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The HOUSEWIFE and
" HER ACTIVITIES

" TRUE GREATNESS
It to

Above the rocks and shoals of time
" 7o sculpture on some height sub-

lime
A name )
“7To live immortal in its prime
And flush of fame?
What is true greatness? 'Tis to

clear
From sorrow’s eyes the glistening

tear:
To comfort there, to cherish here,
To bless
To aid, encourage, and to.cheer
Distress.
—GEORGE FREDERICK CAM-
BRON.

CHOW MEIN NOT CHINESE;
IRISH COOK CLAIMS IT

All your life you doubtless have
thought of chow mein as a Chinese
dish. Well, according to Tong Y.
Chin of Cleveland, president of a
company manufacturing chow
mein, it’s an Irish dish.

Chow mein was created in the
kitchen of an Irish cook in San
Francisco some 50 years 8ago, ac-
cording to Chin. “The Irish cook
made this dish and when asked
what it was he said Chinese chow
mein, because it was the first
thought that came to him.” ex-
plains Chin. Americans like their
chow mein, however be it Irish or

abroad among strangers. Unfortun-~
ately many of us only too easily
presume upon the strong bond of
kindred, and permit ourselves to
cast aside the ordinary rules of
courtesy and politeness in our in-
tercourse with those of our own
household.

CHOOSING A PROPER LIPSTICK
IS IMPORTANT

In a faraway country there are
women of an ancient tribe still
living whose lips bear the tattoo
marks once considered a requisite
to beauty. Green, blue and many
other colors were used to beautify
them. But though we in this part
of the world stick to healthy reds
in adding glamor to our lips, we
may neglect them in ways that are
quite as reckless as it would be to
tattoo them with grotesque and
indelible pigments

Quite as much as the eyes, lips
should be expressive vivid and col-
orful. And it isn't a matter of sim-
ply adding a splash of crimson
and letting it go at that. Choos-
ing the proper lipstick is the first
important step. Be sure to choose
one that will not dry the lips,
Tiny creases and wrinkles multiply
rapidly, making your mouth look
old and lifeless. There is a lipstick
now on the market containing a
special nourishing oil that pre-
vents wrinkles and still keeps the
lips smart and colorful. The lips
respond rapidly to kindness and

Chinese, for Chin says that in one
sity alone they ate 500 gallons of it l
& week for a month. That is the
smount ghat was consumed
homes, and does not take into
eonsideration that eaten in res-
taurants or what was sold whole-
sale.

YOUR FURNITRE
Your furniture with find wood
finishes should be dusted daily
with a soft, dry dust cloth. A good
furniture polish should be applied
at least once a month. If you have
a bad scratch, wax it before apply-

ing polish.

HOLES IN LACE

A novel mgbhod of mending &
hole in lace and one that proves
very successful is to put a piece
of paper under the hole and stitch
on the machine until the hole s
filled. Then pick out the paper.
Use very fine thread for the stitch-

ing.
SCRATCHES ON SILVER

If your table silver is scratched
buy a small amount of putty
powder at a chemist’s and put it
into a saucer with enough olive
ofl to make @ paste. Rub this
paste onto the silver with & soft
rag, then polish with & chamolis
and the scratches will no longer
be seen.

EMERGENCY CLEANING

Make a soft bag of several thick-
nesses of cloth and fill with pul-
verized Stitch
across the upper edges to keep
the powder from spilling. Win-
dow panes wiped with this pad
will be shiny and clean immediate-
u.nunnicethingtokeepm
hand in case of emergency.

—_—

> AT HOME

Well has it been said that when
we are alone we should watch our
thoughts; when in company, our l
tongue. But that when we are at |
temper, |
for we are more apt to lose it at |
home with those we love than when

trezted with a creamy protective
lipstick, they quickly take on that
five-year-younger appearance.

If your mouth has acquired a tell-
tale droop at the corners, you will
have to go to work on it as sys-
tematically as you would to correct
a posture defect. Defects in expres-
sion may not be as uncomfortable,
but they may be more harmful be-
cause of the impression you
make on others. Practice smiling
whenever you have a moment to
yourself, exactly as if it were an
exerc!se. The chewing exercise—
chewing as you smile—is one of the
oldest and best for starting that
upward curve at the corners of the
mouth and giving a 1ift to the en-
tire face. And a godd firming ex-
ercise, directed at the contours of
the mouth, is to open the mouth a
ltlttletomgx? than half way, and then
ry ring the 1)
out closing the teeti’:.tmther witn

A Morning Smile

LOCATE YOURSELF

Joan—Which-would you rather be
in—a collision or an explosion?

Darby—I would rather be in a
collision,

Joan—Why?

Darby (thouhgtfully)—Because in
a collision there ye are, but in an
explosion, where are ye?

KFEEPS
EYES
CLEAR

ALIVE

i

Spring Fashions For
Home Dress-Making

What an urge for cool frocks
seems to course through us when
the mercury rises. And how we sre
attracted to the cool low necline
and brief sleeves as today’s model.
1t has a graceful slim skirt with an
action pleat at the front.

This model is as easy as falling
off a log to make. The yoke and
the bodice form the sleeves. Sce
the small diagram!

A gay and attractive scheme s
pictured in yellow cotton
striped in green with plain zrzen

contrast,

Or make it in a nice cool sheer
dotted swiss in ocopen blue and
white. '

Tub pastels, Mnedls, pique, shan-
tung, etc., are also good.

Style No. 1784 is designed for slz-
es 14, 16, 18 years, 36, 38 and 40-
inches bust. Size 16 requires 8%
yards of 36-inch material with %
yard of 35-inch contrasting.
Price of PA'I'I'!!RN 16 cents in
stampe or coin (coin is preferred.)

Wrap coin carefully.
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Dorothy Dix’s Letter Box

Shiftless Mate is

Dear Miss Dix—What
who is kindly and moral,
support her or can*

decent
her?
Ans'

realize
ried is

man, in befooling hersel
change into a go-getter.
He never will. He can't, just
ficiency is ored into his very bo!

trade they make;

cheated in every
have applied for;

get the job they
something in wi
nic or a church supper
1t is just that they are,
basis.

Wheher a wife should divorce
make a living is & problem beyond
so many angels to the situation.
she is under any obligation to

not make money, yet who are so tel

lack bread.

him.
Men, somehow,

and whose houses are like pigstys,

every man
husband who was a good provider.

husband is for
in the

about the no-account
ly and realize that somebody
support the household, and if
No use in deluding herself with
turn up, or John will get
will make a place for John.
isn’t going to win & sweepstake and
power could hold him to a job. 8o

Dear Miss Dix—To what extent
financial aid from her children?

cash. In a year’s time mot & cent
She started a business of her
is always demanding money,

borrows from every
refuses to account for
becoming & terrific strain,
1 do?

Answer:

I think you
thrift mother.
your entire life and
iable demands of a wasteful womai,
Stiffen up your

that you will

or boarding house and
len

ing money, but that you will not
any bills that she may contract.
because she
It is a son’s duty to see
him so little that she is merciless in
Dear Miss Dix—I am a
man who loves me dearly.
only thing that makes me
ly infatuated with some one else.
my fiance.
or are thee affairs just temporary
Answer:

You are

I believ

nosis of your symptoms is that you
one man will ever satisfy you.
affairs with other men.

even support himself?
has no initiative, no pep,
ting along.

husband like
never be different?
and marry some

her bad bargain?

anything just right; why their judgment is always
ways make the wrong decision in eve!

hich there is no profit; and be sim]
and be worthles in a store
and their wives have to

starve with him.

commits a crime if she brings children into
give decent food and shelter and education.

that they feed their wives’ souls on angels’

What a wife does with this sort of &
affair that no outsider dare interfere.
pand well enough to support him and to

seem to be better sports about the no-account mate
There are thousands ubon thousands of men who are
who make husbands get up and get their own
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slackness and without ever dragging them into the divorce ¢
would lixe to have a tidy, ]
and a good manager just as much as every ‘woman would like to have &

her husband won't do it,

into something, or
Nothing of the sort is going t0 happen. John

some occupation by which shn.a ct‘m :n

when my father died he left her a large
own and
sometimes 8s much as $500 at a time.

cannot furnish it she has tantrums and says 1am
one and holds up my siSters and brothers, 0o, and

any of the money we give her,
draining my savings to

backbone and have a shawdown
that if he is in real need you will pay her board in ome

girl engaged to be
doubt it is that ever so often

certainly not in love with the young
engaged if you cannot be true to him even before marriage.

There is no Remedy for a Worthless Husband.
- All a Wife can do When Fettered by a

to go out Herself

and Fina aJo

should a woman do who is marrie¢ to a man
but & man who just can’t make a living and

He isn't especially lazy, Just
no faculty of get-
What is a wife to do with &
that when she knows he will
Should she divorce him
man who would give her &
or should she just stick to

living?
What hope is there for
NOLAND.

wer:
. There Isit &ny hope for her in her hus-
pand and the sooner she recognizes the 1act
and adjusts her life to meet
for her.

it, the better

It is a bitter thing for a woman t0
that the man to whom she is mar-
& weakling who cannot do & man’s

part in the world and provide for his tamily,
but she only wastes time If he is that type of
f into believing that somehow, someway,

he wil

pecause 1t isn’t his nature to. Inef-

nes, and why some people can never do

at fault and they al-
ry matter; why they always get
why they are always just too late to
why they will work like beavers at
ply invaluable at & plc-
or office, nobody knows.
accept them on  that

a husband merely because he can’t
my ability to solve because there are
Certainly no one could contend that
Still more certainly she
the world to whom she cannot

But there are men who cal-
nder and understanding and devoted
food even if their stomachs

husband is so manifestly her own
Many & woman loves such a hus-
think herself lucky in having

; who are 00 lazy
decent meal

yet who go along putting up with this

ourts. Yet
thrifty wife who was & good COOK

But the one certain thing in all this welter of doubt about what to do

the wife to face the situation squere-
family has to work, somebody has W0
she must do ic.
optimitic hopes that something will
Uncle Tom or Cousin reter

he isn't going to WOIk. No earthly
it is up to the wife to fit nerself 1or
ake a Jiving for them both.

P

should a mother expect or demand

My mother is in splendid health and

house a hew car and $15,000 in
was left and neither house nor Car.
should be doing very well, but she
It
not a good son. She
The problem 18
the dregs. What shall
WORRIED SON.

are foolish to let yoursell be improverished by a spend-
If you don’t stop her demands upon you, you Wil ruin
be nothing but a slave who tolls to supply the 1nsat-

with her. Tell her
coinfortable notel
give her a definite amount ot spend-
d her another cent, nor will you pay

That will save you and be best for her
is really getting no good out of the money she throws away.
that his mother does not want, but it is not
his duty to ruin imself for a mother who is a gold-digger and who loves

her demands upon him,

married to a very fine young
to be in love wWith him. The
I become foolish-
it and go back to

e myself

1 always get over

Am I just kidding myself when I say I am in love with him,
madness? ALICE.

man to whom you are
My dlag-
are a born philanderer and that no

You will always want the excitement of
DORUTHY

DIX.

aaas-2aaadag

S

MADE

EDL

IN CANADA - OF

THE BIG STORY

By STUART JACKSON

Old “Bits” was alone in the
news-room of the “Evening Echo”
when he heard that queer noise in
the corridor.  Just outside the
wire-room, now still and silent, it
seemed to be; like someone shuffl-
ing about in a hesitant sort of way,
as though waiting for him to come
out.

He opened the door of the news-
room and looked down the corrl-
dor. But, of course, there was no-
body there. There never was any-
body in the building except himself
—and a night watchman he rarely
saw—at this time of night. Old
«Bits” was only there because they
had given him the courtesy job of
“late night man,” in deference to
the years he had served the

paper.

He was there “just in case any-

of course,

nothing ever
night in Midchester
be “picked up” by the bright young
meca of the reporting staff when
they came on duty in the morning.
The usual evening conference
had long since broken up and
dritted away. Ratterway, the edi-
tor, had hitched his hornrims on
his nose for the final time that
that day as he peered blandly at
Pendle, the news-editor, and, like &
genial tom cat playing with a
harassed mouse, quizzically inquir-
ed why the “Echo” had missed the
blazing car tragedy story that had
«proken” that day. Tryor, the art
editor, had provided passable alibis
for the pictures that hadn't been
in his pages, and Pimm, the chief
sub-editor, had drained his last
tarkard of hot tannim, and gone
home to dream new curses to throw
at recalcitrant “subs.”
Yes, they, and all
who made up the effervescent
staff of & newspaper, had gone—
Jeaving Old “Bits” in charge until
the city awoke in the morning.

He had no illusions about him-
self. They called him old “Bits
because it was to him they came
when there was occasion to print
obituary of some prominent per-
sonality of the city. They knew
that he knew Midchester inside
out. He had served the paper for
nearly half-a-century—but he was
a bit shaky these days. His

the others

H41,

SCRUB WICKER.

Wicker furniture gets dingy-look-
ing on account of the dust that col-
let<- in  the depressions of the
weaving. Then, too, the paint
wears off more quickly on the high
peints. To Tepaint such furniture,
take it out to the garage or some-

where where you can turn the hose
on it and give it a good scrubbing
with soap and water, and then hose
it well. After it has thoroughly
dried, paint it with a spray. You
will be surprised how quickly and
thoroughly you can get the paint
into every crevice.

The records abound with grateful
letters of praise like the following.
to show that Cuticura letters are
genuine beyond question.

“Ecfema in little water blisters
started on my daughter's hands
and later developed into sore erup-
tions causing much itching and
purning. Her skin was red and
tender, and she couldn’t sleep.

«T sent for a free sample of Cuti-

Name and full address are printed-

cura Soap and Ointment—then I

SKIN RED AND TENDE]I WITH ECZCMA

Complete Relief With Cuticura Soap and Ointment

purchased some. After using 3
cakes of Cuticura Soap and 2 tins
of the Ointment, she was fully re-
lleved.” (8igned)  Mrs., Moses
Cottreau, Wedgeport, N. 8.

Get Cuticura Soap and 'Ointment
NOW. Amazing also in rellef of
pimples, rashes, ringworm and
other externally caused skin faults.
Soap 25c. Ointment 25c. At all
druggists. Samples FREE. Write
“Cuticura,” Dept. 31, 286 8t. Paul
Street, W., Montreal,

hearing was playing him tricks,
too. No doubt he had merely im-
agined that noise in the corridor.
oOld “Bits” knew that the “Echo”
would never dismiss him. He had
plodded along in & painstaking way
too well for that. He knew that he
should really retire—when the en-
tire staff would have made him 8
handsome tatton. But Ol
«pits” could not bring himself to
retire. Work was life to him.
This newspaper life go} into one's
blood somehow. There was music In
the thunder of the glant rotary
presses which rumbled in the
bowels of the building, There was
excitement in the air when the
clicking Greed machines taped out
distant news in' the wire-room—
and when a jangle of telephone
b-ls in the news-room intimated
embryo news walting to be “cover-
job with

sonality of a newspaper office in
such a way that you thought of

t as an individual. Perhaps it was
despotic and exacting and perhaps
all the men it took into its maws
cursed it—but only cursed really,
because, innately, they loved it so
much; that is, if they were real
newspapermen.

Old “Bits” remembered the time,
long before the advent of the bright
young men, when the pace of the
“Echo” had been more leisurely—
when the old flat-bed machines
had turned out newspapers one at
a time, as though to caress every
single copy. The intermittent tele-
graph of those days had not been
the robot it now was—though equ-
ally incredible.

Competition had arisen since
then. Progress has pushed its head
through the pages of time. Oircula-

tions had soared; new phases, ex-
pansion, and increased efficlency—
until it was the boast of the bright
young men that they could move
to their Mecca, Fleet Street, as a
momen't notice, and brilllantly de-
monstrate just how things should
be done.

Gy o gy,
AND CANADA'S CHOICEST 72ecil

[ENIOY ctisp, golden-brown Shredded Whest
LOmOorrow momlns-wl

D WHEAT

CANADIAN WHEAT

th sun-ripened, lus-

clous peaches—swimming in rich, wholesome

1

m

big biscuits
every box

Old “Bits” had watched then

come and go as the years flashed
by, while he had gone on potter-
ing in and out of the “Echo's libr-
ary in search of some longfor-
gotten fact lylng dormant in the
files. Brilllant journalist he had
never been, though with ell the
ambition and devofion to work in
the world. He Just hadn't the
flair for catching up the things
that seemed to spell success. He
was solid—and that meant stolid,
in the eyes of the bright young
men.

Yet he was attached to those

files of facts as would never
be. All those cuttings—those big.
bound volumes of the “Evening
Echo” dating back so meny years
hefore—were old friends to him,
entities he knew so intimately. The
B. Y. M. never went to the files
for their ‘big stories.”

That wedding in Midechester to-
morrow, for instance, when young
Michael Raynor, son of Sir Charles
would marry pretty little Pamela,
grandchild of od Judge Dale—how
would they have done that? The
wedd! would be the important
event in Midchester HigWs to-mor-
row, and Pendle had been at paing
to see that it was scheduled as such
while Pimm was to see that it was
sultably “splashed” as soon as DOS-
sibfe (i not before) on the front
page, col. 1.

But what would Pimm say when
he came in and found Old “Bits’’
story uppermast in his basket in
the morning—what would they all
say? For he, unknown to them all,
was in a position to turn in an “in-
side story” on the impending mar-
riage that would represent a peak
in individual achievement at last.

A1l his life Old “Bits” had want-

that existed between the story and
the marriage that was taking place
to-morrow. Only he knew the facts.
Ratterway, Pendle, Pimm and the
rest of them wouldn't know just
how big & story had “broken”
until they clapped their eyes on
Old “Bits'” “copy.”

His heart thumped with elation
at the thought. To tell the truth,
it thumped with something else, to0
—but he was too much the journa-
list to trouble about that now. His
hand shook a little as he gathered
up some folios of paper and went
into the library. He would write his
story there—among the old volumes
of “dead” news set in serried rows
on the shelves, past “Echoes” that
he knew so well.

Old “Bits” sharpned a pencil—
there was always something more
intimate about handwriting than
the impartial imprint of the type-
writer—and took a sheet of virgin
peper. “I am able o reveal . . .”
he wrote (Just lke the bright
young men began)—and fhen he
paused, his mind flickering back
as his vision strayed to the bound
volumes that were like a cavalcade
of the years.

He knew just where to put his
hand on any volume he might
want . . . Here was the volume for
June, 1900 .He opened its fallow
pages, and there , for June 20th,
those years ago, was the para-
graph, written in the cart-bofore-
the-horse journalese of the time.

“ At Mayne Street Registry Of-
fice,, Midchester, the wedding took.
place today of Mr. Frank Freeman
and Miss Cynthia Dale, both of this
city. The bride wore a dress of
blue brocade (Messrs. Perkins and
Coy) set off by an ostrich plume
hat (John Jenks and Son). The
reception was held at the home of

the bride’s father, Mr. Duncan
Dale” 2
Just that; Cynthia's father

hadn't beeh “Judge Dale,” well-
known in Midchester and envirous,
in those days. Nobody had known

Frank Freeman, either. May-be
that was why he had imagined he
could get away with it. Yet why
should anybsiy have passed judge-
ment on Frank Freeman for want-
ing happiness? Mavis had made his
life, & hell before she had disap-
peared and before her death had
been presumed.

The facts had never been kept
from Oynthia Dale for one mo-
ment. She had linked her life with
his with open eyes. She was pre-
pared to flout all the conven-
tions of her time. because she was
certain of her love. “They  say
marriage 1S made in Heaven,
Frank,' she had sald, “and some-
how I think, ours will be blessed.”

And blessed, up t a pint, it had
been. They had been happy with
each other—and glad of the four
children born to them. Yes, those
two had been very happy until
catastrophe and the shadow of

scandal had fallen on him.
Twelve years had passed before

Mavis came back from the dead:

like

had gone straight
father—now a clvic example
Justice and integrity to all the clty—
to t 11 him that his alleged son-in-
1aw had martried her fourteen years
before, and what was he going to
do about 1t?

The £1,000 she demanded to keep
her mouth shut had been paid, and
Mavis had gone her way again. But

codes of Duncan Dale

THE COOK'’S
CORNER

STUFFED BEET SALAD
sized cooked beets, 1

Four good
pimento stuffed olives, 1 package
cream cheese, 3 cups shredded cab.

bage, % teaspoon celery seed, 1
tablespons lemon juice, 4 table.
spoons oil, 1 teaspoon sugar, % teas
spoon salt, few grains pepper.
Scoop out inside of beets to form
cups. Let gtand in French dressing
for an hour or longer, Chop olives
and combine with cream cheese, Fil|
beets with mixture, Season cabbage
with sugar, sali, celery seed ang
r, Toss lightly with a fork and
add lemon juice. Mix well and beat
in oil. Serve stuffed beets on bed of
cabbage and pass extra French
dressing.

=)

daughter to remain with a man
who was not her husband. Hiy
.moral outlook had been rigid, and
he was prepared to pillory himselt
and prosecute his masquerading
son-in-law rather than be a party
to anything he considered ambigu-

ous.

Cynthia and the children must
make their home with him, and
Freeman must leave them alone;
that was his edict and no kind of
entreaty had been able to deviate
him in the slightest from what he
had conceived to be his duty.
And so, for the sake of eleven-
year-old Peter, Patricla, who was
eight. Paul, an adventurous six,
and Pamela, the baby, Gynthia
and the father of her children had
parted; Duncan Dale sending his
daughter on & trip to American,
with little Patrica for companyv—
little Patricia, so excited about the
floating palace that, it was sald,
nothing could sink,

Yes, there were the facts for the
start of Old “Bits'” story, and in
his careful hand wrote for a while,
pausing now and again to listen for
that queer noise that seemed W

in the corridor and was now
associated, for some reason or
ot er, with the thumping in his

heart.

Old “Bits” rose, a trifle unsteadis
1y, to take another - volume from
the shelf—a volume marked April,
1912. He opened it at & place he
had thumbed so often, and again
the searing headlines, as vivid
as ever to him, flared out of the

MIDCHESTER VICTIMS.

Oynthia Dale and little Patricia
had néver survided the first and
fatal vayage of the floating palace
that nothing could sink. Frank
Fre~man, concealing his grief as
best he might, had sought to ull
his sorrow in his work, denving
himself access to his children for
their own saké.

Again Old “Bits” turned to his
story, writing carefully on through
slept.

Two more years had passed—and
then, the date that shook the
world. Across the fornt page of the
“Bvening Echo” for August 4, 1914,
old “Bits’ read the Dblack words:
WAR DECLARED ON GERMANY.

War! It had gone on and on—no
“glorious adventure that would be
over in a few weeks"’ buta
maelstrom of mud and blood and
horror and frightfulness that had

vomited fresh atrocities over the
paper’s pages dally, a paper that
had now become as obituary from
beginning to end, carrying colunms
of casualties.

“0ld Bits"—not so old then—had
had the grim task of recording
those Midchester victims of uni-
versal murder. He had tried to “do
his bit” as a fighting man, present-
ing himself early at a local recruit~
ing station, but heads had been
shaken when his heart had been
sounded. He had returned to the
“Echo” offices to go on recording
that long trail of death.

0O1d “Bits” opened the volume for
July, 1018, and in the list for the
fourth day of that month he read
the name of Peter, Oynthia Dale’s
and Frank Freeman'’s first child —8
boy who had assumed premature
manhood and gone off to die when
he ought to have still been play:ng
football at school.

Yes, tragedy had seemed to sta'k
Frank Freeman through the caval-
cade of years—the story that O

(Continued on Page 10

CorNS RELIEVED
imstantly!
PUTNAM'S

Corn Extractor

JUST KIDS
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