ol o

SN e

rothy Dix Says—

e

Marriage as an Institution
Takes Pounding In This War

In Every War Women Get More Liberty
Than They Ever Had Before

It appears that the home front has already become the fighting
front, and the list of casualties that 18 dally reported from it is
so great that #t makes ug fear that marriage, as an institution, will
be bombed out of existence during the present conflict Statisticians
report that divorces are increasing to an unheard of degree; and when
We reflect upon the astronomical figures to which they will mount af-

ter the war, when the war bridal couples take a second look at each
of d see what they have gottew, we realize we may well view the
situation with alarm,

It is the history of every war thas, no matter
which side won, women somehow managed to
wangle out of it more liberty than they had
ever had before. In World War I, for in-
stance, young girls-cut Mama's apron strings
and murdered the chaperon and emancipated
themselves from all control, and so, perhaps, it
is logical that in this war marrled women have
seen the opportunity to slip the matrimonial
yokes that galled them and get rid of husbands
for whom they had lost their taste.

l‘ i this end, the principal one of which is the pay
b5 envelope. Millions of women endure marriages
s ek that are lifelong martyrdoms and put up with
R AR brutes of husbands who beat and insult.them
bLecause, with all their faults, they are their meal tickets.

BACK TALK FROM HUBBY OUT

They had no skill with which they could support themselves and
thefr children, and so they had to stick to an unhappy marriage whe-
her t like it or not. But the war has changed all that. Wife has
that she is as goed at making airplane wings as she was at
1 1g dollies, and that it doesn't take any more brains to read a
biuepring than 1t does to decipher a cut paper pattern. So she has
besesne s high-priced riveter or maker of precision tools, with a fat
sulary, and she is not putting up with any more of Husband’s back talk.
t Griselda is no more. She has on a uniform now and is a
leader in the WAVEs or the WAACs, which may be the path to glory
ut Is mightly apt to lead by the divorce court.

And naturally men don’t like it. This isn’t what they married
for. They want a good cook in the kitchen, not a top sergent in
the home. They want somebody they can boss around, not some
one to whom they will have to say, “yes, ma’am.” They want some-
bedy who will tell them how big and strong and wonderful they
are, not someone who will pooh-pooh their achievements and say:
“Look after little Johnny, will you, while I'm gone. I am off tq fly a
flying fortress to China ® And, above all, a husband, no matter how
lazy and trifling he is, or how much he grafts on his wife, hates her
when he has to ask her for pocket money,

80 the new order of working wives isn't going over big with hus-
bands and they, also, are joining the ever-increasing army of divorce
gecikers.  And, curlously enough, they are copycatting women in the
gharzes they are bringing against their wives, which are the old familiar
ones which have enabled so many women to live comfortably upon
their alimony. !

SHOE ON OTHER FOOT NOW

Tor they are olaiming, in many cases, that Friend Wife is no
longer faithful to the poor old husband who has grown fat and stoop-
shovldered slaving to support her and the kids, but has succumbed
to the glamour of a uniform and is stepping out with some nifty, young
godling (J.g.) and passing her evenings dancing the rhumba with same,
while the old man stays at home helping the children with their school‘
work,

Also, they allege, that while Wifey makes good money, she doesn't
bring her pay envelope home, but blows it in om beauty shops and
clothes and beer taverns, which everyone will agree is no way for a
wife to do. Also, husbands have begun suing their wives for non-
support and demanding alimony from them with which to soothe their
wounded hearts and enable them to live without working. All of which
§s strangely like the feminine divorce tradition and proves that Judy
©'Grady and the Colonel are alike under the skin, or something.

t seems too bad that to the horrors of war we have to add so much
domestic strife, but perhaps it is inevitable. 'When peoples’ minds are
distraught, as they are now, they cannot meet their problems with calm
common sense and settle them fairly and justly; when their nerves are
taut with anxiety and fear of a future all dread and none can visualize,
every little thing irritates them and they grasp at every fleeting pleas-
ure with a fantastic feeling that this may be the last time. And, above
al], there are the temptations offered by easy money to thoss who have
never had money before, .

There is nothing that keeps people walking the straight and narrow
path so surely as lacking the price to side-step.

’ DESIGN NO. 116

Crocheted ornamental and useful pet holders are found in every
siodern household, These same designs may be used as decorative
pockets or epaulettes on new dresss. Pattern No, 1167 contains list of
materials needed, illustration of stitches and complete ns,

+ Write, or send above picture with your name and
d.rz:s %/rﬁg l%lggl?s in coin or stamps to Needlework Bureau, Charlotte-
wn Guardian.

To Charlottetown Guardian,
Needlework Department.,
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Woman’s Re alm

Of course, many causes have worked out tc<=
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Madame had flung
ture ia & trunk that
She had heard no word of
ftheer Ricger,
the air force; nor hed anyone else

1ow what had beccsse #f .
Wild young devil anywuy; volatile

of any fear ‘of self-consciousness

its chome frame in her dresser
had taken it u
ing it close to her, when she
Roger’s step on the stairs.

“None of your business.”
gave him her cheek to kiss

stairs?”
don't you remember? I'm the house-

‘his anyway?”

‘It's Rudloph. He's the Baron
tudi de Morpin. The princess is
his niece. He’'s been let ing every-
one in this silly little country of
his think he owns Phillbert "and
lis worth a million. T didn't have
the Leart to tell these poor, hunted
children that he's only the butler
Roger, it would have been cruel to
do so. Had you seen them when
th:y first walked into Philibert this
“I can imagine,” sald Roger slow-
ly. He sprawled out In an easy
chalr, a tall, elegant figure in the
uniform of a flight- lieutenant. He

glad You did it, Tante Mimi. It
was like you. I'd never think of
such a thing. I'd have made a
mess of the situation., You and
Mike are the ones who think of the
fitting thing to do. I'm glad you've
forgVen Mike —it's about time you
brought his handscme mug out of
the ash can. He was always your
favorite, wasn’t he?”
“That ungrateful, headstrong, ir-
responsible—"
Roger held up his hand. “He's
you all over, that’s why the two of
you were always fighting. But
underneath it all, Madame ¥Fabre-
Lusignan, Mike was the apple of
your eye and you know it. ‘The
harder you yelled at him, ‘the
louder you swore at him, the more
you loved him.”
The old lady scowled fiercely,
then blew her nose and grabbed
hostily for a cigarette. “You're too
smart, you, Roger —always wags ~
too darned smart.*
Roger grinned, shook his head
“T'll never be able to outsmart you.
Duchess. Now what about the royal
guests? Is the housekeeper’s nep-
hew permitted to have a peep at
them?”
“They are at dinner now. I take
it you dined before you came here?”
“Indeed, ves, T ~ flew up, you
know—got a'lift with young Tremb-
lay. He's on his way to Quebec. T'll
tgo down on the bus tomorrow.
Curlosity brought me here and I
won't go away until it's satis-
fled . »
“The not a
show,” muttered madame, “I'l go
down and see that those children
are having sufficient to eat and to
watch that Rudolph doesn’t start to
Wi around the table and wait on
them. You sta! here until I come
back, my man.
Roger stayed there, smoking
quietly In the slow summer dusk,
watchyng the purple vista of the
hills above the chateau, loving the
deep mellow green of ‘trees and
lawn, God, but life was good! How
?od! How good it was, he thought,
e never would

he not so often been near to death,
had he not seen sp much of ruin
and misery These great hills, this
vast green land, this blue Canadian

‘“Where is heaven half so vast?
Where blows a loveller air?
What sre thv sons doing here
o'er the sea?”

Tt was_an old verce he had come
upon in Michel’s scrapook. Michel.
He stared at the picture, the dash-
ing, laughing face of Michel, and
in the twilight its expression se:m-

princess is

o« FEMALE
WEAKNESS

And Helps Bulld
Up Red Blood
Thousands upon
thousands of wom=
en and girls who
suffer from func-

Michel's pic-
night angd tried
to put him forever out of her hea:t.
n
the years between, nor had his bro-
who was now with

If he had gone to France as he'd
lanned, perhaps they would never

» him
hot-tempered, reckless .and devoid
The old lady had set his picture in

and

to look at {t, hold-
heard

She put down the picture, hastidy,
but Reger's dark eyes found it at
once. “For-given him, Tante Mimi?”
She
“And
why are you sneaking up the back
‘You told me to, over the phone—

keeper's nechcw now What is all

had been over and back twice. “I'm ]

have realized hace

and
full of strange theories,

gone out in a burst of

turned his
and taken himself to

of all women, had reall
stood Michel; otherwise
not have tried to force her

woul

In the evening stillness,
Fabre heard children singing.
smiled, pleased.

got ug
chair and crossed to the window

the lawn toward the beech trees.
- Roger disobeyed madame’s

dozen and mo takers at that.

and flowed
at the foot of the hill

high overheard,

3

trunk «’ a birch. sh
dress and it was not until

but there was no hiding the beauty

of her halr, the slender grace of
her 88 she walked along path
| toward him.

“Geod evening,” he sald. “I hope
I do not intrude.”

She smiled at him. “Intruders in
that dress, monsieur, are welcome
among most people in this world
today, Who are you, please? I am
Meridel de Morpin.”

“Roger Fabre. —I —am Madame
—the housekeeper's nephew.”

“Oh, Madame Laurin. But she is
a lovely oid one! I am s glad to
meet you, Monsieur Fabre.”

“It is the first time I have ever

alked to a real princess.”

Meridel laughed and the night
wind seemed to pick up the lovely
sound and carry it away among the
trees. “I am just Meridel now. I
must forget the princess. It was
a little place, Gratzen, but it was
lovely, Lovely in an old way, with
red-roofed houses and crooked lanes
and old windmills an the cast'e of
Gratzen high on its rock, its tur-
rets seeming to be made of gold in
the sunset.”

“You will miss it. Your Highness.”

“I shall miss it. But this —this
i8 80 beautiful, this land of yours.
These mountains of Laurentia. Tt
18 God's great kindness that there
‘was such a place for us in which to
seek refuge For myself I did not
gxmg‘ I would have stayed at

Tatz

tional monthly ‘_dlu;m.

adache, dis-
2 “Irregularities”, nervous,
2?&'8 oblue. wgeulk feelings — have

obtafned most gral relief

ing Lydia E. Pinkham's
‘\% :ggbleg ompound Tablets
(wfth added iron).

Pinkham’s Tablets not only

ing in her voice made him
look at her sharply and he saw that
her eyes were gazing far off, not
at the night-blooming hills
crimson sky or the mirror pool in
whic's thes ‘moon bathed.
‘“You le¥ someone tfiere whom you

For a while he did not see her
ing there, leaning against the

she
moved that he marked her presence.
Her face was pale ,the eyes lanie
and dark in that crepuscular ligat,

ed to alter, to become somber, grim

terribie. A queer duck, Mike,
stranger
dreams, a lover of dawns and sun-
sets and beauty in any guise. Where
was he now? What had he found
in the maelstrcm of hell? Had he

22100, a4

. | thoundercloud of glory? Iﬁ'd he
back on the whole thing
& mountain
top or a green isle in the sea?
Perhaps one would never learn.
Michel had always been an enigma,
a man oxe could never know. Not
even madame, who had the wisdom
under-

d

will
upon him; to make a tame pigeon of
one who woud range like the hawk.
Rozer

He
frem his

He saw a tall girl whose hair was
@ glory in the sunet and two little
blond children frisking atout her
as they walked withy Rudolrh across

in-
juncfion, and went quickly dowr
the back stairs and out into the
garden. After all, it wasn't every
day that one could see a real live
princess, even when they were a
He
strolled along the bank of the little
stream that wound through the Bark
into a miniature lake

The young moon was bathing in
the lake when Roger came there,
Tall, slender birches stood about its
rim, white and straight and virgin-
al, and in their leaves was a soft
and steady rusle and the alr was
rich with the smell of clover a
wild thyme and damp earth and in
the sedgy shallows a frcg croaked
in a deep basso and he heard the
winnowing wines of the wild ducks

“Good cvening,’ he said, “I hope I do not intrude.”

rain.
Yet in this bright and changeless
land, love still
Touchzs each golden valley, fleld

a2 il —
With summer in the heart one
hears
A warm, enduring music through
the ears.
—Isabel Harris Barr in
The C. 8. Monitor

FILL DOUBLE BILL

Make spicy cakes, gingerbread or
devilsfcod cakes serve a doub’e
purpose. Bake them in shallow
square or oblong pans, cut into

squares, ice or sugar some for use
“P%rha,pe I- understand,” said
Roger

ger.

“I do not think so.” She smiled
then, a brief swift smile that 1'ght-
ed all the dusk like a firefly’s lamp,
“Ah, how could you? I do not
myself understand it.”

But she was thinking, as she
walked back with,Roger to where
they heard the children’s voices, of
the winding sfreets of Gratzen, ot
the Inn of the Coq d'or, of an Aug-
ust day so much like this had been,
of a tall youth with a rucksack on
his back, who had ccme face to
face with her as he walked out of
the tavern. They had both stopred.
She could still recall that mement,
relive every second of it. His eves
were blue in his thia brown face
and his teeth so white when he
smiled. “Are you real?” he sa‘'d.
“Is this place real? Can there be
such loveliness in all the world?”
It was fair day in Gratzen and-
—what madness had p-ssessed her!
She had cone to the fa'r with h'm
together they had lauched atthe

puttet show and ridden on the car-
rousel and eaten buns and drunk
milk and walked up the steep road
to the castle in th: mocnlight.
And there in the courtyard had
taken her hand in his and sald, “I
knew this would be the end of the
story. It's Cinderella in reverse, isn’t
it? The clock strikés twe vy a-d
the little maid becomes the golden

grass,
Here recollection of- all sorrows
pass—
Grim shadows of defeat, sharp
rusts of y
Are transient as the momentary

=1

store in covered jar in refrigeratc
and grate for vouring  sauce
cakes and puddings.
YOUR VACUUM CLEANER
t!
Now that l:els supply

of ne
your o
cleaner, if working, takes on adde

efficlent use. Iatelligent care

bag after each us!

the ng dust; don't expect it f
pick up everything —sharp, h-r
particles may damage it; don't #
tha electric cord around sharp .u:
faces that will cut or fray the ccv
ering, step on cord, dr:

cord instead
store your cleaner

in a
from dust, as well as knocks
SHAPELY HANGERS
It's
the garments they are intended

wise unmeoessnr?v
ers that are a lit
be padded with t!

cotton carefully shaped and placed

or chintz.

Julce and hone;
parsley, or black grapes.
BE WIRE-WISE

fravar. Neser rin cords 1mder rugs

and covered with remnants of silk

LEMON AND HONEY DRESSING

With a salad of grapefrult and
orange sections on crisp lettuce, try
a dressing of equal parts of lemon
Add a little pap-
rika and garnish with watercress,

Electricity starts many a rip-
roaring blaze Have extension cords
replaced as soon as thev become

If a fire should start, pull the main
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THE PRINCESS OF j| Living & Leisure
g
' GRATZEN § The Woman’s Realm
By Louis Arthur Cunningham, Author of “Of These Eﬁ — -
" Three Loves” “Marionctte” Eie. g M o b o o . Oranes
CHAPTER 11X As fingers of the wind sloxg the 3?& AR e

V.
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value, So cvherish it.  Periodica!
checks and adjustments b{‘a re-
llable service man will keep t«

lengthen Its life and give you mos:
or
youx('i own px}rtt is h?pﬂ:mmmt' :ioo
8o don’t neglect emp e dus
! —ybrgnh out all

b

along
floor, or disconnect by pulling on
of grasping plug. Do
proper
place — where it will be protectea

worth while to provide coat®.
and dress hangers. that really fég

hold Skimpy hangers that do not
follow the garment lines cause sag-
ging hems and wrinkles and other-

pressing. Hang-
tle too small may
ssue, or even with

t

ervice)

Party

Your Guests Go A-Hunting

What's this? Big game hunters
routed by a toy mouse? These

gaok down *he dusty road. It is
is it mot?”

“It is so, but —"

“There is no but.” He kissed
the little brown fingers ..ar *-
held In his. ‘There is omly good-

She was regmembering all that
now as she walked through the
moon-shadowed garden with Roger
Fabre in this strange silent land,
so vast, sp awful in its ‘mmensity,
far away from her own little coun-
w. She was seeing the tall youth
e

rincess and the peasant goes
80

the rucksack on his back and
stout stick in his hand go
swinging down the hill from the
castle. Michel —it was the only
name he had given her —Michel.

(To Be Continued)

Sore, Chapped
Lips Relieved

Painful Roughness Prevented

Rough, chapped lips are painfully sore |'
and ightly — the oy phoe 49
easily infected by dangerous germs. Get
relief the quick, sure way with Lypsyl|
Its wonderful emollient action instantly
" o 1ad * and
seals them against germs and impurities.
It softens the painful, cracked surfaces,
keeps them pliable, hastens natural heal-
Ing. The first application gives wonderful
relief—lips quickly regain normal smooth-
ness. Get Lypsyl at your store today. Use

hilarious goings-on are called “On
Safari,” and it's a grand game. to

. play at your next party,

Give each guest a toy gun—or
one cut from cardboard—and an-
nounce a prize for the largest bag
of game to be in 30 mi

Jolly Games for Your Nexi

sizes 10, 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20 Sive

stamps to the Needleraft Bureau
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THEIR SMILES ARE YOUR REWARD

@ Jell-O' Pudding is a dessert that will bring -
happy smiles of satisfaction to your diuner
table. All four flavors are nourishing and down.
right delicious.

Easy to'prepare too. Just add milk, cook five
minutes, then cool. You get four to six servings
of tempting goodnkss without a bit of your
valuable sugar. )

JELL-O
PUDDINGS

switch before you try to put out the yding gowns of today. Velvet hatsam
blaze. 2 L relefved in all types from thre tiny
beret that clings like the cap of an
English nurse to the wide-brimmed
velvets which are faced with ose
strich or other feather laid flat as
a trim facing.  Little girls, your
mother has such a hat, no do
that she bought 25 years ago.
the moths have mot consumed it
or the trash basket caught it, you
might as well know that fashion
has overtaken you by a repeat of
feather facings on hats.

SWEATER CARE

Take care of your good, ah
wool sweaters, even if a little out.
dated, They may be hard to re.
place, Sweaters that are in dail
use shou'd be folded a»d laid away
in a drawer or on a shelf. Hang
ers are tabco for sweaters, sino
hanging causes stretching and log
of shape. When not in use, han
sweaters cleaned or washed
store in mothproof containers.

DATE DRESS

The schoolgirl's date dress is
dreamy, and young, It may be of
velveteen, sheer wool, crepe or a
smooth rayon mixture . . and fits
like a glove, Smooth shouldered and
well fitted to her figure, it is a
mastreplece of designing bv clever
creators who have made the best
of wartime restricticns impcied
upon them. The teener’s silhouette
has been tapered down to & ha;
medi . . . skirts are not dirndl-
full, my are slim, sometimes grace-
fully draped . . . . bodices and
shoulder lines are skillfully mould-
ed to make the most of young fig-
ures.

PEARL EMBROIDERY
ON WEDDING GOWN

Pearl embroidery for ivory satin
wedding gowns Is a revival of that
era that finds a place cn the wed-

and

Needlecraft :

For The Home

A CHARMING YOUNG FROCK

That Goes from Desk to Date
This is just the sort of s'mple, but
pretty, litble frock that girls are
ch to cover the double -
pose 3 daytime wear and ter-
dark date; or for a mmatinee.

Style No 3350 Is designed fer

16 requires 2 7-8 yards 39-inch fab-
ric with 1 3-8 yards for dickey
Style No. 33560.

‘To order pattern: Write or send
plcture ‘with your nanfe and ad-
dress with 20 ceats in coin or

The Charlottetown Guardian.
Style No 3360.

Lions and tigers count 25, elephants
and giraffes 10, mice one point.
You have previously hidden about
the room pictures of animals. cut
from inexpensive children's books.
But more fun to have the mice me.
chanical ones, let them scuttle sud-
denly on the scenel For the biggest
kill, award a toy elephant.
Another rollicking game is “Who
Am I?” Pin the name of a famous
person on back of each player, and
let him learn his identity by asking
questions: “Am I dead yet?” “What's
my claim to fame?” Give a tin
ho[x;n dto t}Ide first to guess his name.

nd did you ever try “Magic
Writfhg,” “Card Toss l“cn-tunes?"g
They're great fun—like the dozens
of other games and stunts given In
our 32-page booklet. Has ice-
breakers, team games, guessing con-
tests, fortune games to make you
the most popular party-giver in
town.
Send 20c in colns for
Sharlotighopn Guasdinn

rlof wn an Home Ser-

vice Address write

your name, address and t,t!?g
" n
of boaklet. i

your ¢
Oommo%gy'

—Whom you cannot easily forget * | it regularly to soothe and protect Name
ﬁ?{evﬁuﬁﬁcﬂpﬁzgﬁh eteh:y 313% dl't.ll ::t m&w b:f t%l:&lun?%fu lﬁg'le lips. Sold everywhere in handy lﬂctl:::
it, They help build upred blood! § | 5pe was frowning. “I do fob keow Netoral Red or Bt Addrens
\Made what 1t is, but there was something Invisible White fer t Ad
t-—tha beginning of something.” SVN G Womeh
e < < Oity Province

Santa Rides Again

— GREETINGS!

HAVE

WE ARE 60IN6 TO

50 LOOK FOR US RIGHT
HERE FROM NOW TiILL
CHRISTMAS .

JUNE AND TED AND
GRANDFATHER RABBIT

By Geoff Hayes

A LOT OF FUN,

Name

street Address

City Province

Skin Itcl;

Siopped In 7 Minutes

‘Your skin has nearly 60 million tiny seams
and pores where germs hide and cause Itch-
ng, Cracking, Eczema-like Rash, Peeling,
Burning Skin Blotches, Pimples, Ringworm,
Foot Itch and other skin

n 8t
minutes and goes right to work cu the
3m and lgonld q'ulekl h&p mllig.ylml'

in clearer, softer, smooth: d

@ Now you can add a
new appetite-appeal to
your meals . . , lift them
out of the ordinary.
Smooth and tasty,
Libby’s Prepared Mus-
tard lends zest to a meat
course. A distinctive

flavour all its own.
PREPARED

0¥ MUSTARD

TRY LIBBY'S SWERT MIXED PICKI.IS—DII.ICIOI”

M1442




