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| Woman’s Realm -:- “Social and

What the Fashionables are Weartng

Tllustrated Dressmaking Lesson Furnished With
Every Pattern

By Annabelle Worthington
ol [oe

A bow is posed at the neckline,
because Paris adores bows these
days.

It's ultra-smart in beige crepe
silk, topped by a black and belge
printed crepe. The buttons and belt
buckle repeat the beige shade.

It can also be carried out in one
shade, It is fascinating in coral,
either in flat or crinkle crepe silk.

Sheer woolens would be extremely
smart for this model in green with
plaid crepe silk bow or in marine
blue shade with brass button trim.

Style No, 398 is designed for sizes
16, 18, 20 years, 36, 38, 40 and 42
inches bust,

It will be darling too for summer
wear in novelty cottons, linen or tub
silk.

Size 36 requires 1% yards 39-inch
printed material with 214 yards 39-
inch plain.

Be sure to fill in the size of the
pattern.

Price of Pattern 13 cents in
stamps or coin (coin is preferred.)
‘Wrap.coin carefully.
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Painful Piles

#Go ‘Quick—No Cuting—No Salves

meg, and mix thoroughly with the
carrots and sugar. Beat the whites
of three eggs until they “horn,” and
beat lightly or fold into the mixture
of other ingredients. Pour into a
greased baking dish and bake at 350

It takes only one bottle of Dr. J.
B. Leonhardt's prescription —
HEM-ROID—to end itching, bleed-
ing, g;otrutdl.ng piles. This internal
remedy acts quickly even in old,
stubborn casgs. H};Z‘M-ROID suc- | degrees Fahrenheit for half an hour
ceeds because it heals and restores | or until firm in the centre. Serve
:)rlxe daf[ect;edt pm{tst zmrli remb%ves with a custard sauce made from the

ood congestion in the lower bow-
£l — the cause of piles. Only an - | )yolks of :he eggs and flavored with
ternal medicine can do this, that's | '€man juice.
why salves and cutting fall. Hughes [
Drug Co.,, Ltd., says HEM-ROID |
tablets must end your Pile misery or |
money back.

A Morning Smile

Neighbor—“Er — Mrs. Brown —
you've got odd stockings on.”

Mrs. Brown—"Yes, dearie, that
often 'appens to ladies what ’ave got
more than one pair.”

ZAM-BUK

Soothes Injuries & Prevents

BLOOD-POISON

Oinfroent' 50

For The qukv]

CARROT SOUFFLE

Press through a puree sieve
fenough cooked carrots to fill a cup,
pnd add to them one-half a cup of
pugar, Measure one-half a cup of
Stale sponge cake crumbs, add to &
Jup of rich milk, season with one-
Xalf a teaspoon of salt and one-

Joirth & teaspoon of grated nut- WedleiAal Soap 25¢

“We were still
wearing bustles!”...

said this charming lady, *“whon I

first used Surprise Soap.'’

“I can remember that quite
distinctly because we had just
moved from the country into
town, and that Spring mother
bought me a wonderful new dress
complete with a stunnin littll
bonnet and muff to matc

“‘In the country, in my young
days, we had always made our
own soap, but once we came into
the city my mother tried Surprise
and after that she never boiled
soap any more.

‘‘She found Surprise much
more tﬁlcﬁv. and | just as econ-

and th ttheinter-
tinued to use

ing years she
it.

“From time to time she tried
other soaps, of course, but always
came back to Surprise. She found
it gave clothes a better col and

Men
Regret

= | Dorothy Dix

Practically Every Man Thinks That He Wants
a Sweetly Feminine, Clinging-Vine Type
of Wife — Until He Gets Her, and
Then He Realizes That What He -
Really Wants is a Sporting
Comrade

There would not be so many dis appointed and disgruntled husbands”
in the world if men really knew the kind of wives they wanted, and
picked out the women with whom they proposed to spend the next thirty

/
or forty years with as much judgment as they do
their automobiles that they expect to use only a
couple of seasons,

But they don't. No man would be foolish
enough to buy a Rol's-Royce if he couldn’t afford
its upkeep, or even buy enough gasoline to run it,
but he will marry a spoiled, extravagant girl, who
has never done anything in her life but doll herself
up and go to parties, and he will be outraged be-
cause she demands pretty clothes and runs him in
debt. He wouldn't buy a nifty sports car and ex-
pect it also to be a truck, but he will marry a girl

s and expect her to be both a parlor ornament and
a kitchen utensil; to step out with him and have a gay time and yet stay
at home and do the cooking and take care of the babies.

Nor would any man expect any car always to remain this year's
model, no matter how old it got, and always to have stream-line effects
and keep new and shiny, no matter what hard use it had, yet he marries
a girl and feels ill-used because she doesn’t stay a perpetual sweet-and-
twenty, but what with child-bearing and housework and the general wear
and tear of life loses her looks and her figure and gets calluses on her
hands working for him.,

Also, virtually every man starts out with certain hereditary super-
stitions that have been handed down from father to son for generations
concerning the kind of wife he wants. One of these is that he wants a

clinging-vine wife, something sweetly feminine without either brains or
backbone that will hang on to him like a limpet, and ask him what he

thinks she thinks, and who believes that he hung the moon. None of

your independent young women who can make their own living; and who
know just exactly where to get on and where to get off! He wants a
wie who doesn't know a thing but what he tells her and who makes him
feel about seven feet high and as strong as Gene Tunney as she drapes
herself about him .
But do men really want parasitc wives? Not at'all. Before mar-
riage it may intrigue a man to have a beautiful little moron roll her eyes
at him and ask him foo! questions, but after marriage'it irritates him so
that he wants to knock her little numskull up against the wall to see if
he can hammer an idea into it. A sweetheart who can't stand alone is
one thing. A wife who can't stand alone is something altogether dif-

Wrong Wives

cook.

X
Ammdoesn'twmtbbebowwm.wmmwmm
Will have roast beef or boiled mutton for dinner or whether his wife
shall buy & blue hat or a black one, He doesn't want to have to hire
and fire cooks, andrunthebouumdmmuyinuddmontorunnlnghh
own business. He wants a wife who is just as competent to manage her
own affairs as he 15 his, and who pulls her own welght in the boat.
Grandpa may have had a taste for clinging vines, but grandson, accus-
tomed to snappy young business Women, doesn't want to have to prop
up a weak and flabby wife,

———

Anothe* theory that men have as that they- want rubber-stamp wives.
Wives who yes-yes them all the time and who haven't a single individual
opinion or taste of thelr own, and who try to copy-cat them as much as
possible and tag them wherever they go, In reality that kind of wife
bores her husband to extinction, and it gets on his nerves because she
has no independence and never allows him any. ‘The wives who keep
their husbands interested are those who bring in something fresh to the
family circle, who have individual life outside of the home and who have
something to tell their husbands to make them sit up and vake notice
instead of being merely echoes.

Then men are strong for the domestic wife. ~When-a man. thinks
about getting married he pictures a fair face surrounded by a savory
incense that rises from pots and pans, yet there is no woman for whom
& man can sooner lose his taste than one who is nothing but a good
He literally gets fed up on her and she gives him a mental nausea
every time he thinks about how dull and stupid she is.

What is it, then that a man really wants in a wife, though he doesn’t
know it? He wants, first, deship, He wants sy thy and undez-
standing. He wants a wife who wi!l enter into his hopes and plans and
be as much interested in them as he is, He wants a woman to whom
he can boast of his triumphs and on whose breast he tan weep when
things go wrong with him,

The reason that so many married men fall in love with their stenog-
raphers is k their stenc give them companionship and
understanding and their wives do not. ' The wives are too much occup-
ied with society or their clubs or their children even to listen when their
husbands try to tell them anything about their ambitions, To them
their husbands 'business is just the mill that grinds out the money they
want, but to the stenographer the business is as vital as it is to the man.
Its smallest details thrill her as it does him, and he can talk to her as
he cannot talk to his wife. That is why the office wife so often super-
sedes the home wife. =

Then men like wives who are good sports. Wives who make their
husbands feel that they are fighting with them, back to back, and who
economize just as cheerful'y when times are hard as they spend gayly
when times are good. Wives who can see a man’s point of view and
understand why a tired and hungry man doesn't want to be met at the
front door with a catalogue of everything that has gone wrong during
the day. Wives who are good-natured and easy to get along with and
who laugh things off instead of making tragedies out of them.,

Let a woman have these two qualities, let her be chummy and a
good sport, and she can snap her fingers in the face of all the vamps
in creation, for her husband has got what he really wants in a wife and

ferent.

he is satisfied. DOROTHY DIX,

her womanhood might have In-
voked, was in abeyance, He was
mere primitive man, who had suc-
ceeded in oarrying off the woman
he meant to mate and was pre-
pared to hold her at all costs.

“I told you I would compel you,”
he sald doggedly. “That I would let

The House of
Dreams-Come-True

By Margaret Pedler

(Continued)

Not’ théb she = minimised the face to face’ with a choice such as
value fo good repute. She Was per-, 'surely few women had been forced

'to make,
fectly aware -that if she refused to
marry Burke, and he carrled out| Whichever way she decided,

his threat of detaining her at the Whichever of the two .cltem_ut.lves

bungalow until the- fol'owing morn- she pted, het h must
ing, she would have a heavy pen-

ever say or do, afterwards,

would|.

pay “the, price. Nothlng she could
alty to pay—the. utmost penaltyl

“No. I shouldn't have done.”
“So you see I had to think of
something—some way, And it was

nothing in the world stand between
you and me, And I meant every
word I sald. You've no way out

which a suspiclous world exacul
from a woman, even thwgh she
may be essentially innocent,

set her right in the eyes of the man}
whose bellef in her meant . every-|
n thing, Whether she agreed tomarry|:
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lone w.th Burke—"playing wltb
fire” exactly as he had worned “her
not to, and getting her fingers
burnt  in consequence—and  he
would accept it as a sheer denial of
the "silent pledge of love. under-
stood which bound them together.

He would never trust her again—

nor forgive her. No man  could.!:

Love's loyalty, Tocked by the swift
currents of jealousy and passion, is
not- of ‘the same quality as the
steady loyalty of friendship—that
cam, unshakable confidence which
may exist between man and man
or woman and woman,

(To ‘Be Continued)

BELIEVE

WITHOUT

IT OR

CARAMEL

OPENING

NOT!

PUDDING
THE CAN!

A |back from Dartmoor?—'A woman’s

you yourself who suggested this
method.”

“1?"—incredulously.

“Yes. Don't you remember what
you told me that day I drove you

now—except marriage with me.”
The imperious decision of
tone roused her fighting spirit.
“Po you imagine,” she broke out
scornfully,”  that—after this—I
would ever marry you?.. . I
wouldn't marry you if you were the
last man on earth- I'd die sooner!”
“I daresay you would,” he return-
ed composedly. “You've too much
gr:t to be afraid of death, Only, you
see, that doesn’t happen to be the
alternative. The alternative is &

his

happiness depends upon her repu-
tation.’ ”

She looked at him quickly, re-
calling the soattered details of that
afternoon—Burke's gibes at what
he believed to be her fear of gossip-
ing tongues and her own answer to

'Bm'ke, returning home in the odour|.

whose past there lurks a questlon-
able episode.

But she had courage enough to,
.face the consequences of that -re-;
\fusal, to stand up to the clatter of
poisonous tongues that must ensue;
and trust enough to bank on the
loyalty of her real friends, knowlng.
it would be the same splendid loy-
alty that she herself would have
gven to any one of them in like
circumstances, For Jean was a Wo-
man who won more than mere lip-

'end of everything between herself

his taunts: “No woman can afford

smirched reputation, Tarnished & service from those who called them

to ignore scandal.” And then, fol-
lowing upon that, his sudden, cur-
ious absorption in h's own thoughts.

The remembrance of it all was
like a torchlight flashed into a dark
place, {lluminating what had been
hidden and inscrutable, She spoke
swiftly.

“And it was then—that
noon—you thought of this?”

He bent his head.

“Yes,” he acknowledged.

Jean was silent. It was all clear
now—penetrat'ngly so.
“And the Holfords? Are there any
such people?” she asked drearily.
She scarcely knew what prompt-
ed her to put so purposeless and
unimportant a question, Actually,
she felt no interest at all in . the
answer, It could not make the least
difference to her present circum-
stances,
Perhaps it was a little the feel-
ing that this trupmery process of

+

question and answer served to post-

little—after to-night—even
marry me; dragged utterly in the
mire if you refuse I'm putting it

I know. But I want you to realise

that you'll be my wfe before Iit's
too late—while I can still get you
back to Staple during the hours of
propriety”—smiling grimly.

She looked at him with a slow,
measured glance of bitter con=-
tempt.

“Even a tarnished reputation
might be preferable to marriage
with you—more endurable,” she
added, with the sudden tormented
impulse’ of a trapped thing to hurt
back.

“You don't really believe that’—
impetuously—"“I know—I know I
could make you happy! You'd be
the one woman in the world to me.
And I don't think"—more quietly—
“that you could endure a slurred

after-

lasted longer than other soaps.

*‘I use it in my own home to
this day, and I find it excellent
not on y for washday but for
cleaning paint work too.
Burprise is wonderful in the dish
pan and for a hundnd odd jobs
around the home.""

12

Quirements.

The 8t. Croix
Soap Masu!acturhl
Ouy

name, Jean.”

She made no answer. Every word
he spoke only made it more sallent-
1y clear to her that she was caught
—bound hand and foot in a web
from which there was no escape.
Yet, little as Burke guessed it, the
actualy question of “what people
might' say” did not trouble her to
any great extent. She was too much
her father's own daughter to per-
mit a8 mere matter of reputation to

pone the inevitable moment when
she must face the situation in
which she found herself—face it in
its s'mple crudeness, denuded of
unessential why and wherefores.
“Oh, yes, the Holfords are quite
real,” answered Burke. “And so I8
the plan for an expedit'on to one
of the tors by moonlight. Only f{t
will be carried’ out to-morrow night
instead of to-night. ‘To-night is for
the settlement Lotween you and
me.”

The strained expression of- utter, | *Ec-

it you

before you with brutal frankness,

force her into a distasteful marri- happenings of that past day faded
into insignificance, She stood now,

selves her friends.

Burke had never been more mis-
{aken in his calculations than when
he counted upon forc
by the mere fear of scandal. Bul

just what it means and to promise none the léss he held her—and held

her in the meshes of a far stronger I
!and more binding net, had he but
realised it.

Inoking back upon the episode,
from which her present predica- |
ment had actually sprung, Jem’
could almost have found it in her
heart to sm’le.at the relative im-
portance which, at the time, that
same incident had: assumed in her
eyes,

It had seemed to her, then, that
for Blaise ever so hear that she had
been locked in a room with Burke,
had spent an uncounted hour or so
with him at the *honeynYSorers’
inn” would be the uttermost cala-
mity that could befall her.

He would never believe that it
had been by no will of hers—so
she had thought at the time—and
that fierce lover's jealously which
had been the origin of their quar-
rel, and of all the subsequent mut-
ual misunderstandings and aloof-
ness, would be roused to fresh life,
and his distrust of her become
something infinitely more difficult
to combat.

But compared with the present
situation which confronted her, the

shocked iIncredulity was gradually
leaving Jean’s face. The unreal was
becoming real, and she knew now -
what she was up aga'nst; the hard.
reckless quality of Burke's volce left
her no illusions. |
“Geofirey,” she sa'd quietly, “you
won't rea’ly do th's thing?” |
If she had haped to move h'm by |
a simple s'raight-forward anveal to
the bt £ 2% m'awt pa in him, shel
fa’lzd compiie’y. For the momant,
a'l that was good in him, mythlngi
chivalrous which the helplessness off

“1 had been troubled for about
fairly large. They were scattered
The plmplu festered and became
md when 1did they would break

u A
sample of each. I purchased

Pimples Dlshgured Face. Burned
Badly. Healed by Cuticura.

uncomfortable and kept me from a nlght.
iend told me about Cut{::tun Soap nmu:’n 1 unt for o’
| Solp nn: one box of Ointment I was completely ?::ﬁd-" (slgne‘d)
Miss Katherine Shick, Oak Bank, Man.

m&mﬁm&.'hlmle. Sold everywhere. w.ﬁh‘-

th with eowhlch were
a month wi pim.):’ld oty

all over my face
ve{hy iu:hy, ng. mo 0 ocnu-.h.

more and after

ing her hand trifling and as easily demolished
t 88 & card house.

of sanctity wthin the next hour or
two, or whether she refused and
{returned K the next’ morning—free,
'put with the incontrovertible fact,
{ behind her, Blaise would ' never

trust or belleve in her love for him| |:

again.

And if she promised to marry
Burke and so save her reputation,
it must automatically mean the

and the man she loved—the drop-
ping of an jron curtain compared

with wh'ch the wall bullt up out
of their frequént m'sunderstandings
in the past seemed something as

On the other hand, if she risked
her good name and kept her freedom
she would be equally as cut off
‘from him, Not that she feared
Blaise would take the blackest view
1of the affair—she was sure that
he belleved in her enough not to
misjudge her as the world might do
—but he wou'd inevitably think
that she had deliberately chosen to
spend an afternoofl on the Moor a-

A Real Home
For Sale

A new house with Sun Porch and
Garage, Hot water heat, hardwood
floors—everything most convenient.
If interested inspection is invited.

APPLY GUARDIAN,
2172-4-25-mwf6l,

- -

NOTICE!

taken up the different services hav-
ing made her first trip of the sea-
son yesterday, May 3rd to Orwell
where she will make the return trip
this afternoon. Also will leave for
Victorla tomorrow, Thursday = at
TAM l“rldly the usual trips
will be made on East River. Satur-
day the usual trips on West llycr.
Both at usual hours of sailing,

Depot: J. T. Wait Company Limited, Montreal. -

The S, §. Harland has again,

with er
'ﬂinh'. sﬁ."d with lrnh
or dried fmln. A urloct lromu
for a cake. A d cll ng f
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tarts,
cans at a time?

SWERTENED (ONDE

: 'MAGIC CARAMEL PUDDING

*MAKE NO MISTAKE—Be sure you use the rliht kind of milk in this recipe
—Eagle Brand Sweetened Condensed Milk. Although evaporated milk is

hnlornunyuqn. It -ln,ly mcvwﬁln lhll mltudp.
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NSED

of bolling water and keep at
boiling poiat for three hours,
CAUTION —BE SURE THAT CAN
18 KEPT COVERED WITH
WATER:

3—Remove {rom water. Chill. Opea
can and serve.

ﬂu Borden Co. Limited, a. 4

115 _George St., Toronto, On!.
onlmia Fleis 15 T
W’ Inllc in the Kitchen.”
L —————
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AUCTION SALE

a4

AT MIL  VALLEY

AT- EDWABDS ‘& COMPANY LIM lTED WABEHOUSE
(l Mile from yreelown Btnmm)

& C Limited,

Having been 'appointed L
I will sell b;

consisting ofi— - -

125 acres, (known as. tho John Sht-
lm Farm) i

160 acres, (McoDonald hrm.)

165 acres, (James Lawless Farm).

130 acres (Mayne slewlrt Farm).

1 Pure Bred Pen:hmn Stallion,
14 Cholce. Work Horses (Heavy).
2 Two-Year Old Colts.

1 One<Year Old Colt,

4 Milch Cows, = .

1 Two-year OId l!elfer.

2 'l‘wo-m Phnten (Hoover)
1  Fertilizer roumm

(Van
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7387877
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Diggers (um,u)

P Engines (John Deere
Engine (International
-Engin )
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AUSTIN A, SCALES, ¥4
 Liquidator ..

Public Auction on ,sltunuy. Tth,
clock Noon, the followln: hnd high class stoik lmplemenu and Feed,

Sc-m&-: (John Imﬂ) ;

beginning at 12 o'

m
(John Deere)
Graln ‘ Seeder

{ Binder (John Decre
H m‘nm,..m.. with Blov-

er and Truck .,uuhod.
mmww-cm 4

(John
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mﬁ.,. b-luhllmq M and a hm quantity °:t 'n.z i
A quantity of Farm

Wﬁo ‘and other articles,
-m-u. Toes, forks, carpenter
ndnmu to méntion, "
all mhm ‘Equipment, consisting o
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