vulcanizing and
polishing plates) is a work that may
be done by a trained assistant, and
saves much of the time of a dentist.
also casting of gold inlays, which is done
by forcing molten gold into a meould
the size of the cavity by steam pres-
sure. This method of filling is used
much more extensively now than the
old way of pounding or pressing the
gold into a tooth after the cavity has
been prepared. Although the assistant
may in time be able to construct arti-
ficial crowns, bridges, etc., this is a sepa-
rate branch of “mechanical dentistry”
which requires long practice, and
would not ordinarily be included in
the duties of a trained dental nurse.
The amount of laboratory work,
however, depends wholly on the assist-
ant and the dentist for whom she is
working, but there is a splendid as-
dgistant’s opportunity throughout the
whole of United States and Canada;
and those who train for the work and
show a keenness to advance will find
within a short time that they have
acquired a knowledge of a profession
which will at present give them an
independent and pleasant way of earn-
ing their living, later placing them
in a position to demand a high salary.

QUESTIONS I AM ASKED.

Dear Peg o’ My Heart,

I think we are all dissatisfied with
ourselves and fate at one time or an-
other, but if you think that by launch-
ing on the sea of matrimony, for the
sake of a different experience because
you are tired of your “hum-drum”
life, you will find it a very unsatisfac-
tory procedure, unless you love the
man whom you marry. Do write me
again and send me your address. I
was very much interested in your let-
ter.

Do you think dentistry a good pro-
fession for girls? 1 like it myself, but
my parents are very much against it.
—H. G., Calgary.

If dentistry appeals to you, why not
_specialize in some department of it, or
you could take a position as an inspec-
tor of schools, examining the children’s
teeth. I do not think dentistry, that is

in the broad sense, is a work in which
girls can make much advancement.

Could you tell me if it is possible to
take a course which would enable me
to be a French translater of business
letters, or, in other words, commer-
cial French; also shorthand and type-
writing at the same time without at-
tending university 2—Elsie J.

I am sending you the name of a
school which makes a specialty of
Commercial French. The course lasts
from four to six months.

I am a country girl and intend to go
to the city to work. I have mo friends
there and I am rather in doubt as to
the method of procuring a good board-
ing house.—Anxious.

If you go to the Y.W.C.A. in the city
to which you are going, they will give
you a list of reliable boarding houses.

I live in a large eity and keep house’
for my brother. I would like to earm
a little money but eannot devote my
whole time to it. Is there any way
you could suggest?—L. G. B.

Many of the departmental stores
wish girls to work extra time on Fri-
day or Saturday, and you are paid at
the rate of the regular wage. One girl
I know has made quite a little money
for herself by going to certain homes
in the evenings or afternoons, to look

.after the children while the parents

are away. She enjoys her work im-
mensely, and she is making spending
money in this way.

Could you tell me if it is necessary
to have matriculation to enter the So-
cial Service course ?—@Galt.

Matriculation is not necessary, but
you must be able to satisfy the de-
partment that you have the education-
al qualifications to handle the work.

Could you tell me if there is to be
another course for military massage
or muscle function training?—Winni-
peg.

There is no definite decision as yet.
I am sending you the address, and you
can write to them. Should there be
another course they will notify you
immediately. This will save any de=-
lay.

The Professor and Pauline

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 8.)

Then she smiled a wicked little smile

in the direction of the Professor’'s
sitting-room and murmured: “He's
better than nothing.” He returned

with a pile of manuscript that made
her heart sink; but, as he proceeded to
read, her forehead lost its anxious
wrinkle, for Nature had bestowed upon
him a voice whose richness made even
a disquisition on vowels and the umlaut
a thing of melody. Artfully a questi.
was inserted after the Professor had
been reading for about five minutes,
He dropped the manuscript to explain,
and became so interested in telling her
about the ancient Germanic tribes and
their wvarious forms of speech that
black ants, spiders and grasshoppers
rioted over the neglected sheets that
held so much erudition. A small tink-
ling sound came from the white porch.

“That isn’t the tea-bell!” he ex-
claimed in dismay. “And I haven’t
written a line this afternoon.”

65 UT the rest will do you good,”
said Miss Raymond. “And it
has been so kind of you to explain
these things to me.” He was considered
the best lecturer in the faculty of his
college, but he had never felt so repaid
as by the grateful look in this frivo-
lous maiden’s eyes. During tea, Mrs.
Martin entertained them with an ac-
count of the rheumatism of old Mr.
Hastings, who was almost ninety years
of age, but considered this affliction of
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 53.)
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Through the Looking Glass

HE thirty-one days of July have

flown and here we are again,

dear ladies, saying “how-do-you-
do’” to one another through the Look-
ing Glass. Some of us have not “done”
very well, I expect, for the hot
weather plays the mischief with some
people. And it has, indeed, been a
remarkably warm month, with days
flooded with sunshine and filled with
lazy breezes laden with heat. And
how that sun and that wind did burn,
if one only gave them a chance! How
do I know? Do ask me that, some of
you, for I am simply longing for an ex-
cuse to tell you about a journey I have
made since we last met.

Not a journey in a prosaic train, that
needs must travel in a straight and
given line from one stated city to an-
other, with never a moment to idle by
the way, to give its passengers time
to pause and, from the summit of a
hill, to drink in the beauty of green
pastures, cool spots of woodland, or a
sunset glorifying the Western skies.
But a sort of gypsy journey de luxe,
in nothing but an enchanted, magic-
ally driven caravan which, though it
had a destination in view, joyfully fol-
lowed the whim of its caravaners, sped
on or halted at their will, careless of
distance and disdainful of time. A
motoring journey, forsooth, miles and
miles of country road with fields, and
gardens and orchards on either hand—
undulating stretches of glorious green,
washed by the dews of night time and
dried by the breezes of the day. A
journey through miles of farm-lands,
each man’s land centred by his home
with its gardens of flowers and vege-
tables and just beyond the prosperous
big barn, freshly painted, with capa-
cious silos ready for their tons of
grain. Here and there a group of
trees clustered by a brookside where
the red, and black and white, and
creamy colored Jersey cows came to
seek the shade, and yellow-billed ducks
with snowy plumage floated on the
cool water or puddled at the shore.

UR way took us through many
little villages snuggling in the
hollow of the hills, the ‘“main’’ street
of which was nothing but a heaven of
shade with great trees on either side
joining their foliage to form an arch-
way overhead. And here we drove
slowly, to let the coolness caress us.
Each night we reached a city, where
hungry and extremely tired, and dusty
and burned we found refreshment for
body and mind, enough to take us
enthusiastically on our way when the
day came again.

Are you saying to yourselves, “What,
indeed, has this to do with those mat-
ters which we come to discuss in this
corner of ours?” Oh, but it has to
do with it, dear ladies, for you, too,
may be going on such a journey any
of these summer days, and the sun will
shine on you as it shone on us, and the
wind will burn your tender skin as the
wind did ours, and the road-dust will
blow in your shining eyes as the road-
dust did in ours! And the excuse for
telling my own story is that it may be
your story, too, and you may profit by
the things we learned.

N a motoring journey, you know,

the amount of luggage to be car-
ried is limited, but no matter how
tightly you must pack your kit, there
are certain necessities of travelling
that should be included. For instance,
your toilet case must be complete.
There must be cold cream a-plenty—
your own particular, well-tried, especi-
ally-suited-to-your-skin cold cream—
and there must be heaps of powder.
And there should be an eye-cup and a
bottle of boracic acid, diluted and
ready for use. These particularly—
and in addition,  whatever toilet acces-
sories you use at home, for they are
going to be’doubly wanted on your
journey. For instance, be sure you
have your nail brush, for never will
it be needed so badly as when you are
struggling to remove the grime of
travel from your hands and nails.
Ever so much inconvenience is over-
come by the orderly packing of all
your toilet things together—if you are
sensible, and motor often at long dis-

" weight.

tance, you will provide yourself with
one of the smart little black patent
leather toilet cases the shops have been
showing recently, and tuck all your
equipment away in it where it is ready
for immediate use.

OW the very best provision we
found we could make against let-
ting the sun have its own sweet will
with our complexions was, before start-
ing out, to bathe the face with warm
water—having the night before removed
all dust, powder or foreign matter with a
good cleansing cream, or tepid water
and mild soap—and while the pores
were still somewhat opened, to rub in
gently a good foundation of cold
cream, not necessarily an oily cream,
but one which would help in making
the final dusting of powder adhere. I
am afraid we sometimes presented a
somewhat camouflaged appearance
when leaving our hotel, but dear me,
who was to see but the bell-boys and a
few strange people we very likely would
never meet again, and it was better
than stopping to dab powder on when
we got upon the open road!

O much for the complexion, but
there was still our hair to consider
and our eyes as well. Somehow the
dust seemed to find a happy resting
place among our tresses if it was only
given the slightest chance, and it was
for this reason we took the precaution
to provide ourselves with snug fitting
hats which left as little of our heads
uncovered as possible. A motoring hat
should have a brim, to shade the eyes
and be made of dark color and light
A stiff hat even with all these
requirements is still uncomfortable, for
there are many times when it is the
pleasantest thing possible to curl up in
the tonneau, perhaps with your head
resting on a pillow placed on the piled-
up luggage, and steal ‘“forty winks’” of
sleep.

Goggles are a protection to the eyes,
but it is also well to wash them out
with boracic acid used in the eye cup,
both at the end of a journey and before
starting out

UT to return to the care of the hair
on a journey, it was our experi-
ence that it was very difficult to keep
it free of dust, and even if time would
have allgwed a stop-over long enough
to enjoy a shampoo, it would be so
much effort wasted, as the night would
only bring the same result—hair dusty,
dry and lifeless. However, we did find
that it helped considerably to brush it
well both night and morning and to
keep our brushes thoroughly cleansed.
This is a simple enough matter where
there is hot water in the bathroom,
and the brush may be held under the
tap for several minutes to wash it
clean. Afterwards it should be rinsed
with cold water and placed with
bristles facing downward to dry, fresh
and clean for the morning’s use.

ND just that there may be no after

remorse to counteract the pleas-
ure of a motor tour, it might be well to
offer a word of advice about the in-
jurious results of sitting improperly for
long stretches at a time. As a matter
of fact, there is an art in the mere
act of sitting, which may be acquired
through a little practice, if it does not
happen to be a natural instinet. Take
for example, the woman who, when
she sits, relaxes all the muscles of her
body, relinquishing all control of them,
and offering no resistance to the mo-
tions of the car. The result, if she is
at all given to stoutness, is the ac-
quiring of much superfluous flesh
where it is least desired. On the other
hand, there is a happy medium of re-
laxation which gives comfort and at
the same time keeps the muscles un-
der control. The best preparation for
a long day’s drive is a few moments
devoted to physical exercises before
the morning bath, and this will also be
found helpful in the maintenance of a
correct sitting position.
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Used by those
you admire -

Send 15¢ to Vivau
dou, 344 St. Paul St
‘W., Montreal, for
sample of Mavis

Extract.
Lymans, Ltd.

Monsreal
MacLean, Benn &
Nelson, Ltd.
Montreal

I'he satin skin, with a texture that is
fresh and beautiful, is the kind that Princess
preparations will give you. Our treatments
will help you acquire it, and will prove the
most effective agents in removing Wrinkles,
Pimples, Blackheads, Blotches and KEczema.
Write us in confidence for advice. We can
help you remove all skin defects.

Princess Complexion Purifier (for Freckles) Sl 50
Princess Skin Food .50
Princess Hair Rejuvenator .......
Princess Face Powder, all shades
Princess Cinderella Cold Cream

Write for Free Sample of this delightful Cold
Cream.

Write for Booklet “H”

THE HISCOTT INSTITUTE, LIMITED

61B College Street, Toronto

The September photogravure
section will contain a reproduc-
tion of one of Lawren Harris’
most representative paintings,
showing a street scene 1n
winter, the type of picture for
which this artist 1s famous.
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5 A ham in the house is worth ten in the
store,” for its uses are manifold.

With it You can prepare tasty meals on

Hame Eqgs

short notice.

For breakfast, dinner or supper serve

ROSE BRAND H A

y. The Ham Delicious.
Its flavor makes it a deli- :
cacy that noone ever tires of.

Sold Almost Everywhere.
THE CANADIAN PACKING CO.
LIMITED.

£
£

Successors to Matthews- Black-

well, Limited.

Canada Food Board License 13-85 'j

THE MEN SERVING ABROAD

ARE STILL BADLY IN NEED OF

SMOKES

The demand for cigarettes for
the boys who are still “over
there” 1s just as great at the
present time as it was during
hostilities. So keep the boys
well supplied with their favor-

ite cigarettes during the long

months of waiting before they

return to their homes.

SWEET CAPORAL
CIGARETTES

Canadian Home Journal

The August Puzzle
By TOM WOOD.

Write down what each little picture in the square (No. 1) represents,

then arrange them so that the initials and finals will spell two things
| which are very good to eat together.

Now, guess what each of the eight little pictures in the big disc
(No. 2) represents. They are not arranged in any order. When properly
placed, the initials and finals will give the names of two large cities in
Canada.

\ The little plant pictured in the small disc (No. 3) has two names,
either of which is correct. Can you give them both? If not, one will do.

Two prizes will be awarded:

First—One dollar and a half,
Second—One dollar,

for the best solutions, judged according to neatness and accuracy. All
may compete.

Correct Solution of June Puzzle.

No. 1 No. 2
Bow (W) O-F
Rooster (R) Tiger (R)
Isle (E) Tarantula (A)
Dicentra (A) Albatross (S)
Ararat (T) Whale (E)
Leech (H) Alligator (R)

No. 3—“Columbine” or Aquilegia.

First prize goes to J. T. Chandler, 2113 Mance Street, Montreal, Que.;
second prize to Miss W. Pearl Frizelle, Oxford Centre, Ont.

Address: Puzzle Department, “Canadian
Richmond Street West, Toronto, Canada.

Home Journal,” 71
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Days of Growth

A Summer Health Talk
By Dr. Laura S. M. Hamilton

winter is resting time. That is

how Mother Nature chronicles it.
It were well if in our care of Mother
Nature’s children, in the capacity our-
selves of older, and it is to be hoped
a little wiser children, we were to
study in as far as it lies in our power
her methods and arrangements.

All living things grow most in the
summer time as long as youth remains
to them, and for this growth, as a rule,
Nature provides, lavishly, sunshine
and rain, oceans of pure air, and those
foods from the soil that each respec-
tively requires. These things all
young earth life requires in common.
Could we teach ourselves thus at times
0 consider Life as a whole, we
might the more easily grasp some of
Nature’s lessons.

To most of the readers of these
papers the phenomenon of growth is
very familiar in all its varied aspects,
yet even among this favored class
many have eyes and see not, ears have
they, but they hear not. And so the
very essentials of life slip from their
grasp.

Human children are as truly Na-
ture’s children as are plants and ani-
mals, and their requirements are al-
most identical with those of the so-
called lower forms of life. Forgetting
this, man in the care of his young has
fallen into many and grave errors.

Down through the ages and in all
countries and generations we find
poets and dreamers who call to their
fellows to halt and consider, who like
Joseph of old tell their dreams, and
frequently find themselves in one or
another kind of pit or banishment be-
cause of it, but who also like Joseph
sometime, somewhere, hold the gran-
aries of the world at their disposal.

SUMMER is growing time, just as

T OT least among these dreamers
s are those doctors and scientists
who continually call on men and wo-
men for themselves and more especi-
ally for their children to return to the
methods of Nature, to get as near as
possible to the heart of her, in order to
find cure for the increasing ills that
seem to surround a large part of the
race. But how little are they heeded,
and how strangely is the great goddess
“They” exalted above measure, and
far above the pleading and advice of
these ‘“‘dreamers.”

Having had “They” quoted to me
from my childhood till now in the
torm of “They said,” ‘“They think,”
etc., I have more than once made
strenuous endeavors to locate her. Per-
haps the deity is masculine, I do not
know, never having been able to get
anything more accurate than the
aforesaid preliminary to some unrea-
sonable or actually wrong and foolish
statement to which I usually take ex-
ception.

In the matter of care of children
and general treatment of the human
body ‘“They’” holds the most powerful
sway, and is worshipped most persist-
ently and faithfully by people who
would be greatly insulted by being told
that they were idolaters.

But let us get back again to our
summertime and growing time. ‘Na-
ture’s children need sunshine and rain,
oceans of fresh air and those foods
from the soil that each respectively
requires.”

Otherwise growth requires freedom
and nourishment of the correct kind
for that form of life.

OW much freedom does the aver-

age child get? To begin with, take
the matter of clothing. Mankind, i.e.,
so-called civilized mankind, are pitiful
slaves to their mere clothes. Some
few people are, one is thankful to
realize, struggling to become free.
The following from the letter of a
young prospective mother, who is also
a trained nurse, shows the result of
more recent thought: “I haven't
made a fancy outfit. . . I found out
from experience babies don't want to
be dressed up like fashion dolls, and

young mothers wouldn’t dread baby’s
bath if they didn’t tire baby and them-
selves out by dressing him up in fussy
starched clothes.”

She might with truth add ‘““and by
dressing him up in so many clothes,”
for that is one of the greatest troubles
with the clothing of the infant and
child during the summer months. Be-
tween housing and clothing them, cus-
tom has robbed the average child of
to-day of a large part of its heritage
of sunshine. Therefore we find chil-
dren that are colorless and ‘“spindly,”
or even misshapen and deformed, not
only in body, but in mind, simply for
lack of life-producing sunshine. A
child is in this exactly like an animal
or plant, and fares as ill as either,
denied of the sun.

Sunshine produces chlorophyll or

green coloring in plants, haematin,
that is, iron or redness, in human
blood. Sunshine promotes growth and

the assimilation of food. That is, it
changes foodstuffs into blood. Sun-
shine on the skin and soaking into it

is the best nerve sedative and tonic
known. Sunshine is an absolutely
reliable disinfectant and germ de-
stroyer. Sunshine actually produces

smiles, while shadow tends to sadness.

RAIN in itself is by no means in-
jurious. What makes rain harm-
ful to us is the clothing we carry on us,
and that may become soaked, and then
cause chill and neuralgia. With
clothing that was light enough to get
wet and dry again, the summer’s rain
would injure the child as little as it
injures the plant or little animal.
Once, with a storm coming straight
towards us, home several miles away,
and the necessity of getting there by a
certain hour, I donned a bathing suit
and rolled my clothing up in a dry
place in the stern of the canoe, and
with a friend, who did likewise, started
to paddle home, with the rain begin-
ning to patter on the water. It was a
hot day, and the cold drops trickling
down one’s back were not just pleas-
ant at first, but presently a sense of
wonderful well-being and strength
came to me, and the paddling in the
rain, which was fairly heavy, seemed
delightful play. The sun was out
strong and bright, and we were per-
fectly dry long before we reached the
wharf, and to this day I can feel the
thrill of exhilaration that paddling in
the rain brought, like nothing I have
known before or since.

To keep a baby or child of any age
indoors two-thirds of the day of
twenty-four hours, as is commonly
done, is little short of cruelty. Most
of them sleep indoors, that is, nine to
twelve hours, or with a little baby,
even more. The older child is at
school five hours out of the day, ex-
cept for a few short weeks. This year
we have had summer weather since
the beginning of May, and the children
have wearied through these two long
months of May and June in the school-
room’s heavy atmosphere. Of the
hours that are left, suppose we say ten,
at least one-half is spent by the aver-
age child indoors. And yet man was
created an out-of-door animal as
much as dog, or horse, or lion, or bear.
Otherwise we would find him, like the
snail, carrying his house on his back.
Can we wonder at the prevalence of
children’s diseases? 1Is it surprising
that so many children are neither
beautiful nor graceful, except to the
love-blind eyes of their parents?

Herein, even with his other disad-
vantages, is where the child of the
street, or of poverty, or the child of
the savage has a better chance than
the child of so-called better-class
parents.

EFORE considering the other part
of this proposition, please do not
misunderstand me and suppose that
I am advocating turning children or
anyone else outdoors into untempered
glare of the sun, such as we have been
experiencing this summer. “In all thy

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 53.)
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“Just One More
Record Before
Bed-time”’

what a priceless
It sings them to sleep with |

Sand-Man Lullabys. It educates them to an apprecia-
tion of the world’s masters of harmony.

N the home where there are children
I possession is a Sonora.!

Folkse never tire of the Sonora—its glorious tone of crystal
clearness, which won for it highest honors for tone quality
at the Panama Pacific Exposition, is a source of ever-
fresh enjoyment. |
The Sonora has the supreme and silent motor of the :
Phonograph World. Silently and without a suggestion "

\

of scratching, it runs from 15 to 30 and 34 minutes with
one winding—long enough to play 4 or 5 ten-inch records.
Others make the records—the Sonora plays them all and
plays them better.

Prices $74 to $2500

(I

1. MONTAGNES & COMPANY I
!

Wholesale Distributors, Ryrig BuiLping, T'oroN'To,

S THE INSTRUMENT OF QUALITY

CLEAR AS A BELL

Play 50 to 100 times without wearing out.

E—A Sonora Needle which has
played over 50 records.
worn down considerably but

D—A Sonora needle used once. as good as mew. It will fit

Impossible to notice any the groove perfectly and
wear. play many more records.

A—Shows a new steel needle.
B—A steel needle used once.

Note how point is worn off.
C—A new Sonora needle.

SoNorRA NEEDLES mellow the tone, preserve
the record and eliminate the scratching.

40c per package of 5
AT ALL DEALERS, OR WRITE

I. MONTAGNES & COMPANY

Wholesale Distributors, Ryrig BuiLping, ToroNTO.
D11
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WATCH for the page of new

fall hats in the September
number, also the best six full
pages of fashion illustrations
Canadian Home Journal has

ever shown.
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OTHER TABLETS NOT
ASPIRIN AT ALL

Only Tablets Marked with the “Bayer Cross”
are Genuine Aspirin—Others Acid Imitations

“Bayer” Now Canadian Made—No German

Interest—All Rights Purchased from
U. S. Government

Aspirin means made by Bayer—has
meant this for over eighteen years,
The only genuine Aspirin!

The world’s greatest physicians, jeal-
ous of their own reputation and care-
ful of the health of their patients,
prescribe ‘“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin.”

Aspirin is not German but is made in Canada, by Canadians,

and is owned by a Canadian company. Unless you see the
safety ‘“Bayer Cross” on package and on tablets you are hot

getting Asgirin at all!

Look for the “Bayer Cross”! Then it is real Aspirin.

Buy a “Bayer Package”!

There is no substitute for genuine ‘“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin,”
which have been proved safe by millions for Pain, Headache,
Neuralgia, Toothache, Earache, Rheumatism, Lumbago, Colds,
Grippe, Joint Pains, Neuritis.

Don’t accept Aspirin in a pill box.

Proper and safe directions are in every ‘‘Bayer’ package,

Boxes of 12 tablets—Bottles of 24—Bottles of 100—Also Capsules.

Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetlc-
acidester of Salicylicacid. While it is well known that Aspirla means Bayer manufacture,
to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company will be stamped with
their general trade mark, the “Bayer Cross.”

LIQUID
AND
CAKE

Children's
and Men's
Shoes.

THE F.F.DALLEY
CORPORATIONS LTD.,
HAMILTON, CANADA

Page seventeen of this issue is one of the most
interesting and novel features of the August number.
You will be agreeably surprised at the fun it ‘will
afford you. :

CONTRIBUTED
BY OUR READERS

Canadian Home Journal

My Best Idea

Address
“My Best Idea,”
care of

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

In this Department we will publish the best original items of general interest

to housekeepers which wre sent in by our readers.
we shall pay the one sending it fifty cents.

For each of the accepted items

If the description is not clear we would suggest that the contributor send a
rough sketch, making the idea plain, which can be wused as a guide to the artist

who will illustrate this page.

: The CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL cannot return the items submitted, therefore it
is advisable to keep copics of matter sent for consideration.

To Clean Paint From Windows.

Get a package of the finest steel
wool No. 0 from the hardware. Take
warm water and any good soap that
lathers freely, rub a piece of the steel
wool well filled with the soap on your
paint spots on the window, and they
will quickly disappear.

SUBSCRIBER,
Vancouver, B.C.

When Cleaning Plants.

A housekeeper always dreads to
wash her plants in the bath-tub on
account of the washing of the earth
from the pots. This all can be averted
by taking a piece of oileloth, square or
round, about twice the size of the top
of the pot, cut a small hole in the
centre, and from the edge cut the oil-
cloth to the hole. Wrap the cloth
around the stem of the plant, allowing
the edges to overlap. Turn on your
spray, and the leaves will be beauti-
fully washed. Try it and see.

J. M. M.,
New Brunswick.

Picking Up Paper Without Stooping.

To keep the yard clean, take an old
umbrella with a handle, strip same
and sharpen the steel rod. This makes
a good paper picker to use around the
house and yard. Then take about two
vards of chicken wire and coil it
round like a barrel, close one end with
a piece of the wire. This makes a
basket for the paper, and when this
Wir; barrel is filled, turn it upside
down and burn. There is no danger
wof burning’ paper blowing around,
and the barrel will be ready to fill
again,

J. M. M.,
New Brunswick.

To Empty a Cistern.

In cleaning out an ordinary cistern,
it is often difficult to remove the last
inch of water after all has been
pumped out that can be. Many steps
may be saved if the lower end of the
pipe, through which the water is
pumped up, is placed in a pan or
pail, and this kept full of water by
dipping the last of the water into the
pail or pan. By doing this all the
water can be pumped up.

MRrs. O. CARsoON,
Dunnville, Ont.

That Birthday Cake.

Have you ever tried putting candy
sticks around the birthday cake, with
only one candle in the centre instead
of all candles? It makes a nice
change—and then the guests can be
given the candy to eat.

Leave the whole birthday cake on
the table until time to serve it. Then
remove—and cut as many pieces as
there are guests—and in these cut
pieces put the button, ring or money.
Then each guest gets a fair chance,
and besides it avoids the possibility of
the favors being left in the part of the
cake not used.

Mark the child’s name or initials
on the cake either -with nuts, small
candies or different colored icing. It
adds dignity to the already important
part of the menu.

EcoNoMY.

Giving Young Fowl Water.

If you wish to keep a dish of water
continually before young chickens or
goslings, fill a shallow dish three-
quarters full with very small stones,
then fill with water. They can then
easily jump in or out, and not

. color.

spill the dish of water nor get drown-
ed in it.
CONSTANT READER,
Arthur.

Fresh Fruit Pies.

When making fresh fruit pies much
annoyance is experienced with the
fruit juice boiling out in the oven,
also when the pie is cut the juice
flows all over the plate, making it look
mussy.

This may be eliminated, if when
the fruit is put into the pie a liberal
sprinkling of sago is put all over it be-
fore the top crust is put on. The sago
will swell in the cooking and absorb
the juice and also take its flavor and
The pie will be more gelatinous
or solid and will cut more firmly,
especially when cold.

ARTHUR WILDBUR.

Sticky Dishes.

Dishes that are hard to wash or are
sticky should ke turned upside down
in the dishpan while the others are
being put away. The hot steam is
quicker and much more effective than
any amount of soaking.

A Travel Hint.

Lay a few sheets of clean white
wrapping paper in the tray of your
trunk just before it is strapped to start
on a journey. Of course the paper is
the first thing to greet your eye when
you open the trunk upon your arrival,
and you will find it one of the “big”
little satisfactions to have a fresh
sheet to spread in bureau drawers or
on closet shelves before unpacking.
A newspaper will serve if plain paper
is not available.

Keep Paper Towels at Hand.

Put a roll of absorbent-paper towels
over the sink; besides drying your
hands on them, you can use them for
wiping grease from the pans and a
dozen other things.

Mending Floors With Corks.

Instead of paying a carpenter to
mend the holes in your floor after the
removal of water or gas pipes, plug
them yourself with new corks of the
proper size. The corks will take any
floor stain and prevent the mended
places from being noticeable.

Ice Substitute.

For your summer bungalow which is
located where ice is unprocurable or
expensively scarce use this cold box:
Select two boxes, one twelve inches
larger in all dimensions than the
other. Bury the larger box on the
north side of the house so that it is
level with the ground. Put a twelve-
inch layer of clean sand in the bottom
and on it place the smaller box, then
flll in all round with clean sand.
Close with a double lid on hinges.
Each morning pour a pail of cool
fresh water on the sand.

For the Home Typist

If your typewriter at home proves
expensive by reason of the ribbons dry-
ing and fading out before showing signs
of wear, try dropping a tiny drop of
typewriter oil along the upper edge of
the ribbon at intervals of about six
inches, then wind tightly on one spool
and let it stand several days, or at least
overnight, before using. The ribbon
on my machine is serving its third year,
for household correspondence, and the
indications are that it will yet see as
long a term of usefulness.

&
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~ NIGHT, GEORGIAN BAY

A. Y. Jackson was born in Montreal, Quebec, in 1882. He began his art studies at
the Council of Arts School in t(hat city under Mr. E. Dyounet, R.C.A,, and later became a
student at the Art Institute of Chicago. :

1n 1908 he went tc Europe, where he was for two years a student in the Academie Julian
under J. P. Lawrence. On several occasions he was awarded the prize for drawing from the life.
His natural tendency, however, was towards landscape art, and to this branch of painting he
has devoted himself entirely, making for himself a reputation second to few artists on this
continent.

Mr. Jackson spent the greater part of the years 1910, 1911 and 1912 in Europe, visiting
England, France, Italy, Belgium and Holland, and during that time was a contributor to the
Paris Salon and fhe Royal Scottish Academy.

The call of his native land was too strong, however, and he returned to Canada per-
manently in 1913 and spent the summer on the Georgian Bay. The picture here reproduced
was one of the many canvases resulting from the time spent there.

The wilder phases of Canadian landscape appealed to him most strongly, and many of
his most important pictures are of the Canadian north country.

In 1915 Mr. Jackson laid aside his brushes and, donning the uniform of a private soldier,
went overseas with the 60th Battalion of Montreal. He was severely wounded at Sanctuary
Wood in June, 1916, and, after some months in hospital in France and England, was transferred
to the Canadian War Records, with the rank of lieutenant. With this organization he served in
France in 1917 and 1918, and his contributions to the remarkable collection (some twenty-five
canvases) more than hold their own with the best pictures by the many celebrated English
artists employed in the work.
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A Lovely Hpparition Sent
%3@3/ /7/07220%1‘3 Ornament”

Billie Burke brings back a touch of yesterday.
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PLEN KELLER SPEAKS
TO THE, WORILD ,
MARV SLOUS PICTURE-

" DELIVERANCE”
Z 7 » 7

BY EFHEL M PORTER

and read ‘about the remarkable

achievement of Helen Keller, who at
that time had just succeeded in graduating
from Radclffe College and was lecturing
in the larger Canadian cities. People. in-
credulous and believing, flocked to see and
hear this girl who had through her own
efforts struggled out of her prison of
darkness and silence and, surmounting
every obstacle, was able to take her place
with the ablest of those who could both
see and hear.

SEVERAL years ago much was heard

Her story throughout was one of super-
natural accomplishment. A little child,
blind, deaf and dumb, in a world of which
she knew nothing, afraid alike of animals
and people, scarcely conscious of her own
existence until seven years of age. Then,
to use Miss Keller's own words. “a hand
reached out in the darkness,” and she was
led to know the meaning of love and
understanding through the coming of
Anne Sullivan. Ten years her senior,
Miss Sullivan, who is now Mrs. Macey,
had been blind herself from birth, but,
gaining her sight, was able to start teach- 5
Helen Keller as she is to-day,
engaged in her various social
affairs, receptions, musicales and
lectures.

Among the flowers in her garden. Miss Keller
can tell the color of her flowers by finger touch.

Dreaming that she can
see and hear.

Helen Keller, with her
teacher, Mrs. Macey, and
some of her musical

Litile Etna Ross takes the part of X-{elen
Kelle: as a child in her new picture “Deliver- Fionds
ance.

ing little blind Helen by interpreting the realm of sound and
sight into that of feeling.

The task was stupendous, but hand in hand these two girls
climbed the heights of knowledge, eventually entering Radcliffe
College, and at the age of thirty Helen Keller was a graduate,
speaking and writing five languages and reading both Greek

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 43.)
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luft. 7

Vivian Nfartin. the Paramount Star with her Persian cat “F

Watch your jump!
Within the circle of these
arms you're a lucky dog.

The open air dining-
porch is not the exclusive

% - : % H 112 .
uxury of the millionaire.
We don’t know, but we think that

Mr. Dog is not a help to the washlady.

Enterprising Vivian
Martin  knows  whei>
money is coined to-day.

BEnT S SEETE
could tempt “Rover”

It is doubtful if his own heather hills
his little American mistress.
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DOMINION TIRES

—~ znARE GOOD TIRES

For Every Car in the Dominion

The owner of a big touring car in Toronto, who rides
on the luxurious “DOMINION ROYAL

CORD?” Tires; the driver of a jitney at Lake
" Louise, who scoots over the Rockies on
“DOMINION CHAIN TREADS”; and the
" grocer in Halifax, whose delivery cars are equip-
¥ ped with “DOMINION PLAIN TREADS,” all
say the same thing—

They get the Mileage out of Dominion Tires

Dominion Tirés give this extra mileage because they are
made extra well, of extra good materials, by experts.
There are six different treads:

ROYAL CORD NOBBY CHAIN
DOMINION GROOVED PLAIN

made expressly to meet every condition of road, climate
and requirement of the motorists and business men of
Canada.

Every reader of the Canadian
Home Journal should have
a copy of “What Every
Motorist Should Know
About Tires.” This will be
mailed free to those who will
write for a copy to Domin-
ion Rubber System Limited,
Dept. 250, Montreal, P.Q.

Dominion Tires and Accessories are distributed through
Dominion Rubber System Branches and sold -
by the best dealers throughout Canada
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Deairty but Serviceable
Frocks for the Openirng

An attractive blouse and skirt
combination in gingham for the
high school girl.

The little daughter, as well as mother, must
have a gingham gown.

suit for the

A late summer play suit for
out-of-school hours.

My wee lady’s party frock. Smocking and tucks with
white collar and cuffs make the

smartest of trimming.
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RADE p o8
u:syﬂ“l?;,

DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING

You smack your lips over it, because you like 1ts taste its quahty, 1ts

genuine gratification. It satisfies thirst,
‘Nobody has ever been able to successfully imitate Coca- Cola, because its quality is
indelibly registered -in the taste of the Canadian public.

Demand the genuine by full name—nicknames encourage substitution.

TORONTO THE COCA-COLA COMPANY "WINNIPEG

33
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Idly Busy Rolls Their World Away—Goldsmith

Paramount and Artcraft pictures showing Lila Lee and Lillian Gish.
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(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 20.)

eye in each set. This way will give
me a better crop.

Next came the beans, which I plant-
ed about three in a hill, also two feet
apart. I use the butter beans for early
greens and the marrow fat for win-
ter use.

Onions, beets, carrots and parsnips
I planted in drills also about two feet
apart.

Last I planted my cucumbers, to-
matoes and corn, also citron and water
melons, so I think this year my gar-
den with constant care should bring
forth a good harvest.

A FEARLESS KING.
By Ethel Bain.

Your stationer is always delighted
when you specity French Organdie Sta-
tionery because he is vitally interested in
having you thoroughly pleased.

Obtainable in papeterie, note
paper and tablets with envelopes to
match. S

[ AKE that, and that, and that,”

screamed the angry king-bird as
he swooped down upon the black
crow’s back and pecked at him until the
victim pleaded for mercy. ‘“Mercy!”
shrieked the king-bird as he rose in the
air and darted about his enemy’s head,
pecking at him first on one side and
then on the other. “Why should I
show you any mercy? You, who dared
to rob my nest this year. No wonder
that I hate you,” and still scolding
vigorously, he chased the offender un-
til the vanquished crow disappeared
within the nearby wood.

Order a supply to-day.

‘“Well, you certainly got the best of
him that time,” chattered Bushy, the
red squirrel, as the victorious king-
bird, homeward bound, paused as he
passed, where he was sitting on the
fence rail.

“He got what he deserved,” replied
the king-bird, the orange colored patch
on his head glowing brighter in his
anger. “A Kking-bird can never make
friends with a crow, for he and his
family have robbed us so many times in
the past that we just naturally hate
them.”

“I see,” murmured the squirrel.
“Aren’t you sometimes called the bee
martin ?”

‘“Yes, but that’s not true. What-
ever would I want to eat bees for?
I'm far too keen sighted to catch and
eat a bee with a sting attached. I
don’t mind a drone or two. It’s the
robber flies I destroy, for they are the
pest of the hives. Probably that is
why mankind thinks I eat the bees,
because you know an intelligent bee-
keeper generally keeps his bees in his
orchard.”

“In his orchard! What for?”’ in-
terrupted the squirrel.

In the Heart of the
“To fertilize the blossoms of the

fruit trees, and so wherever bees are c d - P lf- R k.
ke‘;)lt in hives there are always rsbber a n a I a n ac I I c 0 c Ie s

flies. The beekeeper welcomes a king-

bird and protects him for he knows You may enjoy motoring in this garden of Nature’s

thatithenbecs awillibgplooked aftor. wonders—over miles of mountain and valley roads,

‘% BELL, well, T never thought surrounded by the most entrancing scenery in all

that you were so useful,” re- the WOI‘ld

marked the red squirrel. ‘“But you T

must own up that yow're an awfully For other hours of recreation—Coaching, Riding,

noisy bird,” he continued slyly. A_l o Cl b F h G lﬁ I’Ik : ,J
“Oh, I know I'm noisy, as bad as .plllf.) 1m lng’ 1shing, Lolang, 7 King, Swizn-

Blue Jay in fact, but, there, it wouldn’t mmg in Warm bulphur POO]S, Dancmg.

do for us all to be quiet, now would

it?” All this and more centers at

“It wouldn’t,” replied Bushy. “I'm
noisy enough, myself, at times.” BA N F F - s P R I N G s H 0 I E L

“I’'m off to the barnyard to get a

me:;," C:Odk ““:r:i“g(’ib“‘d' “fomi“g e One of the coast-to-coast system of magnificent
“No, thanks. e ’t welcome me . . o
S et i i e Canadian Pacific Railway hotels.
“You should eat gadflies and rose - -
chafers like me,” the king-bird answer- Get betiel‘ acq ualnted Wlth canada

ed, as he spread his wings in flight and
with short quick strokes rose up in the

air. The squirrel watched him rise high-
er and higher, flying straight up and cA HABIA& PﬁelFle RAILWA'
seemingly trying to perform an almost
impossible feat. All at once he started 5 ks .
to come down, tumbling about in a Particulars .from Canadian Pacific
mad and excited manner, making such FicKet EAgents,

S = R Pl W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent,
a noise with his harsh voice that the TORONTO
squirrel began to think his friend had 5

gone crazy.
“Not being able to sing and bubbling & ,

over with high spirits, I suppose he h

just has to do those crazy stunts,” re-

marked a catbird who had alighted
beside the squirrel.

“That’s it. He’s so excited too. My,
but you should have seen him chase
that crow.”

“He doesn’t care for me either, but
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 36.)
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' shouldn’t have said anything.
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so far I've never had a fight with him.
We just let each other alone.”

‘“Best way.”

“I should say so. Look, you'd know
him anywhere, wouldn’t you?"

“Sure. With that white band across
the end of his tail and the peculiar
habit he has of hovering in that un-
certain manner when he has snapped
up a passing insect, why of course I'd
know him.”

‘“He's @ member of the flycatcher
family. Have you noticed the curved
clasp at the tip of his bill and the stiff
hairs at the base of it? No chance
for an insect to escape once it is
caught.”

“Yes. [Those
of his bill are exactly like
the whip-poor-will. Nearly
you, isn’t he?” asked the
he cracked a nut.

“One-half inch shorter,” replied the
catbird as he proudly drew himself up
to his full nine inches.

“I can still see that white band on
his tail,” said the squirrel as he watch-
ed the king-bird in the distance. “That
is an easy way to remember him, be-
cause his plumage isn’'t startling, is
it? That ashy black coat and cap he

the base
those of
as big as
squirrel as

stiff hairs at

weans and that grayish white vest, why
you’d think he was a Quaker, until
you catch a glimpse of the lovely flame
colored patch on his head. Wish he
wouldn’t cover it up. Wonder why he
does, for his head would look so much
better if he would always let it show.”

“It would,” replied the catbird. “I
really don’t know why he hides his one
patch of beauty.”

And neither does anyone else.
Mother Nature keeps that secret to
herself, but I think she has taught |

king-bird—who does
not hesitate to attack and drive off
those rascals, the crow and hawk,
when they attempt to rob his nest—
that it means safety to him to conceal
his jeweled crown, for then he is less
likely to be shot. He is very friendly
to mankind and lives quite in the open
and is a daily visitor to the farm-
yards. You can often see him perched
on a fence rail, a dead branch or on a
tall stalk in a field, whilst his nest is
to be found in an orchard.

After this month you will see him no

the plucky little

more until next May, for during Au-
gust the king-bird says goodbye to the
north and wings his way to the sunny

land of South America.

Four Developments from One Plan

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 12.)

a small

On the
the dining
13 x 18 feet.

plaster cornice for effect.
opposite side of hall from
room is the living-room,
This room would be very
successful if painted in white, using
Adam style for the detail of ceiling,
mantel and door trim.

At the end of the living-room is a
verandah with tile floor, and arranged
for closing in with sash for the winter.

The staircase is in a hall by itself,
and back of it the service entry and
stair to basement.

The kitchen is well lighted and con-
veniently arranged for serving to the
dining-room,

On the first floor four

there are

bed-rooms, each with
closet, and a sleeping
opens off the hall.

The bath-room is large and
venient to all the bed-rooms.

This is a plan which gives the owner
a choice of many different designs for
the elevations, four treatments being
shown on the opening page—one a
roughcast on brick; a second showing

a good clothes
porch, which

con-

a Georgian design entirely of brick;
number three, an inglish half-
timbered treatment; and a fourth,

roughecast on the upper floor only.

Many color schemes for these at-
tractive designs could be selected by
the owner.

"Magination

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10.)

MY uncle and aunt and the dog
are here, and I love to play

with the dog. His name is “Ginger,”
he begs and chases the butcher’s boy
when I sic him on. My uncle is lovely,
he’s big and thas a nice smile, and
people say he's very handsome. My
Aunt Lillian, his wife, is very small,
she doesn’t smile as much as he does,
but when she does, it's almost like a
rainbow. Her hair is brown, it shines
and looks red in the sun and it's very
curly. I don’t think she’s pretty, but
if beauty’s only skin deep, p’r'aps she's
nice inside.

Last night some people came in to
see my uncle and aunt, and the gentle-
men were sitting with father in his
den and T was playing with Ginger on
the floor. Uncle Frank was teasing
Mr. Dancy, and he said:— “I bet he
starts the day’s work with her on his
knee” and Mr. Dancy laughed as if he
was embarrassed and his face was red.
I thought p'r'aps Uncle Frank made a
mistake, so I went up to Mr. Dancy
and said:

“I thought only married people had
children, and you haven’t any wife?”

Uncle Frank threw his head back
and laughed till the tears came, father
slid down farther in his chair and
held his paper up higher. Mr. Dancy
laughed but his face was redder st1l.

“You're right about the wife and the
kids, Kit, but what put such an idea
into your head?” he said.

“Oh, then it's a borrowed child you
start to work with on your knee?” I

" asked him.

But, like 'Mrs. Brondell’s buttons, I
Uncle
pretty nearly

and choked. Sud-

Frank didn’'t care, he
fell out of his chair
denly they all sat up straight and
tried not to ‘let their faces get red,
and I turned to see what was the
matter and there was Aunt 'Lizabeth.
Gee! she looked ‘awful, she sent me
to bed and her face was like a cloud
that comes when there’s thunder and
wind. I never thought ‘grown-ups
would be fraid of Aunt ’Lizabeth, but
Father and Uncle and Mr. Dancy look-
ed like it. I heard her say to them
as I leaned over the banister where she
couldn’t see me—

(CONTINUED ON

“You ought to be
conversation.”

proud of your

Sometimes Aunt ’Lizabeth’s mouth
is like a pair of scissors and that’s the
way it sounded then. I don’t see why
she didn't ’'pprove of it. We didn’t
use any swear words or say anything
mean about anyone. I wonder why
those three big men were afraid of
‘her.

HIS morning TUncle Frank and
Aunt Lillian were going out to-
gether. He looked very tired. His
face looked so different, as if like Min-
erva Johnson’s his heart ached. I
wonder why hearts ache! I came into
the living-room to look for Ginger and
Aunt 'Lizabeth and Mother were looking
out of the window. Aunt ’Lizabeth’s
face looked like a fun'ral and she shook
her head.

“Poor Frank, what a tragedy for
him!” she said half to Mother and half
to herself. Now I don’t know what a
tragedy is, unless it's a disease, but I
could ask Rosie.

I hate cats, I'd like to see them all
killed, ’'cept Kittens and ’course they
couldn’t kill little birds. Poor Solomon,
I don’t think I'll ever tease him again.
Yesterday afternoon he found his little
canary, it was so tiny, and soft and yel-
low and gay, dead. Just as he went out
on the verandah, where little Yellow
Jacket used to sing in his cage, he saw
a big striped cat jump down the steps
and run away. And we know that cat
made the canary die. I cried and cried
and couldn't eat any dinner. When I
have to stay inside the yard and can’t
go and play with the other children,
I don’t know what T'll do without Yel-
low Jacket, because when I used to
frown and be very angry, Yellow Jacket
would commence to sing and then I'd
be ashamed. He never could get out of
his cage and play with the other little
birds, but he didn’t frown and pout,
he sang and made me happy.

And go last night, T knew how it felt
to have your heart ache and ache. I
wonder if Aunt ’'Lizabeth knows what
ache in the heart means. I think if she
did, she’'d try’'n make her mouth smile
when she sees Minerva Johnson.

PAGE 54.)
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Pie

Fillings

LITTLE Benson’s Corn Starch should
be introduced into juicy fruit pies, such
as rhubarb, cherry, etc., to prevent running
over.

Orange Cream Pie (see Recipe below) is

not difficult to

make, and w111 prove a happy

addition to your dessert recipes.

Serve custards, blanc mange, sauces, gravies,
cakes and puddings made with Benson's

Corn Starch.

Wiite for booklet.
PIE CRUST

Take 1/ cup flour with 15 cup of Benson’s Corn Starch,
14 teaspoonful baking powder, 2 tablespoonfuls of Mazola,
or butter, 14 cup of cold water, 14 teaspoonful salt.

Sift flour, corn starch and baking powder in a bowl, add
shortening, rub fine through flour, add last water and salt.

Turn on to board,

desired.

oll lengthwise till smooth and use as

ORANGE CREAM PIE

Place in saucepan over the fire, |1 tablespoonful Benson’s
Corn Starch, 34 cup water, /5 tablespoonful of sugar and 1
tablespoonful of Lily White Corn Syrup. Boil five minutes.
Remove from fire; add yolks of two eggs, 14 rind of an
orange and juice of one orange and 1/ lemon; mix well.

Line greased pie pan with very thin pie crust, brush out
with beaten egg and sprinkle with bread crumbs. Pour in
above mixture and bake in medium oven till crust is light

brown.

Beat the whites of the eggs very, very stiff; add one table-
spoonful of powdered sugar. Arrange by spoonfuls on top

of pie and set in h
Serve cold.

ot oven to brown a nice color.

PREPARED CORN

w. r m:son & eo:s

FOR CULINARY PURPOSES.

IN]

BY.A\C M»\r«cg

\nowledgrl to N suvenona
of a similar ki ot
i Wed kind frowm the Ui

International nxmmon.z.m,m, 1862,

C

most defici jous of all 5
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ted States or
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preparation ever

The Canada Starch Co., Limited
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Properly Managed, the Refrigerator Will
Save Much Food

By Louise Gunton Royston

REFRIGERATOR requires con-
A stant vigilance; first, because it

is 'a receptable for food;
gecond, because it is almost air-tight.
Its recesses may contain a multitude
of secrets. Slime left where the ice
has melted shows the need of care.
Likewise the spilling of food on
shelves is another source of trouble.
For these various reasons a refriger-
ator should be washed with washing
soda, soap, and a disinfectant once a
week. It is the best plan to arrange
to clean, or have cleaned, when one
supply of ice is nearly exhausted, and
before the next supply arrives. If you
cannot use a scrub brush to get into
all parts, use a small, stiff paint brush,
which will reach the corners. When
the entire refrigerator is thoroughly
cleaned, wash it with ice water to
chill it)

An ice box should always be full of
ice. It is poor economy to allow the
supply to decrease. If sufficient ice is
provided, the box can be kept at an
even temperature, which will insure
the preservation of the food which
it contains. A common mistake is
that of getting a small piece of ice
each day instead of filling the ice
chamber two or three times a week.
The small piece of ice cannot reduce
the temperature sufficiently, and the
result is that each new piece melts
rapidly and the food cannot be Kkept
fresh. It is much more injurious to
food to keep it in a box with a scanty
supply of ice than it is to leave it
covered on a pantry shelf where there
is a good supply of fresh air. If you
must be economical with ice, wrap
each cake in a piece of old woolen
blanket, which must be removed and
boiled in water and baking soda once
a week.

The breaking of ice is. usually a
wasteful process. If cracked ice is
needed, there is an economical way of
severing a piece of the desired size
from the main lump. Instead of ham-
mering or hacking at it with a pick,
which may slip and punch a hole in
the refrigerator lining, press the point
of the instrument slowly but firmly
upon a spot above the corner of a
block, using the palm of the hand
against the end of the handle, push-
ing steadily and with force.

‘HE effect of cold on food is to re-
tard decay, or by freezing to stop it
absolutely. In household refrigera-
tors it is never cold enough to freeze.
It is only cold enough to retard
decay. The misuse of the refriger-
ator lies in the belief that it will pre-
vent decay. The foods that spoil easily
are milk, cream, butter, uncooked meat,

uncooked fish, certain fruits, such as
peaches and plums, and vegetables
that wilt easily, such as lettuce and
spinach. The foods that do not spoil
as easily are eggs, fruits—such as
apples, oranges, and lemons—cooked
meat, and cooked, salted, and smoked
fish. If you are obliged to keep fresh
fish for a time, do not put one on
top of another. Instead, wring a
clean cloth out of cold salt water,
wrap the fish separately in this, place
them in a tin-covered pail, and put
them in the ice box. Fish have a
strong odor which permeates other
food, and they should never be put
in the ice box unless covered. A
saucer of broken pieces of charcoal
placed in the refrigerator will absorb
impurities and prevent unpleasant
odors if renewed each week.

Cleanliness and cold are essentials
in the keeping of milk, so you must
always wash milk utensils in baking
soda water to remove acidity. Milk
changed from one temperature to an-
other sours quickly. TIor this reason
do not take cream or milk from the
table after a meal and place it with
cold milk in the refrigerator, and
never leave milk or cream uncovered
in the refrigerator as they readily take
up the odors and flavors from other
food.

Pears, melons, and grapes come to
no harm by lying on the ice for some
hours before they are to be eaten,
but they should not be kept in a damp
place too long, and should be eaten
as soon as they are removed from the
refrigerator. Berries, peaches, or
apricots should not be kept long or in
boxes in the refrigerator.

\,TEGETAHLES that are to be eaten

in a raw state should be dipped
quickly in boiling water to which
has been added a pinch of boric acid
powder, to destroy any germs, and then
put in cheesecloth and placed directly
on the ice to preserve their crispness.
Celery salads of all sorts, cauliflower,
tomatoes, peas, beans, and other suc-
culent vegetables, may be stored for a
day or two in the refrigerator and be
much better for it, but potatoes, onions,
turnips, carrots, and similar veget-
ables should be kept dry and cool, but
not cold.

Use glass preserve jars with screw
tops for keeping leftovers in the re-
frigerator. No odors can then escape
and the contents of the jars may be
seen at a glance. When you wish to
set them on the ice, put a rubber ring,
such as is used on fruit jars, under
the glass jar or dish, to prevent it
slipping as the ice melts.

‘Watch Your House

Lights With a View

To Economy

By Louise Gunton Royston

HEN searching for.a suitable
W lamp you will be confronted
with tall lamps, meant to stand
beside pianos; adjustable lamps, that
will throw a pleasant light on one’s
book; drawing room lamps, bedroom
lamps, library lamps, wooden lamps
:and china lamps, which shows that
much thought and consideration must
be given to the selection of a lamp
.and its shade to insure a good light
:and attractive and appropriate shape
and color.
It is real economy to know how to

.get the best results from artificial
lights, whether electricity, gas, or
kerosene. If electricity is used, there

is considerable saving by having each
light placed in the proper position to
reflect its entire brilliance. Conven-
ient switches for turning off the light
;save many dollars in a year’s time. A
kitechen 1light should be located to
light the stove and work table. A

great convenience is to have a long
cord attached, so that the light may
easily be moved about the room. A
dining room light should be directed
downward, necessitating a dome. Place
the bathroom lights on each side of
the mirror. A bedroom light switch
should be placed at the door. The
stairway light may be a dim one, and
should be controlled at the top of the
steps within reach of the children.
Before cleaning your electric light
bulbs, turn on the light and they will
not break, no matter how fragile.

Gas fixtures should be so placed that
there will be no danger of curtain or
drapery coming in contact with the
lights. Mantle burners produce better
lights, and the inverted styles pro-

tect the ceilings and save gas. If your
gas mantles are smoky and so dull
that the light is dimmed, you can

Simply sprinkle a
the mantle and

easily clean them.
pinch of salt over

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 56.)

smart as when new.

and colors.

Really hard to tell

you just how simple, quick and delightful it is
to use LUX—sc that your soft summer gar-
ments, house dresses, silk underwear, can be
washed again and again and look always as
For the busy mother of
a family—for the school teacher, the business
girl, or any “girl” for that matter, the fine,
creamy, abundant, instant {

lather is a wonder worker in coaxing soiled garments,
the daintier the better, back to their first freshness

You’ll like to read “’The Care of Dainty Clothes’’, our newest
Recipe Book, and we’ll gladly send you a free copy on request.

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED
TORONTO, ONT.

In the interests of the family
health and for true economy,
“Can all the Fruit and Veget-

)

ables you can;” and to get the
best results in so doing have a
copy of this useful book before
you. In addition to these fea-
tures, the book contains an ex-
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For Better
Preserves

We have published a little book
that is not only interesting, but
helpful. It contains, besides a
complete section of “Hints for
Canners,” a large number of ex-
ceptionally good recipes which
will be appreciated by house-
wives during the preserving sea-
son. S ik

planation of the Perfect Seal
Jar and other jars made by us.
(#lass Jars are the only correct
containers for canned goods, and
those made by the DOMINION
GLASS COMPANY are the high-
est grade obtainable.

For your Free Copy of this book, write
Dept. “A.”

Dominion Glass Company, Limited
Montreal .
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you can, and to-morrow night you’ll do
s0 well we’ll all be green with envy.”
With a last parting squeeze she tripped
to the door. There she paused. “Janet,
what are you going to do with Bob
Blake?”

No answer.

“Janet, did you hear me? What are
you going to do with Bob Blake and
Nick Ryerson?”’

“I think you can attend to him,”
Janet answered this time but Muriel
noticed Janet said ‘“him’” instead of
“them,” and as the gay little creature
prepared for bed she wondered if Nick
would be willing to have anyone’s at-
tention in place of Janet’s.

“And my dear little girl,” Muriel ad-
dressed the face in the looking-glass.
“Whatever happens remember you’ve
got to smile, smile, smile.” S

EFT alone Janet stood for a moment

idly fingering the different articles
on her dressing-table. Then, switching
off the lights, she threw open the low
window and knelt by its wide sill gazing
out on the dark waters of the Bay.

How black it looked except where
the moon made a path of shimmering
brightness over the wide expanse of
water.

It seemed to the girl her life was
like that, cheerless and grim, only
brightened here and there by the high
lights of gratified ambition. Was that
all there was in life for anyone, or was
there something unutterably precious
she was missing?

It had been work, work, work, all
these years. No time for play, no money
for luxuries; every copper went for
lessons and the necessaries required for
her training as a singer. The last year
or two had been easier, so far as money
was concerned, but every little triumph
meant greater endeavor.

Oh, she was so tired, and she buried
her head in her outstretched arms. But
possibly everyone else was just as
weary. Were they? What was it
Signor Dinnetti had said? She was
hard and cold, he had told her—They
had been studying a modern love song.

¢ H these songs of love! They

make me what you call weary,”
her teacher had exclaimed wrathfully.
“They talk of dying all the while. But
love is not of dying.” and the plain
rugged face became illumined, “it is the
very essence of living, touching all the
shadows, making them light. That is
what our love did, my Minna’s and
mine,” he looked hungrily at the beauti-
ful pictured face hanging over the
piano and again he wandered beneath
sunny Italian skies, his lost love by his
side.

Janet Cameron

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 11.)

Janet moved and the Professor was
himself again. “I will get you a song,”
he said, and rising abruptly, he opened
an antique desk, that stood in the
corner. He came back with a yellowed
manuscript in his hand and placing it
on the rack struck two or three chords,
then drifted into a minor melody broken
here and there by rippling cadences
that told of soft breezes and sunlight
and bird song.

Through all the haunting sadness of
the song, that lilting measure burst like
a living voice that would not be stilled.

“That is what I call a song of love.”
the old man exulted. “Now, sing, sing,
sing,”” he cried excitedly. ‘Sing as
though no matter how long the day, or
how dark the night, you would be the
sun, and the moon, and the stars, to
the one you loved.”

ANET had tried. How she had

tried! But the Professor became
more and more exasperated. At last
with a resounding crash he had shut
the piano, and turning furiously to
Janet he had cried.

“Yes, you sing beautifully! Oh, yes.
beautifully perfect, just like a machine,
but bah! You’'ve no soul; You’re hard
and cold. You know not one thing of
love.” And in a rage he tramped from
the room.

Did she know anything of
‘What about Bob Blake?

The time had come when a decision
must be made. To make that decision
she must go back ten years, to the
girl who stood in the shadow of the
vines, and vowed that come what might
she would get even with the good-look-
ing, altogether detestable stranger,
who criticised her so unmercifully.

love?

OW well she remembered every

little detail of that day. A warm
Sunday in early June had made the
choir hurry away after the morning
service, glad to be out in the soft
fragrant air.

Janet had gone but a little way when
she remembered the music she had left
in the vestry. Hurrying back to get
it, she was arrested just as she reached
the window, by the sound of a
stranger’s voice.

“For Heaven’s sake, Nick, where did
you pick up that freak in the front
row?”

Nick Ryerson made no answer, and
the unknown’s voice went on, “I've
seen a good many choirs, and I must
say church singers are not usually
beauties, but the equal of yours I have
never seen.”

A chair scraped on the floor.
Evidently the wretch had found a more

satisfactory position for he continued.
“A choir should be placed at the back
of a church always. Then the faces
they make and their hunching should-
ers, when they prepare for a high note,
wouldn’t interfere with the worship.”

Y3 Y dear Blake,” she heard the

choir-leader say, “I don’t think
worship, save for a pretty face,
bothers you much or you wouldn’'t be
so censorious of my poor singers. Re-
member, it’s ears, not eyes, a choir
is supposed to appeal to.”

“Oh, shucks, Nick!” the person whose
name was Blake replied. “That’s all
very well for you to say, but you
know the man doesn't live, who isn’t
influenced largely by a pretty face.
Virtues are far more easily discern-
ible when seen through the magnifying
glass of delighted senses.”

“I don’t agree with you” Ryerson
answered quickly, “I admire a beauti-
ful voice for itself regardless of its
possessor.”

“Well, I don’t,” the chair came down
with a thud. “Anyway a beautiful
voice would presuppose artistic sense,
no matter how undeveloped it might be.
Anyone with the very least touch of
artistic taste could never have all that
heap of tow on her head, and screw
her mouth, and roll her eyes the way
that end girl of yours does. Who is
she?”

The end girl, outside the window,
drew back. She knew she shouldn’t
be listening, but not for an instant did
she consider leaving.

“I suppose you
heart ceased beating, “My protege,
Janet Cameron,”” she heard Ryerson
say. “She is rather terrible at present,
but just wait a while till she finds her-
self and gets rid of some of her
mannerisms.”’

mean’’—Janet’s

13 ANNERISMS!” his friend

echoed, “Lord, Nick, you're
mild. T’d call them something worse
than mannerisms.”

“Call them what you like, old man,”
Ryerson answered, “But I'm sorry for
the girl. I'll tell you her story.

“She and her aunt came to this
country when Janet was quite a small
girl. The father had died, but before
his death his wife ran away with some
actor friend.

“Of course Miss Cameron, the aunt,
was glad of a chance to get little
Janet away from the erring mother,
and all the old acquaintances. When
a position offered itself in America she
very willingly accepted it. Miss Camer-
on is one of your typical Scotch women
and has been unusually strict with her

This 1s
the Pen

that Signed the Treaty
that Ended the War

SOLD BY THE BEST DEALERS EVERYWHERE
L. E. Waterman Company Limited, 179 St. James St., Montreal.

)

Canadian Home Journal

niece. Now the niece is breaking away
from her influence, with the results
you see.”

“Hm!” Blake sniffed, “it must have
been pretty bad if this is but the re-
flex.”

“Jt was pretty bad for the youngster,
I'm afraid;” Ryerson paused so long
his two listeners thought he never in-
tended to continue.

66 O on, finish your story.” Blake
said, “Of course you know what
pity is akin to, Nick! If you're
smitten, old man, please forgive me.”
“Don’t be a fool, Blake,” the organist
interrupted curtly, “Janet Cameron is
a thoroughly nice girl, with a beauti-
ful voice. She’s crazy about music and
she has adopted many of the worst
mannerisms of the poorest members of
the profession. But mark my words,”’
he jumped up from his chair, “You'll
live to see the day, when Janet Camer-
on’s name will be known from the
Atlantic to the Pacific.”

“My dear Nick, you've certainly got
it bad. I’'m sorry for you. Come on
home, to lunch.”

How Janet reached home that morn-
ing and how she at last persuaded her
aunt to allow her to take singing les-
sons the girl hardly knew. She had
rushed into the parlor where her aunt
sat enveloped in a Sabbath-calm, and
without giving Miss Janet time to re-
monstrate on the mode of her entrance,
the girl had begun, “Aunt Janet! I'm
going to take singing lessons. I'm going
to. I'll show them what I can do,”
and on and on it went through the days
that followed until in sheer desperation
Miss Cameron gave in.

1

HILE her Aunt lived, Janet had

to be content with the small

suburban town, going twice a week to

the city for lessons. But when the girl

was left alone there was nothing to

hold her, and the larger place called
insistently.

There she would be in the heart of
things; perhaps be a paid singer in
some church, or get occasional concert
engagements; so thither she turned
her steps.

Those first years were hard, bitterly
hard at times. How lonely and bare
they would have been without the
loyal friendship of Nicholas Ryerson,
Janet dared not think. Had there been
a time when Nick’s regard showed
signs of developing into something
nearer and dearer, that time had passed
without a declaration, and without a
sting, and to-night, looking back, most
of her happy days in some way owed
their existence to the quiet, reserved
organist.

And there had been happy days.
Until a year ago she was moderately
contented. Her work she loved and
each month saw her a little nearer the
goal of her ambitions.

HEN all was changed. At a re-
cital she met the successful
architect, Robert Blake. When she was
presented, just for the moment Janet
did not connect this distinguished man,
greying at the temples, with the de-
bonnair stranger who had those many
years ago, occupied the back pew in
the little church in Willowdale. But
when he spoke, the indolent voice, with
just a suspicion of mockery, recalled
at once the episode of days gone by.
A wave of fury shook the girl. Al
last she had met her enemy. Surely
there would be some way of paying
this man for all her hours of suffering
and humiliation.
As the weeks passed Janet would
have been blind indeed not to have seen
Blake’s infatuation.

How she gloried in it! At last he
was in her power, and as she in one
way or another balked him in t€lling
his love, she kept assuring herself it
was for the joy of prolonging her
triumph, making her revenge all the
more complete.

But was it? Recently a small voice
was whispering that the man might
suffer, and acutely; but vaguely,
Janet knew that when she sent Robert
Blake from her, life would have lost
its most precious possession.

She wag Scotch, therefore a good
hater, the possessor of an excellent
memory, and the thing she set out
to do, that she did. But, in the end,
what was it worth? Her pride or her
love must suffer. Which would it be?

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 54.)
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A Kitchen a Thousand Times as Large as Yours

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 13.)

as far as the fundamental principles go.
But perhaps you cannot spare the
time to really go—so just in imagina-
tion let us start off with one who has
been there. Keep eyes and ears open,
for there are many secrets to be learned
ere we come back to Canada.

You will be particularly welcome at
this most accessible hotel, for the
President, Mr. John Bowman, was
born in Canada, and it is his aim to
make the Commodore a place where
his kinsfolk will feel at home. Can-
adian money will be accepted there,
although the rest of New York may
look askance and refuse your perfect-
ly good dollars. To most New York-
ers the summun bonum of all things,
money included, lies within the sacred
borders of their town, and anything
which does not bear the stamp of
Uncle Sam is of necessity beyond ac-
ceptance.

IRST let us visit the main kitchen,
where all manner of operations
are going on with precision and thor-
oughness. For the maintenance of
order each kind of work is done in a
separate room, and when machinery
can aid in the process it is installed.
The preparation of the many kinds
of fish is a most interesting study, es-
pecially when one learns that the fish
recipes at the command of the head
chef number exactly one thousand.
The making of the sauces for the vari-
ous fish dishes, vegetables and meats
is considered to be the most important
work done in the kitchens. The head
saucier commands a huge salary, and
is looked upon as a small king by his
assistants in the domain of “spicy”
knowledge.

And when one comes to think of it,
the making of sauces is a most im-
portant thing, for many a dish is ruin-
ed or saved by the sauce accompany-
ing it. Here, then, is one secret to
take home. And because we are ex-
ceedingly interested the chef tells us
the exact ingredients of one of his
most famous tomato sauces used on
clams and crab meat, but suitable for
use with various other dishes. The
broportions are large, of course, but
the shrewd cook can reduce them and
concoct a sauce which will keep her
friends guessing. Two gallons of
Chili sauce, eight gallons tomato cat-
sup, three cups salt, tabasco sauce,
horse radish, Worcestershire sauce and
the juice of three dozen lemons. There
you have it, already to try as soon as
tomatoes are plentiful.

E also discover that when soup

is pronounced ready to serve at
the Commodore, it has been cooked
for twelve hours. In enormous vats
the stock is boiled for seven hours the
first day, then' cooled to keep it from
becoming sour, and on the following
day after the addition of vegetables
and seasoning it is again cooked for
five hours. The delicious aroma com-
ing from these steaming caldrons is
sufficient to convince one of the wis-
dom of this method, but when we
taste the soup later in the dining room
we resolve never again to serve soup
after the old one-hour recipe.

But we are on a tour of investiga-
tion, not feasting on the finished dishes,
50 next let us learn how the meats are
prepared.

Over huge charcoal fires we see
cooks skilfully broiling chops and
steaks, and pause to ask: “Why char-

coal?” for one fire had always seemed
as good as another, to us heat being
merely heat from whatever source it
be obtained.

“Charcoal always for broiling,” re-

plies the chef, “and wood for roast-
ing. Gas or hard coal all right, but
wood smoother—not so rough. For

partridge and other game use cherry
wood—an old cherry tree is best. This
not only cooks the bird smoothly, but
perfumes it as well and gives a qual-
ity and flavor obtained in no other
.way.”

We doubt no more that “genius is
an immense capacity for taking pains,”
as the cookery wizard smiles at our
wonderment. Little did we dream of
the care and thought an expert chef
gives to the minutest detail of his art,
and we all really thought we knew
quite a bit about cookery when we left
home, didn't we?

EIGHT bakers are engaged in pre-

paring bread, rolls of many vari-
eties, cakes and pastries for the
numerous requirements of breakfast,

|

lunch, afternoon tea, dinner, banquet,
and night supper, which go to make
up the twenty-four hours in the life of
a great hotel. The immense ovens,
when the doors are opened, resemble
huge mouths opening to receive the
pans of dainties which the bakers
manipulate by means of long handled
wooden paddles, reaching to the farth-
est corners of the ovens. Here, as
everywhere in the kitchens, the cooks,
bakers and helpers wear white suits,
giving the whole scene an appearance
of spotless uniformity. The watch-
word from the head chef to the mes-
senger boy is ‘“‘system.” This you see
in every detail. Nothing just happens
and there is no such thing as luck in
these kitchens. Even during the rush
period of dinner serving, when hun-
dreds of waiters are having orders
filled, all moves with clocklike order.

The section where the salads are
prepared is one in which we linger
long, wishing we had a hundred eyes
to note all the details of these myster-
ious creations. Dainty baskets made
of tomato on lettuce, filled with rice,
volk of egg, dressing, and other tempt-
ing ingredients, fruit salads, fish salads,
and cold meat salads all present a col-
orful picture which we leave unwill-
ingly, as our guide suggests that we
next visit the banquet kitchens.

These we find are several floors
above the main kitchens, connecting
directly with the magnificent ballroom,
where these large functions are held.
Beautiful indeed is this immense room,
with its adjoining waiting and recep-
tion rooms, galleries for orchestra, and
elevated section for tha guests’ tables.

tire regiment strong, back from
France, the next a dazzling assembly
of New York’s Four Hundred, to be
succeeded by a juvenile army of Amer-
ica’s Boy Scouts. So the scene changes
night after night, each interesting and
each a noteworthy gathering.

Being truly patriotic Canadians, let
us choose the night of the King’'s
birthday for our visit, and see how
this event is celebrated at the Com-
modore by Canadians, 1.0.D.B.E., and
other Britishers. Before the guests
arrive we may have a glimpse into the
room with its array of tables, snowy
linen, sparkling glass and silver. On
each table, in a silver holder, is a card
with a large number by which the
guests find their places, opposite the
name of each on the programme and
menu card appearing the number of
table to which each is assigned. When
the hour arrives there is no confusion;
each table is surrounded by its own
party with scarcely a pause in the mer-
riment.

HILE this is going on in the ban-

quet hall, in the serving kitchens
at the rear the many waiters each with
a tray, are lined up alphabetically,
waiting for the first ring of the gong
which ILeony gives the moment all is
in readiness. This means—prepare.
Number two follows, each man know-
ing its command—waiters for the
guests’ table advance. These waiters
move forward quickly, fill their trays
and pass into the dining-room. Then
come three rings of Leony’s gong and
all waiters proceed. One can describe
it only as an army advancing under

39

The banquet proceeds gayly, course
after course, each more tempting than
the last, until the climax is reached
with the bringing in of the enormous
birthday cake, with its fifty-four light-
ed candles, and bearing a huge, per-
fectly fashioned crown, made by the
confectioners in the hotel that morn-
ing. The manner of moulding these
creations is exceedingly interesting to
the novice, as they demand a very
great amount of artistic skill as well
as culinary knowledge. A plan of the
article desired is drawn first on paper,
then when the melted sugar reaches
a certain consistency the deft fingers
of the sculptor twist and turn and
mould it into whatever shape he de-
sires. With pride this artist tells of
the many novelties he has executed,
especially of a marvellous hat made of
sugar, for a very special occasion. A
real hat, with violets and ribbon, was
used as a model, and so perfect was
the copy in sugar that no one could
distinguish the sugar chapeau from the
original.

The procession bringing in this won-
derful King’'s Birthday cake is led by
the flag bearers, carrying large ensigns
of the Allies, the Union Jack being
given greatest prominence. By the
time the immense lighted cake is
brought in, bearing its shimmering
royal crown, the banqueters are on
their feet, and with one impulse burst
into “God Save the King.”

Speeches follow, given by soldiers,
statesmen, and women prominent in
the I.O.D.B.E. in New York, each
ringing with loyalty and love for the

One night we find it filled with stal- the leadership of a general who is a ™Mother land and King George. The
warts, sunburned and hearty, an en- master of his art. (CONTINUED ON PAGE 56.)
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MCCOrmick

Jersey Cream Sodas

St. John, N.B.

AVE you tasted McCormick’s oy
Jersey Cream Sodas?

They are delightful —crisp and full

of flavor— All the ingredients used

are of the highest quality.
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Many Annual Meetings are Held by Institutes and Gratifying
Reports Given |

RALLY TENT FOR WOMEN’S
INSTITUTE MEMBERS.

Women’s Institute members who at-
tend the Canadian National Exhibition
will be made welcome at the head-
quarters tent located at the west side
of the Government building. An ex-
perienced worker in the Ontario Wo-
men’s Institutes will be in attendance
at all times prepared to give informa-
tion on the general plans of the Insti-
tutes for the coming season, including
regular programme for the monthly
meetings, demonstration lecture
courses, medical school inspection,
domestic science, the hot lunch for the
rural schools, literature for the Institute
members, girls’ work in connection
with the Institutes, etc. Come to the
headquarters tent and talk over your
problems and plans with officers and
members from other parts of the Prov-
ince. Visitors from other provinces
who are interested in Institute work
will also be welcome.

DEMONSTRATION LECTURE
COURSES.

The Women’'s Institute Branch of
the Ontario Department of Agriculture
is prepared to furnish instructors for
systematic courses of instruction, each
embracing ten lectures and demonstra-
tions as indicated below:

DoMESTIC SCIENCE, including the can-
ning of fruits, vegetables and meats;
vegetables; fruit; milk; cereals and
cheese; meat and substitutes for meat;
simple desserts and salads, etc.

HoME NURSING AND FIrRsT A1p.—The
human body and its structure; the
sick room, and bed-making for various
forms of sickness; the bath—Xkinds
and effect; emergencies; hot and cold
applications; bandaging; contagious
and infectious diseases; the adminis-
tration of. food and medicine; baby
hygiene, etc., etc.

SEWING

Two lessons on hand sewing and
measurements—plain and fancy.

Stitches, including button holes
and eyelet.

Drafting and cutting,
finishing, plackets, etc.

Two lessons on tailored skirt.

Two lessons on one-piece dress,
plain.

Two lessons on one-piece dress,
fancy.

‘These courses are among the most
valuable service rendered by the De-
partment of Agriculture, as is evi-
denced by the large proportion of the
centres which apply for a second
course.

machine

The Department has already re-
ceived a number of applications for
courses to be given next fall and win-
ter, and now that the time of the mem-
bers will not be occupied by war work,
we expect a great increase in the num-
ber of classes. Full particulars will be
sent to those who write to the Wo-
men's Institute Branch, Parliament
Buildings, Toronto.

ONTARIO ANNUAL CONVENTION.

It is the intention to hold the annual
Convention of the Ontario Women’s
Institutes during the week of the Pro-
vincial Horticultural Exhibition (Fruit,
Flowers and Honey) in early Novem-
ber. Plans are under way for the
holding of conventions at Ottawa and
London in advance of the dates to be
chosen for the Central Ontario Con-
vention. Either immediately preced-
ing, or following the Central Ontario
Convention, to be held at Toronto, the
Federated Women's Institutes of Can-
ada will hold their first Dominion-wide
meeting. Full announcements as to
dates, programmes, etc., will be made
‘= an early number of the Journal.

CONSTITUTION AND BY-LAWS IF'OR
FEDERATED WOMEN’S INSTI-
TUTES OF ONTARIO.

Constitution and By-laws as given
below have been submitted for con-
sideration at district annual meetings.

Suggested changes for the same
must be submitted to the Secretary of
the Federation, Mrs. B. O. Allen, 629
S. Viecar St., Fort William, at least one
month previous to the date of the
earliest of the Conventions, which will
be held at Ottawa about the middle of
October.

ARTICLE 1.—NAME.

This Federation shall be called the
Federated  Women's Institutes of
Ontario.

ARTICLE 2.

The organization shall be strictly non-
pantisan and non-sectarian in every
phase of its work, and no Institute
shall be operated in the interests of any
party, sect or society, but for ithe
equal good of all citizens. Those In~
stitutes which introduce sectarian or
partisan questions in their meetings
will forfeit their right to belong to the
Federation.

ARTICLE 3.—MOTTO.

The Motto of this Federation shall be

“For Home and Country.”

ARTICLE 4.—PURPOSES.

The Federated Women’s Institutes
shall be the central Provincial organiza-
tion of all local branch Institutes which
have been or may hereafter be formed
under the Ontario Department of Agri-
culture, and the purposes of the Federa-
tion shall be,—

(a) To co-ordinate the efforts and
further the plans of all local Institutes
for home improvement and community
betterment;

(b) To voice the sentiments of the
local branches on all matters of Pro-
vincial importance within the scope of
Institute work;

(c) To co-operate with the Ontario
Department of Agriculture or other De-
partments of the Government in work
on educational and social lines for the
improvement of national life.

ARTICLE 5.—MEMBERSHIP.

Whereas it is impracticable to hold a
Provincial meeting of the large mem-
bhership of the local Institutes, and at
the same time most desirable that the
membership of the Federation shall be
of a representative character, it is
therefore provided that the members
s¢hall be chosen in the following
manner:

(a) Each Annual District meeting
shall elect one delegate to attend the
division convention in which such dis-
trict is situated to serve with other
district delegates for the selection of
the membership of the Federation.

(b) At the time of each convention,
the delegates so elected, shall meet and
and shall, from among themselves and
the present executive, elect those who
shall constitute the membership of the
Federation on the following basis:

Eastern Ontario Convention Division,
3 members (1 for each sub-division).
Central Ontario Convention Division,
11 members (1 for each sub-division).
Western Ontario Conwvention Division,
3 members (1 for each sub-division).

Each person selected in this manner
shall be recorded as a member of the
Federation, and shall serve one year or
until such time as a successor is ap-
pointed.

ARTICLE 6.—ANNUAL FEDERATION
MEETING.

The Federation shall meet annually,
and at the call of the President. The
business at the Annual Meeting shall be
as follows:

(a) Election of Officers.
(b) Such other matters as may affect

the welfare of the Institutes and their
work.

ARTICLE 7.—OFFICERS.

The Federation shall elect an Ex-
ecutive of seven, which shall be com-
posed of: a president, a vice-president
from each of the Convention Divisions,
and three directors. The secretary-
treasurer shall be appointed by the Ex-
ecutive.

ARTICLE 8.

(a) This Federation shall take all
steps that may be deemed advisable to
strengthen the Institutes to raise funds,
obtain grants, and all such other things
as may be considered in the best in-
terests of the movement.

(b) The Executive shall carry out the
policies of the Federation as determined
at the Annual Meeting and shall have
power to take such action as may be
necessary on matters arising between
Annual Meetings. The Executive may
meet from time to time during the year
as circumstances require and shaill have
power to appoint special committees
on special subjects. Four members
shall constitute a quorum.

ARTICLE 9.—RESOLUTIONS.

Any Institute may forward to the
Federation resolutions of general in-
terest affecting the welfare of Institute
work, and it shall be the duty of the
Federation to consider such resolutions,
and take such action as may seem
fit and proper, but such resolutions
must be forwarded to the secretary of
the Federation at least one month be-
fore the Annual Conventions.

ARTICLE 10.—CONSTITUTION.

These articles shall become the Con-
stitution of the Federation when adopt-
ed by the Conventions and ratified by
the Federation.

Notice of amendments must be given
to the Federation one month before
the first of the Annual Conventions, and
shall become law on a two-thirds vote
of the various conventions and rati-
fication by the Federation.

SUMMER SERIES OF MEETINGS OF
ONTARIO WOMEN’S INSTITUTES.

Reports of these meetings, so far as
received, indicate that, while the at-
tendance was not possibly so large as
usual, this was not due to lack of
interest, but to the fact that the wo-
men of the rural districts were more
busy than usual this year during the
first half of June, on account of the
lateness of the season, and to the great
difficulty in securing help either on the
farm or in the home. A very keen
interest is shown by those who did at-
tend the meetings in the programime
which has been presented, and we con-
fidently look forward to a most suc-
cessful season’s campaign of regular
Institute work, with the addition of
those special features which have been
emphasized in these columns.

The rural district which wishes to
get the best there is to offer in school
betterment, preservation of health,
community advancement, etc., cannot
well afford to be without its Women'’s
Institute.

MEDICAL SCHOOL INSPECTION.

The Women’s Institutes Branch is
co-operating with the Department of
Education in planning for medical in-
spection, to be undertaken in the rural
districts, beginning with the opening of
the fall term. This work was carried
on aggressively by the doctors and
nurses employed by the Department of
Education up to the close of the school
term, and several clinics have been
planned as a result.

A large number of applications for
inspection in the fall have already
come to hand, and many other districts
are organizing for the work to be un-
dertaken before the beginning of the
new year. Definite and full announce-
ments as to the plans for next fall and
winter’s campaign will be sent to each
Institute at an early date. Regular
forms of application and full particu-
lars as to how to proceed will be fur-
nished.

TWO ENTERPRISING INSTITUTES
IN NORTHERN ONTARIO.

CALVIN BraNcH, East N1PISSING.—This
branch has a very attractive pro-
gramme outlined for the year’s work.
Each member contributes something
on the programme, either by way of
household hints, favorite books, cur-
rent events, discussions on leading
subjects, historical associations of their
district, etc. One meeting each year
is left to the girls of the Institute along
lines of girls’ work. Prizes are given
for girls’ work at their fair, and during
the year competitions are held at their
meetings, viz., bread, plants, etc.

This branch has been instrumental
in having a pay station (telephone)
placed in their township, and expect
this year to have the rural telephone
throughout the township. This has
been brought entirely about by the
effort of the Institute.

KoraH BrRANCH, CENTRE ALGOMA.—This
branch is very active. Meetings are
held in members’ homes, and cookery
is demonstrated and served at social
hour.

A splendid interest is taken in their
school fair, and prizes are given by
them in competitions. Prizes are also
given by them for girls’ and ladies’
work at their agricultural fairs.

They have been instrumental in hav-
ing their cemetery cleaned and taken
care of and contributed a sum of
money towards paying a caretaker and
have supplied implements and tools
for working. Their aim is to have
this one of their beauty spots.

A SCHOOL NURSE FOR NORTH
BRANT.

Last winter the Women's Institutes
of North Brant made arrangements
whereby all the schools in that district
were medically inspected. Now they
are interested in securing a permanent
school nurse. They hope to make final
arrangements at an early date in order
that the nurse may begin her duties
when school re-opens. Grand View,
one of the Institutes in North Brant,
is also planning to hold a dental clinic.
They have secured portable dental
equipment from the Military Head-
quarters, and are making arrange-
ments with the dentists from Brant-
ford to do the work. A gplendid thing
about the Grand View work is that
the school trustees realize the import-
ance of the dental work to such an
extent that they purpose making it a
permanent feature of work in conn:zc-
tion with their school.

DISTRICT ANNUAL IN NORTH
WENTWORTH.

The Women’s Institutes of North
Wentworth held their district annual
meeting at Millgrove on the afternoon
of June the 25th. In spite of the un-
favorable weather, nearly 200 ladies
were in attendance, eager for informa-
tion whereby they might make the
work in their own branches of more
value during the coming year. Mrs
MacDonough of Branchton, who has
been district secretary for North Went-
worth for thirteen years, was again re-
elected to that office. She was also
elected as delegate to attend the To-
ronto Convention to serve with other
district delegates from throughout the
Province in selecting the members of
the Provincial Committee.

The Institutes in North Wentworth
were particularly interested in medical
school inspection at the pressnt time.
Several schools have already been in-
spected, and the remainder will be
done immediately after school re-opens
in September. Following the inspec-
tion, a clinic was held at Dundas from
July 5-7. This means that the Insti-
tute has made it possible for the-e
children to receive the necessary atten-
tion as soon as they have been in-
spected.

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 41.)
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The Institutes in Wentworth County
are also interested in the hot lunch for
the rural schools. In three months
over 25 schools installed an equipment
for the purpoese of teaching domestic
science in the schools, and serving the
hot lunch during the cold weather.

A NEW INSTITUTE OPENS A
MEMORIAL PARK.

A Women’s Institute was organized
at Utterson, in Centre Muskoka, in
May. They are already establishing a
Memorial Park in memory of the boys
who have fallen from that community.
Utterson is a splendid centre. It is
situated on the railroad, midway be-
tween Huntsville and Bracebridge, and
is only a short distance from Port
Sydney, Allansville and Raymond.
This park will do much to strengthen
the social life of the community.

SOUTH ONTARIO DISTRICT
ANNUAL:

The district annual meeting of the
South Ontario Women’s Institutes was

held at Brooklin on June, 18th.
An interesting feature of the pro-
gramme was a parade given by the

Brooklin ladies in the dresses which
they made, under the direction of Miss
Collins, at their demonstration lecture
course in sewing last May. As a result
of this exhibit, several branches in
South Ontario are already making ap-
plication for a similar course to be
conducted early in the fall.

ANNUAL MEETINGS FOR NORTH
AND SOUTH PERTH.

The districts of North and South
Perth held their annual meeting in the
City Hall, Stratford, on May 30th.
In the morning they met in separate
rooms to elect their officers for the
coming year. In the afternoon a
union meeting was held. In addition
to the musical programme, branch re-
ports were given by both districts, and
an address by the Government dele-

* gate, after which considerable discus-
sion followed. North Perth has se-
cured the consent of the trustees of
practically all the schools in their dis-
trict for medical inspection. The work
will be undertaken early in September.
Many branches in South Perth are also
interested, and, no doubt, all arrange-
ments will be complete for inspection
in that district before the work is
completed in the North. By holding a
joint district annual meeting, a more
uniform programme can be arranged
and the work strengthened throughout
the whole county.

WOMEN’S INSTITUTE EXHIBIT AT
THE RODNEY FAIR.

The following articles will comprise
the Women’s Institute exhibit at the
local fair:

Embroidered day slips.

Lunchette, included lunch cloth and
half dozen napkins.

Sofa piliow.

Tea apron.

Pumpkin pie.

Basket of flowers.

Three varieties of pickles, pears,
onions and cucumbers in pint sealers.

The secretary of this Branch has
suggested to the members that each
one paste this list where it will be seen
and be a reminder for the preparation
of the above exhibits.

PRIZES FOR WELL KEPT LAWNS.

In order to encourage well-kept
lawns, flowers and shrubs for the im-
provement of the appearance of the
village, the Kemptville Women’'s In-
stitute have offered a number of prizes
for the best and most artistically ar-
ranged lawns, including backyards as
well ag¢ those which can bz seen from
the street. The lawns will be judged
about midsummer. All villagers and
those nearby are eligible to compete.

This Institute has also purchased
shrubs and plants for the decorat on
of various parts of the grounds.
Flower beds have been made in the
school grounds and also in front of the
public library.

This work of the Institute has no
doubt been a stimulus to many in the
village to make their lawns as attrac-
tive as possible.

COMMUNITY HALL AT BINBROOCK.

The Binbrook Women's Institute is
assisting the community in building a
community hall which is to cost in the
neighborhood of $14,000. This hall
they hope to have complete this year,
in order that the boys who attend the

(CONTINUED ON

in agriculture and the
girls who take advantage of the
demonstration lecture course in do-
mestic science, early in the New Year,
may have the opportunity of holding
many of their meetings in this new
building.

Reports from the lecturers, who
visited the Institutes throughout the
province during the past two months,
would indicate that all through the
province there is a growing apprecia-
tion of the value of community halls,
and there are many Institutes which
will make the building of such halls a
special feature of their programme of
work.

short course

A LETTER FROM BARNHART.

“I am enclosing the card for the last
two years so you will know what sub-
jects we have taken up. We had last
year's programme printed on the back
of the 1917-18 card to cut down ex-
penses.” (Some of the subjects in-
cluded in the programmes referred to
are: Is a Woman’'s Time Worth Any-
thing? What is Canada Noted For?
Teaching Life's Truths; Discipline as
a Character Builder; Canning of Vege-
tables and Fruit; Is Bookkeeping
Necessary on the Farm? Flowers and
Shrubs that are Easy to Grow; Worry
tobs the Home of Health and Happi-
ness.) .

“We sent 12 to 18 boxes overseas
every month since the war started;
and, now that the boys are coming
home, we go to the homes and have a
special evening, taking lunch with us,
and we have presented each with an
armchair, and the two mothers who
lost their boys we surprised by pre-
senting them with a chair like those
given to the other boys in memory of
their boys. We have done this with-
out neglecting our other work. We
held all our regular meetings and
made extra for patriotic work.

“MRS. D. SANDERSON,
‘Secy.”

Lady Hendrie expresses interest in
Women’s Institutes in the following
letter to Canadian Home Journal:

In reply to your letter of the 10th
instant, I take, as you say, an interest
in the work of the Women’s Institutes
of Ontario, and appreciate the atten-
tion given to their efforts in your col-
umns. The war, during which these
Institutes did so splendidly, is happily
over, but the objects aimed at by the
women so organized, will always be
of the utmost importance in the life
of the people, and I am sure that the
encouragement and suggestions in the
CANADIAN HoME JoOUrRNAL will be very
helpful to them. Your field is a very
attractive one, and I wish you every
success. y

Yours sincerely,
LENA M. HENDRIE.

WEST ELGIN.
The annual meeting of West Elgin

Women’s Institutes convened at Iona
recently. About sixty ladies attended.
Community betterment and im-

provement are live issues, and beauti-
fication of the town by the formation
of horticultural societies.

AMHERST ISLAND.

The Amherst Island Women’s Insti-
tute held their annual meeting on June
14th. About $226 was spent during
the<year on patriotic work., We are
proud to think that on August 14,
1914, we sent a subscription to the hos-
pital ship fund. We have been sending
money and garments ever since. We
are still supporting a Belgian orphan.
Our society has sent for Belgian relief,
French and prisoners of war funds
about 325 in cash and clothing. We
have sent cash and spent in yarn and
goods about $1,115.

RAINY RIVER INSTITUTE

REPORT.
The Women’s Institute in Rainy
River District is an established and

progressive organization, consisting of
sixteen branches and four hundred
members.

In all Red Cross and other patriotic
work we did our full share.

The local work was by no means
neglected. The schools of most of the
rural sections have been inspected
medically—six hundred children in all.
Four clinics were arranged by Institute
workers, and one hundred and thirty-
five cases - were operated on for
diseased tonsils and adenoids.
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HERE’S your “flashlight™?
Lying forgotten in some
bureau drawer? Or in your

desk?

Get it out to-day and put it
on the job 1007 of the time.
It’s not a toy of a week or
month —it’s a year ’round
necessity.

Liven it up with a new bat-

tery. Its strong searchlight beam
comes only from a_ sh, high-

powered battery. %

ep Your DA
on the Job

41

Don’tput it
off. Simply
note the

L THE ORIGINAL A

onthe Eveready
Tungsten Battery that fits
your “flashlight’’ and ask
any Daylo Dealer for it.
You don’t even have to
take the light along.

There’s an Eveready Tungsten Battery to fit every Daylo or ““flashlighy ~

CANADIAN NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY

LIMITED
TORONTO

Have a regular place to keep your
DAYLO—in the pocket of your
car, on the kitchen shelf, in the
top of your suitcase when you
travel.

ONTARIO

Accept no substitute for the gen-
uine Eveready Tungsten Battery.
The longest-lived, brightest-burn-
ing battery for Daylo or *‘flash-
ights.””

Canada-613

WE ARE THE LEADING
DISTRIBUTORS

Mail us your orders or write for catalog.
Our reputation has been won by our Efficient Service.

SPIELMAN AGENCIES, Reg’d, 45 St. Alexander St., Montreal

this new story

achieved.

ALTHOUGH the Canadian Home Jour-
» nal has afforded its readers many an
opportunity in the past to read the very best
in serial stories, yet we feel that in securing

“The Prestons ”’

By MARY HEATON VORSE

that something really splendid has been

The story centres about a small boy--—--
bless his heart-—--always willing to help, but
always misunderstood. No need to tell you
he has a big sister who has a sweetheart, all
boys have to put up with that sort of thing.

You will just love Jimmy and his in-
teresting family. The story has a laugh in
every line, as well as just a few tears.
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i SONS COMPANY LIMITED

5 %ng/e Street’ Joronto.
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Established 1849,

Time amnd
Money

We want and we will liberally pay one
energetic lady in each community to repre-
sent the “Canadian Home Journal.”

We already have scores of local repre-
sentatives in our big Home Journal Club,
and some are making as high as $100.00
per month.

There are still many towns and villages in
Canada in which we have not a representa-
tive, and if you have any spare time that you
desire to turn into money, write us to-day.

The remuneration of a “Canadian Home
Journal” representative is according to the
time and activity devoted to the work.

If you have plenty of time and energy
there is practically no limit to your income
or territory, for we make special provision
for the live ones.

The women of Canada require more
money to-day than at any time in the history
of the nation. The “Home Journal” will
supply that money in exchange for your time.

Write us to-day.

Canadian Home Journal
"71 Richmond Street West

Toronto

Once upon a time there was an advertiser who got his copy in
ahead of closing dates; he gave the publisher time for careful com-
position; making cuts was never left until the “last gun,” with the
printer holding the presses and running up the publisher’s bill. The
advertiser always had plenty of time to make corrections and get
exactly what he wanted in set-ups. There were =o disputes about
typographical errcrs and inadvertent inserticns. When he OK.'d a
final proof,.it was final. And the advertiser was always pleased with
the attention and service the publisher gave him.

Moral: No publisher can give an advertiser proper service unless
copy is received early!

.Canadian hospital,

Canadian Hoeme Journal

Canadian Women’s Institutes
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The last medical inspection found
conditions vastly improved.

Within the past year four new
branches have been organized, and our
efforts are now centred upon the erec-
tion of a “Memorial Hospital’”’ at Emo,
the most central town.

Recently the Women’s Institutes
held the most successful conventiom
we have ever had, and we hope and
plan to “carry on’” in our various ac-
tivities, as the work seems to increase
rather than to decrease since the war
is over.

BISHOP’S MILLS.

The annual district meeting of the
North Leeds and Grenville Women’s
Institute was held in the Presbyterian
Church, Bishop’s Mills, on Thursday,
June 19th. There was a large attend-
ance of delegates and visitors, and the
keenest interest in the work and pro-
gress of the Institute prevailed.

Miss Pearson gave an interesting ad-
dress on “The Federation of Women’s
Institutes in Ontario,” explaining fully
the movement for provincial and na-
tional organization of Women’s Insti-
tutes.

Miss Florence Speers, Government
delegate, a third year student of medi-
cine at Toronto, gave an interesting
address on “The Improvement of Op-
portunities,” followed by a few re-
marks on medical inspection in schools.
An invitation was extended by Miss M.
Armstrong, president of the Burritt's
Rapids Women’s Institute, to hold the
next annual district meeting in that
village.

SOUTH BRANT ANNUAL CON-

VENTION.

The South Brant Women’s Institute
convention and annual meeting was
held on Wednesday, June 11, at “Oak
Lodge,” Burford, the home of the dis-
trict president, Mrs. J. E. Brethour.

The morning session opened at 10.30
a.m. by all singing the National An-
them. Mrs. Brethour presided, and
gave a review of the year’s work and
expressed her thanks and appreciation
of the support and kindness she had
received from all officers and members
during the year.

The financial report and report of
yvear’s work were given by Miss Roelf-
son, district secretary. Special items
of district work for year were:

Donated to W.H.A. for extension of
nurses’ home at Brantford hospital,
$125; prizes for children’s school fairs,
$28; prisoners’ of war and refugees,
$176.54; upkeep of S.B. cot in King’s
$50; upkeep of
South Brant ward in Brantford hos-
pital, Canadian R.C., $25; reception
for returned soldiers, $15. Combined
district and branch reports totalled the
sum of $5,743.07, which had been
raised and given to different forms of
patriotic work. Besides sales of
clothing and bedding which had been
made up and sent to refugees, 908
pairs of socks, 171 pairs stockings, 17
pairs mitts were knit and sent over-
seas.

Medical inspection of schools is be-
ing taken up in four branches, also
demonstration lecture courses.

FINANCING THE INSTITUTE.
By Alecia M. Hobberlin.

The subject of “Financing the In-
stitute’” iy of special interest to a dis-
trict auditor. The finance phase
might be dealt with under four divi-
sions: (1). Federal; (2). Provincial;
(3). District; (4). Branch.

The division I have chosen for finan-
cial consideration in my limited time,
is the District.

Illustration.

There is no means of co-ordinating
the sub-sections of any district more
than working together to raise funds
for a common object. We found this
truth substantially verified in Peel
County last spring, when we resolved
at our County Convention to work, as
a unit, for the navy. We decided to
hold a garden fete, and an analysis of
our methods may be of some help to
others.

Having first been unanimous in the

| objective, our next step was the as-

sembling of the district officers at a
round-table luncheon, held at my house,
for a two-fold purpose, first, of ac-
quainting the workers with the pos-
sibilities of our grounds, and secondly.
of further rousing their zeal by the en-
thusiasm and personal experience of
selected speakers.

Nrganization was then immediately

proceeded with, while emotion and'
ardor for work ran high, which made:-
the formation of sub-committees a com--
paratively easy matter. One very im--
portant point to note is the need of ap--
pointing suitable heads: of departments:
and especially a suitable chief. The
head of the organization must always
be on call to her sub-heads, with help:
or encouragement as the case may re-
Guire, always tactful, helpful and' re-
sourceful.

Possibly the most important of the-
sub-committees is that of Publicity;.
which has the great work of ‘“noising:
the event broadcast” throughout all
the surrounding districts. This we did
by sending attractive large display.
posters, and small dodgers, and some
very distinctive motor cars; to: all! the-
towns and villages of our owu county,
and many to nearby counties as well
We also had small notices and large dis-
plays in our various newspapers, and
large streamers across the highway to:
attract the general attention. But the
greatest of all ways of advertising: is-
the early and strenuous selling- of ad-
mission tickets by everyone. In con-
nection with Publicity, we must not
overlook the issuing of a ‘“Programme
of events,” in which advertising space-
is sold to merchants, with great benefit
to the merchant and considerable profit-
to the event.

The Refreshment Committee.

Served a delicious high tea on the
cafeteria plan, which gives a prompt
service with a minimum of time andt
labor and eliminates waste. Of course;.
the usual refreshment booths were:
stationed at several convenient peointss
in the grounds.

The Amusement Committee.

The Amusement Committee provided:
many interesting events for old andi
young, men and women, boys and' girls..
Everyone was entertained and made:
happy—and the fete made money i
proportion.

One innovation which we found help~
ful was the Cashier’s Tent. Here, we
sold strips of five cent vouchers, which:
were used as cash at the different
booths, and thus did away with the oldi
worry of making change.

"We cannot emphasize too much the:
wonderful co-operation we had from
our men and the great help we received
from them. Necessarily, women must
engineer a women’s event, but the:
greatest results are always obtained
from a united effort. Our men were
most generous of their time and energy,
and were especially useful in the count-
ing of the day’s proceeds. It was turned
over to two bank clerks, whom we es-
corted to the bank, and in this way,
knew that our earnings were safe.

Our accounting was all most ac-
curate, and checked by an auditor; this
is always a wise procedure in the hand-
ling of public funds.

Decentralizing of Funds.

Our total clear proceeds were a little
better than $3,000, but the whole
amount had necessarily to be turned
over to its original destination—the
navy—which left eur district funds no
richer than before. Is the time not
ripe now, for some slight decentralizing
of Institute funds? Should not each
district have placed at its disposal a
small percentage of the central funds,
possibly in proportion to its member-
ship, which would decidedly make for a
higher efficiency in the district work,
by making it possible for district presi-
dents to tour their territory and co-
ordinate their branches? Under the
present order, unless the president uses
her personal funds, she must do all the
county business by correspondence,
which is very far from being effective,
and sometimes a highly suitable woman
is prevented from holding office,
through lack of funds.

Suggestions.

I would like to make some sugges-
tions for definite propaganda which
might be taken up with some profit.

(1). We might have Life Members in
the District—interest only to be used.

(2). We might have a Government
Bonus to the District.

(3). I have heard it mentioned that
some alternative use of the funds, used
to send out a speaker to the June meet-
irgs, might be allowed, where a speaker
is not desired, perhaps on account of
not being able ito get suitably attended
meetings.

(4). 1t is well-known that many co-
operative district enterprises are starv-
ed for lack of funds. As the country
fills up, the future development of

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 48.)



Helen Keller Speaks to the World in a

Marvellous Picture---“Deliverance.”

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 29.)

and Latin. Her achievement was
recognized by scientists to be the great-
est individual achievement in the
world, but even this did not content
this ambitious girl. Lecturing and
writing were undertaken, and Miss
Keller began to take a keen interest
in social questions. During these
yvears she developed a great love for
the “common people.” She discovered
the discord, the great element of in-
justice and strife which permeated
their lives and decided that she must
bring to them her message of deliver-
ance. To this end the medium of the
motion drama was chosen and Helen
Keller with a very able staff went to
California for five months to make
what is undoubtedly the greatest pic-
ture ever produced upon the screen.
It throws out a ringing challenge to
the world, the dominating idea
throughout being—*“If I, Helen Keller,
deaf, dumb, and blind, forced to fight
my way through the greatest obstacles
that ever beset a human being, could
work out my own deliverance—why
cannot you?”

The scenario was written by Dr.
Trevelyan Miller, the noted historian,
and produced and directed by George
Foster Platt, who produced Maeter-
linck’s “Blue Bird.” Both Mr. Platt and
Maeterlinck are friends of Miss Keller.

The play is divided into *‘hree acts:
the first showing the childhood of Helen
Keller, a little girl of seven taking this
part very prettily. The next is Maiden-
hood, and the last Womanhood, show-
ing Miss Keller, the woman, living her
normal life to the fullest extent, with
complete mastery over her mis-
fortunes.

So again, Canadians will have the
great privilege of seeing Helen Keller,
this time in a picture absolutely unique
and compelling, bringing her wonderful
personality very close to her spectators.

‘When such as Caruso, Godowsky,
Roosevelt, Mark Twain, and a long list
of America’s most celebrated men and
women deem it a privilege to go to see
Miss Keller, what an honor for just you
and me to live with her for an hour; to
feel her emotions, to understand her
struggles, to see life from her stand-
point, and to have a vision of her ideals
for mankind. For Miss Keller is not a
petted, pampered girl, but a woman
strong, self-reliant and fearless in her
expression of justice and truth.

Yet she is altogether sunny and
light-hearted, appreciative of the least
kindness, and always striving to give
pleasure to her friends. Miss Keller
remembers each city she visited while in
Canada, and is especially fond of
London where she laughingly tells
how the teachers came to the train
with home-made candy which was
very good indeed. Vancouver resi-
dents also endeared themselves to her.
So pleased were Miss Keller and Mrs.
Macey with this city that they say
they did not want to leave it.

Near New York in a home sur-
rounded by green lawns and the
flowers of which she is so fond, Miss
Keller lives in the most natural and
simple manner. She swims, rides
horse-back, dances and goes to many
social functions in company with her
teacher, Mrs. Macey. Garden parties
are the order of the day, several being
held for those who are deaf. These
prove most enjoyable affairs, gayety
and laughter prevail as those present
endeavour to converse with each other.

But with all, Miss Keller con-
tinues her study, is conversant on all
important questions of the day, and
personally looks after her enormous
correspondece.

Music is a great delight to her—
in some subtle manner the harmony
and rhythm seem to reach her, and she
numbers among her friends America’s
most noted musicians, who come to
her home and play and sing for her.

Miss Keller reads what others say
by placing her finger upon the lips of
a speaker, and as she follows, repeats
the words after the one who is talk-
ing. Then in a flash comes her reply.
She will pass from her merriest to
most pensive of moods in a second,
and a word or sentence gives her
hearers a glimpse of the marvelous
depth of her thought.

To hear Miss Keller describe the
delicate coloring of the sea shell, the
beauty of the starry night, or the soft
loveliness of the roses in her garden,
is a delight for only those who know
her. [In contemplation one can but
marvel at the miracle which has been
wrought, and conclude that it is the
world which is blind and deaf, for
certainly it cannot be this remarkable
woman with her poetic imagination
and passionate appreciation of the
beauties we fail to notice.

The Winning Ways of Mr. Wayland
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with their inextinguishable joyous lights.

“I really want to know.”

‘“Well, then—I have never fallen in
love with any one at first sight, if
that’s what you mean.”

“Of course, I didn’t mean that!"” dis-
claimed Billy hastily. “I was only
wondering if you thought any one
could fall in love with you—that is—
immediately, I mean. I was wondering
if you believe if some one told you
that they—that he——"’

His hostess arose quietly and con-
fronted him.

“I will tell you what I think, Mr.
Wayland. We, you *and I ’’  she
nodded her head gravely between her
words to give emphasis “you and I
have been engaging in a most outrag-
eous flirtation and it is high time for
you to go.”

“I haven’t been flirting at all,”” he
protested, rising. “Have you?”

HE gazed at him in an inscrutable
manner and made a quaint little
motion with her head that he tried in
vain to translate into a definite ‘“yes”
or a decided “no.”

“Oh, I say,” he pleaded, taking a step
in her direction, “I can’t think of you
until next time as ‘Miss Marvin’; it's
too formal.”

“Perhaps it would be just as well not
to,” she admitted.

“Not to be formal?”

“I mean not to think of me as ‘Miss
Marvin.””’

‘“Why not?”

“Because I—because I don’t wish you
to,” she laughed.

“Then, tell me your first name.”

“For shame!
she flashed.

“Please!”

“It is Betty’’—a pause—“Elizabeth.”
she corrected.

“I think I prefer ‘Betty’,” said Billy
softly.

“You don’'t deserve——""

HE incredible had happened to
Billy. Billy the casual, Billy the
irresponsible, was caught by a pair of
dimples in a face of exquisite sweet-
ness. He mused long by his fire that
night, living over the evening’'s be-
wildering events and emotions. The
appealing loveliness of Betty’s face
danced before his eyes. His thoughts
dwelt on the witchery of her grace.
Every little endearing trick of manner,
each perfect poise of head and throat,
passed in review before him. Then her
eyes—they laughed out at him from the
fire. Verily, they were sisters of the
merry, mocking, bewitching flames.
Had he some time, somewhere met
her before? The thought had recurred
at intervals during the evening. He
decided definitely that he had not. He
could not have forgotten her had she
ever come into his life. Come into his

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 44.)
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life—the phrase repeated itself un-
consciously. It had a grateful sound
to his ears as he half whispered it.
Betty had come into his life that night,
and, then and there, he vowed that
she should never go out of it.

HE next evening, Billy presented

himself at the house to which fate

had led him, and was again confronted

by the elderly butler. This time, a
ruse was unnecessary.

“Is Miss Marvin at
questioned fluently enough.

The man concealed his surprise at
the stammerer’s recovery and bade him
enter. He had hardly crossed the
threshold of the drawing-room when
he heard a light step behind him, a
timid little voice speaking his name.
He veered quickly and beheld Betty.
Not the mischievous, tantalizing Betty
of the previous evening, but a very
subdued and penitent maiden who came
straight to him with downecast eyes
and humble mien.

“Mr. Wayland,’ she began haltingly,
“I owe you an apology for my dread-
fully rude action.”

Billy began to protest.

“Don’t interrupt me,” she begged.
“You asked for Miss Marvin last night.
She was indisposed and I—I received
your card and came down, meaning to
ask you to excuse her, but—but
She stopped, clasping and unclasping
her little hands nervously. “But,”
she continued breathlessly, “when you
made that wild guess—when you called
me ‘Miss Marvin’ I thought it would
be amusing to ”  She hesitated
again, and cast an imploring glance at

home?” he

him. “Oh, can you forgive me?”’ she
pleaded.

Billy laughed in sheer light-hearted-
ness. ‘“Forgive you?’ he exclaimed.

“Forgive you for granting me the boon
of your acquaintance? Your fault is
a light one. Don’t look so sorrowful.
It makes my heart ache. Do smile.”
She obeyed him reluctantly.
“Then, you are not Miss Marvin?"’

“I am her niece. My name is
Elizabeth

‘Betty,” substituted Billy with firm-
ness.

fSOn;, hush'” she breathed.

A rustle of skirts came from the
stairway, and Betty fled. The next
instant, Miss Marvin appeared in the
doorway.

STHER MARVIN was handsome
without charm. Her severe attitude
toward life was apparent in manner and

expression. A woman of harsh judg-
ments and righteous life, she was
feared, respected and unbeloved. She

entered the room with a certain stateli-
ness and regarded the young man in
correct evening attire with a coolly
appraising look.

“Mr. Wayland?” she said, referring
to his visiting-card, which she held in
her hand. And that was all.

The burden of explanation was
thrust on Billy; it bade fair to prove
a heavy one. He opened his mouth to
speak, but, instead of coherent utter-
ance, came only a gasp. The situation
was becoming intolerable; in very
desperation, he rushed into speech.

“Miss Marvin,” he blurted, “I am a
stranger in town and—and I thought I
would call on you.”

She received the announcement in
stony silence. Billy hastened to repair
his bad beginning.

“I have—or rather I had a letter of
introduction to you from a mutual
friend,” he lied easily. He tapped the
pocket of his dress-coat, fumbled a
moment, then smiled whimsically.
“But, naturally, T have mislaid it. I
am an adept at mislaying things.”

66 N unfortunate habit for so young
a man,” accused Miss Marvin.

“It was from 2
Billy thought quickly. It was not at
all improbable that, among his numer-
ous acquaintance, there might be
several known to Miss Marvin. That

she was a woman of position was selt-
evident. His own friends moved on
the same high level, He thought of the
most disagreeable grand’ dame on his

mother’s calling list and took the
plunge.
“From Mrs. Remington,” he said
placidly.
Miss Marvin inclined her head.
“Pray be seated, Mr. Wayland,”’” she

vouchsafed. There was nothing in tone
or manner that might give him cause
to congratulate himself on having
guessed correctly. For all he knew, he
might have hopelessly compromised
himself. At any rate, she had not shown
him the door. They sat in silence for
what seemed hours to him. He longed
to see Betty, but felt that he must
make sure of his position before asking
for her. Miss Marvin seemed almost
unconscious of his presence. He de-
cided to remind her that she had a
visitor.

'3 BELIEVE, Mis; Marvin,” he be-

gan tentatively, “that you knew
my mother. Her maiden name was
Margaret Freeman.” He leaned back
in his chair and awaited results. For
a moment, it seemed to him that she
had not heard his remark, so frigidly
calm was her attitude. Then, suddenly
he felt her eyes on him.

“You resemble her,” she said.

Billy’s relief was so great that it
was some time before he became con-
scious of the lack of enthusiasm with
which his announcement had been re-
ceived. He consoled himself with the
thought that he could readily dispense
with her aunt’s cordiality if he might
only be sure of Betty’s. The thought
gave him his cue for broaching the
real purpose of his visit.

“May I also have the pleasure of
seeing Miss er—er Eetty—Elizabeth?”’
he floundered. ;

Again, it semed as though Miss Mar-
vin had not heard. Billy was on the
point of renewing his request, when she
languidly summoned a servant and
commanded her niece’s presence.

As she entered, Billy sprang up to
meet her, his eyes alight.

“O Betty!” he cried, “it is so good to
see you again.”

She held out her hand with a smile of
frank pleasure.

“It is evident that you need no in-
troduction to my niece,” commented
Miss Marvin.

“No, indeed,” exclaimed Billy. “We’ve
known each other for ever so long.”

“Perfect ages,”” corroborated Betty
unblushingly.

‘With that, the conversation languish-
ed. Billy cast about in his mind for
some means of breaking the spell. The
whole episode had been so unconven-
tional that he decided in reckless haste
to take on his shoulders the burden of
an added solecism.

URNING to Miss Marvin, he said:

“I called primarily to pay my
respects to you.” He stopped to give
her a chance to say something; but
her only response was a slight inclina-
tion of the head.

“The old iceburg!’” thought Billy dis-
gustedly.

“There was another reason for my
visit,” he continued aloud. “It was to
ask your permission to take Miss
Betty—Elizabeth to hear “Tannhauser’
this evening.”

“I regret that I have an engage-
ment,” began Miss Marvin.

“But I haven’t,” interrupted Betty.

“My dear,” said her aunt sternly, “I
hope it is not your intention to go to
the theatre alone.”

“Not quite alone, Aunt Esther, as Mr.
Wayland offers his escort.”

“You know my views on this sub-
ject,” said Miss Marvin.

Billy’s ready imagination was fired by
Betty’s look of appeal. He exulted in
the fact that they were sharing some-
thing in common.

“But, Miss Marvin,”
“there are exceptions.”

he protested,

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 45.)
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“There are no exceptions to my
rules,” she answered crisply. “Unless
a girl is a man’s fiancee, she has no
business to be seen with him in public
without a chaperone.”

In after years, the full enormity of
Billy’s next remark came to him; but,
at the time, it appeared the natural
thing to say.

“We didn’t mean to announce it so
soon,” he said, glancing at Betty with
fond proprietorship, “but your niece
and I are engaged.”

HEN Billy came to himself he was

on the street amidst the hurry-

ing, early-evening crowd. He was

dimly conscious that a very rebellious

young person was doing her utmost to

adjust her step to his stride while talk-
ing at him volubly.

At last he heard: “If you’re not
going to pay any attention to me nor
listen to what I'm saying, I shall go
right straight home.”” The utterance
was accompanied by a sob, supposedly
genuine.

“Whew!”’ said Billy,
both utterance and sob,
fierce? Wasn’t it awful? I can’t rea-
lize that you escaped with me. Aren’t
you the nervy individual, though!”

“I am glad that you deign to notice
my presence,”’” she said with some
asperity. “We have walked, or rather
run, four blocks, and I've been doing
a monologue and I'm tired and—and
vou've been just horrid.”

“You poor, dear little thing,” said
Billy compassionately. “I'll call a cab.”

He turned toward the congested
roadway impulsively, and shouted,
“Hey, Cabby!” before Betty could utter
a word. Grasping her arm, he piloted
her toward the vehicle, which moved
to the curb at his hail. She un-

disregarding
“wasn’t it

consciously put her foot on the step,
then drew back.
13 MR. WAYLAND!” she said, a

world of reproof in her tone.

“Eh, what?”’

“One—one doesn’t ask nice girls to
go driving around with one in cabs,”
she faltered.

“One does when one
them. Get in.”

“Have a cab, sir?” came impatiently
from overhead.

is engaged to

“That’'s just what I want to talk to |

yvou about,” said Betty explosively.

“About the cab?”

“No, goose, about being engaged.”

“We can’t discuss it during grand
opera nor on the street,”” announced
Billy decisively.

She considered the remark gravely
and at great length. Finally, with a
pretty little gesture of acquiescence,
she extended her hand for him to help
her in.

“Drive somewhere until I tell you to
stop,” cried Billy to the driver, forth-
with turning his attention to his guest.

“And now, Mr. Wayland,” she was
saying, “you didn’t answer me once
during that four-block Marathon when
I kept asking if you realized what an
outrageous thing you had done.”

“How so0? In getting engaged to
you?”
“You're mnot engaged to me. You

”

never were and never

“Don’t say it,” said Billy earnestly.
“I can’t bear to have you say it even
if you don’'t mean it.”

“But I do!”

“Didn’t you aémit to your aunt that
it was true?”

“That was just out of consideration |

for you. - Think how awkward it would
have been if I had denied it.”

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 48.)

Such a Sweet Dream—But
sweeter still are Moir’s Chocolates ‘in
reality. Moir’s fillings are deliciously
different and the coat-
ings so thick, smooth
and rich. A

Moir’s Limited, Halifax

There 1s no better way to pay
your out-of-town accounts.

On sale in 5,000 offices in Canada.

%t. Elndrew’'s Coll
. ENOrew 8 LOollege
A Residential and Day School FOR BOYS
aoronto UPPER SCHOOL, LOWER SCHOOL ¢anaba
Boys prepared for Universities. Royal Military College and Business.
Autumn term commences Sept. I15th, 1919.

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D.
Calendar Sent on Application.

Headmaster.

Real Seville

Orange
Marmalade

All Orange and Sugar—
No camouflage.

Boiled with care in Silver Pans.

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR IT.

The September Fall Fashion
Number will have many interesting
features. There will be several

pages of Pictorial Review patterns

showing fashion’s latest dictates for

| Milady.




L3

k/-f3]
4

1
B Vo2

P,
NS
By Royal \(D}L\ Appointment
GE22Q

Acceptable Gifts

NOW THAT PEACE has come you
will want to give something to
your friends at home, abroad, or at
the Front, that will give lasting
pleasure—won’t you?

WE SUPPLY

Lovely Cambric Handkerchlefs,
Pure Linen, from $2.28 to $15.12.

Lawn Handkerchiefs, $1.14 to $2.88.

Embroidered Handkerchiefs, 10c
to $1.20.

Khaki Handkerchiefs, $1.20 to $1.80.

Lace Collars, $1.20, $1.32, $1.56,
$2.82, $3.18, $4.30.

Table Linen, Sheets, Towels, and
Linens of every description. See
our Price List, sent post free.
MURPHY & ORR, BELFAST

Box 19.

PEACH’S CURTAINS—Catalogue, Post Free, 11
of interesting illustrations. Buy at Direct Mag's
Prices. The Weave that Wears, LACE CURTAINS,
NETS, MUSLINS, CASEMENT CURTAINS and
FABRICS, CRETONNES, CARPETS, RUGS,
HOUSEI‘IOLD LINENS, HOSIERY, UNDERWEAR.
62 years’ reputation for Quality and Value. Satis-
fsact?E)Agl;’arzméegksWsﬂte for Buyers’ Guide to-day.

2 » 667 THE L -
HAM, ENGLAND. PONGRCIRIER

An enlarged Journal for Sep-
tember. Watch for it.

Canadian Home Journal

Who Goes There?

CHAPTER XXIII—(Continued).

“YET you instructed me to bring

back with me any papers I

might have in my possession.”

“I tell you T did not count on war
with England. Nobody did. I meant
only that you were to bring with you
what papers you had when you re-

turned. Did not Gratz instruct you
to destroy your papers?”

“No

Von Reiter’s lean jaw snapped.

‘“Then what did you do with them?”

“I put them into my satchel. On
board the steamer the gatchel was
opened and the papers taken.”

Anger, apprehension, twitched at his
thin lips; then a deeper emotion, soften-
ed the grim lines of his features.

“God be thanked.” he said, “that you
were not involved in England. It was
a living nightmare to me—that con-
stant uncertainty concerning you. I
could not reach you; I could do nothing,
make no arrangements. Cipher code
was forbidden even from neutral coun-
tries. It was only at the last moment
I found a secret wireless lane still open
to us. In that way I managed to
notify Gratz that this man Guild was
on his way to find you and bring you
back here; that no more papers were
to be sent through you to me; and that

what you had were to be destroyed.
Did you hear from him at all?”

‘“He telephoned that my maid had
been arrested on a serious charge and
that I was to leave Hyacinth Villa at
once with Mr. Guild. He said nothing
about papers. But I remembered what
I had promised you, and I put into my
satchel what papers T had. . . . They
nearly lost me my life,”” she added,
gazing steadily at him.

“Do you mean to say that you knew
the papers were compromising and still
you undertook to bring them? Were
you insane to attempt such a thing?”

“Had I not promised you, Kurt?”

“Circumstances alter conditions and
absolve promises however solemn.
Common sense decides where honor is
involved.”

She flushed brightly: ‘“There I am
more English than German, Kurt. A
promise is a promise, and not’—she
looked at him musingly—*“not what the
British press reproaches us for calling
a ‘scrap of paper.””

He said grimly: “When a supposed
friend suddenly aims a blow at you,
strike first if you can and discuss the
ethics afterward. We tore up that
‘scrap of paper’ before the dirty fingers
of England could clutch it, that’s all.”

“And lost the world’s sympathy. Oh,
Kurt!”

“But we retained the respect born
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from ““‘Contented Cows’’

of fear. We invaded Belgium before
the others could do it, that's all. .. . I
do not care to discuss the matter. The
truth is known to us and that is suffi-
cient.”

“It is not sufficient if you desire the
sympathy of the world.”

ON REITER’S eyes became paler

and fixed and he worried the

points of his up-brushed mustache with
powerful, lean fingers.

‘“Make no mistake,” he said musingly.
“America’s turn will come. . . . For all
the insolence she has offered in our
time of need, surely, surely the time
is coming for our reckoning with her.
We have not forgotten von Diederichs;
we shall not forget this crisis. All shall
be arranged with method and order
when we are ready. . . . Where is that
American or Belgian, as he seems to
think his honor of the moment requires
him to be?”

“Mr. Guild?”

“Yem."

“He did not come here when the
others arrived from Lesse Forest.”

‘“He’s a fire-brand,” said von Reiter
coldly. “Our system of information in-
formed us sufficiently. I should have
had him extinguished at Yslemont had
he not been the one man who stood
any chance of getting into England and
bringing you back.”

““Also you trusted him,”
quietly.

“Yes, I did. He is a Gueldres of
Yvoir. The Gueldres have never lied.
When he said he’d return, that settled
the matter.”” Von Reiter’'s eyes had an
absent look as though following a de-
tached idea, and his features became
expressionless.

‘“When the war ends,”” he said, “and
if that man ever comes to Berlin, it
would afford me gratification to offer
him my hand—or my card. Either ex-
treme would suit me; he is not a man
to leave one indifferent; it is either
friendship or enmity—the hand or the
card. And I do not know yet which I
might prefer.”

He looked up and around at her, his
sombre, blond features hardening:

“I need not ask you whether his
attitude toward you was respectful.”

“It was—respectful.”

“That question, of course, answered
itself. The record of that family is
part of Belgian history. . Do you
know where he went after he kept
his word and delivered you here?”

‘“He went to Lesse.”

“And then?” ;

She remained silent.

“Do you know?’ he repeated.

Y oR.T

“Is there any reason why you should
not tell me?”

She was mute.

‘“Karen,” he said gently, “is there
any reason why your confidence should
be withheld from me? I have come
here to-night for my answer. I have
only an hour to stay. It was a long
way to come for one single word from
a young girl. But I would have trav-
elled the world over for that word from
you. Will you give me my answer,
Karen?”

she said

HE looked up, dumb, her mouth
tremulous, unable to control her
emotion for the moment. His keen
eyes searched hers; he waited, thin lips
compressed.
“Kurt—I—do not
whispered.
He took it in silence; not a muscle
quivered. E

love you,” she

‘“Will you marry me, Karen, and
try 2
“I can not.”

“Is it your professien?
desire for liberty?”

“No.”

“Is it—another manf”’

As he spoke he saw in her eyes
that he had guessed the truth.

For a full minute he sat there like
a statue, one arm extended on the table,
the bony hand clenched. After a long
while he lifted his head and turned upon
her a visage terrifying in its pallour

Is it your

and rigidity.

“Is it—Guild?” he asked with an
effort.

“Kurt!”

“Is it?”” The heavy color suddenly

flooded his face; he drew a deep, sharp
breath. “Is he still in this neigh-
borhood? Is he, perhaps, coming here
to see you? Is that why you are awake
and dressed at this hour?”

“Kurt, you have no right——"

“I am at liberty to ask you these
questions——"

“No! It is an impertinence——"

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 47.)
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Who Goes There?

“Do you regard it that way? KXaren!
Is this what has happened—" He
choked, turned his congested face,

glaring about him at the four walls
of the room. Suddenly some instinct
of suspicion seized him, possessed him,
brought him to his feet in one bound.
And instantly the girl rose, too.

“I know why you are awake and

dressed!” he said harshly. “You are
expecting him! Are you?”
She could not answer; her breath

had deserted her, and she merely stood
there, one hand resting on the table,
her frightened eyes fixed on the man
confronting her.

But at his first step forward she
sprang in front of him. She strove to
speak; the infernal blaze in his eyes
terrified her.

“Is this what you’ve done to me?”
he said; and moved to pass her, but she
caught his arm, and he halted.

not surprise me to find him

“M
here in the house! ... He

is here—or you would never wear a face
like that! What do you mean to
do, block my way in my own house?”’ as
she confronted him.
“Kurt—" Her
formed the word.
“Is he here? Answer me!”
“I—he——"
“Answer me!”’
Behind them a voice broke in quietly:

CHAPTER XXIV.
Y God!” he said, “it would

white lips merely

“I’ll answer for us all. . . . Don’t touch
that holster, General! I can kill you
first. . . . Now, then, am I to pass that
door without violence? Because

I'm going to pass it one way or an-
other %

He came forward, his naked sabre
shining in the candle light, his grey
eyes level, cool, and desperate.

Von Reiter stared at this tall young
fellow in the gay uniform of the Guides.
His hand, which had instantly moved
toward his holster, remained suspend-
ed.

“I am going out of that door,” re-
peated Guild. “Will General Baron von
Reiter be good enough to move aside?”

The German’s eyes narrowed. “So,”
he said very quietly, “it is not to be the
hand after all, but an exchange of
cards. I am sorry—"’ With a move-
ment too swift for the eye to follow,
his sword was out and glittering in his
hand, and he sprang on Guild, beating
at his guard, raining blows like light-
ning.

The girl had fallen against the table, |
one hand at her throat as though chok- |
ing back the bursting cry of fright; her
brain rang with the dissonance and
metallic clamour; the flashing steel |
dazzled her. Two oak chairs fell crash- |
ing as Guild gave ground under the
terrific onslaught; there was not a
word spoken, not a sound except the in-
fernal din of the sabres and the cease-
less shifting of armed heels on the floor.

Suddenly von Reiter went down heav- |
ily; the doormat slipping under foot
had flung him to the floor with a |
crash across a fallen chair. After a
second or two he groaned.

Guild looked down at him, bewilder-
ed, sword in hand—watched him as he
struggled to his feet. The German was
ghastly white. A fit of coughing shook
him and he tried to disguise it with his
hand.

“Pick up your sabre!”” motioned Guild.

Von Reiter stooped, recovered his
sword, adjusted the hilt to his hand. He
coughed again, and there was a trace of
blood on his lips, but his face was dead
white. He looked very steadily at
Guild.

“Acknowledgments to the Comte d’-
Yvoir,” he said with an effort; and the
shadow of a smile touched his thin, grim |
lips. |

“Do I pass?”
grimly.

Von Reiter started to speak, and sud-
denly his mouth was full of blood.

“Kurt,” cried the girl in an agonized
voice, “do you mean to kill him or that
he is to Kkill you!—here—before my ‘
face?” ‘

\
|
|

demanded Guild, as

“I mean—just—that!”’

He sprang at Guild again like a tiger,
but Guild was on him first, and the im-
pact hurled von Reiter against the table. |
His sabre fell clattering to the floor. |

For a moment, white as a corpse, he |
looked at his opponent with sick eyes, :
then, suddenly faint, he slid into the |
great leather chair. There was more ‘
blood on his lips; Guild, breathing
heavily, bent over and looked at him,
ignorant of what had happened.

Karen came and took his hand in hers. |

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 46.)

Then a slight groan escaped him and he
opened his eyes.

“Are you badly hurt?” asked Guild.

“I'm a little sick, that’s all. I think
when I fell some ribs broke—or some-
thing: 2

“I meant fairly by you,” said Guild
miserably.

“You played fair. Tt was bad luck—
bad luck—that’s all.” ®e closed his
pain-sickened eyes: “God, what luck!”
he mumbled—*really atrocious!”

Guild, still holding his naked sword,
drew his automatic with his left hand.
Then he looked silently at Karen.

“Can’'t you leave the house by
garden?”’ she whispered tremulously.

“The gate is padlocked.”

“Kervyn, they’ll kill you if you step
out of that door!”

Von Reiter, drowsy with pain, opened
his eyes:

“No, they won’t,” he said.
enough to speak to my aide.
afraid I’m rather—ill.”

He glanced at Guild: “Honour of an
officer,”” he added weakly.

Karen stepped to the door and flung it
open.

“Captain!” she called sharply.

A moment later the young hussar
aide-de-camp who had escorted Guild
to the British lines came clanking in.

the

“Be kind
I—I'm

He glanced obliquely at Guild and at
Karen, but when his eyes fell on von
Reiter he stared, astonished. Never-
theless, his spurred heels clicked to-
gether at salute.

Von Reiter’s eyes became ironical. He
looked for a moment at his aide, then
his gaze wandered to Karen and to
Guild.

“Where do you desire to go?’ he
asked with an effort.

“To Antwerp.”

“The road is still open.” And, to the
hussar: ‘“Safe conduct for Captain the
Comte d'Yvoir across the railway.

Write it now.”

“And for my comrade, Mr. Darrel, and
ten recruits,” said Guild quietly.

“And for his comrade, Mr. Darrel, and
ten recruits.” repeated von Reiter in a
failing voice. But he was smiling.

“And—for me!” said Karen.

Von Reiter’s eyes had almost closed;
he opened them again, heavily, as she
spoke. Karen bent over him:

“Kurt, T must go. I can not remain

here now. = Besides—I want—my—hus-
band.”

“Think well,” he said drowsily.
“Think diligently—at this moment—

solemn—supreme—" He raised himself

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 50.)
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That in your home you can have the utmost in winter
comfort, and in cooking convenience.
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tions behind Canada in heating and cooking appliances.
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rural community life will depend, to a
great extent, on the activities of the
‘Western Institute Districts, which can
only work out their objects by having
District funds substantially augmented
from the Government appropriations
available.

Conclusion.

Surely if these last four years have
demonstrated anything, they have
shown conclusively that the rural wo-
men of Ontario are eminently capable
of administering any moneys entrusted
to them.

WHAT THE INSTITUTES
ARE DOING.
Ontario.

During the past year Stirling In-
stitute has raised nearly $1,500. This
sum was realized in different ways. The
members sold waste paper, rugs, quilts
and yokes. On their Tag Day they
raised nearly $120. Mr. R. J. ‘Graham,
of Belleville, donated a, building to the
Institute which they sold by tender,
getting $500 for it. After their running
expenses were paid, and the yarn and
shirting purchased for the soldiers, they
contributed to the Belgian, French and
Serbian Relief Funds, the Belleville
Children’s Shelter and the Salvation
Army, and still have $500 with which
to start the new year. This Institute
has an average attendance of twenty-
six.

For the Children’s Shelter which has
recently been opened for Halton
County, at Milton, the Acton branch
has provided two cots. Other branches
in the district are assisting in this work
as well. The Acton branch has also
adopted a French orphan, paying $3
a month for her maintenance at the
home of friends.

The Harrow branch has invested $44
in War Savings Stamps.

Lindsay reports an increased mem-
bership, which indicates that the In-
stitute work is being made attractive
in that locality.

At the district annual meeting of
the West Victoria Institutes it was de-
cided to continue maintaining the rest
room at Lindsay.

The Institute at Ennotville has a
very fine library, and has found it a
great help in the preparation of
papers.

The members of the KErin branch
have appointed a committee to wait
upon the village council re washing
of the streets.

Two hundred and forty dollars for a
skating rink was raised by the Hills-
burg Institute by means of a play which
was repeated several times. A garden
party is now planned for the same pur-
pose.

Two Belgian orphans have been
adopted by the Marsville Institute.

The Palmyra Institute is reported
as one that goes by the hand book,
everything being done according to
rule.

A note from the Mount Julian secre-
tary states: ‘“We enjoy our meetings,
although we have very little in the
way of papers or addresses. We dis-
cuss matters and get a great deal of
benefit and enjoyment out of this.”

The rest room which the Women’s
Institute at Goderich has been instru-
mental in opening, is likely to prove
a great convenience. The room is open
from 10 a.m. until 6 o’clock. Visitors
in town may have parcels checked
there. A superintendent is in charge.

The Wingham Women’'s Institute
have subscribed for five magazines
from the Great War Veterans, and
have also voted $100 for the erection
of a 'suitable memorial. The report
of the patriotic work done by this In-
stitute makes interesting reading.

At the district annual meeting of the
Peel Institutes, the president, in re-
viewing the work of the year, outlined
the project which had been adopted
by the Institute, namely, the employ-
ment of a rural school nurse for the
county.' The district treasurer has a
considerable amount on hand toward
the financing of this splendid feature
of work. A good deal of credit for the
aggressive work of the Peel Institutes
is due to Miss MacIntosh, the assistant
district representative.

At the March meeting of the Drayton
Institute, the District President gave a
very enthusiastic talk on plans for next
vear’'s work. The meeting finished with
a pancake social lunch. * Mrs. F. B.
Smith, the President, reports that they
are interested in helping the Guelph
Children’s Shelter, and beautifying
their school. The members also as-

Canadian Women’s Institutes
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sisted in furnishing the town hall stage.

During the year 1917-18 the Falk-
land Branch of South Brant Institute
raised the sum of $435.48, and divided it
as follows: Red Cross, $235.48; French
Relief and Red Triangle Fund, $50;
Belgian Relief, $150; and knitted 136
pairg of socks. During the year 1918-19
the Institute received grants from Bur-
ford, Blenheim and South Dumfries,
$37.50; proceeds from Red Cross Tea,

$11.95; proceeds from Garden party,
$122,65; and sundries, 50 cents, total
$172.50. With part of this sum ma-

terials for sewing were purchased, from
which the members made 18 military
field shirts; 14 pyjama suits and 5
dozen towels to the value of $83, which
were sent to Red Cross. This Institute
has done sewing for French Relief; sent
$36 to French orphans, and for a time
$5 a month to the Prisoners of War
fund. They have also helped in District
Hospital Aid work, Children’s Shelter
and at Christmas, sent boxes overseas.
During the summer this Institute holds
monthly meetings—in winter every two
weeks in connection with the Farmers’
Club. Miss A. E. Harley, Secretary,
sent in the report.

Mrs. Chas. McCool, President of the
Burrisy Institute, writes that owing to
the prevalence of influenza for so long,
the members were unable to do all they
had anticipated this year. They are
now trying to raise funds by means of
picnics for the Memorial Hospital. The
members are chiefly interested in Com-
munity work.

Newtonville Institute has a ward in
Bowmanville Hospital to which at their
April meeting they voted the sum of $5,
the same amount to Port Hope Shelter,
and an O-Cedar mop to Newtonville
School. Mrs. R. Johnston is the Presi-
dent.

At the May meeting of the Singhamp-
ton Institute the sum of $20 was voted
for the school library, also $25 for new
books for the Public Library. The
patriotic work of this Institute from
May, 1918, to May, 1919, exceeded in
value the sum of $1,000. Mrs. G. G.
Ewing, the President, states that their
meetings have been cancelled on account
of influenza restrictions.

The annual meeting of the Colbeck
and Monticello Institute was held in May
with a fair attendance. Officers were
elected and matters of interest discussed.
Mrs. Joseph Gerrier, the President,
writes that the members are interested
in looking after the boys who return
from overseas who are invalided or in
need of assistance of any kind.

The Elba Institute held a business
meeting at which twenty-five were
present. It was decided that they would
dispense with a summer speaker this
season, owing to the difficulty of secur-
ing help and the amount of work to be
done. Miss Ettie Elgie was elected
president, the meeting being conducted
by Mrs. Jos. Little, the former president.

The Port Dover Branch of the Wo-
men’s Institute held their annual meet-
ing in May. This society has a mem-
bership list of 110. A memorial has
been started by this Institute to the
heroes of Port Dover and Woodhouse
who died in the recent European war.
The work is not yet completed, and the
society is making efforts to raise the
necessary funds. Another work which
this Institute has to its credit is that
of financing the operation ‘on the eyes
of a little child, who would otherwise
go through life in darkness. The Presi-
dent of the Institute is Mrs. Maud Bell.

The work of the Carleton Place Wo-
men’s Institute during the past year has
been very encouraging. The meetings
were well attended, with an average
attendance of thirty-four. Dr. Mary
McKenzie-Smith gave an interesting
talk on child-welfare and medical in-
spection of schools to this branch in
June, of last year. Later in the sum-
mer a successful lawn social was held
at which $320.17 was realized, and in
addition, the proceeds from the sale of
tickets for a sweater, donated by Mrs.
Dummert, amounted to $136. At the
September meeting a paper called “The

~ Fleet” was read, and as it was tag day

for the Navy League, $25 was voted
towards this cause. At the November
meeting Major Hooper addressed the
Institute relating his treatment as a
prisoner of war in Germany. In No-
vember the appeal for Christmas stock-
ings was heartily responded to and 1395
stockings were packed and shipped to
the boys of the town overseas. In De-
cember $138 was spent in new clothing
donated to the Red Cross. In Feb-
ruary measures were taken for the
adoption of an orphan in France. Mrs.
Bell the delegate t0 the convention in

Toronto during February urged the
members to take up some of the courses
supplied by the government, such as
Home-Nursing, Domestic Science and
Sewing. In March the proceeds from
a sale of home cooking were donated
to the needy Serbians. At the April
meeting the idea of interesting the
school children in needle-work, cooking
and photography was introduced.

Quebec.

Miss Kirby and Miss Buzzell, of Mac-
donald College spent the early part of
May in Argenteuil County in connection
with School Fair Work. Homemakers’
club organization meetings were held
at Hill Head and Jerusalem, and clubs
were organized at both places. Mrs.
Todd, President of the Argenteuil Coun-
ty Executive, was present at both meet-
ings and assisted with the organiza-
tion of the clubs. Miss Kirby gave the
newly-formed clubs a demonstration in
canning.

Manitoba.

As a result of a campaign for new
members fifty-four names were added to
the roll of the Brandon Society on May
17th, making a total membership of
eighty-six. Plans have been made for a
District Convention to be held in
Brandon during the summer. A good
programme has been arranged and the
members will be addressed by Premier
Norris, Miss Cora Hind, and prominent
local speakers. Community singing will
be a special feature together with
pianoforte and vocal solos.

British Columbia.

Last year Tappen Institute devoted
most of its energies to war work and
succeeded in raising $187, of which $119
was sent to the Red Cross at Vancouver
and $15 to the Y.M.C.A. The balance
was spent in sending overseas personal
property bags, pyjamas, socks and ties.
The Institute is now engaged in furth-
ering community welfare, and raising
money to furnish a hall purchased by
public subscription. This Institute
joined with Salmon Arm in April in a
Child Welfare Exhibit and lectures by
Rev. H. Dobson. At the February
meeting a report of the Annual Conven-
tion held in Kelowna was read. Among
the items were Opportunities and Ob-
ligations of New Citizenship; House
Furnishing; Duties of Women’s In-
stitutes in Relation to Public Health.
At the March and April meeting ex-
cellent papers were given on “How
to Prepare a Hot Bed” and “Sweet Pea
Culture.” The May meeting was a
great success as there were musical
items much appreciated by the mem-
bens. Miss Taylor ably dealt with
“Bolshevism” and “Conquest of ithe
Air,” in her paper on current events.
At the June meeting Mrs. Fleming
read a splendid paper on “The Ideal
Country School.” It was followed by
a lively discussion, in which most of
the members took part, and it was
decided that a consolidated school
would be a big step towards having
an ideal school in Tappen district.
This subject will receive the attention
of the Institute from now on, as com-
munity welfare is its first aim, now
that war work is over. ‘“Women’s pen-
sions,” so successful in New Zealand,
was one of the items of Mrs. Roger’s
paper on ‘“Current Events,” which
much interested the members.

At the May meeting of the Hazel-
mere Women’'s Institute the members
were addressed by Mr. Williams Hugh,
chairman of the Surrey School Board.
He spoke of several improvements they
were considering in school matters; the
introduction of domestic science and
manual training in the rural schools,
and better equipment for playground.
rest room and medical examination. He
also hoped to see consolidation in the
school system in place of the one-room
school. After this the speaker touched
on Bee-keeping, and a discussion in re-
gard to the Bee Tax Act followed. A
home-made bread competition was con-
ducted by thig Institute, when the first
prize was awarded to Mrs. E. H.
Hardy, secretary. A donation of $5
was also approved towards a testimonial
to the late superintendent of Institutes
for British Columbia, and Deputy Min-
ister of Agriculture, Mr. W. E. Scott.
This is to take the form of Victory
Bonds from all of the British Columbia
Institutes. This Institute made ar-
rangements with Miss Olive Hayes,
Demonstrator for the Department of
Agriculture, to give lectures on cook-
ing, domestic science and dry cleaning.
Mr. J. Holt is president of the Hazel-
mere Institute.

Canadian Home Journal

The programme at the May meeting
of the Silver Creek Women’s Institute
consisted of music; a paper on the
“Care of Milch Cows and Feeding of
Calves”; demonstration—summer re-
frigerator without ice; report of dele-
gates to the Child Welfare Exhibit and
Baby Clinic. Several of the neighbor-
ing Institutes united forces and finances
and held this exhibit and clinic in
Salmon Arm. Rev. Hugh Dobson was
one of the principal speakers.

On account of the ‘“flu”’ epidemiec,
the Duncan Women’s Institute was
closed for several months, but they are
now again at work holding their regu-
lar meetings. The first “out-of-door’”’
meeting took place at the home of Mrs.
Leather, the vice-president, and the
reports of the various committees were
very encouraging. The Education
Committee having worked faithfully at
consolidation now feel that it is an
assured thing. The collectors for rais-
ing funds for a district nurse of the
Victorian Order reported having col-
lected to date $145. A demonstration
on home butter making was given by
Mr. S. H. Hopkins, government agri-
culturist, which was especially inter-
esting to members who keep one or two
cows, and do not send their cream to
the creamery. The meeting was pre-
sided over by Mrs. Blackwood Wile-
man, the President.

MISS HAZEL WINTER BECOMES
MRS. CROCKER.

Institute members will be interested
in learning of the marriage of Miss
Hazel Winter, former Supervisor of
Women’s Institutes in New Brunswick,
to Mr. Harry Crocker, who recently
returned after four years overseas.
The date of the wedding was June
26th, the event taking place in Fred-
ericton, N.B. The future home of
Mr. and Mrs. Crocker will be St. John,
N.B.

BULLETIN ON CANNING IS PRE-
: PARED.

The revised edition of Bulletin 252
“Preservation of Food, Home Can-
ning,”” is now ready for distribution.
Those who wish to get copies should
write to the Ontario Department of
Agriculture, Parliament ~ Buildings,
Toronto.

The Winning Ways of
Mr. Wayland

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 45.)
“I WOULD rather have a few mo-
ments of awkwardness than to
be engaged to you and then lose you.
Oh, Betty, just think of it—to lose you
after all!”

“It's absurd!” she cried petulantly.
“You didn’t know before last evening
that I ever existed.”

“Didn’t you admit that you had met
me in Vancouver?”

“I have never been there in my life!"”

“You deceitful young woman!’” ex-
claimed Billy reproachfully.
“That’s good, coming from you!

Didn't you deceive poor Aunt Esther
in telling her that we—that we were—'"

“Engaged? No, that was a plain
statement of fact.”

Betty ignored the remark and gazed
out of the window. They were leaving
Westmount behind; the street-lights
were beginning to diminish.

“It’s strange that we have never met
before—I visit Aunt Esther frequently.”
A sudden thought striking her, she
asked quickly: “How long have you
known Auntie?”

“Never met her
said Billy brazenly.

“I—I don’t think I quite understand.”

She drew back in her corner and sat

before to-night,”

very still.
Billy’s voice recalled her to the
present. “Don’t try to understand,

dearest little girl,” he was saying. “It
was just fate. It’s stronger than you
and I.” He took both her hands in his
and bent to kiss her finger-tips.

She looked at him, her eyes big with
the wonder of it.

“It’s real,” he said, earnestly.
real, and it will last, Betty, dear.”

“And you don't even know my name,”
she whispered, awestruck.

“It will be Betty Wayland.
is now, doesn’t matter.”

She drew closer to him.

“Was' it an untruth that I told your
aunt?” he insisted.

‘“Fate,” murmured Betty, ‘“Fate—it
is stronger than you and I. I think
I am a bit frightened—just a bit. Oh,
Billy,”” and she hid her face on his
shoulder.

gitis

What it

THE END.
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“l was astounded at my mew power over men and women.

People actually went out of their way to do things for me—they secemed EAGER TO PLEASE ME.”

T he Secret of Makz'ng
People Like “You

“Getting people to like you is the quick road to success—it’s more

important than ability.”” says this man. It surely did wonders for him.
How he does it—a simple method which anyone can use instantly.

LL the office was talking about it, and we were wondering
A which one of us would be the lucky man.

There was an important job to be filled—as Assistant-to-
the-President. According to the general run of salaries in the
office, this one would easily pay from $7,000 to $10,000 a year.

The main requisite, as we understood it, was striking personality
and the ability to meet even the biggest men in their offices, their
clubs and their homes on a basis of absolute equality. This the firm
considered of even more importance than knowledge of the business.

OU know just what happens when news of this sort gets around

an office. The boys got to picking the man among themselves.

They had the choice all narrowed down to two men—Harrison and
myself. That was the way I felt about

job, and could undoubtedly make a suc-
cess of it. But, personally. I felt that
[ had the edge on him in lots of ways.
And 1 was sure that the firm knew it,
too.

Never shall T forget my thrill of plea-
sure when the president’s secretary came
into my office with a cheery smile, looked
at me meaningly, handed me a bulletin
and said, “Mr. Fraser, here is the news
about the new Assistant-to-the-President.”
There seemed to be a new note of added
respect in her attitude toward me. I
smiled my appreciation as she left my
desk.

At last I had come into mv own!
Never did the sun shine so brightly as
on that morning, and never did it seem
so good to be alive! These were my
thoughts as 1 gazed out of the window,
seeing not the hurrying throngs, but vivid pictures of my new
position flashing before me. And then for a further joyous thrill
I read the bulletin. It said, “Effective January 1, Mr. Henry ..
Peters, of our Cleveland office. will assume the duties of Assistant-
to-the-President at the home office.”

PICTERS! Peters |—surely it couldn’t be Peters!
fellow Peters was only a branch-office salesman. 3
“Personality! Why, he was only five feet four inches high, and had
no more personality than a mouse. Stack him up against a big
man and he’d look and act like an office boy. I knew Peters well
and there was nothing to him, nothing at all.

Why, this

January the first came and Peters assumed his new duties.
All the boys were openly hostile to him. Naturally, I felt very
keenly about it, and didn’t exactly go out of my way to make things
pleasant for him—not exactly !

But our open opposition didn’t seem to bother Peters. He went
right on with his work and began to make good. Soon I noticed
that despite my feeling against him, I was secretly beginning to
admire him. He was winning over the other boys, too. It wasn’t
long before we all buried our little hatchets and palled up with
Peters.

The funny thing about it was the big hit he made with the people
we did business with. I never saw anything like it. They would
come in and write in and telephone in to the firm and praise Peters
to the skies. They iusisted on doing business with him, and gave
him orders of a size that made us dizzy to look at. And offers of
positions !—why, Peters had almost as many fancy-figure positions
offered to him as a dictionary has words.

HAT 1 could not get into my mind was how a little, un-
assuming, ordinary-to-look-at chap like Peters could make such
an impression with everyone—especially with influential men. He
seemed to have an uncanny influence over people. The masterly
Peters of to-day was an altogether different man from the common-

“people would come in and wr'te in
and telephone in and praise Peters |
to the skies . .
| with offers of fancy figure positons.””

place Peters I had first met years ago.
nor could the other boys.

One day at luncheon I came right out and asked Peters how he
did it. I half expected him to evade. But he didn’t. He let
me in on the secret. He said he was not afraid to do it because
there was always plenty of room at the top.

What Peters told me acted on my
mind in exactly the same way as when
you stand on a hill and look through
binocular glasses at objects in the
far distance. Many things I could
not see before suddenly leaped into
my mind with startling clearness. A
new sense of power surged through me.
And T felt the urge to put it into action.

Within a month I was getting re-
markable results. [ had suddenly be-
come popular. Business men of im-
portance who had formerly given me
only a passing nod of acquaintance,
suddenly showed a desire for my
friendship. I was invited into the
most select social circles. People—
even strangers—actually went out of
their way to do things for me. At first
I was astounded at my new power
over men and women. Not only could
get them to do what I wanted
them to do, but they actually antici-
pated my wishes and seemed eager to
But let me tell you some of my experiences:

One of our biggest customers had a grievance against the firm.
He held off payment of a big bill and switched to one of our com-
petitors. I was sent to see him. He met me like a cornered tiger.
A few words and I calmed him. Inside of fifteen minutes he was
showering me with apologies. He gave me a check in full payment,
another big order, and promised to continue giving us all his business.

For certain reasons it became necessary for the firm to obtain
a signed letter from a prominent public man. Three of our men
had tried, and failed. Then I was given the job. I felt I had
been made the ‘“‘goat.” But I got the signed letter, and with it
an inside tip which enabled us to land a prize order about which
our competitors are still guessing and wondering.

Then trouble sprang up at one of our factories. The men talked
strike. Things looked ugly. I was sent to straighten it out. On
the eve of a gencral walkout, I pacified the men and headed off the
ike. And not only this, but ever since then this factory has led
all our other plants in production.

I could tell you dozens of similar instances, but they all tell the
same story—the ability to make people like you, believe what you
want them to believe, and to do what you want them to do. 1
take no personal credit for what I have done. All the credit I give
to the method Peters told me about. We have told it to lots of
our friends, and it has enabled them to do just as remarkable things
as Peters and I have done.

Which reminds me: One of my wife’'s close friends
another town where she was a stranger,
of my method. She told it to her friend with the idea that it
might be of assistance to her in meeting new people. It helped her
so wonderfully that in a very short time she won the close friend-
ship of many of the “best families” in the town. Everyone wonders
how she did it. But WE know.

I could not figure it out,

. he was showered

please me.

moved to
My wife of course knew

UT YOU want to know what
remarkable things. It is
doesn’t think alike.

method 1 used to do all these
this: You know that everyone
What one likes another dislikes. What pleases
one offends another. And what offends one pleases another. Well,
there’s your cue. You can make an instant hit with anyone if you
say the things they want you to say and act the way they want you
to act. Do this and they will surely like you, and believe in you,
and will go miles out of their way to PLEASE YOU.

You can do this easily by knowing certain simple things. Written
on every man, woman and child are signs, as clearly and as distinctly

as though they were in letters a foot high, which show you from one
quick glance exactly what to say and to do to please them—to get
them to believe what you want them to believe—to think as you
think—to do exactly what you want them to do.

Knowing these simple signs is the whole secret of getting what
you want out of life—of making friends, of business and social
advancement. Every great leader uses this method. That is why he
IS a leader. Use it yourself and you will quickly become a leader—
nothing can stop you. And you will want to use it if for no other
reason than to protect yourself against others.

HAT Peters told me at luncheon that day was this:

“Get Dr.
Blackford’s ‘Reading Character at Sight.”” I did so. This is

how I learned to do all the remarkable things I have told you about.

You have heard of Dr. Blackford, the Master Character Analyst.
Many concerns will not employ a man without first getting Dr.
Blackford to pass on him. Concerns such as Westinghouse Electric
and Manufacturing Company, Baker Vawter Company, Scott Paper
Company and many others pay Dr. Blackford large annual fees for
advice on dealing with human nature.

So great was the demand for these services that Dr. Blackford
could not even begin to fill all engagements. So Dr. Blackford. has
explained the method in a simple seven-lesson course entitled ‘“Read-
ing Character at Sight.” Even a half hour’s reading of this re-
markable course will give you an insight into human nature and a
power over people which will surprise you.

Such confidence have the publishers in Dr. Blackford’s Course,
“Reading Character at Sight,” that they will gladly send it to you
on approval. Send no money. Merely fill in and mail the coupon.
The complete course will go to you instantly on approval, all charges
prepaid. Look it over thoroughly. See if it lives up to the claims
made for it. If you do not want to keep it, then return it, and the
transaction is closed. And if you decide to keep it—as you surely
will—then merely remit Five Dollars in full payment.

Remember, you take no risk, you assume no obligation.
course goes to you on approval.
ing to lose.
remains open.

The entire
You've everything to gain—noth-
So mail the coupon NOW, while this remarkable offer

“In a very short time she won the close friend-
ship of many of the ‘best families’ in town.”

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON.

Independent Corporation
Publishers of The Independent Weekly.
Dept. B1307, 119 West 40th Street, N.Y.
You may. send me Dr. Blackford’s Course of
seven lessons entitled ‘Reading Character at
Sight.”” I will either remail the course to you
within five days after its receipt, or send you $5

in full payment of the course.
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But children can’t injure Fabrikoid. Fabrikoid
is made in exact duplication of finest grade
leather. Itis extremely handsome in appear-

ance. It is stainproof, and waterproof, but
soft, pliant and comfortable.

It is tough, but does not crack or ‘‘rub’’.
When you are buying furniture, see that it is
upholstered in Du-Pont Fabrikoid. If you

are having your furniture re-upholstered.
specify Fabrikoid.

WRITE FOR OUR FREE
BOOKLET.

We have prepared a booklet
called ‘““Home Upholstering’”. It
tells how to renew the appear-
ance of shabby, worn furniture.
You can do much of this work
yourself with the assistance of
this booklet. We will be glad
to send you a free copy.
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The Vacation Supreme Canada’s Victory Celebration

EXHIBITION
TORONTO

To be opened by H. R. H. The Prince of Wales

Aug. 23 Sept. 6

An incomparable programme of absorbing Human
and Historic interest eclipsing all former triumphs

British Grenadier Guards Band Canada’s War
Trophies and Memorial Paintings, and scores of
other Extraordinary Attractions

Write for prize lists or other information to

JOHN G. KENT, General Manager

36-38 King Street East - - Toronto

Have you read page seventeen? An_interesting
as well as very profitable hour will be spent if
you study it carefully.
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Who Goes There?

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 47.)

a little, then relapsed: “God,” he mur-
mured, “what luck to meet with under
your own roof! i 2 \And. tor the
hussar: “Write it that Miss Karen
Girard goes also—if she so desires.”

There was a silence. The hussar
scribbled on the stamped paper in his
tablets. After he had finished he laid
the tablets and the fountain pen on von
Reiter’s knees. Very slowly the latter
affixed his signature.

He said to the hussar: “I am ill. Go
to Trois Fontaines and bring me a medi-
cal officer.”

‘When the hussar had gone and when
the whirr of the automobile had died
away down the drive, Guild aided the
hurt man to a sofa and Karen brought
pillows from a bedroom.

HE was very thirsty, too, and she

gave him water continually. At in-
tervals there were slight signs of mental
wandering, perhaps symptoms of pneu-
monia, from his crushed ribs, for he
coughed a great deal and the fever al-
ready reddened his blond skin. But in
the main his mind seemed to be clear.
He opened his light-blue eyes and
glanced at Guild continually.

“Bad luck, old chap,” he said in Eng-
lish “but no reflection on you. Just bad
luck, bad, very bad! We Germans
usually have an ally in God. But the
trinity is incomplete without luck.”

Guild said in a low voice: “I am really
sorry, von Reiter. I hope you will come
out all right. God knows I bear you no
ill will.”

“Many thanks. I shall come out all
right. There is much work to do.” A
ghost of the ironical smile touched his
feverish lips again. “And much work
to be done after this business in Europe
is settled. I mean in America.
She must pay her reckoning. She must
settle with us Germans. . I wish
it might come soon—now!—while their
present administration remains—while
yet this dull President and his imbecile
and grotesque cabinet ministers are in
power. I beg your pardon—see-
ing you in that uniform made me forget
that you are also Mr. Guild.”

But the irony in his wearied eyes
made it very plain that he had not for-
gotten.

“Karen?”’ he said presently. She
leaned forward in her chair beside him.

“It was just bad luck, very bad luck,”
he muttered; “but yours is luck”—he
turned his dulled eyes toward Guild—
“luck to be envied. . . . Some day I
hope it may be—the hand.”

“It is now, if you wish,” said Guild.

The other shook his head: “Too soon,
too soon,” he muttered. “Even a Ger-
man officer has his—Ilimits. Between

you and my luck I'm in a bad way—a
very bad mess.”

Karen bent over his hand and touched
it with her lips.

The fever was gaining; he began to
roll his blond head from side to side,
muttering of love and luck and of the
glory of God and the German Empire.
A slight smile remained on his lips.

EFORE the automobile arrived from

Trois Fontaines the fever seized
him fiercely. His coughing racked him
incessantly now, and the first heavy
hemorrhage soaked his grey tunic and
undershirt.

They eased him all they could, laying
open his broad blond chest and the ribs
now terribly discolored where his fall
had crushed them in again under the
bandage.

How the man could have risen and
come at him again Guild could not un-
derstand. He was terribly shocked.

Dreadful sounds came from his labor-
ed breathing; he lay with eyes closed
now, one burning hand lying in Karen’s.

Toward four o’clock in the morning
a far, faint sound penetrated the room.

Von Reiter’s eyes opened. “Halt!”’ he
whispered. “Who goes there?”

It was Death. He seemed to under-
stand that, for he sighed very lightly,
his hand closed on Karen’s, and he lay
gazing straight upward with brilliant
eyes.

A few moments later there came a
rush, a crunching of gravel, the loud
purr of the motor outside.

Then Karen opened the door and a

medical officer
haste.

Guild turned to Karen: “I must ge
to the woods and bring in my men and
Darrel. Dearest, are you decided to g0
with me?”

“I could not remain here now. I do
not wish to.”

“Then wait for me,” he said, and went
out into the night.

A few moments later they took von
Reiter upstairs to his own room. His
mind seemed to clear again for a while
and he said feebly but distinctly to his
aide-de-camp:

“My daughter and her fiance, the
Comte d’Yvoir, are going to Antwerp for
their wedding. I remember that mili-
tary trains now leave Trois Fontaines
by way of Trois Vierges, Liege, and
Lesten. We control to Lesten, I think.”

“Yes, Excellence.”

“Write for me that my daughter and
the Comte d'Yvoir shall be accorded
transportation as far as we control. You
will take them to Trois Fontaines in
my automobile; you will make personal
requisition of the chef-de-gar for the
privacy of a compartment. You will
affix to the outside of the compartment
a notice that the persons in possession
are travelling on my business and un-
der my personal protection, and that
they are not to be detained or interfered
with in any way. ‘Write it sepa-
rately to be affixed.” His voice was
weak but perfectly distinct.

The hussar wrote steadily in his tab-
lets, finished, and waited.

“Hold them while I sign,” whispered
von Reiter. He signed both orders.

“Take them now. T shall not need
the car. I shall be here a long time—a
—long—time. I am ill. So inform head-
quarters by telegraph.”

“At orders, Excellence.”

Von Reiter closed his eyes: “Say to
the Comte d’Yvoir that it was—bad luck
—very bad luck. . But not—his
fault. Tell him I am—contented
—that a Gueldres is to marry my—
daughter.”

The aide saluted.
said nothing more.

entered the room in

But the sick man

ON REITER was still unconscious
when Guild returned from the for-
est

Karen met him on the steps; he drew
her aside:

“Dear,” he whispered, “there has been
more violence during my absence. The
Lesse men caught a traitor—a wretched
charcoal burner from Moresnet—prowl-
ing about their camp.

“They hung him with his own belt.
I saw him hanging to a beech-tree.

“Darrel was greatly worried when I
told him that the Courlands had been
forced to continue on to Luxembourg
City. He has gone to the hamlet of
Croix to hire a peasant to drive him
after them and try to overtake them.

“As for the others, they will not come
to Antwerp with me now. They have
seen ‘red’ again; and in spite of all I
could do they have started back toward
Lesse to ‘drive’ Uhlans as they saw the
wild game driven.”

The girl shivered.

Guild made a hopeless gesture: “It
means the death of every man among
them. The Uhlans will do the hunting
and the driving, not the poor, half-
crazed peasants. It means the
end of Lesse and of every man who had
ever called it home.”

The hussar appeared at the door.
Guild looked up, returned the precise
salute, and his careworn features soft-
ened as he listened to the instructions
and the parting message from the now
unconscious officer above.

There was a silence, then:

“Karen,” he said quietly,
ready ?”’

“Yes.”

The hussar asked whether there was
luggage, and learning that there was he
sent the chauffeur in to bring out Guild’s
box and Karen's suit-case and satchel.

The girl ran upstairs to the sick room.
They admitted her.

Guild was standing by the car when
she returned, a drooping, listless figure,
her handkerchief pressed te her face.
He gave her his arm and aided her into

“are you

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 52.)
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low tire-costs.

How Many
Miles in a Tire?

The question of mileage performance is vital to any
woman whose purse, or husband’s pocket, is affected by
tire costs.

Listed here are some mileage records made by Goodyear Cord
Tires. You can easily understand how such unusual service means
You will want the low tire-costs that come from

the use of long-mileage Goodyear Cord Tires. ;

Remember, Goodyear

Cord Tires have equally desirable virtues

_ other than high mileage. Their extreme resiliency gives a comdort in rid-
_Ing, saving in car depreciation and in fuel consumption not found in other
tires. They represent the final word in tire perfection.

Ask the Goodyear Service Station Dealer for the experience of local motorists
with Goodyear Cord Tires—both saving and comfort.

ONTARIO

Miles
S. Ef McKay, Sarnia....... 10,000
Toronto Railway Co., Toronto.16,000

12,000
G. S. Wilson, Hamilton...... 12,000
G. W. Arnold, Hamilton..... 15,000
H. Baxter, Hamilton........ 10,000

Lyons Tailoring, Hamilton..12,000
Mrs. J. J. Scott, Hamilton. .14,000

D. Rogers, Hamilton........ 12,000
Dr. Simpson, Hamilton...... 23,000
Js B."McRae, Ottawa. ....... 12,000
Mrs. H. I. McLachlin, Ottawa.20,000
Mr. Greening, Toronto...... 50,000

W. P. Robinson, Toronto,
13,084-14,274-10,000-10,300

T. Eaton Co., Toronto...... 12,320
T. Eaton Co., Toronto...... 12,107
T. Baton Co., Toronto...... 14,000

Father Thuralt, Ottawa..... 15,000
Dr. A. T. Hobbs, Guelph....17,009

A M. Davis, Ottawa. .. .. 10,000
John Foley, Ottawa......... 20,000 |
Dr. Harvey, Coldwater...... 11,000

W. C. Hodgins, Toronto .. .21,000
Mrs. J. C. Lears, Ottawa....10,000

McBride’s Garage .......... 18,292
A. G. Matber, Ottawa....... 20,000
Nelson D. Porter, Ottawa...15,000
Dr. O’Brien, Ottawa........ 17,000
E. T Plaunt, Ottawa........ 10,000
J. F. Pillin, Pratt Food Co.,
IROTONTO 5 o s i s vrimasiswrv 10,000

p
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THE GOODYEAR TIRE AND RUBBER CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED

Miles

Fred Runge, Ottawa..12,000, 14,321
H. D. Sims, Niagara Falls....17,000
Dr. Webster, Ottawa........ 10,000
William McAuliffe, Ottawa..12,000
M. D. Schultz, Brantford....25,000
Mr. Geo. F. Smith, Cornwall.10,000
McBride’s Garage, Toronto..18,321
McBride’s Garage, Toronto. .18,600
Moncur & Cook, Hamilton..10,000
R. G. Graham, Belleville....30,000
R. G. Graham, Belleville..1-14,000
1-16,000, 2-13,500

James Cook, Belleville...... 11,000
Wingham Creamery, Wing-

AT oo SOMI <t e s of o S 14,000
Townsend Livery, Ltd.......19,000

NOVA SCOTIA
A. & W. Smith, Halifax,.... 12,500
J. W. Grant, New Glasgow..10,000
F. Goldstone, Nova Scotia. . .44,600
H. Partington, Nova Scotia..10,000

NEW BRUNSWICK
Archibald Fraser, Edmunston.17,000
William Sindair, Newcastle..15,000
Seymour; St. John.,. ... ... 17,000
R. R. Murray, New Dayton..12,000

QUEBEC
Capt. J. T. Landriault, Bor-
(F0 v B e IR oo Rl 5 2 I 14,000
R. N. Taylor, Montreal...... 15,000
British Munitions, Montreal..16,000

IN CANADA

CORD TIRES

Miles
Mr. F. H. Hopkins, Montreal .17,500

MANITOBA

C. H. Nicholson, Winnipeg..30,427
Jobbin Marrin Co., Winnipeg.20,000
C. H. Nicholson, Winnipeg. .30,427
T. H. Kloepper, Winnipeg. ..18,500
Jobbin-Marinn Co., Winnipeg.33,000
W. H. Wilkes, Franklin....20,000
P. Burgmanor, Plum Coulee..10,000

SASKATCHEWAN
Chas. Roe, Regina.......... 13,000
Mr. McConnell, Regina..... 16,000
Tom Murray, Rosthern...... 11,000
Tames Cross, Saskatoon..... 12,000
ALBERTA
Leon Levasseur, St. Albert..42,000
Jack Hayes, Edmonton...... 36,000

Leon Levasseur, St. Albert, 42,000-
9,775-11,013.

J. J. Reedy, Calgary........ 16,770
Geo. Bailey, McGrath........ 20,000
P2 ‘Burns, Calgaty....... . % 14,683

Mr. G. A. Beaumont, Calgary.18,000
H. B. Pearson, Calgary Gas

Co. .........23,000-19,000-11,034
Geo. Long, Champion....... 15,000

BRITISH COLUMBIA
Q. McGill, New Westminster.52,500
Weston Fuel Co., Nanaimo. .12,000
J. B. Weir, Vancouver...... 15,000
Judge Barker, Nanaimo..... 15,000
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the car. The hussar stepped in beside
the chauffeur.

Dawn was just breaking behind the
house; the evergreens stood out, mas-
sive and black against the silvering east.

As the car moved slowly out of the
gravel circle the first bird twittered.

Guild bent over the girl beside him:
“Is he still unconscious?”

“Yes.”

“Is there any chance?”

“They don’t know. It is the lungs.
His body is all crushed in—"

She rested her cheek against his
shoulder, weeping, as the great grey car
rushed on through the pallor of early
dawn.

CHAPTER XXV.

WHO GOES THERE!

TRETCHED out flat on the seat of
S a railway carriage, her tear-marred
face buried in her arms, her dis-
hevelled hair tumbled around her neck
and shoulders, Karen lay asleep. In
that car all the other compartments
seemed to be full of Saxon reserve artil-
lery officers, their knobbed helmets
shrouded in new grey slips, their new,
unwrinkled uniforms suggestive of a
very recent importation from across the
Rhine.

Ahead, cattle cars, ore cars, and flat
cars composed the long train, the for-
mer filled with battery horses and can-
noniers, the latter loaded with guns,
caissons, battery wagons, forges, and

Who Goes There ?

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 50.)

camp equipment, all in brand-new grey
paint.

Except when the train stopped at
some heavily guarded station, nobody
came to their compartment. But at all
stations officers opened the doors and
silently examined Guild’s credentials—
energetic, quick-moving, but civil men,
who, when the credentials proved ac-
ceptable, invariably saluted his uniform
with a correctness impeccable.

Nevertheless, before the train moved
out again, always there was a group of
officers gazing in polite perplexity at the
green jacket and forage cap and the
cherry-colored riding breeches of a regi-
ment which, they were perfectly aware,
was already in the saddle against them.

At one station Guild was able to buy
bread and cheese and fruit. But Karen
still slept profoundly, and he did not
care to awaken her.

From the car windows none of the
tragic traces of war were visible except
only the usual clusters of spiked helmets
along the line; the inevitable Uhlans
riding amid the landscape; slowly mov-
ing wagon-trains pursuing roads parallel
to the railway; brief glimpses of troops
encamped in fields. But nothing of the
ravage and desolation which blackened
the land farther south was apparent.

In the Ilatitude of Liege, however,
Guild could see from the car windows
the occasional remains of ruined bridges
damming small streams; and here and
there roofless and smoke-stained walls,

or the blackened debris of some burnt
farm or factory or mill.

But the northern Ardennes did not
appear to have suffered very much from
invasion as'far as he could make out;
and whether the region was heavily
occupied by an invading army he could
not determine from the glimpses he ob-
tained out of the car windows.

The line, however, was vigilantly
guarded; that he could see plainly
enough; but the sky-line of the low

rolling country on either side might be
the limits of German occupation for
all he could determine.

WO nights’ constant wakefulness

had made him very sleepy. He
drowsed and nodded in his corner by the
shaking window, rousing himself at in-
tervals to cast a watchful glance at
Karen.

She still slept like a worn-out child.

In the west the sun was already level
with the car windows—a cherry-hued
ball veiled slightly in delicate brown
haze. The train had stopped at a siding
in a young woodland. He opened the
window to the fresh, sweet air and look-
ed out at the yellowing autumn leaves
which the setting sun made transparent
gold.

It was very still; scarcely a sound
except from very high in the air sor.ne-
where came a faint clattering noise.
And after a while he turned his head
and looked up at a flight of aeroplanes

G
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crossing the line at an immense height.

Stately, impressive, like a migration
of wide-winged hawks, they glided west-
ward, the red sun touching their under-
sides with rose. And he watched them
until they became dots, and disappeared
one by one in mid-heaven.

Presently, along the main track, came
rushing a hospital train, the carriages
succeeding one another like flashes of
light, vanishing into perspective with a
diminishing roar and leaving in its wake
an odor of disinfectants.

Then the train he was on began to
move; soldiers along the rails stood at
attention; a company of Uhlans canter-
ed along a parallel road, keeping pace
with the cars for a while. Then the
woods closed in again, thick, shaggy
forest land which blotted out the low-
hanging sun.

He closed the window, turned and
glanced at Karen. She slept. And he
lay back in his corner and closed his
haggard eyes.

The next time he opened them the
light in the car had become very dim.

Twilight purpled the woods and hills;
dusk was arriving swiftly.

It was dark when, at a way station,
a soldier opened the door, saluted, and
lighted the lamp in the compartment.
The train lay there a long while; they
were unloading horses, cannon and
wagons; teams were being harnessed in
the dark, guns limbered, cannoniers
mounted, all in perfect order and with
a quiet celerity and an absence of noise
and confusion that fascinated Guild.

Presently, and within a space of time
almost incredible, the artillery moved off
into the darkness. He could hear the
rhythmical trample of horses, the crunch
of wheels, sabres rattling, the subdued
clank and clatter of a field battery on
the march. But he could see no lights,
distinguish no loud voices, no bugle-
calls. Now and then a clear whistle
note sounded; now and then a horse

| snorted, excited by the open air.

HE car in which they were was now
detached and sidetracked; the long
train backed slowly past and away into

| the darkness.

| station glided past the window;

And after a while another locomotive
came steaming out of the obscurity
ahead; he heard them coupling it to the
car in which he sat. The jar did not
awaken Karen.

Presently they were in motion again;
the tiled roof of an unlighted railway
stars
appeared, trees, a high dark hill to the
right.

A military guard came through the
corridor, lantern in hand, and told Guild
that the car was now entirely empty
and at his disposal.

So he rose and went forward where
he could look out ahead and see the dull
glow of the smokestack and the ruddy

| light of the furnace.

For a long while he stood there watch-
ing the moving silhouettes of engineer
and fireman. The sombre red light
trembled on the rails and swept the way-
side trees or painted with fiery streaks
the sides of a cut or glittered along the
rocky wet walls of tunnels.

‘When at last he went back to the
compartment, Karen was sitting up,
twisting her hair into shape.

“Do you feel rested?’”” he asked cheer-
fully, seating himself beside her.

“Yes, thank you. Where are we, Ker-
vyn?”’

“I don’t know."”

She was still busy with her hair, but
her eyes remained on him.

“Can I do anything for you? Do you

| need anything?” he asked.

| met you!”

“I seem to need almost everything!”
she protested, “including a bath and a
clergyman. Oh, Kervyn, what a wed-
ding journey! Is there anything about
me that resembles a bride? And I'm
not even that, yet—just a crumpled,
soiled, disreputable child!”’

“You are absolutely adorable just as
you are!”’

“No! I am unspeakable. And I want
to be attractive to you. I really can be
very nice-looking, only you never saw
me so—"’

“Dearest!”

“I haven’t had any clothes since I first
she said excitedly. “You
know I can scarcely bear it to have you
think of me this way. Will I have time
to buy a gown in Antwerp? How long
will it take us to marry each other?
Because, of course, I shall not let you
ride away with your regiment until you

| are my husband.”

| sprang to her eyes.

and the tears
It was plain that

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 57.)

She flushed again,
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Historic Backgrounds of Brantford

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 9.)

the beadmaking, the primitive life of
the women surrounding " her; and
those bold, living stories, the adven-
tures of the fast vanishing primeval
days in which her grandfather had
figured so vividly, tales recounted and
echoed by her father, the gallant
Onwanonsyshon—of a certainty Paul-
ine Johnson possessed a colorful herit-
age. As a lyrist and legend gatherer
she will always stand for much in
national literature and had she
possessed that *“little more” that
means superlative genius she might
have proved an immortal figure,
mirroring through the magic of mem-
ory those days upon which life has
now forever closed the door.

ATURE gave to Tekahionwake a
l beautiful, but not a terrible gift,
and it seems to be a law that until
beauty can terrify man’s imagination
by an utter domination of the senses
it does not enduvre as a permanent in-
fluence. Yet Pauline made her sen-
sation, she made her impress on her
day and generation by the force of a
magnetic personality and a real gift;
for many of her songs are surpass-
ingly beautiful.

Mr. Frank Yeigh gives permission
to quote a most interesting account of
her first appearance on the recital
platform. He describes a Canadian
author’s evening, away back in 1892,
arranged by the Young Men’s Liberal
Club of Toronto. ‘“The gathering,”” he
says, “was a notable one and the pro-
gramme unique, though some authors
failed as readers to do justice to their
compositions. In strict truth, the
evening was dragging a little, and in-
terest lessening when ‘the Indian
poet-princess’ was introduced.

“She glided rather than walked to
the platform, her dark eyes flashing
nervously and her sinewy form, the

essence of gracefulness, representing
the acme of physical rhythm and
motion. Then she gave the first

rendition of her ‘Cry from an Indian
Wife,” to ‘My Forest Brave, my Red-
Skin Love,” as he unsheathes his knife
at her behest and goes forth to battle
in the North-West Rebellion:

““0O, coward self, I hesitate no more;

Go forth and win the glories of the
war,

Go forth, nor bend to greed of white
men’s hands.

cc HRILLING was the effect, dra-

matic the appeal of this dark-
hued girl who seemed to personify
her race. It was the Indian who
spoke, the Indian woman as, with in-
tense passion, she voiced the cry of
her kind.

“A tense stillness followed, but only
for a‘'moment. Then there broke un-
restrained expressions of approval in
tumultuous applause. Rarely does an
audience so rapidly change its mood,
and rarely does a reciter so capture
her hearers. Tekahionwake leaped
into fame that night twenty-five years
ago, as a poet reciter, in declaiming a
few verses. It proved to be the first
of hundreds of public appearances in
Canada, the British Isles and the
United States, but it is probably true
that she never excelled that premiere
night.” .

Years after that I had the pleasure
of meeting her and the thrill of hear-
ing her voice in many of her native
songs. I shall never forget the im-
pression of ‘“The Song My Paddle
Sings,”” loved from childhood.

“The river rolls in its rocky bed;

My paddle is plying its way ahead;
Dip, dip,

While the waters flip

In foam as over their breast we slip.
“And up on the hills against the sky,

A fir tree rocking its lullaby,

Swings, swings,
Its emerald wings,

Swelling the song that my paddle

sings.”

I felt again the glamor of her magic
as I stood by her grave in Stanley
Park near Siwash Rock in Vancouver.
She who endured all the sorrows of an
alien and flame-like temperament,
and who, too soon it would seem,
passed out and away from this world
is, I believe, living in everything that
should be most typical of this country,
“its freedom, its freshness, its tar-
ness’’—a, beautiful figure, a figure to
love and remember.

RIVING back to the city we made
a point ef visiting the ancient
Mohawk Church, and here again many

memories spoke. The great Chief
Brant, from whom the town takes its
name, sleeps here in the quiet of the
little churchyard all fenced about with
iron as befits a Chief, and just beside

him lies Onwanonsyshon, Pauline
Johnson’s father. Nothing in Canada
is more unique than the wooden

church itself, made by the Mohawks
nearly two centuries ago, and dedi-
cated by them to the Christian God.
You will remember that the silver
Communion Service given to her loyal
subjects by Queen Anne is still in use,
and that it was here, in the meadow
just beyond this peaceful church-
vard, that in 1869 an extraordinary
ceremony was observed when Arthur,
Duke of Connaught, then a young lad,
was made and still remains the only
living white Chief of the Six Nations
Indians.

A most interesting story is told of
the occasion when, beside the English
boy in his state carriage, rode Onwan-
onsyshon, on his jet black pony,
“garmented in full native costume,
buckskin and beaded mocassins, head
band of feathers, silver ornaments
and scarlet blanket,” and how, rid-
ing along the dusty roads, the Eng-
lish Prince and the Indian Chief ate
grapes together joyously. And then
on reaching the church the son of
Queen Victoria suddenly found him-
self completely surrounded by braves
and warriors of what must have seem-
ed, to his English eyes, a truly ferocious
type; their copper colored skins
gleaming in the sun, brilliant with
paints and gorgeous dyes, and carry-
ing tomahawks and bows and arrows.
An appalling war-whoop arose as the
voung guest stepped forward to meet
them, then more war cries, deafening
and terrible, as the hundreds of

Indians filed by preparatory to the in-
augural ceremony performed by an
ancient chief who had fought under
Sir Isaac Brock at Queenston Heights
in 1812.

And in this ceremony the Constitu-
tion that Hiawatha had formed four
centuries before was broken. For he
decreed that fifty chiefs, no more no
less, should form the Council of the
Six Nations, and this day the first and
last addition was made whereby
Arthur of Connaught alone in the
world bears the right of the fifty-first
title of the Iroquois.

T3 FTER all, it’s a rather wonder-

ful thing to be a Canadian,”—
a highly proper and patriotic, albeit
a somewhat banal, sentiment, you will
say.

But as I walked down West Street
that afternoon to see Sara Jeanette
Duncan, an idol of my youth, and on
my way to her house came face to
face, for the first time since it has
been placed here, with the Bell Mem-
orial by Walter Allward, I did say to
myself “yes, after all, it’'s a rather
wonderful thing to be a Canadian.”

I thought of the (he seems to me)
almost mystic inventor, in his grape
arbor on the river bank dreaming the
the dream and carrying into effect
the greatest miracle of present day
science because the most revolution-
ary, and then of his vision again im-
mortalized by a genius as divine and
imperishable in this great work of
granite and bronze which will forever
perpetuate the mystery of science.

The gravity, the delicacy, the depth
of the thought of the sculptor in
those great figures, the Speaker and
the Listener, seem to suggest the
eternal patience, the iron endurance

of Man, the Creator, as symbolized in
the panel on the crest of the Mem-
orial where Man awake to his new-
found power to transmit sound
through space, sends out his thought
in three floating figures, messengers of
Knowledge, Joy and Sorrow.

Looking long at the Memorial you
feel that the city that possesses it

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 58.)

Days of Growth |

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 25.)
getting,” says Solomon, ‘“get under-
standing,” which I should interpret as
common sense. The only common-
sense method of living when the ther-
mometer is in the nineties is to keep
the house as cool as possible, and stay
still, or, better, sleep, during the in-
tense heat of midday, allowing the
little people, if need be, to remain up
a little longer on that account on the
long, light evenings. But even then
the wise rule of allowing no wild
romping before bedtime should be
adhered to.

However, even in midsummer, no
living-room of any nature should be
kept shut up all the time. It is always
possible early in the morning or as the
late afternoon grows cooler to let
fresh air and even some sunshine in.
For, as I said before, there is no dis-
infectant like sunshine.

The nourishment of a growing ani-
mal should be such as will assimilate,
to keep pace with the rate of growth.
It is in this matter of assimilation that
parents frequently lose ground in the
matter of the child, especially the
older ones, where growth is very rapid.
And proportionately with the rest of
the year, growth is always rapid in
the summer.

Hunt Real Game

and track the woods in their autumn glory!

RACK the lumbering Grizzly—follow the path of the
Mountain Goat— bring down fleet Big Horns in
Jasper Park or British Columbia.
and Bear, go to Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, Quebec,
New Ontario and Eastern Manitoba.
guide who knows the woods and knows the habits of the
animals—practiced in the art of “calling”—who knows the

mystery of the still hunt.
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I remember hearing in Church one
time a minister say that “He taketh
and giveth” and he meant God. And
last night when He had taken Ilittle
Yellow Jacket, He sent me another
friend. I was in bed and still crying
when she came to me, and who do you
s'pose it was? Aunt Lillian, and I think
that’s a beautiful name.

Y HE put her arms ’'round me and

kissed me in the dark and then she
asked me to tell her all about it. When
I finished, I could feel tear drops fall
on my hands, and I knew that Aunt
Lillian was crying.

“So you love the little common child-
ren, too, Kit? You’d like to know them
better and make them happy?”’

“But they are happy, Aunt Lillian,
and sometimes I'm so lonely. They
are just as nice as I am, some of them
are much nicer. Why does it hurt the
first families, Aunt Lillian, to be nice
to the others?”

I heard her sigh, then she said:“The
first families, Kit, only hurt themselves,
but they never know it until it’s too
late.”

“But, Aunt Lillian, do you like people
like our neighbors who aren’t first
families? Most grown-ups don’t. Now,
Aunt ’Lizabeth thinks it's very wrong
to play with Minerva Johnson—she’s a
colored child, but she’s very nice and
has sad eyes.”

UNT LILLIAN laughed. “Dear,

dear, brought up under Aunt Eliza-
beth’s eye and likes to play with little
coons. Kit, darling, where did you get
yvour plebeian tastes?”’ She threw her
arms about me and hugged me.

“Listen, dear, perhaps it’s better for
colored people to live and play by
themselves, but, Kit, never let anything
kill your love for everything good that
lives. There is something nice about
everything in this world, if people
would not close their eyes to it and
only see the objectionable.”

“T don’t think Mother hates colored
people or anything, p’r’aps she thinks
if we play too much with the neigh-
bors’ children, we’ll forget to love our
families.”

Aunt Lillian didn’t say anything for
a long time, and then her voice sounded
dreamy as if she was talking to herself.

“I never thought of that side of the
question, perhaps you’re right, Kit.”

Then she sighed again and I think if
it had been light enough to see, there
must have been tears in her eyes, and
I heard her say “How little he knows
my heart,” but she wasn’t speaking to
me, it seemed ’s if she was thinking out
loud. I was very sleepy and forgot
to ask her who didn’t know her heart.

Aunt Lillian is a great s’prise to me,
‘cause now that I know her better, I
think her smile is lovelier even than
Uncle Frank’s. Her eyes are some-
times very sad, but when she laughs,
they sparkle, and they're always very
blue, like my forget-me-nots when she
laughs and like the sky when she is
sad. I wonder if she has a tragedy, too.

URRY up, Nick. Do for Heav-

en’s sake, hurry up.” Bob
Blake tramped impatiently up and
down the long studio.

“You seem in a terrible hustle to-
night, Bob. I don’t remember ever
seeing you so anxious about a concert
before. What's the rush?”

Nicholas Ryerson looked innocently
at his fidgety friend.

“Oh go on, Foxy. You're not such
a bat as all that. You know very well.”
and Blake’s voice grew earnest, “You
know why I rush to any place where

£

there’s a chance of meeting Miss
Cameron. I've made no secret of it,
the Lord knows.

“Say, Ryerson,” Blake would have

’Magination

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 36.)

I asked her to-day what kind of a dis-
ease was a tragedy. She looked sur-
prised and laughed, but her eyes looked
like the sky.

“It's the pain that comes after fool-
ish happiness, Kit,”

And then I remembered one time I
had been to a party.

“Like a pain in your stomach after
you eat too much ice cream?”’ I asked
her.

For a minute she laughed and her
eyes were like the forget-me-nots, then
they looked ’s if there were tears all
around them that she wouldn’t let fall.

“I hope, dear, that you may never
have a worse kind than that.”

“How many kinds are there,
Lillian, and what is the worst?”’

“Darling, why do you bother your
little head about that? Tragedies aren’t
interesting. Tell me about Magination.”

Aunt

E were sitting in the back yard
under the peach-tree, when
Uncle Frank came out.

“What’s going on?”’ he asked in his
jolly way, and Aunt Lillian looked up
’s if she wished for something but
couldn’t say it.

“We were talking,” I said, “Aunt
Lillian understands ’bout everything
and she likes the people I like, too.
We love everybody, not only first fam-
ilies, but 'f course, best of all, we like
our own families first, and anybody
who doesn’t believe it, doesn‘t know our
hearts. Do they, Aunt Lillian? That's
what you think, isn’t it?”

But she didn’t answer me, she was
looking up at Uncle Frank and he was
looking at her and then she said ’s
if her heart ached: “Kit is right,
Frank.”

Then, of course, Aunt ’Lizabeth had
to int’rupt. She called me and I had
to go in to lunch. Aunt ’Lizabeth
tries to be very nice, I'm sure, but it
isn’t her fault if she isn’t, ’cause she
doesn’t know how.

Last night all the grown-ups went
to the theatre so Rosie and I were
alone. I told her all ’bout Aunt Lil-
lian and Rosie told me something. I
don’t know how she knows so much
but I'm awfully glad ’cause it helps
me to understand some very funny
things. I asked her how she found
out, but she wouldn’t tell me and she
told me I musn’t say anything about
it.

She says Aunt Lillian’s very good
and kind, but she’s a woman with
new ideasy and does slum weork—that
means she’s good to the poor people.
Now I know why Aunt ’Lizabeth
doesn’t like her, I could tell by the
way she looked, but I didn’t know why
before. And Rosie says Uncle Frank
doesn’t like it ’cause he thinks she
loves the poor children better than
him. But Rosie says she thinks Uncle
Frank goes to his clubs an awful lot
with other gentlemen and Aunt Lillian
gets lonely.

T’'d like to know more ’bout it but
I musn’'t ask too many questions or

Janet Cameron

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 38.)

assured you he was long past the age
of blushing, but he colored hotly and
stammered like any boy. “Say—you’ve
—you’ve known Janet far longer than
I have. Do you think there is some
reason why she looks at me as though
she positively hated me, sometimes?”’

Ryerson was about to make a light
rejoinder, but a look at his chum’s
face deterred him. ‘“Why no, Blake.
I shouldn’t think there could be any
reason. Women have been so kind to
you, old man, that if a girl doesn’t fall
into your arms you're surprised. Janet’s
not that kind, remember. But she can’t
have anything against you.”

Little did Ryerson know that the

I'll be sent to bed or punished for
curiosity and that's all Rosie knows.

‘HIS morning, Mr. Consine came to

our house and he was very quiet.

I was s’prised ’cause gen’rally he’s

very funny. He and Mother were in

the living-room and Mother closed the

doors. She looked kind of mysterious
and that made me wonder.

P’r‘aps it was a scandal behind
closed doors! I got so ’cited, I was
shaking. Rosie said that some times
there was a detective in a scandal,
and I'd love to see a real live one. I
sat very quietly in the library, pre-
tending to look at a picture book, but
"Magination made me want to run and
jump. I knew better, though, child-
ren aren’'t supposed to think ’bout
things so I shook inside, and waited
outside.

I wondered if the detective would
be big and tall and have a black mous-
tache and carry a. gun. Then the door
opened and they came out and I
heard Mother say “Oh, I'm sure
everything will be all right. Charlie.”
and Mr. Consine left.

Aunt ’Lizabeth came down stairs
just then, I really think she’s curious,
and Mother said:

“Poor Charlie, he’s so happy. A
lovely baby boy arrived this morning.”

“Rosie,” I said, when I could get
to the kitchen, “I know now how it
feels when Michael plays you false,
that’s what ’'Magination did to me.
It's just like getting out of breath and
having your heart stop. Why don’t
things happen like in your books,
Rosie?”’

“What are you talking
Kit?”

Then I told her all ’bout it. “And
Rosie, ’'stead of a detective with a
moustache and gun, it’s only a baby.”

Sometimes Rosie’s very foolish and
laughs at the wrong time, so I went
out in the back yard and pretty nearly
cried, but I didn’t, ’cause I hate to let
tears fall.

’bout, Miss

HIS afternoon was the most
beautiful I ever did see and I
was so happy it was just like dream-
ing at night that I had everything I
wanted. Aunt Lillian and Uncle Frank
took me to the Old Homestead Park,
that’s *way across the river and I wore
my best dress. Some people long ago
used to have the Park for their home
and it’s wonderful.

There are lovely flowers and great
big trees and birds in the trees, and a
lovely lake with white ducks on it that
just stay on top of the water and never
get wet—some are big, but the tiniest
are prettiest.

The house is made of trees chopped.-
up and it's different from ours or
anybody else’s. There’'s a great big
grandpa’s clock in the hall and a
thing you work with your foot, it
makes something, but it’s not a sewing
machine. But the most beautiful of

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 55.)

conversation between him and his
friend that long ago June Sunday, had
been overheard by the subject of their
discussion. In fact, the episode had
faded so completely from the organist's
mind that he had missed the oppor-
tunity of twitting his friend with a
lack of discernment.

“You imagine things, Bob,”” Ryerson
continued kindly, “I've always under-
stood people in love were fanciful.” His
listener looked dubious. “Remember a
faint heart Put a bold front on.
You don’t usually lack nerve. Go in
and win and good luck to you. Both
you and Janet deserve the best. You
know what I think, old fellow.” and the

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 56.)
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The Professor and Pauline

(CONTINUED FROM. PAGE 22.)

Providence an unwarranted liberty.
Mrs. Martin was one of those women
who revel in sickness and operations,
and the Professor felt an intense irrita-
tion as the mnarrative proceeded. Why
could not all women be young and soft-
voiced and dressed in white muslin?
There was no doubt about it, his ner-
vous system was far from being in a
satisfactory condition. He would go for
a walk after tea—the ocean air would
do him good—and then he would come
back and work until midnight. But
man proposes and Cupid disposes.
‘What Professor Territt did was to ask
Miss Raymond to go down to the beach,
and when they reached the shore, he
found himself aimlessly throwing
pebbles at a large rock and watching
the flappings of an immense white hat
trimmed with daisies. Miss Raymond
said very little, except about the beauty
of the shore line, and the Professor re-
flected that it is really an absurd libel
that every woman is a chatterbox. He
actually quoted some lines of Swin-
burne’s about the North Sea, and was
recalled to the practical present by
Miss Raymond saying:

“This is a dear old place. I have
usually gone to Orchard Beach, where
there are crowds and bridge and danc-
ing. Think of drawing down the blinds
and playing cards, when one might be
breathing such air as this!” What a
sensible, unspoiled creature she was,
after all! The Professor felt that it
was laid upon him to open her eyes to
the great world of intellectual effort
about which she knew so little. She
was plainly too good for a butterfly.

The next day, the ’Fessor threw aside
all pretence to serious work, said to
himself that he had brain fag, and de-
cided to take a week’s holiday. So, all
unwarned, he rushed into the most
costly post-graduate course in the
world, where Cupid is bursar, president
and everything else and chuckles at the
close of the term over the fees that he
will colleet. There were mornings in
the garden and evenings by the sea,
until Mrs. Martin said scornfully to the
kitten as that contented creature
basked in the kitchen window: “Well,
Tom, there’s no fool like a man with a
lot of learning.”

HEN there was a whole day when
Pauline Raymond had a severe
headache and smiled behind her green

all the house is a tiny bedroom with
a big wooden cradle in it, and on the
floor there are blue and gold soldiers
and a dog that has button eyes, and
all the walls are pictures of children.
Aunt Lillian loved the rugs in the
dining-room, they were made by hand
she said, but they’re very round, and
Uncle Frank liked some things that
made you think of Indians in another
room. I made Aunt Lillian come
and see the one I liked best.

“Isn’t it beautiful, Aunt Lillian? If
I had a house like this I'd like to
stay here always and never go away.
Wouldn’t you?”’

“You’d get tired of being alone with
furniture, dear, even though it might
be very interesting,” she said.

“Oh, but I'd like somebody to stay
with me, somebody who liked the
furniture and me, then they wouldn’t
like to go 'way either.”

“That’s what I'd like, Kit, nothing
better. But they're pretty hard to
find. They all get tired of seeing
the same thing all the time, they like
different faces and different furni-
ture.” It was Uncle Frank who spoke,
he had come up behind us and he
looked very sad.

I heard Aunt Lillian catch her
breath and I turned around. She
was looking at Uncle Frank and I
just heard her say something ’bout

blinds at the sight of the Professor
walking gloomily about in the orchard
and finding no consolation in Teutonic
Philology.

But an afternoon came, when the
Professor’s eyes were suddenly opened
to his own perilous state—and it was
on this wise. He had returned from a
hurried expedition to the village post
office and, failing to find Miss Ray-
mond in the garden, he entered the
cool, darkened parlor, where, stretch-
ed in sleep on a black, shiny sofa, was
the lady of hlis search. She looked
supremely child-like and helpless,
quite remote from the self-possessed
giirl, from whom he had parted an
hour before. What long eye-lashes
she had—and they did mot flutter at
all, as he bent over her. He bent
closer still, and, as his lips touched
the soft girlish cheek, the Professor
knew that he had committed a dis-
honest but entirely inevitable act. He
went upstairs and, going to a drawer,
took out the almost-forgotten manu-
script. 1t seemed to stare at him re-
proachfully, as if to remind him of his
desertion of the old life. His inbred
distrust and suspicion of women came
over him in a flood that swept all his
belongings into his small trunk and
brought to mind the consideration
that the five o'clock train would
bear him towards Boston and safety.
‘When Pauline Raymond opened her

eyes and looked drowsily around
the stiff little parlor, she was con-
fronted by the substantial form of

Mrs. Martin and heard her say in a
tone of mingled vexation and tfiumph:
“The teabell has just rung, Miss. Pro-
fessor Territt went away an hour ago,
and told me to say ‘good-bye’ as he
doesn’t expect to be back this sum-
mer.”’
* * * *

N the following April, Professor

Territt picked up a book with the
frivolous title, “Doings of a De-
butante,” left by one of the students
in the class-room sacred to Teutonic
Philology. Something in the opening
paragraph attracted the Professor’s
attention, as if it were the echo of
girlish talk and laughter. It was clever
nonsense that in some mysterious way
pained the heart of Professor Territt;
but, when he came to the chapter,
‘“The Man Who Ran Away,” his face
grew white and stern and he said in-
dignantly to himself: “How could she
do it?” It was his own story he read,

’Magination
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 54.)

some people looking with their eyes
closed, when the man, ‘who takes
care of the ponies in the stables and
the white ducks in the lake passed
a window with some food.

I ran after him and he let me give
them their tea. My, but this world’s
a beautiful place. I wondered if
fairies used to live at the Old Home-
stead and I asked Timothy—he’s the
one who had the food—but he said
he didn't know. P’r’aps he looks with
his eyes closed, too, he looked kind
of sleepy. I'm sure the sun that
shines there is made of real gold and
I think the white ducks are really
fairies who’ve been changed by a
wicked witch. The air seems different
too, from the rest of the world and
the water in the lake is much prettier.

When we started home, Uncle
Frank and Aunt Lillian were smiling,
her eyes were forget-me-nots and
Uncle Frank’s were happy. I didn’t
like to, but I wanted to know, so at
last I asked him how his tragedy was
and he laughed, so did Aunt Lillian.

“Kit, you’re the only doctor for
tragedies. You’ve cured mine for-
ever,” and he looked at Aunt Lillian
and they both smiled. I didn’t un-
derstand but I was getting sleepy and
it made me very happy.

To-day I should be sad, but I can’t
help being happy. Aunt Lillian and

only it had been made a farce—deli-
cate and whimsical, but utterly ab-
surd. The Professor was a very dif-
ferent man from the dominie of a
year ago. His eyes were wide open,
his hair was closely cut and he walk-
ed with a briskness new to the college
community. “He’s been humanized,”
said the Professor of History, who
made a shrewd guess regarding the
process. Professor Territt had awak-
ened to the fact that his great book
was a weariness to the flesh and that

his career would be a poor thing, if |

Pauline Raymond were not a part of
it. He had written to her in Septem-
ber, and had sent her a college cata-
logue—which was the most personal
advance he could make. But no
answer had come, and he had been
easily discouraged into the belief that
he had run away from a danger that
had no exfistence. This sketch, how-
ever, stung him into a feeling that was
bitterer than he had yet known. He
was sure of the identity of the writer,
although Pauline had seen fit to call
herself Polly Ray and to place her
village on the Massachusetts coast.
But was the sketch entirely light and
mocking? As he re-read it, there
seemed a sob beneath the laughter,
and he put the book down with a
sudden resolution. He would write
again—the whole truth—and she
might laugh at him if she pleased.
So, long into the night, the Professor
wrote many lines of as incoherent and
confused pleading as a foolish man of
intellect ever addressed to a clever
woman.
* * - »

GAIN it was July in the garden

near the sea, and a girl in a
white gown watched with eagerness
as a man approached with an armful
of letters and papers.

“My proofs have
nounced.

“T believe you are more interested
in them  than in anything else.”

“You don’t believe a. word of that,”
he said firmly, as he flung down the
letters and possessed himself of the
girl’s waist.

“I think Mrs. Martin is shocked be-
cause I call you Billie.”

“So long as you are now safely,

come,” he an-

Mrs. Terrnitt, you may call me what |

you please.” And Cupid. seated some-

where on a branch of the old apple-

tree, yawned iin supreme content.
THE END.

Uncle Frank are going home to-mor-
row, that’s why I should feel sorry,
but when I woke up this morning, a
cage all gold was in my room and a
dear tiny sparrow was singing just
like Yellow Jacket and that’s why
I'm happy.

I said an extra prayer, too, and I
don’t think I'll make any more faces
at the kids on the other side of the
alley, ’cause this time, “He giveth be-
fore He taketh’” and I like that much
better.

THE END.

A MARVELOUS CLOCK.

The clock of Beauvais Cathedral is
very complicated. It is said to be
composed of ninety-two thousand
separate pieces. One sees on the fifty-
two dial plates the hour, the day, the
tides, the time in the principal capitals
of the world, together with a series of
week and the month; the rising and set-
ting of the sun; phases of the moon, the
terrestrial and astronomical evolutions.
The framework is carved oak, eight
meters by five meters, or twenty-six feet
by sixteen and a quarter feet. When
the clock strikes, all the edifice seems in
movement.
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usually undemonstrative Nick placed
his hand affectionately on Blake’s
shoulder.

“Come, now, I'm ready,” and the two
men passed out into the brilliantly
lighted streets.

HE annual Reception at the
Academy was an event eagerly
anticipated by the Musical World. Not
only were there none but the foremost
musicians in the country assisting, but,

occasionally, an unknown singer or
player was introduced at the last
moment. Woe betide the luckless per=-

former, or his sponsors, if the number
was not at least fairly worthy. If
successful the top of the ladder was
attained at a bound, but if a failure,
his assurance in attempting to enter
the inner circle, was regarded as a

crime.
Well did Janet Cameron’s friends
realize the ordeal that awaited her.

Her audience would be critical, per-
haps not altogether antagonistic, but
certainly not inclined to be warmly
sympathetic. She would miss the in-
spiration of listeners who wished and
expected to be pleased.

Then, while she was comparatively
well-known and appreciated in the small
circle in which she moved, in the larger
life of the City she was only one among
thousands striving for the same goal.

Muriel Brent could scarcely keep still,
her little hands kept clasping and open-
ing spasmodically; even Nicholas Ryer-
son, the self-contained, was restless.
But Robert Blake standing alone at the
back of the immense hall seemed carved
from stone. He grew a shade paler as
Janet came on the stage.

OW he loved that bronze head, the

wide open blue eyes in their set-
ting of long black lashes, the rosy
mouth; the firm proud chin with its
suggestion of an upward tilt, and until
to-night he had loved her voice, be-
cause like other charms it had been
part of Janet.

But now. A hot wave of resentment
swept over him. ‘A gift” he had heard
somebody call Janet's voice. It wasn't
a gift. It was a curse. There could be
no gift about a thing that would place
the woman he loved in the position she
was in to-night. Alone, the centre of
every eye, at the mercy of all these
people.

Then he saw her life stretching on
and on in a weary succession of these
concerts. She might be the idol of the
public, and his great love never doubted
that Janet could do anything, but the
idol could only remain on her pedestai
by being a slave.

But how would Janet regard it? He
would know to-night. The suspense
was unbearable.

The violins died away
cadenza.

in a soft

HEN the girl’s voice, pure and bell-

like, rang forth in a Donizetti
Aria. Signor Dinnetti had chosen the
selection to exhibit his pupil's wonder-
ful technique to the greatest advantage.
Here was a girl who had not hurried
her time of study, nor skimped her
practice of scales and trills, and this

audience understood and appreciated
the finished performance. A perfect
storm of applause broke from the

listeners. Time and time again Janet
was recalled but at last she was able
to escape. Instinctively she felt
Robert Blake would seek her out and
some way she could not meet him.
This would be an excellent, a quite
dramatic opportunity, indeed, to be
revenged. But revenge had lost all its
value. Why, oh, why was every hour
of triumph poisoned by some drop of
bitterness?

The thought of the impending de-
cision, and well she knew Blake could
be no longer put off, made her tired and
dispirited.

After the next number the first part
of the programme would be completed.
Then would come an intermission when
musicians from different centres would
renew old associations.

J ANET slipped through an open door
at the back of the stage. She
turned a corner and was confronted by
piles of chairs and tables and heard
men’s volees, and caught the whiff of
tobacco. Peering through the rungs
she saw Signor Dinnetti, Nicholas
Ryerson and John Trench. What would
she do? She shrank from going for-
ward and announcing her presence, and
already the door through which she

had come was closed to insure perfect
quiet for the next singer.

Probably the men would stay only
a minute or two anyway. She would
try not to hear. But that was easier
said than done. John Trench had not
talked himself several times around
the world without learning the value
of a carrying voice.

“She is better, much better than I
expected, Signor. In fact I have never
heard more faultless execution, but—"
the manager of “The Western Opera
Company” paused.

“Well?”’' her teacher said enquiringly.
“What i wrong?”’

“I’LL tell you, Professor. Madame
Marten is a hard singer to fol-
low. She had temperament, if you
want to call it that, and she wasn’t
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 57.)

A Kitchen a Thousand
Timesas Large asYours

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 39.)

spectacle is one not soon to be for-
gotten, presaging well for the strength-
ening of the bond between these two
great English-speaking nations.

And Leony Derouet looks on from
the rear and smiles contentedly over
another of his achievements. A mis-
take in the kitchen, a pause, a short-
age of any one of the many kinds of
food would have brought disaster, but
there is not a flaw in the management
of the entire proceeding.

The secret is that back in the Head
Chef’s office there is a schedule which
he worked out when the menu was
selected, and from this he and his
assistants worked.

Here is a representative menu as it
appeared to the guests, and below each

item is the same menu as Leony
prepared it, in terms of pounds and
dozens.

Cape Cod Oysters.
(BEighteen thousand.)
Pepper Pot

(Two hundred gallons.)
Celery Salted Nuts Olives
(Three thousand stalks of celery; one
hundred and fifty pounds of nuts; fif-

teen thousand olives.)

Filet of Sole auw vin blanc
(Twelve hundred pounds sole; seven-
ty-five gallons white wine sauce.)
Breast of Chicken Clamart
(Three thousand breasts of chicken.)
Peas and Lettuce
(One hundred gallons peas and let-
tuce.)

Potatoes Palestine
(Five hundred pounds potatoes.)
Fresh Asparagus Vinaigrette
(Twelve thousand pieces asparagus and
fifty gallons Vinaigrette sauce.)
Peach Pie
(Five hundred pies to make three
thousand portions.)

Fresh Strawberry Ice Cream
(One hundred and twenty-five gallons
of ice cream.)

Cafe Noir
(T'wo hundred gallons of coffee and
eighty gallons of cream, fifteen thou-
sand rolls and nine thousand pieces of
butter.)

It seems enough to feed an army,

almost, doesn’t it?

“O Mother! where are you?” All at
once we realize we are comfortably
sitting on our own verandahs—the
children are home from school and it
is five o’clock, almost time for us to
go to prepare dinner, not for thous-
ands, but just our own little families,
and for fear we may forget what the
great principles of Leony are which
we can apply every day, we shall call
them off on our fingers: system, care-
ful planning, sufficient quantity with-
out waste, efficient help and equip-
ment, and a careful adherence to re-
cipes and rules.

Watch Your House Lights
With a View to
Economy

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 37.)

light the gas. The light will then
burn clear. It is net so often poor
gas, as poor burners, that is the cause
of a dim light. The lava or metal
tips of gas fixtures, particularly the
former, become clogged quite readily,
and at once affect the size and quality
of the flame. As these tips are very
inexpensive, it is always werth while
to experiment with their renewal be-
fore complaining of the quality of
the gas.



Atvtgust, Nineteen-Nineteen

her nerves had given way under the
long strain.

“Kervyn! Only yesterday war meant
almost nothing to me. And look at me
now!—look at the girl you saw in Eng-
land only a few days ago!—a woman
to-day!—a wife to-morrow, please God
—and the fear of this war already over-
whelming me.”

She brushed the starting tears from
her eyes; they filled again. She said
miserably: “We women all inherit sor-
row, it seems, the moment our girlhood
leaves us. A few days ago I didn’t know
what it was to be afraid. Then you
came. And with you came friendship.
And with friendship came fear—fear for
Yol ik And then, very swiftly,
love came; and my girlhood was gone—
gone—like yesterday-—leaving me alone
in the world with you and love and
war!’”’

He drew her face against his shoulder:

“This world war is making us all feel
a little lonely,”” he said. “The old fam-
iliar world is already changing under
our bewildered eyes. It is a totally new
era which is dawning; a new people is
replacing the inhabitants of earth, born
to new thoughis, new ideals, new am-
bitions.

“I think the old tyranny is already
beginning to pass from men’s souls and
minds; the old folk-ways, the old and
out-worn terrors, the tinselled dogmas,
the old false standards, the universal
dread <f that absolute intellectual free-
dom which alone can make a truly new
heaven and a new earth.

“All this is already beginning to pass
away in the awful intellectual reveiation
which this world war is making hour
by hour.

“What wonder that we feel the ap-
proaching cl.ange, the aprrehension of
that mortal loneliness which must leave
us stripped of all that was familiar while
the oll order passes—vanishes like mist
at dawn.”

He bent and touched her hand with
his lips:

“But there will be a dawn, Karen.
Never doubt it, sweet!”

“Shall our children see it—if God is
kind 1o us?”’ she whispered.

“Yes. If God is very kind, I think
that we shall see it, too.”

The girl nodded, pressing her. cheek
against his, her eyes clear and sweetly
grave.

He said: “No man ever born, since
Christ, has dared to be himself. No
woman, either. I think our chil-
dren will begin to dare.”

She mused, wide-eyed, wondering.

“And he who takes up a sword,” he

easy to get on with, but she threw
herself into every role she interpreted.
Marten was one of the greatest act-
resses this continent has ever seen, and
any little flaw in her voice was lost
sight of. Now this girl of yours,—her
technique is perfect, but the truth is,
Dinnetti, T don’t believe she has any
more feeling than an iceburg.”

“You’re right,” Dinnetti said ruefully,
“She has no heart. I have told her so,”
and he thought of the yellowed manu-
script. The sheet had accompanied
him to every concert. His mascot, a
tribute to his lost Minna.

“You are both very much mistaken,”
Ryerson interrupted, curtly, “Because
Miss Cameron is restrained in her art
and does not drag emotion into every
thing is no indication that she can’t
feel and show it, too, when the proper
time arrives. She is one of the truest,
most sensitive girls I've ever met. But
she’s naturally reserved. She’'s Scotch,
you know.”

Scotch! Secotch! The
the chairs stamped her foot angrily.
Scotch! When had she ever been al-
lowed to forget her wretched nationali-
ty. Her Aunt had told her. “The
Scotch do as they say,” and so on, and
so on, day in and day out. When she
went out in the world her virtues and
her failings were all attributable to her
nationality. Now it cropped up again.
“She’s Scotch you know!’” Ryerson had
said. :

Swiftly she retraced her steps.
Silently opened the door and sped
across the stage, out into the corridor.
There stood Robert Blake. Good-bye,
Pride—Good-bye, Revenge, Good-bye,
the things that have stood as Scotch.
To-night, Love is King.
* * * *

girl behind

* * »
“Come out, Janet, Just one minute,

Who

said in a low voice, “shall find himself
alone like a mad dog in a city street,
with every living soul bent upon his
extermination.

“Thus will perish emperors and kings.
Our children’s children shall have heard
of them, marvelling that we had lived
to see them pass away into the mist of
fable.”

After a while she lifted her face and
looked at him out of wistful eyes:

“Meanwhile you fight for them,” she
said.

“I am of to-day—a part of the mock
mystery and the tarnished tinsel. That
grey old man of Austria quarrels with
his neighbor of Servia, and calls out
four million men to do his murders for
him. And an Emperor in white and
steel buckles on his steel helmet and
summons six million more in the name
of God.

“That is a tragedy called ‘To-day.’
But it is the last act, Karen. Already
while we hold the stake the scene shift-
ers are preparing the drama called
‘To-morrow.’

“Already the last cues are being
given; already the company that held
the stage is moving slowly toward the
eternal wings. The stage is to be swept
clean; everything must go, toy swords
and cannon, crowns and ermine, the
old and battered property god who re-
quired a sea of blood and tears to pro-
pitiate him; the old and false idol once
worshipped as Honor, and set upon a
pedestal of dead bones. All these must
go, Karen—are already going. LY
But—I am in the cast of ‘To-day’; I
may only watch them pass, and play
my part until the curtain falls.”

They remained silent for a long time.
The train had been running very slowly.
Presently it stopped.

Guild rose and went to the door of
the compartment, where a lantern
glimmered, held high. Soldiers opened
the door; an officer of Guard Cuirassiers
saluted.

‘“We control the line no farther,”” he
said. “Telegraphic orders direct me to
send you forward with a flag.”

“May I ask where we are?” said Guild.

“Not far from Antwerp. Will you
aid Madam to descend? Time presses.
We have a motor car at your disposal.”
He turned, aided Karen to the wooden
platform, which was thronged with
heavy cavalrymen, then lifted out their
luggage, which a soldier in fatigue cap
took.

“There was also a box,” said Guild
to the officer of Cuirassiers.

“It is already in the tonneau.” He
drew a telegram from his pocket and

Goes There ¥
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handed it to Guild, and the young man
read it under the flickering Ilantern
light:

CAapTAIN THE COMTE D’YVOIR:

I am told that I shall recover.

It has been, so far, between us,
only the sword; but I trust, one
day, it shall be the hand. Luck
was against me. Not your fault.

I send to you and to my daugh-
ter my respect and my good will.
Until a more auspicious day, then,
and without rancor.

Your friend the enemy,
VonN REeITER, Maj-Gen’l.

Karen, reading over his shoulder,
pressed his arm convulsively. Tears
filled her eyes, but she was smiling.

“May we send a wire?” asked Guild
of the officer.

An orderly came with pencil and tele-
graph blank. Guild wrote:

We are happy to learn that you
are to recover. Gratitude, respect,
salute from me; from her, grati-
tude and love. It will always be
the hand. May the auspicious day
come quickly.

GuUELDRES, Capt. Reserve.

The orderly took the blank; Guild
returned the salute of the Cuirassier
and followed the soldier who was carry-
ing their luggage.

An automobile stood there, garnished
with two white lanterns and a pair of
white flags.

A moment later they were speeding
through the darkness out across a vast
dim plain.

An officer sat in the front seat beside
a military chauffeur; behind them, on
a rumble, was seated a cavalryman.

In a few minutes the first challenge
came; they stopped; helmeted figures
clustered around them, a few words were
whispered, then on they rolled, slowly,
until there came another challenge, an-
other delay; and others followed in
succession as the tall phantoms of Uh-
lans loomed up around them in the
night.

Two of these lancers wheeled and ac-
companied the automobile at a canter.
One of the riders was a trumpeter; and
very soon the car halted and the Uhlan
set his trumpet to his lips and sounded
it.

Almost immediately a distant bugle
answered. The cavalryman on the
rumble stood up, hung one of the lan-
terns to a white flag, and waved it
slowly to and fro. Then the mounted
Uhlan tied the flag to his lance-tip, hung
the lantern te it, and raised it high in
the air. Already the chauffeur had piled

Janet Cameron
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my darling. There aren’t four walls
made, that are big enough to hold
my happiness, to-night.” and Bob Blake
snatched up a fleecy wrap and folded
it about the girl’s shoulders. Not one
word had Janet said, nor one question
been asked by her lover—just a long
look when the girl came out into the
corridor and the man and woman knew
that so long as life would last they
belonged to each other.

Through all the ages the jolly old
moon shas beamed on happy lovers.
The stars have winked and blinked
their approval, but never before had
they shone on a happier pair than now
strolled up and down in front of the
great Academy.

“I must go in now,” Janet said
regretfully.
“Not for a minute. Just wait a

little longer, sweetheart,” Bob begged.

“Oh, I can’t, Bob! I really can’t,
You know I’'m on, just at the beginning
of the second part and it wouldn’t do

to be late.” Janet’s foot was on the
first step.

“Oh, pshaw!” Blake exclaimed im-
patiently. “I wish you could cut the

whole thing. What do you care for
all, those people in there? Janet, you
know I'm not going to share my wife
with every Tom, Dick and Harry, who
can pay to hear her.”

Janet did not make any reply and
the man hardly knew how she was
taking his decision.

“Will you mind giving up your work
to a certain extent?”

Still no answer.

“Janet, answer me? Is that why you
looked at me sometimes as though you
positively hated me?” the man’s voice
was tense.

A merry laugh burst from Janet's
parted lips.

“No, you silly thing. I love my music
and I always will. But I love somebody
far better.” She looked tantalizingly at
Bob. She was safe on the topmost step.
Even Blake with all his nerve couldn’t
kiss her in that glaring light.

“Oh, you darling,” her lover said
softly. “Do come for another little
walk,” but the girl shook her head.

“No, I can’t. But I'll tell you some-
thing. I hate singing for all these
strangers. It wasn’t the thought of
giving up all that that made me look
at you so oddly. T was really trying to
hate you.

“Oh, you were!”
“Why ?”?

“Do you remember a day in June,
vears and years ago when you went to
Willowdale for the week-end?”

Her nistener thought a moment and
then nodded. ;

“Nick Ryerson was the choir-leader
there,” the girl went on, “and you said
the very nastiest things about choirs
and about a freak in the front row.
Do you recall that, sir? Now guess
who the freak was?”’ and Janet
vanished.

“Signor Dinnetti, may I sing that
song of yours?” Janet nervously point-
ed to the yellowed manuscript. In
another minute she must appear and
the Signor was already standing wait-
ing, his music in his hand.

The professor looked at her per-
plexedly. “My dear, Miss Janet. I
really don’t think it would be wise.
That style of seng doesn’t suit you.”
and he turned away.

Bob said amazedly,

But the girl persisted. “Signor, I can
sing it. Won’t you please let me try?”’
Dinnetti started impatiently. He was
accustomed to having his decisions ac-

* with all that it can ever
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their luggage by the roadside; the offi-
cer got out, came around, and opened
the door. As Karen descended he gave
her his arm, then saluted and sprang
to his place. The car backed in a half
circle, turned, backed again, swung clear
around, and went humming away into
the darkness.

From the shadowy obscurity ahead
came the trample of horses.

“Halt! Who goes there?” cried the
mounted lancer.

“parlementaire with a flag!” a

The Uhlan trumpeter sounded the
parley again, then, reversing his trum-
pet, reined in and sat like a statue, as
half a dozen cloalked riders walked their
horses up under the rays of the lantern
which dangled from the Uhlan’s lifted
lance.

A cavalryman wearing a jaunty Bel-
gian forage cap leaned from his saddle
and looked earnestly at Guild.

“Who is this, if you please?” he asked
curiously.

“Reserve cavalry officer and his wife,”
said the Uhlan, crisply. “Orders are to
deliver them to you.”

The Belgian lieutenant had already
recognized the uniform cf the Guides;
so had the other cavalrymen; and now
they were hastily dismounting and lead-
ing their horses forward.

“Karen,” said Guild unsteadily, °
my own regiment!” And he stepprd
forward and took the lieutenant’s hana.
in both of his. His features were work-
ing; he could not speak, but the troop-
ers seemed to understand.

They gave Karen a horse; Guild
lifted her to the saddle, shortened the
stirrup, and set her sidewajys.

They offered him another horse, but
he shook his head, flung one arm over
Karen’s saddle and walked on slowly
beside her stirrup.

Behind them the clatter of retreating
hoofs maiked the return of the Uhlans.
From somewhere in the darkness a farm
cart rumbled up and cavalrymen lifted
in their luggage.

Now, under the clustered planets the
cart and the troopers moved off over a
wide, smooth road across the plain.

And last of all came Karen with Guild
on foot beside her.

Her horse stepped slowly, cautiously;
her slim hand lay on her lover’s shoul-
der, his arm was around her, and his
cheek rested against her knees.

All the world was before them now,
hold for the
sons of men—the eternal trinity, inex-
orable unchangeable—Death, and IL.fe,
and Love.

THE END.

cepted as final. He glanced up, then
looked more closely. He had never
noticed it before. Why this girl looked
like Minna: She might do as she
pleased.

First came the two chords with their
weird and haunting harmony. Then
the plaintive melody suggestive of
tears and heartache, but brightened by
those rippling phrases that told the
listenier that through storm and strain
tre sun of love still shone and all was
well.

Ah, how Janet sang it. The audience
forgot her first finished rendition, for-
got the crowded hall, and the struggle
for place and power. Again life was
at its Spring and old and tender
memories filled their minds.

The hall was nearly deserted. Sig-
nor Dinnetti and John Trench were
walking down the aisle arm-in-arm.
The old teacher was tired and
lonely, never had Minna's loss been
fresher in hig mind.

“My dear Professor,” Trench said,
pompously, “I must admit I was mis-
taken in Miss Cameron. She’s perfect.
I’'ll arrange the contract to-morrow.
She’ll do.”

But much to Trench’s surprise, Din-
netti answered curtly.

“My dear sir, so far as a public
career goes, 1 fear Miss Cameron will
not, as you say, do,—she is done. As
for the contract, I think she has ar-
ranged for one of a different kind.
And,” he added, less curtly, “and per-
haps, it is well.”

Nick Ryerson who had overheard the
Professor’s last remark, tucked Muriel
Brent’s soft little hand more closely
under his arm and said to himself, “By
George, the old Professor does know a
thing or two besides music.”

THE END.
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(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 53.)

must widen about it, and become truer
to reality and more beautiful as it is
influenced by so great and grave a
piece of art. The generations will
come and go, but there it stands, the
companion of each generation; serene,
untouched and influential.

ND so to a large, old-fashioned,

shadowy house with a garden of
blazing flowers at the back and in the
long, dim drawing-room a full-sized
portrait of a young girl with dreaming
eyes.

That portrait is emphatically the
gay and courageous ‘“‘Garth Grafton,”
who ‘“used to write for the ‘Globe,” ”
and the magnetic Sara Jeanette Dun-
can of “A Social Departure,” ‘“An
American Girl in London,” and the
other stories that made her famous
while she was yet in her twenties.
But there is also the deep vision in
those eyes that makes the career of
that now cosmopolitan writer, Mrs.
Everard Cotes, still delightfully pro-
blematic. A successful novelist, yes.
But one ventures to say a successful
playwright also. For when the last
of the war clouds vanish there will
probably be some interesting revela-
tions of the ability of this Canadian
litterateur as a stage-writer.

Mrs. Cotes has lived in India for
years, but during the war has been
busy in London, England. At present

TG essie

she is on a visit of some months to
Canada.

I tried to get some impressions of
her girlhood in Brantford, but she
was more keen to talk of other writers
than of herself.

“I like to recall the fact that Nor-
man Duncan came from Brantford,”
she said. And we spoke of his sen-
sitive and virile art.

“And Pauline Johnson I remember
well, of course,” went on Mrs. Cotes,
“As a child I also recall my joy in
market day, when the Indians would
come with great crates of berries to
sell. Their many and various colored
petticoats used to be a great diversion
to me.”

Norman Dunecan, by the way, is not
a relative of Sara Jeanette, though he
has many times been so described by
Canadian writers. In no estimate of
Canadian literature can his work be
forgotten. Had he been a painter he
would have been a master of genre.
He so strongly feels the whole of the
atmosphere with which his people are
surrounded that they seem to stand
out with a singular intensity. His
great story “Dr. Luke of the Labra-
dor” is as compelling as life itself.
“The Mother,” is one of the least
known and probably the finest of all
his novels.

* * * * >
HERE are such lovable things
about Brantford.

The squirrels, so carefully housed in
the trees of the picturesque square
presided over by the monument of the
great Chief, Brant, are, I have heard,

descendants of honorable ancestors.

And when my mother talks of balls
at the “Kerby House”’ when she and
other southern girls made havoe with
northern hearts just about the date
“when young Bell was inventing the
telephone’” I look about the old din-
ing-room, which has served many a
brilliant occasion in the use of more
than one generation, and am thank-
ful that it has been spared the ruth-
less hand of time.

Against a background of the
brotherhood of the Six Nations all
modern figures seem like youthful
emanations dancing in a moment’s
time. But perspective is a wise and
saving grace, and in its light we may
see the figures of certain men and
women not as shadows dancing, but
clearly defined as the living spirit of
the environment in which they dream-
ed their dreams.

Editorial
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 5.)
its demands upon our time; yet I be-
lieve that applying the principle we
have just enunciated, will prove a
wonderful aid in the solution of our
problems. If home making is the
chief business of life, worthy of the
best efforts of the most talented wo-
man, then home tasks are no longer
hopeless drudgery, nor home ties
fetters to bind one to earth while she
would fain soar to greater heights.
But woman is coming to apply scienti-
fic management to household affairs.
It is clearly a poor business proposi-
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tion for her to spend in manual labor
the time and energy that could more
profitably be given to other matters
included in the care of her family,
while the application of modern
methods would accomplish the work
quite as well and possibly better and
leave her physically and mentally
fit for other duties. If it is good
practical business policy for men in
every line of business and industry to
make use of the latest approved
methods and labor-saving devices,
then why not for the housewife as
well? For a wife and mother must be
prepared to give herself—not only to
live for her family, but to live with
them, if she is to succeed in putting
into their lives that which will fit them
for life.

During many of the yeans of her
life it is undoubtedly true that the
major portion of a woman’s time
must be given to her family, but we
have made the serious mistake of
thinking that this meant sinking her
identity wholly in theirs and confining
her interest to the four walls of her
home—a mistake that has been fatal
in its results. Some of the most suc-
cessful mothers we have known have
never lost touch with outside interests
and not a few of them have even had
‘“careers.”

HERE is no question to-day,
social, financial or religious, that
does not touch your home or the
homes of the nation. What about the
young men and women about us, as
well as the young mothers in our
midst, who need to come in friendly
sympathetic touch with people of your
ideals? Is our educational system
just what will best fit our children
for citizenship? If the girls of to-day
are to be efficient mothers, are their
working hours, the conditions under
which they work and the remunera-
tion they receive such as to make this
possible, or are we permitting the greed
or shortsightedness of employers to
mortgage the future of our homes?
If it is true that many men cannot
marry because their income will not
permit it, should we not interest our-
selves in helping to make it possible
for every young man to receive suf-
ficient education—academic or techni-
cal—to fit him for earning an honor-
able living and then demand that the
living wage will be sufficient to sup-
port wife and family? Since many
women will either from choice or from
force of circumstances, continue to
earn a living outside the home, are we
not in duty bound to stand for the
principle of equal pay for equal work ?
And would not more women be willing
to give up their business careers and
enter homes of their own if the prin-
ciple of economic independence for
women were established by law? The
housing problem, the question of
public health, the fight against ven-
ereal disease, the overthrow of the
liquor traffic are all matters of vital in-
terest to women, because of their
direct bearing on the home. All of
these, and numerous other questions
that suggest themselves to you, will
lead us far afield and deep into social
and political problems, both national
and international, but why should we
not be interested in all of these?

I F woman is to succeed in developing

strong moral principles in her
family she will keep in close touch
with God and the church. I have
never been willing to admit that
women were essentially more religious
than men, and yet I do hold that the
woman who fosters a religious atmos-
phere in the home has done much to
anchor and strengthen the life of the
husband, and to make it pessible for
him to be strong and true in the strain
and worry of business life; and father,
mother and children all need to cul-
tivate the spiritual and to identify
themselves with the church of God,
as the recognized agency for develop-
ing high ideals and fostering a love for
and a vital interest in our fellow men,
both of which find their highest ex-
pression in service.

Nor would I be understood as
dwelling too much on the thoughtful
and serious, and neglecting the play
life, for physical and mental fitness
presupposes a balanced life with a
reasonable amount of recreation, and
the wise woman will not overlook this
fact. Just let us remember that our
task is a noble one, and that in its ac-
complishment we have the assurance
that all the powers of the universe are
at our command, if we but link our-
selves with the Divine, and that for a
reward we have the joy of accomp-
lishment as well as the pleasure of as-
sociation with our dear ones from day
to day. Could any life be narrow or
colorless with such a prospect ahead?
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