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shelves,
% The wide white bosom of a bed.
. A woodbox filled with fragrant

®

pine,
Clean dresses blowing on &
line.
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when too much polish is used. Use
liquid wax or any good furniture
polish that does not leave any oily
surface that shows finger marks.

Once or twice a month thorough-
ly clean the upholstered furnture
and pillows with a furniture brush

'Safeguard in a World of
Fickle Men

A great many people believe that marriage is an outmoded institution
and that it will soon take its place along with the ox wagon and the tal-

plained to them at least twice.

“Do I understand, my man,” sald
the magistrate, interrupting a
cross-examination, “that the de-
fendant hurled invectives at you.”

The plaintiff scratched his head

dazedly. Then a look of understand-

5
low dip among the relics of the past, things that were necessary in their 0
day, but that have served their purpose. In proof
whereof they cite the laxness of present-day mor-
als, the disinclination of both men and women to

abate one jot or tittle of their freedom, the in-

workbench is a window sill,

loors to be polished . . . meals
to cook,

jth now and then a stolen peep

Between the covers of a book.

or with your vacuum cleaner at-
tachment. Use the metal nozazle,
press it close to the fabric and pass
it slowly back and forward over
the upholstery. Go over the back

| ing came into his eyes,

“No, your worship,” he replied:
“to tell you the truth, it was only
bricks he threw at me. But what
I complain about was the way he
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hairy giants over some primitive siren with & come-hither look in her
eyes. Too many ladies in each other's hair over the theft of a mate who'
was handy with a stone club and brought in the bacon. ~ Not enough saf- |
ety for the females and their offspring. And so when humanity rose above |
the brute and love took the place of lust, the idea of marriage was evolved, |
a definite, permanent arrangement between the sexes for the establishment |
of a home and the rearing of a family,

and palm oils, Palmolive Soap, made from
these oils, represents the utmost the world
knows in keeping your skin youthful. So
use Palmolive now for your whole body
—not only for face, neck and shoulders.
Have a schoolgirl complexion all over!

thing, Now, I see I must go through
with it. I'll do.it as soon as they’ll
let me. There's nop one to blame but
myself, but . ., . it's hard.”

/ He turned away his face. The
story was finished.

Jean raised her head. The school
girl was gone. In her place sat a
woman . . , . & woman with the
color * drained from her cheeks,
mouth pale, tense with suffering.
The brown eyes were dry.
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Grease spots and  soil where
heads have rested at back of chair
and where hands have restel on
arms of chair may be removed
with a noninflammable cleaning
solvent, Use the solvent sparingy-
Keep bottle corked after applying
to cloth and work in a room with
windows open. Avoid breathing the
fumes fro=1 solvent to avoid any
toxic effects

Lemon and Orange Rind 4 Hay Mowers

4 Motor Trucks from % vo 2 fons

All the above fitted up and in
good condition. :

SAMUEL KENNEDY
T~8330-1-13-16-11.

™

¥Never grate orange or lemon
fnd until you have scrubbed the
Wuit well. The frult has been |
Mandled by doubtful hands and
Has. gathered many microbes be-
fore it has reached us.

It is easy enough to scoff at marriage and point out its many weak-
nesses. You can say, and with truth, that our emotions are not always
under control and thdt we cannot always' make our hearts behave. You
can say that many husbands and wives are unfaithful to each other and
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“Make a list of the dishes most White spots on tables, = chairs that the air is filled with the sound and the fury of wrecked homes, Even TRE E T regarded the man in the chair wmyz * 4444040004 -y,
popular in your household and re- | and other wood surfaces come | 50, the marriage contract is as binding in matrimony & it is in business. | dull disbelief, FARM Fﬂn SALE
fer to it when puzzled over what | from various causes. 1t they ~are | It is a legal paper that a man and woman have signed and sealed and It couldn’t be Daddy Jack sitting

to have for dinner. You will find ' water spots of recent occurrence, | they cannot cast it aside lightly or without cause, and it holds many a there. Not the Daddy Jack she kiss-

your table will have more variety
than when you trust to your mem-
ory and unconsciously get into 2
rut-and have the same things over
and over again.

~7f you wish to ~preserve your

they may often be removed by lay-
ing a clean blotter over the spots
and passing a warm iron lightly
over them several times to absorb
the moisture. Repeat this. treat-
ment several times, if  necessary,
then rub a litt'e furniture polish

bridal gown and veil, roll them in
flark blue tissue paper and then
pack in a tightly ‘closed box or
chest.

To do away with that smell of
the irons, a deliate sceni or violet
will be given to handkerchiefs if

some pieces of orris root are placed |

in a muslin bag and put in the
water in which they are boiled.
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pad will kill flies all day and
; every day for three weeks.
Ho 3 pads in each packet.
“10 CENTS PER PACKET
ists, Grocers, General Stores.
Y PAY MORE?

THE WILSON FLY PAD CO., Hemilton, Ont.
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over the spot and polish, If the
spot -can not be removed by this
treatment, try a mixture of lemon
oil and rotten-stone, Mix enough
rotten-stone with the oil to make
the mixture as thick as  heavy
cream ,and rub it over the spot.
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BIG THREE

Brown, green and red are the big
three for fall, it is generally admit-
ted, but it is interesting to hear
how some opinions vary as to
which of the last two is most im-
portant and why. Authorities in
leather styles look enthusiastcally
toward oxblood (the dark red which
was introduced in spring leather ac-
cessorles as a forerunner to the
surge of popularity of Dubonnet
red) They regard it the important
novelty footwear color ,and what is
most interesting, largely in terms
of a shade to wear with other col-
ors, as with green, black or purple.
Interesting too, is the fact that lea-
ther stylists are basing many of
their color calculations on the pro-
minence of green as a costume
color.

Regarding reds as a novelty color

the tendency is to show interest in
the rust tones.

THE HOME

DRESSMAKER

You wouldn’t suspect this charm-
ing little dress was a one-piece af-
fair—so simple to sew!

7Its, straight line is softened by a
sash inserted in a casing at The
waistline,

It’s a splendid dress for your va-
eation  wardrobe, as originally
in novelty cotton trepe in

smart_coral shade with white coin|

. The cape 18 plain coral crepe.
's 80 quick and inexpensive to
make another, all in one material.
You won’t make any mistake if you
e the lovely and flattering cool
ser novelty quaint old-fashioned
prints for it.
‘Btyle No. 875 is designed for sizes
14,16 18 years, 36 ,38 and 40-inches
: Size 16 requires 3 yards of 36-
‘inol. material for dress with 1%
¥ of 35-inch material for cape
nd vestee,

of PATTERN 15 cents in
or coln (coin is preferred.)
coln_carefully. .
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Those who advocate the abolishing of marriage have two theme songs
upon ‘which they harp continuously.
which one is supposed to have in a liaison and not in a marriage.

ball and chain for the free lover.
man or woman for a lifetime.

and that’s all there is to it.

But this is a fallacy.

is legally bound.

No, marriage is not doomed.

Certainly there is no substitute for marriage for women.
own safeguard in a world of fickle men, for however a husband :nay phil-
ander, in the end he nearly always comes back to the woman to whom he
And, if he doesn’t, she at least has a home and g res-
pectable place in society, and alimony.

couple togethér who would part if they had no tie except their fancies, It
is one thing to give up the home you own and another thing to it out of

One is the joy of

For what we get in life we must always pay.
A house has to be supported whether it is on Main Street or under the
rose. Children have to be reared and launched in life.
even a synthetic husband or wfie out of the door as you would a dog, and,
as many a man has found out to his sorrow, the woman you have ceased
to love can become a millstone around your neck.

The other theme song of those opposed to marriage celebrates the
delight of being able to swap partners as often as you please. When
Mary loses her figure and begins to get middle-aged and John develops a
bay window and grows bald; when Maud ceases to thrill you and Percl-
val’s kisses lose their flavor, heigh-ho for a new deal!
foolish enough to think that this would add to the sum of happiness? Who
would want to be forever adapting themselves to a new mate? Who would
want to go through the strain of continually studying the technique of
how to get along with a new husband or wife and keep off their preudices
and gumshoe around their peculiarities?
reality, a marriage never settles down into real happiness until & husband
and wife come to love each other’s faults because they are theirs?

Who doesn’t know that,

It is still a going concern and it will be
as long as women have a grain of sense in their heads,

DOROTHY DIX.

independence,
No

No being bound to some one particular
No having to go through a messy divorce
suit to get rid of a husband or wife of whom you are tired.

: When your
mate has lost his or her allure for you, you just fade out of the picture

You cannot, turn

But is any one

in

It is their

By JOSEPH McCORD

ed good-bye this morning . . . who
waved to her from the door. He

CHAPTER 2

For a long time now, Jean Saw-
yer's memories of the oak street
house where she was born concern-
ed themselves with a vision of white
concrete steps leading up to a shad-
ed porch. The cement treads were
flecked with particles of mica that
blazed in the sun’s rays like tiny
diamonds.

An afternoon in
Jean seventeen.

As nearly as she could recall, she
never had seen the sunlight on the
porch steps again.

Lingering at the gate with a group
of chattering schoolmates, Jean
stood with her arms folded across
the top of one of the wooden posts,
firm little chin resting on the sleeve
of a yellow jersey. Her brown eyes
were hright with suppressed excite-
ment.

Commencement, with its alluring

late May, and

“I'm crazy to see it! Bet you're
kidding all of us plenty. Are you?”

“Maybe. It's heaps of fun, any-
way.”

“Can you read your own stars?”

A mocking voice that had taken
no part in the babel of small talk
put the question. It was Edythe
Cannon’s. A slim girl of nineteen
with raven hair and a red mouth.
She stood with one foot drawn

THE COOK'S
CORNER

2 tablespoons boiling water

appe \
1% teaspoons lemon juice.
1% teaspoon salt

package cream cheese

RASPBERRY WAFFLES

2 teaspoons baking powder

tablespoons water
% teaspoon salt
1 egg, separated
3 tablespoons melted butter

and add with the melted butter
the dry ingredients,

waflles,

CASSERO! )
AND VEGETABLES

1% or 2-Ib, broiler
% oup slivered pared cmgta

1 cup sifted cake or pastry flour

10 tablespoons bottled milk or 5
tablespoons evaporated milk and 5

% cup washed, drained respberries
Sift the dry ingredients together.
Beat the egg yolk with the milk,

stirring con-
stantly Beat the egg white until
stiff ,and fold into the waffle bat-

ter.

Add the raspberies, and mix well.
Bake on a waffle iron, following the
manufacturer’s directions for oper-
ating the iron. Makes 3 full-sized

LE OF CHICKEN

1 cup heavy cream, whipped
Lettuce

strawberries
Salad dressing.

Add lemon juice, salt,

beginning to  thicken,

to

or 3,

———

GREEN FOX

street wear.

6 tabespoons canned crushed pine-
1-3 cup cottage cheese or 1-3-oz.

1 dozen hulled, washed whole

Cut the 1 cup strawberries into
thin crosswise slices, and add the
sugar., Pour the cold water into a
small bowl and sprinkle the gelatine
on top. Add the boiling water and
stir until the gelatine is dissolved.
pineapple
and sugared berries. Cool and, when
add the
cheese, and beat with a spoon until
well mixed, Fold in the cream, and
turn into a 1-quart mold, Chill until
firm; then unmold on lettuce. Gar-
nish with the strawberies, and serve
with any desired dressing. Serves 2

Mainbocher dyes fox to match a
green evening gown, adds a pleated
train to an afternoon dress and
shows s tailored black taffeta for

back, a hand resting gracefully on
her hip, Edythe's eyes were half
hidden under their heavy lashes, but
Jean, felt their keen scrutiny,

“Haven't tried to,” she admitted
shortly, Why had Edythe used that
disagreeable tone? “I'll attend to
my future . . . when I get to it.”
Jean's chin came up swiftly. “I've
got to go in and get to work. So
long. See you all tomorrow.”
Edythe's drawling retort.

“Come on, gang. Let's go to Evans’
for sodas. My treat.”

Talking and laughing, the girls
trooped after her. Edythe was older
than her classmates, but the daugh-
ter of a rich man. Lavish with her
pooket money. Always sure of a fol-
lowing.

As Jean ran lightly up the gleam-
ing steps she sensed a sudden chill
in the contrasting gloom of the vine-
shaded porch. Almost hesitatingly
she opened the screen door and
passed into the dim hall. The chill
seemed to persist here. From some-
where—was it upstairs?—the girl
fancied she caught a sound of
stifled sobbing. Hurrying through
the deserted living room, she peep-
ed into the small library adjoining.

There sat her father in his fav-
orite chair at the window. He was

alone.

John Sawyer apparently had not
heard Jean’s quick footsteps and
she stood staring at him as though
she had encountered a stranger in

1% cups diced pared D

1% cup canned chicken broth
%4 teaspoon salt

and arrange half
shallow covered

and

2 tablespons finely minced onion

% teaspoon pepper ;
Cut the broiler in 4 pieces. Mix
rrots, potatoes, and onion,
of them in a 1%-

casserole.

the chicken on the vege-
with the remaining
chicken broth

instructions

Charlotttown,

Spinning and Weaving

Send me your wool to be spun into
into Blankets. The

r Blanket, | “

y hed and all

out, The size

is medium, and ioub-
medium, coarse and
Put shipper’s name
and ownet's name,
Inside,

the house, He sat rigidly upright
against the chair’s cushioned back.
His thin hands, one of them clutch-
ing an empty pipe, rested stiffly on
the dark oak arms of the seat. His
feet were set in an attitude of cur-
jous precision, close together. Small
feet, the shoes polished brightly, as

3 | always.
dy Jack!” Jean called softly.
“Are you 1l1?” She pitched her hooks
restlessly at a convenlent chair as
she hurried to her father’s side.
. Sawyer's dark eyes moved slowly
o0 scan the girl's anxious face. He
d not turn his head. Its wavy
hair was in strange disorder; one
lockhtnlled low across the white

forehead.

. “I'm all right.” His voice was cur-
jously flat, dull, “Sit down. I want
to talk to you.”

Jean dragged & stool close to his

always did that when he was home,
The playmate who used to mend
her toys and soothe her childish
griefs, the strong one who watched
over her in illness, The boyish com-
panion on long hikes . . . hours of
fishing at the lake. I{ must be a
dream — a very dreadful dream, She
must wake up . . . must ouse
Daddy Jack. Her hand stole out and
touched his face, almost timidly,

“Daddy. Oh,
please!”

With a harsh sob, John Sawyer
twisted about in his chair, He grop-
ed blindly for Jean, caught her in
his arms. They clung to exch other
desperately. In silence.

With the passing of that first
storm of grief and  despair, Jean
roused herself to action.

his nearest hand in both her own.
“Here I are.” She mustered a
smile as she said it. It was her
babyhood greeting for him, still em-
ployed when the two of \hem were
alone, “Oh—you are iiil” she purst
out. “Your fingers are like ice! And
you're home early Tell me!”
“Bunkie
His pet name for her, coined in a
day when her greatest ambition was
to escape from her crib and demand
that she be taken in bed with nim.
How strange Daddy Jack's eyes
were! Jean felt that they were
looking through her, beyond. He
seemed to find it difficult to talk,
drawing a long quivering breath be-
fore he went on,
«I asked the others to let us be

“ e e

alone . . . for a little, I've been| “We must plan things,” she told
waiting.” her father. The decision was an-
“Of course . . . .” she faltered,| nounced calmly. She released her-

winking back tears of sudden fright.| self gently from his arms,

possibilities, but three weeks away. “What is it? Did something hap-| “Things?” he questioned vaguely.
“How's the prophecy coming, pen?” i Mustn't we? What is it doing to
Jean?” “Everything. Mumsy?”
“pretty good . . . I hope.” «But what?” She gave his hand| ‘“Your mother . . . .” Sawyer

an encouraging squeeze. +It's all
right, you know. Tell me.”

“Bunkie . . .” he countered in the
same expressionless voice, “you and
your dad have been good pals,
Haven't we?”

“Of course! Always.”

“It's a queer thing,” Sawyer mus-
ed slowly. “You've seemed like &
son . .'. more than Junior ever did,
somehow. I suppose it's because you
were the first.. I'd counted so on
having a boy . . « "

“Sorry?”

«But it didn’t make so much dif-
ference.” Her father took no notice
of the little question. “When I took
you fishing . . . . 1 always made
you bait your own hook.”

“I know.” Jean smiled up at him
through tear-wet eyes. “And I still
think worms are squidgy.”

“That's why I know I can depend
on younow . . . you've never let me
down, Bunkie, You see, I'm . . . I'm
going away, dear.”

“Daddy Jack!” A low wail of
anguish, “I knew you were sick!
You .. . . youre trying-to-tell-me}-
something. I don't believe it! I don't
believe it! Do you hear?”

“Hush, Not that . . . I only
wish it were. I'm leaving home.
I'm leaving all of you + « « For a
long time, perhaps.”

tried to match his daughter’s com-
posure but winced pitifully at the
first words. “She’s just asIknew she
would be, Bunkie. We don't have to
worry about her. I'm more afraid
for Junior and the girls. My . . .
the change wil be hard for them to
understand. And there's you . . .”

“I love you, Daddy,” she answered
simply. “Nothing else matters. I'll
look after the others while you're
away, Don’t worry. But , . . but 1
guess you'd better tell me ujst what
it's going to mean.”

“Of course, I shall turn all I
can over to the bank, Your mother
will have somehing.”

“Then we'll have to leave here,”

“I'm afraid so.”

“That’s all right. We don't need
such a big house, anyway. And I
know I can find work.”

“Not, just yet, Bunkie. I'd rather
you finished school.”

“No. I'm not going back there.
It isn't worth while.”

(0T Be Continued.)

HULL—Rev. R. T. Newcombe, vi-
car of St. Michael’s and All Saints'
opposed to bazaars for raising
church funds, solicited contribu-
tions on the street with a tin box.

AUCTION SALE

Twelve acres of clear land, on
Norwood Road about 234 miles from
Charlottetown, the property of the
undersigned, with gro crop of
hay will be sold at Public Auction
on the premises at the hour of
three o'clock in the aftermoon Sat-
urday, July 20, 1935,

' (Sgd.) MRS, JOSEPH GAUDET.

«T don't understand! Where are
you going?”

“Prison . . « "

sawyer sagged down in his chair

as he whispered it. His eyes closed
as if he were unable to witness the
result of his admission, Jean's red=
brown head dropped slowly until
her forehead rested on her father's
hand. She made no other move,
There was no outcry. The silence of
the small room was unbroken, save
for the measured ticking of the clock
on the mantel shelf,

“Bunkie . .1." Sawyer shifted his

ition slightly.
po“’Yes?" sald a muffled little voice.

“We , . . we haven't so much
time. I think you'd better let me
tell you.”

“Go on.”

The story of John Sawyer, de-
falcator, was briefly told. The mis-
doing might have been that of an-
other man, so impartial the re-
counting.

It was imperative to accumulate
money. Four children coming on. He
had wanted them to have the best

. . high school, college. Stocks
seemed a possible solution. And so
encouraging at first. The profits
were steady. They grew. Then some-
thing happened. ‘' Prices Jegan to

at 1 o’clock.
toboggan. It couldn't last, But it
meant losing everything if the in-

sistent calls for margin were not . JAMES LAWLESS

—_—

L-BAAT-T-11-41,

AUCTION

Of 100 acres of Stand-
ing Hay at Edwards
property, Mill Valley,
on Saturday, July 20,

chair and seated herself, clasping

“ly

met, Well. ,
Jean's head moved imperceptibly. T

TIN ‘BOX "DISPLACES BAZAARS |

BY TENDER

Tenders will be received
by the undersigned, until the
first day of September for
the purchase of my farm of
98 acres at Cable Head West.

CRAWFORD HAYDEN,
St. Peter’s R, R. No. 1
P. E. I

L8357-7-13-17-.

A social picnic will be held by
True Brothers Lodge, A. F. & A, M.
at. John A. .MacDougall’s,. Argyle
Shore, Friday, July 19th. ' These
attending will - bring their lunches
and dishess, Members of this and

sister lodges and their friends are
cordially invited. Xf wet, first fine

day.
L-8403-7-16-21.

PUBLIC AUCTION

I will sell by Public Auction at
Fredericton on July 18th, at
1.30 P. M, all the househald furni-
ture and effects of the ate George
S. MacLeod. Terms cash.

E. V. MacLEOD,
Executor.

RUFUS STEVENSON,
Auctioneer.
L-8377-7-15-31.

TENDERS FOR COAL

Written tenders will be received
by -the undersigned up to noon of
Monday 22nd July, to supply coal
for the City Schools, namely “Prince
Street”, “West Kent” and “Queen
Square,” the estimated quantity ef
coal required is four hundred ions.
The price quoted to include deliv-
.ery.and storage of coa the cell-
ars of the above sch

on the City

supplied to be weighed
dealer

soupll:ls at the expense of the
supplying same.
Tenderers to quote also on Spring«
hill Slack coal suitable for Stokers,
and also to state kind of other coals
they can supply,

1t is to form part of the contract
that should the Board run short of
coal during the late winter or spring
the dealer receiving the contract
will supply requirements with the
same. kind of coal at tender price,
but the Board receiving the benefit
of any reduction in the price of coal

Coal must be stored to full capace
ity of the vaults in the cellars of
the Schools by August fifteenth.

The lowest or any tender not nec-
essarily accepted. .

i T. E. M::iNU'l‘Tt,“.'

Secre Board of School Trus

seretary, Bor harlottetown. P. F. L
1,-8382-7-15-3i.
>

sorsssssrearedd
One Ten;n—t;;lt in Ter-
race House, No.
Water Street. Super-
ior House ‘mag-

nificent view. Apply to
L. M. POOLE & CO.

PP

«t1




