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How Many Parents Speak to Thelr Children
Only to Find Fault With Them, Yet it is
Devastating Family Criticism That

and a
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CREAM RICE PUDDING

4 tablespoons 23 cups St. Charles

rice Milk

36 cup sugar 134 cups water

teaspoon salt Nutmeg i

Wash tlca thoroughly, then add with the
sugar.and salt to the milk diluted with water,
Pour Into a bultered baking dish and edd &
spilnkling of nutmeg. Satthe dish In & pan
of hot wales and bake thrae hours In a slow
oven (300°F.), stiring several times the Arst
hour to preventrice from settling to bottom,
This Is Just one of the many practical recipes
from our new coock book ''The Good Pro-
vider," This book tells you how you can
meke nearly 200 dellclous dishes with St
Charles Milk. Send your name and address
end the book will be mailed to
you FREE,

The Bcrd:u Co. Limited

rur

Gemlzmcn Please send me freq
copy of"'The Good Provider,”

Name g

ST. CHARLES
MILK
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UNSWEETENE D

TENDERS

Building and lot for sale at Char-
lottetown. Tenders will be received
until noon, August 25th for the
purchase of a building situated on
Esher Street, next to the Can

Factory, building 30 x 50 feet, three
stories high, with basement; office
furniture and machinery reserved;
will be open  for . inspection 18th,
19th and 20th. The highest nor
any {ender not necessarily ac-
sept ‘enders to  be

marked

‘Tend

FRANK MULL

geo'y- Tr(‘nkllrh of the C
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Sends Children From Home, Al-
ienates Them From Their
Parents and Distorts
Their. Lives

PARENTS' GREATEST MISTAKE

The greatest mistake that parents make in rearing their children is
'o\crl,\' critical of them. Psychiatrists tell us that fear can
8 ild's character and wreck its whole life. ~How true this is we
know from our own experience, and we also know
that the devastating terror of our childhood was
ism. It was not dread of the bogey-
an in the dow of the curtains who might get
if we didn’t watch out or the ogre of the fairy
who feasted on raw heads and bloddy bones
1t made us shudder with apprehension. It was
ar of the critics on the hearth, It was the
it of what father and mother would say
the way we held our forks or how we looked
at that paled our youthful cheeks and
Especially if they

fear of critic

about
or stood or s
turned our bones to water.
criticized us before company.

5 \l»cx realized it, the home was our whole world and our
our pu They made our fame or shame., We were literally
ied on their disapprobation, and if they found us dull and stupid
loutish, then we tasted as bitter and as hopeless disgrace as any
1 being ever swallows. No grown man or woman held up to ob-
rer suffers a 'keener mortification than
ts father-and

little

nd

11 a mul

child

blemishes broadcast: by

who h

ourse, few parent

fy this

ionally cruel to their children. Most
baiting by act
id solely for the children’s good and that it is only
ept ever before them fhat the youngsters
aknesses and are able to correct them. This
n theory, but it does not work out satisfactorily in practice,
€ than adults, enjoy having their attention called
r, miscrable creatures they arve, and their instinctive reaction
to make a quick getaway from the fault-finder,

One of the problems that parents grow gray trying to solve is why
eir children are never satisfied to stay at home. School girls and boys
spend their leisure anywhere except on their own premises. Flapper
daughter comes down with her hat on all ready to step out when she
a date with the boy friend. Girls marry to get away from home and
l boys seek fortune in distant cities instead of looking for it right around
, the corner from where they live.

] And parents can't imagine ‘why thelr children want to leave the
fathers and mothers who love them so dearly and the comfortable homes
they provide for them to live in some third-rate boarding house or stuffy
little apartment, yet to the onlooker the reason is plain. The children
are 'fleeing for their lives from parental criticism. They are trying to
| find some place where the spotlight will noth be turned continually upon
their every weakness,

It is significant that those unpleasant things about ourselves that we
would rather die than hear are called “home truths” and that strangers
are always more considerate of our feelings than our close relatives are.
| Especially is it true that it is only their fathers and mothers who appear
to disapprove of young people and all of their ways.

Outsiders flatter Johnny and Mamie and tell them how good-look-
ing and clever they are and laugh at their wisecracks and applaud their

form 1

y be tru

ually pelieving that |
possess to enjoy being perpetually reminded of their shortcomings and to

What the I-'ashlonables are Wearmg

Illustrated Dressmaking Lesson Furnished With
Every Pattern

By Annabelle Worthington

The brief bodice in double-
breasted effect makes it quite un-
usual, And it has a generously full
cut skirt with plaits to swish about.

A blue and white dimity print
with white trim {is darling as
sketched.

Then there are delightful batlste
prints, voile prints, pique, linen and
ginghams, all so fascinating and
suitable for this model in pale blue
or pink schemes.

It is made in a Jiffy! And won't
you be surprised at its small cost.

Style No. 557 is designed for sizes
4, 6, 8 and 10 years.

Size 6 requires 2 yards 35-inch,
with 3% ‘yard 35-inch contrasting.

All patterns 15 cents In stamps
or coin (coin preferred.) Wrap coin
carefully.

['No. 85T BlIe R
e e

Bireet Address
SR

And mother and father demand to know of Mamie if the reason she
wears her hair that awful way is because she thinks she is Greta Garbo
and doesn't she know she makes herself a figure of fun when she puts
such gobs of lipstick on her mouth that it looks like a cut of butcher's
meat and why on carth does she giggle like a moron when she is with a |
bunch of girls and boys instead of carrying on an intelligent conversation.

Naturally enough the inevitable result of all of this home criticism
is to drive the youngsters away from the hammer-wielders to the salve-
spreaders. For it takes more heroism and philosophy that girls and boys

appreciate the altruism of those who do it.

Also, knowing that they are going to be “picked on,” as they express
it, for everything they do causes-the children in self-preservation to tell
their parents just as little as tney can of what they are thinking and
doing so that mama and papa may have as scant material as possible |
upon which to hahg their strictures. l

It is this devastating family criticism that seinds children away from |
home, that alienates them.{from their parents and keeps them from con- I
{

fiding in their fathers and mothers; that ihflicts an inferiority com-
plex on children and that blights and distorts their whole lives, yet there |
are plenty of parents who rarely speak to their children except to find |
fault with them and who would consider it a cardinal sin to pay one a
compliment.
Truly, they know not what they do. !
But we will discuss this subject of child-criticlsm further another [
DOROTHY DIX,

day.

fire as suon as mixed, and add un-
beaten eggs, one at a time, beating
uatil thoroughly mixed, between
(the addition of - eggs. Drop by

ngor The Cook
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Depend upon Red Rose
Tea to satisfy.

Our NEW

7

Brown Label

Ib.

C
1-2 b,

20

makes Red Rose quality available
to you at a moderate price.

Red Rose Coffee now .500, Ib. 25¢ 1-2 Ib.

CHOUX PASTRY SALAD SHELLS !spoonfuls on a buttered sheet one

and one-half inches apart, shaping
one- | with handle of spoon, as nearly cir-
cular as possible, hsuing mixture
slightly piled in centre, Bake forty-

One-quarter cup of butter,
half cup of boiling water, two ¢ggs,

one-half cup of flour. Put butter Sp

cupful egg-whites, equal to about
three egg-whites;

Meringué  Shells: One-quurter
one-eighth tea-

oon salt, one-half cup of granu-

spoon of the sugar thoroughly, then
a second and a third tablespoon,
and continue beating until the mix-
ture can be cut clean with a knife.

a board in a very slow oven unti
dried, increasing the heat at the
last to produce a delicate brown
color. It usually requires about ont

| cute ways,

10'1 is ridleuled.

and water in saucepan and

place

But at home Johnny is always being told what a young
|a:< he is and not to sit on the back of his neck and to quit shuffling his
| feet and for goodness sake not to mumble his worrls and his every opin-

over heat. As soon as boiling point
is reached add the flour all at once,
and stir vigorously. Remove from

|When done cut circular hole in top,

lated sugar, one-quarter teaspoon
vanilla. Add the salt to the egg-
whites, and beat very stiff with a
wire egg-whisk. Beat in one table-

five minutes in a moderate oven.

remove ceatre, and fill with any de-
sired salad.

Then lightly fold in the remaining

hour to bake them. When thor

sugar. Drop by tablespoons on to a
damp paper, or shape with a pastry
tube. Dust ‘with sugar and bake on

oughly baked, remove the centres
and return the shells to the oven ¢
dry out. Jise
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v MARGAREYT TURNBULL

IBustrations by IRWIN MYERS

Gow'i:ht w mrmt ‘Turnbull,

(Continued) |
|
“Good G-d!” exclalmed Robterta's
father. “I didn't. She made so light
of it

“Her father's daughter,” said the
younger man, with a smile which
made MacBeth’s heart warm to him
again,

He looked at his secretary keenly.
“And yet you don't like Roberta
overly much.”

Sir George flushed, “She doesn't
like me, you mean, I think her
most attractive.”

MacBeth meditated a few mom-
ents in silence, then apparently dis-’
missed evrything but the business

0- thtbolp-hh
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EYES TESTED ;
AND
GLASSES FITTED ¢
J. S. TAYLOR g

¢+

E. W. TAYLOR
Optom<tri-ts

142 Richmond Street l
MELEP1 4400009000000 0004

Ihe asked.

in hand from his m'nd and said:
“What about the police?”

His secretary hesitated:
your - daughter would rather
haye them called in,” said he.

MacBeth frowned. “Why should
she not want the police called in?”

Sir George waited a moment, and
then said slowly: “I don't know
maybe you could find out. I"” leave
you to question her.”

He went through the window as
Roberta entered the room.,

Her father touched the bandaged
hand 1'ghtly, “Doctor seen it yet?”

ing an eye on the c&mstructicn‘/
camp. I can say I'm afraid of boot- |
legging among the workmen, if you
like.”

Roberta nodded. “That might do.”
She paused and went toward the
window. “Of course, Father, I 'don’t
want to make things harder or more
dangerous for Sir George, but I
think he's all excited about Ameri-
can gunmen and things like that
and is liable to imagine any little
accident js part of a b'g plot to
‘get’ him. You're not going to send
him up with that money, are you?”

‘‘Here comes the doctor and your
aunt,” Robert MacBeth warned her.
Then in answer to her question: “As
to that, my lass, I've got to send
somebody. Why not my secretary?”

Roberta shrugged her shoulders.
Her father looked at her sternly,
wondering, Did she, as his secretary
had hinted, know more than she
told? He could hardly credit that.

“Roberta,” he sald impulsively, “do
you know any reason why Sir George
should be made a target?”

“I think
not

Roberta shook her head. “He's
coming soon.” She hesitated, and
looked at her father imploringly. “I
think I'd like to see him where you
are. I thought that you could keep
him from telling anybody about how
I got my hand hurt. I'd rather not
have people know, I think it was
just some poor frightened boy who
had been shooting at a rabbit, or a
—hawk.”

“It's funny, then,” her father said
“that he should shoot the top of
Sir George's hat so neatly.”

Roberta turned white. “Oh, no,”
she said, “he d'dn’t mean to do that.
It was an accident—that it happen-
ed s0.”

“It looks like intention to me,” her
father retorted. “I think, my girl,
Tl speak to the police myself, not

She shook her head. “I can't un-
derstand it at all”

Her father felt the sincerity in
her voice. “Well,” he admitted, “it's
a puzzle.”

'Sir George strolled back and forth
back and forth, trying to puzzle out

especially about this; but about keep |

'a prisoner to the chaise longue, was

him popular not only with .the girls
but with the men,

Despite the fact that he danced
well, giving himself up to the. joy
of it in a way Roberta had not ex-
pected, he had danced only once
with Roberta, He had devoted him-
self to her guests both young and
old who were, it seemed to Roberta,

whether Roterta had. or had not
scen the man who fired the shot.
His mind continually rejected the
thought that the girl, with all her
bad manners and temper, could play
such a part. And yet? Unable to de-
cide, he finally determined to stop
think ng about it. Time wou'd tell.
It seemed impossible that Robert

MacBeth's daughter could be in|flattered by h's attention. Jack was
league with her. father's enemies.|not here, had refused to come, to
Roberta’s - annoyance. She would

“Are they not? L'sten to that!”
The sound of young voices and
vigorous applause came from
hall and living room. “One of the!
lassies is teaching Sir George some
awful-like dance. The Black Bottom,
it’s called! ‘Did you ever hear the
like, Rob? And the rest of themlmen I'd be tempted to give him ¢
are standing round ginging and!big boost in my business.”
clapping, It's fair awfull Yet some- |
how my laddie makes it look grace-

ful. You like him, do you not, Rob?'
She asked it with a little touch o
the ' anxiety in her voice.

“Like him?” Rob roared at he
+Aggy, I fair dote On him, If I wer
only sure he had the brains to stan
up against young American busines

(To Be Continued)

And yet, what else did her silence
mean? Sir George was positive, de-
spite her carefully worded answers,
that she had seen enough of the
man who fired the shot to know or
suspect much more than she had
cared to tell. .

like to parade him in front of them
all, especially her father'’s secretary.

Robert MacBeth looked with
pride at Roberta’s lithe, graceful
young figure, and her fiushed face
with its soft halo of red curls, as
she danced through the great hall
and living room. He heard discrim-
inate praise of her beauty from the
older men, and knew from their
act'ons that the younger men
thought her lovely.

He beckoned his sister to him
and sald: “I'll not move from here
until they go in to supper and then
you can send August to take me
to the library. The men can join
me there after supper—at least|
those near my own age. Are you en-
Joying yourself Aggy?”

“Jist fine”

“The young people seem to be
having a good time, to0o?” There was
a question in Robert  MacBeth’s
voice.

CHAPTER VII

At Saturddy night's dinner and
dance, Robert MacBeth, though still

enjoy:ng himself tremendously. Lady
Sandison, who was having an un-
mistakable triumph, looked about
her with secret satisfaction,' The
terrace toward the river was hung
with electric lanterns. The best or-
chestra procurable was playing the
latest dance music, and a caterer
from the city was in the kitchen,
Sir George, even Roberta admitted
it, was a wonderful ald to any
party. He ‘had a certain intriguing
bashfulness of demeanor that made
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Powder (5 shades) 60c. Rouge (6 shades)
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BEAUTY PRODUCTS _
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How you thrilled.. . .
knowing how alluring
Lou werel The smooth
eauty of your skin en-
hanced by the clinging,
velvet texture of Pom-
peian Beauty Powder
«+ « your natural colour
heightened by a touch
of Pompeian Rouge . . «
how could he help
loving you?
Today, as always, you

///////
e /)

cannot buy better than /
Nﬁmu Cream 60c. /

MPEIA

LONDON - PARS
NEWYORK -TORONTO

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George MéMnnus

BUT MAGGIE-IF 'M
RLECTED MAYOR
| CANT APPOINT
T™HE PEOPLE You
BUGGEST + HAVE
OBUGATIONS TO
OTHERS WHO *
MUST TAKE
CARE OF

I'M NOT SUGGESTING, I'M

TEBLLNG YOU. | SAID THAT
YOU APPOINT THEM AND:
THATS EXACTLY WHAT YOu,
ARE GOING TO DO ¢ Am
THINKING OF MY SOCIAL
STANDING, GET OUT

WELL* I'VE 8

THEY aRs

BOYS HERE AN’ 'LL TELL
YOU JUST WHAT JOBS

APPOINTED TO-

ROUGHT THE NOW JIMMIE BANKS \3 TO BE
CONTROLLER  DLIM SLATTS 15
TO BE FIRE COMMIS%) ONER:
AN’ DINNY DOAKS 15 TO BE
CITY TREASURER,. I'L.L DECIOE
CATER WHAT \ WANT

LREMEMBER; THIS IO FINAW

T 86

(M GONNI\ HI\VE
A LOT TO SAY |

M ELECTED, w-r
THATS ALL:

WELL FVE GOT A
BRIGHT FUTURE
BETWEEN THAT
GANG AN MAGGIE

o



