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Martha Washington Dinner Set

Only $1 and we ship this superb Dinner Set—yours to use for 30 days before you decide whether to keep or
return it at our expense. Special offer mide gecause y?lu must acé:ually Sei and usEhthlese magniﬁflzsng dishes to
realize what beauties they are. Snowy white, with glistening go ecoration,

Worid Cha"enge and your initial in gold surrmlm(i_ed by a wreath in Eold ont%very piizce. lé&rtistic
H H H ¥ shapes which give most exclusive appearance. A set that will make your
m Pr'ce Mak'ny' table admired by all. Of course you will be astonished at our bargain prl}::e—-
you would expect to pay much more and we guarantee that nowhere can these dishes be bought for less.

With Your Initial Monogram in Gold

Complete Iin every feature. Entertaincompany at dinner and have your table appear as elegant as the most critical judge of service
eould desire. You can do it with this superb gold decorated set which comprises 12 dinner plates, 9 in.; 12 breakfast plates, 7 in.; 12 soup
?lauea: 7% in.: 12 eupe: 12 saucers; 12 cereal dishes, 6 in; 12 individual bread and butter plates, 6)4 in.; 12sauce dishes; W2 S

platter, 125 in,; 1 platter, 11% in.; 1 celery dish, BX in.; 1 sauce boattray, 7% in.; 1 butter plate, 6in.; 1 vegetable dish, 10} in., with %t‘ é\
lid (2 pieces); 1 deep bowl, 8% in.; 1 oval baker, 9 in.; 1 small deep bowl, 5 in.; 1 g[rn.vy boat, 74 in.; 1 creamer; 1 sugar bowl @0 ()
with eover (2 pieces). Shipped from Chicago warehouse, Shipping weight about 90 Ibs, o=

Order by No.327CMA19. Priceof pletesetof 110p

30 Days’ Free Trial

Only the eoupon and $1 is all you send pow and we will gend you
this complete set of 110 pieces—full size for family service—for 30
days’ use in your home. If not gatisfied return the set in 30 days

g
FREE c:t5ics 9

Brings This Gold Decorated 110-Piece

IMPORTANT!

Hartman guarantees that
every piece in this get is se-
lected, inspected and per-
iecliahsolu!.elyﬁratqunlity.
Don’t confuse this with

‘'seconds’” or “‘run of kiln"*
dishes which show bubbles,
crazing and other imperfee-
tions. Ask any other house
if they will give such a
guarantee as this, Thisis a
standard or ““open’’ pattern.
Replacement pieces can be
purchased from us for three
Years, as we shall have this
pattern in stock.

Q,

$34.95. Sendonly $1 with coupon; balance $3 per month. 4, _i k

CARPET coO.
3913 Wentworth Ave.

0%% TMﬁ FURNITURE &

Millions of people have furnished their homes luxuriously “7+« Dept.2982 Chicago,

- e and we ;iill return yowi:;.wjbmdtxrlay ltl:jn!pgrtatinn bctyh waygli o T D s Toalire the Sort, s aress i g
k them, pay on our easy monthly payment . Don't let this offer pass. You ris : n & enclosé $1.00,

poining snd this 16 a simply smaring money-saving bargain. ot e el i BOW, Immediate delivery. We  Iree 42-page Catalog shows you how to make any home -@ ﬂﬂ' Coldes Mmh: wm‘?ﬁ;&f}‘% oo
oot g o ey ot = e A araiting. o dupu. 219:::1;0‘1 :ﬁgg%rt!ertunitf: to al:m'gg t::c?o?:;i’:ﬁﬁg'mlé | C?d Set No. 827CMA19, I am to have 80
amazing b ins in furniture, rugs, linoleum, stoves, b:g: atnr::la;:oul%Tg?;;%ﬁ;dy?lm.:glga‘:
Fu rnitu re & ranges, watﬁj es, u:]ver_ware. dishes, bwashln%h?mg:n:g. I transportation both ways. If I keep it

sewing machines, aluminum ware, phonograj - . :
ke 25 piniy separators, ete.—all on our easy monthly I Size ot Lo Wil pay $3.00 per month until price,

A

8
g’-ﬂ ment terms. Get this book with hundreds of articles to
ue%ct from—30 days’ trial on ev ing. how conyen-

HART

Carpet Co.

e Hc ™ Bont smt o Jeta SR 1 B
3913 Wentworth Ave. Dept.2982 Chicago, lll. 25 nii Ve vartman Feather Your Nest.rt
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Change of Address

—Subscribers should
notify us promptly of
any change in their street
or Post-Office address,
as the Post-Office De-
partment will not deliver
second-class mail unless
the complete address is
correct. Give the former
as wellas the present ad-
dress, or we shall be un-
able to make the change.

Communications
intended for The Needle-
worker or The Home-
maker should be
directed to the address
glven at the head of such
department; letters re-
lating to subscriptions,
agencies, and other
business, to The
American Wom an ,
Augusta, Maine.

THE AMERICAN WOMAN

PUBLISHED BY THE VICKERY & HILL PUBLISHING CO.
Address all letters to THE AMERICAN WOMAN, Augusta, Maine

SUBSCRIPTION-PRICE : 50 cents per year. To subscribers in Canada, 65 cents per
year, and in other Foreign Countries, 75 cents per year. (Positively will
not accept Canadian and other foreign stamps)

The postage on The American Woman is prepaid by the publishers, at the above rates

AeNES CUYLER STODDARD, Editor Mns MM Hynks: }

EMMA CHALMERS MONROE, Editors Special Departments

AUGUSTA, MAINE, JANUARY 1921

““Our Moneyback
Guarantee”

All advertisements
appearing in THE
AMERICAN WOMAN
are absolutely guaran-
teed. Your money will
be promptly refunded,
by the advertiser or by
us, if you purchase
goods advertised ~with
us and they prove
unsatisfactory. This
applies equally to
purchases made through
your retail merchant
or direct from the
advertiser. The only
condition is that in
making purchases, the
reader shall always
state that the advertise-
ment was seen in THE
AMERICAN WOMAN.

Chats with Our Readers

“Far o'er the hills and valleys,
O'er lands or ocean drear,
I send you Christmas greeting
And wish you a glad New-year.
May not a care or sorrow
O'ershadow your sky to-day,
But a glow of heaven's own splendor
Illumine your earthly way !
I wish you a Merry Christmas,
Wath wealth of joy and cheer,
And pray that God may send you
A happy and glad New-year!"

PLU2

CHEERY greeting, isn't it? and straight from

the heart, we are sure, of one of the many thou-

sands of good friends we have the pleasure and

privilege of chatting with every month. And

because it is so earnest and full of cheer we are
passing the message on—and on. There is not one among
us but is uttering the same heartfelt wish to family and
friends. With all our hearts we hope for those who are
near and dear to us a full measure of happiness and peace
and contentment-—everything that is signified by the fa-
miliar greetings of the season. But should we not widen
our circle? Should we not extend our good wishes to all the
world? It is our Father's world, you know; and ‘“‘the in-
habitants thereof’’ are all His children. Suppose we begin
this minute, if we have not thought to do so before now, to
withdraw all vindictiveness or condemnation toward people
and nations that we feel-—with the best of reason, it seems
to us—have been entirely in the wrong. Suppose we wipe
out the ills of the past, remembering only the lessons they
have taught us, and forgetting the why and how, as we put
aside our school-books when through with them. Suppose
we accept the beautiful truth that there is good in every
one and in all things, and that by keeping the eye single to
that good we help it to manifest more and more. If we
were to do this, would we not take a long step toward
making the “Happy New-year wish come true for the
whole world?

£

IT isn't a difficult thing to do. We have only to realize

that there is not so much difference in people, after all
—not nearly so much as sometimes there seems to be.
Most of us are honestly trying to do our best. Very few
do a wrong thing wilfully, or for wrong's sake. Believing
this, as I am sure we may, can we not afford to be lenient
in our judgments? Knowing well that we, ourselves, do
not always get the right focus, and that our viewpoint is
likely to be a little out of true oceasionally, shall we not be
the more willing to give another the benefit of the doubt?
Surely, surely; and when we do this, earnestly and prayer-
fully, we are paving the way to world reconciliation. So
when the cheery greetings of the new year are ringing from
heart to heart and home to home, let us make not a single
reservation. Let us wish that the year which is opening
may be a happy and prosperous one to all the world, and do
our part to make it so. Every bit of service we are able to
render, every ray of sunshine we may radiate in the way of
making another happier, belongs to all alike, because life is
a unit. Nothing is in vain. It may be only a cheery smile
or word across the table at child, or wife, or husband, or an
encouraging pat on the shoulder of somebody who needs
just that touch of comfort—let us not withhold it. The
impulse to do or say a kindly thing, however insignificant
it may seem to us, should never be resisted, but acted upon.
A young woman who has made a splendid success in her
chosen vocation told us that when she came to the city,

quite alone and without friends, she would have given up in
despair:but for the smile and cheery ‘*Good-morning!”
from a woman passing her counter. ‘I had never seen her
before, nor have I seen her since,” said our friend, now
“head buyer” for an important department, “but I wish
she might know how she helped me. She made me feel as
if T were somebody, after all, and gave me a fresh grip on
things. I said I wouldn’t give up—and I didn’t; but I was
right on the verge of it. And she taught me to smile at
other folks who may need cheering-up as I did—to pass it
on, as you say.”

¢

ITTLE things? Well, that depends on how we measure
values. In our own opinion nothing can be considered
small or insignificant that carries gladness and courage
wherever it goes. Here was a girl upon whom devolved
the stern necessity of earning her own living and helping to
provide for an invalid mother in a little country home miles
and miles away. She was new to her work; her pay was
meager compared with her needs. She had just received a
severe reprimand from the floor-walker because of some
error, trifling enough in itself, but big with the possibility
that it might cause loss of her position, and the world
looked dark, indeed. Then came a woman with smiling
face and a pleasant greeting which put new courage into
the soul of a homesick, lonely girl who, in her turn, has
doubtless brightened many another life in that selfsame
way—just as the ripples started by the falling of a pebble
into the waters of a quiet lake widen to the farther shore.
Isn’t it very much worth our while to keep our eyes open,
and grasp every opportunity for making sunshine in shady
places? Isn’t it well to form the habit of saying and doing
pleasant things? A bit of appreciation expressed is a won-
derful lubricator of the domestic machinery, and there
should be far more of it in our homes, as well as in offices or
places of business. Let none of us forget this; let. us every
one remember that we are to add all the comfort and en-
couragement and joy we possibly can to the right side of the
year's balance—the true, positive side. We cannot begin
too early, and we cannot do too much; and it is what we call
“little things” which count so largely in making a happy,
happy New-year for all concerned.

-\¥.

HE year before us should be a happy one, prosperous
and progressive. There is every indication that it

will be—always if we all play our own part wisely and well.
The readjustments which had to come after the world war
are proceeding in a sane and satisfactory way, without ex-
treme financial depression or panic; the high cost of living
has apparently crossed the “peak’ and is coming down—
not perhaps as rapidly as many wish, but surely—and that
we are on the way to greatly improved conditions there is
good evidence. What we need to do, not less than in the
darkest days of the war, is to have confidence and show it.
We need to believe with all our heart that matters are
working out just right for us, for our own country and for
all nations and peoples, and to voice and prove this belief in
our every-day life. To do this is to cease from faultfinding
and condemnation at home and abroad. If we truly feel
that “‘all things work together for good,’’ there can be noth-
ing to grumble and worry about, and much to rejoice over.
Should we see some real wrong that needs righting it is our
duty no less than privilege to lend a hand in that direction;
but if there is nothing we can do, it is far wiser to think and
talk of and picture good conditions than evil ones, for so
shall we help to overcome the very ill we deplore. Perhaps
you have heard the story of the little old lady who shared
her seat with a stranger who was also making a day’s jour-
ney by rail, and who presently remarked, as the train sped
on, that he ‘‘never saw so many cemeteries in his life."
Said the little lady, brightly: ‘“Why, I haven't seen one!
But then, I wasn't looking for them; I've been looking for
flower-gardens!” Let us all “look for flower-gardens’”; and
let us believe that the world is on the upward climb, grow-
ing steadily wiser and better, and that every year will be

happier than the last — the while we do our best to
malke it so.
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HAIR PINS *

Your Hair
Always in Place

Supreme Hair Pin Quality
Unequaled Hair Pin Merit

Sold Everywhere
5¢ and 10c packages

HUMP HAIR PIN MFG. CO.
Sol H. Goldberg, Pres.
Chicago

10c to 25c¢ a Day Pays

for the Symphonola

Beautiful models in genuine Oak, Walnut, Mahogany
—Handsomely finished. Compare tone, construction,
price, terms, with other higher priced phonographs. See
the saving.

Over 2 Years Time
For the beautiful Period Model
{ here shown. 18 mos.—2 yrs.
on other popular models. Con-
venient monthly payments.
Enjoy your Symphonola while
paying.

Plays All Records
Using steel needles, as Sym-
phonola, Victor, Columbia,
Emerson, without expensive
extra attachments. Pathe or
Edison Re;:urdsé)‘luypd with sap-
phire or diamond point needles.

Records 70c Postpaid
Symphonola Records playable
on any phonograph. Contain
best of music. Get our latest
Record list, and save money.

Beautiful Book FREE
Illustrates Symphonolas in
natural colors. Full details,
W prices, terms, construction. A
® postal quickly brings it. Get
your copy NOW—It's FREE.

- K SAW-121
Lat#kinr Co., Inc., girrator N ¥

49 Susquehann
53 silk Fopln
B Skirt

Here's an amazing
value In a genuine
Susquehanna Silk

n n

at bottom, Colors black, navy
or taupe. Bizes 22 to 40 In
waist; 84 to 40 In Icnﬁi;
Extra waist sizes 82to

85 cents extra.

NO MONEY

with your order. Just
write us today. Pay the
postman only $3.49, plus
postage, when he brings
the package. Try the
skrt on. Your mirror will
delight you with its be-
comingness. Your
friends will admire and
praise jts excellent
appearance. If yon
don’t consider it well
worth $2.00 to $3.00
x'z“?xroajuit send it
ack and get yourmoney,

“El : | Btate size and color,
uo Order by No. SP774.

WAREWELL CO.

Digt. SP7
PHILADELPHIA, PA.




: up Mre. Brown’sgarden, and then they both

My Neighbor and |

LIVE in a town of about five hundred
inhabitants, so mine are the usual neigh-~

bor problems such as all small-town
residents have, more or less, to contend
with. Petty, to be sure, but none the
fess annoying. At the head of the list,
perhaps, is the chicken-and-garden problem.
Mrs. Smith raises chickens. Mrs. Brown
n. Mprs. Smith's chickens eat

*“raise Cain''! However, we have mostly
obviated this diffieulty by agreeing with our
neighbor at the beginning of each season as
to which we shall both do—keep poultry or
make garden.

But there is another side to. the garden
guestion, and here’s where my mneighbor
comes in for his drubbing. Our gardens lie
eontiguous, with only a wire fence between.
We take great pride in our garden, and make
a specialty of fall planting. Our aim is to
supply our table with fresh wvegetables
throughout the entire season, and sell enough
to pay for the chickens and fresh eggs we
buy. Neighbor plants a little garden which
is soon gone, and then allows his ground to
grow up in weeds higher than the fence.
Last year we fought sand-burrs all summer,
and not one was allowed to seed on our lot,
but my- neighbor’'s ripened to perfection
among the weeds, and of course accommo-
dating winds will do the rest. Likewise his
alley grows up in weeds, and is made a
dumping-ground for tin cans, broken glass
and rubbish of various kinds. In conse-
quence my busband, who is a physician, is

“forced to drive his car around the block.

both going and returning from ecalls, while if
the alley were passable he could save just
half the distance.

Count number three of this indictment
bas to do with the unsanitary condition of
my neighbor’s premises. Like thousands of
other good people they have not learned the
value of quicklime and crude forms of ear-
bolic acid as germicides and disinfectants.
Decaying vegetation and moldy rubbish are
an invitation to disease germs, while the
unsanitary outbuildings are a constant
breeding-place for flies. “Swat’ as we may,
we shall never be free of this pest while our
peighbor’s carelessness continues.

Truly, “no man liveth to himself.”” and it
is the duty of each of us to consider his re-
sgponsibility to the community. It costs lit-
tle to plant a hedge, a few trees and shrubs,
to screen bare, ugly garages and sheds with
vines. 1 have used grape-vines for screening
purposes, and found my sereen not only a
“thing of beauty.” but a paying investment
as well. 1 bave bad the framework for an

-arbor erected in our backyard. Next sum-

mer it will be covered with vines, and will
provide a cool place for the children to play

in.

1 do not know why it should be so, but it
seems to me that civie pride is utterly lack-
ing in the small towns such as ours. Perbaps
it is because we have no civic organizations
or Women'’s Clubs to wake us up. And that
is why 1 appreciate the opportunity to air
this subject in an impersonal way. Ob-
viously, I cannot go to my neighbor and tell
him wherein he fails in his duty to the com-
munity. And now, in this case against my
neighbor, 1 have been plaintiff, judge and
jury. Let the defendant bring on his wit-
nesses. Perhaps 1, also, have been guilty.

Perry, Okia. Mrs. D. F. Coldiron.

How To Say “Thank You”

TLIE writer heard the following remark
made at Christmas-time. and it set her
thinking that a good many people feel much
the same way: “1 bad almost rather never
receive a gift than to bave to thank the giver
for it. 1t is extremely hard for me to say the
right thing, and to enthuse over anything
that is given me is quite beyond my capa-
bility, however much 1 appreciate the
kindly thought that prompted the giving.”
Perhaps a few ideas along this line of
thought which I ran across not long ago will
be helpful to those who find the art of re-
eceiving graciously, difficult to master,

‘Who does not love to give to a little child?
He seizes the present with a rapturous mo-
tion and a twinkle of joy in his eyes, while
the mother or some older person in charge
puts the “thank you” words into his mouth

THE HOMEMAKER

Conducted by MRS. M. M. HYNES

letting whet helps you help others.

This department i8 devoted to the interests of woman, especially the housewife.
Anything that will lighten labor, brighten or make better the home and household, or
help us each and all to lead truer lives, will be cordially welcomed.
The American Woman will,itis hoped, give of their experience for the benefit of others,
and ask any needful information for themselves.
ceipts, hints on the training and care of children,
This is the homemakers’ own department, and
as such all are invited to have a share in its management.

Address MRS. M. M.

All readers of

Send your tested and favorite re-
cultivation of flowers, etc., elec.,

HYNES, Boston Highlands, Mass.

or says them for him. Yet we feel amply re-
paid for whatever the gift has cost us. and
realize the blessed truth that it is, indeed,
“more blessed to give than to receive.”” Be-
sides, the child proceeds at once to enjoy his
new . possession, whether it be a toy or a
piece of candy. Instead of this happy, nat-
ural way, wé grown people make studied
bows, smile dubiously, pile on words of
thanks, and—Ilay the gift upon the shelf!
Surely. the child's way is best. The joyous
outreaching, the look of thanks, the quick
caress, and but few words, are what the
giver wants and will cherish as his or her re-
wand. Few words are best because not many
of us have the tact, the quick wit and the
ready tongue to say the right ones on the
spur of the moment, and the wrong words
spoil it all for both the giver and the receiver.
Who of us has not had the very sight of some
pretty thing made a trial for years because of
the awkward way in which we accepted it?
We pile on words because we think they are
expected of us, and try to maintain our dig-
nity by showing as little emotion as possible.

Then, alas! that horrible ogre, the “trade-
last” idea, flashes over us, and we instantly
think of the present we gave or didn't give
this particular friend. Is it a false pride, a
sense of commercialism, or a eommendable
honesty that prompts us grown people to
“even up” the gift-making, and thus rob it
of its chief glory? Oh, that we eould “‘he-
come as little children™ in this matter, as in
many others. We would surely all be the
happier for it.

To see one’s gift put to use, yet with
dainty care, is also pleasing; and no more
delicate compliment can be paid than to re-
fer to a past gift long since forgotten by the
donor. 1 once had a correspondent say:
*“This is written with the pen you gave me
Christmas, two vears ago. Ah, the journeys
it has made over white paper since then.”
The reference pleased me greatly, because it
showed that my little gift was still of value,
and appreciated. We must all confess that
we like to have much made of our gifts, be
they costly or ever so inexpensive; but it
must be done in a sincere, natural way that
shows the heart is really touched.

Some people purposely, and others
unconsciously, make it hard for their best
friends to give them anything. It is usually
a sense of pride, a fear of patronage or obli-
gation that forms the ugly barrier. This is
peculiarly common among relatives—near
relatives, who know one another’s needs and
financial conditions far too intimately for
mutual comfort. The only way to overcome
this wretched feeling, if we find it creeping
upon us, is to put ourselves in the giver's
place, remembering what a joy it is to be
able to bestow things upon others. Think
how gladly we would do likewise, were we
the rich relatives! Remember, too, how it
hurts to have a gift received reluctantly.
Generous receiving is second only to gener-
ous giving, and alas, it is far more rare
among grown people.

Again, it has been truly said that the way
a woman takes a compliment stamps her
place in society. A blush of pleasure denotes
the schoolgirl; a giggle, the silly or unsophis-
ticated : a brusque protest, the sensible but
unpolished; a fleeting smile and a quiet
thank you phrase (if reply be necessary at
all) show unmistakably the woman of good
training, the one really accustomed to com-
pliments. Many mothers, rightfully anxious
to keep their daughters’ heads “'level,” as we
say. teach them to have a horror of compli-
ments. They quote the harsh, half true say-
ings, such as **The man who flatters a woman
hopes to find ber a fool or to make her one.”
And with ideas like that in mind the young
girl often resents rudely words that are sin-
cerely meant, and makes awkward situa-
tions for herself and her real friends. In-

stead, let her be taught keen discernment
between foolish flattery and well meant
praise, and let her have answering phrases
at her tongue's end. Ewvery girl, pretty or
plain, who would hold a place in her social
world, must acquire the art of graciously ac-
cepting a compliment and of tactfully
“turning down’' the would-be flatterer. A
little quiet forethought and preparedness
are all that are necessary. We all need to
recognize the faet that kindly deeds and
kindly words mean so much in this old world
of ours that they both deserve gracious re-
ception. L. M.
=T

Notes and Questions

Mrs, W. A. Reed asks how to put up
string-beans, wusing salicylic acid. Allow
one tablespoonful to three gallons of the
beans, after they are broken up, let boil
twenty minutes, and seal in glass jars.

Jackson, Miss. Mrs. E. L. B.

Mrs. W. A. Reed, I have a “blue stove,”
and clean the top with a cloth dampened
with oil, then dust with emery-powder and
rub well. This treatment gives a beautiful
luster. In canning green beans 1 prepare
and cook them as if to serve at once, adding
salt to taste, put them into jars with plenty
of the liquid, not having them packed too
tightly, and just before sealing I put in a
tablespoonful of vinegar to each gquart. I
have used this method for two years, and
like it much better than canning with sali-
cylic acid, which I have also tried. The
beans keep well, and the flavor is excellent.

R. 3, Carlyle, 111 Mrs. Isam Parson.

If you are lucky enough to live near a
fruit-cannery and can buy' sugar-sacks for
five or ten cents apiece, you will find them
much cheaper than cloth not haif so good
purchased by the yard. Let me state a few
uses I have found for both sugar- and flour-
sacks: Made into men's summer underwear,
athletic style, they will outwear the gar-
ments of dimity or nainsook by far. I use
four sacks, set together with insertion or
rickrack, for every-day tablecloths. Sugar-
sacks can also be made into sheets and pil-
low-cases for common wuse, and when
bleached nice and white they really look
very good. Many other things can be made
from them, such as aprons, underwear, and
80 on. I hope this suggestion will help
Maine Homemaker and others who are
saving to pay on a home. Mnrs. C. C., did
you try soaking those mildew-stains in milk
for forty-eight hours, then hanging the arti-
cle in the sunshine? Repeat the process if
not at first successful. If the mildew will
not yield to this treatment 1 fear the case is
a difficult one, indeed.

Little Housewife of Oregon.

If you have window - shades that are
wrinkled, faded, thin or soiled, take them
off the rollers, tack the curtains on a smooth,
clean floor or table, buy a can of ordinary
flat wall-paint, reduce to twenty-five-per-
cent turpentine, go over the curtain once
with the paint, then take a stiff bristle-brush
or clean scrub-brush and again go over it
while wet. Let dry, turn over and do the
same on the other side, if necessary; if the
curtain is thin the paint sometimes goes
through. It must not be too thick. If de-
sired the eurtains may be decorated by
means of another color of paint. When dry
return to the rollers and they are *‘just like
new.” If curtains are too ragged to serve
longer soak them twenty-four hours in soap-
suds—Ileft after the washing—rub and soak
them again in warm, clean suds, rub through
two waters, boil, rub and rinse until the
green or other color is all out, and when dry
cut the best portions into the right size for
disheloths, dish-towels, washcloths, etc.,

using the scraps for earpet-rags. *‘‘Led

nothing be wasted” is a good motto. Can

anyone tell me how to molasses-cane

syrup, home-raised, for making tomato

preserves? Mrs. May Hetflies.
R. 1, Box 50, Viola, Il

In moving I missed my Needlecraft for
June and July. and The American 'Woman
for June, 1920. Will some one who has
these papers to spare kindly write me,
stating what is desired in return for them?

Headsville, W. Va. Mrs. J. H. Kline.

Here is a ‘‘saving hint,” as asked for: Do
not throw away the rind from which bacon
has been cut. Instead, wash and dry it and
keep in a fruit jar to use when cooking cab=
bage, greens or beans; it gives a good flavor.

Framingham, Mass. Sister Kit.

I am greatly interested in our department
—really I enjoy every bit of the paper. Will
some homemaker send me the address of a
company that publishes a good general cook-
book? Mrs. C. E. Morrell.

Pocatello, Idaho.

I wish to secure The American Woman
containing the instalment of the story
“Madelon’’ for July; will return in good con~
dition, paying all postage. Please write
first. If you have much sewing to do, keep a
piece of white cardboard in the machine-
drawer and slip it under the needle when
vou have occasion to thread it, and see how
much more easily you can do this. I shall
be glad to hear from any of the members,
and will try to answer all letters received.
Although the mother of three young sons,
and usually very busy, I always manage to
find time for this interesting department.

Mrs. Edna Koch.

7125 Drexel Ave., Chicago, Ill.

Here are a few of the things I have found
helpful: TUse cooking molasses for remov-
ing grass-stains; it will not fade colored ma-~
terials. Add a little kerosene-oil to the
water used for washing windows; the glass
will not be streaked, as when washed with
soap or powder. If you wish to stick two
pieces of paper together, use a eold boiled
potato. When preparing onions for use put
them in a pan of water placed on the stove,
and avoid smarting of the eyes. When
making cocoa or scalding milk for other pur-
pose cover the bottom of the dish with boil-
ing water before putting the milk in and the
dish will be much more easily washed. If
vou have leaf-lard to render put the coarsest
knife in your food-chopper and run the lard
through: although this may seem a little
trouble, time is saved because the lard tries
out so much more quickly; you also get
more of it, as few “‘cracklings” remain. I
have a little son of four months, and like to
see articles on the care of babies.

Clymer, N. Y. A Mother.

I wish to thank all who so generously re-
sponded to my appeal for cards for my little
son, Emerson; you have given him many
bright and interesting hours. You will re-
joice with me that he is much improved and
gets around nicely; and 1 cannot help feeling
that the prayers and good wishes of his many
new friends have helped him. Tam very fond
of “our paper,” there isso much init that
helps me in my work—bright thoughts that
make my tasks lighter. Mrs. H. Armitage.

Black Creek, Wis.

-

The Homemaker’s Receipt-Book

Chocolate Nut Pudding. — Two cups of
scalded milk, in which dissolve two squares
of choeolate, shaved finely, one cup each ef
soft bread-crumbs and chopped nut-meats, '
three-fourths cup of sugar and yolks of two
eggs, beaten to a cream, one half teaspoon-
ful of salt, and juice and grated rind of one
lemon. Mix these ingredients, fold in the
white of eggs beaten to a froth, pour into a
mold—1I use a square pan—and bake. Fora
change I omit the nut-meats, and make a
meringue of the white of eggs, covering the
pudding after it is baked and browning deli-
cately in the oven. This pudding I serve
without sauce.

Fruit Sauce. — One cup of pulp and juice
of any fruit that is liked, a scant cup of
sugar, one half cup of water and a table-

Concluded on page 23
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IEIE BUTTERELY OF BUTTERFLY HiEL

CHAPTER I

EFFREY DOANE!"

“Roger!”’

Two men — tall, handsome,
distinguished -looking —met in
the dusk of an early September

afternoon at a corner where Fifth Avenue
and Thirty-Fourth Street cross. First in-
credulity, then doubt, and finally glad
recognition traversed both faces; then their
voices rang out and their hands met in a
hearty, prolonged clasp.

“You—alive and here!
lieve it!"”’

Blue-eyed and fair, the speaker’s face and
form were suggestive in their splendid
strength of the fighting qualities of the
Vikings.

“It is ten years, Roger,” replied the dark,
ruddy-faced one.

The other nodded.

“When you dropped out of things as you
did, when no one heard of you, we thought
—we feared—"’

“That Hutchinson’s verdict had come to
pass?’’ Jeffrey Doane finished for him. “It
took a long while to be sure that it would
not.”

“You are sure now?" Roger Gill asked.
his eyes bent anxiously on the other’s face,

“Definitely sure. I saw Hutchinson
again to-day,” answered Jeffrey Doane, and
took the hand his friend held out to him.
“But I had no idea I should see you in New
Y orlk—thought you were still on the other
side. And accept my congratulations,
won't you, Roger? You have been doing
fine work over there—fine even for you.
Thanks to the mewspapers, I have kept
track of you and know you have justified
our prophecy that you would be the greatest
man in the class. Every man in it—back in
the old days—was proud of vou, Roger.”

“And they loved you. There's a differ-
ence. But tell me of yourself. Where have
vou kept hidden? And why did you leave
us all this while without a word?"”

“I have been putting up a hard fight, for
a time seemingly against all odds. Things
coming as they did were such a blow to me
that at first I could not talk or write about
it to anyone—not even you. Then hope
began to dawn, and since then I have lived
just for to-day, when I could come back and
take up things where I left off.””

“It must have been some special good
fortune that put you in my path,” ob-
served Doctor Gill. ‘“‘After a year's ab-
sence from New York, I arrived just this
morning on the Saint Paul, and leave here
to-morrow to visit my mother in the Adi-
rondacks. Couldn't you arrange to come
home with me, Jeffrey? Mother would be
delighted to see you again. Would it inter-
fere with your plans?”’

“I have no immediate plans, and it would
give me great pleasure to see your mother
again. But can’t we have dinner together
somewhere, Roger? I am staying here at
the hotel, but came out for a little stroll be-
fore nightfall. I wanted to see the town
light up. Having waited ten years for to-
day, I don’t want to miss a thing. Many a
night, lying wide-eyed under the stars, I
have tried to relieve the tedium and ache
of homesickness by picturing this very
scene.”’

Roger Gill's face held a look of deep com-
prehension.

“What a fight you must have made!” he
said, admiringly. “Come, I will join you in

e

I can scarcely be-

By MARY

CLARE DAVRON

“ 1 was about to speak — tried to think of something to say — but there was that about her
which kept me silent " ™’

your stroll. Although I have been away
only a year, it has been long enough to
make the old town look good to me.”

““Are you going back to Europe?’’

A fraction of a second’s hesitancy.

“‘Perhaps,”’ Roger Gill replied.

CHAPTER II

As they walked up Fifth Avenue, and
later when they had seated themselves at
the restaurant-table, the two men had much
to say to each other, many questions to ask
and congratulations to extend. Both phy-
sicians, they had been classmates and close
friends back in student days. Then had
come a few years of practise, followed by the
quick rise in his profession of Doctor Gill
and the quiet dropping into oblivion of Doc-
tor Doane.

Later, when the dinner was over, both
men sat smoking, each turned slightly in his
chair that his eyes might from time to time
rest upon the never-ending human stream
flowing up and down Fifth Avenue.

After a pause, filled with that pregnant
silence that comes when two long separated
friends have met and discussed matters of

general or surface interest and are about to
proceed to deeper and more personal topics,
Roger Gill asked:

““You have not married, Jeffrey?”

“No,” said Doctor Doane, quietly.
shall never marry.”

“How do you know? You say it as though
that were a closed chapter in your life.”

“It is. -When the bottom dropped from
everything ten years ago, that is one of the
things that went, too. But you, Roger?
Surely you have married.”

Roger Gill's gaze fell reflectively upon the
end of his cigar.

"*No,” he replied at length,
not married.”

“Isn't that rather strange?”’ pursued his
friend in gentle raillery and smiling into the
clear blue eyes across the table. An unusual
gravity there caused him to cease abruptly
his bantering tone.

*No, it isn't strange, Jeffrey. Not in my
case.”

Doctor Doane, with the air of one who
feels he has inadvertently touched upon a
subject too close to another's heart, re-
frained from comment.

ok

*“No, I have

“You asked me a moment ago,’’ then be-
gan the other, “if I were going back to
Europe. Whether or not I shall depends
upon the answer of the woman I intend ask-
ing to be my wife—the woman I have
crossed the ocean to see.”” From the speak-
er's manner there could be no doubt that his
was not an ordinary love-affair. Sympa-
thetic attention in his friend's face encour-
aged him to continue: “I met her some
years ago—eight, to be exact. Mother had
gone early that year to our place in the
Adirondacks, and I went up for one week-
end, arriving unexpectedly on an evening
when mother was to have as her guests most
of the people of the neighborhood.

& ‘I'm so glad you'll be here for to-night,’
mother said. ‘People are always asking for
you, and you will have a chance to meet the
newcomers—the Hallidays, the Grinnels
and the Parmalees. The Marshalls are en~
tertaining a young lady, friend of Helen's—
a great beauty, Roger, and a splendid girl
besides." This latter remark mother meant
to be significant of her disapproval that at
thirty-two I gave no indication of becoming
a benedict, and I smiled as I assured her
that I would do my best to favorably im-
press the young lady. But mother shook
her head. ‘It looks very much as if I were
never to have a daughter-in-law,” she said.
One of the great regrets of mother’s life is
that she never had a daughter,

“*You should see Lathrop Parmalee's
wife,” mother continued. ‘Really, I think
she is the most beautiful girl I have ever
seen. Golden-haired and glowing she is—
like a creature that has always played in the
sun. I heard someone speak of her the
other day—and I shouldn’t be surprised if
the name clung to her—as ‘‘the Butterfly of
Butterfly Hill.”" And that is what she
seems like—a big, dazzling butterfly, too
beautiful and lovely ever to know a care or
worry. Although, I think, two or three
years older than Lathrop, who is only *
eighteen, still she is such a child that it
seems impossible to consider her a matron.’

“Mother added that Lathrop and his wife
seemed superlatively happy. He was quite
a musician and his wife, besides a keen appre-
ciation of his talent, possessed also a fine
contralto voice. It was a pleasure, mother
said, to hear them sing and play together.

“This particular piece of news didn't
mean much to me, although I had known
well the boy’s parents, both of whom had
died while he was abroad being educated.
The sensation of the summer had been his
marriage and the subsequent opening of the
old Parmalee place, which had remained
unoccupied for years—since the elder Par-
malee’s death. It was a beautiful place,
crowning a high hill and surrounded by
handsome gardens and long, winding drive-
ways. Years before, the children of the
neighborhood had named it ‘Butterfly
Hill," due, I was told, to the fact that the
most gorgeous butterflies to be found any-
where round could be seen flitting about its
broad lawns.

CHAPTER III

“That evening was a fateful one for me.
Most of the guests, as in the custom up
there, came early; and I had a pleasant
hour or so renewing acquaintance with
many old friends. It was a beautiful even-
ning, and we all stayed out of doors.

“ ‘Helen telephoned that she and Miss
Darnton would be a little late. They are
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coming over with the Parmalees,” I heard
mother say; and then, a moment later, I
found myself confronted by a tall, slender
youth who stood smiling at me in a friendly
fashion. ‘“Why, Roger!” he exclaimed, ‘don’t
you know me—Lathrop Parmalee?’

“*Can’t blame me for not recognizing
you,” I told him. *‘You've doubled your
height since I last saw you. And I am told
you are married, too. Congratulations!’

“ ‘I want you to meet her, Roger,’ he said,
and as I turned, ‘No, not now; she's gone
indoors with your mother -and Helen now.
0O Roger!” and boyish enthusiasm suffused
his delicate face with color; ‘she is the most
wonderful girl in the world!

“*I have no doubt of it," I said heartily.
And j then old Doctor Bates and his
wife, lifelong friends of my mother, called to
me, with the result that I was dragged off for
a long talk with the good old doctor, who is
always comparing the methods of us later-
day men with those of the old school of
physicians.

“I had brought up a half finished paper 1
was preparing for the convention that fall,
and upon Doctor Bates expressing a desire
to read it, I went into the house for it. I had
left it on mother’s desk in the library, but
someone had evidently come along and
pigeonholed it, and I was some moments
finding it. As I finally turned with the pa~
per in my hand, there, standing in the door-
way, was the most beautiful creature I had
ever seen. Instantly there flashed into my
mind mother’s desire that T become inter-
ested in Helen Marshall's friend. 1 thought
also of Lathrop Parmalee’s remark anent
his wife, ‘She is the most wonderful girl in
the world,” and 1 knew that without need of
further acquaintance 1 could subscribe that
wvery sentiment to the woman who stood
facing me in the doorway. 1 was about to
. speak—tried to think of something to sa®—
but there was that about her which kept me
sgilent. We stood facing each other, and 1
sure the admiration I felt must have ap-
peared on my face. But it was she who
seemed most deeply and unaccountably
moved. With a little gesture she clutched
at the lace on her bosom, her wide, startled
eyes on my face. Then, as if she had finally
settled some clash of opinions within her-
self :

“ “You are Roger Gill,” ghe said, in a voiee
s0 low I scarcely caught it.

“1 saw that for some strange reason she
was very much agitated. ‘I hope 1 have not
startled you,” 1 said, gently as 1 could.

" “No, oh, no” And again, as if address-
ing herself, she continued: ‘I always knew
you looked like that!”

“1 was at a loss for an answer, when sud-
denly she came toward me with outstrewched
hand.

“ ‘How stupid of me not to have known—
not to have guessed at once that you were
Mrs. Gill's son.’

“ “Why, I think you did guess, and rather

quickly, too.” Bhe was calmer now, but had

sure 1 do not know how long. Her interest
me and my work seemed intemse. She
plied me with questions—not the foolish
kind that make me rather steer clear of dis-
cussing my work with most women. With
intelligent understanding, she led me

while she talked with me, I felt that what-
ever the primary incentive to her interest,
it did not lie directly with me. Yet I was
certain that her agitation was due solely to
my presence there that evening.

“Where we were sitting, we were quite
within sound of the voices from the lawn,
and 1 ean remember distinctly the feeling of
annoyance I had when I beard Doctor
Bates calling me. His voice seemed to
startle the girl, too. With what I learned
was a characteristic gesture, she again
clutched at the lace on her bosom. Even in
the dim light, I thought I poticed her face
pale. ‘“We have been here a very long
while,” she said.

** ‘Where in thunder are you, Roger? 1
heard Doctor Bates saying. And as he came
nearer, the girl ran lightly from the room
and on to the porch, while the doctor, his
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arm around my shoulder, led me back to
mother and her guests.

* “Miss Darnton, I want to present my
son,” mother was saying presently, and I
found myself bowing to a statuesque,
dreamy-eyed beauty standing beside Helen
Marshall. ‘Ah, there is Mrs. Parmalee
now.'

“I turned, and instantly knew that beth
Lathrop Parmalee and I thought of the
same woman as the ‘most wonderful in the
world.’

“This, as I told you, was eight years ago.
To this day, that talk of an hour or so}is the
only one 1 have had with her. 1 have seen
her only twice since, and then at a distance
—once in her garden, and once driving up
the broad driveway at Butterfly Hill.
Mother told me, though, that a great change
had come over her during that first summer
—that she had seemed to grow noticeably
older; and also that after that time, she
went out very little, becoming, with her hus-
band, almost a recluse within the confines of
the big estate on Butterfly Hill. Mother
said it was the oddest change she had ever
witnessed. Lathrop and the girl could still
be heard playing and singing, and they
seemed exceedingly happy. But no one
could fathom the reason for their self-im-
posed isplation from such social life as the
place afforded.

“Then, last year, a day or so after I had
sailed for the other side, Lathrop Parmalee
was killed by falling from his horse. Moth-
er’'s first letter told me of it.”” Roger Gill's
face was flushed, his eyes abnormally
bright as he added: “And now I have come
from Europe to ask her to be my wife, to tell
her the thing that has been suppressed in
my heart these eight years.”

“You deserve 10 win. 1 believe you will.
I am sure any woman might well be proud
of your love,” said Doctor Doane, simply.

“But ber heart may have been irrevocably
given to that poor boy. Do you believe one
can love but once?"”

“I used to think so. Now I am mnot so
sure. But for some people—for you and for
me—yes. Absolutely yes.”

CHAPTER IV

Long rays of shaded lamplight filled with
soft radiance the huge oak-paneled room,
the dark beauty of which was brightened by
the glowing colors in richly hued cushions
and rugs, by the gleaming reds, yellows and
blues of many book-bindings, and by huge
bowls of multicolored early autumn flowers.
Ovwer it all rose and fell the shadows cast by
flames that leaped and danced in the great
fireplace.

In front of the fire, with the rose-color
from a lamp shining softly on the silvery
waves of her hair, sat Roger Gill's mother.
She was working busily upon the ball of
woolen yarn her fingers were deftly fashion-
ing into a garment that was rapidly taking
shape.

“You've no idea how fascinating it is to
watch you do that,” commented Doctor
Doane from the depths of the great chair
where he lazily reclined, his head thrown
back against the cushions, his deep brown
eves bent intently upon the flying fingers of
his companion.

““Roger told me the same thing this after-
noon,” she replied, and then continued: “I
wonder what is keeping him so late. He in-
tended calling on Mrs. Parmalee this eve-
ning, he said. Perhaps, though, he is help-
ing her in some detail of the preparation for
to-morrow evening.”

“The fete seems already an assured suc-
cess,” said Doctor Doane. ‘“‘Everywhere
we went down at the village to-day, we heard

? it being talked of.”

“Yes, I think it will be successful. Many
people are especially interested in it, though,
because it is to be at Mrs. Parmalee’s, and
it will mark the first time she has partici-
pated in the social life of the place since the
summer, eight years ago, when she came
here a bride.”

“Roger told me something of her.
must, be a very extraordinary person.”

“Very, indeed. We all know that what-
ever the whim that kept Lathrop and her
away from us all that time, it was of her
choosing. Lathrop adored his wife, and a
suggestion from her would have been a
command to him. He was a musician, and
when his wife came here to live she had a
very pretty contralto voice that has since
been cultivated. We have persuaded her to
sing to-morrow night, as her contribution to
the entertainment.” The lady rose. *“I
believe I shall not wait up for Roger. Tell
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him good-night for me, won’t you, Jeffrey?
Or he can come to my room when he comes
in, if he likes.”” And, as her guest rose and
walked to the door with her: *“You do not
know how good it is to have you here with
us again, Jefirey. How we did miss you all
these years!”

“If I could only tell you all it means t0 me
to be here!” he answered earnestly.

“I do not believe there ever was another
man to take your place with Roger. He has
so few close friendships, but those few mean
everything in the world to him."

‘When she had gone, Doctor Doane se-
lected a book from one of the shelves, lit a
cigar and drew his chair nearer the fire. He
had read an hour or so when a footstep
sounded in the hall, and Roger Gill stood in
the doorway. Never, perhaps, did splendid
ruggedness and strength stand out more
boldly on the countenance of the handsome
blond giant, never did he appear more
nearly a perfect specimen of physical man-
hood. Yet something impelled his friend,
after one glance, to spring to his feet and
hold out his hand to him.

“Roger! I-am deeply sorry,”
said.

Doctor Gill gravely inclined his head; and
then, as though a wave of weariness had sud-
denly come over him, he lowered his long
body into a chair and gazed straight into the
fire in front of him. For a long time the two
men sat there in wordless silence until
finally Doctor Doane rose to go.

“Don’t go. Jeffrey. 1 wish you wouldn't,”
said his friend, and held out a detaining
hand. And later: “I—I had no idea this
would oceur to-night. I had no intention of
broaching the subject—intended only ma-
king a short call on her. But—you see I am
very inexperienced in such matters—when I
saw her, when I talked with her again, there
seemed to be nothing else I could say, and I
was not surprised when the pent-up longing
of all these years found expression and came
rushing to my lips. She was very kind—
kinder than I had any right to expect. That
made it harder, if anything.”

“Her answer may not be final,” suggested
Doctor Doane.

“It is absolutely final. Just as I feared,
she has loved once—really loved—and that
is the end of it for her. I knew she would be
that sort.”

“1 bave known what appeared to be the
deepest love change—and in less than two
years,” said Doctor Doane.

“She will never change. Even while I
may try to hope differently, I know she will
not. The love of which she speaks means
more to her than her very life itself."

“I wonder if love like that is a blessing or
a curse,”” mused Doctor Doane.

Something like interest crept into his
friend’s face and partly dispelled the shad-
ows slowly gathering there.

“You said that when—when the tragedy
came for you, you gave up marriage. Was
there anyone—"'

“es

“Poor chap!”

“There was no engagement,
you, if you'd care to hear.”

“Please do.”

“I met her that last summer. She was
from the south and was visiting friends of
mine out on Long Island. I went there for
a week-end ; and after that, there never was
any other woman in the world for me. All
that summer I went out there as much as
my practise would allow. She knew of my
feeling for her, and I had every reason to
know she reciprocated. Then, one Satur-
day—just at this time of the year it was—I
was to make my last trip to see her, as she
intended going south the following week. I
expected then to ask her to marry me, and
was very sure of her answer,

“Just about that time, I had begun to
realize that I hadn’t been feeling well all
summer, and on Friday I went to see Hutch-
inson, with you know what result.

““The blow was a staggering one to me. T
had no idea that it could be as bad as that.
All that night I tossed in a half crazed de-
lirium, on the one hand trying to think, and
on the other not wanting to. Her face
would come before me—the dear adorable-
ness of her—and I would resolve to tell her
of my love. Even though I was sure she
knew it so well, still I wanted to tell her,
wanted to hear from her own lips the avowal
of reciprocity I knew she would make. And
then against all this was Hutchinson’s
verdict.

“Of course, there was but one coneclusion
to which I must inevitably come. Yet I felt
I could not bear it. I wanted her sympathy

was all he

I—TI'll tell

_ January 1921

as well as her love, to see the look in her
dear eyes when I should tell her—if not of
my love, then of the sentence that had been
pronounced upon me.

“The next morning came—the day om
which I was to have gone to her. And even
as it dawned, I knew that this eourse would
be impossible—that I could not trust myself
in her presence. I do mot kmow if it was
sheer cowardice or supreme bravery that
made me stifle the inclination that was tug-
ging at my heart, but in the end, reason
won; and, scarcely knowing what I did,
without a word to anyone except the re-
quest to Hutchinson that he make known to
some of my friends what had happened, I
closed my affairs here as quickly as possible
and left, hardly caring where I went, and
with little hope in my heart."”

‘*And you did not write—even to her?'"
asked Doctor Gill, marveling.

“No; I never did. It seemed the cowardly
way to tell her what I hadn’t the courage to
say in person."

“But surely during those tem years you
have communicated with her?”

““No; never. Only once did I have news
of her, and in the most unexpected way. It
was one night in Los Angeles—I am not
likely to forget it—one of those sweet,
balmy evenings. I remember feeling par-
ticularly homesick that night—at night,
you know, Roger, is when nestalgia comes
with such terrific power owver an exile.
Thinking perhaps a walk in the clear, cool
night would help me, 1 went out. I had
gone only a little way when it struck me that
the figure of the man walking a short dis-
tance abead of me had a somehow familiar
look. Coming closer, I recognized him. He
was an old colored fellow who had been
butler out at the Larsdens’ place in Long
Istand when I used to go there.

“I accosted him joyously, and almost to
the point of tears was he-glad to see me.

“He told me the Larsdens had broken up
house and gone abroad to live. He, in the
meantime, had come out there to the coast
with another family, and was eating his old
heart out to get back again.

“I let him ramble on in his own way
about things, and finally I was rewarded
with news of her. ‘An’ oh, yes, Mr. Jeffrey,
you know dat lady—Lawd, I done forgot
her name, but the awful pretty one—the one
you was all time playing tennis with—well,
she done got married.’

“ ‘“Married!’ I said, sharply in spite of my-
self. There could be no doubt as to whom
he meant, for his kindly old face broke into
knowing, good-natured smiles, as he as-
sured me:

“*Oh, yessir, she's don’ married. That
was the last weddin’ Mis’ Larsden went to
afore she went 'broad.’

“*“Whom did she marry?’ I asked at last.

“ ‘1 forgit his mame, an’ I did hyear it,
too. But 'twarn't none o' dem gemmens
dat used to come when you was dere,’

“That is all 1 have heard of her in these
ten years, but it was conclusive, you see.”

And from the long, haggard lines that had
crept to the speaker’s face it was plain that
the passage of time had by no means healed
the old pain, and that the bitter was still
very close to the sweet in his memory of
that love of long ago.

“How much you had to bear—alone!”
said Doector Gill, profound admiration
written on his face. “‘God! The odds you
had to fight against!”

“Strange to say, after that my problem
became more simplified. I could not, and
did not, expect her to remain unmarried.
Nevertheless, that did not lessen the shock
of her marrying—and so soon. For T had
been very sure she cared as deeply as 1.
Then I grew more reconciled to my life out
there, and I began systematically to note
conditions and collect data for the book of
which I told you. It is coming out mext
month, and if by it T can help even one other
who may receive the same sentence I did,
then I shall feel that those ten years were
not wasted.

Both men rose. The hour was late, and
the fire had long since died to ashes,

Doctor Gill straightened his shoulders,
and the weariness seemed to slip from him
like a cloak. But the wistfulness had not
gone {rom his eye, though he said firmly :

“Yes, there is always one's work. It is
the heaven-sent blessing—the great ano-
dyne!”’

“You have, in addition, the knowledge
that you are one of the biggest men in the
world. That ought to be very sweet.”

! Continued on page 10
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CHAPTER V — Concluded

Y but I hated to go! Fathers
and Aunt Janes are two
different propositions. Fathers

have more rights and privi-
leges, of course. Everybody
knows that.

Well, I went into the library. TFather
stood with his back to the fireplace and his
hands in his pockets. He was plainly angry
at being disturbed. Anybody could see
that. He began speaking at once, the min-
ute I got into the room—very cold and dig-
niflied.

“Mary, your aunt tells me you have been
disobedient and disrespectful to her. Have
you anything to say?”’

I shook my head and said:

“No, sir.”

What could I say? Old folks ask such
senseless questions, sometimes. Naturally I
wasn't going to say I had been disrespectful
and disobedientt when I hadn't; and of
course, I couldn’t say I hadn't been when
Aunt Jane said I had. That would be just
like saying Aunt Jane lied. So, of course, I
had nothing to say. And I said so.

‘“‘But she declares you refused to go back
to school, Mary," said father then.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you did refuse?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, you may go and tell her now,
please, that you are sorry, and that you will
go to school this afternoon. You may go
now.”

And he turned to the table and picked up
his book.

I didn’'t go, of course. I just stood there
twisting my handkerchief in my fingers; and,

of course, right away he saw me. He had
sat down then.

“Mary, didn’'t you hear me?”’ he de-
manded.

‘“Yes, sir, but—~father, I can’t go back to
that school,” I choked. And I began to cry.

“But I tell you that you must.”

I shook my head.

“I can't."”

“Do you mean that you defy me as you
did your Aunt Jane this morning?—that you
refuse to go back to school?”

*“Yes, sir.”

For a minute he sat and stared at me just
as Aunt Jane had done; then he lifted his
head and threw back his shoulders as if he
were throwing off a heavy weight.

“‘Come, come, Mary,” he said sternly. “I
am not a patient man, and my temper has
reached the breaking-point. You will go
baek to school and you will go now. I mean
that, Mary."

“But, father, I can’t,” I choked again;
and I guess there was something in my face
this time that made even him see. For
again he just stared for a minute, and then
said:

“Mary, what in the world does this
mean? Why can’t you go back? Have you
been—expelled?"”

*Oh, no, sir.”

“Then you mean you won't go back.”

“I mean I can’t—on account of mother.”

I wouldn't have said it if I hadn’t had to.
I didn't want to tell him; but I knew from
the very first that I'd have to tell him before
I got through. I could see it in his face.
And so, now, with his eyes blazing as he
jumped almost out of his chair and ex-
claimed: *“Your mother!” I let it out and got
it over as soon as possible.

“T mean, on account of mother—that not
for you, nor Aunt Jane, nor anybody will T
go back to that school and associate with
folks that won’t associate with me—on ac-
count of mother.”

And then I told it—all about the girls,
Stella Mayhew, Carrie, and how they acted,
and what they said about my being Doctor
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde because I was a Mary
and a Marie, and the ice-cream, and the
parties they had to give up if they went with
me. And I know I was crying so I could
hardly speak before I finished; and father
was on his feet tramping up and down the
room muttering something under his breath,
and looking—oh, I can’t begin to tell how he
looked. But it was awful.

“And so that's why I wish,” I finished,

[Copyright, 1920, by Eleanor H. Porter.
rights reserved]
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chokingly, ““‘that it would hurry up and be a
year, so mother could get married.”

“Married!”” Like a flash he turned and
stopped short, staring at me.

“Why, ves,” I explained; “for if she did
get married, she wouldn’t be divorced any
longer, would she?”’

But he wouldn't answer. With a queer
little noise in his throat he turned again and
began to walk up and down, up and down,
until I thought for a minute he'd forgotten
I was there. But he hadn’'t. For after a
while he stopped again right in front of me.

“S8o your mother isethinking of getting
married,” he said in a voice so queer it
sounded as if it had come from away off
somewhere.

But I shook my head and said no, of

just know she’s keeping up a powerful
thinking.

For that matter, so am I. What is going
to happen next? Have I got to go to school
to-morrow? But then, of course, I sha’n’'t
do that. Besides, I don't believe father’ll
ask me to, after what I said about mother.
He didn't like that—what those girls said—
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“* Not for you, nor Aunt Jane, nor anybody will I go back to that school and associate with folks that

won't associate with me — on account of mother

course; and that I was very sure she wouldn’t
till her year was up, and even then I didn’t
know which she’d take, so I couldn't tell for
sure anything about it. But I hoped she'd
take one of them, so she wouldn’t be di-
vorced any longer.

“But you don’t know which she’ll take,”
grunted father again. He turned then, and
began to walk up and down again, with his
hands in his pockets; and I didn’'t know
whether to go away or to stay, and I suppose
I'd have been there now if Aunt Jane hadn’t
suddenly appeared in the library-doorway.

“Charles, if Mary is going to school at all
to-day it is high time she was starting,” she
said. But father didn't seem to hear. He
was still tramping up and down the room,
his hands in his pockets. ‘‘Charles!” Aunt
Jane raised her voice and spoke again. “I
said if Mary is going to school at all to-day it
is high time she was starting.””

“Eh? What?"’ If you'll believe it, that
man looked as dazed as if he’d never even
heard of my going to school. Then suddenly
his face changed. “Oh, yes, tobesure. Well,
er—Mary is not going to school to-day,”’ he
said. Then he looked at his watch, and with-
out another word strode into the hall, got
his hat, and left the house, leaving Aunt
Jane and me staring into each other's
faces.

But I didn't stay much longer than father
did. I strode into the hall, too, by Aunt
Jane. But I didn’t leave the house. I came
up here to my own room; and ever since I've
been writing it all down in my book.

Of course, I don’t know now what's going
to happen next. But I wish you could have
seen Aunt Jane’s face when father said I
wasn't going to school to-day! I don’t be-
lieve she’s sure yet that she heard aright—
though she didn't try to stop me, or even
speak when I left and came upstairs. But I

any better than I did. I'm sure of that.
‘Why, he looked simply furious. But there
isn’t any other school here that I can be sent
to, and—

But what’s the use? I might surmise and
speculate all day and not come anywhere
near the truth. I must await—what the
night will bring forth, as they say in really
truly novels.

Four days later.

And what did the night bring forth? Yes,
what did it bring! Verily it brought forth
one thing I thought nothing ever could have
brought forth.

It was like this.

That night at the supper-table Aunt Jane
cleared her throat in the I - am - determined-
I - will - speak kind of a way that she always
uses when she speaks to father. (Aunt Jane
doesn’t talk to father much more than
mother used to.)

“Charles,"” she began.

Father had an astronomy paper beside his
plate, and he was so busy reading he didn’t
hear, so Aunt Jane had to speak again—a
little louder this time.

““Charles, I have something to say to you."”

“Eh? What? Oh—er—yes. Well, Jane,
what is it?"”

Father was looking up with his I'll - be-
patient - if - it - kills - me air, and with his
forefinger down on his paper to keep his
place.

As if anybody could talk to a person
who's simply tolerating you for a minute
like that, with his forefinger holding on to
what he wants to tend to! Why, I actually
found myself being sorry for Aunt Jane.

She cleared her throat again.

*'It is understood, of course, that Mary is
to go to school to-morrow morning, I sup-
pose,” she said.
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“Why, of course, of course,”’ began father,
impatiently, looking down at his paper. “Of
course she’ll go to—"" He stopped suddenly.
A complete change came to his face. Ile
grew red, then white. His eyes sort of
flashed. ‘‘School?”" he said then, in a hard,
decided voice. ‘‘Oh, no; Mary is not going
to school to-morrow morning.'’

He looked down to his paper and began to
read again. For him the subject was very
evidently closed. But for Aunt Jane it was
not closed.

“You don't mean, Charles, that she is not
to go to school at all, any more,"’ she gasped.

“‘Exactly.”

Father read on in his paper without look-
ing up.

“But, Charles, to stop her school like
this!" :

“Why not?
anyway."

Aunt Jane's lips came together hard.

“That’s not the question at all,”’ she said,
cold like ice. ‘‘Charles, I'm amazed at you
—yielding to that child's whims like this—
that she doesn’t want to go to school! It's
the principle of the thing that I'm objecting
to. Do you realize what it will lead to—
what it—"

It closes in a week or two,

“Jane!” With a jerk father sat up
straight. “I realize some things that per-
haps you do not. But that is neither here
nor there. I do not wish Mary to go to

school any more this spring. That is all;
and I think—it is sufficient.”’

“Certainly.” Aunt Jane's lips came to-
gether again grim and hard. “Perhaps you
will be good enough to say what she shall do
with her time."”

“Time? Do? Why—er—what she al-
ways does; read, sew, study—""

“Study?” Aunt Jane asked the ques-
tion with a hateful little smile that father
would have been blind not to have under-
stood. And he was equal to it—but I 'most
fell over backward when I found how equal
to it he was.

“Certainly,” he says, ‘‘study. I—TI'll hear
her lessons myself—in the library, after I
come home in the afternoon. Now let us
hear no more about it.” :

With that he pushed back his plate,
stuffed his astronomy paper into his pocket,
and left the table, without waiting for des-
sert. And Aunt Jane and I were left alone.

I didn't say anything. Victors shouldn't
boast—and I was a victor, of course, about
the school. But when I thought of what
father had said about my reciting my lessons
to him every day in the library—I wasn’t so
sure whether I'd won out or not. Recite
lessons to my father? Why, I couldn’t even
imagine such a thing!

Aunt Jane didn't say anything either. I
guess she didn’'t know what to say. And it
was kind of a queer situation, when you
came right down to it. Both of us sitting
there and knowing I wasn't going back to
school any more, and I knowing why, and
knowing Aunt Jane didn't know why. (Of
course I hadn’t told Aunt Jane about mother
and Mrs. Mayhew.) It would be a funny
world, wouldn't it, if we all knew what each
other was thinking all the time? Why, we'd
get so we wouldn’t do anything but think—
for there wouldn’t any of us speak to each
other, I'm afraid, we'd be so angry at what
the other was thinking.

Well, Aunt Jane and I didn’t speak that
night at the supper-table.  We finished in
stern silence; then Aunt Jane went upstairs
to her room and I went up to mine. (You
see what a perfectly wildly exciting life
Mary is living! And when I think of how
full of good times mother wanted every min-
ute to be. But that was for Marie, of
course.)

The next morning after breakfast Aunt
Jane said:

“You will spend your forenoon studying,
Mary. See that you learn well your lessons,
s0 as not to annoy your father.”

“Yes, Aunt Jane,” said Mary, polite and
proper, and went upstairs obediently; but
even Mary didn't know exactly how to study
those lessons.

Carrie had brought me all my books from
school. I had asked her to when I knew
that I was not going back. There were the
lessons that had been assigned for the next
day, of course, and I supposed probably

Continued on page 17
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The Tab-Collar Sill in Favor

HE woman who is at all skilled in the use of
that very popular little implement, the crochet-
hook, finds herself able to provide many gifts for
friends, especially those who do not possess
that skill, or perhaps have not the time to

apply it. *“‘Real hand work™ is at a premium these days;
and a gift fashioned by the giver, who brings to it time
and care and loving thought, is of more real value than
one which may be purchased with the dollars from a
well-filled purse, even though the “‘financial rating” of
the two is not to be compared.

The tab-collar, primarily intended for round-necked
dresses, but which serves equally well for those which
are cut square or V-shaped, is still in high favor, and
filet-crochet is especially liked for it. Two very neat
designs are given, and others may be readily originated
by anyone possessing a little ingenuity. The thread may
be of any size desired; the finer the thread the smaller the
tabs, and the more of them are required.

No. 1—Using No. 80 crochet-thread (finer or coarser,
as preferred), make a chain of 359 stitches.

1. A treble in 8th stitch from hook, (chain 2,
miss 2, 1 treble, forming a space) 117 times, turn. Or, if
preferred, make the 1st row of spaces thus, omitting
the long foundation-chain: Chain 8, a treble in 1st
stitch of chain (last from hook), turn; * chain 5, miss
2 of preceding chain, a treble in next, turn; repeat from *
for the required number of spaces. Fourteen spaces are
allowed for 1st and last points or tabs, and 15 spaces for
each of remaining six tabs.

2, 3.2 Chain 5, miss 2, 1 treble (for 1st space), 117
more spaces, turn.

4, 5. Thirteen spaces, turn.

6. Three spaces, (7 trebles, 3 spaces) twice, turn.

7. (Two spaces, 4 trebles) twice, 1 space,
spaces) twice, turn.

(4 trebles, 2

8. Three spaces, 7 trebles, 1 space, 4 trebles, 1
space, 7 trebles, 3 spaces, turn.

9. Five spaces, 4 trebles, 1 space, 4 trebles, 5
spaces, turn.

10. Four spaces, 7
spaces, turn.

11. Three spaces
3 spaces, turn.

12. Six spaces, 4 trebles, 6 spaces, turn.

trebles, 1 space, 7 trebles, 4

1 trebles, (2 spaces, 4 trebles) twice,

13. Five spaces, 10 trebles, 5 spaces, turn.

14. Like 10th row

15, 16. Like 6th and 10th rows.

17. Narrow (chain 3, treble in next treble). 4

spaces, 10 trebles, 4 spaces, narrow (by making a treble
in next treble, omitting chain), turn.

18. Narrow, 4 spaces, 4 trebles, 4 spaces, narrow.

19. Narrow, 7 spaces, Narrow.

20, 21, 22. Same as 19th, 2 spaces less each row.

23. Chain 3, a treble in next treble, fasten off.

Miss 2 spaces of 3d row, fasten in, and repeat from
4th row until you have the requisite number of tabs:
finish the edge with * 2 doubles in space, double in treble,
chain 3, fasten in last double made for a picot; at the
point make 3 doubles, picot, 3 doubles.

This makes also a very effective border for a
centerpiece.

No. 2—No. 100 thread was used for the model. Make
a chain of 44 stitches, turn.

1. A treble in 8th stitch from hook, 12 more spaces
on chain, turn.

2. Thirteen spaces. chain 4, catch in top of last
treble for a picot, turn.

3. Eight spaces, 4 trebles, 4 spaces, picot, turn.

4. Three spaces, 10 trebles, 1
spaces, picot, turn.

5. “Three spaces, 4 trebles, 1 space, 4
spaces, 7 trebles, 3 spaces, picot, turn.

6. Five spaces, 7 trebles, 6 spaces, picot, turn.
7. Two spaces, (7 trebles, 1 space) twice, 4 trebles, 1
space, 4 trebles, 2 spaces, picot, turn.

space, 4 trebles, 5

trebles,

[}

8. Four spaces, 13 trebles, 1 space, 10 trebles, 1
space, picot, turn.
9. One space, 7 trebles, 1 space, (4 trebles, 2

spaces) twice, 7 trebles, 1 space, picot, turn.
10. Three spaces, 7 trebles, 1 space, 4
space, 10 trebles, 2 spaces, picot, turn.

trebles, 1

11. Five spaces, 7 trebles, 1 space, 10 trebles, 2
spaces, picot, turn.

12, 13, 14. BSix spaces, 4 trebles, 6 spaces, picot,
turn.

15. Two spaces, 28 trebles, 2 spaces, picot, turn.

16. Three spaces, 22 trebles, 3 spaces, picot, turn.

17. Chain 3, treble in next treble (to narrow), 2 spaces,

22 trebles, 2 spaces, treble in corner of next space, omit-
ting the chain (to narrow), picot, turn.

18. Narrow, 2 spaces, 16 trebles, 2 spaces, narrow, picot,
turn.

19. Narrow, 7 spaces, narrow, picot, turn.

20, 21. Like 19th, decreasing 2 spaces each row.

22. Chain 3, treble in 1ext treble, picot in top of

By MRS. MARTHA MANCHESTER

In order to make the needlework pages of especial
tnterest and value to every member of THE AMERI-
CAN WOMAN'S large household, the editor asks
the hearly cooperation of all. Every variety of
needlework will be represented from month to month.
If you have an original or especially desirable lace-
pattern or bit of praclical needlework, please share it
with ‘others by sending it to THE NEEDLEWORKER.
Address all communications for this department to

EMMA C.. MONROE,

Care The American Woman; Augusta, Maine

treble, chain 2, treble .in: next treble, picot, treble in

next treble; fasten off.

Make as many tabs as-required. Thread over, fasten :

in corner of 1st space at top of tab, make 12 spaces, chain
2, insert hook in corner or last space of tab and 1st of
next tab, make a treble, and repeat, joining all the tabs.

LT
Give-and-Take Club

l HAVE seen several requests for enlarged patterns

of filet-crochet in different papers. I solved the
difficulty in this way: Having a very handsome design,
sent me from abroad, which was quite too small to be
worked from the engraving, 1 took a sheet of checked
paper and a reading-glass, and pressed my sister into
service. By aid of the glass I read the pattern from the
engraving, row by row, so many spaces and so many

No. 2

trebles, and she marked the trebles and missed the spaces
on the checked paper. She might have written them
down, but it would have been more trouble than simply
to cross the spaces to be filled, and on the paper, too,
we could easily tell if a mistake had been made. It was
very easy to copy it from the paper. — M. G. H., New
Hampshire.

"~ may be of the same size?

l LIKE pretty pillowslips, but have not the time to
buttonhole the scallops. So as I can crochet very
rapidly and evenly, and like to do so, I work the scallops
in double crochet. Stitch the outer line of the scallops,
cut just beyond the stitching-—I take a scallop at a time,
so there will be no likelihood of fraying before the work
is finished — stitch inside (on the inner line of stamp-.
ing, or just inside so the stitches will be sure to cover it)
with unthreaded needle, lengthening the stitch slightly,
and work over the edge, inserting the hook in the lit-
tle holes made by the stitching. I can do a half dozen
scallops in the time. it would take me to buttonhole one,
and I cannot see but they look just as nice. Picots may
be added, or one may make a loop between scallops,
filling it with doubles and picots, thus adding a fancy
touch which is very attractive—C. B. D., Ohio.
lN our paper for September, 1919, I find some lovely
corners with initials for handkerchiefs or napkins. I
have just made one with the letter B, using ecru for
the initial and leaves of white, and it is very lovely. Will
not Lena Fay, or some other contributor, give us similar

© corners with the letters U, C and K, commencing with

a chain of one hundred and forty stitches, that all
I wish to use them for the
family name as a border for a linen centerpiece, and
am sure it will please many to have all the letters
presentéd ‘ in the same way as  those already illus-

trated.— Mrs. Grace L. Buck, Encanto, Calif.

F you have an empty talcum-powder- or other similar
box with perforated top do not throw it away, but use
it as a foundation for a hatpin-holder for yourself or a
friend—it makes a nice gift. Cover it with a bit of silk
or ribbon, with a frill to stand up around the top. It will
hold a half dozen or more hatpins. Plain silk may be
used for the cover, and a band of filet-crochet be added,
containing the initials of the one who is to have it.—
Daisy, Penngylvania.
IN Needlecraft for March, 1916, is a crocheted center-
piece which I have long desired; I have tried again and
again to secure this paper, but without success, and now
come to “‘our paper.” Will some one kindly loan me the
copy in question? Please write first. The favor will be

returned in any possible way.—Mrs. J. B. Brinkly, 406
No. F. St., Aberdeen, Wash.
l HAVE failed to succeed with the hemstitching,

directions for which were given in the August number.
Will not Mrs. Carrie Saunders, or some contributor who
has done this work, kindly send a little sample leaving the
pasteboard in position for stitching? I shall greatly
appreciate this, and will return favor in any way pos-
sible.— Mrs. L. R. Florey, Bridport, Vt.

ILL mot some contributor send a

in tatting, not made of medallions,

tatted laces of various designs and widths?

preciate them, and am sure other ‘‘tatters’

anxious for some new designs in this lovely
Miss H. H., Maryrille. Tenn.

boudoir-cap.
also pretty
I shall ap-
will. Am
work.—

ILL not Miss Selma Iverson kindly give us nap-
kin-corners and a tray-cover to match the grape-
designs in July and August, 1917? Everyone is de-
lighted with the lace and insertion, and I thank her for
them.—Bessie May Stapleton, Daphne, Ala.

ILL some contributor who has had experience

kindly tell me how to use thread of two or more

colors, when crocheting? That is, how to carry one color

along when working with another. 1 wish to crochet a

flag, with red stripes and blue field. — Marie Fergestrom,
Raymond, Wash.

VERY much wish directions and

the forget-me-not lace, in crochet. Will some con-
tributor kindly send them? 1 shall greatly appreciate
the favor and will repay in any possible way. — D, A.
Benedict, Hastings, Towa.

illustrations for

l HAVE found that silk corset-lacingsmake the nicest

sort of strings for drawing up small fancy bags.
Choose a color to match the lining of the bag.—A.
L. B., New York,

OR sewing on hooks and eyes I use the buttonhole-

stitch instead of sewing over and over, as is

usually done. It looks neater, and the work lasts much
longer.—Try it.— Mabel Conover, Delaware.

VERY much wish to see a baby's tatted bonnet or

hood, of medallions or any pretty design, also trim-
mings for the little dresses and other clothes in the same
kind of work.—Mrs., Norean Stephens, Missouri.

SHOULD like to hear from any needleworker who
does hand-embroidery, crochet, fatting and knit-
ting.—Mrs. Robert Lichty, Carleton, Nebr.
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Embroideries in Color for Library or Living-Room

NEW scarf or table-runner, with or with-

‘out the matching pillow, is always in de-

mand for the living-room or library — the

room in which the family is wont to gather

for study, reading or work during the

long winter evenings. A touch of variety in the

way of furnishings works wonders oftentimes,

changing the entire atmosphere of the room; the true

homemaker knows this, and so she enjoys making

ready a scarf or pillow, new and fresh, to take the

place 'of one that has seen service since the early

days of winter arrived, and the home fires were
lighted on the hearthstone.

An especially pretty scarf of crash, suitable for a

in one color; blue was used for the model, but
any other may be chosen which harmonizes with
the color - scheme of the room in which the scarf
is to be used. The ends are cut in points and
worked over with double crochet or buttonhole-
stitch. It is a good plan te: stitch the outline of
the points and cut a little outside the stitching; then
fold the edge back to the stitched line, baste it and
work over the tiny hem thus formed. A tassel is
attached to each point. To make the tassels, wind
thread matching the embroidery twenty to thirty
times over a three-inch card, slip off, double, tie
closely by winding with a bit of thread about one-
eighth inch from the fold, to form the head of the
tassel, and clip the ends evenly, make a chain of
10 or 12 stitches, drop the stitch on hook, insert
hook through the head of tassel, pick up the dropped
stitch and draw through, fasten in the lst stitch of
chain, and attach securely to the point.

The embroidery is done entirely in outline- and
padded satin-stitch, and the design is charming
because of its very simplicity. Given the per-
forated pattern, or a transfer which may be used again
with carbon-paper,’a pillow may be easily made to match.
As an odd piece, which there is always aﬁla.ce for, it
is sure to be appreciated.

A good-looking scarf and pillow have the popular basket-
of-flowers design, showy and quickly executed. The
stitches are of the simplest order, and every one counts
largely in the general effect. The flower-petals are merely
long, straight stitches, done with stranded cotton threaded
double; bringing the needle up through the line surround-
ing the center, carry it the length of the straight line rep-
resenting a petal, put it down, drawing tightly enough
so that the long stitch will lie evenly on the surface, but
not puckering the material in the least, bring it up
again at tip of next petal and down at center, up again
at base of next line or petal, and repeat. The
petals of the upper flower are of purple or deep
violet, those of the flower at left are rose, and at
the right, blue; the flower-centers are of French
knots, yellow, surrounded by black. The stems
and leaflets are done with green, in outline- and
loop-stitch, and the bell-shaped flowers are out-
lined with blue and have a drop of yellow, tipped
by a French knot. Wood-brown is used for the
basket, in outline-
stitch, four or five

No. 279 W. Per-
forated stamping-
pattern, 25 cents.
Transfer - pattern,
20 cents. Runner
stamped on cream
art-crash,with points
hemstitched for cro-
chet, $1.25. Floss
to embroider, 15
cents. Crochet - cot-
ton for edge and
tassels, 20 cents

No. 280 W. Per-
forated  stamping-
pattern, 25 cents.
Transfer - pattern,
15 cents. Pillow
stamped on 18x20-
inch cream art-crash
with back of same
material, 65 cents.
Floss to embroider,
40 cents.  Crochet-
cotton for ends, 20
cents

No. 281 W. Per-
forated stamping-
pattern, 25 cents.
Two transfer - pat-
terns, 30 cents.
Stamped on 18x54-
inch cream art-
crash, 90 cents.
Floss to embroider,
60 cents. Crochet-
cotton for border,
$1.20

No. 280 W. The Pillow

By HELEN MARCHMONT

No. 279 W. A Simple but Unique Decoration in One Color

close rows of the stitch forming the handle and bottom
of the basket. For the stemsand leaflets, and for out-
lining the bells two strands of the cotton are used; for other
work the thread is not divided. The design is fascinating
in that it progresses so rapidly and it is very attractive
when completed. The foundation is a firm crash or
oyster-cloth which will withstand any amount of service.

A crocheted border adds much to the pleasing effect.
Draw a thread about one-eighth inch from the edge,
and work over this edge with double crochet, following
the line of the drawn thread. Use No. 15 or No. 20
crochet-thread.

1. At the corner make a shell of 3 double trebles (chain
4 for 1st), 1 chain and 3 double trebles, chain 1, miss
3 doubles, shell in next, chain 10, turn, miss 1, a double

The Popular Flower-Basket Design, Showy and Quickly Executed

in each of 9 stitches, * chain 1,
each double, taking both wveins of stitch, repeat
from * until you have a block of 5 rows of
doubles, miss 8 doubles of edge, or a space of about
five-eighths inch, a double treble in next, turn,
chain 9, fasten under 1 chain at top of preceding
block, turn, chain 1, a double in each of 9 stitches,
chain 1, turn, and continue like 1st block, miss
8 doubles, shell in next, (chain 1, miss 5 doubles,
shell in. next) twice, chain 10, turn, miss 1, 9
doubles, and repeat from 1st *. At each corner make
the 3 shells, the 2d in the double at corner, missing
3 doubles between, and with 1 chain between shells;
end with 1 chain, joined to top of 4 chain.

2. Slip back under 1 chain, make a shell as at
beginning of 2d row, *.chain 1, shell under next 1
chain, chain 4, a treble in corner of block, chain 3, a
treble in same place, chain 6, a treble between
blocks, chain 3, a treble in same place, chain 6, 2
trebles separated by 3 chain in corner of next
block, chain 4, shell under 1 chain, between shells,
and repeat from *, joining last 4 chain to top of 4
chain of 1st shell.

3, 8lip across shell to 1 chain, chain 5 for a triple
treble, 2 triple trebles (over 3 times) under same 1
chain, chain 3, fasten back in 1st stitch of chain for
a picot, 3 triple trebles under same chain, * chain 3,
a triple treble under 3 chain at corner of block,
(picot, a triple treble under same chain) 3 times,
chain 3, a triple treble under 3 chain between next 2
trebles of last row, (picot, a triple treble in same
place) 7 times, chain 3, a triple treble under 3
chain between next 2 trebles, (picot, triple treble in
same place) 3 times, chain 3, shell of 3 triple trebles,
picot and 3 triple trebles between shells following,
and repeat from *, joining last 3 chain to 5 chain
of 1st shell.

Finish the ends of the pillow in the same way, working
the foundation doubles through the two thicknesses of
crash, and arranging so that the border is begun and
ended with the group of 3 shells. Blind-stitch the side
of pillow-cover, so that the pillow may be removed when
it is necessary to launder the cover. The border will be
found a very attractive one for a luncheon-set, or for
towels and other articles, using thread suited to your
purpose, or according to the material.

turn, a double in

-

DANISH woman whom I employed to do some

plain sewing for me taught me how to make a neat
hem in much less time than usually required. She first
turned down the raw edge, in the usual way, then folded
the hem to the width desired and basted it. She then
turned back the hem so that the edge to be felled or
hemmed was uppermost, and proceeded to take short,
even stitches through the cloth and folded edge of hem,
just as you would sew any seam over-and-over. Try this,
and I am sure you will be as delighted as was I to see how
rapidly the work is done and how neat it looks on the
right side, when the hem is again laid flat and pressed.
For table-linen or
handkerchiefs of
fine lawn this

R 5
oy method is espe-
-1 e cially desirable,

as the effect is
much like that of
hemstitching .—
A.C. R., Maryland.

P2

O join lace and

insertion with-
out fulling either,
as for camisole-
tops, handkerchief-
borders, or similar
uses, lay the inser-
tion over the fore-
finger of the left
hand,perfectly flat,
place the lace in
position, also flas,
and with the edge
as close as possible
to edge of insertion,
and catch through
the two edges,using
a fine needle and
thread. If carefully
done, the joining
will be practically
invisible, and the
trimming will look
like a single width
of lace.—Margaret

No. 281 W. The Scarf Lamont, Canada.
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T isn’t that I don’t like you,” ex-
plained Penelope. “It—it's just
that you don't do anything with
your life.”

From where he sat on a cush-
joned stool at her feet Roddy regarded her
humbly.

“Such as—"' he inquired.

“I don’'t know,” she admitted. “You
don't exactly fitted for anything.™

“That's exactly it,"" he assured her.
““There isn't anything pressing for me to do
and since I don't have to—""

“There’s always charity,” she said.

“I've tried that,”” he reminded her, ‘“‘and
you put a stop to it.”

“I know,” she admitted, *‘but that wasn't
charity, just turning your pockets inside out
and feeding my classes om icecream and
cake until they were sick.”

“They seemed to like it.”"

“It isn't what they like. It's what's good
for them.” ;

“Just the same I bet they preferred my
system to yours.™

““That’s exactly it,”” she said exasperated.
“TI had those classes working along seriously
week after week, and ever since you came
they've been looking for ice-cream and
cake and jazz music.”"

“Is that the reason you won't marry
me?"”

éé

“I've already told you why,” she
gaid.
For a time there was silence. Then:

“I suppose if I'd come back from war
with a leg off you'd have fallen on
my neck.” For aninstant his cheerful
grin went into an eclipse. then emerged
again. “‘But at least I went.”

“And enjoved vyourself,”” she re-
minded him. “From your letters any-
one would think it was a Sunday-
school picnic. You don't take anything
seriously.”™

“Why should I? I've youth and
health and enough money.”

““More than enough,” she told him, a
trifle acidly. *“I don’t think anyone is
entitled to so much.”

“Very well,”” he said, with the air
of one clinching an argument, ** let’s
get married and divide it by two.™

“Can’t. you even talk seriously
about a thing like getting married?”
she inquired.

He rose from the stool and stood
looking down at ber from his full
height, a hint of gravity in the back of t
his eyes. .

“Look here, Pen,” he said, “ you
don’t mean all this. You are going to
marty me—aren’t you?”

She answered his look squarely,
and ber voice was calm although her
nails were cutting into her palms
as she clenched her hands.

“No, Roddy,” she said, “I'm not.”

He dropped down upon the stool
again, his head on his hands, elbows on
knee. The top of his bead was covered
with a curly thatch, and from where she
stood he looked not unlike a small boy in
spite of his size. A sudden maternal impulse
made her yearn to goover and comfort him,
but she sternly resisted.

“1 don't know why you're always after
me to do something,” he said in the end.
“Why should I go out and take a living
away from someone who needs it when I've
more than enough for myself?"”

“It isn’t that you don't earn a living,” she
explained, groping for words. “It—it's just
your attitude toward life. As though every-
thing were a—a game. Even when you ran
up against facts—like the things I showed
you at the settlement — you didn't try
to do anything to stop the evil. You just
tried to give everybody a good time so they’'d
forget their troubles.”

“It isn't just my money then—it’s me?”

“Yes,” she admitted. *“You just accept
everything and make a game of it. Why,”
with a sudden thought, “I don’t believe you
even know where it all comes from—your
money, I mean.”

He regarded her, astonished.

“The money? Why, dad left it.”

“Yes, but how? Tt wasn’t just a lump
sum in the bank, of course.”

“No,” he admitted. “It's fn

stock and
property—things like that.” .
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MERRY-GO-ROUND

By FLORENCE RYERSON

“What sort of property?” she inquired.

“Apartments and office-buildings — that
sort: of thing.”

“Have you ever seen it?” she pressed.

“Some of it's in Bellingham,’” he admitted.
“The lawyers 'tend to it. and Dobson—he
was dad’'s manager. I'd just ball things up
if I mixed in. Of course, there are papers
to sign and all that.”

“That's just it,” she told him hopelessly.
“0 Roddy! can't you see how awful it is
for you to go through life taking everything
that's handed to you and not even inquiring
where it comes from?"’

“It isn't my property you'd marry,” he
told her. “It'd be me, and you could do any-
thing you wanted with either me or it—tear
us down and rebuild, or—"’ :

There was the old whimsical, teasing
lilt to his voice and Penélope st.tﬂengd
against its charm. ol F#

“No,"” she said. “I've got several
hundred bad boys I'm reforming
now and I'm not going to take you

the long and somewhat erratic career of
Rodney Burke, but they had given the
check none the less, in accordance with
their orders, and Penelope, though protest-
ing, had taken it, for a letter had made it
impressively plain that there was nothing
personal in the bequest. It was merely
given into her trusteeship as an efficient and
dependable person (she could fairly see Rod-

“ " Aw,’ s2id fimmy, “that's a game we're playin’ jes’ 50 you wouldo’t find us. He calls himself John.Brown * ™

on.” She rose to her feet with the intima-
tion that the interview was at an end, and
he followed suit. ““And one thing more,”
she told him, “I—1 think perhaps we'd
better not—not see each other for a while.
i

““Not see each other?”

He was plainly aghast.

“Yes—I've loads to do at the settlement
and it—it distracts me—"’

“Then,” he seized upon her words eagerly.
“then you do care.”

She turned on him with all the pent-up
exasperation of the evening.

“No,” she said furiously, “I don't and I
can’t and I won't!"" and turning she fled igno-
miniously up the stairs to her room.

Two days later. Penelope, perusing the so-
ciety columns of the paper with suspicious
interest, ran across an item which stated
that Mr. Rodney Burke, the well known
young sportsman, had left for a protracted
tour of the south in his racing-car, and three
days later came a letter, a typewritten
epistle couched in legal terms and bearing
the embossed heading of a firm of well
known lawyers. If Miss Penelope Harker
would call upon the above firm—Miss Har-
ker would and did. She came out of the
conference white and somewhat shaken, a
check for five figures clutched in her hand.
The firm had made it i clear
that they considered her only an incident in

ney’s glee as he penned the words) to spend
and administrate as a fund for the better-
ment of the poor. This was only the pre-
cursor of a series of similar amounts, all of
them to be devoted to the same philan-
thropic cause.

“I suppose you know something about
this, Miss Harker?" inquired the younger of
the firm, softened a bit by her bewilderment.
Penelope vigorously denied it.

“I don’t even know where he is.”

The other regarded her curiously.

“Of course,”” he continued, ‘‘you realize
that this constitutes his entire income.”

“Entire?”” she gasped.

“Yes. The entire income from the estate
is to be paid over to you. If it had been any-
one else’’—he groped for words—*'if you had
not been so well known, Miss Harker—"’

A gesture finished his speech. The inter-
view was at an end.

Penelope stood outside the door, the check
in her hand, and black murder in her heart.
If Rodney had been there she would cheer-
fully have slain him. Here he was, she re-
flected, dumping all his responsibilities on
ber, and skylarking off to parts unknown,
without even giving her a chance of telling
him what she thought of his performances.

Of course she could always refuse, and yet
—was it not a sort of challenge? She had
reproved him for not managing his affairs,
and he handed them over and dared her to

January 1921

do better. Penelope had never taken a dare.
* * % * * w"

And Rodney, at the farther end of the
State was Dballyhooing for a merry-go-
round.

It had all come about quite naturally.
On the night he left home with wrath in his
heart, he had headed south in his racer with
the vague idea of getting away from him-
self. As he rode, the pounding of the wheels
wove into his brain a sort of rhythm, and with
the rhythm was born a great idea, the product
of his mood of black wrath, and a twisted
sense of humor. In a hotel room, fifty
miles from Scranton, he composed a -
letter tohis lawyer, and turning in, slept
the sleep of the just until the next morn-
ing, when he merrily drove his car toa
garage.

The man was suspicious for a time,
but Rodney’s smile conquered in the
end. He agreed to send the machine
with a driver to Scranton, and Rod-
ney, still whistling blithely, took the
road. Omnce out of sight of the garage,
he satdown upon a wall and took stock,
In his pockets he found a check-book
which he tore into tiny shreds, a
watch, some stamps, and twenty-five
dollars. With the bills clutched firmly

in one hand he retraced his steps, and

gathering all the small fry of the place
about his heels started an epical
voyage from one ice-cream parlor to
another. At the end of two hours he
was upon the road again, pockets
empty, heart light, a whimsical smile
in his eyes, and a cheerful whistle
issuing from his lips. If he thought
of Penelope at all it was of someone
he had known a long time ago in

some other life. For Rodney was a

creature of the moment, and this ad-

venture was all a part of life as he
saw it—one round of the great game.

For an hour or more he tramped the
white highway, coating his face and
hands with a layer of graying dust.

It grew steadily warmer and hislegs

began to ache with fatigue. The

road stretched ahead of him through
noncommittal green fields as far as
eye could see, but behind him in the
distance he saw something coming
over the brow of the hill. Staring at
it, puzzled, he found it resembled
nothing which he had ever seen be-
fore. As it drew nearer he began to
pick out details. Four white horses,

a profusion of red, blue and gold, an

awning of canvas, striped like stick

peppermint, and about it a flashing of
light as though the sun was stri-
king upon a million jewels. It was

not until the object came within a

hundred feet of where he sat that its

identity was borne in upon him. It

was a merry-go-round!
The thing slowly drew nearer, and then
stopped. From a high seat in front, a head
emerged and regarded him. It was well
thatched with white hair, the face rosy and
wrinkled with a certain childlike candor in
the smile. The blue eyes regarded Rod
with a twinkling good humor, then:

“Be you going my way?"” inquired the
head. Rodney nodded, his eye roving over
the full glories of the equipage as it flashed
and twinkled in the sun. “If you like you
¢'n ride with us.”

A minute later he was enthroned on a
broad, cushioned seat, high above the four
white horses, regarding his host with an in-
terested eye. He was a man old in years,
but a sort of whimsical youthfulness tran-
scended his age and gave him the look of a
masquerading child. As he sat, his hands
clutching the reins, his elbows resting upon
corduroy knees, his upper body clothed in a
jersey of rusty brown, Rodney found him-
self thinking of a book of brownies that had
delighted his boyhood. The man was re-
garding him with equal frankmess, and it
seemed, equal favor.

“Name's Moulton,” he said, *“Call me
Dad Moulton. Live 'round here?”

Rodney shook his head.

“Thought not,” said the man. “Don’t

look like these parts. I reckon you're one of
these here returned soldiers—right?"’
Continued on page 13
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Sandwich Spreads for Winter
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Merrymakings

By

WINNIFRED FALES

Photographs by Mary H. Northend

HERE is something mysteriously
hunger-provoking about a jolly
evening party, and the arrival of
the refreshment-hour is certain to
be greeted with keen appetites.

At such times a tray of substantial sand-
wiches and a pitcher of steaming chocolate
will arouse far greater enthusiasm than the
usual conglomeration of frothy sweets,
With a little care and ingenuity, sandwiches
can be made fully as attractive to the eye as
fancy cakes and ices, and a clever hostess
will take pains to devise new shapes, effect-
ive color contrasts, and unusual fillings with
piquantly blended flavors and textures, in-
stead of ringing the changes perpetually on
plain chicken,
ham, and cream-
cheese - walnut-
paste.

Canapes — or
sandwiches with
the top slice of
bread omitted—
are a wonderful
aid to mnovelty,
because they
permit the use
of bright-colored
garnishments,

to a smooth paste with a silver fork. If the
cheese is very dry, more milk may be added;
if extremely moist, omit the milk. May be
kept two or three days in the ice-box. To
serve, spread on fingers of whole-wheat
bread and decorate with sliced olives.

Iixed-Vegetable Spread

1 Cupful Cold Cooked
Peas

1 Small Can Aspara-
gus-Tips

Grated Onion

Salt

Pepper

1 Pimento, chopped
fine

PRESS the peas and asparagus through a

sieve and season liberally with onion-
juice, salt and
pepper.
the pimento.
This is particu-
larly delicious as

spread one half
thickly with the
vegetable - filling

and several of and the other
the accompany- Sardne Soead half with mayon-
ing receipts for naise, and press
fillings are espe- ’ together with
cially adapted to this type. With few agerisp lettuce-leaf between; or, instead of

exceptions (which are noted in the text)
they -may be used without buttering the
bread, which means an enormous saving of
time and labor., They also can be prepared
several hours in advance, thus avoiding the
“last-minute’’ rush, and some can even be
kept for a number of days.
bowl or jelly-tumbler in the ice-box, filled
with one of these delicious spreads, a plate
of sandwiches can be put together in a few
minutes, and the hostess is prepared for any
emergency in the line of unexpected visitors.

Sardine Spread

1 Box Sardines
2 Hard-Boiled Eggs
Salt

RAIN the sardines and mash to a paste

with the yolks of the eggs, lemon-juice,

and salt and paprika to taste. Spread on
saltines and sprinkle with the white of the
eggs chopped fine and seasoned. Sardine
spread will keep several days if covered and
p}:t- in the refrigerator.

1 Teaspoonful Lemon-
Juice
Paprika

Cabbage=-Apple Spread

1 Green Pepper

i Cabbage
Salt, Paprika

2 Tart Apples
Boiled Salad-Dressing
EMOVE the tough outer leaves and hard
center from the cabbage andset it in
the ice-box in a basin of water until very

With a covered «

the lettuce, a thin slice of ham may be used.
The biscuit should be piping-hot and the
filling ice-cold. This spread should be used
within two days.

Salmon Spread
1 Cupful Capned 2 Tablespoonfuls
Salmon Minced Chives
2 Hard-Boiled Eggs Mayonnaise Dressing
4 Cupful Chopped Lemon-Juice, Salt,
Celery Pepper

REE the salmon from skin and bones and
mash to a paste with the yolks of the
eggs. Chop the white of the eggs fine and
add to the fish, together with the celery and
chives. Mingle with just enough mayon-
naise to moisten, and season to taste with
lemon, sait and pepper. If chives are not
available, add minced green pepper for color
and onion-juice for flavor. Lettuce is a
palatable addition to this spread, which
should be used within two days. Make the
sandwiches of unbuttered whole-wheat
bread.

Fruit=-Nut Spread

3 Bananas 1 Tablespoonful

1 Cupful Blanched Minced Canton
Almonds Ginger

1 Cupful Pitted Dates 1 Cupful Fresh Grated

Lemon-Juice Cocoanut

RESS the bananas through a sieve. Chop
the almonds fine, then add to the dates
and chop together. Mix with the banana-pulp,

cri(slp. 15 at.lh e ginger and
and core e cocoanut,
apples, drain and  season
the ;-.abbgge. to taste with
and chop fine. lemon - juice.
Mingle with This spread
enoup_zh salad- ismore de-
(1re&qmlg to Yicious with
moijsten oatmeal or
moddcr ate lf 5 whole - wheat
and season to c bread than
taeis Two Olive-Cheese Spread with white.
serve, spres

thickly on buttered rounds of cold Boston
brown bread and decorate each with a ring
of green pepper. This spread can be pre-
pared some hours in advance.

Olive=Cheese Spread

¥ Cupful Stuffed Olives Salt

1 Cupful Cottage- Cayenne
Cheese 2 Tablespoonfuls

1 Tablespoonful Soft Milk or Cream
Butter 2 Tablespoonfuls
Chopped Peanuts

MASH the olives. Put into a shallow dish
with the other ingredients and work

sliced very
thin and buttered. The bananas should be
added shortly before using. but the other
ingredients can be combined and kept in the
ice-box a week or longer.

Sea-Food Spread

1 Cupful Cooked 1 Tablespoonful Oys-
Shrimps ter Cocktail Sauce
1 Cupful Cooked Crab- Lemon-Juice
Meat Salt, Tabasco
Mayonnaise Dressing
2 Tablespoonfuls Minced Parsley
CHOP the shrimps and crab-meat fine,
moisten with mayonnaise and add the
Coneluded on page 11

Add|

a filling ~ for
baking - powder | |
biscuit, a little|§
larger and
thinner~ than
usual. Split,

‘| for luncheon and dinner, for the family and for
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“Mine’s Best”

: *Oh, I know mine
s best,” Dorothy says. “Just Zaste
t, Bobbie!”
And Bobbie says, “It’s good, bat
mine’s best.”

For Dorothy’s party mamma has
made up six lovely dishes of

each of a different flavor, and all so good that three little girls and three little
boys hold one opinion: “Mine’s best.”

Children know what is good to eat. Who ever heard of a child that did
not like Jell-O, or ever saw two youngsters who could agree as to which flavor
is best—all being so good ? :

A Great Variety of Uses

Something of the wide variety of uses to which Jell-O may be put is shown
by the following recipes. There are others even more elaborate, and many
more so simple that they may be made iz a minute.

Delight Jell-O

Dissolve one package of Chocolate Jell-O in one pint of boiling milk, and pour half
into a border (open center) mould. Set this half away to harden, and when it is hard put
a dozen marshmallows around the dish inside and in center of it, sprinkling between them
a cup of coarsely chopped English walnut meats. Then pour the rest of the Jell-O on,
and when it hardens place another dozen marshmallows and more nut-meats, as before.
When ready to serve, pile whipped cream in the center and decorate with a dozen halves
of walnuts. A cherry may be added to each individual dish as the pudding is served.

Berry Frappe
| Dissolve one package of Rasp-
| berry or Strawberry Jell-O in one
| pint of boiling water. Just as it
| begins to thicken whip with an
| egg beater and add one pint of
whipped cream, beating all to-
gether until thick. Serve in frappe
glasses, partly filled with crushed
fresh raspberries or strawber-
ries. Canned berries are good
when fresh fruit is out of season.

Macaroon Velvet Jell-O

Dissolve one package of any
flavored Jell-O in one pint of
boiling water. When it begins to
thicken beat until of thickness of
whipped cream, then add six
crushed macaroons. Whip all
together thoroughly, letting
harden, and serve with whipped
cream.

Mrs. Rorer’s Jambolaya

Fill tall glasses a little more
than half full of mixed sliced
fruits, oranges and bananas and
other fruits in season. Dissolve
one package of Orange Jell-O in
one pint of boiling water. When
cool, pour it over the fruit in
the glasses. Chopped nuts may
be added. Set away to harden.
—Contributed by Sarah Tyson
Rorer.

Almond Cherry

Dissolve one package of Cher-
ry Jell-O in one pint of boiling
water. Pour half into a mould
or bowl. When it begins to
thicken dropinarow of blanched
almonds or walnut meats. When
hard, pour in the rest of the
| ¥ Jell-O, add a row of almonds,
i and set away to harden.

The Jell-O Book is full of information concerning the wonders that can be
accomplished with Jell-O, which are no more than hinted at here. Desserts
arties; and salads for every
day and for special occasions—all these are explained and made easy in the
Jel(li-OdBaook, which will be sent free to any woman who will send us her name
and address.

There are six pure fruit flavors of Jell-O: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon,
Orange, Cherry, Chocolate.

THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY
Le Roy, N. Y., and Bridgeburg, Ont.
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FLANNEL
SHIRTS
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NO MONEY Susquehanna
Direct from

Fiannel Shirts only $3.69.

SEND

tailored.
Winter weight. Soft turn down
collar. Two extra strong, large pockets. Double stitched
thrucut. For work or semidress. An amazing bargain.
Send no money. Pay postman only $3.69 plus postage

after a.rr‘.lvru Then try them on. Ifnot pleased, return
at our expense; your money returned at once. Orderby
number !' 52 State size. Specify gray orblue. Only

two shirts to a enstomer on this special ‘offer

WAREWELL COMPANY
Dept. FS752 Philacelphia, Pa.

A\GUARANTEED

Inner Tube Free
Here is the limitin tire bargains.
6000 miles—or more—from onrspeall
reconstructed tread standard
tires, and & praetically puneture

|, standard make inner tube

with a purchase of ooe of our
standard make double tread tires.

We Risk All _You Nothing
Your satisfaction guaranteed

See the Saving

Inn’os Tube FREE
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f Send 52 JJdcwat

Hme 'l'oday e

dered. 0. subjeet to ennm:mnrm
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o Pt Caneis w15 e

Batietaction guarnoteed, GATES MFG. C0.DEPT.227, GHICAGO
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‘Continued from page 4
The tiniest touch of cynicism tinged Doc-
tor Gill’s smile as he replied:
“I have everything in the world I want—
everything but what I want most.”
“While I,” mused Doctor Doane,
but that printed message, my book.”

"have

CHAPTER V
Next morning, Roger Gill left for New
York. And his mother, understanding,
made no demur except a soft sigh and *‘I had
hoped to have you here with me, Roger,
until I closed the housa next week.”

“Jeffrey will remain until then. There
are some matters I was putting off looking
into, necessitating a trip to the northwest.
I shall attend to these, and then when you
come back to town next week, I promise to
give you as much of my time as you may
care for.”

“I shall never have that,” his mother re-
sponded quickly, as she tenderly drew his
head down to her and rested her cheek
against his. ‘““My big, splendid boy!"” she
murmured softly, with pardonable love and
pride in her tones. And then, very gently:
“I am so sorry, dear.”

But, save for a few deep-drawn lines in his
face, which had ceme there overnight, the
man before her looked in need of the sympa-
thy of no one.

CHAPTER VI

That evening, the beautiful home of Mrs.
Lathrop Parmalee was thrown open to the
public for the first time since its occupancy
by its present mistress. It was one of those
affairs for charity that we over here had be-
gun giving when Europe had been little
more than a month at war.

Long strings of gay-colored lanterns deco-
rated the spacious grounds, and the house
itself shone with myriad lights. Groups of
people stood about chatting pleasantly, and
echoes of laughter and gaiety filled the
place. A short musical programme was to
open festivities, then was to come dancing,
and, later, the supper.

A few moments after the chairman of the
committee had stepped upon the extem-
porized stage at one end of the- drawing-
room and announced that the entertain-
ment would begin as soon as the audience
had taken seats, an expectant silence fell
upon the room.

First were some opera airs by a baritone
from the Metropolitan, who had a cottage
nearby. Then a famous violinist, also a
member of the colony, played several selec-

tions. At the last, came Mrs. Parmalee's
turn. Many of the guests leaned forward

in their chairs. It was as if they might have
said: “Now we shall see what this strange
woman is like."”

In a moment she had glided to the center
of the stage, and stood with smiling face and
softly clasped hands awaiting her accom-
paniment. Many in the audience had never

| seen her, and still others only at a distance,

but together with those who had known her
that first summer, all agreed that never was
beauty more flawless and moving.

Then there happened the inexplicable
thing. The accompanist sounded the open-
ing note and the singer, her eyes roaming in
friendly fashion over the audience below,
opened her lips to sing. Suddenly her gaze
became wide-eyed and fixed, her body
seemed to go taut, and the notes she was
about to utter faltered and died on her lips.
But it was over in an instant, the color re-
turned to her face, her body relaxed, and see
bowed an apology to her accompanist who
began again.

And at the programme’s end, when the
people were crowding around Mrs. Parmalee
and offering her their congratulations, Roger
Gill's mother detached herself from the lit-
tle group of women that formed the com-
mittee in charge of the evening's entertain-
ment and went in search of her*guest.

He was nowhere to be found.

But outside, with only the light from the
star-powdered sky to guide him, a man
walked rapidly down the mountain-roads.
Apparently he had no destination in view,
for he traveled over the same stretch of
ground many times. And only the stars
could see his face and the light that was
shining on it; and none but the Maker of
the stars could fully understand the song
that was rising from his heart.

CHAPTER VII

Again night in the Adirondacks. Outside

the cool, winey, pine-scented air; indoors the
crackle of logs in the fireplace. A man rises
from his chair and goes toward the doorway
in response to the sound of approaching
footsteps. The woman enters and they
stand together—he tall and straight and
dark, like the prince in a fairy-tale, and she
golden-haired and glowing as the princesses
in such tales were wont to be. For some
moments they stand thus, hand clasped in
hand, brown eyes burning adoringly into
blue, and blue unable to control the light
they perhaps would have withheld., But of
words there were none, except the half whis-
pered breathing of each other’s names:

-“Adele!”

“Jeffrey!”

The woman alone seemed to struggle
against the tensity that was upon them both.
It was as though she were making an effort
to bring this difficult moment more into the
realm of the commonplace and conventional.
But her struggle availed her nothing, and
her long, searching glance into the dark
face above her revealed that between her
and this man mere conventionalities could
have no place. For his rapt gaze bespoke
only too plainly the message that no woman
yet has misunderstood, and from the depths
of his luminous brown eyes shone in all its
strength and radiance the power of a long-
imprisoned love.

Then he held out his arms to her, and her
last touch of reluctance fled as he drew her
to him and kissed her lips.

It was she who finally broke the silence.

“I—I heard—Mrs. Gill told me to-day,
Jeffrey, why you—went away as you did.
O my dear! it I had only known!"’

“I could not trust myself to tell you,
Adele,” he told her as they seated them-
selves before the fire.

“Do you think that was being kind?"" she
asked, a wistful, reproaching sadness in her
tone.

“It was the only possible way I could be
fair to you.” And he told her his story in
much the same words he had used two eve-
nings previously when telling it to Roger
Gill, her eyes never leaving his face as he
talked.

“How long did Doctor Hutchinson—"" she
began at last, when he had finished.

“He said I could not live a year—that it
was the nature of the malady that had pos-
sessed me to run its course in that time.
He added that little short of a miracle could
save me."’

She leaned forward in her chair, her color
heightened, her eyes like flaming stars.

“And you refused to take me with you!
O Jeffrey!”

“Take you! How could I ask you to go,
Adele? No man would.”

“Foolish, chivalrous notion!"
claimed, and shook her head,

“I could not offer you a broken reed.”

*“All the dearer because broken!"” she eried
tenderly. “But it will mean this to me—
the thought that you might have died out
there -and I, perhaps, never have known—
will make you a hundredfold dearer—'’
Then she stopped and smiled her tender,
wistful smile. ‘‘But no, that could not be,”
she began again. Began but did not finish,
for again his hungry arms went round her
and again his lips sought hers. ]

Ages later that evening, she told him her
story of those ten years.

"0 Jeffrey! that first hopeless year!
The awful suspense, the waiting to hear,
and, finally, the sickening conviction that,
after all, I had been mistaken—that you had
not cared—"'

‘*Adele! You never thought that!”

“What else was there to think?"

“That I did not love you? Preposterous!
Why, you knew!"

But she shook her head.

“It was the only solution,” she said, and
then continued: ‘“When that first year had
passed—I shudder now when I think of the
loneliness and heartache of it—I came up
north again and stayed at the Larsdens’ for
the summer. One night Dick Larsden
brought home with him the son of an old
friend of his—a boy who had just returned
from Europe, where he had been studying
music since childhood. He was a beautiful,
lovable boy, but strangely alone. Dick
told us his parents had died while he was
abroad, and they all feared the boy would
have difficulty in adjusting himself to the
changed family conditions to which he had
returned. Everybody liked him, and my
own heart, crushed with sadness and misery,
of which pride forbade my making mention,
went straight out to him in his loneliness.
He stayed on at the Larsdens’ and finally,

she ex-
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at the end of the summer, asked me to
marry him.

‘“‘But I was not prepared for that. Gently
as I could—for he was three years younger
than I—I told him no. In my heart I
scorned the idea of ever marrying—anyone.
I was very near to bitterness then.

“Then, later, I reasoned it out. My love
I had given where it was not wanted—not
needed—"'

“Adele, I cannot let you speak that way,”
Jeffrey Doane told her, but she continued :

‘““This boy wanted me—he needed some-
one of his own more than anybody else I had
ever seen, and I knew I could make him
happy. ‘I haven't a soul in the world,” he
said once, ‘and there isn't a thing in the
world I care about or want except you.’
This eynicism coming over him alarmed me,
and then 1 did not hesitate. I determined
to marry him and to bend every effort and
energy toward making up to him as well as
lay in my power the loss of his parents’ love
and interest; and I felt as though I should
thank God always for giving me this thing
to do which in time might drive out the hurt
the unwanted feeling had engendered in me.

‘““We were married that year, and at my
suggestion came up here to live. Lathrop
feared it would be dull for me, but instead it
seemed a sort of haven. I studied my hus-
band’s tastes and learned how, for the most
part, to anticipate his wishes. Then and in
all our subsequent years together, I do not
believe he ever knew a sad or depressed mo-
ment. Yet I think he divined from the first
that my love had in it more of the maternal
than any other quality. But he seemed con-
tent with that.

“Only once did anything happen that dis-
turbed my tranquility in the role I had
chosen. KEight years ago, our first summer
here, we were asked out a good bit by the
neighbors who had come here for the sum-
mer and who had known Lathrop's people.
And one night, quite unexpectedly, we went
out and I-—met Roger Gill.

“Jeffrey, it was as if I were back again in
—that summer when you and I were to-
gether. T had mever seen him before, and
had not connected Mrs. Gill with the Roger
Gill of whom you had talked so much and
whom T knew to be a New York man. Yet
the instant I laid eyes on him, I knew him,
You know how you used to tell me of him—
how big and sturdy and strong he was, and
what a wonderful friend he made. Well,
something made me know him right on the
spot, without ever hearing his name. I
talked with him, Jeffrey, for ever and ever
so long, and he spoke of many things of
which you and I had talked together—hopes
and ambitions and things; and then he
talked of you—never by name, but I knew
to whom he referred. I encouraged him to
speak of you as much as possible, thinking
perhaps 1 might find some clue to your
strange disappearance, but he said nothing.
Nevertheless, that talk awakened me to my-
self more clearly than anything else could
have done.

“For while we spoke together of you, the
old wound broke out afresh and I realized
that, unwanted or not, the love I had given
you was part of me and could no more be
uprooted than, merely by desiring it, I
could stop my heart from beating. I was
quite terrified by my discovery. 1 knew,
of course, that my regard for Lathrop was
akin to what I had felt for you. Neverthe-
less, T had thought that the hurt to my
pride, when you went away with no word or
apparent consideration for me, had laid the
ghost of that love forever.

“After that, there seemed only one course
open to me, and I never went again to any
of the homes in the neighborhood. In jus-
tice to the man I had married, I could not
permit a recurrence of that evening. For,
during that brief talk with Roger Gill I had
forgotten for the moment that I was mar-
ried, that anyone had claim upon me—for-
gotten everything save the memory of you
and the times we had had together, So I
pleaded a distaste for society, and Lathrop,
who was always a student, seemed not to
miss it at all. We worked and studied to-
gether and were very happy. Two years
we spent il Paris, where we both studied
music. Then we came home and—poor,
poor boy—""

Her voice trailed off unsteadily and a
spasm of pain passed over her face.

My dear! My dear!"” said the man beside
her tenderly, as he drew the golden head to
his shoulder and bent his own above it.

But there was more she would say, and

Concluded on page 16
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Concluded from page 9

seasonings. Crisp lettuce-leaves placed be-
tween slices of unbuttered rye hread spread
generously with this mixture complete a par-
ticularly novel and delicious variety of sand-
wich, or it may be served in the form of
canapes and the surface sprinkled with
chopped dill pickle. Canned shrimps and
crab-meat may be used. Sea-food spread
should not be prepared more than a few
hours in advance. i

Apricot-Cheese Spread
1 Cupful Apricot Jam 2 Tablespoonfuls
1 Cream Cheese Melted Butter

1 Tablespoonful Chopped
Candied Cherries

ORK the jam, cheese and butter to a
smooth paste with a silver fork.
Add the cherries and spread between unbut-
tered rounds of bread, one white and the
other rye. If the cheese is fresh, this spread
can be kept in the refrigerator two or three
days. Raspberry or strawberry jam, Bar le
Duc jelly, or orange marmalade may be sub-
stituted for the
apricot.

Chicken = Salad
Spread

2 (‘upfnh Cold Cooked
Chicken

1 Hard Boiled Egg
Mayonnaise Dressing
Onion-Salt
4 Cupful Chopped

Celery
i | Ta.blespu onful

Capers
Paprika

HOP the chicken,

egg and capers

fine and moisten
evenly but sparingly with mayonnaise.
Season with onion-salt and paprika, and
stir in the chopped celery. (In the winter,
chestnuts are an agreeable substitute for
celery.) This spread will keep several days,
although it is better to add the celery on
the day of using in order that it may not
lose its crispness. The remaining in-
gredients of the sandwiches must be added
at the last moment, as follows: Heat a dozen
Parker-House rolls, split, ahd spread both
halves with the salad-mixture, then put to-
gether with a crisp leaf of lettuce and a
freshly broiled slice of bacon between.

Twin Spreads

No. 2
1 Cupful Cold Boiled

Neo. 1

1 Cupful Cold Cooked
i Tongue

1 Teaspoonful Wal-

icken
Yolk of One Hard-

Boiled Egg nut Catchup
1 Teaspoonful Sweet ‘White of One Hard-
Herbs Boiled Egg Chopped

Omnion-Juice, Salt, Pep-

per
1 Cupful Chopped
Celery
Mavcmna.ise To Moisten
HESE two spreads are to be used in the
same sandwich, but must be made and
kept separate.
They will remain
good several days.
To prepare Spread
No. 1, mince the
chicken, mash the
egg-yolk, and mix
with the other
ingredients in the
order named. For
Spread No. 2,pound
the tongue to a
paste and mix with
the other in-
gredients, adding a
very little mayon-
naise if needed to
make of the right
consistency. Spread
a triangle of toast
with the chicken-mixture, asecond with the
tongue, and put together with a lettuce-leaf
and a crisp slice of broiled bacon between.

Tomate-Jelly Spread
1 Qua.rt Can Toma- 2 Tablespoonfuls

fine
2 Teaspoonfuls
Minced Parsley
Salt, Pepper

Apricot-Cheese Sandwiches

Chicken-Salad Rolls

Sugar

1 Shced Onion 1 Small Bay-Leaf
6 Cloves 2 Teaspoonfuls Wor-
1 Tablespoonful Vine- cestershire

gar 1 Slightly Rounded
Salt, Cayenne Tablespoonful
4 Tablespoonfuls Cold Granulated Gela-

Water tine

PUT the gelatine to soak in the cold water-

Combine all the other ingredients and
let boil gently twenty minutes.
through a puree-sieve.
the liquid (add water if necessary) and in it
Pour into a shallow

dissolve the gelatine,

Strain
Reheat one pint of
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tin to form a layer one fourth inch deep, and
set in a cold place until hard. To serve, cut
a small, square loaf of white bread in thin
slices, trim off the crusts, and spread with
creamed butter. On each slice lay a slightly
smaller square of tomato-jelly. Spread
lightly with mayonnaise, and decorate with
sliced olives. Tomato-jelly will keep at
least a week.
¢

Canned-Herring Salad This. 18 &
‘ salad
greatly used in Denmark, and it is very
appetizing indeed. Mix a finely chopped
onion with one cupful of hot boiled rice
that has been well drained. Pour over
this one tablespoonful of salad-oil -that
has been beaten to an emulsion with a
scant half tablespoonful of  vinegar
seasoned with salt and pepper. When
this mixture is cool but mnot cold it is
turned on a plate, and pieces of - boned
herring are pressed inte - the . mound.
Water-cress or lettuce may be used for a,
border to the dish and the whole *dressed

again with oil and
vinegar.

Ilock=Lobster
“  Salad

Take two cupfuls
\ of cold boiled had-
*. dock or cod, shred
them finely and
mix with two
tablespoonfuls of
finely chopped pi-
mento. You can
get this in small
inexpensive cans
from the grocer.
Add one cupful of celery chopped
or cut in small pieces, season with salt
and paprika or ordinary black pepper.
Make one cupful of mayonnaise dress-
ing and stir two tablespoonfuls into the
salad and pour the rest over the top.

5

Cranberry Marmalade

Stew two
quarts of
berries in three cupfuls of water until

they are very soft. Rub them through
the colander and return them to the fire,
with two quarts of apples peeled, quar-
tered and cored, and a pound of seeded
raisins. Stew them very gently for an
hour, stirring them frequently, and then
add four cupfuls of sugar and continue
the gentle cooking for an hour longer
with frequent stirrings. Pack in small
jars and store in a cool, dry place.

Raspberry Russe Make as many
sponge-shells as
you choose, according to the number of per-
sons to be served. Take a jar of raspberry,
add to it two tablespoonfuls of powdered
sugar. Whip a half pint jar of cream stiff
and put the berries
into it. Chill. Just
bhefore serving fill
the sponge-shells,
A very good rule
for making this shell
is to separate the
yolks from the white
of two eggs, adding
a half cup of sugar
and beating with an
egg-beater. Then|
add one ta,blespoon-
ful of cold water,
the juice of half a
lemon, a pinch of
salt and a hea.pmgl
cupful of pastry-
flour. Last of all,|

add with a spoon;

the beaten white of the eggs and bake in|
cupcake-tins. Before serving, cut out witha|
small pointed knife the center of each httle
cake and fill with chilled raspberry and cream
Fruit Caramels One pint granu-
lated sugar, one,
fourth teaspoonful cream of tartar, one
half cup milk. Put over a slow fire and
stir continually until it reaches the soff-
ball stage. Pour out to cool just enough
to handle. Flavor with one teaspoonful
of vanilla. Beat until it is a doughlike
mass, turn out on a board, sprinkle with
powdered sugar and one cupful of
chopped nuts and raisins and knead as
you would bread. Roll into a sheet and !
cut into squares.

CAN WOMAN
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iRe mother used to make

“e——and Mince Pie”

How often we overhear patrons end their
orders at hotel or restaurant tables with these
words. For Mince Pie—None Such Mince
Pie—is the great American dessert.

Only the finishing touches are left for the
chef or housewife to add in baking None Such
Mince Pies. We collect and prepare the many
choice ingredients and do nine-tenths of the
work of pie-baking in our model kitchens.

None Such Pudding: Break into
small pieces one package of NONE
SucC ince Meat, and dust
lightly with flour; addioniE cupful
suet chopped hne Sift together
one cupful flour and two table-
spoenfuls brown sugar. hen use
enough milk, about one cupful,
to make a thick batter. Place
in individual cups covered with
greased or waxed paper. Bake
slowly one hour, or steam two
hours. Steaming makes pudding
lighterand more wholesome. Serve
hot with sauce.

In case you do not wish to bake your own,
your baker will be glad to supply you with
None Such Mince Pies.

You add no sugar to None Such—the sugarisin it

Thursday is None Such Mince Pie Day,
and as such is observed natiomally.

MERRELL-SOULE SALES CORPORATION,
Syracuse, N. Y.
Toronto, Canada

NONE SUCH
MINCE MEAT

NONE SUCH MINCE MEAT, L.
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Let Nature
Paint the Face

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers Clear the
Skin of Pimples and Such Blem-
ishes and Your Beauty is
Natural

Nature's rouge is the clear, red blood which
rorm.s that wonderful peach bloom in the

checks. And wvou get this by the influence
of Calcium in the blood. It is a refining
influence., Calcium is the principal agency of
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers and exerts a peculiar
stimulus to skin repair. Pimples, blackheads
and other such evidence of localized skin
sluggishness are replaced with new material
and soon the skin renews itself with firmer,
healthier, tissue. This makes the beautiful
complexion so much admired. No use to
hide pimples with cold cream and lotions.
They come from within and keep coming
until such an influence as calcium is em-
ployed.

Let nature paint your face through the
influence of Stuart’s Calcium Wafers which
you can obtain in any drug store at 60 cents
a box.

Make Money

as a Beauty Specialist

can earn & splendid Income giving
. Lu':r Treatmests among your friends
uhbhoﬂ—or start your own Besuty Parlor.

Ro prev
your spare time st bome you can
reatme: o

-n, i Mrcrets Of all Fossty Parior
hﬂf&w.—x. manicuring, mussage, chiropody, elec-
m Wrnnimrfurﬂhmw Book, See how ensy
nuu;b-c-"u. e ist and exrn lm{
sl postod.of letter Lo
§. Dearborn 5 P

and a clear white
e from rouge and
“LOOKY rn (8
v (the secret
ty), which
exjon, and
Bend e
Money

treatment.

LINCOLN €O.,
411 Liviangston Bldg., Rechester, N. Y.

Tan or Liver Spots
by using Stillman’s Fr!ckl. Cream. Pre-
pared for one purpose only—clearing the

positively removed

skin. 1f you have freckles, write us today
for our Free t “ Wouldst Thou Be
Fair?’ Stillman’s Cream is sold by most

druggists, 50c a jar, or direct from us, same
price, prepaid. Write now. We can help yon.
Stillman Cream Co., Depl 34.  Awrora, NI

Cuticura Soap
Will Help You
Clear Your Skin

oo, Qlztpmrs i 3. v, Sempie|

THE AMERICAN WOMAN

OT long ago a friend said to me:

“You have studied nearly all the

books on health and good looks

that have ever been written, and

consulted famous specialists on

the subject; so perhaps you can tell what is

wrong. I feel so tired all the time, just limp

and lifeless. Look at my face—see how the

muscles sag. I'm only a little over thirty.

but I know I appear years older instead of

younger, as you say we all should.

I take good care of my skin. I

sleep eight hours every night and

I'm careful about the things I eat
—now why do I look so?"”’

I knew what was wrong before
she had finished talking. Every
line in her face and figure spelled
listlessness and fatigue. Her chest
fell in, her arms hung limp, she
rested her weight on one foot, her
head inclined forward and the eor-

ners of her mouth drooped. She
needed to rest — to relax. She
slept long enough at night; but it

was a troubled and restless, not a
healthful, sound sleep, and every
moment during the day, whether
she had work to do or not, she
kept nerves and muscles at such

tension that even when she sat
| down to rest she was too fatigued
| to relax properly. I - watched
| her as she was speaking to me,
| and saw that she did not know
enou'*h about taking proper care of
| herself to sit quietly in her chair.
She moved from one side to the other, she
| crossed and uncrossed her knees, she swung
| one foot, she tapped her fingers on the arm
of the chair. She exhausted her nervous
| energy by a dozen totally unnecessary move-
| ments. and naturally she worried, for tired
nerves always worry. And then she
| wondered why she felt so listless.

“Why on earth shouldn’t you feel tired
when you never rest except when you are
asleep at night, and even then you wake
unrefreshed in the morning?”” 1 asked her,
and before she could expostulate, I told her
a few things that she should avoid and a few
more that she should be careful to do each
day. She was so discouraged about herself
that she promised to give my advice a fair
trial, and although I told her that she should
not expect to see very marked results
quickly. she carried out instructions so
faithfully, that in not much more than a
month she looked and felt like a new woman.

The first thing I did was to impress upon
her that each time she became overtired she
was putting herself right

By ELEANOR MATHER

Yeast Can Be Spread on Crackers Like Cheese and Taken Directly
Alfter a Meal

have eaten in great haste, and utterly disre®
garding the laws of food combination, forms
poisonous gases. These are absorbed by the
circulation, and serve to poison the nervous
centers. This would act in very much the
same way as the ordinary products of
fatigue, so that the person would be con-
stantly tired, as a result of the food she had
eaten.

It has frequently been noted that we
wake tired in the morning, after several
hours sleep and rest, in spite of the fact that
we were not especially fatigued when we
went to bed the previous evening. What is
the cause of this? Doctors tell us there are
several contributory causes. One is that the
air of the bedrooms becomes more or less
stagnant, and vitiated during the night, espe-
cially if the windows are not kept thoroughly
well open. Then, too, sleeping under too
many bedclothes is an extremely enervating
practise. If a large supper be eaten shortly
before retiring, the energy expended in the
digestion of this meal, and the effects upon

in the pathway of every
disease that waited to
pounce upon the reckless
and unwary. She ac-
knowledged that she had
suspected that she con-
tracted severe colds in
winter because she
seemed too tired to
| resist them.
| One of the -chief
| causes of exhaustion is
the constant muscular
and mental tension
maintained by a large
number of persons
| throughout their lives.
| Instead of relaxing the
body and mind, and al-
lowing the energy which
does the work of the
world to flow through
them, as it were, along
their muscles and nerves,
which would thereby act
as its transmitters, they
keep themselves in a constant state of stim-
ulation and muscular resistance. Thereby
they prevent a proper flow of blood through-
out the smaller blood-vessels of the body,
and uselessly exhaust the fund of nervous
energy at their disposal.

It is also true, however, that much of the
nervous exhaustion from which we all suffer

is due to the fact that the food, which we

Whenever She Has Time — Even as Little as Ten Minutes Will Be a Great Help — She Should
Eﬁmwhl;!:‘:;]! Down on the Sofa or Couch with Her Head on a Low Pillow and Relax
very

the system of the poisons as its resultant—a?l
these tend to produce the feeling of exhaus-
tion upon rising in the morning. ~
A wrong mental attitude toward life and
work induces fatigue. When weariness can-
not be traced to bodily infection of poisons,
there may be poisons in the mind. A good
mental cathartic may be necessary.
Remember that worry is mental work.
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How To Improve the Appearance
Rest and Good Looks

The woman who worries a great deal either
neglects her regular work or works overtime.

The first thing you must do if you want to
maintain your health and vigor and so get
the most out of life is to learn to relax during
the day. This is a lesson needed by nearly
all of our highstrung American women.
‘Why should the woman in the home have
her nerves ‘‘worn to a frazzle’'? Whenever
she has time—even as little as ten minutes
will be a great help—she should throw her-
self down on the sofa or couch, with her head
on a low pillow, and relax every muscle.
Let her sink into the couch without uncon-
sciously trying to hold herself up. That’s
what the couch is for. It needs no help:
Then she should try to malke her mind as
near a blank as she can.

Any day when you are very
tired, allow yourself at least a half
hour's rest in the evening before
going to bed. You will find that
you relax much more quickly if
you take time to change the direc-
tion of your thoughts and recover
a small degree of your nerve-
force before trying to go to sleep.

Perhaps few people realize the
great importance of sleep. The

quantity and quality of one's
sleep have a marked effect on
one's appearance. A famous

New York specialist not long ago
declared that half the ailments of
children and grown people in
the metropolis arise from in-
sufficient sleep. There is certainly
more truth than fancy in the old saying
that all beauty-sleep must ke taken before
midnight. So those of you who are trying
to preserve your youth or to improve
your appearance in any way should, when-
ever possible, go to bed promptly at ten
o’clock or even earlier if you can. The pop-
ular error in regard to sleep is the idea of
assuming that all sleep is one and the same
and that, therefore, the only possible esti-
mate of sleep is its length. Now it is certain
that the most refreshing sleep is the deepest,
and the deepest is the most eontinuous.
Other things being equal, the depth of sleep
may be conveniently gauged by the presence
or absence of those periods of partial and
disordered consciousness which we call
dreams.

Not only should one fall asleep within
half an hour at the latest after going to bed;
not only should one's sleep be unbroken,
continuous and complete (dyspepsia is per-
haps the commonest cause of imperfection
in these respects), but one should wake spon-
taneously, because one
has slept long enough,
and should no more want
to lie abed than one
wants to be in prison. If
that be so and if one
grudges every moment
until breakfast, one can
say: "I have slept well.”

Even so small a matter
as that facial disfizure-
ment, a double chin
dreaded by so many
women as they advance
in years, can be brought
on or avoided by the
position of the head in
sleep. Lie on the pillow
with the chin drooped
down on the neck and
notice how, uncon-
sciously, the loose skin
of the chin and neck is
thrust forward to make
the ugly folds of the
double chin. By &
slight tin of the head
backward, so slight as to be scarcely felt,
all this is obviated, and the skin held in
a position that makes it firm and causes
it night or day to keep its proper place.

The face is a fair register of the state of
the nerves and the condition of the body.
Nerve-fatigue betrays itself in the puffiness
under the eyes, in the sagging of the facial
Concluded on page 16
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Continued from page 8

Rod hesitated an instant, then nodded.

“How did you know?”’ he asked curiously.

‘“Shoulders,” said the old man, “way you
hold your head. And new suit. Just out of
uniform, I reckon.” Rodney remained
quiet. It was as good an explanation as any,
he thought. The man watched him with a
kindly eye. “Got a job yet?'" he inquired.

Rod shook his head.

‘““No,” he said truthfully, “I haven't.”
For a time there was silence. The wagon
swayed and strained, creaking and groaning
on its way. There was a certain soothing
comfort to the motion; after the heat of the
roadside the shady perch seemed delight-
fully cool. He was brought out of his half
drowsy silence.

“Can you ballyhoo?”’ inquired the old
man suddenly.

“Bally what?"’ inquired Rod.

“Ballyhoo,” said the other. ‘“You know,
stand out and put up a line of talk that'll
drag 'em in.”’

Rod grinned suddenly.

“Talking,” he said with immense convie-
tion, “talking’s the best little thing I do.”

The man leaned back in his seat with a
sigh of relief.

“You get the job,” he said calmly.
‘“Been looking for a man—Ilike your looks.
Ten a week to start with and victuals. You
can sleep back there under Ignatz,”” he
added, pointing into the rear of the wagon.

“Ignatz is the music-machine,”” he added by !

way of explanation.
tle hill loomed a church spire.

with his whip. ‘“That's Sockerville: There

Over the brow of ‘a.lit- |
He pointed

is a stock fair due t'night an’ I want t’ git.

settled ’'fore the crowd comes.

You'll git'

your first chance t’ try out that line of talk :

then.”

Two hours later, standing on the soap—bdx;
before the blatant red-and-gold circle of:

flashing mirrors, his voice raised to override
the strident notes of Ignatz, Rodney Burke,
late of Scranton’s elite, ballyhooed a joyous
crowd of rusties.

It was eight months later that Dad Moul-
ton made him a proposition. The two had
grown close together during their hours of
travel on the high cushioned seat. In the
older man Rod had found a quaint and
whimsical personality, one who squeezed the
full wine of joy from the vintage of life.
They had gone south for the winter along
his regular route, and at every little town
were greeted joyously by the children until
their progress became an ever shifting
pageant of mirth. And now Dad was offer-
ing him the merry-go-round for his own.

“I don't want t' sell her,”” he was explain-
ing. “I'm fond o’ the old boat and I couldn’t
bear t' have her pass t' a skipper I didn't
like. ’'Sides, there's the kids along the
route. They all like you—I ¢'n see that.
You have a natural way with kids—and if
you took her you c¢'d keep right on where I
started. You won't find it a bad proposition
from the business side. I got a right smart
amount laid away in th’ bank—enough t’
take care of the rest o’ my days. I wouldn’t
leave her now if it weren’t for th’ rheumatiz.
I dasn’t go through another winter. Course
I don't know how you’d feel about it—but if
you took her and I got t' hankerin’, T c¢'d
allus come back for a few weeks at a time.”

He stared wistfully at Rod.

For a minute there was silence as Rodney
turned the proposition over in his mind.
All winter he had lived from day to day in a
sort of a dream. He had found the life to his
liking, with its lack of responsibility, its
roving, care-free vagabondage, the thought
that he could drop out of it at a minute's
notice had been always present; but now he
must make a decision, and decision was the
one thing he hated above everything else.
If he took over the merry-go-round and its

route, he bound himself in honor to old Dad-

Moulton; if, upon the other hand, he’ re-
fused, it meant a return to his home, his
money—and to Pen. For an instant her

face flashed into his mind. He had thought '

of her less and less of late. It.was not that
she was forgotten, but other things had
come into his thoughts so thick and fast that
her image was becoming blurred and dream-
like. Asheremembered her now she seemed a
bit cold and stern—a sort of relentless deity,
demanding the qualities which he had not.
From beside him Dad Moulton spoke.
“Of course, if you don’t want to—" he
said, a note of disappointment in his voice.
" Rodney pulled himself from his reverie
with an effort.
“Yes,” he said, ‘“‘yes—I guess 11l take her,
Da’d'l! -
* * * * *
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“I'm sure Mr. Burke would have wished
me to have it,” said Penelope. ‘He stipu-
lated his entire income, you say."

The senior member was regarding her,
brow furrowed.

“But it is really seriously needed for re-
pairs,” he said. ‘“The tenants are making
demands.” .

Pénelope shrugged.

“Oh, tenants!'’ she said. *“They are al-
ways demanding unreasonable things."”
Her voice took on a slight edge. *“‘I tell you
I've simply got to have it for the Home.
Don’t you understand? It’s practically
built, and it cost so much more than we ex-
pected that there'is nothing left to furnish
the west wing. - You've just got to squeeze
out a bit more.” :

“Yes,""'said the junior member. *‘But,
really, it can't be spared—perhaps next
month—"'

Her eye lighted.

“Why not let me have it this month and
take next month’s to make improvements?’’
she demanded.

"“Well—perhaps—'' said the senior mem-
ber, doubtfully. It was always hard to re-
fuse Penelope, and usually inexpedient.

“If you could only see my boys!" she said.
“It's going to be the finest building of its
kind in the country, and you’ll have helped
to build it—"’

She leaned over the desk, her face alight

i, with enthusiasm, and he capitulated.

““Oh! all right, all right,”’ he said with as-
sumed testiness. ‘‘Take the money this
month. We've put them off before and we
can again. The Bellingham politicians are
not all they might be and I don’t suppose
the building-inspector will get after us unless
some muckraker comes along and starts
him off.” ;

But ‘Penelope was not listening; she was
talking to the junior member.

< *“And classes in clay-modeling,” she was
saying, “‘and modern languages. It’s going
to have the very best branches of study
free.”

‘“What about a gym?”’ he inquired; ‘‘foot-
ball and that sort of thing?"’

Later, at her desk, she frowned at the
memory of his smile. What, she wondered,
was happening to the race? Were they all
afflicted with the same mania—a sort of
pleasure-drunkenness? When she talked of
her classes why did everyone lead to the
subject of assembly rooms for dancing, to
football, motion-picture machines? She
could understand folk-dancing; there was a
certain education-interest to that, and gym
classes were, of course, a part of the curicu-

lum. But jazz music, football, five-reel |
dramas, in her cherished Burke House—
never!

She glanced up over the door where, in a

gold frame, a picture of Rodney was hung.
It was, she told herself, put there with no
sentimental motives. It was his money, and
shé was merely the trustee. She had given
the home his name, and made him a sort of
tutelary deity among the boys. She had
done her entire duty by him, but at times,
the eyes seemed to regard her reproachfully,
as though the picture were feeling some lack
in her performances. At such times she
buried herself in her work and tried to forget
Rodney with his little whimsical gayeties, the
teasing lilt to his voice, the boyish manner-
isms which drew her to him, and of late, in
the press of her duties the image was grow-
ing a trifle dim.
i And helping her forgetfulness was Jim-
my, a red-headed mystery of ten. Jimmy
had appeared miraculously in the Grand
“entral Station, at one o’'clock in the morn-
ing, a trifle awed by his surroundings, but
quite cheerful, and entirely determined to
give no information about his immediate
past. A policeman had gathered him in, and
after: passing through the hands of several
baffled members of the juvenile association
he was passed on to Penelope.

In the stubborn youngster, she found a
direct challenge. Somehow, of late, she had
found herself failing in her work. It was
growing harder to hold her boys, to gain
their confidence. It was as though some-
thing had atrophied in her and at the bot-
tom of her heart lay a cold fear. It was to
prove to herself this was not so that she laid
siege to Jimmy’s heart.

She bribed him with promises of an edu-
cation, struggled to learn his hobbies. But
nothing could break down his wall of deadly
impassivity. He loathed music, turned his
back upon the arts, and beyond taking his
lathe to pieces and screwing it together again
showed no interest in the woodworking de-

Continued on page 14
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How Pretty Teeth

are ruined during sleep

When you retire with a film on
your teeth, it may all night long do
damage.

Film is that viscous coat you feel.
It clings to teeth, gets between the
teeth and stays. The tooth brush
does not remove it all.

That film causes most tooth
troubles. So millions find that well-
brushed teeth discolor and decay.

How film destroys

Film absorbs stains and makes the
teeth look dingy. It is the basis of
tartar. It holds food substance
which ferments and forms acid. It

holds the acid in contact with the
teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in it.
They, with tartar, are the chief
cause of pyorrhea. :

I'ew escape its damage. So den-
tal science has for years been seek-
ing a film combatant.

New methods found

Now ways have been found to
fight film and film effects. Able
authorities have proved them. The
ways are combined in a dentifrice
called Pepsodent. Leading dentists
everywhere advise it. And millions
of people every day enjoyits benefits.

Watch it for ten days

This offers you a 10-Day Tube.
Get it and watch its effects.

Each use of Pepsodent brings five
desired effects. The film is attacked
in two efficient ways.

It multiplies the salivary flow. It
multiplies thestarchdigestantinthe
saliva, to digest starch deposits that
cling. It multiplies the alkalinity
of the saliva, to neutralize the acids
which cause tooth decay.

It also keeps teeth so highly pol-
ished that film cannot easily adhere.

PAT.OFF.

Pepsadend
The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant com-
bined with two other modern req-
uisites. Now advised by leading
dentists everywhere and supplied
by all druggists in large tubes.

These five effects, attained twice
daily, bave brought to millions a
new era in teeth cleaning. .

Send the coupon for the 10-Day
Tube. Note how clean the teeth feel
after using. Mark the absence of
the viscous film. See how teeth
whiten as the film-coat disappears.

Judge by what you see and feel.
Our book will tell the reasons. This
is too important to meglect. Cut
out the coupon now.

533

10-Day Tube Free

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,

Dept. 300, 1104 S. Wabash Ave.,
Chicago, Ill.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Only one tube to a family.

10¢
OR
25¢

NN ATV
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28 ldle Hens Now
Lay 27 Eggs A Day

And This Was in Cold Winter

Weather. Plan is Simple.
“I fed Don Sung to my 28 hens that

were not laying. But they are laying

now. I receive as high as 27 eggs a day

Davidson, Yates Center, Kan.

Mrs. Davidson wrote

, this letter in Febraary.
Figure her profit om two
dozen g8 a day from
hens thnt "wouldn’t lay.”
?f&;r we made her. Here
t is:

Give your hens Don Sung and watch re-
sults for one month. If you don't find that
it pays for itself and pays you a good
profit besides, simply tell us and your

Don Sung (Chinese for egg-laying) is a
scientific tonic and conditioner. It is easily
given in the feed, improves the hen's
health and makes her stronger and more
active. It tones up the egg-laying organs,
and gets the eggs, no matter how cold or

Don Sung can be obtained promptly from
your druggist or poultry remedy dealer, or
send $1.04 (ineludes war tax) for a pack-
age by mail prepaid. Burrell-Dugger Co.,
214 Columbia Bldg., Indianapolis, Ind.

and mnever less than 22."—Mrs. Jennie
We'll make you the same
money will be cheerfully refunded.
wet the weather.
Chinese for Egg-Laylng

ly 3minutes & day,

New Kmd of Hatcher

thing cles like it. Fill

Iulo-ﬂmmd lncuh.nur cﬂ.

Buys 140-Egg Champion

461 May St. Wayne
H 5

'5'_ Belle City Incubator
CupnerT-nk Double Walls

ihnliowd
$9.95 buys a0 R T 323 5
sicr Brooder. Or both for only

60 BEST ;AYIHG VARIEI'lES
Hardy Northern Chickens,

A Ducks, Geese, Turkeys, Pure-bred heavy
V iz strains. Fowls, Eegs & Incubators
all at Jow p'irsv 29 years cxperience,

New ge Poultry Book & Guide 5S¢,
Ww. A.Weber.luu.r Mankato Mlnn.

POULTRY AND PICEONS FOR PROFI"I’

For's iz book 1eils all about it t
many eolored plales—an encyclo ,cci.- :A ;-
tnformation, poaliry be .;un,f:,.;"r.“"
Writtem by o mam wie 5
Low prices, fowls and

Euamare,
Eg.

Sent for & ("l.lll

FRANK FOY,Box 32, CLINTON.1IOWA

Poultry Boﬂk mu Z15 m‘:‘:‘f!l’g:gxg
feeding and disexse

.
informetien,

ToUser l-ahl—unu.u.. 352, mu

64 BREEDS :

Amerien’s greal poullry farm.
Send 5 ¢ forizrge valuable book and catalog,
R.F.NEUBERT Ca., 222572, Mankats, Mian.

Most Proﬁubl: chiek-
H'u Gnr“

130; s rsitr e, o=
mm-e-d.

'fado of f'lﬁf

e b
.-a-ﬁ_.ﬁ-.l-ﬂ

ay

" DOLLARS IN HARES

We pay $7.00 to $15.50 and up a pair and
express charges. Biz Profit. We furnish
guaranteed high grade stock and bay all you
raise. Use back yard, barn, cellar, sttic.
Contract and llustrated Catalog Free.

Standard Food & Pﬂ‘ Ass’'n
407K Broadway w Y
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Continued from page 13
partments. No traps, however skilfully
laid, could extract any information concern-
ing his family and home.

But Penelope, urged on by a sort of terror
of failure, wrestled with him daily, trying to
discover some path to his confidence. Until,
one morning his room was found empty and
a note, painfully scrawled, was brought her.

“Thank you for the food.” it said, ‘‘but

"tain’t Burke House 11: s Work House, and
I'm goin’ on.”

For a moment Penelope stared at the note,
then, quite suddenly, all her self-sufficiency
deserted her; and. dropping her head on her
desk she dissolved into tears.

* * * * * *

Outside the city, Rodney, in his four-
horse chariot, was plodding along a road,
green and fragrant with springtime. Above
the thud of hoofs and the creaking of the
equipage his whistle rose, gay with a lilting
cheer. Business had been unusually good
for two months. Under the seat, in a can-
vas bag, he carried a neat little horde of
coins. Behind him the merry-go-round
shone resplendent with a new coat of paint.
Earlier in the day he had touched up the

they shone anew. To Rodney, God was in
His heaven, all was right with the world.

On his left he could see the blackened sky
of his home city. Regarding it with a whim-
sical smile. he speculated upon the excite-
ment he would create if he drove his en-
tourage through the main street. It re-
quired a stern effort of will to keep his imp-
ish humor from twisting the team in the di-
rection of the smoke. He was due the next
day outside the limits of Burlingham, at a
fair, and he could only make it by hurrying.
Regretfully he shook his head and plodded
on. It was at that moment that he saw a
tiny speck ahead in the road. As he drew
nearer it resolved itself into a small plodding
fizure stumbling along with feet that
dragged with fatigue. Even as he looked it
| drew to one side of the highway and half fell,
| half sprawled in the shaded ditch by the

| hedge. Rodney stopped his team and
looked down. It was, he saw, a boy, red of
head and freckled of face, grimy with dust

and perspiration, but under the coating of
grime, white with fatigue. As he returned
Rodney’s look he breathed a profound sigh.
“Gee!” he said, and, again, ‘‘Gee!"”
|  Rodney smiled down on him.
| *“Want a lift?” he inquired.
The youngster climbed to the seat behind
him, curled himself up on the cushion and
grinned a broad and cheerful grin,

“Hullo,"” he said.
“Hullo yourself,”” said Rodney.
“I know who you are,”' said the boy,

“you’re the Burke House guy.’

Rodney jumped.

“Burke House—""

“Yeh,” said the other. *“The guy that
gave the money to Miss Harker for Burke
House."

A light dawned on Rodney.
how she had used the money!

“You look like yer picture. The one she
has in her room.” For an instant Rodney's
hold on the reins tightened. The horses,
sensing the pull, stopped in their tracks.
“What'ch doing?"’ said the boy. “Y'aren't
going back are ye?”’ Then, cunningly.
“8She’ll make ¥y’ work if ¥’ do. This is a lot
nicer than working back there.”

Rodney looked at him, and slowly a smile
came into the back of his eyves.

“I guess you're right, son,” he said, and
clucking to the horses, they were on their
way.
| But fate in the form of eoincidence over-
| took him that night. It was while he was
standing before his striped awning, a mega-
phone in his hand, shouting jokes and per-
| suasion to the sea of faces below, that a ma-
chine drove up the road, just outside his
field of vision, and a group of people, jump-
ing from it, erowded inside the fair, and one
of the group was Penelope.

It was a rare dissipation for her, this mild
pleasure, but she had spent a miserable,
sleepless night, and it seemed that she must
get away. An invitation to the fair in the
neighboring city offered ber some chance for
relief, and she rode through the cool night
air, her eyes fixed on the road ahead, her
thoughts far from the chatter around her.

Life looked very black for the moment.
8he had failed, and yet, somewhere in the
back of her mind, a little hope was springing.
There was always Rodney. He had gone
away to prove himself. Some day—it might
be to-morrow—he would return, changed,
more serious, full of some high resolve, and

So that was

gilt cupids and polished the mirrors until ©
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things would once more be right with her.
Somehow, she was placing all her hopes on
that.

The machine drew up to the gates of the
fair, and, with the others, she crowded out of
the car and into the colorful mob, For a
time she strayed aimlessly, until, finding
herself separated from the othe_rs. she stood,
half listening, outside the fringes of a crowd.
On beyond she could see the flashing red and
gold of a merry-go-round, topped by its
striped canvas, Before her a man was stand-
ing, his face hidden by a megaphone, shout-
ing encouragement to the multitude. For a
minute she regarded him with intense dis-
favor. He was, she felt, all a part of the
hideous blatant wvulgarity around her. It
was at that moment that he dropped the
megaphone, and the light of a nearby torch,
blazing up, shone full on his carefree, laugh-
ing face. With a little gasp, she stared.

The world was whirling about her ears,
for Rodney, upon whom she had placed all
her hopes, Rodney had failed her.

It was two months later that Jimmy made
the confession which no amount of bullying
had been able to extract from him. Made it
because Rodney, believing his statement
that he was homeless, had demanded no con-
fidences. He had accepted Jimmy as a gift
of the gods, turned over to him the job of
polishing the mirrors, and regilding the tar-
nished cupids, fed him, talked to him man
to man on many topies, and finally, in the
end, through his very lack of effort, won his
confidence.

“It isn’t that I'm bad,” explained Jimmy.
at some length, “‘it's just that I ¢'d'n stand
it no longer 't home. Pa drank all th’ time,
an’' th’ kids was allus squawlin'—I just lit
out one day and slid on to a train. When th’
conductor come along I hid under a seat, an’
then ducked out quick at th’ station. But
th' cop nabbed me before I ¢'d get out 'n’
they tried t' find out where I come from.
But I w'd't tell, you bet, an’ I ain't never
told nobody, not even Miss Harker when she
tried t' find out. I don’t mind tellin’ you, be-
cause you aren’'t always at a fellow.””

Rodney regarded him for a moment, his
brow furrowed. He had accepted him as one
of Penelope's wards and arguing that having
over a hundred in her flock she would not
miss this one, had stilled his conscience about
not letting her know of his whereabouts.
But this was different. It began to look as
though he must make some effort, after all.

“And your mother,”” he said. ‘I suppose
she wasn't so bad—eh?”’

Jimmy wriggled painfully.

“1 get to thinking about her sometimes,”
he admitted frankly, “and it gets me kinda.
She—she used t' come and sort o' tuck me in
an’ tell me stories when she weren't too
tired.”’

Rodney
unconcern.

“I wouldn't pretend to advise you, old
man,” he said, “‘but, of course, mothers are
kind of scarce. We only have one apiece. I
remember when mine died—I wasn't there—
and I—I never forgot it."" There was a long
silence; then he went on casually. “Of
course, in another month or two there isn't
going to be any more to drink, and your dad
might straighten up and then, I suppose, the
babies are older now. They don't yell so
much when they're older, do they?”

Jimmy stared at him gloomily.

“It isn't only that,” he said. *“It's the
place we're living, It—it—aw, what's the
use? I can't make you see what it's like. We
didn’t allus live there—just since dad got t’
drinking, and when we first moved in it
weren’'t so bad. It's just got rottener and
rottener until a dog couldn’t live in it."”

“I know,” said Rodney, sympathetically,
“and if you never go to school or anything,
you'll always have to live in that sort of a
place, won't you? That's the worst of it.
Now, if you were to go to school and learn
things you might be able to make a lot of
money and take your mother away from
there to a regular house.”

“Learning!” said Jimmy; “there ain't
nothing to learning. I tried that up there.
I can't seem to hold anything like that in my
head."

“You can run the donkey-engine,” said
Rodney, quietly. ‘I think any boy who
could learn to run a donkey-engine could
learn a lot."”

“But I liked that,”
“Engines are just fun,”

Suddenly Rodney turned and regarded
him. ?

“How'd you like to learn to run engines

Continued on page 18

looked away with elaborate

objected Jimmy.
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468 EGGS

FROM 22 PULLETS

L),
S i 1

Mrs. C. H. Beauvier, Wells-
boro, Pa., Wrote Under
Date of Jan. 16:

“Have used LAYMORE and never

had so many eggs in winter. Have
sold 468 eggs from 22 young pullets.”

You Can Easily Double Your
Poultry Profits by Feeding

LAYMORE

SEND NO MONEY

Don't send one cent. Pay for five
packages—(regular value $5) for only $2.
‘When the LAYMORE reaches you, after
you have freely tested it out by using the
whole contents of all packages and are
not satisfied, your money—every penny—
will be refunded.

Laymore Makes Lazy Hens Lay

FREE DELIVERY COUPON I

MAYER’S HATCHERY,
603 Washington Ave. N.,
Minneapolis, Minn.

Please send me
MAYER’'S

packages of
3 LAYMORE for which I agree to

|
|
I
on delivery. I
I
I
I

Five (5) Packages, $5 Worth, for $2
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b ABNE ONLY JoNEW

ELL, well—if here isn't Milly
.leaving us, too. If this keeps
up, Grangeville might as well
change its name to Rip Van
5 Winkle-ville and go to sleep.
Won’'t be a boy or girl left in town!”

“Why, how do you do, Dr. Putnam!"
The girl pacing the little station plat-
fo.rm turned to laugh, her eyes bright
with excitement, “I'm not going for
good, this time. Just a little visit with
Rose Gordon. I'll be back in a week and
make all the noise I can to keep you
awake.”

 “That’s good. Stay with us, Milly. That
city is swallowing up our young folks
at a fearful rate. Hardly get them
safely past the measles and chickenpox
age till—off they go to ‘accept positions’
or find ‘careers’ for themselves, chasing
opportunity around the corners in that
maelstrom up there., Maybe they catch
up with her—but I've noticed they al-
ways enjoy Old Home Week and mother's
preserves.”

“That's the way to talk, dector,” ap-
proved a quiet lady with Milly. “She
thinks she wants to go in the fall, too.”

“Here, here!” He shook a threatening
finger at Milly. “Why, you’re just a
baby yet—nonsense, to think of leaving
us. Don’t I remember, like yesterday,
when you were born? Never saw a
prouder mother than this little lady here’”
—and he patted the mother’s shoulder —
“and I've seen a few. Did I éver tell you
how she cried when you were three
hours old because you sneezed? Said to
me just as solemnly, ‘Doctor, I wouldn’'t
ca.r?"to live if—she shouldn't stay with
me,
Milly’s lips tremhbled slightly, but a
stubborn little look came into her eyes.

“Well, I'm not gone yet, so don’t scold
me. But mother is sensible, you know,
doctor. She wouldn't stand in the way of
my success. You know, as well as I do,
that there’s no opportunity for young
people in this little town.”

“Not so sure about that,” grunted the
doctor. “Plenty of money here, with
the rich retired farmers all moving in, if
money's what you're after. A smart
young person might find a way to take
some of it from us.”

“Granted I could—but I -don't know
how—money isn’t all. I want city ad-
vantages and a chance to develop. Good-~
ness, the train's going—"" With a saucy
wave of the hand for the disapproving
doctor and a hug for her mother, she
was off.

Late that evening she was met in the
big noisy station by an eager but tired
friend. “I had te work overtime tonight,”
said Rose, wearily, “My boss decided to
get out some letters and I was ‘it."”

“Well, that’'s no so bhad,” was Milly's
hearty response. ‘“It's good training, I
should think, and I know he picked you
out because you could do them best.”

‘““He picked me out because I was late
at noon and he had a ‘grouech,”” shortly,

“Still, it must all be a step toward
the private secretaryship.” Milly was de-
termined to be cheerful.

“Hardly. He has a nephew coming out
of college this year. Guess who gets the
job 7"

Rose’s gloom abated somewhat at
sight of the box of goodies sent by her
aunt and Milly’'s mother. *“Let’s not go
to a horrid restaurant for supper tonight.
I've an electric percolator and we’ll have
a spread in my room.”

“I thought city restaurants were so
joNly—" began Milly, a little disappointed.

“Not the ones I patronize. You've prob-
ably been witnessing supper parties in
the movies. They have those restaurants
here—but it takes a fortune to eat in
them. I go to a cafeteria and this room
and my meals take most of my salary.”

Milly exclaimed politely over the “cun-
ning” room, but even Rose’'s home
touches could not hide its dreariness.

“You’ll want to go shopping tomor-
row,” planned Rose,over the fried chicken
and cake. *‘“Thank goodness, it's Satur-
day and I have a whole afternoon off.
What are you going to buy?”’ She said it
a bit wistfully. “I’ve been saving for a
suit.’

“I'm going to get one thing, if noth-
ing else—a good hat.”

“That's a splendid idea. I remember,
too well, the Grangeville product.”

“Yes. And for once in my life I'm go-
ing to have a real, spiffy, exclusive-look-
ing, Frenchified, glorified HAT. I've
wanted one all my life and I don’t care
if it takes all the money I brought.
Think I'll window-shop all tomorrow
morning, Where will I meet you at noon?”

“Well, a good hat is a sensible invest-
ment. They say a man never notices any-
thing a woman wears except hats and
shoes. But get a dark one, not fussy, then
you can wear it in the fall when you
come to hunt a job. The smarter you
look the better luck you’ll have,” said the
wise maiden on the edge of the bed.

“Yes, I suppose it must be ‘sensible’—
even the hat-of-my-heart,” sighed Milly.
“Though my soul doth yearn for tulle
and gold lace and velvet flowers. But
some day I'm going to have all the hats

want — you’ll see,”” she prophesied
decidedly.

Next day at noon Rose found her guest
lost to the world in front of a milliner’s
window. f

“You have good taste,” she laughed.
“Madame Marie's is one of the smartest
places in town. You may be able to get
a sailor or something in there for your
twenty-five dollars. Some day, when I

By Beatrice Imboden

“Aren't they beauties?” gloated Milly.

have a month’s
coming in here
street hat.” .

““Aren’t they beauties?” gloated Milly.
“But—there can't be more than ten
vards of ribbon in that sweet turquoise
one over there. Even at present fabulous
prices for ribbon, one could get that for
five dollars. That's about all there is to
it, just rows of ribbon shirred on -a
frame.”

“Yes, but look at the shirring—and
the lines of that frame! An artist made
ehat!”

“I know—Dbut,” Milly still insisted, “if I
just knew the ‘tricks of the trade’ I be-
lieve I'd dare to try to copy it.”

“You always did like to fuss with
hats,” smiled Rose. *‘“You used to keep
my dolls supplied—have you forgotten?”

“Aren’t those little hand-made flowers
pretty this season? I don't believe they're
difficult to make, if one only knew the
secret. Oh, isn’t that big black maline
hat the stunningest! But only a few
yards of maline would—how much is
maline a yard now?"

“Goodness, I suppose you'’d go into the
Metropolitan Museum and say, ‘That's a
nice little landscape of Corot’s. The paint
must have cost two dollars!"”

“1 know,” laughed Milly. “It takes an
artist to achieve those folds and frills in
maline. But—if I only knew how. I'm
not sure all milliners are geniuses.”

All afternoon they lodked at hats. More
and more marvelous were the creations
presented to Milly’'s bewildered eyes.

“They are simply gorgeous,” she said
as they recuperated over marshmallow
sundaes. ‘“But gorgeously simple—did
you notice? After awhile you aren’'t so
dazzled. A person who knows how could
reproduce many expensive hats very rea-
sonably—a smooth foundation of silk or
braid, a twist of ribbon, a little bouquet
of wool flowers and behold, a cpeati

*“And did you notice the milli
ter in the ten-cent store? A ]
could do wonders with some of those
frames and pretty braids. I've been think-
ing all day of mother's piece-bag, too.
She has so many scraps of wvelvets and
silks I could use—if I just knew how —"

“That’s the burden of your song—‘If I
just knew how,’”"” laughed Rose. “Maybe
you’ll dream out a way—try it.”

“T've thought of learning millinery in
one of the good workroms here. Do you
know anything about them?”

“They’'re all right, if you’ve plenty of
time. I know a girl who wanted to be a
designer and she said they made her sew
hat frames for a year.”

“But I want to design and trim hats
as soon as possible,” said the discouraged
Milly. “‘It’s not necessary to spend a year
learning how to sew hat frames.’

There were several other girls from
Grangeville in the city. They found one,
a former teacher, now resident manager
of a settlement house in a very poor
quarter of the city. Really a good position.

“It must be Jovely at home, now,” she
said wistfully. “I can just smell the roses.
I don’t care to open the windows much
here, the air is so bad.”

salary to squander, I'm
and buy a simple little

tistic display.

Another girl was saleslady in a big
store. "I wanted to be a buyer,” she said,
with curling lip. “I thought I could make
it in a year, but I'm still selling hose, I've
had just one raise within the year.”

“Still, there are many opportunities for
women in the city,” insisted Rose to Milly
that evening. “Though there does seem
to be a lot of ‘ifs’ and ‘ands’ to them. But
with your looks and cleverness, you
ought to be lucky. I'll keep an eye open
for you this summer. I suppose you'd like
something in office work.”

“What I'd like,” retorted Milly, “is
something artistic, where 1 can be my
own ‘boss’ and can make some money.
lHa\;e you anything like that on your
ise?”

“You might buy out Madame Marie's
business,” suggested Rose, dryly.

“Yes, I understand. It is discouraging,
isn't it—no opportunities at home and
few growing on bushes in the ecity. I
have half an idea to be a millinery sales-
lady, just to live with pretty hats.”

“Small pay, on your feet all the time,
you'd get tired of handing out your pet
hats to haughty women you didn't know,”
were some of Rose's objections.

Saturday Milly left for home. Helping
her to crowd many small packages into
her bag, Rose suddenly exclaimed, “Why
—your hat! You never bought it!”

“No,” was the placid answer. “I've got
something else. It's—just an idea—now.
I'll tell you if it works out,” and Rose
had to be content with that.

Early in September, Rose tookher vaca-
tion. Home, of course—how dear the
little town was, with its white cottages
peeping out through the brilliant maples.

How familiar Main Street looked with

its funny shops, the hotel and the brick
“sky scraper’” of three stories. But one
window caught her sophisticated eye.
MWhy, it was just like a city shop—who
in the world had started it here?
- Then she stopped, delighted by the ar-
Against the background
of soft velvet curtains, hung on brass
rods, were hats—just a few of them.
There was one—wide, graceful, of apri-
cot velvet, suavely simple with a garland
of pink velvet rosebuds trailing languidly
across it.

“What a beautifully shaped frame!
Oh!—isn’t that one charming, with little
gold and purple grapes massed against
the gray velvet brim? 1 do believe ose
grapes are hand-made, too.” I

There was a smart tailored one of
brown satin, a cunning poke for a wee
maiden, and a strangely familiar one, all
rows of shirred turquoise ribbon. A
beauty of a picture hat, all lustrous black
velvet save for a silver rose againstigits
high crown, completed the exhibitio
“Just a few—displayed like rare -
els. Exactly as Madame Marie would do
it. It’s probably some strange milliner
from the city. I wonder how she hap-
pened to come here, of all places.”

She met two people coming out, a lady
with a little girl, the latter staggering
under the bulk of a gay band box—its
contents too precious, evidently, to be
trusted even to mother. There were cases

against the wall, filled with allurement,
and a pretty girl was showing some hats
to a nicely dressed lady.

“Yes, I think this one suits you best,”
the girl was saying—

“Why —Milly Decane—what are you
doing here? And whose is this dear little
shop?”

“Mine,” was the proud reply.

“Yours!"”

“Yes, I'll tell you all about it in a few
minutes—it's almost closing time. This
is my opening week—1 haven't had time
to write you—" The astonished visitor
sank into a chair.

“You see here the fruition of an idea,”
began Milly, after the door was closed.
“I hinted of it last June after I had read
in a magazine of a girl who had become
independent by Jearning millinery at
home through thé Woman's Institute.

“Coming, as it did, at the moment, just
when I was so anxious for a suggestion,
it set me thinking. T sent to the Institute
for information and was even more im-
pressed. I determined to ‘take a chance.”
So I spent my hat money on the course,
got some frames and other materials, and
here are the results!

“But—you couldn’'t learn to make
these lovely hats by a correspondence
course?”’

“Oh, but I did. Why, you couldn’t help
learning —even though you have never
done any sewing of any kind. You start
at the very beginning with the simplest
stitches used in millinery and you learn
step by step just how to make founda-
tion crowns and brims and how to handle
all kinds of material in covering them;
yvou learn to make the most wonderful
ribbon flowers and bows, and the dearest
ornaments—Rose, it’s the most fascinat-
ing thing.

“Then I learned all little secrets of dis-
tinctiveness in creating hats—what col-
ors and shapes and materials 'to use for
certain types. And so on all the way
through. The Institute even told me just
how to start in business and fix up my
shop and how to attract customers. The
textbooks are simply wonderful with hun-
ireds and hundreds of illustrations that
show just what to do. And the teachers
take such a personal interest in you!

“You see, it makes no difference where
you live, because all the instruction is by
mail. And it is no disadvantage if you
are employed during the day or have
household duties that occupy most of
your time, because you can devote as
much or as little time to your course as
you wish and just when it is most con-
venient.

“I know that the Woman’s Institute
has made me more capable than most
professional milliners who have spent
years learning the work in a shop—after
just these few months of study at home!”

“It’s just wonderful!” exclaimed Rose.
“And I'm so happy for you.”

“Every one was so interested when I
got brave enough to think of a shop,”
continued Milly. “Doctor Putnam gave
me my first order and I made the most
adorable pink plush bonnet for his little
grand-daughter and a lavender and sil-
ver turban for his wife. Now—1I'm simply
overwhelmed with orders, in spite of the
scandalous prices Doctor Putnam told me
to ask. He insists they're worth it., A
number of people who usually buy their
hats in the city have given me orders.”

“I—1I wish I could only find something
as pleasant and profitable to do here at
home. Home looks pretty good to me
tonight.”

“Why, I know just the thing,” ex-
claimed Milly. “The Woman’s Institute
has a splendid dressmaking course—and
you were always clever with the needle.
You study that this winter—you can do
it home in the evenings and Saturdays—
then in the spring you can open up a
modiste’s shop here with me. Won’t that
be wonderful!”

“I believe I'll try it!” said Rose.

“I'll be up in the city Christmas to do
my spring buying—doesn’t that sound
important? And we'll visit some of those
restaurants this time, I promise you.”

“Do you know what I think is the best
part of it all?” asked Rose that night be-
fore they went to sleep. “Your mother’'s
face. Don't her eyes just shine?*

“Yes,” whispered Milly, “I know.”

What Milly did, you, too, can do. More
than 85,000 women and girls in ecity,
town and country have proved that yvou
can quickly learn at home, in spare time,
through the Woman’s Institute, to make
all your own and your children’s clothes
and hats or prepare for success in dress-
making or millinery as a business.

It costs you nothing to find out what
the Institute can do for you. Just gend a
letter, post card or the convenient coupon
below and you will receive—without
obligation—the full story of this great
school that has brought the happiness of
having dainty, becoming clothes, savings
almost too good to be true, and the joy
of being independent in a successful busi-
ness, to women and girls all over the

world. ————
WOMAN'S INSTITUTE
Dept. 48-N, Scranton, Penna.
Please send me one of your booklets
and tell me how I can learn the subject
marked below:

O 'Millinery [0 Home Dressmaking

[ Professional Dressmaking O Cooking
s L SR N MM AL T A M S L)
{Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss)

Address ...
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Concluded from page 12
muscles and a deepening of the lines from
the mouth up the side of the nose.

To freshen tired muscles, try mopping the
face with cloths dipped in ice-water.

Press the cloths against the face until they
begin to absorb the heat, and renew with
cold ones. You have no idea of the stimu-
lant there is in ice-water.

Perhaps no one ever took better care of
her health and good looks than the famous
French beauty and opera singer, Madame
Lina Cavalieri. With the advice of her doc-
tor she framed the following rules of beauty
which undoubtedly have aided marvelously
in preserving her good looks, for now, when
she is no longer very young she is just as fresh
and fair as ever. Her rules of beauty are:

1. When your mirror tells you you are
not looking well, rest.

2. To keep the hair beautiful, wash it
once a week.

3. To keep the mouth young, massage
with the little fingers the lines of petulance
from nostrils to lips.

4. To have always a youthful contour,
keep the line of the jaw as thin as a knife's
edge.

5. To take away the ugly, middle-aged
redness of the nose, use hot compressions on

| it.

\ 6. To keep the tired lines away from the
eyes, bathe the lids and skin about the eyes
with water as warm as you can endure it.

7. To avoid the multiplied chin, sleep

| with head low, the lower the better.

8. To refresh the dry, withered skin,
bathe it often in water as warm as you can
endure.

9. Don’t eat when very tired, if you ex-
pect to get any good from your food and
preserve your beauty.

10. Don’t eat more than one hearty
meal a day. This is the secret of good looks,
health, and long life—a secret which, if

every one followed, the doctors could not
make a living.

11. Don’t eat much meat in hot weather
if you would keep your skin free from erup-
tions.

12. Don’t eat cold, starchy foods, like
potato salad, and cold porridge, unless you

| ing the poisons from the system.

have strong digestive organs.

13. Don’t drink iced water. Cool water
quenches thirst much better than ice-cold
fluids.

14. Don’t drink too much coffee or tea,
unless you want a complexion like leather in
color and texture.

15. Don’t go to bed hungry.
hot milk will refresh you.

16. Don’t think you ean eat too much
spinach, lettuce, watercress, dandelion, and
carrots. They are complexion-beautifiers.

I have benefited so much myself from the
treatment that I am advising all my friends
who are not quite as strong and vigorous as
they should be to try the new yeast-cure.
Yeast contains vitamines, that wonderful
energy-building property of food that is
often insufficient in the ordinary diet. From
one to three yeast-cakes should be taken
every day, and they should be as fresh as
¥ou can get them, never more than two days
old. It is best to take them either just be-
fore or directly after meals. They can be

| ecrumbled in a cupful of warm milk or water,
or spread on crackers like cheese, or eaten
by themselves. Delicate persons should be-
gin with half a yveast-cake. after each meal
for a week, and then take half a veast-cake
after breakfast and supper, and a whole
one after dinner. Continue in this way
until strength and vigor are restored, amd
gradually decrease the dose to one \w
cake a day. o

A glass of

WOMAN
The Butterfly of Butterfly Hill

Concluded from page 10
her eyes looked straight into his as she told
him:

“I loved Lathrop, Jeffrey. I want you to
know that. But it was just as I think a
mother might love a beautiful, lonely child.
And I can never be sufficiently grateful to
him. For he saved me from myself and he
gave me much—"'
two tears, the parting shadows of a great
loneliness, filmed her shining eyes as she sud-
denly buried her face in his shoulder and
murmured softly: “But it was always you,
Jeffrey. Always! Always!”

“Adele, my beloved! My dearest love!”

Again their lips met and then at last all
the heartache, the loneliness and the pain
of misunderstanding were as nothing before
the power of a love that, despite them, had
refused to die and had but grown stronger
with the flight of years.

CHAPTER VIII

One day a month or so later, the New
York papers contained the announcement
that a certain eminent physician was leav-
ing that day for the other side. The article
went on to say that the doctor had come
over for a short vacation less than a month
before, and was now returning to continue
the work he had been doing since the war
began among the sick and wounded on the
battlefields of France.

That same afternoon, on the deck of an

outgoing liner stood a man—tall and fair, |
and with the fighting spirit of the Vikings |

strongly marked on his handsome face—
gazing out ower the broad expanse of water |
between him and the mainland of his own |
peaceful country. He was alone, and held
his eyes riveted on a distant spot in the di-
rection where at that moment the lazy sun- [
shine of the autumn afternoon would be |

shedding its golden rays on the broad drive- |
ways and flower-bordered walks of far away |

Butterfly Hill.

Finally, he turned from the rail, and the

look of pain that had momentarily darkened

his eyes slowly gave place to one of fortitude |

—the fortitude of a strong man who has
been tried before and over whom the forces

of circumstance have no power for evil, for |

he stands with head erect and spirit unafraid
to meet whatever may befall.

PLU>

S we all know, no piece of embroidery

with scalloped edge can be considered |

satisfactory if, after it is completed and
laundered, a fringe of frayed threads or
“‘whiskers,” few or many, appear around the
scallops. The best way of avoiding this that
I have found is to stitch around the outer or
purled edge of the buttonholing on the sew-
ing-machine. Do this before cutting out.
The stitching will not be noticeable, espe-
cially after laundering, and the edge will not
fray. It is much more quickly done, too,
than to go over the edge with a second row
of tiny buttonhole-stitches, after cutting
out, as many times recommended. The
same treatment, too, will prevent the edge
of Hardanger embroidery from pulling out.
—Mrs. G. L. Briggs, Massachuselts.

T3
Reward, $13.95 Goodyear Raincoat

Goodyear Manufacturing Company, 3691 Good-
yvear Bldg., Kansas City, Mo., is making an offer
to send a handsome raincoat free to one person in
each logality who will show and recommend it to

gads. If you want one, write today.— Adol.

Here she faltered, and |
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Learn Music
- At Home!

Easy Lessons Free!

Piano, Organ, Violin,

Buxophone, Flute,

Clarinet, Ukulele,
Trombone, Cornet, i
Banjo,Mandolin, Harp,
Sight Singing, Urums &
No longer need the ability to
play-be shut out of your life,
Just write us a postal today
for our new Free Book, fresh
from the printer, Let ustell
you how you can easily,
quickly, thoroughly learn to
play your favorite musical
instrument by note in your
own home, without a teach-
er, by our New Improved
Home Study Method, withous
paying a cent for lessons! Different, easier than private
teacher way—no tiresome, dry exercises — no inconvenience,
No trick music, mno ‘“numbers,” yet simple, wonderful
amazingly easy for even a mere child.

250,000 Pupils

We have successfully taught over 230,000 people, from seven
to seventy, in all parts of the world! Hundreds write—
“Have learned more in one term in ‘my home with your
weekly lessons than in three terms with private teachers.”
“Everything is so thorough and complete.” “The Jessons
are marvels of simplicity. My 1l-ycar old boy has not had
the least trouble to learn."”
Wonderful New Book Free
We want to have one pupil in each locality at once to help advertise
our wonderful easy system of teaching music. For a limiced fime,
we therefore offer our marvelous lessons free. Only charge is for
ostage and sheet music which averages just # few cents a lesson,
Heginners or advanced pupils. We have hundreds of pupils right
here an New York, the musical centre of America, who prefer our
Home Study method in place of best private teacher. (et all the proof,
facts, letters from Fup:l!, amazning free offer and fascinating New
Book just issued, @il freel’” Write postal today. Address

U. S. School of Music, 1321 Brunswick Building, New. York.

Instant BunionRelief
Prove It At My Expense

\ Don’t send me one cent—just let me

prove it to you as I have done for over
2,600 others in the last six months,

claim to have the most suecessful remedy

for bunions ever made and I want you to

let me send you my Fairyfoot treatment

Free. 1 don’t care how many so-called

cures, or shields or pads you ever tried

without success—I don’t care how dis-

gusted you are with them all —you have

not tried my remedy and I have such

absolute confidence in it that | am go-

ing to send it to you absolutely

FREE. It is a wonderful yet gimple

home remedy which relieves you al-

most instantly of the pain; it removes

the cause of the bunion and thus the

uil_{ deformity dissappears — all this

while you are wearing tighter shoes

than ever, Justsend your name and ad-

dress and Fairyfoot will be sent you

promptly in plain sealed envelope.
FOOT REMEDY C0.. 2207 Millard Ave., Depi. 82, Chieago

SEEDS

| We will mail these 22 packets Choice, Fresh
Seed for |0 cts. Satisfaction guaranteed.
CABBAGE, New Glory, early, sure header. Large,
CABBAGE, Danish Ball-Head, best winter sort,
CARROT, Perfect, Half-long, best table sort,
Y, Brittle Winter, best, crispest. Keeps well,
BER, Emerald WhiteSpine, great favorite.
E, Cream Butter, tender, popular heads.
ELON. Sweetest Gem, best garden melon,
MELON, Deposit Early, earliest, sweetest,
Prizetaker, weight 3 1bs., 1000 bus. per acre,
EY,Triple Curled, best, most ornamental,
1P, Improved Guernsey, white, sweet.
R, Crimson King, large, red, fine,
H, White Icicle, best, early, long, tender.
0, Greater Baltimore, best, large, smooth,
P, White Globe, great producer,
8, Show mixed. PINKS, 50 Grand Sorts,
A, Grand foliage. POPPIES, Showy Sorts.
MIGNONETTE, Sweet. ANNUALS, 500 Sorts.
WAVES OF BOLD. Catalog and 10c check free.
DEPOSIT SEED CO., Deposit, N. Y.
(10 packets Grand Large Flowering Sweet Peas, 10c
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Wrist Watch Given

You can get this fine Wrist Watch or
~other beausiful wasch guaranteedfor
dyears. Also Lace Curtains, Rogers’
Silver Sets, fine Lockets, La Valliers
and many osher valuable presents for
- selling our beautiful Art aud Religious
gt pictures at 10 cts. each. Order 20 pictures
when gold, send the $2.00 and choose premium wansed, accordin
to big list. RAY ART ©0., Dept. 1, CHLCAG

| Both health and appearance, and espe-
cially the clearness and color of the skin are
closely connected with the condition of the
digestive organs. You ecannot consume
quantities of candy, especially chocolates,
every day, or rich cake or greasy fried food,
or many pickles, and have any sensible
rgason to complain because your complexion
is growing sallow or muddy-looking. Even
plain, nourishing food, if it is badly cooked,
becomes indigestible and consequently a
menace to the health and complexion. Cereals
pecially are too apt to be served in a partly
oked condition. Many of them require
wice as much cooking as the directions eall
for. Two tablespoonfuls of sterilized bran
sprinkled on the morning’s cereal will do won-
ders tgward clearing the complexion and im-
proving the general health, as bran acts as
| a gentle laxative, a broom to the stomach
| and intestines, and aids greatly in remov-

If you write now for our 1921 Catalogue, we will
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send the Famous HENDERSON Collection of
Seeds—one packet each of Ponderosa Tomato,
Big Boston Lettuce,White Tipped Scarlet Radish,
Henderson’s Invincible Asters, Henderson’s Bril-
liant Mixture Poppies, Giant Waved Spencer
Sweet Peas.
HOW TO GET THEM

Simply state where you saw this advertisement,
enclose ten cents for mailing the big Diamond
Anniversary Catalogue, and the seeds will be
sent without extra charge.

EMPTY ENVELOPES COUNT FOR CASH
These tested seeds come in a coupon envelope
which, emptied and returned, will be accepted
as a 25-cent cash payment on any order amount-
ing to $1.00 or more. Don't delay; write at once.

NOW READY

Bigger and better than
ever, the most beautiful
and complete horticultural
publication of the year, a
book of

168 pages

8 color pages. Over 1000
beautiful engravings show-
ing actual results. A mine
of valuable é{arden inform-
ation. Send today for this
helpful guide to a better
garden and thespecial seed
collection
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Contanued from page &
father would want me to study those. But
I couldn’t imagine father teaching me all
alone. And how was I ever going to ask him
questions, if there were things I didn't
understand? Besides, I couldn’t imagine
myself reciting lessons to father—father!

But I needn't have worried. If I could
only have known. Little did I think— But,
there, this is no way to tell a story. Iread in
a book, “How To Write a Novel,” that you
mustn’t “‘anticipate.’”” (I thought folks al-
ways anticipated novels. I do. I thought
you wanted them to.)

Well, to go on. -

Father got home at four o'clock. I saw
him come up the walk, and I waited till I
was sure he'd got settled in the library, then
I went down.

He wasn’t there. :

A minute later I saw him crossing the lawn
to the observatory. Well, what to do I
didn’t know. Mary said to go after him ; but
Marie said nay, nay. And in spite of being
Mary just now, I let Marie have her way.

Rush after him and tell him he’d forgotten
to hear my lessons? Father? Well, I guess
not! Besides, it wasn't my fault. I was
there all ready. It wasn't my blame that he
wasn't there to hear me. But he might re-
member and come back. Well, if he did, I'd
be there. So I went to one of those book-
cases and pulled out a touch-me-not book
from behind the glass door. Then I sat
down and read till the supper-bell rang.

Father was five minutes late to supper.
I don't know whether he looked at me or
not. I didn't dare to look at him—until
Aunt Jane said, in her chilliest manner:

“I trust your daughter had good lessons,
Charles.”

I had to look at him then. I just couldn’t
look anywhere else. So I was looking
straight at him when he gave that funny
little startled glance into my eyes. And
into his eyes then there crept the funniest,
dearest little understanding twinkle—and I
suddenly realized that father, father, was
laughing with me at a little secret between
us. But 'twas only for a second. The next
moment his eyes were very grave and look-
ing at Aunt Jane.

“I have no cause to complain—of my
daughter’s lessons to-day,” he said, very
quietly. Then he glanced over at me again.
But I had to look away quick, or I would
have laughed right out.

‘When he got up from the table he said to
me: “Ishall expect to see you to-morrow in
the library at four, Mary.”

And Mary answered: ‘Yes, father,” po-
lite and proper, as she should; but Marie in-
side was just chuckling with the joke of it
all.

The next day I watched again at four for
father to come up the walk; and when he
had come in I went down to the library. He
was there in his pet seat before the fireplace.
(Father always sits before the fireplace,
.whether there’s a fire there or not. And
sometimes he looks so funny sitting there,
staring into those gray ashes just as if it was
the liveliest kind of a fire he was watching.)

As I said, he was there, but I had to speak
twice before he looked up. Then, for a
minute he stared vaguely.

“Eh? Oh! Ah—er—yes, to be sure,” he
muttered then. ‘“You have come with your
books. Yes, I remember.”

But there wasn’t any twinkle in his eyes,
nor the least little bit of an understanding
smile; and I was disappointed. I had been
looking for it. I knew then, when I felt so
suddenly lost and heart-achey, that I had
been expecting and planning all day on that
twinkly understanding smile. You know
you feel worse when you've just found a
father and then lost him!

And I had lost him. I knew it the minute
he sighed and frowned and got up from his
seat and said, oh, yes, to be sure. He was
just Doctor Anderson then—the man who
knew all about the stars, and who had been
unmarried from mother, and who called me
“Mary"’ in an of-course-you're-my-daughter
tone of voice.

‘Well, he took my books and heard my les-
sons, and told me what I was to study next
day. He’'s done that two days now.

Oh, I’'m so tired of being Mary! And I've
got more than four whole months of it left.
I didn’t get mother's letter to-day.  Maybe
that's why I'm specially lonesome to-night.

July first.

School is done, both the regular school and
my school. Not that my school has
amounted to much. Really it hasn't. Oh,
for three or four days he asked questions
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quite like just a teacher. Then he got to
talking. Sometimes it would be about
something in the lessons; sometimes it
would be about a star, or the moon. And
he'd get so interested that I'd think for a
minute that maybe the understanding
twinkle would come into his eyes again.
But it never did.

- Sometimes it wasn't stars and moons,

WOMAN

lot about mother. As I look back at it now,
I can see that he did. He asked me all over
again what she did, and about the parties,
and the folks that came to see her. He asked
again about Mr. Harlow, and about the con-
cert, and the young man who played the
violin, and what was his name, and how old
was he, and did I like him. And then, right
in the middle of some question, or rather,
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was hearing my lessons, and he would say:
‘“‘Come, come, Mary, what has this to do
with your lessons?” ¥

Just as if I was to blame! (But, then, we
women always get the blame, I notice.)
And then he'd attend strictly to the books
for maybe five whole minutes—before he
asked another question about that party, or
the violinist.

though, that he talked about. It was Bos-
ton, and mother. Yes, he did. He talked a

right in the middle of some answer I was
giving him, he would suddenly remember he

Naturally the lessons haven't amounted
Continued on page £0
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for their productiveness and superior quality—the best that money can buy. Our
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“Full of Life” seeds.
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Continued from page 14
that do great big things, like making elec-
tricity, and running factories.”

Jimmy gasped, a sort of awe in his eyes.

“I'd like it—grand!”’ he said.

* * * * *

Two weeks later they plodded into the
outskirts of Bellingham. Rodney had no
intention of elattering through the streets in
his triumphal car. It might, perhaps, have
fitted into his mood a month back, but at
present he was sobered, and a trifle appalled
by the task ahead of him. He, hating re-
sponsibility, was having it thrust upon him,
for Jimmy had steadfastly refused to return
to his family except under Rodney’s protect~
ing wing.

“You gotta explain about the engines,”
he insisted, “‘an’ keep pa from lickin’ me too
hard.” So Rodney, fighting off a vast dis-
taste for any unpleasantness, deserted the
merry-go-round outside the city and
boarded a street-car. It passed through the
residence district and began to wend its way
through streets that were devious and
strange. At last, at the mouth of one par-
ticularly uninviting thoroughfare, Jimmy
rose to his feet.

‘“We live down there,”” he said. His voice
was a trifle choked and, as they stepped
from the car, Rodney saw that his young
face was white. Silently they walked along
a broken pavement until they stood before
a darkened doorway.

“It's here,” said Jimmy and paused, half
afraid to enter. Rodney looked up at the
building as it towered above. It had, at one
time, he reflected, been a substantial build-
ing, a sort of cheap apartment-house, but
now it had sunk through various degrees of
degradation, to the lowest depths of shame.
It had become frankly and unaffectedly a
| tenement of the most degenerate type.

Above, through broken windows, darkened
'm{ll\ could be discerned, the fire-escapes
were cluttered with household effects, pa-
thetic pots of geranium, sleeping babies, and
soiled clothes. Here and there a shutter had
half wrested itself loose from its fastenings
and hung drunkenly against the clapboards
from which the paint had long since peeled.

With a little exclamation of disgust Rod-
ney put his arm about the boy's shoulder
and together they climbed the dark and
rickety stairs, tripping over broken shreds
of carpet and boards that had been nailed
across to mend the broken treads. Turn-
ing down a shady hall to the right, they
knocked at a door.

A man opened the door and stood there
into the hall

peering Jimmy gave a
smothered sob and sprang into the room.
*“Ma!” he said; ‘O ma! I come home!”

Rodney followed, and his eyes, growing ac-
customed to the gloam, saw Jimmy, kneel-
| ing with his face buried against the breast of
a woman who lay on a couch. The man who
had let them in was staring stupidly at the
boy. For an instant there was silence, then

Jimmy raised his head. ‘‘Ma!” he said;
“you ain’t sick?"”’
The woman looked at him, her wasted

face wet with tears.

“Yes,” she said; ““but now you be back
it’'s all right. It's all right, son, it's all
| right.”
| She strained him to her again, but he

wriggled free of her embrace.

“1 wanta know what's the matter,”
said, “why you're laying there like that.”

His father spoke for the first time. He
was a heavy man, his face marked with the
lines of dissipation, and over it all an ex-
pression of brooding bitterness.

“It's the damn stairs,”” he said. *‘‘One of
'em was missing—they been promising t' fix
it for months, and she fell—broke her leg an’
a couple o' ribs—not that they care,” he
added gloomily, “they wouldn't care if we
all died in this stinkin’ rat-hole.” He
turned to Rodney. “I don’t know what
you're doin” here, stranger,”’ he said, ““but it
ain’t no place to go visiting."”

“No,” said Rodney, “I see it isn’t,”" and
suddenly he shut his teeth like a trap to pre-
vent the words rising within him. For once
in his life Rodney was angry, furiously
angry. He had known things like this ex-
isted. Penelope had told him and he had
read a bit—but his joyousness had covered
him like a coat of mail. Now he saw for him-
self and suddenly his joyousness fell from
him.

Early morning found him at the city hall.
He was seeking the building-inspector, and
after a lengthy wait was admitted to his
presence. The light of day had sobered him
a trifle, but he was still angry enough to
state his case with vehemence. Across his

he

"
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broad mahogany desk the building-inspector
regarded him amiably.

““You are a young chap,’” he said.
Mr.—"'

“My name doesn't matter,”
Rodney, ‘‘nor my age.”

Nothing spoiled the inspector’s
per.

“All right,”” he said. “But I was just go-
ing to observe that you evidently don’t
know an awful lot about property rights."

“I know when things are allowed to go to
the devil,” said Rodney, “and this is the
most flagrant—"'

“I know, I know,” said the building-in-
spector calmly. ‘“I've been intending to do
something about it for some time, but there
are reasons, connected with real estate—you
don’t know much about city politics, do you,
Mr.—"

“No,"” said Rodney, “but I know enough
to see that you don't intend to do anything.”’
He rose to his feet. ‘‘I warn you, if some-
thing isn't done about it I'll take a hand
myself.,”” He started toward the door, then,
suddenly, paused. ‘I don’t suppose you'd
tell me the owner's name?"’ he said.

“Certainly,” said the other, cheerfully.
“He's a chap living in Scranton and his
name is—let me see—his name is Rodney
Burke."”

* * * * * *

It was two hours later that Rod came to
any coherent thought. He had in the mean-
time covered some miles of city pavement
and now he found himself exhausted upon a
bench in a little park. Sitting there, he was
introspectively regarding his own soul with
the sort of squeamish, loathing. which one
might ‘bestow upon a particularly hideous
insect. - If he had taken life too lightly all
these years he was paying for it now.

As he sat he gradually drew his mind from
self-hatred into more fruitful channels of
thought. What could he do to in a measure
repay the world for the misery he had
unwittingly caused? He might, of course,
return to his home and insist that the build-
ings he owned be cleaned up at once, but
that, after all, was a negative way of
handling the matter. The effort would not
be upon_ his part, but would lie upon the
lawyers, and Penelope—he dropped his head
in his hands and groaned suddenly—Penel-
ope, who had been right all the time—could
he face her now?

Oppressed with his thoughts he rose and
began once more to tramp the streets. As a
criminal returns to the scene of his crime, he
found himself heading for the part of town
where his property lay. Across the dirty
street, his eye was caught by a low building,
gay with potted plants. Half curious, he
read the sign over the wide, hospitable doors,
“Welcome House Settlement’ he read. For
an instant he hesitated, then, pushing up the
steps, crossed the threshold, and to the gray-
eyed, capable young person within, showed
a tortured young face.

“If you please,” said Rodney Burke,
“could you give me some kind of a job?—
any kind of a job, that’ll help people?”’

* * * * *

“Mr—
snapped

good tem-

It was New-year's, and Penelope, sitting
in her broad window-seat, stared gloomily
out of the window at the slushy street.
Things had not been going well with Burke
House. For a time, in the late fall, she had
been more hopeful—her classes had filled,
and the young people of the neighborhood
had begun to come in, but now, after New-
vear’s she found herself with deserted rooms,
only the boys sent by the Juvenile Court to
live at Burke House had remained with her,
and with a sickening heart she realized that
she had failed to hold them-—she had failed.

Andgon top of it all was a letter from her
lawyeérs. No more money for some time, it
said. There were things which must be
done with the property—she caught the
word Bellingham and winced. She had
grown to hate the name, as something in-
sidious, something which was continuously
stealing that which belonged to her, and to
Burke House. Ever since summer the Bel-
lingham property had been requiring money,
much money. The building-inspector had
suddenly become hard of heart and mno
amount of argument would prevail. One
after another the buildings which had for so
long been the source of much fruitful income
for Burke House had been condemned. And
back of the inspector stood a shadowy figure,
who spurred him on.

Penelope had first heard of him through
the lawyers. He was, it seemed, a young
chap who had recently come to Bellingham.
As far as they could glean from that dis-

Concluded on-page 19
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tance, he had appealed over the heads of the
inspectors straight to the people, with a
series of highly lurid photographs, and the
inspector, like a rat seeking shelter, had be-
taken himself to cleaning house with avidity.
The young fanatic had then set himself to
making over the neighborhood according to
some wild idea of his own. His headquar-
ters, as near as the junior member could
make out, were at the settlement house.
His name? Oh, his name, was John Brown.

It was of this John Brown that Penelope
was thinking,as she gazed out of the window.
He might conceivably be open to reason., If
she went to him and explained that the
money was needed for Burke House—per-
haps he had not understood—if she told him
how it was, he might drop his absurd
reforms.

With a sudden intense desire for ac-
tion, she went to her room and hastily
packing a handbag, slipped into her coat
and hat. Anhourlater she was on a train
bound for Bellinzham.

She arrivedin a flurry of snow and
drove to her hotel through the mist. It
was after a nervous dinner that she de-
cided inaction was impossible. She would
go to the settlement-house that night.
The Brown chap might not be there, but
she could at least talk with Miss Kinkead,
the head of Welcome House, with whom
she had had some correspondence.

As she mounted the steps of the set-
tlement she noted with a certain jealous
sinking-of the heart that it- was lighted
from end to end, and-from within came
the hum of voices, the peal of laughter.
Opening the door, she came into a blaze
of warmth and light, and, for an instant, it
was contrasted in her mind with the cold
formality of Burke House. Thenagray-
eyed young woman came forward and an
instant later proved to be Miss Kinkead.

“No,”” she was saying. “It isn't a
party—it’s always like this."”

From the next room came the shrill ca~
dence of a phonograph and the soft shuf-
fling of feet. Across the hall was the odd
clicking purr of a picture-machine, while
down the length of the building rang laugh-
ter and shouts of happy youth set free.

For an instant Penelope stood, staring
at it all, then suddenly she turned to Miss
Kinkead, her hand outstretched.

“How did you do it?”’ she asked
humbly.

“I didn't,” said the other. ‘“It's all
John Brown’s doings. He'’' — she
groped for words, ‘‘he has a way with
him that brings them."”

“May I talk to him?"' said Penelope.

Miss Kinkead nodded. She did not
seem surprised that people should take
pilgrimages to see John Brown. In-
stead, she motioned Penelope to a small
office-room.

“Sit down," she said. “I'll try and
find him. He's usually in the gym at
this time of night.”’

Penelope stood staring out of the win-
dow into the night., Within her there
was tumult. Almost, she had decided
to remain silent about her reason for
coming. Somehow she hardly dared
question this man—now that she had
looked upon his handiwork—perhaps, it
would be betterifshe asked him humbly
for his secret. There was a step at the
door and she turned suddenly, to.come

face to face with Rodney Burke.
“Pen!” he said; and, again, ‘‘Pen!”
For an instant shestared at him, then

a question rose to her lips.

“Rod,” she said, ‘‘what are you
doing here?"”

He stared at her guiltily:

“I'm stopping here for a little while,”
he said.

Suddenly it came over her in a rush.

“Roddy, you don't mean that it has
come to this — that you had to seek
charity?"

Her eyes filled with tears.

Rodney stared at her curiously. Some-
how, he sensed a differenceinher. She
seemed strangely softened and chastened,
no longer the avenging deity he had
known.

“No,” he told her, “I haven’'t been
seeking charity, at least, not in the
way you mean.’’

She turned on him suddenly.

“Roddy,” she said, ‘“‘will you come
back? Oh,” as he stared at her, “I don’t
mean to me—I know that's over, after
the things I said. I can see that I wasa
blind, conceited fool, but will you come
back and tell me what's wrong? I thought
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I knew everything that night‘.‘ but after you
left, something in me seemed to die; and now
I'vegot to confess, I failed miserably with
everything, with Burke House, and the boys,
and, your money—"" She waslooking at him
bravely, and her voice came clear and strong.
“I know now what it was that I lacked,
Roddy, this place to-night showed me. It's
the thing that you’ve got, and this fellow
Brown has—it’s the joy of life.”

Suddenly she paused. In the doorway
stood a red-headed, freckled-faced figure
which was strangely familiar, save that the
face had lost its sullen look and was frankly
and boyishly wreathed in a grin.

“Beg pardon, Mr. Brown, but Miss Kin-
kead she says—"’

“Jimmy!"”’ said Penelope, and he caught
her eye and started.

“Miss Harker!"" he exclaimed, and then:
“Gee! you ain’t come t’' take us back!”’

Penelope smiled wanly.

“No,”” she said, “I won't take any one
back who doesn’t want to come, but why did
you call him Mr. Brown?"

“Aw,” said Jimmy, ‘‘that’s a game we're
playin’ jes so you wouldn’t find us. He calls
himself John Brown.”” Then, catching sight
of Rodney’s face: “Gee, I guess I put my
foot in it then!” he said, and disappeared.

For an instant there was a silence, then,
turning, Penelope groped for her gloves.

‘“‘Please believe me, 1 didn’t know,” she
said. “I never guessed. The last thing I
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knew, you were running a merry-go-round.”

Rodney started.

“You knew," he said, *‘and yet — you
wanted me to come back?"

She nodded bravely,

“Yes. But now, of course, I wouldn't ask
you to leave your work here—"

Suddenly with a swift step he was by her
side and her cheek was against his shoulder.

“Pen,” he said,shaking her softly,' Pen! Do
you know where that merry-go-round is?"’

‘“No," she said with a choking little sob.

“I put it away until I could learn to be
worthy of coming back to you,' he said. “It's
just waiting to be put up in Burke House back
vard, and O Pen! when it's up we've got "em
coming, dear, we've got 'em coming!"’
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Continued from page 17
to much, as you can imagine. But the term
was nearly finished, anyway; and my real
school is in Beston, of course.
It's vacation now. I do hope that will
amount to something!

August first.

It hasn't, so far—I mean vacation.
Really what a world of disappointment this
is! How on earth I'm going to stand being
Mary for three months more I don’t know.
But I've got to, I suppose. I've been here
May, June, and ‘July; and that leaves
August, September, and Oectober yet to
come. And when I think of mother and
Boston and Marie, and the darling good
times down there where you're really
wanted, I am simply crazy.

| If father wanted me, really wanted me, I

wouldn’t care a bit.  I'd be willing to be
Mary six whole months: Yes, I'd be glad
to. But he doesn’t. I'm just here by order
of the court. And what ean you do when
vou're nothing but a daughter by order of
the court?

Since the lessons have stopped, father's
gone back to his “Good-morning, Mary,”
and *‘Good-night,”” and nothing else, day in
and day out. Lately he's got so he hangs
around the house an awful lot, too, so I
can't even do the things I did the first of the
month. I mean that I'd been playing some
on the piano, along at the first, after school
closed. Aunt Jane was out in the garden a
lot, and father out to the observatory, so I
just reveled in piano-playing till I found al-
most every time I did it that he had come
back, and was in the library with the door
open. So I don't dare to play now.

And there isn't a blessed thing to do.
Oh, I have to sew an hour, and now I have to
weed an hour, teo; and Aunt Jane tried to
have me learn to eook; but Susie (in the
kitchen) flatly refused to have me ‘“‘messing
around.”” so Aunt Jane had to give that up.
Susie’s the one person Aunt Jane's afraid of,
you see. She always threatens to leave if
anything goes acress her wishes. So Aunt
Jane has to be eareful. I heard her tell Mrs.
Small next door that good hired girls were
awfully scarce in Andersonville.

As I said before, if only there was some-
body here that wanted me. But there
isn’t. Of course father doesn't. That goes
without saying. And Aunt Jane doesn't.
That too, without saying. Carrie
Heywood has gone away for all summer, so
I ecan't have even her; and of course, I
wouldn’t asseciate with any of the other
girls, even if they would associate with me—
which they wen't.

goes,

| what I'd do without them.

That leaves only mother's letters.
are dear, and ¥ love them.

They
I don’t know
And yet, some-

| times I think maybe they're worse than if T
| didn't have them. They make me so home-
strlint | sjclc, and 1 always ery so after I get them.
giess. | Still, T know I just eouldn't live a minute if

| Nothing!
| eould make up things — lots of them — ex-

it wasn't for mother’s letters.

Beside being so lonesame there's another
thing that worries me, too; and that is, this—
what I'm writing. I mean. The novel. It's
getting awfully stupid. Nothing happens.
Of eourse, if 'twas just a story I

citing, interesting things, like having mother
elope with the violinist, and father shoot
him and fall in love with mother all over
again, or else with somebody else, and shoot
that one’s lover. Or maybe somebody'd try
to shoot father, and I'd get there just in time
to save him. Oh, I'd love that!

But this is a real story, so, of course, I
ean’t put in anything only just what hap-
pens; and nothing happens.

And that’s another thing. About the
love-story—I'm afraid there isn’t going to be
one. Anyway, there isn’t a bit of a sign of
one, yet, unless it's mother. And of course,
I haven't seen her for three months, so I
ean’t say anything about that.

Father hasn't got one. T'm sure of that.
He doesn't like ladies. I know he doesn’t.
He always runs away from them. But they
don’t run away from him! Listen.

As 1 said before, quite a lot of them call
here to see Aunt Jane, and they eome lots of
times evenings and late afternoons, and I
know now why they do it. They come then
because they think father'll be at home at
that time; and they want to see him.

I know it-now, but I never thought of it
till the other day when I heard our hired
girl, Susie, talking about it with Bridget, the
Smalls’ hired girl, over the fence when I was
weeding the garden one day. Then I knew.
It was like this:

Mrs. Darling had been over the night be-

fore as usual, and had stayed an awfully long |
time talking to Aunt Jane on the front

piazza. Father had been there, too, awhile.
She stopped him on his way into the house.
I was there and I heard her. She said:

*O Mr. Anderson! I'mso glad I saw you.
I wanted to ask your advice about selling
poor dear Mr. Darling’s law library."”

And then she went on to tell him how she'd
had an offer; but she wasn't sure whether it
was a good one or not. And she told him
how highly she prized his opinion, and he
was a man of such splendid judgment, and
she felt so alone now with no strong man's
shoulder to lean upon, and she would be so
much obliged if he only would tell her
whether he considered that offer a good one
or not.

Father hitched and ahemmed and moved
nearer the door all the time she was talking,
and he didn’t seem to hear her when she
pushed a chair toward him and asked him to
please sit down and tell her what to do; that
she was so alone in the world since poor dear
Mr. Darling had gone. (She always calls
him poor dear Mr. Darling now; but Susie
says she didn’t when he was alive; she called
him something quite different. I wonder
what it was.)

Well, as I said, father hitched and
fidgeted, and said he didn’t know, he was
sure; that she'd better take wiser counsel
than his, and that he was very sorry, but she
really must excuse him. And he got
through the door while he was talking just
as fast as he could himself, so that she
couldn’t get in a single word to keep him.
Then he was gone.

Mrs. Darling stayed on the piazza two
whole hours longer; but father never came
out at all again.

It was the next morning that Susie said
this over the backyard-fence to Bridget:

“It does beat all how popular this house is
with the ladies—after college-hours!”

And Bridget chuckled and answered
back :

“Sure it is! An’ I do be thinkin’ the Wid-
der Darlin’ is a heap fonder of Miss Jane
now than she would have been had poor
dear Mr. Darlin’ lived!"

And she chuckled again, and so did Susie.
And then, all of a sudden, I knew. It was
father all those ladies wanted. It was
father Mrs. Darling wanted. They came
here to see him. They wanted to marry him.
They were the prospective suitors. Asif I
didn’t know what Susie and Bridget meant!
I'm no child!

But all this doesn't make father like
them. I'm not sure but it makes him dis-
like them. Anyhow, he won’t have anything
to do with them. He always runs away over
to the observatory, or somewhere, and won’t
see them; and I've heard him say things
about them to Aunt Jane, too—words that
sound all right, but that don't mean what
they say, and everybody knows they don't.
So, as I said before, I don't see any chance of
father’s having a love-story to help out this
book—not right away, anyhow.

As for my love-story—I don’t see any
chance of that's beginning, either. Yet,

seems as if there ought to be the beginning |

of it by this time—I"m going on fifteen. Oh,
there have been beginnings, lots of them—
only Aunt Jane wouldn't let them go on and
be endings, though I told her good and plain
that I thought it perfectly all right; and I
reminded her about the brook and river
meeting where I stood, and all that.

But T couldn’t make her see it at all. She
said: “Stuff and nonsense’’—and when Aunt
Jane says both stuff and nonsense I know
there’s nothing doing. (O dear! that's
slang! Aunt Jane says she does wish I
would eliminate the slang from my vocabu-
lary. Well, I wish she'd eliminate some of
the long words from hers. Marie said that—
not Mary.)

Well, Aunt Jane said stuff and nonsense,
and that I was much too young to run
around with silly boys. You see, Charlie
Smith had walked home from school with
me twice; but I had to stop that. And Fred
Small was getting so he was over here a lot.
Aunt Jane stopped him. Paul Mayhew—
yes, Paul Mayhew, Stella’s brother!'—came
home with me, too, and asked me to go with
him auto-riding. My, how I did want to go!
I wanted the ride, of course; but espeeially
I wanted to go because he was Mrs. May-
hew’s son. I just wanted to show Mrs.
Mayhew! But Aunt Jane wouldn't let me.
That's the time she talked specially about
running around with silly boys. But she
needn’t have. Paul is no silly boy. He's old
enough to get a license to drive his own car.

Continued on page 23
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The Rebellion of Mlindy Ann

By JULIA TRUITT BISHOP

CHAPTER I

HEN Eli Barrows was fairly
set in at his work, he was
an adept at hectoring; and
it was his pleasure to hector
on this occasion.

“Yes,”" he declared loftily to M’lindy Ann
as he hitched up; “I’ve sold the hill place for
three thousan’ dellars—three thousan’—do
ve take that in? I've got the whole pile in
my satchel in there, an’ I'm goin’ to ketch
the eight o’clock train for the city an’ put it
in the bank. No, you can’t go along. It’s
jest a matter of buqmesc; an’ I can 'tend to it
myself, without the expense of two goin’.
‘What do worgen know about business, any-
way? I reckon I know how this money’s
come—by good, hard licks—an’ T"ve been a
good part of my life makin’ it, so it stan’s to
reason I'd know how to take keer of it.”

“I've worked pretty hard for it, myself,”
said Mrs. Barrows, meekly. She was a little
woman with iron-gray hair, and her voice
was soft and plaintive.

Eli laughed, throwing back his head.

“Well, I call that good!” he said jeeringly.
“What does any woman know about work,
1'd like to know? Always in the hpuse, hav-
in’ an easy time, while men's out in the
weather, toilin’ for all they’re worth. I
b’lieve you'd complain if you was in Para-
dise, M’'lindy Ann. You don’t know when
you're well off—a good home, an’ little to do,
an’ a chance to go to church every other
Sunday, besides the political speakin’s!”

M’lindy Ann did not reply. She turned
resignedly, went into the house, and devoted
herself to the “little to do” which Eli had
mentioned. The broom was going swiftly
and steadily when her lord came in and took
up the leather satchel from the table.

“I'll be home in the mornin’, on that early
train,” he said condescendingly, for he was
always ready to forgive M'lindy Ann for her
shorteomings, and took great credit to him-
self therefor, as being “easy to get along
with.”” ‘“You can wait breakfast—I'll be
pretty hungry, I reckon.”

“Buy a roun’-trip ticket, Eli,” suggested
M'lindy Ann, mildly. But there could not
have been any ulterior motive in her sugges-
tion, for she added,under his frowning glance:
“They're cheaper in the long run, ye know."

“You talk like you traveled for a livin’,”
muttered Eli,as he went out to the buggy;
and the broom swept steadily on, through
one room and into another.

One could live with M’'lindy Ann in com-
parative comfort. She never talked back.

“1 wisht ye had some new clothes, Eli,”
she called after him as he sat in the buggy,
his knotty hands with the reins in them rest-
ing on the knees of his baggy old trousers.

“If my clothes suits me, there ain't no-
body else got anything to do with 'em,” he
proclaimed testily. “If anybody wants to
laugh at my clothes, let 'em laugh. They’'d
laugh on the other side o’ their mouths if
they knowed I had three thousan’ dollars in
that little ol' grip!”’

And Eli drove away, well satisfled with
himself. Reaching town, he stabled his
horse near the station and bought a round-
trip ticket. He was going to do that anyhow,
of course. M’lindy’s suggestion had nothing
to do with it. Women were always giving
advice where it wasn't really needed.

Eli's trip to the city was not dull nor mo-
notonous in the least. It chanced that the
car was somewhat crowded, and a gentle-
man asked permission to share his seat. He
was a well-dressed gentleman, with kid
gloves, yet he did not hesitate to speak
pleasantly to a homely old farmer like Eli
Barrows, commenting on the perfect winter
weather, and asking after the last summer’s
crops with the greatest interest. It turned
out that he was a member of the Missouri
Legislature, on a little tour for health and
pleasure, and Eli cheerfully gave him a great
deal of information concerning the country
in which he lived.

“You know, I always feel at home among
the farmers,” said the gentleman from Mis-
souri. “‘Of course a large number of my con-
stituents are farmers, and whenever 1 can
get away I go down among them for an out-
ing. Such good country fare as they give
me! Such fried chicken—such butter and
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milk—there’s nothing at the Waldorf-
Astoria can compare with it!"’

“T wisht ye’d call in on me as you're goin’
back,” said Eli, warmed to the heart.
“We've got a pretty prosperous place—I'm
jes' takin’ three thousan’' up to the city now,
to put it in the bank.”

The member of the Missouri Legislature
looked alarmed.

“Hush! Don't tell that to every one,”” he
whispered. ‘‘Have you friends in the eity?
Do you know where you are going to put
up?”’

“I don't know yet,” said Eli, visibly swell-
ing: “but I reckon I'll strike one o’ the big
hotels for dinner—somethin' along about
forty or fifty cents—I don’t mind expenses,
this trip. An’ there can’t no confidence man
git the better o’ me. I read the papers, I do
—an’' the first one that comes up an’ calls
me his long-lost uncle is goin' to git pasted
over the head with this here umbreller!”

“But sometimes there are several of them,
working together,” said the gentleman from
Missouri, with deep concern. ‘‘Let's see—a
friend of mine gave me the address of a place
he always goes to—if I haven’t lost it—ah,
here it is! He says it is a very plain place,
but the meals are fine. Suppose we both go
there; and I'll keep you in sight after dinner
until you get your money banked. Really,
Myr. Barrows, after the interesting conversa~
tion we have had this morning, I shall not
feel safe until you get that money into the
bank.”

And they reached the city, and Eli Bar-
rows, smiling and grip-laden, went off in a
cab with the member of the Missouri Legis-
lature, and was lost in the crowd.

CHAPTER II

M’lindy Ann bad heard the distant rumble
of the early morning train as it crossed the
valley at the back of the field and sped away
to the little town, two miles farther on.
Breakfast was ready, and she was keeping it
warm on the back of the stove.

The entire house was speckless and in its
best Sunday clothes; and, strange to relate,
so0 was M’lindy Ann. Her worn black dress
was brushed to the last degree, and showed
its threadbareness forlornly. Her shabby
old bonnet was waiting her pleasure on the
bedroom mantel; her rusty black cape hung
over a chair, ready for use at a moment’s
notice.

She was at the door, watching the bend of
the road. Her face was colorless, even to the
lips. Unconsciously her fingers plucked and
twisted the ends of the ribbon bow at her
throat into little black spirals. - M'lindy
Ann was plainly much disturbed.

When a little cloud of dust came crawling
around the bend of the road, M’'lindy Ann
bestirred herself and set the breakfast on the
table, Everything was ready when Eli
stepped in at the door, and M'lindy Ann
looked up, pretending not to notice that he
was trembling from head to foot, and that he
leaned against the door for support. What
she really did notice was the other fact that
his clothes were muddy, that his coat was
torn, and that his hat had been crushed al-
most beyond recognition.

M’lindy Ann hastily set a dish down on
the table.

“1 see how it is,” she said. ‘‘You've been
run over by one o’ them street cars, Eli.
‘Which ones o' your bones is broke?”

Eli burst into futile tears, and sank into a
chair.

“It's worse'n that, M’lindy Ann!" he
sobbed,. with his arms on the table among
the dishes and his head on his arms. “‘I've
been robbed an’ drugged. I've lost the whole
pile—an’ it’'s my own tarnation fault! I was
too pesky int'mate with a stranger—but he
said he was a member of the Missouri Legis-
lature, an’ how was I to s’pose he was lyin’?
An’ the game they showed me—I could ’'a’
beat it with one han’ tied behin’ me, I seen
my way clear to makin' another thousan’ or
$0, to put in the bank along with the other;
but they must 'a’ put somethin’ into the
beer—I didn’t drink more'n half a teacup-
ful, M'lindy Ann—an’ I couldn’t move hand
or foot when they went into the satchel an’
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back an’ kicked me all ‘aroun’, an’ tramped
on my hat; an’ when I woke up I was jes' in
time to ketch the train back. I'm ruined,
M’lindy Ann! The money I've worked so
hard fur all my life—""

“I've worked pretty hard for it myself,”
said M'lindy Ann, drily.

She had made the same remark the morn-
ing before, but now there was a new quality
in it. Eli groaned.

“If I had it back ag'in I'd give ye half of
it, M’lindy,”’ he said sadly. ‘Ye ain't
worked as hard as what I have, but maybe
yvou're entitled to half—fur ye've kep’' the
house mighty nice; but it's all gonel What's
the matter, M'lindy Ann? Where ye goin'?
‘What ye all dressed up fur at this time o' the
day?”’

“‘As soon as breakfast's over, I'm goin' to
start for the city,” said M'lindy Ann, who
was quietly drinking her coffee. She had
laid her bonnet on a chair with the cape; and
beside it was a bundle wrapped in paper.

“Goin’ to the city?” gasped El, in deep
amazement.

“Yes—I'm goin’ to the city to put some
money in the bank,” said M’'lindy Ann, eat-
ing serenely, the while she kept a pair of
dark eyes fastened on Eli's astounded visage.
“I'm goin’ to take three thousan’ dollars
with me—the three thousan' that I saved by
takin’ it out of your grip when you was goin’
off, so bumptious an’ so pleased with your-
self!”

Eli's jaws dropped apart, and his hands
hung limp at his sides. When he recovered
himself, a small, iron-gray woman was tying
her bonnet-strings in a neat bow under a de-
termined chin, looking him calmly in the

- | he eried in broken speech.
| out before I lef’ home?

| eyes the while.

“M’lindy Ann, you've got that money?”
“You'd taken it
The man—the man

| from Missouri didn't get it?"

“Eli Barrows, you went up to the city
with a piece of wood in your satchel,

| wrapped up in newspaper,” said M’lindy,

hooking the old black cape under her chin.
“I hope the man from Missouri felt that it
done him good. Take keer of the place, Eli.
See that the chickens has fresh water, an’
don't forgit to wind the clock, an’ be shore

| to put the eat out of the house every night.
| I'd tell ye to wash the dishes every day, but

I know good an’ well you won't do it. This
day week you can meet me at the train. You
might as well drive down to the depot with
me now, so’s you can bring the team back.”

Eli’'s jaws made connection slowly.

“M’lindy Ann,” he said meekly, “hadn’t
I better go along with ye? We could git
'Liza Briggs to mind the place; an’ now that
I know the ropes—""

“You stay right here,” said M'lindy Ann,
composedly. *“I don't want nothin’ to do
with none o’ the ropes you learned while you
was in the city!”’

And with this parting thrust a very small
and very erect woman walked out to the
buggy, followed by a tall and abject-looking
man.

“ "Tain’t right for a lone woman to go off
on the train with all that money,’" he said as
they drove up beside the little red station.
“No tellin’ what'll become of ye, M'lindy
Ann."”

*“There won't nothin’ become of me,”” said
M’lindy Ann, composedly. *‘You have the
buggy here to meet the evenin’ train one
week from to-day—an’ you look after the
house. There ain’t much to do, you know.
You tol’ me yvestidday that my work didn't
amount to nothin’.”

After which M’'lindy Ann, the heectored
and browbeaten, disappeared into an
unknown world.

CHAPTER III
Perhaps there may have been years that
| were as long as the week of M'lindy’s ab-
| sence, but Eli had never experienced them.
| The work put new cricks into his back and
| unexpected blisters on his hands; and he had
no sooner completed a meal and got things

“straightened up” than he had to begin on
| another, and get them unstraightened again.
| The same thing was to do over and over
|and over, not only every day, but three
times a day. He looked at the soiled dishes
| with loathing, and swept in the middle of the
| floor, shunning the corners faithlessly. He
| milked and churned the first day, but after
| that he merely milked, considering the but-
ter was too dearly bought. After all, it did
seem that M’lindy Ann’s work was not the
easiest in the world, though it had this sa-
ving grace—she was used to it. No doubt

when one got used to it everything was very
smooth sailing.

At last he sat in the old buggy, and saw
M'lindy Ann step from the train and walk
toward him with the light step of a girl.

‘“Well, how's everything?'' she asked in a
clear voice that he did not know. ‘‘The
whole house is in a mess, I s'pose? Well,
never mind—1I'll soon get everything cleaned
up!”’

And he drove briskly home, waiting for
her to begin; but she did not begin until she
was seated in the kitchen, with the lamp-
light showing a new expression in her eyes.

“Well, M’lindy Ann,” said El, mildly,
“how’d ye come on in the city?"”

He had purposely made the speech non-
committal. He was ready, if she acknowl-
edged defeat, to jeer at her and sneer at her
forever and a day; but he would not begin
until he had heard her story. He was not
quite sure of M'lindy Ann. He had lived
with her twenty years, but it took more than
that to learn all about M'lindy Ann.

She turned up her dress skirt so that the
fire would not *‘draw” it, and began taking
things out of her satchel—the same satchel
which had journeyed with Eli while he was
learning the ropes.

“Well,”” she said deliberately, ‘the
money's in the bank—half in the First Na-
tional an’ half in the Germania. I divided
it, so’s in case one of 'em broke. I've got
two bank-books an' two check-books—here
they are. Every check on that money’ll
have to be signed by me—but, of course, I
won’t be mean about it, Eli. T consider that
half of it’s yours, anyhow.” Eli winced and
smiled in sickly fashion, but M’lindy Ann
only cast a fleeting glance at him. *I made
another deposit of four hundred and fifty
dollars in the People's Bank,” she went on
calmly. ““That’'s money I raised for the new
church while I was in the city.” -

“M’lindy Ann!" gasped the astounded
El.

“Yes,” she answered, as if he had asked a
question. “‘I thought I might as well make
use of my time while I was there—so I went
aroun’ among the big men an’ tol’' 'em who I
was, an' what we needed-—an' I got the
money without any trouble. One o’ the big
lumber men there has promised two hun-
dred dollars” worth o’ lumber, an’ another is
goin’' to give the seats for the church—them
patent things, fine as a fiddle. I made 'em
put it down in black and white, for I didn't
want 'em crawlin' out of it when I'd got
away. With what we've got on han’, that
gives us our church without a dollar of
debt.”

“Great Sam!” murmured El, under his
breath.

She saw him give his arm a furtive pinch,
which seemed to be sufficiently convincing.

“I stopped with Cousin Laura's folks, an’
they was mighty glad to see me,'" continued
M’lindy Ann, with the light of pleasant
memories on her face. ‘“They wanted me to
stay a month, but I'd said I'd come home to-
day, so I come. But they took me to their
chureh last Sunday, mornin’ an’ night, an’ it
was the greatest place to rest I ever saw.
We set down to pray, and leaned our heads
on the back of the seat in front, an’ they had
people hired to sing for 'em, so there warn't
a thing to do. It rested me up a whole lot.
Then Monday I hunted up Sam Howard an’
collected that hundred an’ fifty dollars he’s
been owin' us ever sence the woods burnt
down.” Eli's eyes glistened, but the words
he tried to say stuck somewhere in their
passage. ‘‘An’ then I went out an’ bought a
lot 0" things I'd been wantin’ all my life,”
said M'lindy Ann, looking him in the face.

A dark flush suddenly spread over the
sickly pallor of Eli's countenance.

“M’lindy Ann! Have you went an' been
extravagant with that money?” he de-
manded severely.

M’lindy Ann leaned back and rocked in
the crazy old kitchen-chair.

“Yes, I have,” she said calmly.
vou tell 8i Groves, not more'n a month ago,
that you'd give that money to anybody that
could collect it, for you'd been tryin’ for ten
vears an’ you couldn’t. Well, T went an’
collected it, an’ I spent it as I pleased. I
bought me a silk waist of a kind o' reddish
color—ready-made, at that—an’ a bonnet
with a feather on it, an’ a flower about the
shade o' the waist, an” a skirt with a train to
it, an’ a new cloak, an’ some shoes that
wasn’'t brogans. An’ I got a new umbrella,
an’ some gloves—I ain’t had none sence I
was first married; an’ a sewin—machine—
the old one's that limber in the joints that it
travels all over the floor when I'm sewin'—

Concluded on page 28
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an’ I bought you a whole suit o’ clothes, from
head to foot. Maybe if you'd had 'em when
vou went to the city the cows wouldn’t 'a’ et
ve, like they did.”

M’lindy Ann arose and gathered up the
papers. Eli was about to say something, but
she incidentally held up .an old leather grip
before his eyes, turning it upside down and
shaking it to see if it was quite empty. He
stood still for a long moment; and when he
spoke his voice was a new voice.

“I'm sorry the house is in sich a fix,
M’lindy Ann,” he said. “How on earth ye
manage to keep it clean is more'n I can see.
Ye must have to work pretty hard.”

And then M'lindy Ann turned and looked
up at him, with something gleaming pleas-
antly in her eyes.

“We've both worked hard, Eli,”’ she said.
-“Home's a pretty good place, after all them
roarin’ streets. I’ve never been as proud of
anything as I'm goin’ to be of that new
church—an’ us settin’ there in our new
clothes! Tt was awful nice of you to let me
go to the city, Eli!”’

-\e

Mary Marie

Continued from page 20

But it wasn’t just because he was young
that Aunt Jane refused. I found out after-
ward. It was because he was any kind of a
man paying me attention. I found that out
through Mr. Claude Livingstone. Mr.
Livingstone brings our groceries. He's a
real young gentleman—tall, black mous-
tache, and lovely dark eyes. He goes to our
church, and he asked me to go to the Sun-
day-school picnic with him.- I was se
pleased. And I supposed, of .course, Aunt
Jane would let me go with him. He’s no
silly boy! Besides, I knew him real well,
and liked him. I used to talk to him quite
a lot when he brought the groceries.

But did Aunt Jane let me go? She did not.
‘Why, she seemed almost more shocked than
she had been over Charlie Smith and Fred
Small, and the others.

“Mercy, child!”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘Where
in the world do you pick up these people?”’
And she brought out that ‘“‘these people” so
disagreeably! Why, you'd think Mr. Liv-
ingstone was a foreign Japanese, or some-
thing.

I told her then quietly, and with dignity, -

and with no temper (showing), that Mr.
Livingstone was not a foreign Japanese, but
was a very nice gentleman:; and that I had
not picked him up. He came to her own
door himself, almost every day.

“My own door!” exclaimed Aunt Jane.
And she looked absolutely frightened.
“You mean to tell me that that creature has
been coming here to see you, and I mnot
know it?”’ :

I told her then—again quietly and with
dignity, and without temper (showing)—
that he had been coming, not to see me: but
in the natural pursuance of his profession of
delivering groceries. And I said that he was
not a creature. On the contrary, he was, T
was sure, an estimable yoeung man. He
went to her own church and S8unday-school.
Besides, I could vouch for him myself, as I
knew him well, having seen and talked with
him almost every day for a long while, when
he came to the house.

But nothing I could say seemed to have
the least effect upon her at all, only to make
her angrier and angrier, if anything. In
fact, I think she showed a great deal of tem-
per for a Christian woman about a fellow
Christian in her own church.

But she wouldn't let me go to the picnie:
and not only that, but I think she changed
grocers, for Mr. Livingstone hasn't been
here for a long time, and when I asked Susie
where he was she looked funny, and szid we
weren't getting our groceries where Mr.
Livingstone worked any longer.

Well, of course, that ended that. And
there hasn’t been any other since. That’s
why I say my love-story doesn’t seem to be
getting along very well. Naturally, when it
gets noised around town that your Aunt
Jane won't let you go anywhere with a
young man, or let a young man come to see
you, or even walk home with you after the
first time—why, the young men aren't go-
ing to do very mueh toward making your
daily life into a love-story.

To be continued
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Coneluded from page 2
spoonful of lemon - juice; boil the sugar and
water to a syrup, add the other ingredients,
and serve hot.

Chocolate Hermits. — Cream one half cup
of butter or other nice shortening—1 use the
nut-butter, and like it well—with one cup of
sugar, add two beaten eggs, one half cup of
seeded raisims, cut in halves, two cups of
flour in which have been sifted twoteaspoon-
{uls of baking-powder, one teaspoonful of
cinnamon and one fourth teaspoonful of
salt, and one fourth cup of grated chocolate
or chocolate-powder dissolved in two table-
spoonfuls of hot water. Mix well, and drop
from a teaspoon on a buttered baking-sheet,
put a raisin in the center of each hermit and
bake in a moderate oven. I always double
this receipt; the hermits are fine for the
children’s school-lunch,

Choeolate Cookies. — Cream one half cup
of butter with one cup of sugar, add one
beaten egg, two cups of flour sifted with two
teaspoonfuls of baking-powder, one half tea~-
spoonful of salt and two tablespoonfuls of
cocoa, four tablespoonfuls of milk and a tea-
spoonful of vanilla. Stir well together, let
stand in a cold place to chill—I mix all my
cookies at night and place them in the re-
frigerator until morning—roll and shape,
and bake in a moderate oven.

Brownies. — One cup of brown sugar
creamed with one fourth eup of butter, one
egg, three squares of chocolate, grated,
three-fourths cup of flour, scant, one fourth
teaspoonful of salt and one cup of chopped
nut-meats. Put all the ingredients in a
bowl and beat thoroughly, spread evenly in
a_buttered baking-pan, bake and cut in
strips.

Soft Sugar Cookies. — Cream one cup of
sugar and one half cup of butter, add one
beaten egg, one half cup of milk, two cups of
flour, sifted with two teaspoonfuls of baking-
powder and one fourth teaspoonful of salt,
and one half teaspoonful each of lemon-
extract and grated nutmeg. Put in the re-
frigerator overnight, in the morning roll and
cut, adding flour as necessary, and place a
nice plump raisin in the center of each
cooky. The “kiddies” think these the best
ever for the lunch-basket; I use all the re-
ceipts given, so to have a variety in cookies,
and never a bit comes home.

Mother of Six.

Three-Egg Angel-Cake.—Mix, and sift
together four times, one cup of sugar, one
and one-third cups of flour, one half tea-
spoonful of cream of tartar, one third tea-
spoonful of salt, and three teaspoonfuls of
baking-powder. Pour on gradually two-

 thirds cup of sealded milk, add one tea-

spoonful of wanilla or other preferred ex-
tract, mix well, and fold in the white of
three eggs, stiffly beaten. Turn into an

‘unbuttered angel-cake tin and bake in a

moderate oven forty-five minutes.
cold.

Raisin Pie (requested). Wash one
pound each of seeded raisins and currants,
put over the fire with water to cover, add
one eup of sugar, or as much as will sweeten
the fruit to your taste, and simmer until
done. Add the yolks of six eggs, beaten to
a cream with three tablespoonfuls of corn-
starch, stirred smooth in a little cold water,
and cook until thick. Fill pie-shells, pre-
viously baked, cover with a meringue made
by beating the white of the eggs to a stiff
froth, allowing a tablespoonful of powdered
sugar to each egg-white, and place in the
oven to brown delicately. This receipt
makes three pies. For one pie take one-
third the given quantities. The filling will
keep some time if put in a cold place.

Rockland, Tdaho. Mrs. E. C.

One-Egg Chocolate Cake.—Put one egg,
beaten light, in a cup and fill the cup with
sweet milk, add two tablespoonfuls of butter,
creamed with one cup of sugar, one half cup
of grated chocolate, melted with two table-
spoonfuls of hot water, one and one-half
cups of flour, and one level teaspoonful of
soda dissolved in a little hot water. Bake in
a shallow tin, . :

Ice when

Icing—Melt three tablespoonfuls of
unsweetened chocolate in butter the size of a
walnut, placing it in a bowl over boiling
water. Add two cups of powdered sugar and
two tablespoonfuls of milk-cream or milk, or
enough to make a paste that will spread.
Flavor Wwith a teaspoonful of vanilla. The
cake may be baked in layers, and the icing
used between, also. Mrs. A. C. B,

Redeliff, Alta., Can.

[ Tcach Piano

So People Told Me When { First Started
in 1891. But now, after over twenty-five
years of steady growth, I have far more
students than were ever before taught
by one man. [make them skilled play-
ers of the pianoc or organ in quarter the
usual time at quarter the usual cost.

To persons who have not previously
beard of my method this may seem a
pretty bold statement. But I will gladly
convince you of its accuracy by referring
you to any number of my graduates in any
part of the world. There isn't a state in
the Union that doesn't econtain a score
or more skilled players of the piano or
organ who obtained their entire training
from me by mail.

Investigate by writing for my 64-page
free booklet, “How to Learn Piano or

My way of teaching
piano or organ is entirely
different from all others.
Out of every four hours
of study, one hour is
spent entirely away from
the keyboard, learning
something about Har-
mony and The Laws of
Music. This is an awful
shock to most teachers
of the “‘old school,” who
still think that learning
piano is solely a problem
of “finger gymnastics."
When you de go to the
keyboard, you accomplish
twice as smuch, because
you understand what you
are doing. “Within four
lessons I enable you to
play an interesting piece
not only in the original
key, but in all other keys
as well.

I make use of every
possible scientific help—
many of which are en-
tirely wunknown to the
average teacher. My pat-
ented invention, the COL-
OROTONE, sweeps away
playing difficulties that
have troubled students
for generations. By its
use, Transposition—usu-
ally a “‘nightmare” to
students — becomes easy
and fascinating. ‘With
my fifth lesson T intro-
duce another important
and exclusive invention,
QUINN - DEX. Quinn-
Dex is a simple, hand-
operated moving-picture
device, which enables
you to see, right before
your eyes, every move-
ment of my hands at the
keyboard. You actually
see the fingers move. In-
stead of having to repro-
duce you teacher’s fin-
ger movements from
MEMOR Y—which cannot
be always accurate — you
have the correct models
before you during every

Lucius Quinn

Marcus

Conservatory of Music
Studio GM, 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass.
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a Funny Way

DR. QUINN AT HIS PIANO

From the Famous Sketch by Schneider, Exhibitod
at the St. Louis Exposition,

minute of practice. The COLOROTONE and
QUINN-DEX save you months 'and years
of ‘wasted effort. They can be obtained only
from e and - there is mnothing else "anywhere
even remotely like them.

Men and women who have failed by all other
methods have quickly and easily attained success
when studying with me. In all essemtial ways
you are in closer touch with me than if you were
studying by the oral m —yet my lessons
cost you only 43 cents each-—and they in-
clude all the many recent developments in scien-
tific teaching. For the student of moderate
means, this method of studying $8 sar su-
perior to all others; and even for the wealth-
iest students, there is nothing betzer at eny price.

You may be certain that your progress is at all
times in accord with the best musical thought of
the present day, end this makes ell the diference
in the world.

My Course is endorsed by distinguished
musicians, who would not recommend any l'"ourr;a
but the best. It is for beginpers or experienced
players, old or young. You advance as rapidly
or as slowly as you wish. All necessary music
is supplied without extra charge. A diploma is

granted. Write today, without eost or obligation,
for 64-page
or Organ.”

FREE BOOK

free boolklet, **How to Learn Piano

(AR AR R R E R R R R R R R iR e RNy ]
-

:FREE BOOK COUPON

- QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studio GM
B 598 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass.

]USTamdyourmme and address, size and
color and I will send this sweater to you,
You don’t pay one penny until it is delivered

to your door by the postman.

$45° Reduced to

ever offered.
andwill not sell merchants or wholesalers.

ARMY and NAVY

Heavy Sweaters for Men or Women
This is a real heavy sweater, made of heavy mixed
marino yarn. Slip-over style, with V-neck and.
full length sleeves. Just like picture. Will give
exeellent wear. Size to fit Ladies or Men 34 to 46,

Colors, Khaki or Navy Blue.
Delivery Free

man pay him $1.98 for the sweater.
aid t

fullyrefund your moneyat once. Order by Ni

by No. 72,
WALTER FIELD CO., Dept.Z-1148
Chicago, ur.

318 S. Michigan Avenue,

$138)

No on%z_lag egeeiyedufed priceto tlg:sq»
tent. 18 18 iggest money savi
5 We will selluﬁyzio:guam

Just send your name and
: - address, no money, When
the sweater is delivered at your door by the post-

We g:ve

the delivery charges. Wear it, if you don’t
d it ali you expect return it and we will cheers

= Please send me, without eost or cbligation, your
= free booklet, “How te Learm Piano or Organ,” and
= full partieniars of your Comrse and special reduced
w Tuition Offer.
-
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-
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‘Betterthan a
mustard plaster

Once when grandma’s
joints commenced to
ache and twinge, she
to dgo to the mustard pot
and make a mustard plaster.
Now she goes to Musterole
and gets relief, but does
without the blister and the
plaster, too!

My, how good that
Musterole feels when you
rub it in gently over that
Jdame back and those sore
.muscles. First you feel the
ﬁentle tingle, then the de-

ightful, soothing coolness
that reaches in the twing-
ing joints or stiff, sore
muscles.

It penetrates to the heart
of the congestion. This is
it 1s made of oil of
Mustard and other home
simples. And the heat gen-
erated by Musterole will
not blister.

On the contrary the peculiarity
of Musterole lies in the fact that
shortly it gives you such a cool,
relieved feeling all about the
twingey part.

And Musterole usually brings
the relief while you are rubbing
iton. Always keep a jar handy.
Many doctors and nurses recommend
Musterole,
35¢ and 65c jars—$3.00 hospital size.
The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio

BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER

t
THE

the Pathfinder eight weeks on trial. The
Pathfinder is an illustrated weekly, pub-
lished at the Nat , for all the
that prints 21l the news of the world
and tells the truth: now in its 28th
1 out emptying the
m“ bﬂl‘lg purse; it cosis Washington has become
you want to keep | reading the Pathfinder is
0“ posted on what is | /ike sitting in the inner
going on council with those who
- g time or money, this is your means.
If you want a paper in your home
a lons which is sincere, reliable, entertain-
- yours. If you would appreciate a pa-
per which puts everything clearly,
strongly, briefly—bere it is. Bend
10¢ w show that you might like such
paper, and we will send the Pathfinder on
we are gl to vest in new friends. Address:
PATHFINDER, 226 Langdon Sta., Washington, D. C,
&nd full-sized pitcher,
hapdsome Blue Bird decorations,
All given free for selling only

‘The little matter of 10 ets. will bring you
L] Nation; an i pendent home paper
a Dlme year. This paper fills the bill with-
but §1 & year, If | the World’s Capital and
ﬂ‘e world, e | mold the world’s destiny.
Jeast expense of
ing, wholesome, the Pathfinder is
tion .Gi'h! weeks. The 10c does Dot repay us,
Bix fine shell glasses
40 packs high-#rade vege-

table seeds at 10c per large EErPeems
peck. Bell casily, Write toda:

for big sample Jot, d

We Trust You

with seeds until sold.
AMERICAN SEED coO,
Box 637 Lancaster, Pa.

no money,

Walking Doll Given

She can walk or run as fast as you can. All
you have to do is to push her. Entirely new
doll 1 ft. tall. Be the first girl in yYour town to
have this fine walking doll. nt free, all

charges paid, for selling only 8 pcks. Novelty
) Post Cards at 15c. JONES MFG. CO.,
Dept. 60, Attleboro, Mass.

POWERFUL AIR GUN
AND 522 E.IL'GK SHOTS

21-inch lever-action rifle,
-n'.ﬂ&uu. eotored Pictures or 24 pkgs. Po=t
Order your choice. GATES MFG. CO. DEPT. 827, CHICAGO

BE AN EXPERT DRESS DESIGNER |

Women—=Girls, 15 up—Learn Designing and Making, ecasily, at
your home, Earn $50.00 week up. Sample lessons free.  Write
{romediately. Fraskils lastitute, Dept. ¥ 575, Hochester, X. Y.
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January 1. Saturday

Across the snow the New-year bells are ringing
Their message of good cheer,

And to each heart the joyful promise bringing—
Behold another year!

Another twelvemonth for a new endeavor,
Another season for our best intent;

Thank God the tolling bells closed not forever
Our chance to do the better things we meant.

January 2. Sunday

" Have courage and refrain from mourning.
The loved ones who have joined the choir in-
visible are safe, and very near to you in these
days.. There is no such thing as death, for God
is yofir life, and there is no place where God is
not.

January 3. Monday
Days for deeds are few, my brother,
Then to-day fulfill your vow;
If you mean to help another,
0 not dream it—do it now.

January 4. Tuesday
It is almost always when things are all blocked
up and impossible, that a happening comes. If
¥you are sure you are looking and ready, that is
all you need. God is turning the world round
all the time,

January 5. Wednesday
In life’s small things be resolute and great,
To keep thy muscle trained; knowest thou
when fate
Thy measure takes, or when she’ll say to thee:
“I find thee worthy; do this deed for me."”

January 6. Thursday
If you are tempted to give way to despond-
ency, just hold the thought in mind that God
has in reserve for every one of us, this coming
year, something better than we can ask or think,

Janua;y 7. Friday
If you put a little lovin’ into all the work you do,
And a little bit.of gladmesst and a little bit of you,
And a little bit of sweetness, and a little bit of

song,
Not a day will seem too toilsome, not a day will
seem too long.
January 8. Saturday

I wonder wh}}' it is that we are not all kinder
than we are? Tow much the world needs it!
How easily it is done! How infallibly it is re-
membered! How superabundantly it pays it-
self back—for there is no debtor in the world
s0 honorable—so superbly honorable—as love.

January 9.
The New-year beckons.
nears;
Forget not thou that all its gifts are His;
Take from His hand all blessings of the years.
And of the blossoming, starred eternities!

Sunday
He, too, beckoning,

January 10. Monday

The main thing is that there is always some-
thing to do. Perhaps the thing nearest you
isn't just what you would choose, but do it with
a will, gladly, lovingly, and see what will happen!

January 11. Tuesday

Good-morning, Brother Gladness,
ing, Sister Smile;

They told me you were coming so I waited on a

. while.

I'm lonesome here without you; a weary while
it’s been-

My heart is standing open, won't you walk right
in?

good-morn-

January 12. Wednesday

The very first step to happiness and power is
concentration, both of thought and action—the
one leading to the other. There is no fear where
there is concentration; health and success follow
in its train.

January 13. Thursday
Let’s “take account of stock” to-day
And see what we have laid away—
Not in our coffers, but inside,
Where treasures of the soul abide.
How much of Charity is there?
How much of Sacrifice to spare?
How much of Grace, and Courtesy?
What balances in Sympathy?

January 14. Friday

There is much discussion about the unrest in
the world to-day: but the remedy needed is the
remedy always needed, and that never fails:
“Faith, hope and love—and the greatest of
these is love."”

January 15. Saturday

A little smile at the end of the week,
And a little song for the beauty

Of finding the goal that we started to seek,
At the end of the path of duty.

January 16. Sunday

“It is not I but the Father within"me; He
doeth the work.”” If we could but realize the
| true meaning of this wonderful message, how
quickly would all striving and care fade into
| nothingness.

January 17. Monday
Give me the whole of life!
The joy, the hope and the pain,
The struggle whose end is strength,
The loss that is infinite gain.

January 18. Tuesday

You are nearer your heart's desire than you
think. Press on with love of God in your heart
| and faith in your soul and mind, with no thought
I of failure, and you will win.

January 19. Wednesday
Be like the bird who, pausing in her flight

Awhile on boughs too slight, :

Feels them give way beneath her and yet sings—

Knowing that she has wings

The American VWoman Calendar

January 20. Thursday
If you want to-morrow to be better than to-
day, make your preparations now. Sow the
seeds; the harvest must soon follow.
January 21. Friday
If all things work together
For ends so grand and blest,
What need to wonder whether
Each in itself is best.
January 22. Saturday
Do not depend on props, friends, outside in-
fluences. With all due kindness and sociability,
stand alone; be a law unto yourself; look within
and find the goal your soul is reaching for.
January 23. Sunday

The Living Word in silence often speaks;
‘We hear not, and for God’s voice oft repine.
No answer is withheld from him who seeks,
In silence, for the voice of Love Divine.

January 24. Monday

Get into your work and doit well; be a master,
and create masterpieces. All sorts of opportuni-
ties are just waiting for you to take hold of
them. Remember that “nothing is impossible’
to those who believe.

January 25. Tuesday

It isn't the fellow who has a smile
Because of the smile of others, 5

The fellow who counts is the fellow who smiles
In spite of his scowling brothers.

Or whether they smile or whether they don't,
If he's true to his own soul's light,

He will keep on smiling through thick and thin—
He will smile for the sake of the right.

January 26, Wednesday

Decide this moment that you will get rid of
any feeling of depression. Don't take things so
seriously. Cheer up, and march ahead. ake
yourself courageous by facing your fears. Ex-
ercise promptness and patience,

January 27 Thursday
I'm better every time I try to feel a closer tie
With all this universal love and beauty w_hfre
Iplod; »
I'm happier every time I look upon the swéet
blue sky,
And bend myself in reverence unto the feet
of God.
January 28. Friday

Cooperation! there is salvation in the word.
Each member of the human family giving his
special contribution to the world's life and work,
expressing his special talent, doing his share of
labor, with no mere narrow, selfish end in view,
but for the good of all.

January 29, Saturday

Over the stormy sea of human fear
Two stars forever shine, serene and clear—
The star of laughter and the star of love.

January 30. Sunday
As we become conscious of the indwelling
spirit, of the power of God within us, we are able
to demonstrate that power and love to others.
January 31. Monday

The days are blossoms time puts forth;
Short-lived are they, though fair to see;

But each bears seed of some great deed
That grows through all eternity.
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WIII-JN you wish to crochet a strip of

lace for trimming pillow=-slips, petti-
coats, centerpieces, or other things for
which the border is required to have the
ends joined, just try my plan and see if you
do not think it a good one. Instead of ma-
king a chain to begin the lace, start it on a
piece of strong coarse thread or cord; I use
the medium-sized twine which is tied around
small parcels at the drug-store. Make the
first row around this cord, not into it, tying
the ends so the stitches will not slip off.
When you have done the length required
and are working the last row of the last re-
peat, take up the stitches of the first row,
matching the pattern, and draw out the cord
carefully. In joining a treble to a treble,
after making the treble of the last row, in-
sert the hook through the base of treble of
first row, draw the thread through, and con-
tinue; for a space, make a chain of two
stitches, then a treble, join to the treble of
first row, and so on. This method leaves no
ridge or seam, and is much neater. If care-
fully done the joining cannot be detected.—
Mrs. S. E. P., Wisconsin,

-\

IF you have occasion to make a considerable

length of narrow edging which is inclined
to twist and tangle, or get out of shape, pro-
cure a small piece of pasteboard, and, be-
ginning at the end of the edging, wind it
evenly and smoothly around the card to
within three or four inches of your crochet-
hook or tatting-shuttle, whichever it may
be, and pin it securely. Continue to wind it
up as you work. It takes little time, but

saves a great deal later on.—Miss H. F.,
Indiana.
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Cocoanut Oil Makes
A Splendid Shampoo

If you want to keep your hair in good con-
dition, be careful what you wash it with.

Most soaps and prepared shampoos con-
tain too much alkali. This dries the scalp,
makes the hair brittle, and is very harmful.
Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo (which is
pure and entirely greaseless), is much better
than anything else you can use for shampoo-
ing, as this can’t possibly injure the hair.

Simply moisten your hair with water and
rub it in. One or two teaspoonfuls of Mul-
sified will make an abundance of rich,
creamy lather, and cleanses the hair and
scalp thoroughly. The lather rinses out
easily and removes every particle of dust,
dirt, dandruff and excessive oil. The hair
dries quickly and evenly, and it leaves it
fine and silky, bright, fluffy and easy to
manage.

You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil sham-
poo at most any drug store. It is very cheap,
and a few ounces is enough to last everyone
in the family for months. Be sure your
druggist gives you Mulsified.

DEAFNESS IS MISERY,

1 know because I'was Deaf and 'had Head Nolies
for over 30 years. My invisible Antiseptic Ear
Drums restored my hearing and sto ped Head Noises,
and will do it for you. 'Iqxey are Tiny Megaphones.
Cannot be seen when worn. Effective when Deafness
is caused by Catarrh or by Perforated, Partially or
Wholly Destroyed Nituri{ Drums. Easy to put in,
easy 1o take out. Are “Unseen Comforts.”” In-!
expensive. Write for Booklet and my sworn
. statement of how I recovered my hearing.

A. O, LEONARD
Sulte 257, 70 5th Avenue « « New York City!

You can be quickly cured, if you

'STAMME

/jff Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and
Jff Stuttering, “Its Cause and Cure.” It tells how I
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Bogue,
8863 Bogue Bidg., 1147 N. Ill. St., Indianapolis.
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RINGS are allgiven
o you for selling only 40 packs
“Quality Brand Garden Seeds” at
10c per packet. Order to-day.
SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST YOU.
When sold return $4.00 collected
and ALL THIS JEWELRY is yours.
Cash commission if preferred.
Many other valuable presents.
Catalogue with order.
NATIONAL SEED CO.
Dept. 103 I.ANCAS‘I‘ER. PA.
Let us develop your
next roll of films. As
a special trial order we

will develop your next roll for 5¢ and make the prints

for 2ceach. Highest quality. MOSER & SON,

2022 St. James Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio
BIG CAMERA

L]
 Genuine Eastman leen
Fiim Pack Camera. Takes snap shots
| or time exposure pictures 2% x3%. Has
finder & handle. Sent prepaid for selling
24 beautiful, easy selling pictures at 15¢.
GAIR MFG. CO, Dept. 73, CHICAGOD

I N_VE N TO RS ;lairing to secure patents should send for
P T TY " VIRV our free Guide Book “How To Get Ycur
Patent.” Randolph & Co., Dept. 122, Washington, D. C.

i d
NEY AND

]
%» HO
CHEESE of

-
-

Superior Quality in family size packages. Write to-

w» day for free price list. K

f . B. Rosa, Monroe, Wis,
| Y % PR

IGE“TS \{Vt]);nderl’ull sellcrl.‘1 96c profit every
dollar sales. Cense unnecessary.
SN No stock to carry.

N Sample free,
Mission Bead Co., onice 15, Los Angeles, Cal.
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NOVELS

We want to give you this big new collection of
forty-two Novels, Novelettes and Stories, some of
the most interesting works of the most popular
writers. Each is a complete story in itself. All
are well printed on good paper and firmly bound
in paper covers. We will give you this whole
collection of best reading just to make you ac-

uainted with our paper Good Stories.
%‘he Jeweled Cobra L. T. Meade

Adam I-IoKd Mary J.” Holmes -
The Moorhouse Trawedy Jane G. Austin
Haunted House at Wicklow Arthur L. Meserve
The Red Boudoir Eila W. Pterce

Millicent's Sin
A Countess’ Hatred M. T. Caldor
The New Governess Francts H. Burnelt
Mystery of the Blue Room Mary Kyle Dallas
Lydia The Duchess
And 32 others
Goon STOHIES is a monthly paper filled with
the best and most delightful

serial and short stories we can buy. In addition
there are household departments with ‘‘tried and
true’’ receipts, helpful editorials, up - to - date
fashions. Good Stories has something for every
member of the family.
*anE “ow Send us your name and address

, with ten cents in silver for a
3-months’ trial subscription to Good Stories, and
we will send you, free and postpaid, this grand

collection of 42 No
Chapel St., Augusta, Maine

Charlotte M, Braeme

vels.
Publishers GOOD STORIES,
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Any Reward cn this Page Yours
Without Cost to You. See
QOur Offer Below

—The American Woman

N
Curly-Head
Given for Four Subscriptions

No. 2045. 1et us introduce this dear little
dolly into your home. We call her Curly-
Head because her soft, silky hair is apparently
genuinely curly. (This is a real wig and not
a })uinted one.) Curly-Headstands 13 inches
tall in her stockinged feet, and she comes
dressed in a pretty party-frock. Her head
is unbreakable. Her body is stuffed and her
arms and legs are jointed. This is the
greatest doll-bargain that we have seen for
many a day.

Butterfly-Design
Hemstitched-Scarf

Given for Three Subscriptions

No. 1812. The butterfly-motif never ceases
to be popular and its combination here with a
hemstitched scarf gives the maximum of de-
sirability. The design is stamped on fine-
quality crash 18x54 inches. We show only
one end, but on each the same design is
stamped. Every home finds a use for a
pretty new scarf. Here it is; yours for a
little spare-time effort.

Child’s
Belcher-Set Ruby Ring

Given for Two Subscriptions

No. 1413. Extra value and quality are ap-
arent in this popular style. Illustration
oes not display setting to advantage. Stone

is richly colored and true to original gem.

‘Premo Junior
Given for Eight Subscriptions

No. 1088. The box type possesses features
found in no other camera of this character.
It uses the film-pack exclusively, loads in
daylight, and single exposures may be removed
at any time for development. To load: Open
back, drop film-pack in place—close the back,
and camera is loaded in daylight. Has auto-
matic shutter for time or snap-shots, two
viewfinders and two tripod-sockets. Takes
a clear, sharp picture 2ix3} inches.
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Cut-Glass Mustard or
Condiment Jar

Given for Two Subscripiions

No. 2115. Stands 3 inches in
height, and is 2} inches in di-
ameter, at its widest part. Has
a highly polished silver-plated
cover with an opening on one side
just large enough to permit the
spoon to project as shown in
illustration. A glass spoon is
given with each jar.

Glass Relish-Jar

In Silver Plated Holder
Given for Four Subscriptions

No. 2113. This glass jar has a
snug-fitting, hollow glass stopper
into which extends the handle of
the glass spoon, which is fur-
nished with each jar. Because of
the snug-fitting stopper it can be
corked air tight, keeping the con-
tents fresh. The jar is easily re-
moved from the silver - plated
holder into which it is set, permit-
ting cleaning when necessary.

The holder is silver-plated and
openwork design of most artistic

4-Piece Sanitary Canister Set

Given for Five Subscriptions

No. 2110. The purpose of the four containers
pictured here is to keep food in sanitary
condition. The tight-fitting covers prevent
dust and vermin from spoiling or completely
destroying the contents. While the covers
fit snugly and go down well over the recep-
tacle, the ring handles with which they are
equipped, make it possible to remove covers
readily.

The containers are made of heavy tin,
with the inside plain, and the outside beauti-
fully decorated in two colors, a light-greenish
background, with the picture and Ilettering
in black, The scene represented is typical of
Holland, and shows a Dutch boy and Dutch
girl at the water-side.

These beautifully decorated canisters will
add charm to any kitchen- or pantry-shelf,
and where used will save money which would
otherwise be wasted, if food were left in” open
dishes or paper bags.

Onece you have had a set of these you will
never want to be without them.

The inside measurements of the different
containers are as follows: g

The flour-container measures 7% inches
in diameter and is 7} inches deep. The one
for sugar measures 6} inches in diameter and
is also 6% inches deep. The one for coffee
measures 6 inches deep and 5% inches in
diameter. The one for tea measures 4 inches

in diameter and is 5% inches deep.

Glass Butter-Tub
With Silver-Plated Cover
Given for Five Subscriptions

No. 2112. This dainty, practical article will
lend charm tb any dining-table. A floral de-
sign is cut all way around the glass tub, a
portion of which is shown in our illustration.
The highly polished silver top fits tightly
around the handles, preventing it from sliding
off. Butter can be kept fresher and sweeter
with the aid of this sort of dish.
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appearance. The jar may be used

for horseradish or any other relish.
This jar stands 5} inches high,

and is 2} inches in diameter. The presentation purposes.

silver-plated holder is 2} inches This butter-tub is 4 inches in diameter and
gh. 1 inch in depth, inside measurement.

struction it can be cleaned very easily. An
article of this kind lends itself admirably for

Auto-Filler Fountain-Pen

Given for Three Subscriptions

No. 2069. Here is a first-class fountain-pen that we can offer on surprisingly easy
terms, considering the quality of the pen and the price usually asked for good
fountain-pens. This is a newfashioned self-filler. No ink-dropper to bother with.
Black rubber barrel and cap, just like the higher-priced pens. Easy-writing 14K gold
pen. We feel that we are exceptionally fortunate in getting so fine a pen to be offered
on such easy terms. Don’t miss this.

Because of its simple and practical con- -

OUR OFFER

Select the reward you would most like to have and send us the required
number of subscriptions to The American Woman at 50 cents ecach; we will
send each subscriber this magazine one year, and we will send you the
reward of your choice, prepaid.

THE AMERICAN WOMAN
Augusta, Maine

Metal
Bread and Cake Cabinet
Given for Sixteen Subscriptions

No. 2109. This beautifully and scientifically con-
structed receptacle is made of galvanized steel and
the exterior is finished in aluminum and gold. It is
designed in accordance with certain prineiples of venti-
lation which enables it to preserve intact the perfect
freshness of its contents and absolutely preventing
the soggy and ultimate moldy condition produced by
the old-fashioned bread box or compartment in the
kitchen or pantry.

It is built absolutely dust-proof, germ-proof, and
vermin-proof, and is readily taken apart for cleaning
and sterilizing. It contains two removable metal
shelves which form thre aces inside of the cabinet.

The cabinet is 20 inches high, 13} inches wide, and
11 inches deep. It isshipped knocked-down and can be
set up easily within four or five minutes. With ordi-
nary care this cabinet should last a lifetime, and be
the means of saving considerable money for the pru-~
dent housewife.

Golden-Moire Pocketbook
Given for Two Subscriptions

No. 2087. This is a delightful new novelty in ladies’
pocketbook or card-case. This dainty little case, 4
inches long and 2} inches wide is made of Moire which
has been treated to a dazzling gold color. The effect
is truly marvelous. Contains two pockets and has a
secure clasp. This is a novelty that will make your
friends envious.

Gold
Filled

November December

Birthstone Rings
One Ring Given for Tweo Subscriptions

13—
12—
11—
10—

Pl

No. 1464. Thereisagem or jewel
for each month of the year, and it
is considered lucky to wear the
stone of the month in which you
were born. The quality of these
rings is guaranteed 12 karat gold-
filled.

The following is a list of the
twelve rings, name of each stone,
and the month to which it applies.
January—The Garnet, Symbol of Power
February—Amethyst, Symbol of Love
March—Bloodstone, Symbol of Courage
April—Diamond, Symbol of Purity
May—Emerald, Symbeol of Immortality
June—Agate,Symbol of Health & Long Life
July—Ruby, Symboel of Charity
August—The Sardonyx,Symbol of Happiness
September—Sapphire,Symbol of Constancy
October—0Opal,Symbol of Hope
November—Topaz, Symbol of Friendship
December—Turquois, Symbol of Prosperity

How to determine your ring-
size. Cut a strip or paperso that
the ends will exactly meet, when
drawn tightly around the second
joint of the finger. Lay one end
on the diagram at O and order the
size the other end indicates. Use
the Ring-Gauge. The ring will
then be sure to fit.
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U. S. Census Bureau
Reports Amazing Gain

THE following is quoted from the Nineteenth
Annual Report, Mortality Statistics, of the
United States Census Bureau:

“In 1900 the deaths under 1 year of age formed
20.7 per cent and those under 5 years 30.4 per
cent of the total deaths at all ages, but for 1918
the corresponding percentages are 13.2 and 20.8.
The big decreases in these percentages are un-
doubtedly due, in large part, to the better care
which children now receive.”

He al"t'”h Children
~What a Blessing’!

MODERN CHILDREN are certainly healthier then those of a generation
ago. Mother, who cares so well for her kiddies, need only recall her

own girlhood to note the difference.

Better foods, sensible diet, sanitary

appliances and preventive medicine have all helped to cut the infant mor-
tality rate from 30.4 per cent of all deaths in 1900 to 20.8 per cent in 1918.

Gone is the day of black, bitter medi-
cines. Mother would rather not dose the
children’s stomachs at all, but how to
avoid this in treating cold troubles has
been a problem.

Vick’s VapoRub is the solution. This
invention of a North Carolina Druggist, a
salve applied externally, penetrates and
vaporizes. Released by the body heat,
the healing fumes of Menthol, Camphor,
Eucalyptus, Turpentine, Thyme, Nutmeg,

and Juniper are inhaled right into the
affected air passages with every breath
for hours after use. For children, Vicks
can be used freely without harmful effect.
It hasa hundred uses in the home, notonly
for inflammations and colds in the nose,
throat and chest, butfor skin diseases, cuts,
bruises, burns and stings— “‘a very pres-
ent help in time of trouble.,”” Werite to
Vick Chemical Co., Box 9191, Greensboro,
N.C. A generous trial tin will be sent you.

For Aﬂ Cold Troubles
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Over 17 Million Jars Used Yearly
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