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' Dorothy Dix Says— e
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we alws

I
the good things

ng ther
off t ng until they are old.
ehildren when they are little because
grown to enjoy them.

MUST SEIZE IT IN YOUTH

And then, when the time comes when they expected to be happy, it 1s
too late.

peans of joy are gone.
no lips in the world they want

in thei

v i U St
ghastly one of killing time.

There are no more pathetic
with empty hands.
thing.

sheer boredom.

Jove to give a purpose to our every

come by accident.

at keeping the fire burning on the altar

1f we would be happy, we must
eultivate what Stevenson calle

HOW TO FIND PEACE

those that we can’t help.
understanding.

And, finally if we would be happy,
fhings. After all, there are few great

congenial friends, a book by the fireside
things in which we can find Par:pit:esz i

LOVELESS MARRIAGES

Dear Dorothy Dix—I am
me with a

want some return for my affection.

if he quoted poetry to you.
words to deeds.

s0 happy, and cost them nothing.
Im! J)g')n’t want to be fed on roast beef.

our hearts’ desires.

sure as it flies.

People who long to see
Parents who g
they are

Don't be one of these.
as vou can and when this is taken from you make a new one.
Anvthing that will keep you on your tiptoes, that will keep ycu
alive and alert mentally and physically and prevent you from dyirg ct

with all our faults thick upon us, so muc.
though all the world turned against us, life

No truer happiness, none better worth having, is to
exists in family life and in gathering friends
1t is of our own making,

quit
d “the bra

When we quit kicking against the irritat
e word, wg should quit worrying over the things that we can help and
We should do something &
them ride, and when we do that we can find the peace

marrl
grand home, nice clothes and & g
these things I would trade for the love and a
heart out for and that my husband never shows me.
much and show him that I care for him, but he never seems'xg?ssiee a

| ANSWER—Perhaps your husband is one
: their feelings in words, and he thinks
ouses and clothes and cars he is showing
The pity of 1
And, such being the case
mink coats, I have never understood why m
their wives along when they know that it would ma

SAsas Al od gl

h Livid Ball
i “Oan we make ourselves happy?” a woman asks.

gess Is a home-made product and if we ever have any,
{t for ourselves. i

No one can hand it to us as a gift.
uusmcious circumstances
amount of money can buy it for it is not for sale
over the ccunter, We have to roll our own, and
the recipe for doing that is as simple as the one
for making a cup cake.
having the will to be happy.
termined to be happy, come hell or high water.
We must quit thinking about happiness as a
matter of luck that may happen to us Or may
not, and that it depends upon all the morning
stars singing together for us and our havin
1 That never happens.

anyway, happiness comes from within, not from
without, and when we learn to like what we have
's have what we like.
appiness as it comes.

that

The mood and the moment when they
Their suppressed

to

wes. ‘They have to wateh their diets,
their children well enough to enjoy their society,

1t vou would be happy, you must keep busy.

FAMILY AND FRIENDS PARAMOUNT

To be happy we must have the love of family and friends.
in reality, the only one single thing that is essenti:
have that, we can do without all the balance.

life offers

B

around us.

ons, half of the

Then we must
must grasp
Those who put off enjoyirg
them lose out
altogether, Yet how many do it! Men and women
who never give themselves a break, who fill their
grinding, monotonous labor, who never give themselves a
emselves in any comforts or luxuries because they are
lves to some indefinite future when they can
foreign countries, but who pu.
et no fun out of their

We

e asanan s adoae )

HAPPINESS SOMETHING WE
HAVE TO MAKE OURSELVES

JLook For It In The Little Things Of Life And -
You Will find It Growing Into A Great

Burely.

We have to begin by
We have to be de-

POIRNN e

Happl-
we have to make
No assemblage of
assure

o

Sasea sl

It Happened
Twice

BY
T. C. BRIDGES

CHAPTER I

GAMBLER'S AUDIT

A picture of the large, handsome
living reqom in Edgar Trelawney's
flat in St. James Street might well
have been given the title of “The
Gambler’s Dream.” Cards were
scattered on the floor around the
card table on which were strewn
large piles of blue, redi, and white
poker chips, The sidebcard was
covered willy bottles and decanters
Empty gla.sses were everywhere,
and the air was a fog of tobacco

g gou Snoke.
And,

Two ©O'clock in the morning. The
players had gone, and only two
people remained in the room. The
tall hardfaced man who called
himself Philip Chesham stood lcok-
ing at a water-colour hanging
above the fireplace, It represented
a large, old fachioned, comfortable-
looking red-brick house which
stood on a broad terrace on a nill-
side. Flower borders blazing with
bldom lay under the creeper-clad
walls and fine timber flanked it on

until they are either side.

wanted to lift their
ires have airophied.
They have rheumatism

And they don’t know

Idleness is not only

hing to think about or plan for, no occupation save the

figures than the men who has retired
from business and the woman whose children have married and left her
Stick to your old _103 as long

0 some-

al to happiness.
ut without some one tu
act, without some one who loves us,
h that they would stand by us
is cinders, ashes and dust.

be found than

But it does not

and whether we have it or

not depends upon whether we are willing to make the sacrifices that mar-

riage demands, and whether we are willing to work hard and ceaselesslly
of friendship.

borrowing trouble.
ve attitude toward lfe.”
must have the courage and common sense to eliminate the needless irri-
tations that get upon our nerves in our daily lives, if it

ust
Ms mUst RD. No thanks, I've had some.

can be done.

Tove is,
Ifve

“Your place, Trelawney?” said.

Chesham, turning to the other
man.
Edgar Trelawney, shirt front

crumpled, lay sprawled in a big
chair. He had his hands in his
uqvke»ts and a cigarette be'ween
his lips. His feathers were well
cut. He had curly brown hair, end
Nature had meant him to be good
looking but, though he was only
twenty-seven, his face had coarsen-

the ¢ 0, it is the place where most of the misery i the d
wor No other people are so peevish and fretful and € - .
d those who have nothing to do in which they have any It's my mother's” e answvered

in a thick, sulky voice.

“Yours
Chesham,

“I suppose 80.”

Chesham looked at the picture
again.

“Cost something to keep up that
place,” he suggested.

“My mother has ‘plenty of
money,” Edgar told him curtly.

(lesham came towards Edgar
and stood over him. His tall, guant

some time?” went on

figure towered a%ove the smal'ler
man, and the expression on his
long narrow face was not a

plezsant one.

“Talking of money, Trelawney,
you owe me something over eight
hundred.” He took a slim memor-
andum bock from the inner pocket
of his dress jacket and consultea it.
“Eight hundred and seventeen
pounds to be exact. I want it.”

“I'll write you a cheque.” Ches-
ham's lip curled.

“And have it returned marked

I want cash, my bonny boy.”
“You'll have to wait till to-
morrow. I'll go and see my bank-
er.”
“You mean your money-lencer,”

It this is impossible, we should socert them and forget about them. sald Chesham with a sneer. Edgar

pain is gone. In flushed.

bout them, or let
that passes all

“Never mind what I mean, Il
get the money.”

“You won't.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just what I say. That gentle-

we must find happiness in lttle .0 "o nineng you anotaer penny,

moments in the
For most of us the trumpets never blare at all,
ventures, our pulses never thrill to any 8
{5 always the song of birds, the glory of

fe of any one,
We have no great ad-

upreme emotion, but for us there
axerr;unrlse. a good dinmer with nearly five hundred.” The colour

of & Winter evening, a_thousand faded from Edgar’s cheeks,
f.we. will only look for them.

ed to & very fine man who provides

enerous allowance, but all

What's more, he wants his inierest
for e last quarter and that's

‘“How do you know?” he demand-
Chesham flicked the ash from

his cigarette on to the caipet.
‘Never mind how,” he answered.

of “When you see lim you'll fin
flection that I am eating my 4o knows.’oBut 1 mea.nykl)l have dm;

1 love himhhvetry money, Trelawney, and soon.”

f these men who can’t ex 1
that when he says 1t 1nhﬂnc the younger man's f

is devotion just as much as .,
thls that womén always prefer it's squeezed hard enough,” he
and words being cheaper tha
en haven't the sense to {nlly do the squeezing. Suppose I send
ke the poor creatures these I1.0.Us to your mother?”

“You can't get blood out of a

stone,” Trelawney answered. Ches-

. ham's hard yellowish eyes fixed on
ace.

“You're a stone that will bleed if

n said. “And don’t forget that I can

ter all, if one craves lollipops, “She wouldn’t know what they
DO DIX. were.”
—————————————= gyt old Meakin would,” sald

This desi;

To order pattern:
address with 15 cents in coin or stamps
town Guardian,

To Charlottetown Guardian
Needlework Department

This lovely bed _‘lmﬂxeti is crioclwl,e:lim'8
may be made in various colors.
of materials ne}éded. illustration of stitches and complete instructions.

Write or send above picture with your name and jaoked at the tall ﬂm!re that came

YESIGN NO. 238

AFEAVY CROCHET AND A LOVELY GIFT

in a fascinating cluster stitch,
Pattern No, 238 contains

Chesham significantly.

“What do you know about
Meakin?”

“That he's your family solicitor,
with all the Jolly old Victorian
ideas and that. If he knows how
badly you were dipped, he'd soon
explain things to your mother
And then it'll be goodbye to your
fat allowence.”

Edgar’s reply was to spring from
his chair, and to fling himself up-
on Chesham.

A puppy might as well
sprung at a tiger. Chesham caught
bhim round the body, lfted him,
and threw him back on his chair
with a force that knocked
breath out of him.

“Don’t try that again,” he ad-
vised, “or I might hurt you.” He
did not raise his voice in the leact
yet the tone made Fdgar wince.
Chesham went on. “To return to
the point—how are you going to
Mmise the money?” Edgar looked
desperate.

“I shall have to ask mv mother.
I must go down and see her’

I think TI'll come with you,”
Chesham said,

Edgar did not reply.

Che:ham read his thoughts

“Don't worry,” he advised, “I
shan't give you away. We'll take

the midday train to-morrow or
rather to-day” He nodded and
went ou

t.

Fdgar sat silent in his chalr,
His upper lip was quivering with a
sort of nervous spasm. He was
furiously angry, but even more
frightened, Why had Chesham de-
gg;d"w come down to Coome

()

CHAPTER IT
GIRL ON THE MOOR

from the

Jan Setters glanced u
old Tom

turf tie where he an
Weller were loading peat and

to Needlework Bureau, Charlotte~ giriding down. the side of Ball Tor.
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“He surely du walk!” he remark-

“He's got the legs to du it”
agreed Tom. Jan nodded.
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TEA ano COFFEE

un.”
Unconscious of the comments of
the two moormen, Dr. John Ark-
wright swung on among {l:e bould-
ers and heather that covered the
great slope, where b:es buzzed
among the late heather blooms. It
was but three months since he had
pought the practice at Nether-
coombe from old Dr. Powell and he
was only beginning to find his way
over the vast stretches of the
moor. He had a car but he liked
to do at least half his work afoot.
He came to a coppice of wird
twisted beeches, passed
them and pulled up with a
Below was a hollow, cup-shaped
about 200 yards across. A pool of
clear bronw water filled the lower
part of 't'2 devression and in the
centre of this pool was a mour
shaped island crowned by a
of monstrous granite dolmens.
Orginally there had been nine
of these, but two had toppled over
and lay on their side. The remain-
ing seven, grey with age-old lichen,
stood up sturdily. They surrcund-
ed a great flat altar stone v 1
lay on the north side of the
Teat was not all that Arkwrig
saw. Seated on the grass on the
island, with her back against one
of the pillars, was a girl w wore

ugh

a plain, pale-blue linen fr no
hat, and she had a book on lap
but sh2 was not reading. He: eyes

were closed and she seemed to ke
asleep.

“Pity she had to take on the job
of companion to that fat old
woman.” Arkwrigh:t said half aloud.
“A girl like that ought to have a
profession.”

John Arkwright was a man of
strong character and, like most of
his kind, had strong prejudices
One was that ¢ompanions were
parasites, women who wished to
live like ladies at the expense 'of
the idle rich. He classed them with
dance hostesses and lounge lizarcs.
The fact that this girl, Peggy Gar-
land, who acted as companion to
Mrs. Trelawney, of Coombe Roval,
was takign her ease at half-past
three in the afternoon strengthen-
ed his prejudices. Yet he %ad to
admit that she made a very vretty
picture.

Peggy was mot asleep. She was
watching the long-legged doctor’s
approach from under half-closed
eyelids. As he came nearer, sie sat
up and greeted him.

“on your way to Coombe
Royal?’

“You choose a queer place for
your siesta,” remarked Arkwright.

“Why queer?” Peggy retorted.
“It's my favourite spot.” Arkwricht
frowned again.

«I'd say it was haunted. T've
never seen it before, but I believe
it's called ‘The Druid’s Den,’ and
we all know what cherry soul's the
Druids were, carving up a wretched
prisoner laid out on altar stones.”

“you have a lively imagination,
Dr. Arkwright,” Peggy Garland
answered with a touch of sarcasm,
“put in this case it’s working all
wrong. Those stones were old be-
fore Druids existed.”

Arkwright's eyes widened. Though
he had never made a speelal study
of archaeology, he was surprised
that she knew more about it than

e.

“you have me beaten, Miss Gar-
jand,” he admitted. “I thought the
Druids were the Stone mevchants.
Didn't they build Stonehenge?”

“Tley may have. We don't know.
But this is a Serpent Mound. It's
like a Scottish crannong—sul'-
rounded by water—and the stones
have never been touched by a tool.”

She stopped and laughed. “cut I
didn’t mean to give you a lecture
on archaeology.” k

“I'm tremendously interested,”
Arkwright told her, and Peggy was
secretly pleased, “As I told you,
I've never seen this place untii to-
day. I'd like to have a closer look.”
He went to the edge of the pool.
“How do you get across?” fie asked.
“vygde?"ld 't

‘I wouldn’t if T were you.”

“Why not?” ik

“Try it with your stick,” Peggy
suggested.  Arkwright poked his
stcek  down  through the clear
water into the sand. It sank so
easily he nearly lost his balance
and toppled after it. He s‘raight-
(P*’ned his long body end looked at
eggy.

“Quicksand!” he sard sharply.

“Quicksand it is—and no one
knows t:ow deep.”

“But this is a scandal!” sald
Arkwright, indignantly. “There is
no notice to warn people of the
dapger.”

“There’s no need for a notice.”
Pegoy told  him. ‘All the peopl:
about here know the place, and, in
any case, the pool is on Mrs., Tre-
lawney’s land.” Arkwright stood
gazing at the great monolith op-
posite.

“Iven is there no way of getting
across?” he atked

“There is a causeway. But it's
only aktout a foot wide, and if you
don't know it, you haven’: &

chance. I'll guide you if yo1 like.”
Arkwright glanced at his wrist-
watch.

“r would like, and we shall just
have time, for Mrs, Trelawney is
not expecting me till four.”

“Then you'd better take off your
shoes and socks,” Peggy said, “and
T'll come across and show vou he
way.” As she spoke, she plcked up
her shoes, stepped down off the

bank, and waded s'cwly but
steadily across the moat.

“Miss Peggy! — Miss Pegay!”
came a shrill voice, and, looking

round, Peggy saw a small boy run-
ning down the slope.

“It's ‘Tommy Southcote, the
lodgekeeper's son,” she exnlained
to  Arkwright. “What is it

Tommy?” she acked, as {he boy
came racing up.

‘Mr. Edgar’s coming, Miss”
Tommy announced breathlessly,

“and he’s bringing another gentle-
man with him. And Rose sent me
to find,you. She says madam’s in
a dreadful fuss”

“She would be!” said Peggy, in
a tone of quite surprising bitter-
ness. She turner to Arkwright,
“Edgar is Mrs. Trelawney's son.
He lives in London, and hardly
ever comes down. And here he is
turning up at an hour’s mnotice
with asoler man. Of course, MTrs.
Trelawney is upset.” Arkwright
nodded sympathetically.

The boy gone, with a message that
Miss Garland was returning, Ark-
wright, looked at Peggy. Her lips
were tightly compre:sed, and there
was an angry colour in her cheeks.

“Edgar dcesn't seem to be exactly

pular,” he ventured.

“Not with me!—I can’t
him!"” said Peggy, :harply.

Arkwright kept a wise silence as
they walked together down the
path. He was still rather ignorant
of local affairs. All he knew of
Coombe Royal was that its owaer,
Mrs. Thelawney, was a very rich
woman, a widow with one son, that
she was fussy about her health,
and that Peggy Garland had been
her paid companion for nearly
three years.

He glaned at Peggy and frowned

stand

the §

Blankets, given by the children of the Canadian Junior Red ("ron.
are used in o Hull rest centre after a fierce Nazi bombing. The clothes
worn by the three little boys and #he baby are Canadian as well as
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THE COOK'S
CORNER

CHEESE DREAMS

1-4 cup white cream cheese

1-4 cup butter

1-2 cup flour

Pinch of salt

Jam or marmalade

1-2 teaspoon lemon extract

Cream the cheese
together thoroughly. Add the

flour and salt sifted together and
Roll out to 1-8-inch on

mix well.
a well-floured bcard. Cut
circles.  On 1 half of each circle
put a 1-2-teaspocn of jam or mar-
malade, fold the other helf over,
and pincti the edges together
Bake at 375 F. for 15 to 20 min-
utes, Makes about 1 dozen.

When drcpped on the baking
sheet the mixture appears full of
ixoles—this is what makes them
acy.

s
=

once more. In spite of prejudices
he couldn’t help admiring her.
Peggy glanced up at him.
“What's the matter, doctor?
What are you scowling about?”

“This fellow, Edgar,” said Ark-
wright. “He doesn't bolher you, I
hope?”

“Bother me!” she repeated. Then
she laughed. “Make love to me, do
you mean?”

“Yes, I suppose that is what 1
did mean.’ Peggy laughed again,
but this time scornfully.

“He tried that the first time we
met. He never tried it again’” She
paused then went on. ‘“You needn’t
worry on my account. I'nm not in
e least afraid of him, but I admit
I dislike him most heartily.”

“What does he come down for?”
Al;vkrlght asked. “Does’ he shocot or

ho"

“He does neither. What he comes
for is money. His mother makes
nim a generous allowance, but he
is always indebt—always worrying
her for more.”

“A gambler?”

“Not only a gambler, but I fancy
what my father used to call a mug.
His father died when he was flve,
and his mother has spoiled him
ever since.”

They came to a gate leading into
the back drive, Peggv paused with
her hand on the latch.

“I shall take you straight up to
Mrs. Trelawney and I want you to
tell her that she had better .siay
in bed. When you come down T'll
give you tea.”

“I'm quite willing to be guided
by you, Miss Garland,” said Ark-
wright, “but wnat is the idea of
keeping her in bed? She is not
any worse, Is the?”

‘The idea,” Peggy answered, “is
that, so long as she is in bed, T
¢yl have an eye on her and Leep
Edzat away.” Arkwright nodded.

“I see, Well, it won't do any
harm to keep her in bed, Her heart
is none too i

Rose met them at the door. Rose
Weller, a Devonshire girl, daaghter
of old Tom Weller, had come to
Coome Royal as second fhouse-
maid, but was so quick and neat,
s0 handy with her needle that she
had slipped into the position of
Mrs. Trelawney’s personal malid.

“I'm glad you've come, Miss
Pegay,” said Rose quickly. “The
mistress has been so fussed. I
thought she was going to have one
of her attacks.”

“Tt will be all right, Rose” said
Peggy kindly. “I'm taking the doc-

Cowboy Airs Fun
Together

to Sing

Songbook Warms Up a Party

A good, old-fashioned heartwarm-
ing custom, singing cowboy songs
at parties!

Just pass out the songbooks, sug-
gest a sentimental ballad—

“When The Work's All Done Thi
Fall’—and your party's madel

“I am an old cow-puncher

And here I'm dressed in rags.

I used to be a tough one

And go on grea’ big jags."

Soon your shyest guest is sing-
ing boisterously! “The Stutterin’
Cowboy” is a favorite.

“We sneaked 'round and hit by a
window in front,
And watched ol’ Bill put on his love-

makin’ stunt . . .

He stuttered instead and the gal
left him flat,

Next mornin’ at chow he was meek
as a cat.”

Poor Bill—the romantic cowboy
of "The Border Affair” could have
given him lessons!

*“Oft I kissed her lips so
tender—"

Songs to please everyone—of love
and loneliness, whoopee and lament
—are to be found in our cowboy
sonkbook. Has words and accom-
paniments for 18 favorites, includ-
ing “Home On The Range,” “Good-
By Old Paint.”

Send 20c in ciirs for your copy
of "ngular Cowboy Songs” to the
Guardian Home Service. Be sure
to write plainly your Name, Address

r

shions 7 Literature

Livinga Lelsure
The Woman's Realm

and butter

“KEEP SMILING”
T will keep smiling, dear, I promise

you;

Though stars have lost their bright-
ness; heaven's blue

Is robbed g little of its erstwhile

I will keep smiling, dear,—whate'er
my fears—
Recalling all the better, brighter

years...
No memory of you is linked with
tears....)
I will keep smiling, dear,

I will keep smiling, dear, for tears
are vain;
And joy must be the aftermath of

n,
Since God decrees that we shall
meet again....

I will keep smiling, dear.
—@Grace Pollard.

When buying fish allow a third
of & pound to a serving for steak,
canned or fillets. It will take about
half a pound a serving for fish
with bones head and tail on. Fish

that is fresh will sink in cold wa-
ter so if it floats do not use it.

COLOR SCHEME

A room done entirely in plain
colors Is an excellent cholce for
those who prefer modern effects.
For a room in which you use
blonde furniture you might select
ivory walls a scft green rug and
upholstery in beige and tangerine.

Breakfast cocktall: One egg yolk
juice of two oranges one teaspoon
honey, or sugar to taste, pinch of
salt. Beat tcgether and drink at
once.

PAINTED WALLS

A splendid cleanser for painted

walls is made of 2 ounces of horax
in 2 quarts of water and 1 teaspoon
ammonia. About half of this
quantity should ke used to each pail
of water. No soap will be required.

PORCHES CAN MAKE LIVABLE
ROOMS

Owners of old properties in de-
fense areas who want to help re-
lieve the housing shortage may
find an opportunity right on their
own front porch.

Remodelling  authorities point
out that In there citles, where
housing accommcdatfons are in-
adequate to meet the needs of in-
dustrial workers, many old-fash-
joned but spacious porches coul
be enclosed to make additional
rooms. In most cases such a change
would not only bring in regular
rentals but would also improve the
apvearance of the property.

Because porches are so varied in
character, each individual porch
presents its own possibilities and
problems. Large rear and side
porches frequently can be turned
into sleeping rooms with little dif-
ficulty. Some front porches can be
made Into bedrooms; others are
better suited to become living
rooms thus releasing other rooms
for sleeping purposes.

tor up at once, Will you tell Mar-
tin to glve us tea in half an hour,

in the library.”
L * ok &
Peggy was at the tea
wpen Arkwright came down. b
‘You were right,” he said, “she
will be better in bed for the pres-
ent. I've given her a sedative and
she will be asleep in half an hour.
Tell Master Edgar that he is not
to see her until {he morning.”
“I'll tell him,” said Peggy as she
handed Arkwright a cup of tea.
They sat down and chatted for a
while, then Arkwright sald good-
bye and strode off down the drive.
There was a tender little smile on
Peggy's face as she watched him.
(To Be Continued)

RADIATOR COVERS

Beauty of well furnished ane
decorated rooms is enhanced tw
radit.nr:; mﬂ:ﬁd ’I'hesewa.uo pre-
ven ul ovide
humidity. ” 2k

A layer of tcmato ketchuy ur
xm tog of beang wlglepo baﬂ

ing will cook through the beang

and add much to their flavor,

If the edges of bacon are notched
with a knife or scissors bedor!: €ook-
ing it will not curl.

If you expect ycur cakes to rise
evenly see that the pans are not
warped. Buy pans that are heavy
enough to hold their shape; store
gex:n carefully so they will not get

ne.

FOR LONG WEARING RUGS
CARPETS g

Before laying carpets or rugs,
be sure that the floors under-
neath are smooth and even. Any
protrusions in the flooring tend to
make the floor covering wear in
that particular spot. Aveid run.
ning lamp cords under rugs, too.
Tf necessary, use a flat cord.

Another way to remove hot
plate marks is to rub them with a
cloth dipped in linseed oil and thea
with one dipped in spirits of wine,
and repeat once more if necessary,

A good thick scup as a first
course helps cut down the meat
bill, or it may be used as a main
luncheon or supper dish, Rice,
}):z‘rley, vermicelll are all thicken-

FISH AND VEGETABLE—
DOUBLE

Use equal weights of carrots and

. 8lice thinly. Put into e
casserole in layers, season each
layer with salt and pepper. Sand-
wich in a layer of onion rounds.
Add a little water 4 tablespoons to
1 1-4 lbs. vegetables. Cover cas-
serole, cook in e moderate oven
for 1 3-4 to 3 hours. Serve in the
casserole with the Hquor. Serve
ﬁ%amwly a steamed steak of white

RETRIEVING USEFULNESS

If you are lucky enough to have
had, for summer showers, one of
those dainty pin-dotted or posk-
nted oil-silk capes an un-

it

! d
ucky enough to have got
split out of usefulness for the
rain, turn the pleces into lovely
stay-fresh-for-ever collars  and

s for office f: . There is
no washing to them you see.

For the same reason, make
baby little ofl-silk bibs and feed-
ers; tled around with matching
ribbons. They look sweet. By the
way, of course a length of the
flowered oil-silk is grand for ty-
ing up your hailr turban-wise in
stormy weather.

A Moming Smile

A POOR LOT

“Awkward” wasn't stong enough
for the new squad.

The sergeant was In_ despair.
After shouting himself hoarse at
them he drew a deep breath.

“It’s no usel” he sald bitterly.
“It’s not a drill instructor you need
—it’s a bloomin’ sheepdog.”

SOMETHING TO SAVE

Customer—Are you sure that
these shoes are worth repairing?

Shoemaker—Oh, s I can put
new soles and heels on them and
also some new uppers. The laces
seem to be all right.

Needlecraftr
For The Home

With ell this talik about morale
stop to

mind? When you go about your
household tasks, for instaace, do
you forget all about your appear-
ance—or do you slip into something
ay and colorful that you
eel efficlent and in a correspond-
ingly state of mind? Psychol-
ogy plays a big part in everything
you do. You'll feel better and your
family will be more than pleased
if you make vourself his attrac-

tive, yet practical aproa. It's &
?erfect grt for a home-loving
rlend's C ﬂetr;as, éhotb:eng it’s as
easy as pu ther,
Style No. 3258 Is designed for
sizes Small, Medium and Large.
Medium size requires ds of

2 yar
39-inch fabric, 8 1-2 vards of ric-
rac.

Send twenty cents (20) coln %ﬁ-
terred for pattern. Write plainly
your Name, Address and style
number. Be sure to state size you

w. ¥
Style No. 3258 BiZe ..ieeesee.ees
Name

Street Address

City Province

Here is a almrle method of
cleaning brass which has reached
the stage of almost beyond clean-
ing. The juice of a lemon, scouring

der and an old too ush are

and the Name of hooklet.
Name 3
Street Address
City Province
fy

required. Dip the brush in lemon
juice, then into scouring J)owder.
Scrub the metal and the dirt will
disappear like magic. Wipe off
with damp cloth (not wet cloth)
and polish with soft cloth,

3258,

o L)
SMALL, MIED)!
LARGE




