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I\uu/(u/m//u class at the p(m/ tables in the new Hillerest Junior School.
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similar in the 140 Eindergarien classes throughoul Toronto.

Above—The new Hillerest Junior School which has

ideal accommodation for the Kindergarten

and is often much admired by visiting educalionists.

Play of Many Kinds Turned to Profitable

Account in the Pretty Process

of Guiding

Young Minds Into the Proper Groove in
Toronto’s Numerous KindergartenClasses---
Simple Work Involves a Vast Amount of

Detail Covering a Multitude of Subjects---
The Littie Folks in Action.

“Look' up ! the :street, ~and
down the street,

Before you go across the
SEEeeHi ]

INGLES on a wide
variety of subjects
have an important
place in the many
entertaining meth-
ods of teaching em-

the kindergarten

Druyed in

classes of Toronto’s public
schools, but it is doubtful if
the little folks learn one of
more  practical  immediate
value « than the foregoing,
which is sung or said by up-
wards of five thousand of
them, all under six years of

age, at some time every day.
They go through the motions
of looking up the street and
down the street as they sing or
recite the useful slogan, and
their budding minds grasp its
significance in a manner cal-
cillated "ol benefit - them
throughout their lives as the
terrors of traffic on the public
thoroughfares centinue to in-
ctease. Probably many acci-
dents to children have been
averted already because of the
adoption of this jingle by the
local kindergartners. It is
usually a part of the closing
exercises, in order that it may
be prominent in the thoughts
of the youngsters until they
" come to school on the follow-
ing day. |

HE kindergarten is ‘a well

founded ingtitution in To-
ronto with a host of friends in
the homes and the recognition of
the teaching profession as a fine
stepping-stone to the regular
school worlk which comes after it.
The first kindergarten in this city
was ‘at the 'old /' Louisa . Street
School and it was established in
1884 under the direction of Miss

Ada Marean, who eventually be-
came the wife of Dr. James ,L.
Hughes when that distinguished
gentleman was Inspector of Pub-
lic Schools.

The kindergarten idea was not
very strong in these parts at that
time it being classed by many
among the things that are scorn-
fully referred to as ‘fads and
frills’’, and the School Board
adopted it in a small way much in
the nature of an experiment. The
Ontario Government. had not re+
cognized it as a section of school
worlk and it was not until three
vears later that the late Hon. G.
W. Ross, then Minister of Hduca-
tion in the Mowat Government,
became convinced of its education-

al value and had it incorporated

As zi department of the training by means of social interaction. It
work for teachers at the Normal derm: : ) :
& : 5 man self-activ ;
School. Miss Hailman, daughter of : d.s Tt S etVor Rty of
Professor Hailman, an American the child. The means used are
educationist, was the first kinder- play and’ playthings. The teacher

garten directress to lecture there
and to grant certificates for that
branch of training. !

ESPITE

has to be able to become a little
child again for the nonce and
understand play as the tots un-

continual opposition, derstand it, in order that the les-

2 2 ! ; son and benefit in view may be
during its first ten years in borne upon the immature mind
Toronto the kindergarten asserted and body. Acquainting the child
its usefulness gradually and there with natural objects and phen-
were classes in eight schools when /:‘,mne‘na and avith the lif.e of the
Miss TiUisa N Ciirpt fndy famlly a,nq the c.ommunlty em-
s Loulse IN. Currie, a mnative braces an impressive array of sub-
Torontonian, was appointed super- jects from innumerable angles
visor of kindergarten, thirty years unigue in their simplicity and

ago, Miss Currie still occupies that often _beautiful in the methods em-

k R & ployed. The teacher must be able
position keeping a watchful eye to sing and play the piano as
over about one hundred and forty well as ‘she tells = stories and to

teach the
feeling.

classes, children to sing with

remarked to

eighty of which are held

during the morning and the re- A}I}ss Currie :

A 4 c X the writer that to appreciate
A indeuy yithe iatiernoon, e, idndersarten Worlk one had/toisee
same pupils do not attend Dboth it in actual operation and she in-
morning and afternoon classes. vited him to accompany her on a

These classes are held in the re- visit to some of the classes. He
gular school hours and most of accepted and saw a little of what
them contain about fifty pupils, is being done.

some boasting considerably more. % 5 ! §

No child uhder five years or over Hj would be hard to imagine any-

six years of age is eligible. It has
now become very much the fash-
ion “here for the children to start
school in the kindergarten and

thing than the sight
the Lkindergsarten

the opening

prettier
presented by
class  engaged in

those who OTﬂit thiS stage are egxercises on ‘a sunshmy morning
somewhat at a disadvantage when at o~ ihe new Hillerest junior
they embark upon their course of school. This building which was

training by way of the junior first
boolk, because they lack the famil-
iarity with the school atmosphere

completed about three years ago
has been much admired by depu-

and the systematized mass of tations ‘of visiting educationists
primary knowledge which the and it provides very cosy and
erudite graduate of the kinder-

spacious quarters for the kinder-

garten possesses. The foundation

laid in the kindergarten is declar- garten. A quaint little ‘greeting
ed by teachers to be a great ald song, “Good morning to you,”
to the pupil throughout the whole was sung by the sweet-voiced

course in school. wee people to the directress, Miss

Peters, who played the piano. to
the assistant teacher, to the sun-

HE public school teaching staff
includes about one hundred

< 2 shine, to the ‘supervisor. to the

and seventy-fiv | i i S "
i yofive i ladies ispecially | visiting “paper mad” and to each
trained for kindergarten work. It other, the words being accom-
is an occupation which calls for panied by appropriate motions.

This followed

many qualifications out of  the whe gl il ol
v q3 s ~ LS loves me’”’, sung as on:y tiny'chil-

ordinary. = The principle of the  dren can sing it.

Kindergarten is self-development The class was seated in a circle

(- N\

“A Word Fitly Spoken’’

CHILD’S real life is its play; therefore a large part of

living with him must be playing with him, remarked Miss
Currie, the kindergarten supervisor. The wise man said: “A
word fitly spoken is like apples of gold.” Unfitly spoken it
often antagonizes, but a fit word may and does influence his
whole life by starting him in the right direction.

~ The children in a kindergarten class had made tables with
their blocks and were playing breakfast time. The kindergartner
enquired what was for the meal. One child said ice-cream and
cake. Another said baked potatces and butter and milk and
bread. ‘“Ah!” said the kindergartner, “here is a wise mother
who wants her children to grow well and strong.”” The first
child noticing the approval of the plain food hurried to an-
nounce: ‘“‘Oh, my children’s mother came intc the room and
jerked the ice-cream and stuff off the table and gave them

N

Lporridge and cream.” & -
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in the centre of which a small
table contained flowers, fruit and
vegetables, brought by some of
the pupils to provide a portion
of the lessons. ‘Who brought the
flowers?”’ asked Miss Peters and
some hands went up. The
owners of these hands were asked
to tell the names of the flowers
they had brought. One manly
little chap, named Robert, con-
fessed =~ in most straightforward
faghion that he had forgotten the
name of ‘his flowers, some of
which were marigolds, and other
members were asked to help him
out. Those who were unable to
do so were told to' step forward
and pick out the gold flowers
and somebody’s fairy with a lot
of curls responded by picking a
red one. Then the lesson con-
tinued until all knew which were

the marigolds and 'some things
about that particular flower. To
those  who had brought the

flowers thé class sang
“We thank you,
and the donors
“You're welcome,
come,””  a delightful
son in manners.
After a finger
telling which

in chorus
we thank.you.”
sang in solo
you're wel-

musical les-

drill in song,
of the digits was
which and commanding indepcu-
dent action for each fingcr on
both hands with a view to future
usefulness' from such practice,
an animated doll named,K Grace

was asked what season of the
vear this happened to be and
without hesitancy she replied
that it was Fall, the time that
peaches came. From various
members ' of /the class it was
learned that other things also

arrived in the Fall among theln
being apples which had a core
in the  middle contained seeds
that were brown if the apple
was ripe and white if it was uzn-
ripe; also that the centre-biece ot
a peach was a stone containing a
seed which was the possible \nu-
cleus for ‘a peach tree in,days to
come. Then the directress enquir-
ed who had a real baby at home
to which one young lady replied
that she had a little sister ‘“no
bigger than a rainute.” This was
followed by a motion song il-
lustrating the way bpabies play
with their various toyvs. These few
features were just the fringe of
the busy morning’s work.

ANYBODY who wants to see the

way an elephant walks does
not require to go over to River-
dale Zoo or wait till a ecircus
comes around. There are tots in
every neighborhood who can im-
itate the ambling gait of the pro-
boscidian mammal to perfection,
with a variety of extra .antics
which could only be essayved by a
trick elephant. The little folks
learn a lot of that sort of thing
in the kindergarten. ™ brings all
the muscles into play and helps

make them strong in a uni-
form manner. The class at Fern
Ave. School had an elephant par-
ade when the Sunday World call-
ed. The directress, Miss Kirby,
makes a very igraceful elephant,
indeed, and the seventy-five baby
elephants frolicing through the
motions she patterned for them
presented a fascinating picture,
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which was
by the whole-souled
in which every little boy
girl entered into the spirit of

the  attractiveness of
emphasized
manner
and
it. A teacher at the piano played

and elephant-trot and the young-
sterq stopped and started again as
i sounded, the
r as well as the muscles being
txained by this exercise.

By a wonderful transforma-
tion, following a breathing
s])ell to\ aid lungs, this troop of
elephants became a flock of ducks
waddling ‘around in the funniest
fashion but taking the mater very
seriously with a keen regard for
detail. Occasionally a little duck
would over-balance, owing to hav-
ing been in the duck business but
a. short time, the class being .prac-
tically new. A few minutes later
these same ducks became soaring
aeroplanes doing graceful stunts
Which changed in obedience "to
prompting from the piano and pro-
duced alot of action. The chil-
dren are paxtmulaxly fond of be-
ing aeroplanes that ' invigorating
exercise sharing popularity with
playing horse, one in whith they
scamper around imagining that
they are each astride a prancing
charger, one hand holding the
reins and the other swinging
at the side’as the brisk canter
around the room is in progress:
Then in turn they became buttér-
flies and ('lumﬁy dancing Teddy-
Belrs.

Thls is all lively physical train-
ing without being too strenuous.
The little folks performed a clever
military march of many pretty for-
mations their footsteps being guid-
ed by permanent markings on the
floor indicating direction to the
initiated. These marks do duty
also in connection with a large
variety of games included in the
Kindergarten curriculium. The
marching exhibition concluded
with a flag episode calculated to
instil patriotism. With the class
in a circle two children marched
to the centre, one, carrying the
Union' Jack and the other a Can-
adian ensign. All raised the hand
to the forehead, in salute, and
sang:

‘“We salute thee, and we pray,

Bless, O God, our l.and to-day.”

HEN the directress asked

“What will we do next?; a
diminutive boy raised his hand and
suggested ‘Tin Soldiers,” so tin-
soldiers the whole class became,
hopping around with all muscles
stiffened. This exercise teaches
control of the body.
rainbow followed, this being a
quieter pastime to aid the small
minds to grasp the meaning of
counting and learn the names of
colors. With colored balls made
of cloth the various shades of the

rainbow were placed together ’in
proper order on the floor.
After exercises in counting in-

dividual members of the class were
told to turn their backs towards
the rainbow while other members
disarranged it. Then those who
could not see were told to put the
colors back in the proper places
or where one or more balls had
been taken away, replace them
with the right color. They did
this without making any mistakes,
each one who! had been called
upon being obviously quite proud

Making a
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Miss Lowise N. Currie, a native

Torontonian, who  has been

supervisor of Kindergarten in

the Toronto Public Schools
for over 30 years.

when the teachers and class-mates

rendered generous applause by
clapping of hands. Then _came
a rest period for a few minutes

during which the children sat at

their desks and laid 'their litt]_e
heads on their arms in an atti-
tude repose. B

ISS CURRIE declares that the
once somewhat general idea

of the kindergarten being merely
a safe and conyenient place where
busy mothers could be rid of the
care of, their youngsters for two
or three hours every day disap-
peared long ago. The statement
is often . made that ‘‘the kinder-
garten is all pl"uz" It is play, but
at the same time it is education.
The kindergarten means happy,
@ll-sided development for the lit-
tle children who are /becoming in-
terested in persons and places out-
side of the home. and yet who
are not ready for the formal school
subjects of reading and writing. It
was Froebel, a German éduca-
tor of the first half of the last
century, who spent the most fruit-
ful years of his life In studying
this one period of child life and
its influence upon the formation
of character. He studied little
children, their actions, their ques-
tions, their responses. He studied
the world about_him, its ideals and
social forms. He studied the way
in which the individual grew into
acceptance of race judgments. He
‘concluded that education ought to
be the guidance of the human be-
ing toward social standards and
values through the utilization of
the individual energy which

was seeking an outlet. He

“We salute thee, and we pray,
Bless, oh God, our Land to-day.” >

A section of the large kindergarien class in Fern
performing

school, High Park,

Avenue
the musical ceremony of

saluting the flag.
At left—=This peach has a stone in the middle which contains

a seed that m:(}hl grow into a peach Iree,”

explains this doll

in the Hilicrest Kindergarten.

the great  fund of
child between f;ive
and six years of age was seeking
an outlet through play. As this
is a ecritical time when the child
is establishing habits in all direc-
tions he suggested many ways in
which a child could be helped to
form right habits through play.

saw  that
energy of a

HE little child is interested in

seeing things. He watches the
carpenter and the motorman, the
rain and the work of the wind, the
pbirds and the flowers. Not 211 "ot
the things that he sees are of
value in the formation of
his character. The kindergarten
attracts his attention towards
workmen, who must be honest,
careful and thoughtful in all they
do, who must be persevering and
courageous. $She encourages him
to observe and try to understand
motives and causes rather than
to be satisfied with what is appar-
ent on the surface. She provides
beautiful surroundings by select-
ing objects and pictures which cul-
tivate his taste. When a child’s at-
tention has once been drawn hap-
pily in a certain direction, it tends
to continue in the same chan-
nel.

The little child is Interested’
doing things. He likes to sew, t¢
hammer, to draw, to build. §54
allowed to follow his inclination
without guidance,*very haphazard
results would follow. The kinder-
garten provides an opportunity
for the child to do things' that
will educate him. She shows him
that much more is accomplished
when he sets out with a purpose
In mind, when! he chooses mater-
ial suited to this purpose, when
he works earnestly and accurately.
Such materials as the doll and
doll-house will teach a child to
concentrate and hold his own en-
ergy to one line’ of effort for
some length of time.

equal

HE little child is interested in
talking about things. When he

is full of a subject he must ex-
press himself in’ some way. The
subjects about which he likes to
talk are not always the most val-
uable for him to think about, and
often he does not have adequate
language in which to communicate
his ideas. The kindergarten, Dby

supplying the right surroundings,
by taking him to see good and
beautiful things, fills his mind
with the best, and he bubbles over
with tales of these happy times.
SHe talks with him, providing a
choice vocabulary, thus encour-
aging him in a most effective way
to use it. The songs and stories
also add to a select vocabulary.

HE little child is interested in

4 playing about things. He likes
to imitate the activities of people
and things, he likes to exercise
his own body. He plays horse,
farmer, fairies, jumping rope. He
may want to play about a drunk-
“What a child imitates,
to become.” The

en man.
that he tends

7

\

Making Hard Things Easy

Visor.

mat.

go on.”

and over!”
Was that worth while?

Lthere will be nothing he cannot conquer. |

TO live FOR the children is one thing; to live WITH them is

quite another, observed Miss Currie, the kindergarten super-
It is altogether possible to so live FOR them as to make
them grow into selfish, dependent boys and girls. To live WITH
them, even if it is only for an hour or two each day, is to know
them, to find out their trend, to be able to offer suggestion
where necessary, to sympathize and to guide.

A little lad wept because he could not weave his paper
The kmdergartner said: “Do not cry, part of it is all right.
Let’s try again and when you get stuck I will show you how to
Thus encouraged he tried again and yet again.

a little while he triumphed and fairly shouted:
“] know how to make\hard things easy, just do ’em over

In

If he applies this through life

kindergarten leads the child to se-
lect such games as will help in hig
right development. He gains poise
and lightness in playing about the
birds, his heart swells with love
for his country’s flag when he
carrles it as a soldier, he learns
to make the experiences of’ others
his own when he plays at being
baker, farmer or miller, he learns
control and accuracy when aiming
a ball at a target. The kindergart-
ener feels that play is the serious
business of childhood. It is the
means by which the child enters
into the spirit of his surroundings,
Through imitative play he  enters
into others' experiences vicarious-
ly. It is a short cut to the ethical
and spiritual inheritance of the
race. While the Kkindergartener
provides opportunity for the child
to expend his energy in ways that
he enjoys. she has in mind social

standards and wvalues towards
which she is guiding him.

HE kindergartner promotes the
health of the child by provid-
ing as far as possible good hy-
gienic conditions, cleanliness, fresh
alr and sunshine, space for free
activity, blocks for building,
gardens for digging, opportun-
ities’ for 'quiet and rest; In-
directly she promotes health
by keeping the child happy and
busy and by suggesting such play
exercises as energize the muscles.
She also impresses upon the child
the need for such health precau-
tions as care of the teeth, good
food, plenty of air at night.

The ‘particular interest which is
ripening in the child between five
and eix years - is the social in-
terest. Children when they come
to the kindergarten have seldom
been in a group, of equals in the
same stage of development, al-
though they know how to Associ-
ate with those older an<d younger.
When they enter the kindergarten
they are very individualastic; they
want a toy for themselves, merely
for the sake of possession. Gradu-
ally they become. willing to sharve
the toy with some other child, and
before they are six they control
themselves, for a sheort time, in
order to he fair in waiting their
turn. Many. of the exercises of
the kindergarten give opportuni-
ties fpr a child to develop in hiyg
own peculiar individual way, but
at other times the little citizens
Jearn to take their places in a
democratic community’ where each
one has hissfair chance. . This of
necessity means subordination of
indlyidual desires for the sake of
justice or a combined aim.

LTHOUGH the finding of one’s
place in a little community is
developed in many of \the exer-
clses.of the kindergarten, it 1s seen
most plainly in the games. In the
early games, the children all take
part, performing the same action;
later the children are found, will-
ing and able to take many dif-
ferent parts. The later games are
of a more organized type, where
the different parts work together

ito produce a diversified yet>com-

plete whole. Such games show
the gradual organization of the
social instinct which takes place
at the kindergarten age.

sympathy, helpfulness, obedience

to law, and all the ethical virtues

are cultivated.

Justice,

Not only does the kindergartner’ !

strive to raise the child's standard
of truth and goodness, but also of
beauty. She surrounds him with
artistic furnishings and pictures,
tells stories that he enjoys and

that are also world literature. She
recites short poems and rhymes,
and he'learns many of these. She

plays good ‘music and sings poetic
songs. A spiritual influence per-
vades the kindergarten in expres-
sion of lgve and gratitude to the
source of all things. The kinder-
garten is play from the child's
standpoint, but it is serious play
from the kindergartners? Through
it she hopes to develop the child,
his instinects, his interests, his
powers, and the mnature of the
child is to be develped in its
many-sidedness. Teacher and
child work together towards this
end because they are pla,s,ing to-
gether.
Continued ‘on Page Twenty—-one.
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By
ALAN MAURICE IRWIN.

EW YORK, the
world’s  biggest
suckertown,
shares one virtue
with,every other
town, - eity, = of

“village in the United States or
Canada—it is proud of its
pretty girls! And yet, two of
the prettiest in that city are
Canadians.

Dorothy Rayner, of St
Thomas, Ontario, and Erminie
Gagnon, from the Province of
Quebec, are two of the most
popular models known to the
artists’ colony.

United in representing the
Dominion, they also represent
the bonne entente. They show
that Canada is a land of pretty
girls, that from every province
come beauties who can more
than compete with their sisters
in the southern republic.
Blonde and brunette respec-
tively, they are ambassadresses
to the court of beauty. They
have been tried by the fore-
most judges of feminine pul-
chritude and have not been
found wanting. Side by side,
they are perfect foils. To-
gether) they are a delight to
tHese Ve,

Played Heroine’s Part.

T OTH these girls went to New

York at approximately the
same time and for approximately
the same reason. And yet there
was a difference, Ermine Gagnon
had never acted before the mo-

tion picture camera, Dorothy Ray-\

ner had already played leading
parts. The young St. Thomas so-
ciety girl, in war time, played the
heroine’s part in a Canadian mo-
tion picture, made in aid of patri-
otic funds, and for some time
afterward was!' a member of the

company. Eventually the com-
prany was disbanded a@ Niiss
Rayner left for New York. She

laughed when she told me about
the trip down. The leading man
knew the city well and she asked
him to see that she found a decent
place to stay.

‘‘Real life,” she told me, “is far
stranger than fiction. In fiction,
I would have expected almost any-
thing., As it was, he was almost
discourteous in his anxiety to get
me off his hands. He showed me
the Y.W.C.A., said goodbye—and
I've never séen him since. I think
perhaps he was as hard up as I
was and feared a ‘touch’.”

Erminte Gagnon in a studio pose.

s
/

which she was the model began
to appear, the tide qhanged, and
enquiries reached the club switch-
board for ‘“the girll who did the
hands in so-and-so’s soap ad’
or ‘“that blonde who showed
Swartzmann's furs at the trade
show.”

‘ The *“Chicken Salad’”’ Girl.

MODEL is a living proof of

Shakespeare’s assertion, that

i
each in his time ‘“plays many
parts.” Dorothy Rayner is inter-

nationally famous as ‘“the girl who
always ordered chicken: salad,”
and equally well known as the
sten‘ographer who wanted to re-
sign because the boss suffered
from “that insidious thing-—hali-
tosis.”  She has .waved at you
from billboards and you have seen
her drinking tea on a fashionable
the
camera.
perhaps
“occasional
seen her daintily

yvacht while someone snapped
party with a ubiquitous
If you are a woman (or
one of Ann  Merrill's
men,” you have [
attired in glove sillk bloomers or
somebody’s patent corset. She has
received proposals (in the adver-
tisements) by the score, has been
many times a  bridesmaid but
never a bride, has packed her
children off to school with ‘“But-
cher’s Cocoa'’ in their thermos
flasks—in  fact she has portrayed
almost . every role from that of
Cinderella herself to the Fairy
Godmother,

In a recent issue of one of the
American magazines her picture
is seen three times; in a publish-
er’'s advertisement, a chemical
maniufacturer’s and as an illus-
tration to one of the stories. The
artist  was James Montgomery
Flagg. Other artists who have
immortalized her are Harrison
Fisher, James Traver and Dean
Cornwell. Mr. Cornwell, who is
president of the Illustrators’ As-
sociation, is a Canadian, and is
very much admired by the models
who work for him.

Although she was born in On-
tario, and lived in St. Thomas
until she went to New York, Miss
Rayner had never been to the
Canadian  National | Exhibition
until this summer.

Work—And Hard Work, Too.
WI{EN, at the request of the

Editor of The Toronto Sun-
days World, 1 interviewed her, she
had just returned, and she told me
that she wished she could bring

some of the girls and the illus-
trators, too, to see it.
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‘Watch Your Wrinkles
Vanish in 15 Minutes!
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Ontario Blonde and Quebec Brunette
Claim Top Rank As Models In Stu-
dios of New York’s Most Famous
Artists---Many Times You Have Met
Them Both in the Magazine Pages;
Now You'll Read Their Own Stories.
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she works.

“I' thought 'it' was manvellous,”

she' said. “There is nothing like
it in New (York.”
I asked her about her work.

‘It’s just work,” she told me, ‘‘and
pretty hard work, too: It must be
much easier to be a secretary. At
least you have some time to your-
self. "With us, in 'the duytinie we
have to be close to a telephone,
and in the evenlng there ig no in-
ducement to go to a theatre or a
concert because we have. to leave
early. Unless I can get a good
sleep the ‘camera will find fault
with me in the morning, or, if I
am posing for a painter, I shall
not be able to hold a pose steadily.

“The pay would be much better
than office work if we were to
work as long hours as they do,
but there might be two or three
days without appointments.’ For
photographic work models are
paid $5 an appointment, with a
higher rate for corsets and ling-
erie, and posing for a painter is
usually paid on an' hourly basis.
Some of the bigger artists pay ten
dollars an appointment whether it
is long ‘or short. Some weéks I

have made more than seventy-
five dollars, and over a year T
think the average is well over
fifty.”

Miss Rayner laughed when she
was asked if the life of a model
laid girls open to insult. “Not

any more than the life of a steno-
grapher or a factory worker, I
should say. In the commercial
studios a model is ‘an impersonal
being who is necessary to the ad-
vertisement, and ‘with an illustra-
tor my experience has been that
they are gentlemen first, and ar-

Is your face ageing, worn, wrinkled or
flabby? Try this harmless and interest-
ing experiment: Mix a spoonful of
powdered tarkroot with a spoonful of
lemon juice and smooth this soothing,
creamy mixture over your face. Then
go to the mirror and prepare for the
surprise of your life. In the next few
minutes wrinkles, crowsfeet, age-lines,
sagginess, etc., actually disappear from
your face like magic—before your very

tists after. In any walk of life a
girl is open to insult if she meets
the wrong type of man.

Easy Money—As A Nursemaid
ISS RAYNER has worked a lot

for one well known artist who
pictures blondes in different poses

Miss Rayner was not long :n the
big city before she moved to - a
club, inhabited solely by girls—
illustrators, designers and models.
It is to the club ‘that artists and
commercial photographers’ apply
when they want models and a sort

of ‘Central Registry’ is main- eves! It will positively astound you. It s A vOrtiear T 4
SRt S is most startling to behold yourself go SOURD D ddyar _US?I,' Tl
ained, : suddenly rejuvenated. Even . in very has many peculiarities. On one
At first the going was pretty agedd faces a tremendous change is Im- gccasion he invited ~her to stay

< 8 3 mediately produced. 4 $
hard. Although she knew th.at Tarkroot is not a cosmetic or “‘make- to lunch. rShe demurred at first,
she photographed well, the studios | up.” In fact, you wash it entirely off and then consented. But let her

after it’ has done its work. It is so

tell it herself.
‘“He went into his trick kitchen
and started to prepare the meal.

were a little shy of someone they
had never seen, and the C.0.D.
(Call on Dad) system was favored.

harmless you coulq even eat it. It is
beneficial to the complexion and any
druggist can supply you with an orig-

o inal package containing enough' to 5 AR 2
Then, ‘zfter her first few appoint- bring the cost down to § cents a treat- Knowing that he loved a penny
‘ments when advertisements in ment. 4 ’ as a mother loves an only child, I

chose a cereal. So we both had that
celectable dish he with cream on it
and I with milk! e has a beau-
tiful studio in a color effect of
plum and yellow. The drapes and
hangings are of these two colors,
even the tablecloths. Two canar-
ies sing in a plum colored wicker
cage. FHe is passionately fond of
moonlight //and has an artificial
moon hung outside one window
which can be switched on at night,
Although he must be nearly sixty
he is inordinately vain. Last win-
ter he went to Florida, and sent
me some snaps. You can imag-
ine how amused I was to find
written on the back of one ’this
is one of my two new black silk
swimming suits.’

“New York is supposed to be a
place where easy money is earned.
Kasy money has come my way
only once. And strange to say it
was through this same artist. I
had been working on a "mother
and child’ picture for him and the
little girl who was posed with me
became very much attached to me.
She would do anything for me.
We*posed together for some time
until Mr. Blank had finished with
me, and then he had the child’'s
mother take my place. But the
kiddie started to cry for me and
refused to do anything for either
the artist or  her 'mother.  Then
he called me up and implored

me to come down, and for quite a
time I earned a dollar an hour
as nursemaid!” ¢
Miss Rayner told me this s we
sat at dinner (and by the way,
she did i not wiiorderi-httehickeén
salad!”’)  She\told me too of the
worst experience she has had.
A Ticklish Moment.
@N one occasion, when she was
posing for a hosiery adver-
tisement, she had been standing
in one position for about twenty
minutes and, after a multitude of
changes b)'r the camera man every-
thing was ready for the picture.
“l was standing in a most un-
comfortable attitude, holding my
skirts ih place, when my knee be-
gan to itch—and I daren’t move!
1 called out to the photographer,
‘Wait a minute,” and then I asked
one 'of the other girls to come
over and scratch my knee for me.
This she did to the accompaniment
of a lot of good-natured laughter.
I told this to my sister in a letter
just after it happened, and last
summer at Port®Stanley when a
bunch of us were playing ‘Truth’

&

Another pho study of Miss

$

-

Gagnon.

one of the party asked me what
a girl should do-in such a case
-—and I had to answer truthfully!

It is no wonder that this girl
is making good in New Yo?k.
I'rom her English ancestors she in-
herits a capacity for hard work,
she is, as!the illustrations show,
a strikingly pretty girl and she
has her heart in her work. Al-
though she has spent years in New
York, Dorothy Rayner is just an
unspoiled Canadian girl with. a
hokt of friends, a capacity fo}' en-
joyment and a worthy ambition.

What is that? i

“To be a good wife to someone.

Fame Called Erminie Gagnon
From Little Quebec Town.

By A. K.

ND so the/ little Canadian girl
left the convent and became
one of the foremost artists’ models
in New York. Sounds like a movie
subtitle, doesn’t it? Well, it hap-
pens to be true. It 'is in tabloid
form the story of Erminie Gag-
non’s conquest of the “big town.”

Not so very long ago, in a con-
vent at Three Rivers, Quebec, was
a quiet, likeable little girl who
happened to be very beautiful. Her
beauty was compelling, a subtle
aesthetic emanation that had noth-
ing to do with regularity of fea-
tures. Seeing her, or even her pic-
ture, one felt that here was beauty
apart from types and standards;
that required no analysis,

Of course, she knew that she
was beautiful. That was inevitable,
But it didn’t seem to make a great
deal of difference to her. She ser-
jously considered bhecoming a
nun. Not that she was at all
“goody-good.” She was very popu-

ECZEMA ON
FACE 2 YEARS

Itchedand Burned. Scaled
Off, Cuticura Healed. *

“1 was affected with ecrema
which broks out on my face in a
. rash and itched and
burned and then scaled
off. It caused much
discomfort. 1 had the
trouble two or three
, years. I began usinmg
Cutioura Soap and Oint-
ment and they gave re-
lief, and after using three cakes of
Cuticura Soap and one box of Cu-
ticura Ointment I was healed, in
about' four months.” (Signed)
Mrs. Fred Salisbury, Norton, New
Brunswick, August 23, 1923. -

Use Cuticura for every-day toilet
purposes. Bathe with Soap, soothe
with Ointment, dust with Talcum.

B, i b, Aoty

! Omeau. Box 2
250, Olntment 26 and
Iy our new

Dorothy. Rayner and dog al

play. SN e
lar with the girls in the convent.
She shared their lives, their in-
terests.

No dopbt that was how she
came to see the movie magazine.
This particular movie magazine
was trying hard to inérease its
clrculation. Tt wasg in the throes
of an “opportunity .contest.” It
was going to give a certain num-
ber of the most beautiful women
on the continent the opportunity
to get into the movies.

NVE can imagine

Off to White Light Zone.
@ such a

the stir that

contest would create
among a group of romantic girls,
who knew little of the world at
large, and wished to learn a bit.
Anyway, Erminie sent her photo-

graph. Weeks passed. One day
there came a letter, telling the
little French-Canadian girl that

she had passed all the prelimin-
ary rounds of judging, and was to
be given a chance in the final.
This was both exciting and dis-
turbing, for it meant that Hr-
minie would have to go to| New
York, at her own expense, to face
the judges. Came a long family

discussion, at times no doubt
rather warm, Erminie won and
went to New York.

She won again in New York.
She received a’ prize, and the
promise of a movie engagement.
And then her luck turned. Noth-
ing seemed to come out right. The
movie engagement was a jJong,
long time in coming, and living in
New York is not. cheap. Then
from somewhere or other came the
suggestion that she try posing for
artists.

She tried, and after a little dif-
ficulty in getting started, she suc-
ceeded. Since 'then she has posed
for some of the most famous art-
ists in'ths United States. A

And now, remembering the
things she used to think and
wonder about artists’ models, she
has consented to tell of her own
experiences—what she encounter-
ed on her way to renown, and
what qualities an artists’ model
should have.

Of these, she is emphatic In
placing one first.

“A capacity for real, hard, con-
sistent work,” she says. “If a girl
hopes to become a model just for
the sake of having a good time,
she is going to be sorely disap-
pointed. Not disappointed about
the good time, T mean disappoint-
ed about becoming a model. Tt is
a serious business. That is why so
many beautiful girls do not make
Zood models.”

One Unpleasant Moment.

“@F course  one has good

times, too. Lots of
them. Not  just wild times,
though there are those too, if

one wants them. But there's. all
sorts of enjoyable fun in the life
of a model. So far as the artists
are con[cerned, most always their
attitudel towards the girls who pose
for them is the attitude of a busi-
ness man.

*This is not always true, to be
sure, but then, it’s not always the
attitude of the busimessman
either, is it? It is true that few
artists make themselves—er—un-
pleasant to their models. There is
one occasion that I remember.

“‘On that occasion the gown that
I was wearing was cut very low
The artist attempted to kiss my
back. For just a moment I didn't
know just what on earth to do.
Then I flew into a bit of temper,
and-—well the man apologized. To-
day we are the best of friends. It
would have been my own fault if it
had turned out any other way.

" nection with dealings of

/ /4
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Crmanie Gagnon, Quebec girl who has achieved outstanding
success as a model in New York,

Artist Must Be Interpreter.

OT all models have the same

views. There is one girl of
whom Misg Gagnon tells who
didn’t want to work. She was get-
ting plenty of money from her
mother and just wanted to meet
the artist-chaps for the sake of
having a good time. There are
several who have similar views.
But your. real dyed-in-the-wool
model can’t go in for many wild
times. She has to keep as fit as
an athlete. She must retain her
beauty of face and form, and her
ability to endure the real physical
strain of remaining posed in one
position without moving.

“One must remember,”  says
Erminie, ‘“that interpretation is
the artist’s business. FHe knows
what he wants, It is the business
of the model to present to his eyes,
as closely as possible, a replica of

the ideal that he has 'in his mind.
To do that she must be able to
adapt herself to his suggestions,
which calls for imagination and a
kind of sympathy. i

“Of course there are other
things that count—some of them
vital, some just little ‘tricks of the
trade.’ They all come with exper-
fence. But the determination to do
real, hard work, and to mind
one's own business are essentials
that even a beginner must have.”

Miss Gagnon has already, al-
though not yet twenty, posed for
Harrison Fisher, W. T. Benda, Dean
Cornwell, Childe Hassam, Clarence
Underwood, of ‘‘the skin you love
to touch” fame. (¥For one of this
séries of famous advertisements,

Miss Gagnon was gelected to
pose), ¢. D. ‘Williams, Georgs
Cutts, Hi Watson, and innumer-
able other artists of equal ' and

lesser renown.

Thamb Long Considered to Be

Hand’s Mosot Important Digit

Used to Sign Documents, Af-

Afirm Oaths and Give
Death Sentence.

/ N D!
@F the human hand the thumb
is the most notable digit, pre~
eminent in agriculture, the arts,
mechanics, war. In' early ages
man fought his battles with bows
and arrows. The bow was useless
to pull the string' without the
thumb. After a pattle the prison-
ers were enslaved or their thumbs
cut off. Decisive battles in later
times were won generally by the
bowmen.
The thumb was honored in re-
ligion, in peace; it bestowed hos-

pitality, and, as civilization grew
apace, commerce, business and
correspondence of all Kkinds, was

sealed with the aid of the thumb.
At a time when the number of
people who could read and write
was infinitesimal, a letter or a
bond was sealed with wax press-
ed by the thumb of the sender—
the progenitor of our modern fin-
ger-printing system.

In the earliest days of the East,
the impression of his thumb was
the monarch's sign manual. It 1s
of particular interest, therefore, to
note that in recent times in India,
Sir William Herschel proposed to
use thumb prints in the Hugli dis-
trict courts to protect those exe-
cuting documents and unable to
sign their names. Sir K. R. Henry
was responsible for the adoption
by the Bengal police for the fin-
ger-print system for crime detec-
tion, and the use of finger and
thumb prints has now spread to
various public departments in In-
dla,

A transfer of property is attest-
ed by the;'thumb  print,’ docu-
ments are registered with the
mark of the thumbp for identifica-
tion, and it is also used in con-
opium
growers, the signing of contracts
under the emigration law, medical
certificates vouching for the per-
son ' examined, and is held as a
certain method of stopping fraud
and imposture. As recognized’/ in
the wisdom of the East many cen-
turies ago, the thumhb prints of no
two persons are the same.

HE thumb had its uses in

firmation, the oath of
thumb being substituted for: the
names of saints and even of the
Almighty. It seems scarcely cred-
ible that in the nineteenth cen-
tury the oath of the thumb might
have been seen and heard in many
a street wrangle. Two street
urchins itching for a fight would
put their thumbs to their mouths,
wetting them, then, thumbs raised
in the air say: “See this wet-—see
this dry’”, as they wiped them:
“May I cut my throat if I tell a
lie.”” This oath of the thumb, de-
livered by many a  child in the
street with due solemnity and seri-
ousness, was an unconscious paro-
dy pn an old church form con-
nected with the holy water.

af-
the

Signet rings were worn by the
aristocracy in mediaeval times on

their thumbs. If husband and
wife were separated, and com-
munication were necessary, the

bearer of a message was vouched
for by the seal showing forth the
impression of the well-known
thumb ring. The thumb played an
important part in the celebrations
at Venice on the occasion of the
Doge’s marriage of the Adriatic.
The festival, banquets, concerts,
gondola races, ended when the
Doge removed the ring from his
thumb @and threw 'it Iinto  the
Adriatic.

In some foreign countries men
and women walk = with their
thumbs linked together. Some-
times even two men will walk to-
gether thus.

Old-time Celts, in taking holy
water from the font, were care-
ful to dip the thumb first. In Sir
Walter Scott’s romance of ‘“Rob
Roy” we find the astute Bailie
Nicol Jarvie, the model of hon-
esty, closeted with Rob Roy, who
owes the Bailie a considerable
sum of money, which he prom-
ises to repay immediately if ‘he
will go with him to his home in
the Highlands. The Bailie loves
money, but he refuses, well aware
of the risk. Rob Roy says he will
protect him. Bailie hesitates.

“Oh, mon, dinna fear for yersel.
On the word of a Highlander,
trust me. TI'll swear,” Bailie still
hesitates. ‘“Mon, here's my thumb
—1I'll ne'er beguile ye.”

N the good old days, when tor-
ture was practised, the thumb
was not overlooked. Witness the
thumbscrew of the Spanish In-
quisition and the suspension of
prisoners by the thumbs.

Iegend had it that all = good
‘brewers determined the eéxact
temperature required by certain

phases of brewing by dipping:the
thumb into the vat. Hvery one
knows the saying ‘“‘rule of
thumb,” signifying guidance by
practice rather than theory. Like-
wise the adjective well-thumbed,
as. applied to the pages of a
much-used book, although we do
not consciously use the ithumb in
turning = pages. “Under one's
thumb” is also an expression as
common as the one which @ tellg
how some one dan twist some one
clse around his or her little fin-
ger, the little finger being usually
a feminine one and the person
twisted belonging to the opposite
gender.

“Simon says “Thumbs up,’ Sinon
says ‘Thumbs down,”” in the old
game, is doubtless a reference to
the power which lay with the
people in the Roman amphithe-
atre, when in gladiatorial combats

the life of the vanquished = was
spared if the spectators wished
him to live. At the crucial mo-
ment, when the' victor was. pre-
pared to deal the decisive blow,
came a moment's pause. o

thumbs were shut up in fists, the
congquered one received the gift of
his life; if it was thumbs down he
received his death blow.
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Some steps in the popular new.Raggedy

Ann Fox Trof.
Left to right—1,
\ of left turn.

cross-over; 2, drayg; 3, starl
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“Whisper

lusic” This Year
to Succeed Riotous Jazz At

Social Dances.

By
LILLIAN MARGARET SCOTT.

MUSEMENT ?
YeeslihdiAnd  sno
amusiemend
seems more to
have a foun-

‘- e et A e )

our very-being than the dance.

The joy of youth, the love of

expression overflows spon-

taneously in rhythmic action.

The body is the most exquisite-

ly beautiful product of the

Divine hand. In nothing is

its beauty so manifest as in

dancing, which realizes its per-
fect grace in motion. A sense
of the graceful is one of the
supreme powers of our nature.

Exercise is Essenttal.

ODY posture is the“firstr‘factor
In' grace) It can be acquired
Jonly by exercise.

Irene Castle, who is known as
the 'world’s greatest dancer (in
her special line of dancing) is also
known as the world’s best dresser.
But her; distinction is not so much
a matter of skill and style as hef
unusual bodily charm elas-
ticity! y |

Beauty of movement can he ac-
quired by anyone who will devote
a little time anad thought to bodily
activities. = We should . all move
‘Wwith grace and poise.  Co-ordina-
-tion, gliding movements and state-
(ly carriage is our: heritage, since
we all have a body perfect in con-
tour to hegin with. 'But we be-
come . careless, awkward in oyr
habits and in our walking.

Exercise! Walking and dancing
will | secqure = elasticity of' body.
Walk 2§ much as you can. Keep
your weight on the ball. of the
fect; this will put you on your
toes:  psychologically as - well ' as
physically. Your spine straightens

ADVERTISEMENT

IS DANGEROUS

'Sufferers From indigestio\n or
Stomach Trouble

CUT THIS OUT

“Stomach ‘trouble, dyspensia, indiges-
tion, sourness, gas, heartburn, food fer-
mentation, etc., are caused nine times in
ten by chronic acid stomach,”” says a
well known authority.

Burning hydrochloric acid develops in
the stomach at an alarming rate. The
acid irritates and inflames the delicate
stomach linging and often :eads to gas-
tritis: accompanied by dangerous stom-
ach ulcers. Don’t dose an acid stomach
with pepsin or artificial digestents that
only give temporary relief from pain by
driving the sour, fermenting {nod out
of the stomach into the intestines.

Instead, neutralize or sweeten your
.acid stomach after meals with a little
hot water and Bisurated Magnesia and
not only will the pain vanish but vour
meals will digest naturally. There is
nothing better than Bisurated Magnesia,
to sweeten and settle an acid stomach.
Tt sodaks up the harmful excess acid
much as a sponge or Dblotting paper
might and your stomach acts and feels
fine in just a few minutes. Bisurated
Magnesia can be obtained from any re-
liable/ druggist in either powder or tab-
let form. It is safe, reliable, easy and
pleasant to use, is not a laxative and is

not at all expensive. ’

and your whole bhodily position is
correct,, as <you subconsciously
breathe deeply and raise your
chest., 7 )

The Light Fantastic Round.
HE true form of dancing is de-
serving of favor. While it
makes for grace and beauty of
movement, iit is also a pleasant
diversion. Yesterday they had the
Virginia reel, and the quadrille.
Shades of powdered hair and ruf-
fles. The restless energy of mod-
ern life has changed the rhythm,
To-day delicacy, grace, even pro¥
priety are forgotten.

The ‘eloquence of pantomime is
veiled in obscurity.

Someone mentions dancing, and
immediately we visualize a series
of hectic movements accompanied
by a demoralizing roar of jazz
emitted by a deteriorated band of
high spirited cut-ups, with blatant
saxaphone and lusty cow-bells
which were introduced as novel-
ties some seasons ago and which'
have dinned our ballrooms ever
since.

Of a surety, music weaves a
potent spell! ILet wild sounds with
pungent blasts predominate our
music and our dances will be bar-
baric. = Abolish the | saxaphone
clown and orchestral buffoanery,
capture the wild sounds and train
them into smooth rhythm . . ‘
syncopation, if you will, and the
jerky, awkward movements of the
dancers will become illusive, com-
pelling.

“Whisper Music” This Year.

SUCH an effect has been achiev-
ed by those responsible for

- the coming season’s new dances.

Unrestraint has gone ‘the' round
of follyds circle. Already there is
a decline in this rag-time blood-
shed. Thel “effect maniac” of

Whisper Wallz—First step. ot

/

charm . of

action

By

The Fantastic Toe

AS LIZABEL HERMENEZ says: .

J “Since the first primordial savage whirled around his
fire in the night, humanity has danced its way through the fleet-
Since then the dance has ever told what speech has

ing ages.
failed to utter.

“Conceptions of beauty, unrevealed mysteries of nature,
gnurmurings of inspiration, and all the dormant dreams of the
inner man have been narrated through the rhythmic poetry

of motion.

“To-day, in all its unaesthetic commercialism, finds the
dance represented largely by an institution of public transitory
amusement.. Yet the dance as a thing of beauty survives, upheld
&y those wheo devote their lives to the perpetuation of art.”

ECAUSE
difficulty of
catching the fugitive
rhythmic
photographs
cannof fully
the grace, suppleness
and freedom
actual interpretations.
taking up
position  before
lens, in a fixed and
studied attitude,
beauty of line is fre-
‘quently lost.

New French Tango.

J

dance music with his shrieks and
jangle will soon be as obsolete as
last year’s frock.

Professor Downing, who has
just returned from New York, is
favorably impressed with this

season’s new dances. He, for one,
is rejoicing that the noisy blare
of the jazz orchestra has given

way to the effervescing charm of

“‘whisper music’’~—muted instru-
ments—educing  haunting ™~ har-
monies, curiously soothing. “The
‘Whisper Waltz”, suggestive of

grace and rhythm, is the vogue!

The beautiful steps of this waltz
as arranged by Oscar Duryea, of
New York, are danced to the ap-

of the

portray

of the

the
the

Posed expressly for The Toronto Sunday

Whisper Waltz—Cross-over.

World by Prof. w. C.

Downing and Miss V. Downing.

pealing straing of ‘““When @ the
Lights Are Low” sort of music.
It Is sure to become very popular.

‘“The Whisper Waltz” is similar
toritheil roldy iwaltzit. 4 “The
American Glide.”

There are a few walking steps;
a few graceful run movements and
a plecturesque step—waltz—Ieft
turn with a cross step completing
same. Final step is a right pivot
turn holding right heel pivot for
four counts, which is something
entirely new and very effective. °*

Last Year’s Waltz Out..

AST year’si “Collegiate Waltz’’,

a continual ‘waltz, pivot re-
turning ouicall daneed s as 4
walk, was somewhat monotonous,
and will not be done this season.
The Tango Olio is another new
d4nce. It is really an olio of dif-
ferent dances arranged to suit the
popular temperament. It 'is pro-
gressive and) enjoyable, which
should make @ it fascin:l/tillg. In-
structors are featuring the Tango
Olio in their classes. It is simple
and easily acquired. The tempo

Five Thousand Five-Year-Olds

Continued from Page Nineteen.

"H“O ATTEMPT to describe in any

degree of detail the volume
of entertaining work done in the
Toronto kindergarten classes is
too large an order. Visitors who
would care to see it are always
made welcome by the directress at
any of the schools. Mothers and
big sisters are frequent spectators
and are always appreciative. To
the man or woman who never
knew much about it beyond that
it existed ‘the ' whole thing is g
revelation. The growth of in-
terest displayed by all educational
people in the work of the kinder-
garten during the past few years
has been very extensive, particu-
larly with a view to ecarrying the
same idea right through the
school in all directions in which' it
is ‘at all practicable. The interest
taken by the little pufils them-
selves in all pertaining to the
kindergarten is in itself a testi-
monial of the highest quality and
the keystone of the succes which
is constantly being achieved.

S THE children enter the room

in ones and twos or in little
groups of four or five they are
individually greeted by their teach-
er by a ‘“Good Morning” and a
handshake. At first there is little
Oor no response. Even the tiny
hand has to be -pi(;ked up arf¥ held

as a whole. Gradually they be-
gin to enjoy it and pretty 'soon
the whole child responds. His
attitude, expectant face, hand
well out, with thumb up, ready
to grasp the teacher’s, show that
he is awakening consciously.

This is perhaps a type of his
mental attitude toward all the
work and play of the kindergarten.
There is variety, but every part
meets him on his own plane,
\vhether it be of experience, de-
sire, instimct jor what not.

When the children are all seat-
ed in a circle there comes to their
ears the strain of suitable music
to create a reverent atmosphere,
then all bow the head for a few
moments in thanks to the °‘All
Father’ for His care. The same
thought is then expressen in song.
After this comes the greeting to
each other, the teachers, any visi-
tors, the sun or rain etec. The
child thus comes to feel by degrees
that he has friends and helpers
on all sides and that he too has a
part to play in life. This thought
is enlarged as the songs and plays
proceed. Each song is a little story,
soon memorized, of the home fam-
ily, bird or animal family and the
larger family of workers who
supply one another’s need, as the
baker, the farmer, the miner, the
carpenter; etc. There are songs
of the flowers, the moon and
stars and other beautiful things
about us. In fact nothing that is

helpful in life is 1left out, but
during the weeks or months each
has its place and is shown in its
right relationship that the child’s
conception of it may be clear and
true.

There has been some movement
of body during this song period
for the little people imitated the
activities of whatever they sang
about, partly for the drill or physi-
«cal exercise, but largely because
it better enabled them to enter
into its life and so understand.
But more movement is needed
now, that the whole body may be
exercised and thus rested, so they
stand up and play soldiers or
skip or be animals of different
kinds, all to suitable music. No-
tfce it is said ‘be’ animals, not
‘play’ animals, for through their
imagination the children so enter
into the spirit' of it that for the
time being, they are the real thing
in one or more points of resem-
blance which is all a little child
needs, to be it altogether:

After a few minutes of such
strenuous exercise they are ready
to_sit down at’their tables for a
brief period of handwork.

That the child may take | his
full 'share in Ilife later on, his
hands must be trained to obey his
mind and eye and as this can
be done better in connection with
mental and- moral training ‘the
whole three sides of his nature
get development at one and the
same time, Thus, he folds his
paper, but this must be done as
evenly as possible, his blocks
must be arranged with some pre-

\

in School

cision and measurement. C'olo}s
are put together according to some
plan. Nothing may be left sloven-
ly .done but all with a purpose in
view.

In these plays with material the
child gradually becomes the mas-
ter of it—it must obey his will. . If
he played with nothing but ma-
terial he would be in danger of
becoming < too domineering and
autocratic, so he must also play
with his equalsin strength and will
that proper social development
may have its -place in the system
of education; so a period of the
morning is devoted to games,
to which, like the songs, touch
almost every phase of life and
give physical development to every
rart of the body.

Then frequerntly there is a story
told. Not every day, lest too many
ideas are crowded in the mind,; be-
cause stories are strings of words,
some perhaps new to the child,
and time must be allowed for them
to sink in and find their 'place.
Quite often a story is repeated and
re-repeated. The stories lead the
children out 'of themselves and
give them a knowledge of a world
beyond their own. The child per-
ceives that he stands in brotherly
relationship to people he has never
seen. They help to create ideals
in his mind.

After the story there may be an-
other brief period of table work
then the children gather for: a
“Good-bye’” song which while say-
ing *“adieu” for the day also
breathes out 'z glad note of meet-
ing on the morrow.

is slightly faster than the original
“Argentine Tango” 'of last season.
The steps are simplified so that
any one man can execute them,
and the effect is pleasing.

And then there is . a . French

Tango ’Olio«—ieft to right—{1, First step; 2,
cross-over; 3, right pivot.’

Tango Olio, French Tango
and Raggedy Ann Fox Trot

E

Will Be Favorites. o

Tango, not violently different, but
more intricate, r more elaborate.
Ome sees it here and there in New
York, but there is no indication
of popularity, and it is likely that
it will not be done here.

Raggedy Ann Fox Trot.

HE Fox Trot is the popular
dance, and the latest, “Rag-
gedy Ann’’, Fox Trot, is a simpli-
fied version of the diverting and
thbroughly Dbeguiling dance num-
ber introduced by Dorothy Stone,
the charming daughter of Fred
Stone, in @ his musical success,
“Stepping Stonés,” The Raggedy
Ann Fox Trot is simple and easily
accomplished. The one-step feat-
ured in the ba\ll room version is
the left turn, using the “Schot-
tische” step. Several cross steps
are used in this dance and a left
turn is introduced.

‘Will the Prince of Wales’ visit
to America influence . the social
dances of the approaching season?

The Prince, on shipboard and
while at Long Island, made it evi-

dent that the Fox Trot was still
his favorite, with the waltz a close
second. -

Unquestionably, = according to
Toronto dancing instructors, the
Prince’s preference will be a fac-
tor in maintaining the Fox Trot
as the prime fayvorite in the social ,
affairs of the 'Winter in both b
Canada and the United States.. \

LL these new dances will be
®featured locally this season.
The method used is the Russian
mode, the success of whigh lies in
the fact that after studying the
technique the pupil is then taught
plastique movements, and taught
to combine correctly the arm and
body movement with .the steps
taken. In the present age, too,
little attention is paid to arm, head
and body co-ordination. {
A finished dancer knows:
The correct dancing pos-itior}.
How to follow successfully.
The secret of leading.
The art of making the feet at-
tractive. »
The value of exercise. g
The correct walk in the Fox
Trot. by
The basic principles in waltzing.

i
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Frank Chance, Peerless Leader of ‘the Old Cub
Machine, Passes Away—One of the Old Timers
Who Made a Fortune for an Owner Who
Humiliated Him.

By J. V. MCAREE.

AST week it was our melancholy

 privilege to chant a few = dirges

" over the remains of Ed Geers, the
venerable chieftain 'of  the light har-
ness brigade, and to~day we feel call-
ed upon’ to pronounce an obituary in
honor of a man who was almost as
eminent ' in another realm of sport,
thelate Frahk Leroy Chance. He died
suddenly, as all public characters do
who are afflicated with either cancer
or tuberculosis, since there is a uni-
versal conspiracy, so far  as these
diseases are goncerned, never to men-
tion that anyone is $uffering from
them.  They disappear from the scene;
no word comes from them; they are
almost forgotten, and then comes the
sudden news that they are no more.
A motable exception to this rule of
reticence” was in the case of Christy
Mathewson, who was stricken with
tubérculosig, but made ‘a winning
fight at Saranac Lake. |All the world

knew about the fight and all the world
applauded. when . Mathewson won
through. 'In' baseball circles it was
known since last Spring that Chance
had tuberculosis, and when this dis~
ease fastens upon an adult athlete, the
end is usually certain.

HANCE’S precise age we do not

[ s
know, but we 'set him down as

about 46, an age at which any
man but an athlete might be expected
to be doing his best work, to have
hardly achieved his fullest powers.
Yet Chance was at his best fifteen
yvears ago, and his career since then
has been in the nature of an anti-
climax. ' After the world’s series of
1910, whenn the Philadelphia, Athletics
spilled all the dope, refuted all the
experts and put the veteran Cub ma-
chine to rout, Chance began to de-
cline. At the end of 1912 he was de-

posed by Charles Webb Murphy, owner
of the Chicago team, and was not only

»deposed but insulted by being sold to

the Cincinnati team for the sum of
$1,000. Those were the days when
enthusiastic reporters were speaking
of the hundred thousand- dollar infield
of Connie Mack, and in his own opin-
ion, perhaps, and in the opinion of
many others for 'a certainty, Change

~

was/ as good as any of that famous
quartette. “Yet. he went for a song.
Of course, he refused to report to
Cincinnati, and ‘having accumulated
considerable '‘money,*went to Cali-
fornia and disported himself as an
orange grower. In view of the fate
that has overtaken him, one might
be pardoned for believing that even
that long ago Chance’s health had
suggested the advisibility of living in
a milder climate.

\
E think of Chance as one of the
last of the old school of baseball
players, though Cobb was  his

contemporary and they opposed each

other in a couple of world series. Mc-

Graw belongs to the same school, but

McGraw, of course, is no longer play-

ing. Chance was a sturdy, honorable,

aggressive chap, without a great deal
of imagination, but a fine disciplin-

‘arian, and capable of building up a

winning baseball club. His old Cub

team will be remembered as one of
the great machines. - Before it ran
against the Athletics it was consider-
ed to be the greatest since the days of
the old Orioles. It had brains and
powes and mechanical excellence to
recommend it. It won the Nationai

League championship four times, in

the years when McGraw had Mathew-

son and other stars to challenge it.

It won also two world’s series en-

counters, the victims being the De-
troit Tigers on both occasions. We
rather ' fancy that the Detroit team
had won three American League
championships, and we remember well
that after the second defeat in 1908
the team began to lose popularity in
the Arierican League, for the reason
that its defeats seemed to prove that
American League ball was slightly in-
ferior to National,l.eague ball.

HANCE was a husky, t}vo-fisted

fellow, who broke jnto’ major

league ball some twenty-five
years ago as a  first-baseman.
He was the discovery of Frank
Selee, manager - -of the Chicago
Cubs. Selee appreciated Chance, and
saw that he might make a first

baseman, of whom he was in need at
the moment. He was .  converted
overnight, as expeditiously as though

; baseman of the Cubs.
captain of the team when Selee fell

Billy Sunday had the job, and for
ten years thereafter he was the first
He became

a victim to consumption, and was
asked to name his successor. In
1906 the Cubs were sold to Charlest
‘Webbh Murphy, formerly a drug clerk,
and later a newspaper reporter, who .

had the financial backing of Charles Rl
P. Taft, brother of W. H. Taft, later

to become ' President of the United

States. They bought the team for ¢
$105,000 and Murphy made a fortune :
out of it, becoming one of the rich-

est and easily the most unpopular man

to own a big league franchise. He

and Chance worked together per-

fectly as long as Chance was win-

ning pennants, and when Chance

ceased to do this, Murphy gave him

the opportunity of working for some-
body else. He was turned adrift in

a cold-blooded manner, that added to

the general dislike in which Murphy |

J

was held by Chicage¢ baseball fans, =

N 1913 Chance' was' persuaded by
H the new owners of the New York 8
Yankees to return to the game'as
manager, and the so-called silver
screen from one end of the con=
tinent to another showed him signa
ing a contract for $20,000 a year amid
loud huzzas and the popping of ap-
propriate corks. But he had a dead

one and despite numerous experi- e
ments with new players the Yankees i

again finished in the cellar. In the
fall of 1914 he quit the job in dis~
gust and returned to California, dab-
bling in Pacific coast baseball. In

1922 he was lured to become manager
of the Boston Red Sox,; then as now
in as bad plight as the Yankees. He
could do nothing with the material
he had, and once more quit, when the
team changed owership. His real
yearning was to get back in Chicago,
the scene of his triumphs and of his
unmerited disgrace at the hands of
Murphy, and when the hint was given
to Comiskey, soon after Kid Gleason
had quit the White Sox manager, he
was only too eager to get Chance
back. He figured that he was getting
not only a good manager, but one of
the most popular players who ever
wore a Chicago uniform, and a man %
whose character might /do something =

to make the public forget the dis- /=
graceful games of 'the Chicago team

in the World’s Series with Cincinnati -

in 1919./ But Chance was already in

the grip of ill health. Last Winter

he tried to nurse himself back to vigor,

‘but could not do so, and wired his o
resignation to Comisky who refused RALY
to accept it. In the spring he went |
to Chicago and saw his team play

an exhibition game. He became
chilled, and was taken to a hospital.

An operation was performed which
prolonged his life for a few months, i
but he was unable to take any part in >
the direction of the Cubs in the /pres-

enty season. He had not the oppor- x
tunity to vindicate himself on the
fields where .once he won such honor,

but his very .engagement by Com-

isky perhaps served as,. vindication
enough for the slight pue upon him A
by Murphy. ;
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No\ted_ English Architect, Having “Escaped From Depres-
sing Railway Station”, Got Vivid Impressions of
~ ~ Queen City’s Homes, Streets, Banks and Varsity.

Toronto---“A Town Practiéa!ly Situated on Open Sea,
Most of Whose Citizens Are Unaware of the Fact

O SEE ourselves as others see

us is now possible, The latest
issue of the Journal of the Royal
Architectural Institute of Canada
¢ontains the following impression
ofToronto” by Professor C. H.
Reilly, of the School of Architec=
ture, University of Liverpool.
PORONTO is the most English
: in . its ' sentiments of all the
Cangtdian cities I visited and the
most American in its appearance.
It has its group of skyscrapers of
varying height and design, as have

most 6f the ‘larger American
towns. TIts business streets have
e same  bustling appearance,

wilile those along which the car
tracks run have the same pitfalls
for the pedestrian and would break
the axle of any but an American
motor-car. As far as nature al-
lows it, it is planned on the block
system, but fortunately nature
has interfered with this consider-
ably. The town is intersected with
large and deep ravines, some pep-
haps a gquarter of a mile wide and
filled with trees and shrubs. Across
one I saw an excellent road bridge
of steel and conecrete and yet a
thing of beauty. These winding
ravines mean, winding streets, a.
few of..which were packed with
residences for the rich. The rich

_ men in Toronto, and there are oh-

viously a great number of theém,
build large detached houses on
pieces of land which we should
think just big enough for a gar-
demer’s lodge and a potato patch.
It must be.remembered, however,
uhatin Canada, as in the States,
it is pad form tp enclose ®your
land with a fence of any kind, so
. that the trim lawns are open to
© one another and to the road, and
. 2dd to each other’s size.
The impression that Toranto is a
very prosperous place reaches you
£
directly you eseape from its de-
bressing railway = station. It is
rapidly pulling itself down and
rebuilding itself in' true American
stylg. The curious thing is that
the lake front appears to play so
littl& part in the city's amenities,
present or future. Here is a town
which is practically situated on a
sea—really Lake Ontario—and
yet the mass of the town seems
to be unaware of the fact. I had
to be shot up to the top of a high
building to get a view of the lake
fron_tz}ge, and all I could then see
was a row of small wharves and
piers, with an occasional steamer.
In the centre of the town at any
rate,'there was no esplanade on
the lake shore nor pierhead from
which a comprehensive view of/'the
water could’‘be obtained. , The
“Jake was lined behind the wharves
with the usual dreary streets of
swvarehouses of varying shapes and
| sizes. After this, perhaps 1300
yards back, are the two or three
main business streets, literally
packed with banks.

-

BgANKS in the larger Canadian

> cities are much /more impos-
ing structures than they are in
London. They all contain on the
ground floor a great banking hall
of some syminetrical shape, offegr-
ing a fine opportunity _ to the
architect. Money without stint
is lavished on this hall and ‘its
fittings. [ining it are the var-
ious departmental private rooms,
but not private.at all in the Eng-
lish sense. Through low glass
sereens you can see the president
in his holy of holies. Whether this
is due to some theory of demo-
oracy or for practical control, or
to provide better targets for the
motor bandits one hears so much
about, is not clear; but the low
partitions serve the useful archi-
tectural function of giving scale
and height to the hall itself. In
front of the partitions is the great
banking = counter. It generally
follows the shape of the hall, and
is made of marble with bronze
screens over it, on which is lavish-
ed a great wealth of fine detail
and craftsmanship. The centre of
the hall has a few stately ‘marble
benches of Greek or Italian design.
The whole effect is very dignified,
forming® an advertisement to the
stability of the bank, as the great

Is Supposed to Ask
Her Fiance:

1.—How much are you making?
2.—How much of your salary do
you save? 7
3.—How do you like your posi-
tion ?
4—What do you think of the
. boss?
5.—How many pgsitions have you
held?
6,—What did you do with the first
money you ever earnad?
7.—Were you ever engaged be-
" fore, and if so, how many
times ?
8.~—~Who gre younr best friends?
9.—Wheo are the peopls whom you
- dislike most and why do you
disli? them?

—
What the Engaged Girﬂ

new railway stations, free from
all posters, dg to the railways. The
mass of bank clerks is ofter ten .
or twenty storeys up, or even in
another building, with efaborate
eleectrical contrivances for tele-
graphing balanges to the Dbank
counter without the knowledge of
the client standing at it. Toronto!
has bank after bank of this sort,
the majority by the doyen of the
architectural profession jin Can-
ada, the late Mr. Frank Darling.
Behind this business quarter
lies a nondescript mass of small
property,"held I imagine, by specu-
latars for a rise, and calling loud-
ly for destruction. It is pierced

The distinguished yisitor had to be ‘shot up’ to the top of a sky-
scraper’te get a peek at our waterfront,

9

by two big streets, one of which
I was informed was fifty miles
long in one straight line—a trifle
depressing one would imagine
connecting town after town. The
other is a fine wide thoroughfare
of normal length, called Univer-
sity Avenue, which leads directly
from the heart of the business
quarter to the front ol the Parlia-
ment ‘buildings and to the Univer- «
sity, which lies around and behind
them, 1t is rather striking that
this most important street in the
town, wider than Fifth Avenue
and the main motor drive, should
pe called after the University, but
in Toronto, I was soon to discover
that the University is considered
by everyone as a very important
institution indeed. In this highly-
commergialized towny it seems to
play even, a greater®part than its
sister universities do in the much
iolder town of Montreal.. If you

_ student and staff activity.” Tt was
built across a ravine, M‘/d’ though
in appearance only two storeys,
in parts it has an additienal three
below its general ground level. Tt
contains, besides a dining hall
with epen timber roof a§ hig as
that of Trinity College, Cambridge,
innumerable smaller clubrooms, a
swimming pool, a gymnasium with
running track, racquets and five
courts, - and, strangest of all, a
complete theatre with apreon stage,

- circular heayen and every modern
equipment in the way of lighting,
the whole thing being situated en-

courtyard. This theatre is open to
the public by payvment, and a pro-
fessignal producer is kept to assist
the varioys town and gown socfe-
ties which make use of it.
Gill Tniversity, with! its 2,000 stu-

tirely below the level of the grass .

If Mcs
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{Hoa) Well Do You Know Torbntév?a |

Houses Last Long

When Well Built

Lessons to Learn From Ancient

Architecture,

HE primeval character of
northern France is not so dif-
ferent from that of Canada, and
its geographical conditions are not
disgimilar, Its natural beauty is
great, but its artificial beauty is
even greater., There are the state-
ly hills and lovely wvalleys,” the
rivers that seek the sea in grace-
ful curves, there are the forests
preserved with ever-watchful care
but there are also the fields and
pastures, hedgerows and gardens,
and little farms and cottages, all
evidences of the kindly hand of
man.

Diversified as are the architec-
tural types of inorthern France,
they have ope point in common,
ecohesion with the soil. The half-
timber farmhouses of Calyvados,
the rough stone cottages of Brit-
tany, and the story-and-a-half
houses of the l.oire valley, with
their decarated dormers and out-
side stairways, are all distinective,
but all take on the color and char-
acter of the landscape'in which
they seem to grow. The use of local
aaterial, of simple form, and tra-
ditional workmanship combine to
give this guality of homely charm

The two big things that we learn
from this dancient domestic archi-
tecture are permanence and pie-
turesqueness. With competent
workmanship and sound construe-
tion, we too can have homses that
will endure; and the eareful choice
of the location, the application of
the laws of pictorial composition,
/and sympathetic co-operation with
nature in planting trees and gar-
den, will give us some of the subtle
quality of beauty that is inherent
in the gentle land of France.

>

s % Phe truth:

 Havd Job To Find
If Name On List

A PPARIENTLY in some sections
A& of the city it was not exact-
ly a simple matter to ascertain
whether one's name was on the
voter’s list for the liquor plebis-
cite.

! A lady in North Toronte phones

The Sunday World that, being
told she could get the information
at Kglinton Methodist Church, she
went there, enly to learn that the
lists had been taken to the/Sal-
vation Army citadel on Glen For-
est Road. = Proceeding to this
place ag promptly as pessible by
street car, she found that the
papers had been returned to
Eglinton Methodist Church.

The next morning she made her
second call at ths church, and
there was told that the lists were
now at Bedford Park Methodist
Church»

She thinks that she might have
been  continuing this fruitless
round of calls yet, had she not
noticed an office of the Modera-
tion League en Yonge Street, and
gone in. ; ;

I'm not saying whether I'm in
favor of their policy or net,” she
remarked, like a true woman,
over the phone, “but I certainly
admire their business-like sgys-
tem. In a few seconds they were
Luhle to give me the information.”

'I’rj 'Talking to Yourself

When You’re Really ‘Stuek’

DO you talk te yourself? It may
be assumed that your reply
is in the negative. Self-talkers are
often- vegarded as a trifle gueer.
\Yet if ‘you eall to mind all your
acquaintances who have this habit,
are not +the majority, if not all,
of them men and women of con-
ssiderable mental gifts?
. reat preachers, statesmen, and
writers, are nearly ‘all self-talkers.
(io to the univergities and get to
know the legading professors—men
of learning and intellectual power
—nine out of ten of them talk to
themselyes as they walk about!
is that there is np
\finer exercigse for the brain, and no
better way of solving hard prob-
lems..Self-talkling is at onee @ clar-
ifier and a safety valve.
 Stropg, intense; silent, meutal
concentration, is really not good;
it strains the brain. Arguments
erowd upon one another, and
those that are rejected are not
really jettisoned. The mind retains
them.

But self-talking pulls them out,
as it were, and throws them away.
‘The next time you have a knotty
problem, ' to: solve, try talking it
over with yourself, aloud, and you
will be astonished at the result.

Self-talking is never a sign of
idiocy. One of the first symptoms
oft mental affliction is silence—a
withdrawal into one's self, Is ldi-
Son a fool? No! Yet he talks to
himself! Try it yourself and see
how it helps you.

Here is a Toronto street scene. Do you recognize it 2 The
Sunday World will pay Two Dollars to the first persen who
names correctly the location shown in this photograph. Replies

must be written and mailed or delivered to the City Contest

Editor, The Sunday World, King and Bay Streets, Toronto. ' No
replies will be considered after Thursday night-next. The re-
sults will be ahnounced in the News Section the following Satur-
day. Sl

dents,} surprises one in .running a
daily ‘mewspaper, Toronto Univer-
sity takes one’s breath away in
running an almost daily theatre,
‘where they talk of “Cymbeline”
as one of their smaller and more
ordinary - productions. After this
one may-well wonder what the
students’ work is like. I can only
testify that that of the students in
architecture 'was of a very high
standard. 8 g
One left Teoronto with the feel-
ing that it was not enly a city of
singular achievement, but one
which, with its wealth and energy
and freedom from raecial difficul-
ties, 'held 1mmense .and unlimited
possibilities, not aonly for the Em-
pire, of which it is se naively

looked at the newspapers, the ac-
tivities of Toronto University seem-
ed of more general interest than .
those of the Parliament of the
pravince, functioning side by side
with it. 1Its ice hockey matches
against American colleges fill the
imagination of  the citizens, and
i{1cidentally provide funds for new
University buildings, while its ex-
perimental theatre provides an ad-
venturous repertory experiment o
which the town heartily responds.
HE University campus then is
a streteh of park and. grass
of many acres in extent in the very
heart of the city, r_nid_way between
the best business and residential
quarters. It consists of a fine roll-
ing piece of land with the greenest

There’s More Than One Way

‘Break the Love Knot

HF a man who is ;zné;aged to He
married | wishes to break his
contract, he is faced with the ser-
ious consideration that such ac-
tion, might lead to a breach of
pr‘pmise suit against him, with the
possibility of his being forced to
pay out a tidy sum as heart balm.
But there is another way to go
about it, and with muech less risk,
apparently.

The man might act in
way as to greatly offend the lady
and cause her to break the en-
gagement. Such a coursz is seem-

. ingly safe, even though the wo-
man had spent a lot of money in
arrangements for the prospective
marriage.

In a rescent case of this nature
Mr. Justice Mowat decided against
a woman plaintiff. She had re-
ceived a diamond ring from .de-

sueh a

fendant as a pledge of his love at
a time when his conduct was

above reproach, but subsequent-
1y, she alleged, his attitude to-

wards her changed to such an ex-
tent as to become most objection-
able, heing, it was claimed, lack-
ing in deslicacy and morality and
causing- the plaintiff, in the words
of the learned judge ‘‘grezat an-
guish of mind and heart.”

The plaintiff declared that she
had been induced by defendant to
close up her business in New
York and come
marry him. And after his change
in conduct she felt entitled to re-
cover damages for her pusiness
loss and inconvenience.

Mr. Justice Mowat stated that
there is no precedent for holding
that being guilty of misbehaviour
constitutes in itself a brzach of
promise to marry. Therefore the
plaintiff’s action failed. ¥

proud, but for the world at large.

grass that I saw in Canada. It is

intersected with curving drives in
which are placed in no rvegular
arder, but not unpleasingly, the

/o 3 § P
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in New Buil

imposing blocks of University

ding, Bedford Park Preshyterian Church

buildings. Like those at Liverpool,
they follow varying architectural
taste from Victorian times *on-
wards, but, unlike ILiiverpeool, they
are mostly in grey stone or grey
brick " and- of a scale -and size
rather staggerin® to our ideas.
Here is a town smaller than Liver-
pool with a university of 5,000
students which pays to.the deans
of its faculties £1,500 a yeax each
instead of £150, and, I suppose,
gives its principal the income of a
bank president. While not at all
agreeing with their university sys-
tem of government where the
deans and principal correspond to
the general and branch managers
of a business, one cannot withold
a certain measure of admiration
at the seale of university emolu-
ments. The system of government
is, indeed, of the autecratic 'kind
only a modern democracy can pro-
duce, and one which we should
hesitate, on this side, I hope, to
apply to a private school.

Our immediate concern, though,
is with the wuniversity buildings,
and the most interesting of those
Is the latest, called Hart House.
1t is the gift of a manufacturer of
agricultural implements, and cost
£500,000. TIn appearance it is a
pleasing Gothic structure enclos-
ing a beautiful grass quadrangle.
In purpose it is the most com-
plete and compesite elubhouse T
have ever seen for every kind of

east of Yonge.

not distant future.
Synod of Torpnto and Kingston.

SPLEN DiD STRUCTURE JUST COMPLETED FOR RAPIDLY GROWING €ONGREGATION.
In a section that is increasing in population faster, probably, than any other inside the city limits, the cen-
gregation of Bedford Park Presbyterian Church foresaw the need for a larger place of worship than ‘the
frame building they have been occupying up to the present on the north side of Ranleigh Avenue, a little
On a large adjoining site they have erected the Sunday School shown above, intending te put
up a much larger chureh, where they will worship for the next few years. It has seating accommodation
for about 900. They have ample land left for a large church building, which it is felt will be needed in the
The minister, Rev. Dr. Alexander MacGillivray, was recently elected Moderator of the
The first service, on Sunday morning, will be a communion, at which the
Presbytery will be represented by Rev, J M. Duncan of tHe Presbyterian Publications. the -
G vice Rev, Dr. John Neil, pastor emeritus of Westminister Chuveh, will

‘}t the evening ser-
preach,

%

to Ontario to

the Eating Clubs will flourish again.

little Diggies with curly tails turned toward the behelder.
They—that is, the pigs-—were seen eating from a trough.
And the title was: “The Elysian Club.”

The uproar that followed this publication eannot be
described, for Eiydian was the name of one of the fore-
most and hitherto proudest ‘‘eating clubs” in Yhe historie
college. In fact, it was the most aristocratic of all such
\societies in the University of Toronto, for did it not serve
! it twenty-one square meals at the rate of $2.65 per week
when other clubs could not make the price lower than $2.75, ;

Thése golden days when cheapness meant distinctien l{ave passed
— never to return, as the old song says. To-day the returning student
will acquiesce in paying double that amoeunt’ for a week's sustenanece,
and call himself lucky. ] ’

ATING Clubs linger, but they are “nmot what they used to be.!! as’ ' was
said of the famed grey quadruped. Once the terrifie competitors of
iandladies, of restaurateurs, they have succumbed before the stewards of
te g‘;;:fo’dl({lén\%ml;la"ujnd away back in the first decade of the gentury
the ea,t'i»'ng club was a portentous institution af Yars’ity, although not
quite so dominant as at Princeton in Woodrow Wilson’s day. Any ene

[uu
)

of them could make the “beanery” at the north-west corner of Univer-

sity College look like Starvation Poeint. g

And as a political institution it was self-determination unmandated
and Sinn Fein without Black and Tan trimmings.

Besides it was a refuge from co-education to such an extent as

wéuld make a lumber camp dinner look by comparison like a Ladies’ ;

Aid.

Add to all these attractions the lure of dinners for thirteen cents,.

and their vogue could be explained.

But collej’ge customs change quickly and even the Bating Club leoses
its hite and becomes tamed if not sophisticated.- :

There was a time when private ‘boarding-houses ca.ttel-'mg to the
bucolic freshman had to serve pie for breakfast and two k.nlds of home-~
made cake fresh for supper in order to get into the running at all.

What eould a poer widow do to hold the patronage of a lot of
sophomoric athletes when acress the street some stgdent leader had
set up opposition and was stuffing the boys with'cheap bananas befpre
meals in order to reduce the per capita consumption of dearer foods?

Tim Healy's hash emporium on Yonge Street had a good reputa-
tion, too, and could boast waitresses. But what was a sr'mle alongside
the abundant roast beef and potatoes of the Bating Club? %

. - IS ’ - .
QT‘JASO'N Gheapness with democracy, and the combination proved {rye=
&) gistible to the ambitioys and more or less bookish youth of 1910,
The  club was a self-creating, self-governing and som,eti_mes self-peyr-
petuating orgamism, a band of brothers who met around the oilcloth
table and speared distant bread with unerring aceuracy of eye and
greasy tork. Behold, too, the bread, like graveyard slabs in thickness
and marshmailow in counsistency.

Well, the club rented its own house, elected its own buy(_«rr or
manager, installed its own cook and waitress, and ran its own affairs
at cost. and with all necessary simplicity. If the food was roften, the
buyer, invariably a student, was reduced to the ranks and forced to pay
for his meals instead of getting boarded gratis. A néw buyer would be
installed and the rattle of dishes and tongues could go on una.b@.tved.

“Precious little did the pre-Hart House  facilities of _the University
have to place. in® competition thurewieth. The stately dietitlan at the
old University dining hall served calories and yitamines, when what the
future lawyvers, surgeons and rectors wanted was Food, .andvlots of “it.
hey had to battle with 'Roug}]; FEiders and Argonauts in those days,
and it took beef, brawn and muscie.

The players themseclves might belong to Greek Letter fraternities,
much tonier affairs, but the rooters, the men who neared the fear of
sudden death inte supporters of the old Hamilton Tigers, who eap-
tured the coffin right at-the cricket field in Mamilton, had to bhe fed en
sirong meat and . gravy and succulent cabbage,

What chance had a half-filled youth td do battle with
coats? The vogue of the eating clubs was the answer,

Toronto blus=

WATCH YOUR. HAT
AND QUERCOAT
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OME historic mansions of Toronto fell into their hands at one time
s or anether. Rechristened with high-sounding names, the mid-

Victorian walls rang with laughter as loud and free as on threshing day
in the farm Kkitchen. Rieh men’s sons went inte fraternity houses, but

the men sought the more, casual and less expensive br.otherhood that:

sprang up in these shelters of haughty poverty. ;
If one club was known as the Grandest. its neighbor was the Finest,

although modesty forbade that these classic terms be translated out of .,

the original tongue. Such claims to exclusive merit led to deadly peliti-
cal rivalry. Who was better gualified for the pre;ﬂdency of the literary
and debating society than one who had for a term maintained the sems
blance of discipline and decorum as buyer for a famous eating elub? The
warfare did even spread to the athletic field and finally to the journal-
istic arena, where an Aristos editor might lampoon an Acme horde.

THE Great War came-about and the eloguence of one masterful buyer,
once used to vindicate his regime and regimen against a forest of
uplifted forks, became devoted to the drilling of his squad. Another
noted buyer, dressed in subaltern’s garb, pleaded before the audiences
of fashionable theatres for battalion funds and, soon departing the city,
lies buried near the spot where he rallied his men.
g As if to huyrl down to oblivion this former glory of college tradition,
the dining halls of the University blossomed forth, places where exuber-
ant youth were not ashamed to obey an order forbidding sweaters at
dinner. From that time the Eating Club period had gone. :

Eating; Clubs may remain, some of them old and others new, but
the power ‘of the old order has been broken.

Temporary alliances /of two clubs by secret diplomacy and overt
acts had been unknown to make or break aspirants for high office.
buyer’s. bargain in spuds or bananas had played sudden havoe with
restaurant patronage, but to-day it is two and a half college generations
since this once characteristic feature of University of Toronto life began
to fade out of the picture. 3

PHE boys now stand for bread and bputter plates. Some can even

wrestle neatly with afternoon tea. One famous elubhouse has be-
come an auction mart. Bay Street has been.dsiven through the heart
of one eating club district in Yerkville. Another sector elsewhere has
been captured by the bootleggers. Tammany is broken and its Wig-
wam deserted. There's linen on the tables and the boys insist on hav-
ing their ewn napkin rings. Bread is less than half an-inch thick. The
tea isn’t boiled any more.

Eating Clubs, Farewell! .

In the face of such facts the gesture of despair seems justified.
But remember these things: First, Toronto still draws many students
frem the farms and forests, from' summer occupations which breed
healthy appetites for strong, coarse, filling food. Second, there are
rumors that Tudor Gothic architecture is not guite as satisfying as pork
and beans. And, third, there still survives an Eating Club whieh serves
o real meal for twenty-six egents. Around such a fortress of traditional
democraey and economy the forces -of rebellion might easily rally.

If ever it becomes a choiee between vitamines and victuals, then

d
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FEW WILL RING

Peddler Sees Ups
Downs of Life In Daily
Rounds. ¢

1

By CHRISTIE WILLIAMS,
WE peddlers see life from an ine
; teresting, if sometimes un-
pleasant angle, and much of the
little pleasure in the work comes
from observing people, especially
when ene does not take anything
that may happen too much to
heart. On a bright, sunshiny
morning house-to-house work is
pleasant, at other times it may be
tolerable, but generally it is en-
dured only because we, too, must
hayve our daily bread.

After the bell has been tried,
and the door knocked upon,, the

and

real work of the peddler begins. -

There’s the wee chap whko comes
boldly to the deor, then taken with
sudden fright, darts back to the

stair and shouts, “Maw, a man
wants ya.” Later he appears,
peeking out _from behind his

mother’s skirts. There is the wo-
man who opens the door a scant
two inches and utters a below-
zero ‘““Well?” and you know, to
say the least, that prospects aren't
very bright. Another kind ‘'will
talk to yoeu from an upstairs win-
dow, and just try selling a stick
of the most wonderful glue in the
world to a woman fifteen feet
above you for a test of real sales-
manship.

Same are timid, perhaps with
reason and as I step towards the
door to steady my notebook
against the wall, a hand goes un-
obtrusively  up to the hook and
fastens the protecting screen door.
Then there’s the old man who be-
ging to unlead his favorite cause
of complaint on you. Just let him
start and you will get the begin~
ning, middle, and half a dozen per-
orations of a fierce invective
against the way in which foreign-
ers ‘just out” can get a job and he
can’t, though he's been living in
the city for forty years, and pay-
ing his taxes, and so forth. ‘This
was the very subject which de-
layed me half an hour on West-
moreland Ave. Or some woman
will begin to inveigh against the
neighbors, or a certain neighber,
warning the agent by all that’s
safe not to call at the second door
down the street. The favorite
theme of these talkative people is,
however, their own youthful ex-
ploits and talents, until ene beging
to wender how so many have es-
caped greatness and fame.

OWN on Manning Ave., an ex-

clted lttle Ttalian girl dashe
ed up to me saying: “Mister, ma
wants to see ya.” I scented busi-
ness but when I arrived at the
door I was met by the mother
with a demand to fix the washing
machine, as the repair man had
been expected all morning. I ex-
plained that I had no connection
with washing machines, and tried

to introduce my own business, but
was met by a sudden and com-
plete ignorance of English against
which 1 could make no headway.

Just around the corner from this
place on Argyle St., I rang the bell
at a little house that had a two
foot porch, and waited. As the
dogr opened I stepped back a little
and forgetting the narrowness of
the poreh, tried to rest my weight
on alr, and tumbled down three
steps thereby ruining my dignigy
and the success of the interview.
Such an approach was bad for
business, and though I assured the
lady that I was not drunk, she
trembled visibly throughout the
whole resultless conversation.

One thing that Toronto boosters
might add to the list of ‘‘Reasons
Why I Am Proud of My City,” is
that some 99 per cent. of Toron-
to’s homles ‘are equipped _with
doorbells,  but let it never be
known that 92.5 per cent. of these
are out of order, and haven't
worked since they heard about
the doorbell strike ever so long
ago. Time after time the hope-
ful peddler pushes a promising
looking button and strains his ears
to catch the sound of the bell
from the kitchen—but hears noth-
ing. Very often there will be a
second chance in a handle to twist,
but disappointment awaits him
agatn for, be its brass ever so
highly polished, it turns noiseless-
ly in his hand. Why there should
be a doorbell when it won't worl,
or why there should be so many
pairs of shirkers, is more than I
can tell you, but certainly this de-
crepit condition of doorbells is
epidemie, especially in the older
sections of the eity, and reminds
us that we humans are prone to
overlook a small defect which is
with us all the time.

SUGGESTION.

A fit punishment for the honk-
ing motorjst and the cutout fiend
would be to confine them in sonie
remote spot and compel them to
listen to one another's noises until
oue of them became exhausted.

N

b ]

0 ,
® ALL HOMES, BUT -



MAGAZINE SECTION , e e
: 'E o : IT'HE 1TORONTO TWENTY-THRER

SUNDAY  WORED,  OCTOBER 5

€ $ 1

SIDELIGHTS ON PERSONS AND * PERSONALITIES.

Wells® Idea for New Novel, Sir Adam Beck’s Love of Flowers and Shrubs = Woe Betide “SmaTtAleck’;
Shaw’s Thoughts on Russia, Developed by Surroundings of Old Homestead Who Faces Cadi’s Keen Eye

Are Inflicted on Editor , ., = o : In Major Brunton’s Court

S o . .
Vil i . - Sir Adam’s Birthplace
. 'd ’

Sidelights on Noted Figures L To Resign Post 1 70 Years Old. Original Methods of Dealing

J With Offenders Prove

AR SY ERY BT AR AE T

Obtained by Compilers

HERE still stands at Baden,

A

of New History.
HE Encyclopaedia Britannica
Company has recently heen
working on a two-volume history
of the present century, entitled,
“These BEventful Years’; and as
there are no fewer than eighty
contributors, all of them experts
and authorities on the subjects
on which they write, the proce-
dure by which their contributions
were obtained was precisely the
same as that employed for arti-
cles for the Britannica itself, says
a writer in the New York Times
Magazine.

H. G. Wells, for instance, is
the contributor to these new vol-
umes of a chapter entitled “‘A
Forecast of the World’'s Affairs.”
In the course of correspondence
with the Britannica, the famous
author, overflowing, as ever. with
ideas, plans, and suggestions, an-
nounced that he was thoroughly
bored by the limited range ‘of the
seven and sixpence novel in Eng-
land. He was, he said, anxious
to return to fiction as a medium,
and had a project for a very long,
rambling novel of a humorous
character—something after the
style of ‘Polly’” and “Kipps’'; but
both of these had been ‘‘cruelly”
cut  down# from a larger and
fuller plan. ‘I have now. in mind
the career of a retired laundry-
man and his daughter,” he said.
both were ‘‘quite delightful peo-
ple,” It would be a rambling

. story of unlimited - possibilities;
perhaps, indeed, his Pickwick
Papers. It would have to be &
book that would run on for
some years and be brought out in
quarterly sections of some 60,000
words.

Admiral Sims, replyiny to ‘the
invitation to write on the Ameri-
can Navy in the World War, said:
©] should be glad to attempt
this; but T rather ' think you
might not care to accept the only
kind of article I could write.,”” It
will be understood from this that
the tone of Admiral Sim'’s con-
tribution to “These Hventful
Years” is not exactly pacific.

» ERNARD SHAW

to. contribute a chapter on
Communism in Russia. With
characteristic modesty, he wrote:
“The article on the Communist
experiment in Russia which you
suggest is quite beyond me. I
do not know what has happened
in Russia, and cannot find out.
BEven if I were to visit Russia, as
1 '‘have' been invited to do, I
should come back not much
wiser ‘than I came (went) as to
the ' economic moral of the ex-
piriment. Besides the experi-
ment is .not yet consummated.
1 have not the least notion of
what ‘the maximum Britannica
rate’ comes to in figures; but
situated as I am at present, with
a heavy budget of permanently
remunerative work waiting to be
completed, 1 do not believe that
anything I could do for you would
be worth what it would cost you
to induce me to do it * * * None
the less, T am much obliged to
vou for the invitation to eontri-
hute, and I should do the particu-
lar job you propose for its own
sake if I were qualified: to do it
justice.” ; y

CGiandhi was invited to write an
articls on the non-co-operation
moven. *nt in India; but the reply
to the invitation came in the
form of an official document
from the Home Department,
Bombay Castle, Tndia. to say that
prisoners were permitted to write

was invited

and receive only one letter once
a2 month, strictly limited to pri-
vate mattérs, and that 'it' was

SIR HERBERT SAMUEL

High Commissioner of Palestine,
has decided not to remain another
term in office, after his present
term expires in ‘March 1925.

It is said Sir Herbert wishes to
devote himself to literary work af-
ter his resignation.

-

HENRY DUNANT

who was responsiblé for the found-
ing of the Red Cross organizations
of the world sixty years ago, which
anniversary is now being celebrat-
ed internationally. Special exer-
cises will be held in Geneva, Switz-
erland, where the conference that
wasg the actual start of the socie-
ties 'was held in 1864. Dunant him-
gelf was a Swiss.

| Red Cross Founder]
s ~ ANCIENT BARONY

“not possible, therefore, to pass
on your letter to prisoner M. K.
Gandhi.”
EMILE BOURGEOIS, the
French historian, while visit-
ing America a few months ago,

was invited to contribute the
chapter on mode‘rn French his-
tory. He repliéd that he was in-

terested in the project’ and was
inclined to write the chapter, but
would be glad to talk the matter

over with the editor. The latter
accordingly called on the histor-
ian. M. Bourgeois was on the
point of agreeing to write the
chapter when, almost as, an after-
thought, - he inquired the names
of other contributors. As it hap-
pened, the editor had that morn-
ing received letters from Signor
Nitti, the ex-Premier of Ttaly, and
J. L. Garvin, the editor of The
London Observer, accepting in-
vitations to contribute. The editor
accordingly ‘mentioned the name
of Nitti. The savant’s lip curled,
“Nitti”? pah! he sneered. The editor
then among others mentioned Mr.
Garvin, and found that the name
of the Englishman acted like a
charge of dynamite on the French-
man. “

M. Bourgeois shot up from his,
chair, and, gesticulating with all
the fury at his command, shouted,
“I will not contribute to any book
to which Monsieur Garvin contri-
butes! . He said that France was
imperialistic! I will not contribute
to / such i a . book!? Curiously
enough, after M. Bourgeois’s wrath
had cooled, he proceeded to inform
the editor that a very excellent
man to write the chapter in ques-
tion would be Albert Thomas, a
first-class scholar; a man who had
held half the Ministerial appoint-
ments in the French Government,
and who, finally had been a pupil
of his own.

FEW of the contributors put

forward certain stipulations
before agreeing to write. Admir-
al Von Tirpitz, the “Pirate”  of
the World War days, wrote say-
ing that he would contribute only
on the understanding that the
hook contained no vilification of
hig country. In his reply the edi-
tor stated that he agreed to this,
but that he himself was to be the
judge of what constituted vilifica.-
tion of Germany. While the edi-
tor has to be prepared to deal
with correspondence in Arabic,
Tamil, Japanese. Sanskrit, Latin or
any of the other known tongues
of the earth, General Ludendorff,
who writes on the German Army
in the World War for ‘These
Bventful Years,” insists on being
written to in German. ‘‘Finally,”
he writes in one of his letters, ‘I
must once more ask emphatically
to be written to in German.”” Evi-
dently, General Ludendorff is’ &
better soldier than linguist.

REVIVED AT LAST

» EFORE the Committee of Priv=
ileges of the House of Lords,
Mr. Henry Fitzwalter Plumptre,
of Goodnestone Park, near Deal,
has established his claim to the
barony of Fitzwalter. The barony
ig described as one of the oldest
in the kingdom, the earliest writ
having been issued in 1295, It
was in 1756, when Benjamin, the
19th baron, Viscount Harwich and
Farl Pitzwalter, died without sur-
viving male issue, that the earl-
dom and viscounty became ex-
tinct, and the barony fell into abey-
ance. In 1841 Sir Brood William!
Bridges, of Goodnestone Park,
claimed the barony as grandson
and heir of Dame Fanny Bridges,
and the Committee of Privileges
decided in 1844 that the barony
was still in abeyance between Sir
Brook William Bridges and the de-
scendants of Jemima Duke. No at-
tempt was made then to find the
descendants of Jemima Duke, Since
that time the peerage has lain
¢ormant. This year Mr. Henry
Fitzwalter Plumptre, as grandeson
of the sister of Sir Brook William
Bridges, entered a claim and, as
the heirs of Jemima Duke could
not be located, the Committee re-
ported that the barony was'at Hisg
Majesty's disposal.

in Waterloo ¢ounty, the com-
fortable and solidly-built brick
house where Adam Beck was born.
In contrast with ‘Headley’’, the
London home where the ‘‘power
knight” and world-famous advo-
cate of public ownership now
lives, the difference is largely one
of time, rather than magnificence
or circumstance. The Baden house
was a fine dwelling in the year
1857, when young Adam was born.
1t was a home quite befitting the
successful mill-owner and foundry
proprietor ‘which Jacob Beck,
father of Adam, then was; just as
to-day the beautiful London resi-
dence is characteristic in many
ways of the station of its owner, If
it could be said that Jacob Beck’s
residence was plain and unpreten-
tious, it ‘can also be said to-day
that “Headley’ is similarly devoid
of ultra-modern appearance, and
depends on solidity and beautiful
surroundings for the distinction
which makes it one of the ‘show
homes’” of the Forest City.
FEW blocks away from ‘‘Head-
ley’” in London, stands the
Beck factory, also unpretentious.
A three-foot sign above the of-
fice door bears the name of the
proprietor: ‘“‘Adam Beck.” About
the same distance from the Beck
homestead in Baden stands the
Beck foundry, where Adam Beck
as a young man plied his trade
as a foundry laborer, completed
his apprenticeship and graduated
as a skilled mechanic. The old
foundry'in Baden is just across the
lake on ' the left of the Beck
house. i

HE Beck homestead, remodel-

led somewhat since the year

1857, is now occupied by Abraham
Schmidt, whose parents, Mr. and
Mrs:  J. B. 0. Schmidt, own  the
homestead and live in a frame

stead.”

house at the gate of the drive-
way. Mrs. Schmidt was a school-
mate of Sir Adam and can recall
many of the incidents of his school
days and young manhood, espe-
cially the parties which the school
children used to enjoy at  the
Beck home. The house itself is not
much changed in 70 years. On the
east end there is still a conserva-
tory which: in the days of the
Becks was always filled with beau-
tiful plants. The grounds sur-
rounding the house' were also al-
ways well kept, shrubbery = and
flowers  being abundant. The
Schmidts keep the place looking
well, but not so attractive as when
the Beck family lived there.

JUST as Sir Adam got his love

for horses and athletics from
his home life in the early days, so
he obtained his love for flowers
and shrubs, and his place a
‘“Headley” in London is a won-
derful spot from a horticultural
standpoint. Sir Adam often spends
many hours in his garden ‘and de-
lights in showing the visitors his
flower beds and hedges and the
beautiful trees which tower abbve
the well-kept lawns.

s

FAR TOO ANXIOUS

TO SUIT MINISTER

HE following story is told of
Robert Shirra, a Kirkcaldy
preacher: v
“One Sabbath, shortly after the
beginning of the service, a youhg
officer of a volunteer corps, which
was at the time stationed in Kirk-
caldy, came into the church rigged
out in fresh uniform, thereby at-
tracting /the attention of the con-
gregation. He seemed to be walk-~
ing about longer than was neces-
sary if he was merely looking for
a seat; but he was at length comi- )
pelled to take one gquickly, by the
reason of the minister saying to
him, ¢8it down, man; we’ll see
your new breeks when the Xkirk
comeg out.”

-IS CIRCLING GLOBE

WITH DOCILE DONKEY

ELFAST recently received a
novel visitor, Mr. Harold
Speakman, an author and artist
from New Jersey, who is travel-

ing round the world with a donkey
and cart, and sleeps in a tent. “I

. am, walking all the way,” he ex-

¢

plained, “and use the cart for
carrying my luggage, paints and
canvag. In 800 miles my donkey
has only refused to go forward on
one occasion, and that was one of
the few times T had taken ths
wrong road.” The author has al-
ready traveled through Europe.

MAHARAJAH IS DEAD;
REL_E? 3,000,000 Anniversary Recalls Early

_4ROM Madras comes news of

the death of the Maharajah
of Travancore, The Maharajah.
Sir Rama Varma, though a great
Fnglish scholar and, a most pro-
gressive prince,’ would not take
meals with his wife because. ac-
cording to  the customs of his
land, she was of ‘“Low birth,”
neither would the ; Maharajah
drink water or eat a meal after
he had shaken ilan.ds with or re-
ceived a foreigner until he had
taken a bath in running water.
The crown falls to the son of the
Maharajah’s elder sister, who,
aiso according to custom, was
married, while still'’'a girl, to a
man of high caste. The Mahara-

jah’s own son, therefore, although
well educated and brought up in

luxury, cannot take his father'’s
title. Travancore, the leading
Malayalim State of South-west

India, has an area of 6,730 square
miles and a population of 3,000,
000. ' The Maharajah, who pos-
sessed great wealth, lived in a
beautiful palace at Trivandrum,
the capital of the State. As a3

‘ruler of so important:a State he

had a salute of 19 guns; to which,

as personal compliment to him-
self, two were added, putting
him in the front of Indian
princes.

. Hobbies of Toronto Men )

S

LOUIS J. WALKER.
OUIS J. WALKER likes to play Santa Claus.
Christmas to roll around before he begins his distribution of joy to

the youngsters. All year;round he is working at it.
seven years he has exterded the hand of

He doesn’t wait for

BEvery summer for
Big Brotherhood to a group

of boys by placing them in camp on the lake shore near Pickering. At
that other season “whvﬁ a feller needs a friend’’ he dons the red coat
and cotton whiskers of/Santa Claus and hands out toys and candy at the

Jarvig Street hostel.
before they became' Pros.

Mr. Walkter played lacrosse with the Tecumsehs
He is a member of the Royal Canadian Yacht

Club, and includes among the 57 varieties of §port of which he is fond
zolf. bowling and curling,

Above, in circle—Sir Adam Beck ’
To left—Sir Adam’s ‘“old home- :

FIGURE ASKED
BY DANMINGO o
REAL STUNNER ...

Present residence in London, Ontario, of Sir Adam Beck.

Experience of Italian
Poet-Soldier.
the thirtieth

of the; publicdtion
first

HIS year,

niversary

of  Gabricle d’Annunzio’s

,book, his publisher is preparing

3 special de luxe edition of all
the poet’s works. .

Gabriele d’Annunzio was twen-
ty years old when he wrote his
first letter to publisher Treves.

In 1885 he was not the bald-
headed hero he 'is to-day. His
head was a mass of beautiful
curls, golden curls, which made
him the darling of all the ladies
of the Roman aristocracy. Some
of 'his short stories were shown
to Mathilde Serao, then a rising
novelist, and she mentioned him
to Treves, her publisher, and ad-
vised the young man to go to
Milan. Before doing so he wrote
his first letter,to KEmilio Treves,
dated 18th February, 1885,

“Dear Sir: My book of prose
is ready and will bhe 350 pages
long.. Mathilde Serao has
of me to you. Will you,be
publisher? I wish to receive
1,500 lire for four year's rights
and wish to have paid to me
1,500 lire on the day when I hand
you the manuscript,”

Fifteen days later the publisher
wrote, asking for details of the
stories, pointing out ‘that the
young writer had neither men-
tioned the title nor the contents.
D'Annunzio replied, giving a list
of titles. .
"H“HE publisher told him to post

the manuscript to Milan, but
a little hitch occurred in regard

an-

spoken
my

to the  contract. D’Annunzio,
even at  the risk of losing his
publisher, wrote on the 30th of
March; “Distinguished Sir—I

send back the proofs. When I
wrote the first time I mentioned
my conditions and the amount
that I wish. paid down on ac-
ceptance of the MSS., When you

told e to send it on I decided
‘ that this was an implicit, accep-
tance of = my terms. 'Now, (in=-
stead, ; I  receive' a jcontract .in
which I notice a change which
does not make it' worth my
while 'In case you cannot agree

on my terms please send back my
short stories. In case you see no
objection,, : please © send me the
contract, written out, on stamped
paper, and with it the money due

me. Do not be frightened at, my
haste. For my poems I ask 4,000
lire, with 5a concession for five
vears. If this is not worth your
while, and I feel ¢ertain it will

not be, it is useless
await your answeor.”

Publisher Tieves .was so hor-
rified at the price fixed by this
unknown writer who dictated
terms as if he had a large public
awaitiing his hook that he wrote,
pointing out to D’Annunzio. his
ignorance of the literary situation

arguing., I

in Italy.,
But D’Annungio found another
publisher iy Wlorence and re-

ceived the term& he had asked on
condition that, the  title was
changed to “San Pantalaneo.”

I

Prince Had Shack

For Fair Maiden

; Had Blessed.

Prince of Wales -drink

from the loving cup pre-
sented to the winning polo team
at Meadowbrook récently recalls

a story told of him some years
ago in London.
His Royal Shyness had ' been

called upon to open a fashion-
ahle 'bazaar, and . after perform-
ing the opening ceremonies he
toured the hall. One of the stalls,
presided over by the pretty
daughter of a duchess, sold cups
of tea at two and sixpence per
cup. It ‘was doing a roaring
business, 'so great was the de-
sire of the public to receive tea
at the hands of a beautiful aris-
tocrat, and when the prince ap-
proached the young lady asked
him to buy a cup. He declined,
courteously. The young person

became importunate. She held-
out' a cup towards him, sipped
delicately ' from " it, and  said,

‘““There! now it is worth five shil-
lings.”

The prince produced the neces-
sary coins,’'with the words: “Now
would you mind getting me a
clean cup.”

IS OLDEST MAYOR

IN ALL ENGLAND

SIX times Mayor of Gravesend,
England, and a member of the
Town Council for over 20 years,
Alderman H. K. Davis, J.P. of
Gravesend, has just celebrated his
83rd birthday. As the oldest mayor
in England, he received numerous
messages of congratulation. Alert
and  vigorous as a man half his
age, his life has been devoted to
public service. In the ’sixties he
joined the City of London Rifle
Brigade and afterwards the Royal
Bucks Hussars, serving with dis-
tinction for® several years under
the honorary ' Colonelcy of the late
King Edward. As a youth he was
a fine Dboxer, swimmer and ath-
lete. - ¢

[Beautiful and Lucky}

companions,

Not always boon
but Mlle. Edmonde Guy, famous
Parisian beauty, has them work-
ing hand in hand. A short time
ago, she was a shopgirl working
in the Montmartre district of Paris
when her great beauty gained at-
tention and she was offered a stage
career Just recently she took a
hand at the baccarat table at Deau-
ville, and she won 100,000 francs.

‘Effective.

T is in a small side room of an .
unpretentious bullding in a
busgy section of downtown Toronto
shortly before moon. Ab,out two
score persons, mostly workmen
judging by their appearance, are
seated on plain wooden chairs
leaning forward with an air of
forced, uncomfortable suspense. In
front four others stand ill at ease
twisting their caps nervously, and
alternately shifting the weight of
their bodies from one foot to the
other as does a small boy when
haled before the school principal
for some misdemeanor. Indeed the
similarity of school seems to, g0
turther as one looks on. In the
corner as witnesses to be, called,
or taking the part of the teachers,
stand three uniformed police of-
ficers while a- middle aged man
with thinning hair and a bristly
grey moustache is busily writing,
head down, at a raised table that
resembles a pulpit.

To one who has not been told
what to expect it proves rather
puzzling to realize that he is in
the police court of the County of
York where $25,000 in finesg alone
were collected last year; that is,
puzzling until the Major speaks.

HE silence that pervades the

atmosphere of ths room would
indicate that the spectators are
deeply engrossed in watching the
progress of some difficult and
technical operation going on be-
fore them. But the real cause of
their quietude, is the respect, in-
deed awe, which the very char-
acter and earnestness of the in-
dustrious man before them in-
spires. Suddenly the bowed head
looks up and with a military snap
to it a man’s name is.sounded. He
answer’s and is asked:

“What do you do for a living?”

“T scream.”

The head droops once more for
a fraction of a second then rises

\ again and a piercing pair of grey

eyes focus themselves upon the
man who stands before them as 'a
prisoner, and the voice repeats:

“You what?” )

“I scream sir.” 3

“T am not asking about your
. private habits yet,”  warns the
bench with a withering sarcasm, “I
am asking .for your occupation.”

“That is it sir.”

“What is it—screaming?”

‘“No sir, ice cream as I said, I
make it.”

“Oh you work in a dairy. and
make ice cream?”’ ’

“Yes, that’s it,”” and the Major
asks some other guestions. We
have had our first glimpse of Ma-
gistrate Brunton in action.

In other courts the Crown At-
[torney or some assistant would
have been asking these questions
and a short hand reporter writing
them down but not so with the
soldier-magistrate. He does both
these /things himself and therein
lies the secret of this unique man's
individuality. Belief in, doing
things for oneself is a trait in the
make up of York County’s ‘‘lectur-
ing judge.” ;

@N the bench of the Adelaide
St. County Court, where he
has alternately sat since March,

1912, Major Brunton bears a cer-
tain spiritual likeness to: George
Bernard Shaw, for he says what he
thinks and scoffs at consequences.
He is not a vegetarian, to be sure,
but like Shaw his frankness clears
the air and one is never in doubt
where he stands on an issue.

In private life one fecels a cer-
tain resemblance in Major Brun-
ton to the English squire of the
Pickwick days, although he is of
Canadian birth, having first seen,
the light of day in London, Ont.
In manner, he is a true British
gentleman. Figuratively one can
almost hear him say, ‘“Well, bowl-
ed sir, by gad; well bowled in-
deed, sir,”” although in fact he is
not interested in cricket, prefer-
ring the more strenuous activities
of baseball, tennis and golf. He
was also president of the Ontario
Curling Association in 1913, and
is a member of the Granite Club.

In court he has no sentiment
or emotion. Outslde he is Tilled

with it.
HN ihe mp!a tucked-away court
room he is king of all he sur-
veys. His mind is eternally at the
gallop and his voice a hurricane
of wrath that subdues all upon
which it falls. Woe betide the so-
called ‘“fresh aleck” charged with
some petty offence who comes be-
fore Magistrate Brunton for that
vouth will be subject to the great-
est internal searchings he will
ever undergo, short of the sur-
geon's knife, at the hands of fhe
man who hears his pleadings.

In fact the magistrate is.a sort
of surgeon and he sgpecializes in
the removal of egotism. He is a
lash laid across the back of the
man who admits beating his wife
or his horse and he whips that in-
dividual with his tongus | and
makes him grateful,

To the young citizen who breaks
the country’s laws the Major points
out that the laws which they claim
to bel above were made by the
people and for the pseople of
Canada. gnd he is there simply to
see that they are enforced.

Mentally, he is as keen as =

MAJOR BRUNTON.

razor '‘and usually sees a point
coming long before it is actually
presented. He enjoys giving a lec~
ture because he knows it does
some good and yet his sentences
are seldom complained of as se-
vere. He has more than once been
known to reduce a bragging youth
to a self admitted cad and then
send him free from the court with
a new grip upon his manhood. He
is a preacher in a court of law.

HY is he always :called ‘‘The
Major’” is a gquyestion some-
times asked. In the first place he
1s so called bescause the title is
80 exceedingly apt. However this
is. not on the same theory that
every native of middle age in
Kentucky who wears a Van Dyke
beard or a flowing moustachz is
saluted as ‘‘Colonel”, because
Major Brunton is a genuine mil-

itary officer of the rank. In Lon- :
don, the city of his birth, Thomas
Brunton enlisted with #¥e. Tth/%us-
siliers as a private ¥ 1876. Thirty
years later he retired from the
12th York Rangers as paymaster
with the rank of Major and iba
title will never desert him. Dur-
ing the last war he offered himseif
for service in France.

He is an educationist of ability
having been a member of the New-
market Board of Education for
over a score of years. He is a
HFreemason of the 32nd degrese, a
member of the Scottish Rite and
a former grand lodge officer. He
plays golf with the same wvigor
that he puts into his magisterial
decisions, and drives his ownt
motor car.

HIS last qualification has led
to the utter discomfiture ' of
more than one driver who declar-
ed after arrest that his ancient
vehicle could not go at the speed
credited to it, whereupon the
Major with his own.knowledge of
motor cars would sportingly offer
the driver an: opportunity of es-
caping punishment if his  state-
ment was correct but if the car ac-

tually would travel’ the speed
charged on the information
sheet the car = was ! te" be=x
come the property of the

court. The magistrate himgelf was
to make the tests. To the 'best of
my knowledge this offer has nevey
been accepted. Another ‘‘motor-
ism” of the Major’s was the dol-
lar a mile fine system. The levy
being one dollar as a fine for
each mile over the speed limit the
car driver was travelling. On two
occasions drivers who have stated
their cars could not go so fast as
charged were named Kane which
caused the magistrate to chuckle
the qusetion, “I wonder if Kane's
car was able.”

"H“HE Major is of the opinion that
scientific spanking is better
than prison in many cases and
was the first magistrate in Toron-
to to adopt the practice of send-
ing men found guilty of driving a.
motor car while drunk to jail
without the option of a fine.

He is an avowed enemy of a cer-
tain type of motion pictures, pge
ticularly the Wild West variety.
One of his favorite gquestions when
a youthful offender is brought be-
fore him is: “Do you like the
movies?’” To this the answer ik
nearly always an enthusiasti¢c af-
firmative, whereupon the B Major
follows up by asking, ‘Do you like
Wild West shooting pictures with
Bill Hart and  Harry Carey and
Tom Mix and those fellows in it?”
If another yes answer is given the
Major proceeds to smother ' the
halo of hero-worship about. the
heads of these performers in a
torrent of ecriticisin that particu-
larly aims at the play in which
they appear. So well did he do this
upon one occasion that the hum-
orous publication “Life” demanded
an apology in thes name of: Doug-
las Fairbanks. This apology was
never given and the Major reaf-
firmed his stand in a later inter-
view.

JELLICOE'S AUNT
103 YEARS OF AGE

f

AT /

ISS XKatherine Jane Jellicoe,
aunt of Viscount Jellicose,
celebrated her 103rd birthday on

September 1st. She live®in South-
ampton, as does her brother, the
Rev. Gsorge Jellicoe, who is 83,

A

S
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COMEDY of American man-

ners, ‘“The Best People”
owes much to the skilful hand
of that master farceur, Avery
« Hopwood.
: it is a story oY impetuous, ir-
reverent, modern youth, battling
for what they consider “the new

personal freedom,” breaking
down all barriers of custom or

orecedent, and generally winning
¥ Tt

3 " &/

.

STAGE SUCCESS

I" anyone had told Bron-
son Lenox -—— socially
prominent and success-
ful New York lawyer—:
that he and his wife's
brother, George Grafton,
swould bes dining that
with a couple of chorus
girls, he would probably have con-
sidered the thing a poor attempt
at humor. As far ag it pertained to
his brother-in-law=-that dignificd

evening

apostle of the proprieties—the idea’

wag actually fantastic. Still—
strange things happen!
Lenox had arvrived that morn-

ing from one of his periodic visits
to Waghington to find his wife in
a  ‘“state ‘of rnerves” and the re-
mainder of his household on the
verge of mutiny, To begin with,
Marion—pretty, spoiled, enthrall-
ing flapper——had announced the
sudden termination of her en-
gagement to Lérd Rockmere,

Mrs. Lenox had Set her heart
on the match! It was such a dis-
tinguished alliance, with one of
the very best families. But Mar-
ion 'had decided that “Rocky
was ‘‘dead from the neck up,” and
that was all there was to it.

The second reason for Mrs. Len-
0X’s nerves was the prim and self-
sufficlent Miss Tate, her husband’s
secretary. She was becoming al-
together too offiojo‘us——uéing the
upstairs’ phone and refusing to
éat with the servants. And to cap
the climax, Henry the chauffeur,
had come home to report the lim-
ousitie a total wreck.. » A Fifth
Avenue bus had taken the wrong
side of the street and Henry had
bzen unable to avoid it.

HARNING “of Mr. Lenox's ar-

rival, Henry presented him-
gelf for an ‘accounting, He was a
well-made, straight-backed hoy of
twenty-gix, with closely-cropped
hair and a bluff, military manner.
Marion was just descending the
stairs ags he came Into the hall
and at gight of him the girl's eyves
filled with a lively interest.

Marion—"“Were you driving for
Bertie 7"

Henry—'"Yeh: He had the girl
with him. He was in a store buy-
her flowers, Gee, the way that kid
spiils money!” ¢

Marion—"Henry,
you do with Bertie?”’

Henry—*I'd put him to work
—some ‘light occupation-—carry-
ing pianos to the seventh floor. (A
pause). I'm pulling out.”

what would

Marion—"*Leaving? Where are
yvou going?”’

Henry—'"‘Back = home. Chauf-
feuring don't satisfy me. There's

no future in it. You keep goin' for-
ward but you never get anywhere."”

Marion-—"“Henry, you mustn't
talk about leaving. You're not like
the ordinary chauffeur. You know
what I mean, We've become
friends. I'm serious about  this,
Henry. The way you talk about
things has made me s8¢ every-
thing differently. You're the first
real honosbtt')—goodn:f‘ss man I've
ever known-——except father., And
you'te the only oné who's ever
had a good influence on me. You
know, | think I'd have married
Rocky if it Hadn't been for you.”

Henry—‘Beats me what you
ever saw in that feller.”

Marion-——'"‘"Well, e was a bheau-
tifil dancer.”

Henry—"1 seen  poodles that
could dance.”
Marion=“It's so hard, Henry,

to know just who to marty. 1'va
been wmistaken five or
already.”’

six times

'CURRENT

MJ{ Lenox did not appear and
at length Henry turned to the
“Guess I better be going,”
“Will you tell
waiting downstairs?”’
right, Henry.

door
he smiled
father I'm
Marion—‘All
Till tonight.”
Henry—"Huh!
don’t think I'd
Marion—"0h, Listen,
we’ll: “go ' to and then
vou can take me to a jolly place
that T know for supper. No-
body’will see usj We can get a
private dining-room.”’
Henry—*Say, what do you
Kknow about that kind of thing?"”
FWell, \ - dt’s
Oh, Henry, we never
to see each other.

your

Gee,
better
why

a movie,

lqid, A
take you.”

Marion — what
Berty does.
get. a chance
You. don't seem crazy about. it.’
Elenry-- 0Ny el viwant s/ito = all
right.” (ke g‘r:uludlly smileg).

Marion—*'Eight o’clock. then.
Shake on it.”
When Mr. Lenox finally des-

cended to the living-room he
found hig brother-in-latv waiting
to  see . him; George Grafton
was @ thin, fussy little man ot
sixty, extremely sensitive of the
honor of the Grafton name and
ingufferably dignified. He was
just recovering from a taste of
his niece’s flippancy when Lenox
entered,

Grafton—-I'd do something
with her! Positively, Bronson,
the light way in which you take
things.”

Lenox——"If I took my children
seriously 1I'd have been dead long
ago. What's on your mind?’’

Grafton—"Bronson have you
heard the story about Bertie?

Lenox~—"“What do you mean?"

Grafton—*“"Nothing, only they
say he’s married a chorus girl.
They were talking about it at the
club. Several men stated it as a
fact ~and Rockmere says he
wouldn’t be surprised.”

Lenox—"“But a story like that
might get started.about any boy

who is dipping into night life.
However, it’s easy to find out.”

(He presses a bell beside the fire-

place).
Grafton=“That's all right, if
he’ll” tell you, the truth.”

Lenox—*‘Bertie's truthful. (A
servant enters). Tell Mr. Robert
r'd like to see him.”

AFTER a i)rotracted wait Bertie

entered. He was a good
looking boy of twenty-three, evi-
dently = in  a bored and rather

sulky frame of mind. #He greet-
ed his uncle briefly and turned
to his father. ‘“You wanted- to

gee me, father?/’
Lenox -—"'Bertie,
tells me there is an unpleasant
story < going around about you.
L thought I'd ask ypu about it.”
Bertie—*‘“What is it?”
Lenox—'""They say you've may-
ried a chorus girl.”
Bertie—“Yes, sir.”
Lenox—'"Is it true?”’
Bertie—‘No, sir.” /
Lenox (relieved)—"1 didn’t
think it was. Still, it appears
you've given grounds for the re-
port. Has this young worhan any
hold on you?”
Bertie—“Just
mean ?”

your uncle

what do you

Lenox-—“Are  you paying her
bills 2"

Bertie=+"No, '\ siry ‘she's i hot
that kind.”

Grafton—“None of them are.’

Lenox—"“You shouldn’t make
yourself congpicuous this way.

..You know (what it would mean
if it got to your mother.”

Bertie — “Mother’ll have to
stand for it sooner or later.”
Lenox—“You mean you want

to marry this girl?”

Bertie—*'‘Yes, sir.”

Grafton—‘“Have you asked her
to marry you?’”

Bertie—‘Yes.”

Llenox (in measured tones)—
“Bertie, I've always trusted you.
I always want to, but I don't
pretend this isn't a good deal of
a blow. I want you to promise
you won't get married without
tivst letting me know.”

Bertie—"Very well, sir.”

Lénox—“That’s all just now,
thank you.” f

Bertie réturned to his room and
Grafton turned to his brother-in-
law. ‘“Well, what are you going
to do mnow?”

Lenox—*“l don’t, know.”

Grafton—*“I do. Get hold of
this girl, pay her off and get her
out of the way. You're a lawyer:
ydu know how it's done.”

Lenox—'"How are we going to:

get hold of her?” -/

Grafton (pointedly)-—‘‘Ah, [
have got hold of heir. Rockmeére
has arranged it. He knows this
girl—I had him drop around and
see her last evening. She and a
friend of hers are going to have

‘and piles. T also used this Ointm

“Worth $‘1 00 to Me
Bejlieved Eczema and Piles”

Mrs. Peter A. Palmer, Saltburn, Sask., writes:

“Dr. Chase’s Ointment has completely relieved me of eczema
ent for my baby, who broke out

mn eczema. A few applications
were all that was necessary in
her case. Dr. Chase’s Ointment
hag been worth a hundred dollars
to me,~—before using it I had
spent-a great deal more than that
in unsuccessful treatment from
doctors. We have also used Dr.
Chase’s other medicines, the
Nerve Food having restored my
health after suffering from severe
nerve trouble when a girl.”

Dr. Chase’s Ointment

60 ctssh box, all dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto
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The Best People

| By David Gray and |

& “ Of course, it had been done before --- chorus girls had married million- ! (&

é{ﬁ}! aires, and heiresses had fallen in love with their chauffeurs. Still, _w_hen g&}}lh

& it comes right home to your own family, it’s a different proposition! | &
I i

; “] taxied him around the park until he sobered up.”

supper with you and me to-night
after the play. They won’t know

who we are——at least; at first.
We're supposed to be friends of

Rockmere’'s from out of town.
Bring your check book, have a re-
leage drawn up, and get the girl
to sign it. That will show Bertie

the sort she' is=—~and there you
are!

Lenox (doubtfully)—*“It might
work. Anyway, 1 should like to

get a look at the girl. I’ll.do it.”

A'l‘ eleven-thirty that evening,
Millie?/ Montgoniery, a pert
young lady of the chorus, and hex
friend, Alice  O'Neil, were waiting
in a private dining-room of a well
known Broadway restaurant for
Lord Rockmere and his two gen-
tlemen friends. Alice was a trifle
uneasy. She was a: pretty girl of
twenty, with a gentle, appealing
pergonality and manner, in marked
contrast to that of her companion.
Alice—'‘But who are these men
Roc¢kmere is asking to supper?”
Millie—‘'Well, he just said it
would be to our advantage to meet
‘em. 1've an idea they might be
two vaudeville seouts looking for
a dancing team. We’d look pretty
swell pulling down five hundred a
week.”
Alice—“But it's funny he isn’t
coming to his own party.”
Millie—*“"He's got . his dates
mixed, that's all. But he’s going
to show up to introduce us.”
Alice—''Oh, Millie, T don't like
this thing. 1 wish I hadn’t said
I'd come. I just met Bertie in the
lobby and he was terribly angry
about it. (On the verge of tears)
I'm afraid he’ll do something des-
perate, Millie. I'm going down
and 'look for him. I'll be right
back.”
ILLIE was  left to receive
Rocky's friends. Receptions
of this sort were in Millie’s line,
however, and when Lord Rock-~

mere arrived a moment later and
presented Mr. Williatgs and Mr.
Vincent~—aliag Bronsgon IL.eno¥ and

George trafton—she took the
situation admirably in hand.
The introductions completed,
Rocky withdrew and Millie in-
formed her guests that Alice

Wwould be back in a few moments.
They could sit down and make
themselves at home. The restau-
rant had had its monthly raid the
night before so there’d be nothing
to disturb them. Uncle George was
a trifle fidgety, however, particu-
larly when his hostess insisted
upon referring to him as her
“‘sugar daddy:” X

The ° conversation turned to
Alice and her boy friend, Bertie.

As her guests seemed interested,
Millie  explained that Bertie’s
family was an unusually promi-

nent one.

Millie—“They’'re just loaded
with dough, but I guess they're a
lot of big stiffs. Bertie says he's
got an uncle that oughta to be
cremated.”

Arafton—‘“What!”

Lienox (with a warning glance
at Grafton)—“And he wishes to
marry her, T suppose?” ¢

Millie—“Well, he’s been carrying
around a marriage license for a
month, but I guess Millie don’t like
the way he hits the booze.”

Grafton—‘“Do you mean the boy
drinks?"’ §

Millie~=‘Drinks ? That baby
eats it alive! It ain’t right. I'm no
prohibitionist, but I can’t stand for
tryin’ to swallow all that’s left.
It's selfish.” !

Lenox—*‘“But if Alice doesn’t
like his drinking, don’t you think
she’ll refuse to marry him ?”

Millie—‘No, it’'s too good a bet
to pass. That’s what I tell her. It's
a girl’'s duty to reform a boy that's
got that much dough.”

Lenox—*"If it’s
money, 1 should think she might
do pretty well without marrying
him.”

Millie—‘‘Shake him down for
the sugar? No, Alice wouldn’t do
that. She's awfulsthigh-minded. Be-
sides, she's stuck on him. He's a
sweet kid wheén he's sober. Say,
I'll run downstairs and see if I
can find her.”

Lenox—*“All right. That's a good
idea.”

Millie—*“Maxrion may know
something about her.”

Lenox-—‘“Marion ?"

Millie—""Yeah, Marion Lenox,

Bertie’s sister. I seen her and her
new sweetie in the lobby when 1
came in. This is one of her hang-
outs.”

a question of .

Millie breezed out of the room
and left the two men ‘“from out of
town”’ staring at each other,
dumblounded.

irafton—‘Marion!-—=Here'"”

Lenox — HGood heavens.

"George!’

AT a small table, in another ‘‘pri-
vate dining-room’” of that
same Broadway restaurant,
Marion and Henry. In the former's
eyes was a soft glow that rivalled
the rosy suffusion of light from
the pink-shaded lamp beside them.

Marion—*"Oh, Henry, you know
everything better than anybody
else,’’

Henry—‘Steady! 1t's like this,
kid. I'm ‘pretty plain. I never eat
tce ereamn with a fork ’till to-night
~—and next time I'm going to ask
for a spoon! But don't get me
wrong. I'm going to make good
—Dbut I know what I am. I've just
had common schooling. T was get-
ting started when the war come
along, and that set me back three
yedars. When 1 go home I got to
make up.” 4

Marion—""But you knew all
about life, Henry.”

Henry—“Well, T been livin’ ever
since I was born—you know what
I mean—working.” :

Marion (after a pause)—‘'Hen-
ry, let‘'s Dbe practical. You know
what I mean; let’s talk straight.”

Henry—''Sure. What's on your
mind?”

Marion—*“I just want to ask one
question. Henry, why isn’t it the
practical thing for us to get mar-
ried?”’

Heénry—"Married!”

Marion—*Yes. You don't mind,
do you? I'm rattled, Henry. You're
the Tirst man I ever proposed to.
What's the matter?”

Henry—*“I was just thinking
what ghe family’'d say.’

Marion—‘What do you care
what my father and mother would
say 2

Henty—"1 mean my family. Un-

less you changed a lot, my moth-
er wouldn't stand for you.”

Marion—'"1'm going to change;
Henty. That's what I want.”

Henry—"“And vou want a plain
guy like me?"

Marion—‘ Henry, 1 want you
more than anything in the world.”

Henry—*Then, by gosh!” ' (He
talkes her in his arms).

Marion—*"Do you love me?”

Henry—"‘I love you a lot; kid.
‘We'll get married—toot swest!”

Marion—*“Oh, I'm so happy!”

AT this touching moment in

bursts Millie. She had been
down in the restaurant looking for
Alice and had found her with
Bertie, having a terrible row. ‘‘He's
pickled to the ears and says he'll
kill himself if Alice won't marry
'im—right now. 1 told Alice to say

she was goin' to the dressin’ roonu .

and slip up ‘here. Then [ thought
we could get Henry and some
waiters and ship Bertie home.”

Marion — “That’'s all right.
Henry's got the car You'll
take him, Henry, won't you?”

Henry—"‘Rure."

Alice appeared in the door, her
pretty eyes wot with tears.

Alice~—"“He’s awful! Oh, Marion!
I just can't stang it!”

Marion — ‘‘Now, dqn't vou
worry, honey. Sit down here.
Henry and I'll take him home.” .

Alice—"Why does he do it—
why does he do it?”° g

Marion—*“If you’d 'marry him,
he’d stop. "You really like him,
don’t you?”

Allce: —1 *Of . course I do,

Marion.”
Marion—"“Then

do what Millie says

to-night? It’s" the

why

don’'t you
marry him
only thing

that’ll pull him up.”
Alice-—~"'You really think it'd
be right?”
Marion-—“Of course I do. If

Henry had a license I'd marry
him to-night.”

Henry—‘‘Atta boy!"”

Millie . (to Henry)—'‘You tell
him Alice’Ih-marry him if he gets
sobered up. And ‘we'll meet him
in a couplle of hours and pull it
off. I know a guy who'll do the
job—a police judge—he'll do any-
thing."”

Her friend’s troublées thus sum-
marily disposed of, Millie piloted
the bewildered ;Alice gout the
door and down ithg-half toward
the room she hadl left some min-
utes before. { '

(

5 )

sat

LENOX and Grafton were just

contemplating thQ advisability
of making a personal search of the
premises when Millie and Alice
appeared on the threshold.. The
latter was introduced but seemed
rluctant to enter into the spirit
of the occasion, ILienox observed

her with a curious interest.
Millie—‘‘Say, - Alice, \let's tell
‘e’
Alice~=“Oh, no—please.”

Millie-—‘Aw, come on-——it’s so
romantic, and they're from the
country We'll ask 'eni to the wed-
ding.”

Little by little, to the horror of
Uncle George, the details of Bre-
tie’s impending matrimonial ven-
ture uhfolded.

Lenox (to  Alice)—"Is this
true 2%

Alice~“I really = don’t know,
sir.  Millie ought not to have
talked about it.”

Lenox~—“Have you met any of
his family ?”’

Millie—*''She: knows Marion and
Marion approves of it.”

Lenox (to Millie)—“How do
you happen to know his sister?’”

Millie—*I gave her cloggin’
lessons. Say, there's a girl with
speed. She wanted me to get
her a job in the chorus, and I'd

a got it /too, only Henry put the

kibosh bn it.”
Lenox— ‘Henry ?"’

Millie—*“That's .the chauffeur.

He wouldn’t stand for it. You

see, they're engaged.”
Grafton—*'What!”
Lenox—‘How do you know

that—that Miss Lenox—and this
chauffeur are engaged?”

Millie—"“They just told me.
They’te over in room seven, hit-
tin’ the high spots. I guess they-
‘re goin’ to 12

Any further explanation was
interrupted by the sound of shuf-
fling footsteps in the hall, fol-
lowed by a heavy rap on the
door. :

‘‘Alice——are’ you
was Bertie's voice, husky with
emotion. Before anyone could
answer the door opened and he
staggered into, the room. For
an amazed second his eyes met
those of his father and then
turned to Alice.

there?' . Tt

Bertie (ugly)—“What are you
doin’ here with my father?”

Alice—''I didn’t Lknow it = was
your father, Berie.” \

Bertie (to Lenox)—“Spying on
nie; 'eh 2

Lenox—‘Call it what you like.
If you’re sober enough to under-
stand 1’11 tell' you, that I'm. tiy-
ing to save you and this young
woman from a mistake you’d re-
gret the rest of your lives.”

Bertie—"You mean you’re inter-

fering Dbetween Alice and me.
Well, I:itell .. you ' Lm  thfough
with ‘all of you. “Alide and I are:
going to get married to-night.

And the rest of you can all go to
blue blazes.”

H B roon,

after Alice’s retreating figure.

stumbled out of the

What happened after that was
like a bad dream to Bronson
J.enox,

The next thing he knew his own
daughter, Marion, was standing
composedly before him, with Flén-
ry, the chauffeur, by her side. He
seemed to hear his own voice de-
manding to know what it was all
about and receiving the quiet re-
ply that they too intended to be
married. Bverybody seemed to be
getting married. He: pulled him-
self tagether with an effort.

Lenox—Er—-don't 'you think
we'd better all go home and tallk
this tning over?”’

Marion—“No, I don’t. I'm
going home now, anyway.”

Trafton—‘“Youre going home
now, with your father and me.”

Marion—*I tell you I won’t, and
there’s no one living can make
me.” ¢

Henry (t¢ Lenox)—‘Do
want the car, sir?”’

Lenox—“But you're driving my
daughter.”

not

you

Henry—"Oh, that’s all »ight,
She'll go home with you.”
Marion—“But Henry "

Henry—"You're going home—
now, with you father.”

Marion (meekly)—"“All rlght—itf
you want me to, Henry.”

Lenox (following the others sut)
~“Well F’ll be hanged!”

IFARLY the next morning Uncle
4 George  and Lenox—their
faces haggard from
s=held a council of war. Bertie had
not been home all night—and
neither had Marion!

loss of sleep

Grafton—*“Well, .1 suppose
Bertie's married! As for that
scoundrel of a chauffeur, you

ought to shoot him, Bronson.”

Lenox—'It’s Marion’s fault, as
much as his."”

Grafton—'‘That doesn't excuse
him. Don’t you realize, Bronson,
that she’ll have to marry him
now?"

Lenox—:Don’t you realize that,
in all probability, shq has.??

In the midst of their argument
Henry was announced. TIe enter-
ed, hat in hand, and, after waiting

with admirable self-control until
Uncle George had exhausted his

vocabulary of abuse, tutrned calm-
ly to Mr. Liénox.

Henry—"8ir, I did bring Marion
home last night. I sent her up
the steps and then drove away in
the car. This morn‘ing I found out
she hadn’t beén home all night.”

Lenox——'"Did she say anything
betore you left her that would ex-
plain her disappearance?”

Henry—'No, sir. She’/ wanted
to. . go off and get married. like
Bertie, but I told her to can it—
that she’d have to go home like I
told you she would.”

Grafton—“If this fellah’'s speal-
ing the truth, you'd better notify
the police!”

“Good - morning everybody!"”
They turned to behold Marion,
dressed in street clothes, standing
in. the hallway. Smilingly the
Jattetr explained that 'she had
found she was without her house
keys and, not caring to wake the
family, ' had’ gone to her Aunt
Nellie’s around the wcorner, for
the mnight.

Henry—“But look here, kid. I
told your father you'd come home
and you laid down on me.”

Marion—‘But, Henry——"

Henry=“That’s all just now. I
want to talk to your father.”

RIGHTENED, without
Marion turned and left.
Henry drew a chair between the
two men and little by little came
to the pointi~ Did he realize what
he was doing in marrying Marion?
He did. There wds certainly a
difference in  their upbringing
and tastes, but he was hoping
Marion would outgrow that. They
would go to Birdsville, Missour:,
and settle down on a farm. He'a
run a garage on the' side; they
ought to clear two ' hundred a
month the first yvear.

Henry—*But I'm
sure before I marry her. 1f

speak-

ing,

going to be

Mar-
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of such language?”’ But Marion
had disappeared and I.ennox and
Girafton were left to explaln mat-
ters as*best they could. %

Mprs. « Lenox—"“‘What ha&ve we
done, Bronson, to bring this on us ?

Haven't we given our children
everything ?’’ :
Lenox— ‘I'm afraid we've had

the wrong idea, Carrie. Instead of
fitting them for life, we've been
fitting them for good society....
You know, I'm beginning to realize
that Marion and Bertie are right
—that these marriages may be
their one great chance.”

Mrs. Lenox (tearfully)—*But,
Bronson—a | ¢horus girl and a
chauffeur!”

Grafton—*“Our families have al-
ways belonged to the hest people,”

Lenox—*“But 'George, L | can't
help feeling that Marion and Bartie
have picked out the two best
people for them to marry. In fact,
1 have a growing conviction that
Henry and Alice are probably a
darned sight too good for them!”

Grafton—*'This is Bolshevism!”’

MISS TATE wasannounced and
a moment later entered with
Alice. She was sorry the whole
matter had occurred. but 8he

wanted it understood that it was
not her niece’s fault and that she
had no intention of allowing her to
marry Bertie Lenox. ke was un-
principled, had no manners, and
was so weak he would probably
drink himself into a premature
grave.

Miss Tate—*‘‘Come
going.”

Alice—*I'm not going."”

Miss Tate—“What?"

Alice=‘‘If Bertie is what you
said he is, he needs me. I'm go-
ing to stand by him.”

Migs Tate—You mean you wish
to marry that young good-for-
nothing ?’’

Bertie apeared in the doorway,
unnoticed by the others.

Alice—*1’'11 marry him
if he wants me to.”

Bertie (rushing
Alice!”

Marion and ¥enry entered and
stopped’ short as they saw Bertie’
and Alice in each other’s arms.

Marion—*‘“Henry, this is your
last chance. I will not wait six
months.  Will you marry me now,
or won't you?”

Henry (looksg sheepishly at
Lenox)=——“I do—I mean, T will.”

Miss Tate—*"I can’'t bear it! I
can’t bear it!”

Mrs. Lenox—*It’s terrible!®’

Lenox—"“You've got to bear it,
my dear ladies. This is the ad-
venture, of youth and democracy,
and perhaps what this  family
needs is some new blood."
(Copyright, 1924, by David Gray
and Avery HMHopwood, reéleased
under arrangement with the pro-

ducer, Chas. Frohman, Ine,} ..
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An Ab@@ﬁmf&@ﬁy Reliable Statement
Important to Every Woman

{

Remarkable Results Shown by a Nation
Wide Canvass of Women Purchasers of
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

—= 220,000 Women Answer

Forsome timea circular has been
enclosed with each bottle of our
medicine bearing this question:
“‘Have you received benefit from
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound?’’

Replies, to date, have heen re-
ceived from over 220,000 women
answering that question.

98 per cent of which say YES.
That means that 98 out of every
100 women who take the medi-
cine for the ailments for which
itisrecommended are benefited

This is 2 most remarkable'record
We doubt if any
other medicine in the

Think of it—only two women
out of 100 received no benecfit—
98 successes out of a possible 100.
Did you ever hear of anything
We must admit that
we, ourselves, are astonished.

»

world

It only goes to prove, however,
that a medicine specialized for
certain definite ailments—not a
cure all—one that is made by the
most scientific process; not from
drugs, but from a combination
of nature’s roots and herbs, can Y
and does do more good than
hastily prepared prescriptions. ¢
You see, we have been making,
improvingand refining this mcg
icine for over 50 years until it is
so perfect and so well adapted to
women’s needs that it actually
has the virtue to benefit 98 out of
every 100 women who take it.

It’s reliability and recognized
efficiency has gained for it a sale
in almost every country in the
world—Ileading all others.

Of course we know that our med-
icine does benefitthelarge major-
ity of women who take it.
that only two out of 100 received
no benefit is most astonishing.

Suchevidenceshould induce every woman suffering from
any ailment peculiar to her sex to try Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound and see if she can’t beone of the 98
THE LYDIA E. PINKHAM MEDICINE CO., Lynn, Mass.
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INSTALMENT I
Before the Flame.

THIN, aromatic haze
clouded the spaces
between the scrub
oaks with a pearling
mist and spiced the
air with a fragrance
remotely pleasant—a
smell that made Jane
Bordeén think wistfully of autumn
afternoons on Long Island, of
early wood fires burning cleanly in
wide hearths. She enjoyed it with
a hint of melancholy; they were
burning leaves somewhere, she
told herself; winter would be clos-
g in soon, She gave the restless
mare her head as if to outrun the
thought.

Already the ridée had carried her
well beyond the limits of her
earlier explorations in this brown,
desolate sandhill country. The
barren monotony of the landscape
seemed to urge her on, as if some
welcome contrast must be wait-
ing for her beyond each of the suc-
cessive rises which showed their
straggling profiles of stunted, scat-
tered scrub against a gray-blue
sky, ~and the careless, winding
lanes had led her beyond any
sense of location; she relied on
the mare to find her way home
when she wag ready, and rode on,
drifting through a vaguely un-
friendly chain of little thoughts,
her mood colored by the coun-
try. i

She woke suddenly to a con-
sciousness of the thickening haze.
1t stung her eyes now; the mild
fragrance had becoine, all at once,
an acrid smell that hurt her nos-
trils and tightened something in
her throat. The mare seemingly
liked it less than Jane; she flung
her head nervously, snorted, and
trembled. Jane emerged from a
blur of unwelcome reflection to a
reality still less pleasing. Stories of
forest fires came back to her with
a sudden, terrifying force; the
sithoke had followed her
ily, like a sly, hungry beast, until
it was near enough to spring.

Tear was a novelty in itself.
Jane Borden could not femember
sver having felt as she felt now,
end the realization that she was
afraid helped to clear her mind;
panic was an affair of fools. Sie
had read with a contemptuous
pity of people wno went sudden-
ly mad in an emergency, and the
thought that she could be as wit-
less spurred into wakefulness a
pride of intellect.

The fire couldn’t be near, or she
would see or hear it; there must
ha time to ride around it. she re-
membered that the fatal blunder
would beé to run Lefore it; the wiad
wag perceptio y rising, and touchn-
ed now  with an admonitory
warinth; the smoke #thickened
quickly as she reined in the mare
and trled to think. Far away
noises came to her, a succession
of faint popping sounds, like dis-
tant gunfire. Terror swooped dovwn
on her; she fought it back, cling-
ing tightly to her self-control as
to an only chance of escape. She
forced herself to reason; it might
be better after all, to run before
the flames on the chancs of find-
ing a stream or a clearing.

LAINLY the mare agreed. It
needed mo touch of the spur

to send her at a gallop over the
rutted sand. As the road lifted
to the crest of another low ridge
Jane felt the hot wind more dis-
tinctly. Beyond, where the path
dipped toward a branch with its
evergreen margin of thorn and
creeper, the air was cooler and
cleaner, and she thought of people
in stories who had saved thelr
lives by cowering In some little
stream till the flames had passed.
Agzain she hesitated; farther on
their might be no better chance
than this brook. She rose in ner
stirrups, twisting in the saddle to
look behind her; and the mare, as
if aware of her lessened attention,
chcse the moment for a desperate
leap.

A low branch seemed to thrust
¢ut like an arm and snatch Jdne
from the saddle. 8he found herself
ankle deep in the boggy leaf mold
Leside the branch, staring through
ihe smoke that had swallowed the
horss. Fear lay or her how like a
tangible thing, so that she lifted
her arms as if to throw off a suf-
focating weight. The snap and
crack of the fire behind her.was
suddenly near and dreadful, urging
her forward into the little stream.
It wag barely deep enough 10
covey her feet; she realized that
there wag 1o safety in it, plunged
across to the farther bank, run-
ning clumsily in her awKkward
riding boots ¢

The smoke was thick and hot
a3 she came to the crest of the
next rise; she choked and
strangled and her eyes closed 6b-

_stinately against the fumes. She
stumbled on blindly, one arm over
her face, 'breathing, when ‘whe
must, through the sleeve of her
coat, crashing into the thin, hos-
tile scrub, scarcely feeling the
slash and whip of low, brittle
branches that tried to cateh and

hold her back, intent on closing
her brain against the paralysis
of fear.
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A New Principle in
Complexion Treatment

Most creams are injurious when used
habitually. They clog the porss ind
eventually form a permanent, soggy,
stifling film which interferes with elim-
inative action and makes the skin
sickly and pasty. There is an spplica-
tion—mercolized wax—which acts upon
an entirely different principle. ‘While
perfectly harmléss, it has the peculiar
property of removing by absorption the
dead and half-dead particles cf scarf-
skin, as well as unhealthy mattsr in
the pores. Thus it takes away from in-
stead of adding to the complaxion, dif-
fering .in this respect from cosmetics.
The result is a perfectly natural and
healthy young complexion. Mercolized
wax, procurablé at any drug stors (one
ounce will do), is appMed at night like
gﬂd cream and washed off next morn-

.
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A Story of love
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Impersonally; a part of her in-
telligence seemed to stand back
and ridicule her. This desperate
struggle was a mere flourish, with
no one to see and applaud; the
end of it wag visible and sure. She
was on hands and Knees now,
erawling before a dancing fire that
leaped and chuckled. and sang be-
hind her. It was all silly, all a
part of the folly that had brought
her into this wildérness, had
tempted her to this ride, had
glven the mare that chance to un-
geat her. All silly and all futile;
she might as well

A voice came to her, a deep,
clear, carrying hail through the
smoke. She tried to answer, but
her tormented lungs could only
cough and strangle. She scrambled
toward the sound, sobbing. The
fire was cloge. She could feel the
hot breath of it on her neck.
Again the shout reached her,
nearer now; 8he could hear a
crashing in the dry wood; through
the smoke ghe saw dimly a figure
running toward her. She managed
to lift her arms. !

‘“All right. I see you.”

YHE crouched, her arms over her
face, a wave of relief rising
in her. Wondering that she ghould
také it for granted, like this. As
if this man could keép that fire
from harming her. A
Fear came back
stood beside her.

to her as hé

do? Carry her faster than the
fire? Wasn’t he trapped, as she
was?

“Didn’t you have a match?”

He spoke with a perceptible
touch of reproof, she thought. A
match! With the world burning
up behind her! She heard his
choking laugh. An idiot—a man
crazed by his danger, perhaps.
She saw him stoop and cup his
hands about a tiny flame, saw the
tinder-dry tuft. of bunchgrass
blaze up at her feet, saw him
spread the flames swiftly in a wide
swath before them. She cried
out: \

Q, don't!
sides of us!”

He did not answer. A great,
roaring rank of flames fled away
across the grass. Behind them,
terribly close, another line of fire
ran up, a narrowing island of
safety betweeén.

“0, why did you do that?”’ She

Now it's on both

wrung heér hands. ‘“We had a
chance.”
“Don’t talk,”” He pulled her

abruptly to her feest. ‘“You're safe
now.”

She was too spent to resist. He
half carried her in the path of the
fire he had set. The dry grass had
gone in a brief puffing flare, lika
an explosion, leaving the bare sand
powdered with a jgray, fine ash
and dotted with blackened root
clumps. Here and there a dead
scrub oak had caught fire and
blazed on; but thé menace was
gone; the roaring blaze outfooted
them, raced on before, eating a
path where they could safely fol-
low. She understood now; fire was
the only thing that could fight
fire; just as the old catchword had
it: She had never realized the
truth of the mouth-worn phrase.
She glanced back. in time to see a
wave of angry flame §weep up to
the spot Wwhere the man had found
her and die down, as if some great
hand had fallen on it.

“T beg your pardon—I didn’t
understand.” ;

“Don’t talk.” His voice was
abrupt, as with authority, touched,
she felt, with a grave rebuke. His
grip on her arm urged her for-
ward ovee the sand toward the
fire that danced away from them
now like a merry, playful thing
which had never meant to harm
anybody. She saw it vanish sud-
denly, die out as quickly as the
pursuing Dblaze  had died, in a
dwindling glow of scattered em-
ber. The smoke lifted and thin-
ned perceptibly. Above the note
of the fire which had overtaken
them on either side she éould hear
far away shouts, mellow, musical
voices. The man stopped short,
rubbing a sleeve across his eyes.

‘“You will be safe now. We have
back-fired here. Follow the lane
to the house. They will give you
care there.”

HE was displeased with herself
for ,a mlld resentment. The
The man had saved her life. It
didn’t matter if he Spoke un-
graciously.

“It was lucky you happened to
&ee me.” She chose the first
words that offered. He frowned,
and sHe paused, puzzled at the
sudden sternness of his face. It
made heér think of an old print
that had hung in her grand-
father’s study—Cromwell, wasn’'t
it, or Hampden? There was the
same effect of flint in this man’s
face.

“It “was not luck that T was
there. I saw your- horse when it
crogsgsed our bBack-fire, and knew
that the rider might be afoot be-
fore the flame. I went on to
search and found you.”

She wondered at herself for the

deepening irritation. She s al-
most angry.
“It was lucky, wasn't it, that

you should seée the mare, and think
of her rider?

“I do not give it the name of
Tick:” His mouth went grini.

Again she thought of the man who |

“You’d
They’ll

had cut off a king’s head.
best go on to the house.
care for you.”

“I=T'm sorry if anything I've
said offends you.” She Kept hér
obligation before her. “I didn’t
mean i

“There has been no offence.”
He nodded stiffly. “Your way is
yonder. I must be at my work.
This fire is not in hand.”

She saw him striding)|away
over the scorched earth, a long,
lean, straight figure in worn cor-
duroy. He did not look back. She
watched him till a break in the
level hid him, and then, still
weak from the fright and strug-
gle, she walked on in the line
he had pointed. Suddenly she
stopped short, staring across the
clearing that opened before her.
Her breath went deep, and she
remembered *the queer, keen pang
she had felt when she had first
seen a mass of men in uniform,
halted and motionless on a wide
drill ground.

They were liké an army,
thought those great,

she,
Still,

What could he.

If you hadn’t At

straight trees that drew a line
across the horizon as if on some
precise parade. After the deso-
late monotony of the bunchgrass
wasfes .and the leafless, spindling
scrub, the sight of' these old pines
wag arresting, incredible. From
where she stood Jane Borden
could see ‘that unbroken battle
front for what seemed an endless
distance, drawn straight across
the gentle rise and fall of the
béare land before her as far as
her eyes could reach, the closs
mass of lofty foliage, high in the
air, a deep blue black against the
hazy sky. :
She stood and stared at them,
vaguely conscious of shopts in
the scrub behind her, of the dull
noises of the fires. The forest
drew her toward it, at the last.
She plodded through a sandy
farm road that crossed the cledr-
ing Dbetween ordered ranks of
low, flat fruit trees, the bared
branches red and lustrous, trees
that seemed absurd distortions
unworthy of the mname. with
those high pines beyond them.

The lane led into the high
wood, twisting ‘about between the
great brown boles. A thick
covering of fallen needles car-
peted the wide, .clean spaces,
clear of undergrowth. Thin,
faint strata of diluted smoke
hung in the shadow and the
sound of the wind in the branches
had the sombre majesty of dis-

tant surf, and something, too, of
its mystery. Jane Borden had
an uneasy sense of intrusion, as
if she had come unbidden into
the remote and guarded sanc-
tuary of some ancient faith.

HE mood was stlll iipon her
when she emerged on a little
clearing in a shallow valley,
where a stream fed a low tangle of
evergreen vines and shrubs. She
saw a low foursquare house of
weathered wood below twin syca-

mores, their white and naked
limbs ghostly against the back-
ground of the pines and the greeén
creeper that hugged their trunksj
Around it were old shrubberies;
pruned’ to dense clumps of leafs
age almost ( black above the
naked, g.faming sand; inclosed
in a low hedge of box she saw
the winter wreckage of a flower
garden. The house and the 'gil-
veryl gray walls of the I¢sser
buildings bevond it hady the ‘look
of fixed and changeless things,
as if they had been here ajdways,
and would always stand.

WOMAN eame to the door,

Jane saw that she was gray,
though her face was smooth and
pink and her body as straight
as one of the pines. The girl
stood for a moment, meeting the
direct look of clear gray eyes.
Then, without uriderstanding
why, she felt her lips relaxing
in a smile. Here was a friend.

The woman at theé door turned
abruptly and spoke in a tone of
command, a voice so touched
with authority that Jane Borden
seemed to hear the 'snap of a
whip in it.

“You Sallie! Carry hot water
up to the west room.”

She¢ came toward Jane, walk-
ing briskly, her manner still col-
ored by the same conviction of au-
thority. Jane discovered a cur-
ious attitude of compliance in
herself; ghe was reminded of the
old purse who had ruled her
destinies till she was seven, and
whose word had béen something
more respectable than law.

“Come in.” It was less an in-

vitation than an order, but Jane
felt the cordiality below the per-
emptory tone and smiled as she
moved forward.
" “My horse was frightened by
the fire and threw me,” she be-
gan. ‘A man over there- 4
she guestured toward the firéeline
behind- »? told me to come’
here.”

“That would be Dave Maclvor.”
The head moved in a remarkable
gesture, in which, somehow, Jane
detected. amusement and irrita-
tion and a sort of esoteric apology
“It would be like him to—send
you.”” There was a deep scorn in
the word. ‘A great, lean, sober
body, was it? That's Davie, then.”
The lips pressed grimly shut.
“Come in.” The tone warmed and
softened.  “You’ll be the better
for soap and water and a comb
and glass.” | ;

Beneath ‘her Wweariness Jane
wag amused and drawin. No one
had spoken to her thus sihce old
Maggie had gone home to Scot-
land. She liked the sense of pro-
tection in the strong arm which
went about her, and ylelded to it
gratefully. She went in.

The architecture interssted her
in spite of her fatigue; a low,
wide roofed gallery connected two
sections of the house; she guessed
that the kitchén was at one eénd
and the living quavtsrs at the

other. A door opened from it to &
long, low ceiled room finished in
unpainted wood instead of plaster,
a straight stair ascending one
wall. A great fireplace of rough
stone dominatéd one end and an
open cupboard of china and glass
stood opposite; there was a
square tahle of some dark wood,
and Windsor chairs of the same
material.

She found an effect of iInten-
tional, studied ' austerity rather
than poverty in the simplicity and

meagreness of the room and its
furnishings. Somehow they had
the look of wusage and utility

which made her feel a decorative
value completely wanting' in the
exotiec comforts of the hunting
lodge she had left—was it only a
matter of hours since? Here was
a home in perfect harmony with
its setting, she thought, in better
taste than her own.

A fat negress appeared on the
stairs, a shapeless bundle of ging-
ham, a scarlet cloth tied over her
head, & great tin water can in her
hand. She showed white teeth by
way of greeting, her face a net of
tiny radiating lines.

“Done carried up
Miss Ailie.”

ANE liked the voice and the

slurred consonants of the
speech, 1t wasn't at all like the
dialect of story books or of the
stage. Already the northern-
bred antipathy toward the race
had begun to lessen in her; these
backwoods negroes were strangely
appealing, utterly unlike the im-
personal,- mechanical servants she
had known.

The stair reminded Jane that
she was tired; the woman’s arm
about her was a welcome support,
and she dropped wearily into the
single hickory chair beside the
four poster, surrendering more
and more to the dominant person-
ality of the other. She heard the
grateful sound of water splashing
into the basin; felt a sensuous
pleasure at the touch of the warm,
wet ecloth deftly applied to her
face and hands. More and more
ghe remembered old Maggie and
the nursery at home. It occurred
to her that she had grown up
suddenly, had missed old Maggie
more than she had known.

It was natural, somehow, to let
this woman help her off with the
riding boots, to accept the sug-
gestion of a rest between the linen
sheets, to drop almost instantly
asleep while the descending steps
still sounded on the bare treads of
the stair. £

She ‘woke to & gentls

the water,

dusk,

A low branch seemed to thrust out like an arm and snatch
Jane from the saddle.

spite of
stiffness,

in
and
dware of an edged hunger and a
sharp curiosity about this place

amazingly refreshed
survivihg aches

and people. Her clothes, cleansed
and pressed, were on the chair.
As she dressed she analyzed her
earlier impression of the room.
Again she felt the intention of its

bareness, the effect of a stern
avoidance of the unessential. This,
after all, she thought, was the

sound index of what people called
good taste—the limitation of fur-
nishing and gear to need and use.
Here it went deeper, she decided,
as she looked more closely. She
had seen such Dbeds in antique
shops; the highboy and the mirror
and the chair were the sort of
thing for which collectors squab-
bled at auction sales. She had no
great knowledge of furniture as
an art, but she recognized in these
simple fittings a dignity and charm
somehow associated only with the
craftsmanship of an older, simpler

age.
BFrom the stair she saw that the
table had been laid for supper,

old china and plain silver on the
bare wood. The man who had
found her in the scrub steod be-
fore the stone hearth, erect and
grave and still, his glance meet-
ing hers directly and with no
touch of self-consciousness. ¢
“Have you. rested?”’ His voice
wag even, and the question, she
felt, was no .idle gesture of shal-

low courtesy, but an honest in-
quiry. He wanted tc know.

“0, splendidly, thanks.” = She
tried to make her answer match
his tone. The word. with its in-
trinsiec exaggeration, displeased
her ear. She could have said,

more than that
“I haven’t

she thought, no
she had resped well.
begun to thank you for e

He interrupted calmly. “You
owe me no thanks.” It was not,
she felt, the insincere disclaimer
of false poljteness. ‘I did only
what any man would do, given
the guidence that I had.”

HE was dimly aware of some-
thing like reproof, and puz-
zled.

“You have had ‘a merciful es-
cape,” he went went on slowly.
“Phere is no great danger in our
grasy fires for those who know
their ways but to a stranger /they
can be deadly.” His tone
changed. “We have caught your
mare. She has taken no harmi.”

Jane Borden had a queer, re-
luctant sense that he disap-
proved of her, perhaps, that
thiz sober courtesy covered

bz \ _
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a distrust, at least. It was
absurd, of course. The opinion
of a backwoods farmer mattered
less than nothing to her, even
though she lay under a heavy
debt to him. A faint impatience
toward him responded to the
thought; it ‘was too bad, she felt,
that she had, not been rescued by
a man more sensible of the privi-
lege, Sheppard Gail, for instance.
She smiled at the idea.. How he
would have enjoyed it, with his

elaborate flourishes of gallant-
ry! The contrast between the
two men, near neighbors, both

products of the same soil and
surroundings, seemed somehow
to amuse her, N

‘“You are Miss Borden., I
think.” His voice interrupted
the comparison. “T remember
your father. He paused briefly.
“I am David, Maclvor; you have
spoken with my aunt, Miss Drum-
mond. This house is hers.”

She bowed in mechanical ac-
knowledgement of the intro-
duction. It was odd that he
should claim friendship with her
father, she thought. Robert Bor-
den had been little given®to easy
intimacies. She remembered him
~—a man perpetually absorbed in
affairs, kind to the little ‘girl
whose presence in his house had,
never seemed to be a major con-
sideration. As a substitute her
uncle Warren Borden had found
a ready favor with the ten year
old orphan. a jolly, companion-
able uncle, who had no dignity
above games of parchesi on the
floor and Doisterous rough and
tumble in the snow.

“I barely remember him my-
self,” she said, rather ' to end an
awkward pause than/ to inform

him. ‘“He must have had a
queer faney for this country—
I mean it was odd, his caring

for it as he did. He was so ab-
sorbed in his business that I can
hardly piéture him as liking any-
thing else.”

‘“He saw farther than most—

your -father.” Maclvor Sspoke

slowly. * “He belleved in this

country. If he had lived- o
She found herself followin

this thought. If Robert Borden
had lived his daughter would not
be reduced to exile ih a barren
waste of sand and scrub oak,
with no better future before her.
His brother Warren had been a
better playmate than he, but no
fit husband for Robert Borden’s
estate. If her father had sur-
vived there would be something
more than the hunting camp and
a bundle of worthless stocks and
bonds.

‘“Yes,”” she sgaid. “It would have
made 2 difference.”

ISS AILIE <¢ame in briskly

from the gallery. ~ “You've
rested well.” she declared, her
glance approvingly on the girl's
face. ‘You’ll be ready for your
supper, now."” She looked at
Maclvor, her lips tightening.

‘“Davie Maclvor, did I or did I
not say you were to wear your
other coat? What manneérs are
these -for ‘your father's son with
a lady to supper and all?”

Jane smiled at the uneasy look
in the man’s strong face. He
wore an expression which carried
her back to her nursery days
when old Maggie had chidden her
for stains on her pinafores.

“1—T1 forgot, Aunt Ailie. I'll go
change, now,"” :

“You’ll not. You'll keep us
waiting no minute more for our
food. You’ll take your supper as
you are, and serve you right.” She
gestured peremptorily at the table,
and he drew back her chair with
a simple deferencs which some-
how gave Jane Borden an impres-
sion of a courtesy that'went deeper
than the superficial gestures to
which she was best accustomed.
All this, she thought, was real,
true. She liked the way her own
chair was drawn back in turn.

“Say grace, Davie Maclvor—-a
short one,” Miss Drummond
stressed the adjective, Jane bowed,
concealing the twitch of her lips.
Maclvor prayed briefly, using a
simple Saxon idiom which lent a
sobering force to the petition. Tt
occurred to Jane 'Borden that she
had not heard a blessing over a
meal since old Maggie had gone
home. It was rather good to hear
one, now; to find people who still
believed in God, like Maggle.

Her hunger surprised her, and
her relish for the plain food which
the old negress get before her. Hot
bread and a great dish of molst
cornimeal; slices of broiled ham,
honey, marmalade, and coffese.
She ate without persuasion. There
was little talk, as if these people
came to the table for a, singlé pur-
pose and gave it a single attention.
Again she was pleased,; it was real,
this honest, undisguised hunger.

Maclvor lookeéd up from his
plate. “I sent a boy to carry word
that you were safe. I will ride back

- with you, If you have finished your

supper.’”’

Something drew the gifl’s glance
to Miss Drummond’s face. It was
grim; the gray eyes regarded her
nephew with a disfavor more elo-
quent than speech. Jahe rose.

“I've quite finished, thanks, I'm
ready now.”

Miss Drummond came to her
feet. For the first time Jans be-
came aware of her dress—a stiff
and creaking black silk, with a
touch of old lace at the throat. It
was odd that she hadn’t noticed it
before; she could not remember
what Miss Drummond had been
wearing in the afternoon. One did
not notice this woman’s dress, she
thought;" no matter what she
wore, she was Miss Drummond,
she—she went all ‘the way
through, Jane decided.

She took leave of the old lady
with a genuine warmth. MacIvor,
who had gone out to order the
horses; appeared at the door.

‘“We’d - best start now, Miss
Borden. It's a weary ride by the
shortest line—a good six miles of
1. ,

There was an indescribable
sound from his aunt, and Jane
saw again the grim contempt of
the mouth. Miss Drummond kissed

_her‘cheelk.

“You carl trust him ta nd

you the road my dearie,” said the
significant voice. “He knows that
much, the great—gumph!”

EYOND the pines, across the
clearing where the low trees
geemed gilver gray in a thin moon-
shot dusk, scattered glints of yel-
low light showed where old stumps

burned on in the path:of-the fire
and the air was touched 'with an
acrid smell of resin. It reminded
Jane of her stumbling flight before
the racing flames; she owed this
big, awkward man her life, and
she had:barely thanked him. She
spoke abruptly.

“I don't know how to tell you
that I'm grateful, Mr. MacIvor—
if you hadn’t found me—'"

““You owe no thanks to me,” he
sald bluntly.

“But I do—my life Is rather
valuable—to me,” She laughed
x’mftl.x. “If you hadn't happened to

“We see that differently, Miss
Borden. I have no belief in what
is called chance.”

She understood and was a little
pleased that he left it at this, ¥He
clung, she saw to a falth like old
Maggie's in a God who marked
the sparrow’s fall and whose hand
pulled the invisible strings that
moved human puppets and [gov-
erned every natural phenomenon.
But he did not_ preach to her
about it. It was a restraint she
had not found in other plous peo-
ple; as a rule‘they seemed to feel
that piety relieved them of all re-
spect for any conflicting phil-
osaphy.

Riding between the fruit trees
through the smoke stained twi-
light, she had a sense of slipping
back through time to another
age; this man was no modern. He
belonged back with Cromwell’s

psalm-singing regiments, ‘who
backed their faith with dogged
blows. She igroped for speech;

her life had been cast among
those to whom sllence was at once
an affront and a reproach, who
&poke for the sheer word‘s sake.

“What are these trees?”’

She was not curious. It was a
chance remark, made merely to
stir the man’s slow tongue. He
startled her by a sudden loquacity.

“Peaches —— they’re in theijr
fourth year now—no more! Show
me the soil that will grow {rees
like these in four seasons! And
they call our land a desert!” He
laughéd shortly. “A desert—
when it has made a forest like that
bit that I have saved, and can
make an orchard like this one
that you see! ‘Maclvor’s Madness,’
they call it!y ‘Mad Maclvor 5
He stopped abruptly. ‘You will

think them right if I go on. Yon-
der is the short road to your
house.” :

HE did not press the topie.
Men who were loguacious on
their personal concerns wers it
ways tiresome, like Avery, Blent,
with his talk of commitments and
manipulations and gains and losses
in the market:. It was better to let
sleeping hobbies lie, she had dis-
covered.
“It's safe to cross the burned
land, go soon?”

“Yes.”” He nodded. ‘‘There {3
no danger now. The fire has
passed, and till the grass has

grown again and withered there is
neothing for it to feed on. We
burn over a safety belt before the
woods each year.”

The topic seemed to be ex-
hausted. They rode on in silence
between the blackened, twisted

limbs of the scrub. She found an-
other speech at last.

“Mr.'Gail didn’t warn me against
fires. ‘It he had I might have
walited for him to ride with me,”
ghe sald. “¥You know him, I sup-'
pose.” J

“Yes, I know him!” She caught
an under key. He eemed to bite
off the last word. |

“I didn’t expect to find any-~
body like him in a place like this.
He’s interesting, isn’t he?”

“Bome find him so, I think.’
Again he gave the effect of leav-
ing miore unsaid than spoken. It
was clear that he disliked Shep-
pard Gail, but it was even clearer
that he had no intention of say-
ing so. :

“You and he-—you're not friends,
then?”

“T have few friends, Miss Bor-
den.”” He held the conversation
stubbornly to the frequency of
grass fires in the cutover lands, to
the destruction of plant food
which they caused, and, when
she ‘sufferéd it, fell silent again.
In this fashion they came at last
to the fork of three roads, which
she recognized as near the lodge.

5 (To be continued.) N

(Copyright, 1924, by Hugh Mao-

Nair Kahler and Donald G.
Herring.)

THE GROWING GIRL

Requires a Mother’s Constant
Care and Watchfulness,

In their early teens it i quits come
mon for girls to outgrow thely
strength, and mothers should éarse-
fully watch the hedlth of their
daughters at thig time, for {t ls
when strength is sapped by too
rapid growth that anaemia devel-
ops. The first signs may be noticed
by peevishness, languor and head~
aches. The face grows. pals,
breathlessness and palpitation fols
low, with low spirits.

At the first eymptom of anaemis
mothers should act at once. Neglect- '
ed anaemia often leads to declins,
but if you see that your daughter's
blood is enriched there need be no
cause for anxiety. The finest blood
enricher ever discovered is Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. The purey red
blood created by these pills will
quickly banish all signs of anaemia.
They will build up your girl’s health
and ensure her a robust Girlhood.
Give your daughter a course of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills now. Make her
strong like thousands of girls and
women throughout Canada who
have been rescued from the clutches
of anasemia by Dr. Willlams’ Pink
Pills.

You can get Dr. Willlams® Pink
Pills through any dealer in medi-
cine, or by mail at 60c a box from
The Dr. Willlams’ Mediciae o'
Brookviile, Ont.
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 Evidence of a Sinister Hoodoo in High Soaety

The 13 me Seems to Dog the Steps of the Marchioness of Crewe, Whose Latest
Misfortune is One of a Sertes That Bzgan After She Attended a Dinner

STNPATHY LED

cit of the Crewr

At rivht—Charmmg and immensely
wealthy, the Marchoness of Crewe,
whose friends are.wondering what
on earth will happen to her next.

’ Middle—The Marquis of Crewe
looking for game and not for: the
fashionable thief who walked off
with his wife's ‘jewels."
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Tells ‘Why ‘

OﬂdS lDorothy Dix v

“ Mystcrious

An Immaculately

Garbed Young
Man Made an Un-

PRINGESS TO'
WED EX-KAISER .

Hermione Felt Exiled ‘“All A YOUNG woman writes me that, so far as she can figure it out from
. the census report, there have been 'as many boy babies born in the

There Are Plenty of Good Reasons ‘ il
Why Men Are Afraid or Loath to '
Enter the Holy Bonds of Matrimony.

N

ot NS

expected Call on
an Exclusive Hos-
His
Departure a Dar-

\»mg Robbery Was

tess---After

W

Dzscovered

HE Marchioness of Crewe and

the other distinguished guests

whom Sir Godfrey and Lady Bar-
ing had invited to Nubia House, on
the Isle of Wight, for the famous
Cowes regatta, were leaving 'the
breakfast-room, merrily - chatting
about their enjoyment of the day
hefore and their pleasant antici-
pations of the one just beginning.

When Sir Godfrey had to hurry
away in his car to complete the
arrangements for a yachting trip
planned for the afternoon, Lady
Baring and the guests thought
there was no better way of passing
an hour or so than by strolling in
the delightful gardens that sur-
round Nubia House.

After a few minutes along the
garden paths Lady Baring found
the sea breeze g trifle too chill in
spite of the warm August sun. She
excused herself and went back to
the house to get a scarf to wrap
about her shoulders.

As she descended the stairs
from her room on the second floor
of the house, she was surprised to
g2e a man standing expectantly in
the corridor below, just inside the
main entrance.

She hafl heard no bell ring, no
servants were in sight, and it was
very unusual for strangers to call
at Nubia House ‘at this or any
other hour. Ior these reasons
Lady Baring ‘would have been
greatly alarmed had she not no-
ticed how yrell-groomed the man
was and how apologetlcally well-
- bred-his attitude as he waited for
her to finish her descent of the
staircase.

He was not over thirty and was
garbed in a double-breasted blue
serge lounge coat, white flannel
frousers, and canvas shoes, all as
immaculate and well fitting as the
Prince of Wales hlmself might
wear.

ND so, stifling her irritation at

the carelessnesys of her ser-
vants which compelled her to
meet this guest in this very 'in-
formal way, she marched majesti-
cally down the stairs to greet him.

“I beg your pardon,” said the
visitor in a voice and with a court-
ly bow which confirmed  Lady
Baring’s mvoralqle first impres-
sions, “I have called to see Sir
Godfrey. I have ' a sort of '‘ap-
pointment with him.

“Last ~Winter, at his club in
London, he made me promise to
come and see him whenever I
came to Cowes. I know this is a
shamefully early hour to be mak-
ing a call, but with the yacht rac-
ing and everything I thought this
Jnight be the best time to find him
without intruding too much.’”

Lady Baring hastened to assure
the visitor that her husband had
teft a few minutes before for the
Yacht Club, that probably he
would not return until time for
luncheon. But before she could
asl the young man’s name or take
any rmessage he might have for
‘Sir Godfrey, he had fired at her a
volley of well-bred apologies,
marched out of the house and
down the steps and hurried to the
street along the very garden 'path

where her guests were awaiting
her return.

)

HIZ eariy afternoon placidity

was shattered’ by a woman'’s

piercing screams. Over and over
again they were repeated, until

startled guests and servants hur-
rying from all parts of the mansion
tinally reached their source—the
room occupied by the Marchioness
of Crewe.

My  jewels!” she cried. “\Iv
dinner rings, the diamond tiara I
brought from India, wmy pearl

necklace, the\ruby brooch my hus-
band gave me on my birthday—
they’re all gone.”

“I put them in my jewel case
when I retired last night. They
were all there this morning, for

I toek pains to look before I
went down to breakfast. And
now, where are they?”

The police were summoned, and
as soon as they heard LLady Bar-
ing’s story of the gentlemanly
stranger she had seen in the hall
they declared he was undoubtedly
the thief. The jewels were con-
cealed on him,  they Dbelieved,
while he stood coolly talking with
Lady Baring.

This bold robber ig thought to

Miss’ Grace Vanderbilt, the Am-
erican heiress who was a guest at
Cowes | when Lgdy ' Crewe was
robbed; and, on the right, Lady
Ludlow, also the recent victim of a
mysterious jewel robbery

If You Are Tempied

To use applications of any kind to
remove that growth of hair from your
face, try it on your arm or leg first,
wait for ten weeks or longer and the
growth will have returned.
ELECTROLYSIS
which is not painful when properly
used, is positively the only permanent
remedy. Satisfactory results assured.
_Ask for booklet “A’; it's free.
Canada’s oldest established derma-
_tologists; 32 years’ experience.

Hiscott Institute Limited

61H College Street, Toronto.

have made his way into the house
while the guests and their host
and hostess .were at breakfast. It

ijs hard to bhelieve that he was

not familiar with the premises and
the habits of the family and ser-
vants in order to have been able
to enter without being seen.

IR GODFREY  could 'not re-
&7 gall’ having ever seen the
man whom his wife described He;

was positive that he had never
had any such conversation in his’
London club as the suave stranger

alleged.
The jewels could not be replaced
for less than. $30,000. They in-

cluded several of the most admired
‘pieces in a rich collection—one
of the finest any English society
woman can boast.
tions. which made them almost
priceless.

HE loss of her jewels adds an-

other link to the amazing chain
of misfortunes which has long
been relentlessly winding  itself
about the Marchioness of Crewe.

In spite of her beauty, her great
wealth and her proud position in
titled society, she has seemed to be
pursued by an evil fate—ever since
the night when she’was one of a
dinner party of thirteen.

It was exactly thirteen years ago
that she and her distinguished
husband attended a dinner given
by Lord Morley, at Claridge’s Ho-
tel. The sudden illness of one of
the prospective guests left only
thirteen to gatier around the
table.

The rcputed unluckiness of the
number was made the subject of a
great deal of fun and banter.

None of those present took any
stock in the superstition, but they
welcomed it as an interesting toplc
for table talk.

Before many weeks had passed,
however, the Marchioness of Crewe
beigan to think that perhaps there
is some malign influence which
pursues anybody who has the tem-
erity to make one of thirteen at
a dinner table. Within an amaz-
ingly short time she was over-
taken by more, misfortunes than
all her previous life had brought.
In many strange ways her life and
happiness were menaced. )

. The day following" the 'dinner
the Marchioness was laid low with
a severe case of appendicitis. The
disease was all the more danger-
ous because she was within a few
weeks . of giving birth to her first
child, the boy which is 'now thir-
teen years old and bearvs.the title
of Earl of Madeley.

. She 5up1ved the attack of ap-
pendicitis and the operation which
relieved it, only to come perilous-
1y near death when her son was

born. For several weeks the phy-
sicians despaired of saving her
life,

Before she was able to be about
again, Crewe House, her oldtime
mansion in Mayfair, was mysteri-
ously swept py flames. She and
her infant child almost perished,
being rescued with the utmost dif~
ficulty.

The shock did such damage to
her  nervous systetm 'that it was
two or threg years before she was
fully recovered-and able to resume
her activities in society. During
this time she was beset with so
many misfortunes © that finally,
it is said, she developed a horror
‘0f the number 13 which has per-
sisted ever since.

OR  several years past ‘the:
Marchioness had been singu-
larly free from misfortune. If a
hoodoo there was as»a result of
Lord Morley’s dinner, it was

Two or three.:
of them had sentimental associa- =

thought to have spent its male-
volent force. But now the loss
of her jewels leads her and other
superstitious‘ ones to believe that
it still persists, and she and hev
society friends are all wondering
whether there are still graver mis-
fortunes in store for her.

The Marchioness of Crewe is a
daughter of L.ord Rosebery. Her
mother, who died more than thirty
yvears ago, was the sole heiress of
Baron Meyer/ de Rothschild, far
and away the richest member of
the Rothschild financial dynasty.
From, her the Marchioness in-
herited a fortune that makes her
one of the richest women in Eng-
land.

HE . affair at Cowes is the sec-

ond mysterious jewel robbery

to alarm fashionable society and

make it guard its precious rings,

necklaces and tiaras more care-
fully than ever befors.

A few weeks ago a thief broke !
“into Lady Ludlow’s London man-

sion, at the corner' of Piccadilly
and Bolton Street, and made off
with rare and ‘historic specimens
of jewelry 'valued at more than
$1,000,000. The articles ' stolen
were part of the vast jewel col-
lection amassed by Lady Ludlow's
husband, the late Sir Julius Wern
her, the Kimberley diamond king.
- What makes this robbery so re-
markable and mysterious is that
it was evidently committed by a
connoisseur, a man of taste .and
culture. He stole only jewels of
great historic interest and beauty.

In their present form they could
not be offered for sale, because
any jeweler or dealer would
recognize their origin at once.
On the other hand, split up into
unrecognizable fragments, they
would lose nine-tenths of their
present value.

The conclusion seems inevitable
that this extraordinary burglar
stole the gems simply for the joy
of possessing them and gloating
over them in secret. He left be-
hind a quantity of enormously
valuable emeralds and diamonds
and thousands of dollars’ worth
of solid silver plate, all of which
gould = easily have been sold, in
order  to selze exquisite old
enameled representations of the
Saviour and His Passion, onyx
cameos of Daphne and CU})](I and
similar precious antiques.

He would not dare to offer any
of these objects to a dealer able
to pay a price worth taking, for
they are known to everybody in
the art world.

Says She’s Sixty

But Looks Thirty)

DR.

ALICE JEWEL,

A devotee of applied psychology,
who recently told a Boston audi-
ence she was 60 years old. Old
age is a curable disease, she claims,
and declares she will live to be 250.
“Others can do the same if they
want to," is her message.

]

A view,of Cowes and some of the sdciety-owned yachts tuning up
for a ‘race.

Pdris Girls Look Chic
In Many Necklace Styles

By ELEANOR GUNN.
@Nh of the things to which we

look to Paris for, is the orig-
inal way French women have of
making old things seem new, by
a new manner of wearing. They
suddenly ‘wear a neckehain so
that it falls down the back instead
of in the usual way and a, new
fashion, or at least, a fad, is born.

They decide to wear odd ear-
rings and succeed in looking not
freakish ‘but 'chic, with a black
pearl in one ear, a whité one in
the other. They adopt heavy look-
ing chains for bracelets, or neck-

laces, and call them slave chains
‘“‘getting away with it,”” as ' in the
slang phrase. 4

HERE ‘are fads in jewelry as

in everything else,  certain
stones have a vogue, go out’ of
fashion and are not worn again
by the fashionables for many years.
There is a fad, for instance, for
carnelians with onyx, a black and
red combination. There is also a
fancy for black and white pearls,
and not a care in the world wheth-
er they be real or artificial; next
a passion fdr pearls and emeralds,

a renaissance of the opal and so

on.

Now there is a rumor
settings are coming in ag
as most of us have had our jewels
reset in platinum. Fortunately,
*aris approves costume jewelry,
the sort which may be effective
without being costly. At present
neckchains are linked in the varie-
ties shown, and many others, and
earrings still continue to just es-
cape the shoulder.

that gold

SACRIFICIAL TEST.

Jane; “That young bride wor-
ships her husband, doesn’t she?”
Anne: ‘“Well, she places burnt

offerings before him three tlmes a
day.”

B

Every girl deteéts flattery until
someone beging to flatter her.

BOB IS GETTIN

MADE HERSELF UGLY

NOW SHE IS HAPPY ~—

g
CIGNORA POSSI, a pretty wo-

man of Tirano, on the Swiss-
Italian frontier, married only a
year ago to a wealthy mahufac-
turer, has deliberately destroyed
her beauty by applying acid to
her face. She says that she did
this in order ‘‘to obtain happi-
ness.”’

Her husband, who was extreme-
ly jealous, constantly accused his
wife of attracting the attentions
of other men. She denied this,
and repeatedly declared that she
loved only her husband.

The facts were revealed in court
when the wife’s mother accused
her son-in-law of cruelty to her
daughter. Signora Possi, fter
stating that the charge was un-
true, added pathetically: “I could

not help men admiring my beauty
and paying me compliments, but
in future they will avoid me, and
I shall pe happy.”

The husband, who is disconso-

late, declares that he will engage .

the best doctors to try to restore
his wife’s beauty.

CHINESE WOMEN RUN BANK.

In Shanghai there has recently
been opened the Women’s Com-
mercial and Savings Bank, organ-
ized by women, staffed by women
and devoted to - banking @ex-
clusively among women. At the
head of the institution is a Chinese
woman who received her education
in the United States.

Highest” Needed Com-
panionship.

RINCESS HERMIONHE, wife of
former Emperor William, al-
though registered in Baden-Bad-
en as “Kaiserin,” is shocking so-
ciety in the historic resort by her
democracy. She has several times
gone to the homes of Joseph
Schwartz and other famous mu-
sicians and listened to them sing
or play to the horror of the sur-
vivors of the old regime, who in-
sist she should ‘“‘command” those
artists to visit her.

In a recent interview the Prin-
cess displayed great interest in the
plays of Gerard Hauptmann, which
are decidedly Socialistic, and even
in the plays of Ernest Toller. a
Communist, who was arrested fbe-
cause of his activity with the late
Dr. Karl Liebknecht and Rosa
Luxemburg in the Communist re-
volution and who has just been
released from prison.

She also expressed dissatisfac-

tion over the demonstrations
against Toller’s play, ‘“Hinke-
mann,” saying that the public

should listen to all sides in con-
troversies as to how society should
be organized to meet modern de-
mands.

According to the Princess, she
suffered so much during the long
illness of her first husband, Prince
Schoenaich-Carolath, and through
her loneliness after his death that
she sympathized @ with the ex-
/Kaiser, who was in exile, and
married him because she felt both
needed companionship.

BOBBED HAIR WAS

FASHION IN 1350

HE new woman’ will no longer
‘be able to employ as a sign
of her emancipation a bobbed head
of hair. It has just been discov-
ered in the little town of Wym-
ington, Northhamptonshire, Eng-
land, that this fashion is at least
500 years old. The restoration of
the parish church there, has re-
vealed a painting depicting women
with their hair bobbed in the style
of 1924,

‘Hidden under @ coating of thin
plaster were discovered " wall-
paintings representing | the Re-
surrection and the Judgment. The
plaster hias now been carefully
removed to show the decorations.
Most of the. figures in the paint-
ings are women. Some have their
hair falling about the: shoulders
but the ‘artist has, given' the ma-
jority - short hair, cut 'éxactly’ in
the manner of the modern girl's
coiffure. - ;

The vicar, the Rev. C. L. Dre“ y
believes the painting 's are of the
same age as the chuxch which
wag built in 1300 f

SHORTER IN PARIS

SROM Paris comes -word U’ld(,
the bob is getting shorter and

shorter—so short, in fact, that
, the fashionable  coiffure of
Milady is hardly distinguishable

from that of /Monsieur. Despite oc-
casional inconveniences caused by
the bob, principally at formal af-
fairs, most ‘authorities agree that
the style is too comfortable to
lose its vogue, The latest bob var-
jation is the close cropped rough
cf[’ect.

For Fall Wear ]

ELOCK CREPE

OUTFIT.

Striking two-piece costume’ of

block jcrepe, Jjust right for fall

wear. Tt is one of the most sty=
b lish outfits.

last quarter century as there have been girl bables, and inasmuch. as she
can learn of no especial mortality. among
male infants, it seems to her that there
should be a husband for every girl, °

She finds, however, that this is not the
case. The h.usband supply is far from be~
ing equal to the demand, and she ‘wants to
know why this is thus, and if there is any
special region where there are large num-
bers of ehgible men anxious ‘to take unto
themselves wives.

LAS, no. I know of no such feminine

paradise. . Every place s fast be-
coming an Adamless Eden, 'so far as
matrimony is concerned, and to try to
find some particular spot where there is
a large available supply of domestic
timber is as fruitless a quest as to hunt
for the pot of gold at the end of the
rainbow.

THE trouble is not that there are fewer
men than there used to be. There are
plenty of husbands to go around if they were properly rationed out, but
the difficulty is in doing this, for, after all, you cannot conscript a man
into matrimony.

AWMl wre many. 1edsons Wiy wwen are loath to marry in these

M purevus lies. LG Pl wut UG 9, Uf GuwrstC, Lt it CUSE u[‘

Ly . Lu LUnod SO HLUliL U Suppyle U Julsuivlf Civul LIt WUCIwyC Yuuivy

Netbey CUIL 10U 11Ul € W Ure LU SCL upy U Wy € Livwib 168 Cuit U Ywl, U e f

hus L0 Jureyo (i€ tudswlY, WO e ROW MUCR 1e Woulw Lne Lo in-

ducge hunsey in i. i

e o )
@NLY men who have inherited money, or the poor man who is fool-
naray, dare risk marriage when they are young and romante, and

Ly the time a man gets to making enough money to teel that he cin
prudently undertake the great aaventure he has lost all heart for it.
His wells of sentiment have dried up. His illusions have been torn to
tatters. = He has learned to listen to the voice of caution instead of that
ot impulse, and it whispers to him that it is better to endure the ills
you have tnan to fly to those you know not of.

ANOTHER reason men do not marry is because so few girls know
of social intercourse between the sexes. Men who work side 0y
swe with women every aay, and who play about with them oulside.
of working hours, get all of the femmmc company they need with-
out the necessity 0]‘ assuming a wire’s bills or having to stand for ner
temper und temperament.  r'he baom days of matrimony. were those
in which a man had 1o buy ¢ woman’s.companionsnip with a wedding
ring. e
ANUI‘H}: JR reason men do not marry is because we hrne all, men <md
women alike, grown more selfish, We call it by high-sounding
pm'ases———developihg our own Individuality-—the right to-live our own
lives untrammeled—but ‘what it really means is that we love ourselves
s0 much better than we are capable of loving anybody else that we are:
not willing to make the sacrifices demanded by marriage..

A man knows that the income that enabies him to live lu‘mmously
when it is all spent on himself would be genteel pauperism if split up
with a family. He knows that the doors of rich hostesses that are
open to a good-looking, agreeable bachelor are shut in ‘the face of the
man who drags a shabby wife around with him. He knows that the
single man can take many chances in pursuit of fortune’that the man
who has a wife and children js afraid to take, He knows it is mighty.
comfortable to be able to come home with no curtain lecture wamng
for him, and so he passes up a wife for a ldtchkey and luxurxes. NS

\ NOTHER reason men do not marry is because so few gu'ls kno-w o

how to cook and are willing o do it. . The best bait that any

woman ever uses on a hook when she goes fishing for a husband is'

the kind of pie that mother used to make. The wariest. old tom trout

will rise to that if he can be caught at all. More men marry to get

a home ‘and:home comforts, and because they are sick unto-death of

going: out to dinwer and ‘gobbling restaurant food in « mob than fu)

anything else.

HEREY is nothing in a girl who is a good office vcoman or a cracker-
jack saleswoman, or a jazzy little fashion plate that makes a man
yearn for matrimony. He likes to pal with the one and dance with the
other, but he doesn’t want to eat out of paver bags with her or p(-ud
his evenings with her m cabarets for the balance of his hfe

IRLS threw away their trump card in the matrimonial game when,

: they cast domesticity into the discard; and if fewer méen ‘marry

" now than formerly did, it is largely because there aré fewer’women
who are willing to g0 into the kitchen. : v

FINAL reason Why ‘men ‘don’t marry is because women are not o
keen about marrying, elther In our grandmother’s time a man
hadn't the ghost of a chance-of staying single because every woman was
on the husband-hunting job, and she pursued her prey until she got At.

‘. Her means of support, hertposition in socliety, her interest in ‘life, de-

pended on her havmg o husband and so grandma, was some httle g0~
getter.
UT granddaughter can support herself quite as well as the average
husband is likely to support her. She is envied oftener for being
single than for being married, and she has a million interests outside
of matrimony. Wherefore a man has to look pretty good fo her for
her to want him.

s

( Dorothy Dix’s Letter Box* S

EAR MISS DIX—Can a man'love hig wife and yet hate married life?
We have been married five years, and my husband'saysithat he
cares for me, but that he does not like the restrictions of domesticity
and longs for his bachelorhood, and he suggests that we separate. I
care very much for him and I am not satisfied away from hlm, and we
have a littlé girl who is very fond of both of us.

What shall I do?  Shall I take my child and go, and try to forget
hini, or shall I stay, knowing he is dissatisfied and wishes to'be free? :
/TROUBLED.
ANSWER: s :

The role of the unwanted wife is certainly the mest. pitiful one in
the world, and it is one that I should think no woman of spirit would
endure a mlnute longer than she could help. There i othing for her
but humiliation in sticking to a man who wishes to'be:
who lets her see at every turn that she is a purden.t 5
else in the:.world she would be better off ang, h p
the man who makes her feel continually that she n ¢
stayed her welcome,

my dear Troubled Wife, I think that: the best th’cng i‘hat you
can Llo is to séll your husband, the freedony he: ves so greatly dt the
very highest price you can get out of hin. “Getsome good, ldu,yer to,
draw you up . an iron-bound conlract whzch will ‘at \least force your
child’s father to support you and the baby, and then paclc your trunk
and go.

If you Sf.dV whem You are not desired, you will get more and more
upon your husband’s nerves, the restra.mts of the holy estate.will gall
him deeper and deeper, and he will come 1‘0 hate: ‘you becau'se f;Qvth /
vou come between him and happiness. But if You go.away gndi
him free to resume the remembered joys of his bachelorhood the

chances are that his love for you will reawaken and he will come after-‘ '

you begging you to retyrn.

For matrimony unfits a man for the cellbate Ilfe w1th0ut his know-
ing it. Tied to wife and child and home, he may pme for the good old
days \vhen he did not have to come home until he was good and ready;
when He could play noker all =isht if ha g0 desired: when he: couId eat
in clubs and wstauxants and live a free, untrammeled life. ;

‘But when he tries it. he fmds that it ‘is lonesome to come home to'

- an empty room in which there is no one to welcome him’ that it is a
bore to have to think what he wants to eat, and order a. dlnner and,
waik for it to be cooked, instead 0}’ sitting down to a savory meal of the
things he likes, prepared by the loving hands of the wife who'knows
his every rrlsfe that dyspepsia lurks in restaurant food; that laundry
doesn’t automatzrallu take care of itself'; that poker—plamny every
night is a more expensive: diversion than he can afford. and that after

<@ few nights out with the boys he is all In and absolutely.no good at
the office.

Then it is that he tealizes that .matrimony has done its deadly
work. . He is not-.anly housebroken. . He has lost his taste for the
awild, and he wants to ao home of an evening. where a 1 oman will
fuec over him an(l @ child run to maet Mm with outetretrh(d arms. -

Virtually all husbands h'We to dmsemble thew joy when‘they qusb
their wives good-b¥e in the wmmer as the niissus and the kids start for
-the countryv Théy are. going to be" free, hurray, hurray!’ But ‘oh.
how glad they are to welcome those same ladies back again after the!).""
vacation. That is a tip for the unwanted wife. ;
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"By J. P. McEVOY

PROLOGUE,

O one really knews what the
ether is, but eyeryone wifh.

a radio set is beglnping to. reallze
} that, it isn't all it’s cracked up to
bhe . . . certainly it can stand a
lot of punishment, ranging from
light sepranos to candidates for
politieal office . broadeasting
doesp’t care who does ' it, the ver
‘sult being that everyome by this
time has done his self into the

HANDICAPISTO -
GOLF AS SUGAR
JAGKET 10 PILL

of

=P Disguises  Bitternass

\
patient mierophune, with the SO
sible  cxeeption of  Mylligan's
Trained Seals and the Singop Mid-

into c¢horus,
Joing lustily):
They were only, only fooling.

Pa P&ttﬁf’i Pleasant Dream

in which ;\{amig‘

of Brpadcast law’els 4

ly one I clipped out of the paper
listen: 1
You are a Pal to me, Mother,

Actual Defeat With
. Sweetness of Un-

Heen: A ,:f!h" ii1s 'u“:'”b’ ",\ iffi- They were only, ouly fogling-— A wonderfyl Pal to me (,‘i;ll'l_led J,JI'IZ(.‘. ARE PRESENTINGE A

out to gey fon the alr’’ as it |8 10 They were eonly, only fooling  PA (babbling): THEM ATt (EDALS i

get en a jury . . . small wonder As one grasshepper jumped There are only a few real vules SR FOR BRINGING- g
then that the local  station of right over the other grass- for success—success that is not By AL]_&‘\ANDRIE\E GIBB, X \mgrgimwowm ; }y«
W O 'W, being hard put to clutter PA:; hopper's hack. (s)ll;(]:}c’egsf,-"bouft ;l?gge;: t%:f*{éfal ANDICAPPING, in the tanta- CHAMPIONSH P b &)

its share of the air, decided to

(Rehearsing badly to him-
self):

MA (cooing):

lizing igame of golf, is.an ad-

o TOTRONTO

o turn a few selerted wave lengths We are all put inte this werld Loving and kindas one ever can  Mmirable feature to ‘help those ;
over to Pa Potter some evening for sgervice, success depends find, who cannot help =
. stand by for a {e‘w minutes upon service; you and I are as “Pa;:if_mt and ,sw?et ais can be, themselves to a Rl PARS " Ny e
please . . . | succegsfull as-—which remindg ‘Il have you enly, dear, v 7 5 .
5 me of g little peem, a little You amd ne other. Itéwlfscore. @RACECONACHER = FANNV QO‘;}_ENFELD MYRTLE COOK QO%‘\ GROSSE.
SCENE 1. poem—1let me gee, where is that PA (hysteFically): & olf is the game i i : : |
T i& th SRl damn thing . . . ! We, who are in the husy mart where the aver- e : ? ) : £ TS
- ]]‘;]S e home of the Potter tribe MAMIE: ¥ of trade, do not pause to realize age b e ginner, ® ’ ™ ;
\ and Pa is perspiring . in I know a little peem you eould that often it ig not wealth that & ff er  playing ) o %P : 7 -« \ W ; !
a geant hour”he must appear at uge . , . makes one happy, wealth that §fff]‘;‘§f ir;\walriooli;rﬁ' \ ana lan omen \ 0 ers ow lg
s , GRS f S Cheer up, little girl, is—of the—well, wealth, but i SFapaty o : s ; > Fepe FRETH i B I R ¥ ; 7/
the broadcasting station f'rf WO W You're a long time dead, honesty and integrity and loyal- p(ixlz ¢ ;Je]gitn\s} t‘u ‘ . . "
and assault the ether with a col- And bseldes, when vou ery, ty to ‘one’s employer and one's '(.sellfgla l:n‘ll ﬁ’ﬁ‘]; : L s y !
lection of well assorted words . . . Your nose gets red, flag-—that's what I mean when splendid gamé . mprovemen a s a ac enZle ;
what to do . . . what to say . BILL: I g9 Y=rers 3 i B she is . playing, il N . : , i i < AN ]
this is indeed a ws*ig)it)-’ and That, reminds me, Pa,; I could MA (with emotien): when behold at : St
eventful moment .in' Lone let you have a lttle Christmas 111 have you only, dear, ALEX. GIBB. the next flag $ 2 il fe aro ; g
i e e B R ety 1 wroie’ for msell once; poYou and no other, Her score Tias Increased bo o ning  Average American Golfer Better Than Average Canadian, Largely Be- 11
_ be glued to its receivers or lean- manta Claus has whiskers, 1Hor yeu ave my wonderiud, or ten, or sometimes. even maore, >0 ) L \ b SN e SR 5
ing far into its loud speakcrs, J hﬁng, and  white and swell, i V} Ongeyful. Mo'ther-‘. iy and as even the dud golfer knows C‘lus_ﬁ Of More PraCtlce) but Canadlanb balnlng GI‘OLmd—-ReCOI’d 5 e .
dangling breathlessly on a'y ou ain’t got no whiskers— sn't that lovely? (By way of = to her sorrow, a score of ten for AL 1 ni 3 1 Ta Macl i e
lightest whisper . vou'd think Perhaps it's just as well . . . _expl;matio;): It's  all about a one hole will ruin the best efforts Pray From BaCk Tees Internatlonal Amlty hab Foundatlon Ada A\rl_c.l(,l\CHZ]C Sa‘ s Can
the world could find something Santa's cheeks are rosy, mother ayd hew wonderful she one can put forth while playing ] 3 Vi i VA & S - il \: % ;
the warld could find_semething DI enosky fre Fou i SR RaE e dort el o pla in Buffalo Invitation Tourpe, y—Advantages of the Auto ada Needs Young
St : . % e But what has all this got te MAMIE: Recently ‘at the club T try . to i . ‘ 2/ N iR
1463/;:/)1:.11 & hunted dosk ip ‘lig do with the case? ¥ Hurry, Pa, you'll be late. '?"‘y at, wie had a handicap event lnatlc DraW. : | Y 0 (J(_)lfe]_s_
4 1 don't see why I ever peceepted Not a darn thing! Merry | PA, (putting on his hat with a  for ladies ,‘*{‘% d}‘ll L e : ’ A i
this fool invitation. Gosh, I don't a4 Christmas! j \ ff"mf“"f?' look in his eyes): }‘oelzfcrl;t(xill‘fn}u('t(ixc\ t ii\,};ds ntelc?estsl:ll;; HAT Canadian women golfers  cessary to play pit-shots. With a  want to see good golf at the end of ISS MACKENZIE'S golf and
know what to say, PA  (bubbling aloud insanely): Buccess—that Is to say-—suecess e Al e S have shown, marked im-  hard fairway and fast greens.any the week, and if all the players are e i G :
SR S ] Su a8 SRR knowledge of tournament play. own, narse 1 v ; : ’ tennis club is striding to-
BILL, (lightly——ah, youth—gay, ir- Buccess ig the thing we are all £t ‘ At the first fee my partner and provement in recent events, espe- golfer  knows the difficylty of playing to anywhere K near form, M k Mi Ay L
responsible youth!): { ’ itﬁ]w?”x’»qfor"_{t»he th.lng Wg are 151;;[,.. | o s I gt U)’to\driye Coip ot S (‘i‘,”; i o C ; i“' U TP bringing those shots off. the automatic draw Wirtually as- :’&ar § success. 3 Miss Ada ;;x?
€an’t you sing something? / ¢ 's riving for-—for—for—— 'u;ry. Pa, you'll be late, nien golfers gathered around im- dally  in 1€ anadian' open “Mrs. Hutchings again won  the sures this. alked to jmany players at the
MAMIE; BILL: MA: patiently. waiting until all the wo-  tourney, is the opinion of Miss Ada  gualifying round with an 80, the “Mrs. Hutchings win was very  tournaments, and has found the

Why den't you recite that thing ,

For he's a jolly goed fellow.

Better take these poems with
' you before you ge, Pa.

men got out of the way. T had

Mackenzie, Interviewed by the

par heing 79. This was done in a

popular, and 1 really believe it will

sentiment overwhelmingly favor-

: : i 5 MAMIE and BILL (together) P ; : Solf 5 fe i
_ You used to. giye—''A Faee Ou flard A ! g e x started out jovous in the knowl- e Zonl Mi ! : heavy windstorm, and in condi- advance golf, the fact that the able, Alread abpticat 5
the Bar Room Floor?" Which nohedy ean deny. BILL: cdge of the big handican awarded  Cinday  Werld, Miss Mackenate Rl¥ . 4 Gl. aeainst gaod play. . <hambionship has sone West for 1 ¥ opplettions b
BILA: . Which nobody ean deny. Don’t forget the little grasshop- me, which I felt ought to help in pointed out that all of the top- I found it hard going. Once I had once. pouring in, many from out of
O+ that one tlat weut, My PA (mechanically): per that jumped over the other  the reducing of my score to a  notch Ameriean players but Miss o uysp four brassie shots where RETTS iwas thoe ) finat time that town. Two have come from Ot-
Mother said, ‘Willie, Lay off the Which nobody can deny—say, grasshopper’s back. If that does- fairly presentable size. Alas, for Glenna Collett, who holds the Ca- 1 ; ¥ tawa, some from Iamlilton, from

ordinarily T'd have been playing

Vanilly, Them Phosphates will i(};[out o‘{ here and let me alone, n’'t go1 good you might try (aat my hopes. My heart \}:r'enit pit-a- nadian title, were eliminated Dy the mashie. the closed championship was Oshawa, and there s eveniaires
lead you astray; and the Deviv SR yous one about: \ pat all the way down the fairway, = Canadiaps. ‘ 14 improyvement—to my mind  held after the epen, and there was % ati ad
hlmse?lf s in gussaparllly, and MA. (helpfully): 4 little dog was runming around  and I found when I had #eached “And this in spite of the fact Mx\ggem;‘ use of the auti’)matic a bigger entry Et)han ivor before. . auest foy dnfesmation foomm Gians
his den is, them fountains s Ves. let Pa alone, he's got to get ~ihe en-jine, the second hole, 1 had two of the | that the average American golfer  graw, for the first time in Canada.  All Canada was represented. As a in Montreal.
4 gay. But fool that I was—' " his f:}')eech ready.. = Listen, Pa, The pn-jine o (it 'was running fatal nines on my score Ci.“'d~_ I'he is better than the average Cana- By this draw, the players are se- result of changing the order of ths The response from Toronto has
i PAY J here's ‘something you. cgn yse; o threugh the fog, third hole is what the men call & dian golfer,” ddded Miss Macken-  jeeted according to thelr standing  matches, the closed was weaker, come, considerably from unex-
Shut your face, will you? How ¥ar from the crowd's lgnoble TRER PHeEe came gn awiyl ey, ?&li:;:::])allmzu(il:]v#xrr)gs“h-fr):otn]\); D, @e. Never, she sald, has the com-  in the qualifying roynd. This gives  and the open stronger. The strain  pected sources. A great many

can a fellow think?

strife,

Which the en-jine could 1ot

petition been itkeener at the Cana-

the first four players the oppors

of the open had begun to tell,

/ 2 Keilebe P G >01f 3 women are joining who a @8-
MA: g e I) “’“j‘i of you ¥ i help, ¢ llti’:“i“il'ted g;fl}w11‘1€,10:;f ?{7}:‘,‘;‘3:;3 dian open tourney. Singe out of tunity te come to the semi-finals, and the closed semi-finalists HL EEonn tjo %thger cl?:b:,t rlx?xl:)i?y
Why don't you give them g nice, THLEPHONE: Wor the cn-jine could met run i : e the total entry only 32 could quali- which in each case they did. Hith- didn’'t play top golf. ~ for their daughters’ benefit. Next

Brrrrring .

.BRERRRINNGG.

about 145 yards in length below

a . ~ . o1 A i $ “ / £ ¥
simple talk, full of ideals? . » asound. the dpg G L 155 s T fy, the Canadians had to play at erto, in Canada, we have always Then playing the open mateh year there may be a junior cham-
: There's entirely too much jazz [”\“.r"”,:" hhone): MAMIE; : ‘ 't'%:ies&ZZ;:?UJ/:,:1Li'bcla‘,]gtfilvzir%u(;nb(i)yr({;l-(r top form to get in. favored the draw from the hat. [ first gives the second-raters a  pionship staged there.
) on radio these days. (With a :\’h‘“' : Oh Pa, it's for ]f’ would "1"‘ hetter, oo, Pa, it gel on the fairway the ball “We Canadians did better than prefer the new way. I have been chanee?” = Miss Mackenzie was “We are especially anxious for
sudden  burst of inspiration): ?)”: Lo }.?’ley want yau over at 3f{l’k C]"’l”!'x‘ velp like a dog and must climh a huge cliff and after we expected, fox.‘ t_hree of us pulled for it for the last couple of years, askeq. _ a laf’ge number of voung mermn -
Say, I've got a scrapbook just i 1e broacasting statien. Whistle like~an en-jJine. ‘That that, well, after that, it was fairly out”to the semi-finals. Mrs. Hope for I believe that it ensures better “Well, since the best Canadian be:;s, said, Miss Mackenzle, *‘and
\ full of lovely poems wait PA (frantically): ‘ stuff's  always good over the  wasy, that is if your approaching  (ibson, the Ontario champion gave  finajs and semi-finals. It elimin-  entries tire themselves the first  we're getting them. They are re-
a minute 111 T get it ;)h' Lnfga‘.\'d, wattle T do, waltle radio, and putting was up to the mark. Glenna Collett s real game. She ates thle possibility of some of the weel, I suppose it (}oes,’ she an- sponding splendidly. Yqu oM
PA: \ o 401 Mg When we arrived at this tee we was only one down at the turnd best players meeting in the first  swered, “but it didn’t affect the it's my pet idea to get glrls of 13,
SRR R RO L.H,L:. Hurry, Pa, you'll: be late. found a large gallety df men who the ninth hole, and although Glen- round. Now of course the galleries standing in the closed this time.” 14 and up. It will mean more than
MA: Don’t forget all the suggestions T4 (going out the door): had evidently becn enjoying  na was playing unbeatable golf, thf;ffl ?ne an tell ‘to Ca!}adilan
Tl bl Any A SR doss I gave you. There's some pretty That is to: say—as I was say-  watching the trials of the ladies it was a close thing. ° : 8O n_ the mnext generation.
Hereg'q o 1;lce T SRR good ones, at that, \ _ing—so to'speal , 3. in crossing safely to the other ‘‘One thing that did please me |7 - era——— v i G’ilemﬁ"% Copftg playe& in cham-
SER it's about \Friendship PA (gathering up his notes anqg CHORUS: side. In faect at that moment the  was to see the women’s judgment ( : pionship matches at 14,
S b praitling to himself in terror): Goad-hye-Pa ., . hurry, you'll ones ahead of us were  busily, completely vindicated in playing e y 2 I S\ x }OMAN “m NOTICED that in the Ameri,
SR e e Po you, all my unseen friends, be late. fishing their balls eut of the from the back ghampionship tees. : .’ A 4 y ¥ ! 4 can N‘ational and in the Bufe
7 At gathered together to-night'and (And in this sad, wistful manner = creek. My heart sank, Had T not Some of the men thought that that i g (Title veeistarad)

Bitter and wild and blue,
And never I'd find a friend like

listening to the sound of ‘Imy
volce, when we realize the im-
portance of—and eof eourse, it

Pa goes to his fate . mean-
while the world is waiting eag-
erly. . . for what it is waiting

tried to\get across many a time,
and only suceeeded once or twice.
The gallery of men stars did not

was a migtake. It wag, they said,
making it sitogether too hard. Yet
. Miss Collett broke the record there

American Track and Field Championship—Ranking of Tennis

falo tournament there were ene

trants of 14 years of age. Neow
we have none of that age over

love, : f ; AR gy i % ! > i i . W
Like the Friend 1've found B z?oe.s Without saying—ags 1 was sl a5 E'h‘d]f’C txnytlp{frttxle.x,’ n hOLiSte\l']Ded' l}ll":; \-ﬂth & 8g0tc of 78 In the finals/ fin- Pla)’QI'&——PQIO fOI’ Women HOVY Canadmn GOlf ;lsaiéngoiull é?é‘;é];menwt:' d\(? Bnloat%lf
; e ] saying—that is to gay . . . And That's That—Until Nexe «E2y to the e ﬁ;{? rove right ishing the last 9 holes in 36, That's Tourney Looked to American Eyes. e rencourage; Chamn
BA: MA (pleading): - Sunday. \ 0_“ g gfe:}. t: J};d '(}éh iy a record any man could be proud % Britain has a junior golf Shavs
: § i Listen, Pa, you know people al- (Copi¥i b 3 RUCEOH, ey cdang ¥ of. Then Miss Fordyce, the Ohio By NITA HOWARD.: § i had
Oh, keep quiet, will you? copyright, 1924, All rights, in- and got my nice new brassie out 2 i y 4 v 1L it - pionship. I am looking forward

MA (passionately):
T could walk down all the reads

tricks? That's someéthing they
haven't done on the radio yet.

Wways like to hear something nice

about mother ., . here's a love-

cluding dramatic and motion pic-
ture, reserved by the author.)

|
Oct. 9—THE SOUTH AFRICAN WAR.

and toek my stance,
wondering just what

of the bag
desperately

ND so on throughout the other

State champien, got a score of 77,
and Mrs. Hope (Gibson, got a 78 in
the qualifying round, All of these

ability., This hasg its foundation, she

“HE second American national

to the skin and although that did-

nearest rivals, the Philadelphia
Turnegemeinde rolled up.

ate ladies wil rank among the first

to the time when we will have
one at the new club. We want one
next year.”

of the world, T — L part of the ecreek my ball, would ; § 3 5 1% f irls :
And knock on the doors for- () DT 11'a11 in, or would\it I}u‘t, the stone 1,"'0‘]““ the wemen's par of the °* " tr‘a(']f (hampionsh'ip' ori gthe We mentioned the figures mere- o=
R ever 3 heap, or worst of all just trickle EOUTED. / was almost washed away In ly ito illustrate how a few little ot Tl i bt
An dnever T'd find a friend like ee w : down the hill? 1 decided to hit N interesting feature of the rain that bathed Forbes Pield, girls can resist such a big thing as b varigty s w’; docxlnl'lt lin?;;
ou— ’ it easy, which T did and almost q A 5 - d it t been for wegther. \
you ’ ' i o ) i ; Pittsburg, Had it no ee a i
Never—never—never! MWI w H th gusped when my partner said, American inyaslon’ of women : i : ; ) 1 how the judges will flll In the re
pA i ; e m‘s‘n. e : “Sufely over, very nice, indeed,”  Eolfers, Miss Mackenzie stated, 1¢ the weather, the world m gé)t 0; S tlhe tennis 5:35011 draws t(]? 8 xgx:)aémingR:gl;r )fla.ces. Buﬁi hf}re
X : : : ing thanke x @ at i s feeling the er of close we venture a guess along 8, nember we sa he
S —I'm trying to think, o’ and turning thanked the gentle that it shows the good feeling that day be richeér by a num 3 4 y /
BIL};UL(EglpfuI;IXv)]-}” ‘ his'om the Emp'f(‘?’ men for permitting us to pass. exists between the ladies on both track and fleld records. The with a couple of hundred other gi(lld ng;s Shloa:tce};)ix;le. Nllﬂ’a3thaIBaI}{~
i SRR : bt Safely over? My stars! sides of the border, and the appre- NE s A - o et spor riters ¢ i 2 c. 3 8, N.J.. lseslie
Why don’t you do some card C%af/es Gonw‘z Y ARSI e R e olfpour plucky little contestants were wet  sports writers as to which fortun Bancroft, the Boston girl who

held eighth last year; Molly Thay-

escaped with a mild censure from eleven holeg—we only had to = added, in the Buffalo .invitati n’t prevent them from competing, ten in American tennis, The list,  er, of Philadelphia, and Mrs. Edna
MA (reading aloud blissfully): WENTY-FIVE veare the Imperfal authorities, was g 4 i : ; R S avibation P \ G % = S 7
T et e 'Y:-FIVE years age, on the 1V resented. by U‘]‘é‘ ties, was  great play fourteen on account of the tourtdament, started some four it did keep them from breaking due to the meteoric come-back Hauselt Roeser, who was eleventh

9th of October, 1899, the Trans-

government and

vears ago. Due to the efforts of

of the California veteran, Mary K,

last year.

ildrs f R people of the Transvaal lateness of the hour in getting the 3 ? rtainly would 2 |

Ofar;iltxtllde childray - pattering vagl Republic delfvered an yl-  hardships of the Uitbll?x‘cllerém?re;t};; hiias stacied. A alonb‘r the i Mrs. Mary Louise Spaulding, a e Feearde  thes geviain g Browne, will vary somewhat from Both Miss Thayer and Mrs. JGS'J-

Pattering around jabout the ' limatum to the British Colonial Of- increased, o Ao e 2 ! strong desire has thus grown up have smashed on a sunny day. \Jast vear’s batch of artists, but  Sup were mlSSU’lg from last year's

,x ?{005 ; 5 flee, which praectically demanded that Br(,)tlfrli“gb the next three yeirs the - 1oles and the long holes and the for ‘international  competition. Considering the condition of the  most of the familiar names will Jlr:St" the1 latéers ln?ternal duties

' o ) ; ? ritish - Gov ade 5 shaor s where trees @ rer “ : : 5 2 ar ae: N avi nte 4 8

Oh, how could you or T get the Imperfal Government should dis- attemxl)ts (t)gelrr?mg)r%r:rto i’ﬁidiuf‘fé“ff}”;‘éf ;,‘3:& ;,):fqo,‘,wﬁe(jﬁl t;iede:S xlr}gldr;\ax) t}?en%et?ex n{:’z(;e d?:ie n}l‘;:"-;" t;x)fa g‘r‘;t field some remarkable feats were ap&gsr Y;L;,:(;n,n\gféa t;m;glsxé L e ’:g evtenr sgggesw;;‘vekgg ogfm:;lee

sore e ir!m[ Vt'hroughout-(hc whole of its South f;‘gf’rgb abl’zclbn‘fk‘j;zﬁgé i:}";:ef::ra;" ngd'); steal your ball and increase Your  tish players. So fany stayed away 2ccomplished. Christine Pylick, of ond. or 3rd, The Wills-Browne- \ first ten of last year may not be

To hte;]m f}hem pattering aroun rr L:m Dominions, and the prompt. Blomfontaint batthain r‘,é‘m]‘ ng’ifry ”‘]10' score. At ]a.st' we reached the whom we would have liked to have Cleveland, made ;50 yards in 6 8-5 Mallory trio has displayed enough mcluded‘ this year. For Iz}stance.

e floor . g refusal to comply with this impossible  wily president of the Transvaal Re- 14th tee and at the same time had. Next year we expect Dovis seconds, only the fraction keeping bright &hooting to hold its place. Lilllan Scharman, Mrs. H. G. Lock-

BILL: ; / request resulted in the outhreak of  Publle, and Sir Alfred Milner,  the  darkness reached us, too. With a Weathered.” ] o d8 Fourth place should be a-toss-up  horn, Fdith Sigourney and Helen

Why don’t you sing them that .. (g days later British High Commissioner for South = good drive I iwent confidently: en “Gilenne,  Collett’s marvellous her from the American FOSRTH 5 between Kleanor Goss or Marion Hooker, who have been compara-

;32? edab(:.?thfnoevergl(z;ihon)z]‘::.; The peace arranged between the (wo Q\Iereifmg b\l::thasth’(u(li]g:r{‘;td“odnztto;?mr:}:‘— }n}al":;l'z 1:0 h;'l'?r ”ilfy 1:(1311 Iht ldt'z‘)ntliz)r play Relpgsiupane or twe vers in- pidiices Ruppe?t. th? f?él@g":;?}g;l Zinderstein Jessup, with the berie-  tvely lnastive,

rqex:hmmeﬁq back ? rBuréis governments at the coneclyslon of the tion of obtaining, and not grantin(;:. f()undirvi)‘l the dark at any rate. leresting bolnte. s3ld Mise Ada. ﬁasg' r:i‘(n 1}‘00 yardsf'rll)hilas(mblplhi"i! fg of doubl Eolif L8100 Jengl HE Prince of Wales left He-
BT b R . former war in 1881, in which th coneessions the parties came to a Mo startin e A “The smooth, evennegs of her per- ¥da Bebineoh, £ g ")  Eleanor. That would leave BIrs. hind him in the Un

G BelAh v re g witr e t"’ deadlock.  All through the summer ;{:Oi:: AR e \]‘ldm\,: in(:i) formaunce is remarkable. I admired ~ ¢ould have smashed the hworlds Jessup the fifth place. Mayme n m in the United Btates

Mrs. Rose Cralg of very humilating defea(s.) :'a::e;g? t'}ixere b“."us, g =t of diploma bic ten the darkness once more, This time that especially when playing with resord hrl ‘th? iru_nlnilég 1?16 ljlll)];‘c*pxl’ McDonald's steady game will fiok enly an Infereet in hivg 'shile

@ nglivtading Gng Tand e Deagre . SolanSiscll SheltwoEeuernments, i i Bl T e nt i e e the judges sald, had nol Reo probably keep her in the sixth  and turned down hats among the

SPARKLING EYES FOLLOW

elated by their swift and easy victory

and small drafts of troops were dis-

These who saw the play at An-

for the weather, As it was, Ida

place that she held last year,

, 3 . patched from England to reinfore the green when my ball disappeared i gei : ¥ i E men, but he has given the girls a
{‘m(tih “;f "‘,".;‘“i' concessions’ granted SEra e ;a”wm;;. wh‘ilr-( ”’11:\ et caster noticed that too. Mss Mac- did vxetself ljrorud when she 'Llecurﬂ There have been o many play- sudden (desite 1o By oo TNl
c«{t%e?nﬁ)lry:u)l:i'(;ﬁ;‘?mfm' adopted an  Hoers made extensive preparations Well, when T succeeded in hol-  lenzie had several bits of rotten ©d the 4 feet 5 bar by five inches e have word from Chifago that a
the forelgn rp,,.‘mfmé’ i‘; ‘”]:;’(,F'_':"f“}’}’lb for hostilities, i \ ing out, not by any means with lyek, but managed te hold her own at least. Hsther Behring, of New- Woman’s Polo Club exists there,
R AR e gnkm;lbd\q&thi 2 T'h?o v u;»}mmngcod ”ffl(“rﬁlg t‘d‘( the ball I started off with, we  satisfyingly with brilllant recay- = 2rk, won the eight pound SY(’)‘JL{VUE not only exists, but leads among

. & s § 5 o'clock in the afternoe cto- R s s o < S s ; 5 AR e 3 Py A AL,
varfous parts of the country soon  Jyer Lllt(h, l])ut tjl:o ‘*ﬁ;,i';";l)“(‘” Owus Ln?)t: found the president, vice-president, eries. Miss Collett laid down most when she tossed the shot 30 fee Amerjcan women. For, {f you

after peace had been signed resulted
in a tremendous influx of Furopeans,
mostly of British birth, who in a very
short time formed a large percentage

fired until the following day, when the
Boers attacked an armoured train
near Mafeking. Thus began the great

the eaptain and the Scotch pro-
fessional all anxiously seeking us
and our score cavrds.

of hen shots with the
a machine,
“Why is the average American

exactness of

11 inches. The discug throw was
won by Roberta Ranck, of Phila-
delphia, who sent the dial whirl-

must know, the ladies/ from  the
‘Windy City set themselves up as
champions when their opponents,

South Affpiean War, which lasted for Handicapping is a wonderful better than the average Cana- ing for a distance of 70 feet. the Cineinnati Club faile 3
gSwrtz];(ej ;}gp]);ﬂ?lgi‘ox;ags tggdr?]{:ggiiﬁlﬁﬁg two and a half years and ended with thing., We were sitting in the dian?” Miss Mackenzie was ask- ¥isther Spargo, of Boston, hurled voay Tha X o \3cto(i'ymhg£-
of the property. Before the advent e (fomplete,(,i"f“,““ gL e ‘““.“”l"m\ drossing Foom talking aver the ed. “And how does Migs Colleit ac- the javelin 72 feet 53 inches. ever, is like gall in their mouths
¥ p: : Boers, but eventually resulted in  the match.  Suddenly there came a : s s Ty - 2 A s
of the Uitlanders, as the foreign set- unlon of the two nations under the ST el e e quire her aeccuracy? Little Hazel Kirk did just as because, after spending the whole

2pub 3 otlcally bank- ax i B o 8 ary's TSI i < e ¢ $ i ‘. B 1 P g in 9 second rom p : s
rupt, but the capital, enterprise and (Copyrighted.) for the fourth prize, which I had equal,’ ghe replied, ‘1 heard it sum $0,¥ard hurdles 1 0 sedonde snanicuring their horses’ hoofs,

labor of the new arrivals effected
an {mmediate change, and the coun-
try became one of the most prosper-
ous in the world. . The Uftlanders
very naturally felt that they were en-

HEALTHY CHILDREN

won-—good old handicap! Yes, I
feel all golf events should be on
a handicap basis.

ored that Miss Collett had only
missed six days of golf in the
whole year. Up here, we Haven't
guite the same chances, so we are
not go steady, So everything being

an exceptionally well halanced
field that included HEsther Behring,
Ida. Robinson and Clara Farley,
of Newark. Hazel takes the hur-
dles like a thoroughbred and her

t’hey find they have no one elge to
gonquer.

Glenna Collett, running abso-
lutely true to form in the Canadi-
an women’s open golf champion-

titled to enjoy the same rights and ALWAYS SLEEP 'WELL G ™ considered we can  elaim that . & 3 3 . g ;
: | s 3 a performance wag as effortless as ship, playing against Ada Mac-
GOQD HEALTH 3{'}’{,1;";59:? ;E,‘,inﬁ"ﬁv‘ﬁgcﬁ“fv;;‘ bsém“g, Girl Su’immer Ma we're not doing so badly ag we the flight of a bird. kenzie, somewhat off her game,
: produced by thelr industry they were The healthy child sleeps well and y might. Mrs, Hutchings deserves a The baseball throw was won by amnexed that title again. Miss.

Toronto, Ont.—‘From the time of my

subjected to a rigid policy of poli-

during its waking hours is

never

Prove to be Greatest

1ot of credit for winning the guali-

Mable Holmes, of Patterson, N.J.,

Mackenzie and Mrs. Hope Gibson,

earliest girlhood I had always heard my tical exclusion and restriction. § fying round with a 78. The par is who threw the ball for 199 feet the two star Canadian 1f

i i C always ha and laugh- : ; golfers,
e e M tor wa: mathods of & DRacorl Aaiure pved Ing.. It s only the slokly ohild that | o) pepsreo: (B8, pmtommnch w isle it lsen- | I incile b domanrt stund iy proved thelr sbilty fo baitle the
mgr:?sesallments,e so it is mot at all futile, and in 1895 they resolved to is cross and peevish. Mothers, if ISA LINDSTROM, barely 12 cellent.” parison with the throw of 234 best American products by lasting

strange that after I married and had
backaches, nervous spells and other dis-
tresses that I should remember what
my mother had always said of this

resort to forelble measures to secure
their rights. Risings were planned
to take place in Pretoriag and Johan-
nesburg, and it was arranged that Dr.

your children do not sleep well; if

they are cross and cry a great deal,
give them Baby’s Own Tablets and

years old, is rated by HEast-
ern aquatic experts as +the
greatest' child mermaid ever de-
veloped., Her reeent performances

THE CLOSED TOURNEY,
PNHE straid of the week at An-
caster showed in the closed

feet that Fileanor Chure¢hill made
lagt year, but it certainly is ex-
cellent work for a rainy day and
a slippery field. Dorothy Walsh,

into the final rounds.

The representation from all sec-
tions of the United States and
Canada in this and other tourna-

i hey wijll soon be well and happy 7 5 ¢

Prescription, and I found it relleved Jameson, the administrator of the b at Bay-Shore Beach, I.1. when Bl e : : air et IR Laa Sy
me of my ’achea pains and neryous- British South Africa Company in again., The Tablets are a mild bu; e ('ove.red O tournament at Mississs}uga,,' Miss of Oh!o. trool\ the‘rulrming bro'u" ‘ 1 vear, brings to mind
ness. It gave me renewed health and Rhodesls, should march aecross the thorough laxative which regulate 'f; dieses Sae B‘(‘)urse i Tthe Mackenzie continued. “And agalin, jump in 15 feet 8 4nches, and the 2 the thought that golf is the most
strength and so greéatly benefited me border with an armed force to assist the bhowels, sweeten the stomach, g ‘}’*f‘i h{im oyl it was difficult at Mississauga. Meadaowbrook Club team, of Phil- THE GOLFING SWIMMER, widespread of the sports and the
that T have no hesltancy in saying them., This profect was a eomplete [ o1 constipation, colle and indi- | #Ma%NE S Ok e Als-ERCIma There had been two weeks of hot , .adelphia, of which Frances Rup- ool o e least dependent on climatic con-
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WHITE man, clad only
in trousers, shirt and
broken canvas shoes,
sweated under the bak-
ing sun on the wharf
of Tloila in the South
Seas. [ n t ey minable
mountains of bales awaited handling
by the Ilumpers—seven near-naked
Negroes and the white man, Jim Kel-
8on. He worked harder than the rest,
and perhaps this was why they laugh-
ed at him on occasion. The evasion
of labor /is an art among cologed
wharf laborers. Also it is a joke to
have a white man brought so low.

Jim paused a moment to wipe the
moisture from his forehead, when his
eyes fell on a tops’l schooner ‘a mile
or so away. She was making for the
wharf, bending to the breeze, grace-
ful as any creature on the seven seas.

The man’s fingers slid from his bale
hook. |Two ships had called at Iloila
during the six weeks he had been
stranded there like rat in a trap, but
neither had been able to sign him on.
Optimism was rekindled at sight of
the schooner.

Ignoring the yelp of a colored “boss
boy,” Jim presently turned his back
on work, walked over to a faucet,
sluiced his hands and face, and pick-
ed his way among the merchandise.

N THE schooner a sail rattled
down. She luffed, and sidled to
the wharf. A puzzled expression

settled on Jim’s face., He had expect-
ed to see some gnarled old mariner
on the poop, or perhaps a youngish
mate capable of manhandling any-
thing with two arms and two legs,
Instead the vessel was /being run bv
a girl, who evidently understood sail-
oring.

Jim waited just long enough for the
the gangway to be thrust ashore be-
fore he walked on board, then stood
ridiculously nonplused before the girl
from whom he wanted a job.

‘“Pardon me, I'd like a word with
the skipper,”” he said, after clearing
his throat. “My name'’s Kelson.”

She was sunburnt and \ freckled,
with gray-green eyes which rested on
him only a full second before she
answered.

“This is my
want?”’

What did he want! He had come
across that gangway starving for a
chance once more to find his place
in the world of men, for the chance
of a rolling deck under his feet, for
the right to civilized food and a place
to sleep. During the last sixty nights

ship. What do you

bis only resting place had been on the
heach.

he want! en minutes
1d have been able to de-
es fairly accurately. ' He
’ o find his place

§ n, but a compli-
cation had arisen which as yet he
could only vaguely understand.

“1f you've room for a deck-hand
iboard, I'd be glad,” he said. *“T'm
stranded.”’ )

The gray-green eyes scanned him
again, more closely this time. As a
hobo he couldn’t have chosen a better
rig. A tear at the knee of his trous-
ars flapped in the breeze the hat in
ais hand was a travesty,

“Can you navigate?”

“I've a master’s certificate.”

“What happened?’ The question
was comprehensive,

“Went broke. Just plain rotten
luck. Finished up here without a
bean.””

: “Why, I guess I've a job I could give
you, Mr, XKelson,”” she said, ‘but

maybe you wouldn’t care to take it.
It’'s up to you. The mate of this
vesgsel was washed overboard two
weeks ago and I hadn’t been able to
give him his pay for three months.
The ship’s safe is pretty nearly empty.
Mr. Silver had been with me for three
years, so he understood. Stuck by me,
you understand. Now, if you want to
gét away from Iloila, here's your

chance, but that’s all T can offer you
for the present. Of course, if my
luck turns you’ll draw ordinary pay.
If it doesn’t—well, you'll have worked
your passage, that's all.”’
“I'll take a chance,” he said, quick-
ly. “But I may as well tell \you,
there's no cargo to be picked up at
Tloila.”
“I don’'t want cargo—just now.”
‘“Where are you bound?”
“Why, frankly, I don’t intend to
tell any one till I get clear of Iloila.”

IM raised his eyebrows fraction-

ally. At least, it was an unusual

proceeding.

“Of course, if you put it that
way—""' \

“] do. Very definitely. Are you
coming?’ ¢

“There isn't ~any gquestion about
that

And for the space of twenty seconds
these two Dbits of human flotsam
studied one another. Nothing could
have been more opportune for Betty

Trask than his arrival. Silver, the
drowned mate, had been her shield
and bulwark in these waters. The sea
itself had few terrors for her. She
Joved its moods, even as she had
infinite respect for them. On this

schoomner her own father had taught
her the mysteries of his craft. It was
4 byword among those who knew her
that Betty Trask could sail the Apia
Maid as cleverly as any skipper under
the Southern Cross. It was the only
life she knew, and for that reason she
had clung to the schooner long after
her father’s death. Nor had she ever
positively needed Silver's physical
protection. With a’revolyer she could
break nine bottles out of ten in m‘ld-
air when they were flung overboard,
which knowledge carried deep con-
viction into the minds of her Kanaka
crew.

But even with the heart of a lion,
a woman needs a white man around
when shé is running a trading schoon-
er. And as far as she could judge,
Jim, Kelson, though an entire strang-
er, was a man on whom she could
depend, a man whom she could like.
There was something about the
steadiness of his eyes that appealed
to her. He was no weakling, in any
sense of the word. In the lines near
his mouth there lurked good temper
and humor, but his chin was obstin-
ate. The woman who set-herself the
task of twisting him around her little
finger was foredoomed to disappoint-
ment. 4

For every

You

A\ method you use.

' used to use ordinary soap.

 If you like to boil your white cot-
~ tons, Rinso will give you just the
- safe cleansing suds you need
If you use a washing
machine, follow the advice of the big
washing machine manufacturers—

the boiler.

~ use Rinso.

wash-day method

o INSO is ideal for any wash-day
o do not
. have \to change any of your usual

. steps—just use Rinso where you

If you use a Washing
Machine, soak your
clothes in the Rinso
suds asusual. Inthe
morning add more
Rinso solution and
work the machine.
T henrinse and dry—
you will have a clean
sweel  snow - white
wash.

in

Just soaking with this new kind of
soap loosens all the dirt until a
single rinsing leaves the clothes

clean and spotless.

However you do your wash, make

it easy by using Rinso.

Rinso is sold by all grocers

and department stores

1

LEVER BROTHERS
LIMITED
TORONTO

R-4-27

There came a sharp crack and a pain in Kelson’s
though it had been seared with white hot iron.

She broke the brief silence with a
light laugh that was all courage.

“I'm afraid it’s 'almost a case of the
blind | leading the blind.”” she said.
“We're a couple of down-and-outs.
Anyway, slip ashore and get your
dunnage. -As soon as I can have the
water barrels filled, we shall pull out
of this.”

“Everything I own in the world is
in ‘my pockets,” Kelson answered.
“So I'm ready now,”’

/TALF and hour later the Apia Maid
cast off and turned due north,
with Kelson in much too

dreamy a frame of mind for an active
sailor. Knocking about the world had
become a habit with him, and hard-
ships, once passed, ceased to exist.
But this odd twist in the .game had

come too swiftly for him to assim-
ilate readily. Besides, there was the
girl. She acted on him as & magnet
acts on steel filings. He told himself
a dozen times that first afternoon,
while the schooner bowled along with
a full set of canvas under an azure
sky, that love was lunacy and that
anyway men didn't fall in love at
fiust sight outside of books. And yet
with every hour he knew the bond
that held him was growing stronger.
He watched the wind play with her
tawny hair, watched her poise like
4 bird, balanced on the swaying deck;
yet caught the spirit of weary anx-
iety which lay ever behind her quick
smile, noted the unmistakable signs
of poverty. The running gear of the
schooner was in a condition to make
a good mariner's heart ache. The
food on the ship was of the simplest.
T_he mate who died in this girl's ser-
vice hadn’t Had any pay for months
—but he had understood! Jim Kelson
wondered just what manner of man
that mate had been. No wonder he
had understood and stuck-by her, A
man couldn’t help sticking by a girl
such as this if he were half way hu-
man.

“Miss Trask,”” Jim began awkward-
ly that evening as they sat together
on t.he DPoop when the stars were
dancing overhead, “I don't want to

ask any question you don’t care to

answer, but sometime, don’t forget,
lf’ve”got to know where we’re bound
or.

The stars went on dancing a while
before she answered. He almost
wondered whether she had heard.

‘“You're quite right,”” she said at
length.' “We’re going up th Fly River
In New Guinea.”

Kelson’s brows crinkled.

“The Fly River!” If interrogation
rang about his words, he didn’t in-
tend it. Sooner or later she would
explain. !

HERE was no sound save the

sea’s gurgle at the prow of the

schooner and the, tapping of a
loose halyard. An ebony hued Kanaka
stood motionless at the wheel. The
moon glinted on the water, spraying
it with a million ever changing fairy
lights; half a thousand glistening fly-
ing fish shot up, hung in the air a
space, and then sank from- sight. But
these things passed unnoticed by the
man and girl on the poop. For the
present he was not really concerned
as to their destination. Enough for
him that he was here.

‘“Maybe you'll think I'm crazy if I
explain, Mr. Kelson,” she said event-
ually. ‘“When you get down to your
last five hundred dollars in this trad-
ing game you have to do something
that counts or else step ashore and
keep a peanut stand. So I'm taking a
long shot. My luck has been flerce
this last eighteen months. Everything
I've tpuched went wrong. It's like any
other/ business; you carry on just as

. long as your capital lasts. Well, I've

got so mear to the end of] my tether
that it's begun to hurt.”

“You mean yowll quit if you fall
down on this thing, whatever it is?”’

“I mean I'll have to. There's a mort-~
gage on the Apia Maid for the last
repair bill at Sydney, and if a full-
sized miracle doesn’'t happen there’ll
be mnothing left but to sail into
Sydney, sell my remaining share in
the ship for about a couple of thou-
sand dollars, and buy a ticket back to
the United States. T've got an aunt
up in Massachusetts who wants me
to go and live with her. but—" she
broke off, eyes roving the rim of the
moonlit sea.

‘You mean, you'd miss this life?”’
put in the mate.

‘Miss it? Why,
the world to me.

it's everything in
And there’s another
point. ' T don’t come of a race of quit-
ters. My dad sailed ‘this schooner for
fifteen years. It was his home; and
mine, too, most of that time. And
when you've made home in a ship it's
worse than having your back teeth out
to hand it over to anyone, especially
if it'’s because you’ve failed. It's a
nasty word, that—failure.”

‘“But you're not through yet.”

‘“No, and I don’t intend to be if T
can help it. Mr. Kelson, five days ago
a sailor told me a queer yarn about a
lot of missing pearls and then offered
to sell the secret where they were for
a hundfed dollars, - When T tell you 1
fell for it what will you say?”’

“Why—why, I wish vou luck, that's
all,” said Kelson. ‘It sounds as if
you'd taken an almighty big chance
though.”” :

‘“Taken a chance!

’

There are people

I know who’d say I ought to be lock-
ed up in a lunatic asylum. But T
paid the old pirate his price. One
hundred perfectly good American dol-
lars when it only left chicken feed in
the safe.”

“What made you fall for it?’ The
man was watching her face intently.
She leaned forward, nervously eager.

“I don’t believe I'd ever be able
to explain.. T've tried to think iout
fifty times, but I can’t. I, suppose
the real fact is I figured that he was
telling' the truth, though Lord knows
everything was against him. ‘ He came
on board the Apia Maid at Groona,
where I'd gone to discharge cargo. He
was about half drunk, sailor fashion,
but seemed to have his senses, and he
was respectful, so I let him talk a
while. He was deck hand on a ship
that was leaving by ™that tide for
Chinese ports. 'Don’t make any mis-
take; he was just as crooked an old
villain as I've struck in years. But
he didn't tell his story as youwd ex-
pect a crook to tell a yarn he'd in-
vented. I felt all along it was an
unsavory business and 'it’s no less
unsavory now, but I put him through
the third degree before I came across
with the currency. I laid it on the
table between us, figuring that he'd
be more likely to open up if he saw
the cash, only I had my gun handy.”

ELSON uncrossed his legs. He
K ~was growing interested, though
he didn’t relish the idea of her
crossing swords with a tipsy salilor.

‘“He told you where the pearls
are?'?
“No. Tt isn’t even as hopeful as

that, quite. I won’t say it’s an even

money chance. But I think I got
the truth out of him. He'd been on
8 pearling schooner,
which had struck it rich. They were
lving at some island. after pearling
for eighteen months when he and an-
other man chloroformed the owner
dumped him on the wharf and sailed
off with the pearls on board as far
as they knew. The owner hadn’t had
a chance to sell them and they made
sure he hadn’t got them on him when
they dumped him on the wharf. After
they got out to sea, they searched the
schooner from end to end but couldn’t
Jocate the pearls. And then they got
scared because there was a pretty
long stretch in the penitentiary ahead
of them if they were caught, They
didn’t dare run Intd any port because
it was dollars to doughnuts they’d be
arrested.

“After a while they came to New
Guinea and turned up the Fly river,
intending to run ashore in some’ quiet
spot, break the schooner into match-
wood if necessary to get at the pearls
and then go on foot to the trading
station further up the river. They
ran her ashore ‘all right but wrecked
her in the process and then ' began
smashing up the whole caboodle. You
see, they felt certain those pearls were
hidden somewhere aboard, because
there was nowhere  else for them to
be. That’s all right. But when they'd
sottled down to the job up comes one
of those fussy little |[government
power boats that are always poking
their noses everywhere nowadays.’

‘“Frenchman?’’

‘““Heaven only knows: The two
crooks didn’t stop to ask. They doped
it out, that it was a close call and
bolted.” :

“Didn’t get the peéarls?”

HE old sailor said they didn’t and
if there’s any truth in the whole
story I guess that part may be

true, or else why should this man
want to put his neck in the noose for
a hundred dollars? Remember the
pearler had struck it rich.”

“And you don’t know if the men
in the government power boat finish-
ed the job?”

‘“No. But it's long odds against
their knowing just what the game was
As I tqld you at first, I'm taking a
chance, but it looked good enough.
I've no more notion than the man
in the moon’ where the law comes into
this thing. I'm not out for piracy,
Mr. Kelson, but it's common sense,
isn’t it, that somebody ought to fetch
those pearls if they're there. And as
far as I can make out, nobody aside
from the two thieves and. me knows
that particular schooner is lying
wrecked up the Fly river.”

The water rippled and swished along
the vessel’s side.

‘“Did he—I mean the sailor—indi-
cate the exact spot where the gchoon-
er is supposed to be lying?’ Jim
asked after a pause.

‘““Near enough,” she answered. “ He
made a rough drawing of the entrance
to the river. The schooner lies at
the back of a little island about fif-
teen miles up. Come, I'll show you
his sketch. It’'s in the cabin.”

Jim followed her down the compan-

ion., She took the sailor’s sketch
from a locker and laid it on the
table

““You think the whole thing's a fool
game, don't you?’’' she asked.

He looked at/ her for several mo-
ments before replying.

“I haven't said so,”
ultimately. b

“But you think so, don't you?’

‘“To be honest, I have no idea. Most
sailors. would spin aayarn for a hun-
dred dollars. I can only repeat what

came from him

J

the / owner of

sunk with a schooner.

Betty Trask, who had spent her girlhood on the sea, be-
came captain of the “Apia Maid”” when her father died. Then,
failing for many months to .get a cargo that would pay ex-
penses, she took a long shot in the shape of a trip up the Fly
River in New Guinea in search of pearls supposed to have been
The mate was washed overboard and
she hired Jim Kelson, a beachcomber, in his place. Then follow-
ed adventures of an entirely new kind.

¢

arm as é

1 said before—I wish you lotg of luck.’”

Thig time it was Betty who was held
silent by intangible forces. An in-
definable quality about the man had
begun to seize upon her imagination.
There was something here which she
could not ignore. ' In.a'/way it'was
humorous; she, Betty Trask, who had
turned qown at least half a dozen pro-
posals of marriage from men who had
Wwon success in varying degrees, she
who had fought her own way in life
for five wyears doing men’'s work and
often beating them at the game, she
who had been compelled during those
nomad years to regard man as an ever
present danger, - was now made
thoughtful by the mere presence of a
stray beachcomber who had come to

" her, penniless, asking for a job.

“Thank you,” .she said at last and,
with curious abruptness born of in-
stin¢t ‘centuries older than herself,
left him, mounted the companion, and
walked for’ard. 'keaning against the
rigeing, Betty tried to analyze her
emotion. It wag as though some trick
had been played on her. For no reason
at all, she had taken a mental photo-
graph of Jim Kelson which was dis-
turbingly real. It was a photograph
that lived. There was a quiet smile
that played about his lips. Men had
made love to her in the different ways
of men, at times with alluring fire;
but always it had lacked the one par-
ticular spark «hat alone could set
something within her aflame. She
wondered—

Betty Trask shook herself quickly,
told herself plainly not to be a fool,
and swung on her heel. He was on
the poop when she passed by.

‘“I’'m  going to turn in, Mr. Kelson,”
she said ecoldly. “‘Good-night. Call
me if anything happens, and rouse
me anyway to relieve you for the sec-
ond watch.!”” She turned away, dis-
appeared without looking back.

ITTSOR ten minutes afterward Jim's
eyes were fixed on the spot where
he had last seen her. Then he

pulled out a pipe, thumbed tobacco

into it tﬁoughtful_ly, and forgot to
light it. 'He cast one mechanical
glance up at the far-flung canvas, and
leaned over the rail, eyes fixed on the
vessel’s phosphorescent wake. For
hours he barely moved. Then he
suddenly straightened himself, lighted

his pipe, and told himself not to be
a blame fool.

Nevertheless, the second night
watch had merged ‘well into the
morning watch before he called Betty
to relieve him. ]

When she came on deck there was
a pronounced air of frigidity about
her.

“Didn’t I give definite orders 'that
you were to call me to take the 'sec~
ond watch, Mr. Kelson?'” she asked.

“Why, I thought you looked all in,
Miss Trask. You've been taking too
many watches lately, haven't you?"

Here, Betty sensed, was a Rubicon.
Once she began ‘accepting anything
save his legitimate service as mate
he would have her at a disadvantage.

“So long as you are mate of this
vessel,” she said steadily, ‘I expect
you to ‘carry -out orders implicitly.
Let that be clearly understood.}

A maddening ghost of a smile played
about his mouth. A good night's
sleep—the first for over a week—had
had a wonderful effect on her.  For
all her pssudo austerity, she looked
five years younger. Rest had smoothed
away lines of weariness, and her
grey-green eyes wouldn’t have spar-
kled so fascinatingly yesterday even
i¥ he’d made her twice as angry.

‘“You couldn’t have stuck it much
longer, Miss Trask. I'd like you to
forgive me if I say I'd be happier if
I were human first and, a sailor after-
wards. A man can stand more of
this sort of thing than a girl; and re-
member I've had eight hours’ sleep
every night for weeKs.”

Betty’s toe was tapping the deck
impatiently. Silver had talked to her
that way many a time, but Silver was
old enough to be her father. Silver
had dandled her on his knee when
she was eight. 'In a way she had
loyed the gnarled, mahogany-hued old
man for his devotion -and loyalty.
His death had come as a blow from
which she had not recovered. Silver
would have gone through fire and
water for her, but he always obeyed
her‘—except in just such matters as
this. It was too early, altogether too
early, for a new mate to assume such
discretion. :

The sparkle in those eyes of hers
warmed to a flash.

“We have no contract, you and I,
Mr. Kelson,’”” she said. ‘“‘You’'ll leave
this ship at the next sizable port we
touch.”

Agaln that maddening smile,

“Whatever you wish.”” He sald it
as though addressing a child, and
Betty could have found infinite Joy in
kicking something. Almost she hated
him then. And what galled her worst
of all was the knowledge that he knew.
Knew he had stirred something within
her that could not be aeccounted for
by mere disobedience. A touch of
color began to mount her cheeks. He
watched it deliberately, fascinated;
watched the flame of her eyes. Then
took off his cap respectfully, and
quietly went below.

In the cabin he stared blindly be-
fore him for a while.

“If T don’t, get off thig ship pretty

\ A}

soon—" he began; but left the sen-
tence incomplete. It was beginning
to dawn on him that when he left the
Apia Maid he would leave also some-
thing that was curiously vital.

the poop Betty Trask was

N
@ snapping orders to the Kanaka
bos'un. The set of the mainsail
wag perfectly good, but she had the

halyards sweated. The tops'l was
drawing with every inch, but she
sent a couple of men scrambling up

to overhaul and stop the buntlines.
There was a possible doubt about -the
jib, and she gave crisp orders for it
to be unbent and the spare set in its
place. Then, with no excuse for driy—
ing the crew further, she stlood on
the poop and watched the thing 'she
had loved best in all the world-—the
sway of this Apia Maid, a creature
of infinite grace, as it raced like a
finely bred horse, Exactly as the race
horse might have conscious pride in
its power, so might the schooner al-
most have an intelligence and spirit
of its own. It seemed incredible that
a mere mass of inanimate matter
could ride up the side of a green wave
with such glorious assurance, then
volplane, like some great bird, down
the slope ahead, shaking itself almost
petulantly at a temporary check:

¥or perhaps half an hour Ba‘tty
watched, but finally turned, leaning
bare lebows on the rail, For the first
time in her life she found something
just the' least. unsatisfying in the
possession of this flying schooner.
She loved it—if that was the word—
but it wasn’'t human. And of a sud-
den she knew that for years' though
adventure aplenty had come her way,
though excitement of ‘a kind held her
every time the Apia Maid ran into a
hurricane, there was some human
note within her that had been alto-
gether too still.

Then, with a glance at the com-
panion way where her eyes had last
rested on Jim Kelson, she again told
herself not to be foolish. So that by
the time the mate met her once more
her 'defences were fully alert, She
treated him with quiet indifference—
and ‘'saw something fine in the set of
his shoulders. She spoke to him
coldly of ship routine-—and wanted to
darn a rent in his shirt. She weighed
him in the balances against @ Peter
Wirth, the prosperous Manila shipping
agent, who had often offered to lay
hig big hands, big heart, and big for-
tune at her feet—and she wondered
what sort of woman Jim Kelgon's
mother was. q
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N ARMED truce still lay between
them when the coast line of New

Guinea first loomed under '@ the
schooner's how.
“Do you know these waters, Miss

Trask?” he asked, eyes fixed on the
blur ahead that might have been haze.

‘““Never been here before,”” she ans-
wered. Have you?”

“Never. T hope you won’t mind my
saying it's supposed to be pretty
tricky. Especially up the mouth of
the Fly.»”

She shot a searching glance at him.
Was this a veiled reflection upon her
skill? Or was it momentary concern
for his own skin? A slight frown
swept her forehead. For an instant
she was filled with a wild desire ito
test him. Many a time, trading in
the Carolines, with Silver perched on
the heel of the boom, she had picked
her way through unchartered reefs,
guided only by the color of the water
and some sixth' gense which none
save a real sailor could even under-
stand. Once, in a race for cargo, she
and Silver had felt their way through
five miles of that sort of thing with
a margin, at places, of two fathoms
between ' rocks, and got in hours
ahead of their rivals. She would
have loved now to drive the schooner

full tilt through this danger zone,
partly to see' how her beach-comber
of a mate would react wunder the

strain and partly to show him that
she was in every sense of the word
mistress of the Apia Maid. But on

second thought she. took a more
rational course.
1t was tedlous and hazardous

threading through the intricate, shal-
lows under reefed sail. Something of
the gold miner’s spirit when, after
long toil, -he comes/within reasonable
reach of his great goal, captured
Betty Trask as the schooner rode into
the river's wide mouth. This was
her one last desperate hope. TUntil
now, faced as she was by the possi-
bility - of failure and disillusion, she
had never quite realized how black
an outlook life held for her. In a way,
for years, everything had been one
continual gamble, but this was the
greatest. Literally her whole future
hinged on the next few hours. Once
or twice she glanced at Kelson and

on each occasion a vague shadow
crept into her face. There was some-
thing about the man which she

sensed she ought to fathom but could
not. Perhaps she was mistaken, but
there seemed to her a curbed un-
easiness in him, a restlessness in the
eyes which she had not noticed be-
fore. Intuitively, unreasoningly, she
felt that in the last
analysis she might c¢ount on him;
but now she was' conscious of mis-

givings. Almost it appeared that he
was avolding her. That quiet s;‘mle
about his lips was there at times
when he spoke, but it seemed dif-
ferent. Perhaps it was forced, she
fancied.

Picking her way by the aid of-the
old sailor’s chart, which bore a rough
resemblance to the contour of the
land, Betty came at length to the
island indicated, and triumph shone
in her eyes when finally, on rounding
the northern point, ghe saw a
stranded ketch. So far, at least, she
realized, the old sailor had not’ beén
lying.

With man -

infinite care the girl

oeuvered the Apia Maid to within a |

hundred feet of the abandonédd ves-—
cel,” and then a boat was lowered.
With Takani, the colored ho’sun, and
another Kanaka deck hand, she pre-
pared to row across. = Kelson drew
near.

“Pardon me, Miss Trask; but shail

' T go first?”’ he said almost brusquely.

‘““That ketch—well, she’s been lying
there half submerged some time, and
you never kKnow—'' /

Betty regarded him directly. Xer
gray-green eyes narrowed. ' Com-
fortingly she felt the weight of a re~
volver inside her dress.

‘““Never know what?”’
was cold, deliberate!

‘“Well, for one thing, there may be
natives on board that ketch,  or—'"
Hisg face hardened. ‘‘Misg Trask—IT
—I'm darned if T'll let you go aboard
first.”

HﬂER lip curved. ' '
“And how will "you stop me?”

She was building now on the re-
volver, and, though her fingers itched
to stray toward its bulk, her hands re-
mained still. The man’s face twitch-
ed; clearly she saw the restlessness
that possessed him. :

“I don’t want to use hrute strength
—against a girl,” he said, with a touch
of irritation. ‘At least, yowll let me
come over, too.”’

Betty realized she was fighting some
unseen  force, and her sensss quick-
ened. There flashed into her mind a
swift conviction which stabbed doub-
ly. It had seemed necessary to tell
this man everything, but anow that
they were so near possible success he
meant to come Between her and any
treasure trove. She knew it. The
knowledge was to her 4s real as her
own existence, and neither the swift
flush that mounted her neck nor the
momentary shakiness of her knees
had any relation to hypothetical pearls
on that stranded ketch., Nor did sal-
vation come from her sense of humor.
The thing was too bitter—too near for

Continued on Page Twenty-nine.

Her tone
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One Muscle

of Man’s Arms
Composed of 600,000 Fibres

--Marvellous Postal and Tele-

graphic Systems in the Body.

E may seem so far
only to have con-
cerned
with organs which
exist for the sake
of other organs.
That, in point of

ourselves

fact, is (hc nature of every organ

in the %organism’’; and, indeed,
it would be at least equally cor-
rect to say that bones and muscles,
which one naturally thinks of as
forming the' greater part of the
body, exist -very largely for the
purpose of digestion and respira-
tion. Nutrition and reproduction
‘are the oldest functions, the orig-
inal functlbns, of the animal body.
The elaborate skelston, with its
masses of muscles, hag evolved to
protect and minister to these
fundamental activities.

Of the distribution of the two
hundred bones and two hundred
and sixty pairs of muscles which
form the great bulk of the body
1itt}e can be said here. A cataloguse
of the bones would be a list of
unfamiliar terms; and a catalogue
of the muscles would be almost
an essay in Greek. It is in the de-
velopment and minute structure
of bone that modern physiofogy is
chiefly interested. As is now gener-
ally known, ths body begins its ex-
istence as a single cell-——a micro-
&copic speck of living matter sur-
rounded by a ;11en1bra11e—a11d the
development of the body is due to
the repeated and rapid multiplica-
tion of this cell (the fertilized
ovum or egg cell) until countless
mitlions are formed. It is a ‘“cell

s commonwealth of millions

state’’;
of living, active units bound to-

gether into a harmoniously work-

ing organism.

As this “‘protoplasm’—the jelly-
Jike matter which composes cells
—ig soft. the beginner may wonder
how it can build up such struc-
tures as teeth and bones. To un-
derstand this,; as far as we do
understand it at present, we have
to remember that, as the cells
of the body  multiply from the
original egg cell, they also separ-
ate into different classes. We get
muscle cells, nerve cells, bone cells,
gland cells, and so on, and they
differ remarkably / in structure
from each other.

@N B

contingent of these cells

and long before birth they begin
to construct the supporting frame-
work of the body. It is, of course,
not bone at first, Frames of carti-

lage preceded bony frames in the

. tion
‘into tissues.

consists of the bone builders, :

course of racial evolution, and a
cal'tildge frame goes before bone
in the development of the individ-
ual body. When the time comes,
the bone builders extract the
lime salts which have got into the
blood with the digested food, and
they use these in building up the
bones. Sir Arthur Keith tells us
that there are two million of these
bone builder cells at work in the
thigh, of a newborn baby, and that
the numper rises later to a hun-
dred and fifty millions. They make
the bones solid, then they change
the ‘interior into - the light 'but
strong texture with which every-
body is familiar.

How is it that we feel no creak-
ing, no jarring, or friction, of the
two hundred and thirty joints by
which our bones play upon one
another? There is another ingen-
ious contrivance. A layer of cartil-
age remains over the end of each
bpne. It is dense; elastic, and
always well lubricated by one of
the many remarkable automatic
lubricating systems of the body.
The cartilage cells themselves in
this case are converted into Ilu-
bricating fluid when they die!

The muscular system = which
moves the bones is the red flesh
with which we are familiar in the
butcher’s shop. Everybody who

A_has carved a joint, and knows the

importance of cutting against the
grain, is aware that one of these
large muscles of the ribs or limbs
of a cow consists of muscular fibres
packed closely in bundles. There
are 600,000 fibres in a single mus-
cle of man’s arms, the biceps.
Each fibre is composed of many
fibrils, the seat of that power of

contractility which we little
understand. The bhody machine is
still full ot problems and mys-
teries for' us. Three hundred

years ago the courageous anato-
mists of the later middle ages be-

/gan to make out the structure of

the organs.
which

Later came a genera-
dissected the organs

‘Later istill,. as the
microscope improved, the tissues
were dissected into cells, and the
whole life of the organism was re-
solved into the co-operative life of
millions of these units. But we
now know that the secrets of the
life of the cell lie partly in the
molecules which compose the
cells, and these are beyond the

‘'range of the most powerful micro-

scope. We must wait and be
grateful for what we know. Sci-
ence never rests. On the day on
which I am writing this page the
press announces the discovery of

i
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NATURE

By CALTHA

“NI']'&O'FI-I? That isn’'t a
moths are much

than that!” And ° the onlooker
gazed at the beautiful creature
before him and glanced doubtingly
at the naturalist, and said: ‘That
is a butterfly!” But like the little
maid in the poem, the naturalist

moth,
smaller

“would have her way,” and re-
peéated, ‘‘No! ' that . is:a moth.”
“Well, how do you know?"” said

the onlooker. Without going into
{he details of difference in con-
struction, the naturalist explained
ihat the great distinctive mark of

Makes a Family Supply
of Cough Remedy

Renlly better than rendy-made
cough syrups, and saves about §2.
Easlly and quickly prepared.

ém

1f you combined the curative prop-
erties of every known “ready-made
cough remedy, you probably could
not get as much real curative power
as there is in this simple home-made
cough syrup, which is easily prepared
in a few minutes. :

Get from any druggist 2'5 ounces
of Pinex, pour it into a 16-0z. bottle
and fill the bottle with syrup, using
either plain granulated sugar syrup,
clarified molasses, honey, or corn
syrup, as desired. The result is 16
ounces of really better cough syrup
than vou could buy ready-made and
saves easily $2. Tastes pleasant and
never gpoils. i

This Pinex and Syrup preparation
gets right at the cause of a couch
and gives almost immediate relief.
1t loosens the phlegm, stops the nasty
throat tickle and heals the sore, irri-
tated membranes so gently and easily
that it is really astonishing.

A day’s use will usually overcome
the ordinary cough and for bronchitis,
croup, hoarseness and bronchial asth-
ma, there is nothing better.

Pinex is s most valuable concen-
trated compound of genuine Norway
pine extract, and has been used for
generations to break up severe coughs.

To avoid disappointment, ask your
druggist for “2Y, ounces of Pinex
witg full directions, and don’t accept
anything else. Guaranteed to give ab-
solute satisfaction or money prompt-
lovn{efunded. The Pinex Co., Toronto,
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the moth is the ‘feathers” anten-

nae) on the head. If these beau-

tifully = delicate ‘“feathers’” are

wide and heavy, /the’ imoth 15 a
male; if thin the thoth is a female.
In' the case of butterflies the
antennae are thread-like with a
tiny knob at the tips.

The subject under discussion
was that magnificent creatu’re, the
Samia Cecropia. Fastened on a
white cardboard, it looks like an
exquisite painting. The wings are
nearly five inches across. The
body mnear the head is covered
with long, soft,
reddish-brown tint. On each of the
four wings is a half-moon of white,
edged with the reddish-brown and
bordered by a thin line of black.
On the tip of each fore-wing is an
‘“eye” of iridescent blue, édged
with | black. A border of fawn
streaked and dabbed with black
edges the wings, and above it is
a shaded band of red-brown edged
with white. The body between
the wings is red-brown with bands
of white and black.

It is quite a common moth but
being a night-flyer, is not very
often seen.

Its caterpillar is a very large,
soft, pale green creature three or
four inches long. On the second
and third segments it has tuber-
¢les (round rough balls) of bright
coral red; blue on the first and
last segment, and bright yellow
on the rest. It is a very hand-
some caterpillar if the non-lover
of caterpillarg can be induced
to examine it. It weaves a large
oblong cocoon late in September
and fastens it along a branch of
various fruit trees, sometimes on
lilacs. In this about ten days
after the cocoon is finished the
caterpillar sheds its skin, and
goes into the pupal stage, from

which it emerges in June of the .
)

next year.

Who has had the opportunity of
watching the various changes in
the life of ‘this giant silk-moth,
has witnessed something of won-
der to carry through life and to
be never-forgotten. |

t
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a mnew microscope, which takes
| us at a bound deeper into the
mysteries of living nature!

Meantime, science has shown us
that the muscular system is an
automatic  living mechanism of
the most wonderful Xkind. To
every muscle the arteries bear
their streams of food and oxygen,
the muscle cells select their diet,
and the veins take away the waste
products. On every muscle there
are also-the fine endings of some
nerve from
cord, and at the proper moment
a discharge along the nerve causes
. the whole mass of the cells or
fibr/os ¥ a muscle to contract sim-
ultaneously and lift the bone to
which the muscle is attached. The
nerve impulse itself is slight. @ It
is merely like ‘a match set to the
great energy stored up like pow-
der in the muscle, But when we
remember the number of muscles
needed for a single harmonious
action—we bring ! fifty-four 'into
play at each step in walking, and
there are about 300 muscles con-
cerned when we walk—the deli-
cacy of their adjustment, the pre-
cise degree off action needed in
cach, we cannot but marvel at the
ceaseless regularity and correct-
ness of this unconscious play of
muscle and nerve and nerve ‘een-
tre. We can say only that it is
broadly and beautifully illumi-
nated by the story of evolution—
a slow advance duri‘ng millions of/
Yyears, during which every indi-
vidual with a defect is sifted out
and every improvement means
longer survival in the struggle for
life.

The Nervous System.
MOST wonderful of all struc-

tures in the body machine,
and most difficult to understand,
is: the telegraphic system-—the
nerve threads ‘or wires and the
central stations in the brain, the
spinal cord, and certain other clus-
ters of nerve cells. A unified clus-
ter of nerve cells is called a gang-
lion or nerve centré. TIn the sim-
plest forms of life. there is no
nerve, no musele, no mouth or
stomach. The mic¢roscopic unit is
one single cell—a bit of jellylike
living matter enclosed in a more
or less definite membrane. Each
and every part of it digests food,
contributes to the movement, and
is sensitive to the surroundings.
In the course of evolution there
arose larger organisms with bodies,
with millions of cells bound to-
gether in harmony, showing divi-
sion of labor. Some cells special-
ize on nutrition, some on l'evpro-‘
Guction, some on locomotion, and
so on. Some of these cells special-
ize on sensitiveness, and thus arise
nerve cells. Then some specialize
on one particular kind of sensi-
tiveness, and there appear natches
or pits in ‘the skin, one sensitive
to light, another to smells, and so
on. Further advance unites these
various centres by nerve fibres, and
at last a central telegraph station,
a long tract of nerve matter, con-
nects up the various sense centres
and the muscles and glands. When
a backbone ig evolved, the main
tract of central nerve stations is
inglosed in it; and, as life ad-
vances, the upper part of this
spinal cord swells into a brain and
is protected by a skull.

This interesting story of the evo-
Jution of the brain and sense or-
gans deserves to be told at great-
er length, but this slight outline
may serve at present for our un-
derstanding of the essential na-
ture of tile nervous system. There
is, as we said previously, a postal
system and a telegraphic system
in the body. Certain organs dis-
charge certain chemicals (hor-
mones) into the blood, and the
blood delivers them to distant or-
gans which are thus set to work.
Obviously, this postal system would
be too slow for the purposes of
ordinary 'life, and so the tele-
graphic sysfem is richly developed.
Suppose that in bathing you tread
upon a sharp stone. 1In a fraction
of a second a nerve thrill flagshes

(generally) the spinal'

. glands.

Ll
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upper arm.

(Reproduced by permission from HKeith’'s “The En-
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A PLAIN STORY SIMPLY TOLD

A Drawing of the Biceps of the Upper Part of the
Right Arm, Showing Its Tendon, Its Blood Vessels,
and Tts Nerve.—A tendon or sinew fastens a muscle to
a bone; the artery brings oxygen and - food material
for the muscle; the vein carries away carbon dioxide
and waste; the nerve conveys the stimulus which pro-
vokes the muscle to contract. The biceps lies along the
upper arm or humerus; its upper end is connected
by two tendons with the shoulder blade or scapula;
its lTower end is connected by a tendon with the radius,
one of the bones of the lower arm; when the biceps
contracts, becoming shorter and broader, as we can
feel it doing, it raises the lower arm ncarer the
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gines of the Human Body."”)

from that part of your foot to a
certain centre in the spinal cord,
and a return thrill causes the
muscles of the leg to contract,
‘thereby jerking back the foot. In
an animal far down in the scale
like the octopus this \nerve mes-

sage goes at about eighty inches a
second; in the frog the speed has
worked up to ninety feet a sec-
ond; in man it reaches about four
hundred feet a second.

In the case of man the nerve
message often goes on to ring @
bell in the brain, as it were—to
announce itself in consciousness
—Dbut the greater part of the body
machine is run, as we have seen,
by automatic action, and we will
first master this. We have spok-
en repeatedly of reflex action. We
mean by this nervous action with-
out conscious effort. The mess-
age that goes to the brain or spine
is automatically reflected, along a
Cifferent wire, to the muscles or
‘When a piece of dust
blows against your eyeball, one
nerve sends some sort of thrill
to a centre in the brain. Within
a small fraction of a second this
message passes through a nerve
centre in the brain, and another
thrill comes back to the muscles
of the eyelids. Nearly the whole
body is connected up generally
through the spinal cord, by an au-
tomatic nervous machinery of this
kind. For the muscles of the head
and face thHe nerve ceatres are in
the brain.

The nerve cells (or neurons, as
they are often called) have a cell
body and outgrowing fibres or
wires. Bach cell has two or more
fibres running out to it, and these
in most cases end in brushes of
still finer threads. The nerve cells
are, therefore, particularly suit-
able for communicating with each

other. In the brain and spinal cord
especially each cell runs into a
little brush or tree of fine fibres,
and they interlock with each
other. In the nerves that carry
messages or commands to the mus-
cles and glands many long fibres
are bound up into bundles by a
sheath, Inside each fibre there is
a mysterious central channel, the
axis cylinder, probably of a liquid
nature.

What the real nature of 'a nerve
thrill is we do not yet know. It is
accompanied by electricity, but it
is not itself an electric wave, for
such a wave would travel more
than a million times faster than
the nerve message does.
nerves are also peculiar in the fact
that they never get tired /(as long
as they are well supplied with
oxygen), and physiologists have
not yet been able to discover any
definite chemical change in them.
KEven the production of carbon
dioxide is questionable. Sleeping

_or waking, the wires are always

alive, yet physiologists have not
found that any heat is produced
in connection with their activity.

The Brain Centre.

T is otherwise with the masses
of nerve cells which make up

the great brain centres. HEvery-
body knows that these grow tired
and must have a period of rest and
recpvery. Sleep is, however, still
a puzzling phenomenon, and no
theory of it can be regarded:. as
satisfactory. All that physiologists
are generally agreed upon is that
the blood supply to the brain is
checked, and this lessening of the
supply of oxygen (as to which the
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A GUARANTEED

TREATMENT

For Asthma and Hay Fever

Go to your regular druggist and buy a
package of Dr. Schiffmann’s Asthmador
today and if it does not give instant re-
lief, and even more, if you do not find it

best remedy you have
ack and your money will

to be the ver
ever used, go
be cheerfully returned by the druggist,
without any question whatever.

always within 15 minutes.

instantaneously.
package will cost younothing. Go back

and get your money refunded. You are
to be the sole judge as to whether bene-
No risk is run in buying
this remedy under this positive guaran-
tee, and more positive proof can thus
be demonstrated than a free sample

fited or not.

could possibly prove.

No
matter what else has failed, Asthmador
or Asthmador Cigarettes will give in-
stant relief usually within 16 seconds, but,
It does not,
matter how violent the attack or obstin-
ate the case is, or what else had been
tried and failed, Asthmador will relieve
If it does not, this
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“Love’s Dedication
By Robert Schumann

Thow art. my soul,

Thou art my heart;

Thow both my joy and sadness art;

Thou art my world,

Where 1 am mover,

My heaven art thou wherein I hover,

Thou are my grove, wherein I cast
forever all my sorrows past.

NE of the purest and most

beautiful romances In music

is that of Robert Schumann and

Clara, Weick.

Both were musliclang. Clara
Weick's father was a celebrated
teacher of muslec and it was his

ambition to make his daughter
a virtuoso of the plano. She was
naturally gifted and with his own
pedagogical genius the elder
Welck was sure that Clara would
first place on the concert
For this reason he was
afraid of possible lovers for Clara.
He could not reconcile a career
with wifehood and determined
that for the sake of her artistio
future his daughter would re-
main a spinster.

¢ Then RobertSchumann entered
the scene. Schumann was
a great pianist and
Both felt drawn t»
instinectively and

take
platform.

upon
bhoth
poser,
another

com-
ons
they

Aedney

dedicated themselves to each
other's happiness./

Father Weick was bitterly op-
posed to the match on principle.
Nothing that his daughter. her
lover or friends could do or say

changed him from his decision
never to give his congent to
Clara’'s marriage.  They suffered

years of heartache before finally
Welck's resistance was worn
down and he resigned himself to
seeing his hopes for Clara as an
artist frustrated. At least so he
thought, for the truth was that
though Clara Welck was a dis-
tinguished performer her talent
not such that she would
have attained the extreme
helghts her father imaglned.
Schumann and Clara Weick
were married and they could not
have been happler. Theltrs was
in every way an ideal union but
when Schumann was only forty-
four, in the prime of his life, he
succumbed to a /mental disease
that had been creeping upon him
for some years and died, a hope-

less lunatic.
(Copyright, 1924.)
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UIIVERSITY of AB

THE NERVOUS SYSTEM

brain is particularly sensitive) low-
ers the vitality ot the organs of
consciousness. About the end of
the first hour of sleep (which is
the real beauty sleep) the brain
life is entirely suspended, and the
blood is busy feeding the tired
muscles. Some hours later more
blood seems to return to the brain
and we get partial consciousness,
uncontrolled by intellect, in the
form of dreams. In a few individ-
uals there may be, instead of a
partial return to consciousness, an
awakening of power of stimula-
tions. They are apt to “walk in
their sleep.”

Our knowledge of the brain is
now a special and formidable
branch 'of science; it will be re-
ferred to later when we come to
deal with mental science.

“In some way that we do not
understand our personality is
more bound up with our nervous
system than with the rest of our
body. Our quickness or slowness,
alertness or dullness, cheerfulness
or gloominess, reliability or fickle-
ness,; good will or selfigshness, are
wrapped up—in our ordinary life
inextricably—with our very wond-
erful nervous gystem. Some
people believe that " our in-
most self uses the nervous system
as a rmusician uses a piano, and
compare the disorder of mind
illustrated in the delirlum of
fever, or the decay of mental
vigor in the aged, to disturbances
or wear and tear in the instru-
ment. Others think that'the in;
ner life of consciousness—-—feeling,

thinking, and willing—is one
aspect of our mysterious living,
and that the physico-chemical

bustle that goes on in the ner-
vous system is the other aspect
of the same reality. The two
aspects are inseparable, like the-
concave and the convex surfaces
of a dome; but no metaphor is
of any use, the realation is quite
unique. ! ;
“This is one of the oldest rid-

ETL, SCOTIAND

Has Nothing to Do With
Thought--Large Head Does

IR THOMSON [

Not Mean Large Capacity.

dles., and Tennyson made ‘the

Ancient Sage’ say:

Thou canst not prove that thou
art body alone,

Nor canst thou prove that thou
art spirit alone,

Nor canst thou prove  that thou
art both in one:

For nothing worthy proving can
be proven,
Nor yet disproven.

“Yet three things seem ,to us
to be quite certain: (1) Our ner-
vous system is a scientific actu-
ality’ that. can be measured and
welghed; it is complex beyond our
power of conception, if only be-
cause of the millions of living
units which it includes; it is the'
seat of an extraordinary, activity
which baffles the imagination. No
theoretical view can stand that is
subversive of the fundamental
reality of our nervous system, (2)
Even more real, however, if there
are degrees of reality, is our inner
life of consciousness, our stream
of thoughts and feelings, desires,
and purposes. It is our supreme
reality, for it includes all others,
and no theoretical view can stand
that is subversive of this reality.
(3) "But the third certainty /s
that organism and personality,
body and mind, nervous metabol-
ism and consciousness, are in the
experience of*everyday life inter-
dependent. If it' is a'relation,
there is nothing to which we can
compare it; if it is a unity, it is
equally unique. We are mind
bodies or body minds; sometimes
we feel more of the one, some-

times more of the other.”* That,
however, as we have seen, will
form the subject of a later chap-
ter! \

We may note _here that it is
a popular fallacy to suppose that
all the contents of the skull are
concerned with thought and fesl-
ing, or that a large head means a
large capacity. The bulk of the
matter in the cranium has noth-
ing to do with thought. It is only
a thin rind or cortex of nervous
matter, about a ninth of an inch
thick on the average, covering the
fore part of the braln (from the
top of the head to the base of the
forehead) which is the organ of
consclousness. But this precious
cortex i{s an intricate structure
made up of 9,200,000,000 nerve
cells, and it is in man folded and
creased so a8 to pack as much
surface as possible within the
limits of the human skull.” Round
this central area are the nerve
centres for controlling the mus-
cles of the head, face, eyes,
tongue, and the like; and the
centres for receiving the 'reports
of the eyes, nose, and ears are
algo in the brain. In a man who
welghs 150 pounds the nerve cells
of the brain cortex would weigh
about  1-5,000 part of the total,
but this small part controls the
whole.

*Prof. J. Arthur Thomson, “The
Control of Lifes” (Copyright:
1922.

(Another instalment of ‘“The Out-
line of Science” will be published
next Sunday.)

)
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her to view rationally. Not for noth-
ing had she lain awake in her bunk on
recent nights, striving to pierce the
mystery of new problems ongulfing
her, tried to picture herself mated to
Peoter Firth, and ever visualized the
canvas without color.

With a quick movement Betty drop-
ped into the iboat.

‘“You stay there,”” she said,” with a
tightening about her\throat: and then,
as the sailors rowed, sat still, curiously
weary. The man called her back,
shouted angrily, even threatened, but
she hardly heard him. Other emotjons
were far too near the surface for any
appeal or bullying to have effect ¢n
her. i
Nor did the sight of the keteh, when
she and Takzni climbed aboard, rouss
her from a spirit of cold, angry mis-
ery. The wreckers had gone to work
here ruthlessly, wrenching off | locker
covers and tearing woodwork away.
The vessel was waterlogged and
splintered. One comprehensive glance
showed her the hopelessness of her
quest. From that sloping deck she
turned toward the schooner eyes
which held a glitter. )

“Tove' She spoke aloud, uncon-
sciously. “There is no such thing!
Dear God, what fools women are!'

Takani followed her over the side
into the boat again, and she returned
to the Apia Maid, -head held proudiy
even in the moment of utter defeat.
Kelson was there, watching her keen-
ly as she stepped aboard.

“No luck?”’ he said, with ill-conceal-
ed anxiety. She brushed past him in

silence.
WIFT, equatorial . nightfall was
coming. The girl went straight

to her cabin, determined to let
the schooner ride there until dawn,
With daylight she would work the
vessel out through the network of
channels, drop this beachcombearmat the
first convenient place, and sail on to
Sydney, there to pick up new threads

of life. Hands tightly clenched, she
stood in the centre of her little state-
“room, with everything lost execepting
only her own unguenchable splrit. Stiff
and erect the giN remained for a while,
and then suddenly crumpled up on her
bunk, head buried in a pillow, which
soon became wet with tears. Ifor hours

she lay, until. there came forgettful-
ness in sleep.
At dawn, fresh and alert. 1nind

pending more rationally to events, the
girl wondered why she had been satis-
fled with a mere glance at the splin-
tered ketch. The old sailor had tolc
her that he and his companion began
to break her up. But they were inter-
rupted and bolted before they finished.
Betty sat on the edge of the bunk
and dangled her feet. In one complete
day she could have the upper part of
the pearl ship hacked completely to
pleces if necessary. Instinet had led
her to believe the old sailor's story in
the first place, wildly improbable
though it had seemed, and there was
nothing yet to prove that he had lied.
“T'll do it—to make sure,” she de-
olded, a new light in her eves. Ehe
ate a hurried breakfast and then went
on deck. Kelson came toward her,
“Do you mind telling me exactly
what you're going to do now, Miss
Trask?” he asked.
A biting retort rose to her lips, but
she choked it back-

“I'm going on with the joh
started,” she stated with quiet au-
thority.

41 wish you'd let me run things for
a 'bit,’ he put in.. “This is no worlk
for a girl.” /

“Mr. Kelson,” she retorted, “this is
my funeral, anyway, so if you don't
mind I'1l run it, while I can. That's
clear, isn’t 1t.?"*

“T,isten!”” 'There was somathing al-
most belligerent about him now. 14
told vou I'd no wish to wuse brute
strength, and I still don’t want to. But
if you drive me far enough-——""

He paused, blazing eyes on blazing
eves. Something more than merve in-
subordination lay here — infinitely
more. In an Inextricable way there
was involved all the feeling that each
haq inspired in the other. And within
Betty Trask's heart revolt stirred new
fires.

“If Silver were alive to-day,” came
from her cuttingly, “he would knock
vou down and then throw you over-
hoard—at my request.” Turning on
her heel, she summoned Takani and
spoke swiftly to him in beche-ds-mer.
She wanted all the Konakas to go with
her to the keteh, taking whatever im-

plements they could. to break apart
the remains of the wreck.
Kelson watched these preparations,

and then, as the girl prepared to get
down into the Boat, he stepped in front
of her.

HE B
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“You wouldn’t listen to reason,’* he
said. “Now Tll stop you with force,
eveu though that will make you hate
me.”

For a second time her lip curled.
She drew out a revolver.

“Get out of my way, please.””

“You're no¢t going back to the
ketch.” He stood firmly and speke to
Takani.

“There |are pearls hidden on that
wreck,” he said in the Kanakas' poly-
glot tongue, polnting across  to the
ketch. “Go and find them, If you
succeed, I'll gee you get a big share.”"

There came a sharp crack and a
pain in Kelson’s arm, as though it had
been seared with white hot iron. The
man turned toward the girl, and, al-
though her finger was still trembling
on the trigger, he put out a strong
hand and took the weapon from her
a8 the Kanakas scurried into the boat.

All of the tigress within Betty was
roused, but. even so, she knew that,
with bare fingers, she was no oppo-
nent for an armed man.

“Yellow cur!” she lashed at him.

A“Miss Trask, will you please go down
to your cabin? I'm afraid vou'll hin-
der me.”

“Men such as you ought to be horse-
whipped!”” came from her, acidly.

S though she were little more than
a child, he put one powerful arm
about her, picked her up, carried

her to her own stateroom, and locked °

her in.
Left alone, she became curlously
calm. The impossible—the utterly

impossible—had happened. Where was
this thing going to end; where could
it end? Pregently she heard a familiar
sound. Slowly, laporiously, a sail
was being hoisted; the vessel was
drifting, heading down stream to the
sea. And the native deckhands were
still on the ketch.

Until late afternoon Betty sat still.
At first her anger was overwhelming,
but later the utter ludicrousness of it
all made her laugh momentarily. Even
now she was not actually afraid. Men
had caused something akin to fear in
her at times, yet this caveman who
kidnapped her in her own ship, mon-
strous though that was, left her@ingu-
larly unconcerned  for her personal
safety. But she had a word of two to
say to him. -0, yes., she would make
“him squirm.. Nothing but sheer self-
control had kept him impassive when
she called him yellow. The barb had
gone deep. For one second, at least,
he had suffered. But that was noth-
ing; just a foretaste of what had to
come. Holy suffering cats! No living
man was going to do movie stunts
with her and her schooner and feel
proud of himself in the afterward.

She glanced through the porthole.
The Apia Maid had gone about awk-
wardly. The schooner was well out
to sea now. She could hear the flap-
ping of canvas.in the breeze and knew
by the vessel’s irregular lurching that
something was wrong. The man wasn't
steering. The Apia Maid yawed off on
the starboard tack, came up into the
wind, poised there tremulously a while,
then yawed off again. ‘What crazy
tricks was the beachcomber up to?
Hae'd soon have the sticks out of her
with his anties {

HE turned—and most of the color
drained from her face. A sheet
of paper lay where it had been

pushed under her door. A message,
obylously.  What new Indignity was
this that he was thrusting upon her?
She stared at the thing for several
minutes, fascinated. The schooner
yawed and lurched drunkenly, evident-
ly not under control.

Her first impulse was to ignore the

paper and, retiring figuratively to nigh
ground, await the enemy’s next move.
But presently she walked over slowly,
drawn toward the door in spite of her
sense of outraged feelings, and picked
up the note.. The hand
became less steady as she read:—
Your door is open, but please read
this before you come out. The life
of the girl T love was in my hands,
and 1 knew she might still' have
some doubt about me. If I told her
the truth, she might still
some doubt. And the least slip
would have caused her death and
mine, too, probably. The pearls are
just outside this door. I swam ovetr
to the ketch for them in the night.
1 was the man theyv doped and
dumped ashore at Kalaki. I'd hidden
the pearls behind a screwed-up panel
in a locker. They're yours now, every
one of them. I don’t blame you a
bit, but if I'd told you the Kanakas
had planned to murder us both if wa
found the fhings you' couldn't have

have had

EACHCOMBER &

been expected to belleve mes implicit-
ly. Takani understands more Eng-
lish than you think. #e must have
overheard you and me talking, and
then I overheard him planning a gen-
eral kai-kaf. After that, I couldn't
take any chances. Could I, ‘dear?’
ETTY didn't notice that the
schooner wag still yawing about,
didn’t now see the words scrawled
on that sheet of paper, because every-
thing was blurred and hot tears rolled
down her cheeks. Not even the pearls
were uppermost in her thought, for as
she opened the door she picked up @
little leather bag and never dreamed
of looking at its contents. AR

Three steps from the cabln door sh
uttered a quick cry. It was fear this
time; real gripping fear. Jim Kelson
lay on the floor, face downward, while
the schooner yawed and lurched.

The leather bag dropped from her
fingers as she darted forward, falling
on her knees beside him.

“Jim! Jim!’ came from her tremu-
lously. She pillowed his head on her
lap and fearfully her eyes stole to the
tell-tale bandage about his arm. This
was her work; true, she  hadn't
meant to shoot, but it was her finger
which had pressed a little too hard on
that trigger. It was her blind suspi-
clon that had been the cause of it.
Hepr brain reeled when she saw the
whiteness of his face. She knew now,
peyond all guestion .that she had
wounded the human being whom she
loved more than everything elss in
the world put together. And as she
stared down into his face with wide
open eyes her fear grew .until sghe
shoolk,

His lids fluttered. He looked puzzled
for a moment, then smiled, the old
smile ‘that had first -caught at her
imagination.

“Jim! ' My dear! My dear.” She
lowered her head and with her tears
ramning on his cheek, pressed warm
lips to his.

“Gosh, I must have fainted. First
time in my life, too,” he said, still
smiling. “Do people always think

they're dying when they faint?”
“Jim, dear; I love you.  Please,
please tell me you forgive me.”
“I know now I did die,”” he sald,
“'cause I'm in heaven.”

(Copyright, 1924, by Henry Holt.)
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Jack Jolnson, the mascot of

A wild Canada gander

perty and fights  ecverything
‘from a dog lo the cart horse.

Canada’s Natural-
ist Assists Pro-
ject of Detroiters
toDevelopaHaven
on Isle Royale, in
Lake Superior ---
Not Opposed to
Sportsmanlike
Hunting, But De-
‘nounces Shooting

Game Birds for
Market.

ACK MINER, the bird-
man of Kingsville,
' Ontario, has become
a crusader! Not con-
tent with caring for
i birds himself,, he has
launched upon a campaign to
win others over to the cause
of caring for them. Not just
the quiet campaign that he has
so long been conducting in his
writing and lecturing. He has
branched out upon a very
much more virile form of en-
deavor. . He is now bearding
the tired business association
in its den, and taking it out on
long walks and trips, where he
pointg out to it the beauties of
nature, and the advisability of
keeping nature  beautiful by
protecting the birds. « And as
a result of Mr. Miner’s new as-
sertiveness, a few false impres-
sions that have been abroad
about his attitude towards
birds are now being cleared
up.
URING the last fow winters the
\ Y_\'ingsville bird ‘lover has done
considerable  lecturing in the
United States. Most of this has
been in New York City and the
New .England States. He has con-
tinually made a strong plea to the
wealthy © class to dedicate their
country estates to the birds. by
making bird sanctuaries of them.

More than twenty-five big sanc-
tuaries have  been established

during the last two years by this
bird lover's efforts.

Such men as E. E. du Pont, of
Wilmington, Delaware; Judge Ar-
thur J. Tuttle, of Detroit District
Ckou’rt.;who\ has 'more than one
thousand acres in Michigan, have
Agiven, some land to be placed
under Government conttrol as bird
sanctuaries. Henry B. Joy, foun-
der of Packard Motor Car Co.,
Detroit; Mr. F. D. Bailey, multi-
millionaire of Oklahoma; and
many other ' prominent men of
capital have through Mr. Miner's
efforts for better game protection
established large preserves. It
has = often ‘been said, ‘“What a
shame Jack Miner was not a mil-
lionaire. See what he has ac-
complished with a limited amount
of wealth. What bigger things
he could have done in his bird re-
search had he had a large bank
sccount.” y

the Jack Miner bird sanctuary.
who
is boss around the Miner pro-
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Steaner. “Noronic” leaving Detroit harbor for (rip to Isle Royale,

tn Lake Superior.

Nole the while paper streamers they threw

off 'ship when the Board of Commerce party was leaving.

Above—Liting-room of the “Noronic,

2

occupied by the members

of the Delroit Board of Commerce, of which Jack Miner, the
Canadian naturalist, was guest of honor on their annual cruise

up the Great Lakes.

This year they went to Isle Royale with «

view to establishing on the island a bird sanctuary. Jack Miner
_is seen in foreground at left with his legs crossed.

In Lake Superior, only twenty-
five miles off the Canadian shore
from Fort William, is located the
Isle Royale, which comprises
some tens of thousands of acres.
These belong mostly to the United
States Government.. A portion be-
longs to some copper ‘company.
This island is now on the verge of
being turned over to the Board of
Commerce of Detroit to be estab-
lished into the largest sanctuary
on the continent. So interested
are the people of Detioit to ob-

tain this that 'the ' largest pas-

senger boat on the Great T.akes,
- . 1y 4

the ‘““Noronic,” was !/ chartered by

Board of Commerce’
thig summer. Move ' than. five
hundred members of the Board
of Commerce, with “Jack’” Miner
as their guest: of honor, left the
Detroit dock and headed for the
island in Lake Superior, where
one -whole day was spent looking
at the site jof theé' naturval 'park.
It was found that more than (our
hundred woodland caribou are on
the island, deer by the dozens.
moose. and birds of all the varie-
ties that are known in that vicin-
ity mot only making their home
there but nesting: and . raising
young. Gulls are there by the
thousands with young.

the Detroit

the

streams
which
salmon._ or more commonly
known . as lake trout and as the
island is virtually uninhabited the
streams have never been commers
cialized for the fishing., N

The Board of Commerce was
greatly pleased with the prospects
of a wonderful Detroit

RL‘NXJ.\’G through
‘c\ several

large
with

island
both
small alive

and are

Natural

Park in Lake Superior and  the
city mow is making every effort

to obtaix) possession of the island.

Jack Miner told them it should
be made a reserve if for no other
purpose than to preserve' the four
hundred woodland caribou which
are to be found on the island
and are the most southern caribou
on the\continent according to the
nature lover's knowledge.

While on the cruise Jack Miner
gave several addresses on birdol-
ogy and the protection of birds
proclaiming that the hope of the
world for the future generations
of bhird life and better affairs of
state all depended on more love
and better education. “Of course,”
:he said, “Laws and treaties have
to be made but if you can get a
boy raising a bunch of robins or
a bevy of tamed quail he will
become attached to the bird family
and have no desire to shoot.” He
pointed out one example. A family
of boys in his community con-
tinually violated its game laws
shooting at the geese and destroy-
ing ducks out of season. He won
them over. Instead of prosecu-
ting them he gave them a pair
of his mated honkers.

"% HY these Dboys successfully
raised a family of young gos-
lings,” said Jack Miner; “and then

in the fall, when the wild ones
came a flock joined those they
had raised. Why these" boys in-

side of six months were the great-
est bird protectors in the comun-
ity He also..cited another in-
stance of a family of boys who were
continually’ robbing "g‘i);\d's nests,
‘making a collection of~eggs. One

day ' these boys found a quail's

nest and .before they had had a ,

=

Photograph taken by Ralph Gordon, of Toronlo, showing Jacl

Miner and his youngest son on one of his duck ponds tn the

sanctuary in a flat-bottomed boat containing shelled corn, which

the lad with the shovel is scattering. Thus the ducks and geese
find the food about a foot under waler.

Above—Jack Miner says: “Education is the hope of the world.”
This photograph shows Ronald Bertram, of Stoney Creek, who,
this spring, after hearing an address by Mr. Miner, started Lo

feed young robins and make pets of them.
“Throw a handful

naturalist’s advice.

He is trying out the
of feed instead of a

thimbleful of shot and walch results.”

chance to blow the contents of
the eggs out he approached them
with a white bantam hen and per-

suaded them to set the eggs under
this little old hen. This they did
and succesdfully hatched and rais-

ed a bevy of quail thirteen in num-

her, which become so tame that
they stayed with the hens in the
harn yard over one winter, and
now quail in that section of the
country have the greatest of pro
tection from the hoys who only
eighteen months ago \vag'rr- theil

enemies.

Jack Miner concluded by stating
very earnestly that he thought
that the big questions of the world,
especially in  Europe, depended
largely on better education of the
future generations and although
speaking to an American :-uuliom‘-c-
he said emphatically he was in
favor of the TLeague of Nations.
“The future generationa® he said,
“must learn that love is better than
hate and that lLaw and love are
better than war.”

ACK MINER is not opposed to
shooting game
man didn’t know
to his face that he

hunting and
birds. One

this once said

who

was like 'a. certain neighbor;

‘When he used to dance he wanted
every one to dance, and when he

got religion he wanted everyone
to pray:”’

A néwspaper reporter, when re-
cently asking Jack Miner hig at-

titude towards shooting, soon
found it was far from this man’s
impression. Jack Miner explain-

ed that the Lord créated the fowls
of the air for us; but He gave us
brains so that if there are to be
game birds for the generations to
come we have to find places for
retreat for the birds and afford
them necessary protection and not
spend so much time inventing fast-
killing firearms. Such birds as the
wild whistling swan, Canada goose,
wood duck, wood cock, will all be-
come extinct, he says, the same as
the passenger pigeon has become
extinct. The buffalo became near-
ly extinet and the government took
and established the
big reserve at Wainwright, Al-
berta, thea are
jincreasing, and so long as a reserve
of this kind is kept by the govern-

quick action

where now herds

ment the future generations can
not only read about the Dbirds
and animals which were on the

land during the time of their fore-
fathers but can see and have a
taste of a good clean day’'s sport.
As Lhe naturalist says, “The De-
partment of Interior, especially
the Commissioner of Parks, Mr.
J. B. Harkins is to be congratu-
lated on taking the wise step to
protect the buffalo.”

But ‘“Jack” Miner is opposed to
market hunting and making a
business of shooting birds for the
market. One market hunter, he
says, would shoot more birds than
one hundred sportsmen.

“Of course the Government,” he
says, ‘‘can make laws to protect
birds, such laws are made for
about only 6 per cent. of the popu-
latlon and if this § per cent. do
not wish to abide by the law it is
impossible for laws or gameé war-
dens to keep them from becoming
violators. Yet there must be laws
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Old Brass Band Turns Out ]
To Welcome Jack Miner

was born barefooted.”

present band.
been played for years and years,

meeting.

VER in Ohio only thirteen miles from Cleveland is the little town of
@ Dover Centre, the birthplace of “Jack’ Miner.

there in 1865 in an old, dilapidated schoolhouse which his pa.r(‘,nt‘s had
bought and made into a home, and as “Jack” Miner says himself: “he
; Miner left this town of his birth with his
parents in 1878, at the age of thirteen, and moved to the present
property which comprises the Miner bird sanctuary.

After forty-six years had passed, Jack Miner went back last May
to visit his birthplace and to give one of his famed bird lectures.
said it was a sadiday of his life to go back and not see some of the
faces of the dear old men of the town.
there was the old band to welcome him, playing ‘Home Sweet Home',
and other old familiar strains of welcome. And there were some six
or eight old gentlemen in thelr seventies and eighties who hadn’t
played thelr instruments for more than twenty years but who had got
their old cornets and bass horns out and were playing away with the
Their instruments were all black from age, having not

And as the great bird lover looked at these aged men he saw they
were the same men who played in the Dover Band when he was a
boy; and when he was only eight or nine years of age he had followed
these men to all the big gatherings and although bare-footed would
sometimes act as a human music,stand by standing in front of them
and holding their music for them.

While at this little village the naturalist went up the old stream
where he at the age of six, with his eight year old brother, trapped
muskrats and where Jack Miner says his first experiments with nature
began by putting polliwogs or tadpoles in small puddies along the
creek borders and watching them develop into full size frogs.

S0 great was he admired by the people of the town of Dover that
on July 4, when the old boys’ reunion took place, and the population
of the town grew to that of a city, they invited him back as guest of
honor and toastmaster and chairman for the banquet and mass

He was born

He

As he stepped off the train

J

as it js a good way of educating
the people as to what 1s right.”
But Jack Miner's idea of the best
'way is the establishing of sanc-
tuaries throughout the continent—
sanctuaries into which neither rich
nor poor may enter. He has proven
by his tagging system that birds
come back each year to the same
place. When the birds are shot at
around the protected Miner sanc-
tuary it is interesting to see them
flying back to the land of safety

and alighting on the ponds where '

they know they will not be greeted
by bullets, but will find food and a
resting place where they will not
be molested. As the bird lover has
often explained: ‘It must be re-
membered a bird sanctuary takes
nothing away from hunters but in-
creases their chance around the

outside.” ‘‘Now there are thou-
sands of acres of waste marsh
land in both the United States and
Canada owned' by the respective
governments, and which could eas-
ily be made into sanctuaries with-
out cost to either country. And
ag far ag sanctuariés for the
small insectivorous birds are con-
cerned, as has been suggested by
Jack Miner, that every city and
country golf course could have
shrubbery planted along its fence
which would not only attract the
birds but also ornament the pro-
perty and 8o, for that matter
would a few bird houses erected on
poles about the golf links. ‘“What
would be finer while playing golf
than to hear the voice of song
birds filling the air with melody,”’
asks Mr. Miner.

By JAMES McARTIIUR CONNER.

N the early settlers began
to pioneer the unbroken for-
ests of North America they con-
sidered the various Indian tribes
to ‘be the true aboriginies of this
continent. But long before the
red man. even before the growth
of the present forests, there lived
a race whose origin and fate are
surrounded with impenetrable
darkness.

The remains of
tions, temples and tombs are
only .voices that tell of their
istence, Over broad areas in the
-most fertile valleys and along the
numerous tributaries of the great
rivers ot the central and western
portions of this continent are fo
be found these wonderful remains

habita -
the
(D53

their

of the existence and origin of
which even the red man could
give no history.

OLLOWING in the track of

these ancient tumuli, which

have been raised with some degree

of order and sagacity, we. are
bound to Dbelieve that they were
constructed by a very intelligent
, race, who, during long periods,
enjoyed the blessings of peace,
but, like most nations of the earth.
at times were plunged inte the
horvors of war. We cannot tell

by what name these strange peo-

ple were known during their ex-
istence. But ‘archaeologists, to
keep themselves safe, have given
the name, “Mound Builders.” from
the mnature of the structure left
behind them.

The- Mound regions on. dis-

tinetly Canadian soil are found on
the banks of the R&d, Rainy and
Souvis Rivers. and were occupied
. from {He eleventh to the fifteenth

ore (anada

:

d-Builders-T1klsh Descent?

1

The
acres of ground,

At right—=Stone Implements of

Greal Caholkia Mound, in. Madison Counly, [llinois, 100 feet high -and covering 16

The drawing above, thowgh showing

mound from thé poinl at which it was made, is so much foreshorlened that it gives no
correct idea of the greal size of the monument.

Mound Builders—Secrapers, stone axes and malls, stone

the

tubes and horn tmplements. .
Al left—Cup found in Mound at Rainy River August 22, /1884, in possession of the Mani-

century.  Whether or not it was
the same race that Cartier saw
in Hochelaga in 1535 no one can
sayv. This  much can be said,
that the people that Cartier saw

in Heochelaga  were agriculturists,
used at least tmplements of metal,
dwelt in large houses. made pot-
tery, and were constructive in
tendency. In 1608, when Cham-
plain visited the same spot there
were none of the tlochelagas re-
maining.
MAXY vears ago the Manitoba
Historical Society employed
half a dozen men to open some of

the mounds, and several were
opened at Red, Rainy and Souris
Rivers. Those on the Red River

were opened in the vear 1879, the

Rainy & Riveris'in: 1884 and ‘the
Souris River in 1886. Tt is inter-
esting to note a.tlarge ‘hotel in

Winnipég is where there was for-
merly a circular mound. The In-

toba Iistorical Society.

dians on tHie Red and Rainy
Rivers have a tradition @ that
these mounds were built by Man-
dans, or, as they are incorrectly
called. Mandrills. The story is
told of how the Mandrills were
wiped out by a plague of small-
pox. At any rate, there is a
great fear on the part of the In-
dians to have them opened,

The cave dwellers of the Mis-
souri met by Catlin were called
Mandans. They are a tribe now
extinet. The Red River district
was visited by the Missouri In-
dians and the Missouri country by
Northern Indians, by means of a
prairie trail. Carver, in speaking
of Fort La Reine on the Assini-
‘boine says: ‘To this place the
Mahahs, who Inhabited a country
200 miles southwest, came also to
trade with them, and bring great
quantities of Indiau corn to ex-
change for knives, . tomahawks,
and other articles.” The explor-
erg teached the same Missouri
country by ascending a branch of
the Assiniboine.

appearance

the great

of

HE name
Mahah, is plainly a corrup-
tion of the word Mandan. Strange
to say, the bullk of the Mandans,
who were a dwindling, peaceful
race, unable to cope with the wild
Sioux, but far the most advanced
of the North American Indians in
the arts of building and agricul-
ture, actually perished on the Mis-
souri within the early part of the
century by smallpox.. What more
probable than that, some outlylng
group of Mandans, bringing their
customs from the Missourl, had
made earth housges for themselves

on the Red Rlver country,
had used the mounds as a
of burial.

These Mandans
far advanced 'as to lving fn
(ixed  abodes, \in having fortified
villages, in cultivating the soil, in
the manufacture of pottery-—an
art said by ‘Catlin to have been

Mandrill. as also

and
place

were not only

confined to ' them among the
North American Indians—and in
the practice of religious rites of
more elaborate Kkind than the
other Indian tribes. It is said
that many of them had whitish
hair and blue and grey eyes. To
one acquainted with a full-blooded
Indian, unless a monster, know
that an Indfan can only have black
hair and dark eyes.

HE
by their mounds for fortifica-

Mandans have been traced

tion, for burial, for sacrifice and
for observation, along the Ohio

and far up the Missouri trail from
the Red River country.
possession of arts mentioned, and
more especlally the recurrence of
N
numerous cases of light complex-
ion, would geem to indicate a mix-
ture of an element of Caucasian
ancestry in the tribe, Up to this
century they were unknown to the
present white population of the
continent. A considerable number
of ‘writers have in conseguence
considered them .descendants of

T

heir

© what has been said.

Early Huropean adventurers, ab-
sorbed in an Indian alliance.

It is remarkable that many
writers on the early history of
the American continent have re-
ferred to the early expedition of
Prince Madoc of North Wales,
with ten ships to the new world,
in the twelth century. Powell, a
writer dating back to 1620, gives
an account of the Hakluyt, and
others have continued the story,
although Woodward in his “His-
tory of North Wales” regards /It
as purely mythical. ‘Whoever
may be right, it is well to know
The Mag-
dawys, or followers of Madoc, have
been identified as to the name with
the Mandans; the/canoe peculiar
to the Mandans among the Indian
nations, which were made of the
skins of buffaloes stretched over
frames of willows and round in
shape like a tub, are maid to he
exactly the Welsh coracle. Many
Mandan words are given resem-
bing the Welsh, among the most
remarkable being that for Disty,
in ‘Mandan, Maho Peneta; in
Welsh, Mawr Penaethir. ;

UMPHREY LLWDS, M.A., a

native of Denbigh and a
graduate of Oxford in 1551 and
who represented hig native town
in Parliament in 1568, wrote re-
garding Prince Madoc ag follows:

‘“Madoc another of Owen's
Gwyneth his sonnes left the land
in contention betwix his brethren
and prepared certaine ships with
men and munitions and sought
adventures by seas, sailing west
and leaving the coast of Ireland
as far north that he came to a
land unknown where he saw
many' strange things. This land
must needs be some part of that
countrie of which the Spaniards
daffirm themselves to be the first
finders slnce Hanna’s time; for by
reason and order of Cosmographie
this land to which Madoc came
must needs be some part of Noua
or Fiorida. Whereupon it is
manifest that the country was
long before by Britons discovered,
before either Columbus or Ameri-
cus Vesputius lead any Spaniards
thither. Of the voyage and teturn
of this Madoc there be many
fables fained, as common “people
do use in distance of place and
length of time rather to augment
than to diminish, but sure it ig
that, there he was.' And after he'
returned home and declared the
pleasant and fruitful countries he
had seen 'without inhabitants; and
upon the ' contrairije part, for
which barren and wild ground his
brethren and nephews did mur-
ther one another; he prepared a
number of ships and got awith him
s_uch men- and women as were de-
sirous to live in quietness,
taking leave of his friends
quis journey thitherward
Cherefore it is to presupposed
that he and hig people inhabited
part of those countries: for it
appeareth by Irancis Loues that
In Acusances and other Places the
peonle honoured the (‘ross

and
took
again.

joon where-
by it may be gathered that Chiist-
ians had heen there boiore (he
coming of the Spandiards, But

be(‘;x.} se the people were not many
they follvuwerl the manners of th:o
land they came unto and used the ¢
language they found there.”



