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“Put it away, Miss Carol, please,
Rosetta was pleading. No one can
think straight, let alone figure
right, at this time of the night.”

Her only answer was the sound of
the paper as Carol smoothed it out.
The night grew quite. Laughter
and music and voices, however
loud, could not drift in from the
other car. Only the steady, even
‘movement o fthe train and the
tick-tick o fthe wheels on the steel
tracks 1ld be heard and’ they
were so rhythmic that they were
soothing. Rosetta was knitting
more :lowly, but Carol's pencil was
moving faster than ever. Suddenly

the light went out.

“What is the matter,” shrieked
Carol.

Rosetta came to her and laid her
arm along her shoulders.

“It's a hint that it is time we
went to bed,” she said.

Just then
again.

Carol burst out crying hysteri-
eally. Rosetta rushed to the door.

W are vou going,” demand-
2d Carol through her sobs.

To get Mr. Duke.

Come back, cried Carol, and her

askot,

What's the ma!ter?". she

was quite firm. Are
crazy or ~ what?” Why on
sheuld you get Mr. Bradley?"
I cant rightly explain it, gasped
Rosetta, except he's so strong and
smart and kind—and your father
always liked him around, 'specially
when he wasn’t feeling well.
“If father liked him, that's one

you
earth

.thing in his favor,” said Carol, “but |
And father was |

it's the only one.
50 big-hearted and fine and true-
blue himself he thought everyone
else was.”

“Mr. Duke is a grand straight- |
ener-out of things,” insisted Ro-
setta. “Many's the time—"

Will you keep still? I'm not in-

terested in anything you may say |

about him. He's hypnotized you,

100, I'm the only person who is on | go by the board for once; after all;

the light came on |

i t strain on
Modunh(e&mnvr:d ‘h.

tion
'a’ennu and soothe

-v. MITZI GUMMINGS
to that man, Now, get thisstraight
Rosetta—you're never to go to Mr.
Bradley for anything about any-
thing at all. If you do, I'll fire you,
bay: and baggage.”

“But, honey, you couldn't. Why,
we belong to each other.”

“All right then, we do. But
don’t let me hear any more about
that cheap, stupid, half-witted,
swell-headed, smart-alec  book-
maker,” She was pounding her
fists on the table and her face was

healthy eyes are beautiful eyes.
uﬂne‘mhainn ulveq l{lgendlﬂlll
ki for their value in proper
mnw:‘ the eyes. Use Murine night
and moming for real eye comfort.

twitching. “hunches” had their place in bet-
“O. K.,” sald Rosetta. ting and so did sentiment.
Carol slumped back in the cor- pyke raised his eyebrows when

ner. she placed her bet and Tip O'Brien

“I'm so tired, Rosetta. WIill you pnaqd to turn away to hide his smil-
put me to bed' and sing me ing face.
sleep?” “I've decided to give you a
“I sure will, honey-pie. What break,” said Carol sweetly to Duke.
you want me to sing?” . ' “You are going to have Madison
] “Anything, anything  at all—just join us?” he asked eagerly.

! so it isn’t Saratoga.” | “Wrong, as usual,” she answered.
“ CHAPTER IX [“I mean that I'm. not sure about
For the first time since she had | Aragon. It is rather more - than
| started following the races, Carol | possible you'll get back part of your
was uncertain as to what horse she | Josses.”
| would beck. She was furious, and | “Oh, fair lady, I beg of you to
for once her anger was with her- | not let your kind heart get the
self instead of Duke Bradley. In | better of your clever brain.” !
her own mind she trled to juctfy “It’s that Hand-Riding Kelly is
the jockey. He worshipped my
father and last night he was so
sympathetic,—"

She turned and walked away
hurriedly. Why had she let that
impossible Duke know what was in
her heart? Anyone would think
she was justifying herself to him;
trying to let him see there was a
soft side to her nature! As if she
cared what he thought of her!

“Can you beat that dame?” asked
Tip as she walked away.

He was fo say the same words a
few hours later, but with a differ-
ent intonation.

“She's done it again—and the
odds—whew! Its spooky, I'm tell-
ing you, Boss. First she’s hard-
| boiled dnd never misses. Then she
goes soft and we shell it out again.
| Soft! That frosty-hearted doll!

This'd be the happiest day of my
Jlife_if I knew I'd never seen her

again.” .

‘Oh, Tip, don't shatter an illusion
—1I always thought you had an un-
erring eye for a pretty woman.”

“If all the stars of Hollywood
were rolled into one—combining the
best features of each of ‘em—I'd
hate the sight of the result, if she'd
nicked us for thirty-five G's,” he
said savagely. “And you—I don't

still staring at Fritzi and Duke get you at all.”
arm-in-arm. “She's some distance from her
goal yet,” said Duke. She’ll be go-

her indecision by saying that she
had been too tired, tco distracted
by the noise of the train, to keep

ing on to Florida and then the—"
“For cripes’ sake don't talk
about your everlasting law of aver-

=2}

Single Life May Be Blessed, But it Bears the
Brunt of Attacks by Relatives and Hang-
ers-on. No, All is Not Rosy for the

Bachelor '

In many of our States bachelors are heavily taxed for the privilege of
remaining single, perhaps on the theory that those who enjoy luxuries
should be made to pay for them. Now worse seems likely to follow, for
a movement has been recently started to
force employers to pay married men more
than single men for the same work,

Why this unjust discrimination should be
made against the poor bachelor, and why all
married people should be leagued against
him to deprive him of his freedom and take
all the joy out of his single blessedness, 1s
hard to explain, Perhaps it is pure envy on
the part of men and, having themselves
being trapped and housebroken, they cannot
bear to see a brother free and untrammeled
roaming the wild.

So—" |

| her mind on the scores she had
| been working out. But her deep
| honesty would not permit her the
comfort of self-deception. She
knew the real reason she could not
keep her mind on her figures, was
that thoughts of Duke jumped be-
tween her and her -calculations,
Why, when she hated him so,
couldn't she forget him for a mo-
ment? X

“Aragon doen't look so good,”
she heard a man say as she was
leaving the train, “but, of course,
Hand-Riding Kelly is riding him,
so—"

!

ages. It don't apply—no rules do—
to that so-called human being.”

“Have it your own way, but
something tells me Madison will be
with us. They haven seen each
other for weeks. This can’t g0 on.
They're in love—"

“They?”

Oh snap out of it, Tip. If I
wanted to get rid of her, I couldn’t.
Of course, there are other bookies.
But you see, she likes this one.”

Tip was muttering to himself, as
Duke walked away. “You think
you're kidding, you blind fool. In
love with Madison, my eye!”

She smiled. Calculations could Carol had not yet left her box.

Duke walked over quickly and lean-

ed against the railing.
“So, I pay you off again, eh?”
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Today’s Short Wave
Radfo Program

(All Time is Eastern Standard)

FRIDAY, JUNE 18
PARIS -
9:30 a.m.—"The Bartered Bridc’,
a play, TPA—2, 19.6 m., 15.24
meg.
SANTIAGO, CHILE
5 p.m.—Dance Music.
24.3 m., 12.30 meg.
ROME
68 p.m.—News in English; Con-
cert. 2RO, 31.1 m., 9.63 meg

CB615,

MOsSCow
7 p.m. — One Year. Without
Maxim Gorky. RAN, 31.2 m., 9.6
meg,
LONDON

7:15 p.m.—A Program of Pip-
ing and Fiddling. GSP, 19.6 m.,
15.31 meg.; GSC, 19.7 m., 15.18
meg.; GSD, 25.5 m., 11.756 meg.;
GSB, 31.6 m., 9.51 meg.

CARACAS

9 p.m.—Conoert Orchestra, YV-

5RC, 51.7 m., 5.8 meg.
BERLIN

9:30 p.m.—Concert py an Army

Band. DJD, 25.4 m., 11.77 meg.
LONDON
9:45 p.m.—The Senjor Inter-

N \

Made in
Canada

national Auto-Cycle Tourist Tro-

o
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¢ OLD DUTCH OFFERS YOU ESE HANDSOME
WM. A.‘ROGERS TEASPOONS|

‘s:Foponly s°¢ and the windmill psanoll

his A-1 Plus Quality Silverware is made b
Oneida, Ltd. Don’t Miss This Big Bargain.
This offer, good only in Canada, expires
1+ December 31, 1937;

phy Race, from the Isle of Man,
GSI, 19.6 m., 15.268 meg.; GSF,
19.8 m., 15.14 meg.; GSD, 25.5
m., 11.75 meg.; GSC, 31.3 m.,
9.58 meg.

PITTSBURGH
11:30 p.m.—DX Club. W8XK,
48.8 m., 6.14 meg.
VANCOUVER
12:00 midnight — Continental
Varieties, directed by Jack Avison
with Ramona Rambert, soprano.

1.50,
y

Old Dutch labels. Valu

OLD DUTCH
| 64 Macaulay Avenue; Toronto
1 am enclosing__windmlll ponels from O1d Duteh

* labels (or

,sond me 6 Wm. A. Rogers Teaspoons and circular telling
how | can get other pieces or a complete set of this A.1 plus

+ quality
Name.

QJRO, 48.7 m., 6.15 meg.; CJRX,
25.5 m., 11.72 meg.
TOKYO
12:15 a.m.—(Saturday — Nan-
iwabushi Ballad Recitation. JZJ,
25.4 m., 11.80 meg.
LYNDHURST, AUSTRALIA

CLEANSER; Dept. B100
complete labels) and. # for which please

e,

Address.

4:40 a.m.—(Saturday)—National

Program. VK3LR, 31.3 m., 9.58

meg.

3 Perhaps iv is because women have a sex

\ loyalty that makes them look upon a bach-
elor as an enemy who has somehow, some way, by arts and wiles and
superior cleverness, done some woman out of a husband, and who wickedly
and selfishly spends upon himself and his own clothes and pleasures the
money that should have gone to buying a wife Paris finery and sessions at
the beauty shops and dodads for little Juniors, )

Whatever the reason, the prejudice against bachelors undeniably ex-
ists.  Every man's and woman's hand is against them, and every means,
fair and foul, is used to drive them to the altar. Sisters they trusted be-
tray them by hurling fascinating widows and old school friends at them
on week-ends. Men they have befriended puil beauteous and glamorous
nieces, cousins and debutante sisters out of nowwhere at their approach as
conjurers do rabbits out of a hat. When the bachelor stii] hangs on to
his liberty with a death grip that nothing can loosen, they change their
attack upon him from his heart to his pocketbook,

It is, of course, envy that makes those bound upon the domestic wheel
feel that the bachelor has got t0o soft a path in life and fills them with
a desire to scatter a few tacks in it. . They picture him as a carefree indi-
vidual who has no wife with a questionnaire on the tip of her tongue
awaiting his return home. They think how delightful it would be to be
able to purchase that tricky fishing reel they have been looking at cov-
etously in the show-window instead of having to pay an installment on
having little Johnny's adenoids out.

They think how blissful it must be to be able to come and g0 as.one
pleases without having to furnish an alibi for every instance one was away
from the Presence. In short, they think of the b achelor’s life much as a
prisoner serving an indeterminate sentence thinks of the great wide spac-
es, where one is free to follow one’s bent. a

But, alas, ths impressionistic and somewhat lurid picture of a bach-
elor’s existence is seldom true to nature except in spots. The single man,
even as you and I who are married, has his troubles and tribulations, his
burdens and his parasites without getting the reward that the domestic
man frequently does.

To begin with, the bachelor is a man without a stand-in. He has
no good, reliable, negotiable excuse in the s hap of a wife that is accepted
at its face value the world over. He has nobody to tell his white lies for
him and keep him from having to go to dull parties and to dinners where
the food is a crime and the drinks first aid to murder. There are no
feminine skirts behind which he can hide. He has to stand and take :t on
his defenseless head without having any one on whom to lay the blame
of all his faults and mistakes. And that alone drives widowers, who have
been deprived of the protection of a wife, into marrying again,

Nor does the bachelor who has neither a wife nor ch'ck nor child of
his own get out of having to support a family. His brothers and sisters
cheerfully pass the buck of their own to him and let George do it. Be-
cause brother has no dear little daughter nor wonderful son of his own,
sister thinks that he should pay for Sally’s debut and Mamie's dancing
lessons and give Maud a trip to Europe.  Brother is sure that he will feel
it a privilege to send Robert to Harvard and provide him with a sport car
and enough money to make a splurge.

Furthermore, the bachelor is held up by every racketeering philan-
thropy on the face of the earth. Because he hasn't a family he is ex-
pected to give and give, not only until it hurts but also bankrupts him, and
then he is batted for not giving more. The stingy old tightwad, with no-
body to spend his money on!

And what the bachelors suffer at the hands of hostesses no tongue can
tell, but it should be written down in the Book of Martyrs. They are ex-
pected t o fill in at stodgy parties; to dance with fat wallflowers; to make
themselves agreeable to dumb dowagers, and to spend their time and
money showing country cousins the city, and even to come to family
Sunday dinners, than which punishment there is none greater,

And now they are not only going to tax the poor dears, but reduce
their salary. What a shame? DOROTHY DIX,

Novelty in the Kitchen

Mayfair Needle Art Desi;
1 No, 133

Noveity In the kitchen lightens housekeping tasks, These tove:ls color-
ful and gay, are handy too, in that their special uses are proudly e'mbl::-
oned on them in simple, effecti broidery. The stitches used are out-
line and running stitch and the colors blue and turkey red.

The pattern includes transfer pattern for the designs, complete em-
broidering directions, instructions for finishing the towels and additional
color suggestions and stitch diagrams.

For complete pattern and instructions for all of these designs,
send 20 cents in stamps or coin (coin preferred) to The Charlottetown
Guardien Needlework Department,
Use this coupon.

To The Charlottetown Guardian
Needlework Dept.

DESIGN NO. 133
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Tommy came out of & room in
which his father was tacking down
a carpet. He was crying lustily.

“Why, Tommy, what's the mat-
ter?” asked his mother.

“p-p-p-papa hit his finger with
the hammer,” sobbed Tommy.

‘“Well, you needn’t cry at a thing
like that,” comforted his mother.
“Why didn’t you laugh?”

“I did,” sobbed Tommy.

As the motorist turned a corner
in a qulet country road he saw &
brother of the wheel just ahead
evidently in trouble. Immed!ately
he slowed down.

“Want any help?” he asked gen-
ally.

! T;e other motorist looked grate-
fully at him as h; wiped the per-
spiration off his brow.

p"I do,” he whispered. “See that
lady in the car? She's my wife and
T'd be much obliged if you'd an-
swer her questions and keep hexr
amused while I'm seeing to th's
burst tire.”

MUFFETS
A 100 WHOLE
WHEAT BREAKFAST

CEREAL

WRAPPINGS
GUARD
ITS CRISPNESS

¢ Starof .
WEE WILLIE WINKTED

The HOUSEW
and

HER ACTIVITIES

IF I HAVE TO BE A LITTLE OLD
ADY

If I have to be a little old lady,
The sort ¢ old lady I'll have w
be
Is wrinkled and rosy and' tender
and cosy,
A sort of nicer edition of me!

I'll hope to run me a lttle shop
where
People will come and carry away
Comforts, all sizes. (The pleasant
surprise is
Nobody ever requested to pay!)

Loaves of comfort for hungry
mouths and
Comforty blankets for
feet,
Comfort-flowers for dreary hours,
comforters, fat and

ragged

sweet.

T'll have to be dressed in a clean
white pinny,
The sort of pinny that smells of

sun, "

And customers choosey or very
refusey—

I hold my arms out and love
each one.

I'm quite aware that it sounds so

8
But n'everthelau, as I say to me,
If I have to be a little old lady,
That's the old lady I'll have to
be!

—aAnne Sutherland.
MUST BE DRY

Never put down the lids of the
stationary tubes until they are
thoroughly dried out. Otherwise a
musty smell will greet you when |
next washday arrives.

FOR THE LUNCH CARRIER

If the man of the house carries
his lunch and ‘includes a thermos
bottle of hot coffee, enlighten him
that a fruit jar rubber slipped
over the thermos bottle cup per-
mits the handling of hot coffee
without burned fingers. The tabs
of the rubber form little places
where the fingers can grasp the
cup withous touching the heated
metal in any way.

WEEKLY HINTS

The prompt treatment of a stain
on a garment will have much to
do with its successful removal.

Dry the scissors well after using
them to cut flower stems. They
will tarnish and rust if left damp.

Oflcloth coverings for shelves
will last longer if a layer of news-
paper is placed underneath the oil-
cloth.

A quick application of household
ammonia will do away with that
ugly stain caused by spilling iodine
on white material.

Corns
uick
Relief! ¢ |
PuTNAMS
Corn Extractor

IFE

HANDY TRUNK-ROOM

A trunk room in the cellar sol-
ves the problem of finding bags
and trunks covered with a thick
layer of dust when required for
use. A small dry space is all that
is necessary. It should be com-
pletely enclosed with wallboard or
lumber with dust-proof joinings.
Shelves may be built to hold small
bags and a platform raised from
the floor for trunks.

“this and add a little hot water If
necessary.

Cover closely and bake in a mod-
erate, 375 deg. F. oven for about 4
minutes, letting the liquid cook
away toward the last.

FHESH ASPARAGUS SALAD
1 1b. asparagus Canned pimient

Lettuce 2 hard cooked eggs

Mayonnaise

Method: Wash the asparagus and
break off the tough ends. Tie loose-
ly into bundlies and stand upright
in a pan of wateér which comes halt
way up the stalks. Cover and cook
rapidly for about 15 minutes. Re-
move, drain and chill.

Arrange shredded lettuce on indi.
vidual plates. Place several stalks
of the asparagus on each plate
Band with a strip of pimiento and
garnish with slices of hard cooked
egg. Either cover with mayonnaise
or pass this on the side.

RHUBARB CUSTARD PIE
3 cups diced rhubarb
1 1-4 cups sugar
1 tablespoon butter

THE COOK'S
CORNER

BEEF LIVER, COUNTRY STYLE

2 lbs. beef liver

Salt, pepper

Flour, shortening

1 cup strained tomatoes

2 small onions, sliced

Method: Have the liver sliced.
Roll each slice in flour which has
been well seasoned with salt and
pepper. Brown quickly in the hot,
melted shortening. Lay the browned
slices in a shallow baking dish and
arrange the sliced onions over it.
Pour the strained tomatoeg over

1 tabl flour

2 eggs, separated

1-4 cup milk

Method: Wash and dice the rhw
barb; cover with bolling water ane
let stand for 5 minutes. Drain of
the bolling water. Mix the sugar,
flour, melted butter, beaten egg
yolks and milk. Add the rhubarb
to this and turn into a deep ple pan
lined with rich pastry. .

Bake in a hot, 425 deg. F.oven
for 10 minutes, then reduce the
heat to 325 deg. F. and continue
baking until the filling is firm.

Beat the egg whites until they an
stitf, then add 4 tablespoons brown
sugar and continue to beat until
the meringue will stand in peaks
Heap this lightly over the pie and
brown in a slow oven for about 20
minutes. Serve either hot or cold.

FASHION GUIDES

FOR THE

HOME DRESSMAKER

A smart cotton dress as bright
and gay 8s any miss of 8 to 14
could wish to own.

It 1s inspired by the peasant
Hungarian fashion, so popular
with grown-ups right now.

The quaint tight bodice is “pull-
ed-in” cunningly at the waist with
a sash. The sleeves puff-up as
much as they dare. It may have a
little girl collar or a demure square
cut neck.

She'll probably want them both.
Why not make two entirely diff-
erent dresses. She can sew them
herself—they're so entirely simple.

Trim the print cotton frock with
ric rac. The square neck model is
dainty of plain cotton with erisp
sheer ruffling outlining the neok
and sleeve edge.

The easy to follow pattern in-
cludes a sewing instruction chart
with every step of the way in
pictures.

Style No. 2819 is designed for
sizes 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. Size 8
requires 2 1-4 yards of 39-inch ma-
terial with 3 1-2 yards of brald.

Price of pattern 15 cents In
stamps or coin (coin preferred)
wrap coin carefully address to
Charlottetown Guardian giving—
Style No. 2819 8iZ€ ...vv «os soees

Name

Street Address

City State

When using sour milk, butter-
milk ‘or molasses in cooking use
soda Instead of baking powder.




