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The Bluest Lake.

[n front of ug was that rise of gray
esh like a sand-bar, cutting between
us and the sky.
up this slope —and stopped abruptly.

Directly under our feet the earth
fe!l away iﬁ;?a vast siide of rock and
volcanic ash, at an angle of at least
fifty degrees, It fell away for eleven
bundred feet, and if you once started
down that incline, you would keep on

“to the bottom. It fell away into a huge
hole, and as we looked to right and

lett, and then acrose, we saw this hole |
as an almost perfect circle six miles !
the bottom of the:
hole lay Crater Lake, with the even- |
ing stillness coming on it so that it |
beld in reflection all the slides and |
snowdrifts and white-capped lava pm’:
nacles that ring it round, held them |
reflected In a mirror of inconceivable |
bine. You have seen water as blue as |
[t is
It is not
Mediterranean nor Caribbean blue. It
18 4 strange, opalescent Indigo. with a |
penumbra of green around the nmrf.’.in1
where there are shallows. [t is opales- !
cent indigo-— and yet that does not de- .

in dlameter.. At

the sky, but that is not sky-blue.
much deeper and richer.

scribe jt, for it is capable of many
varlations and mystic changes, dusky
moowds  of Prussian grayness, richer
maoments, under a wild sunset, of

solemn purple; yet always, somehow,
{tself, {ts own incomparable and indes-

ertbable color.

It means little when you stand on
the rim of Crater Lake, to be told that'
the water {3 eleven hundred feet be-

neath you, because it does not look

that far, in the clear mmountain atmos-
phere, and even the two-thousand-foot
cliff of f.iao Rock does not Impress ed

vor al a glanee,
deseonded those eleven hundred feet,
even once you have walked

down and up the mile of steep trail,
you have
depth. Still mcre do you have it when
fa a boat at last you float out on the
Jvatar, suspended in

- between an

inverted world and an upright, and see
the naked sweeps of pumice .
the gray and pink and brown cliffs of

lava rock, shpot one thousand, twoj thout the throat, bul the co'lar is ad-

thousand feet right above your head.
to meet the snow
that your realize the majesty as well as
the beauty af Crater [.ake.

What gave this water its magic blue
I cannot say.. I am content
to accept the fact, and let who will
theorize. At any rate, it is

the hlue jewel of the world's lakes —

We dashed |
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a new conception  of the a slenderizing si‘houette

It 18 then, at last, |

1

A SOFTLY-FLARING YET
SLENDER SILHOUETTE.
The styling of printed silk on taitor-
is a venture in its expression,
But once you have that is meeting with the approval of

the modish woman.
fastening from neck to hem in an un.
hroken line, this clever frock presents
altogether
flattering to the woman of larger pro-
' portions. The upper part of the froek
' molds the figure to the hip-lir.e, where
(it springs into a graccful flare at the

T

BY LESIE GORDON BARNARD.
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The room was full of an intangible;
steamy vaper. Many odors had their
part in this vapor: Steam itself; the
rancid smell of gasoline; soiled clothes
{ from too intimate a contact with toil-
| worn humanity; stale cooking; un-

savory dampness of tweeds
serges; garbage from the back area
, with its disregard of bylaws and ord-
inances; persperation—and cheap
scent; soapsuds and dishwater;
drains; hot irons; clean .inen strug-
| gling vainly to hold its own.

. Myra Smai. raised an impatient
{ hand from her iron, and brushed back
'a rebellious wisp of rk hair that
'clung like an ink mark to her s

, white cheek. She quelled the rebellion
i roughly, then glanced inveluntarily at
, a steam-moistened mirror hanging on
' the walil, taking in at the same time
!the glimpse obtainable of the litte

— v

 She aiways thought of him as Mr. |

Seholes—not as Ronnld, in spite of his
ha.f-playful insistence. ore was
something about him that she had not,
that Harry kad not, nor Mr. Smith,
nor any one of this district. He didn’t
rea’ly belong east of Centre and south
of Main.

Myra kept on ironing, with a swift
dexterity to keep pace with her
thoughts—with the racing of her
puise. - What a sticky, suffocating
night it was! Mr. Scholes would be
in any minute now. Harry poked his
head in again on his way with Mr.
Smith to say so. Funny how Harry
didn’t like her to be alone when the
shop was open! That slip wouldn’t
stand more than one washing; easy
with the iron there! And then he loft
‘her with Mr. Scholes. How hot it was
in here! Was it better to have the

' outer store with its counter and its’ wimdow closed or up, opening on that

boxes and bundies- on taffy-colored
! shelves.

{ Harry was tying up oid Mr. Stein-
witz’s bundle, and arguing the peint
of price for pressing a two-piece in-
| stead of a three. Old Mr. Steinwitz’s
l vests were not of his suit. They were
white until the world of eating and
drinking and sleeping and smoking
had stamped its mark upon them thor-
ioughly; then, perhaps, they were
 white again.

? No one ought to wear white unless
. it was fresh. No one ought to wear
 white who lived east of Centre street
i and south of Main.

|  Mpyra adjusted her hair with her

1

 thoughts. Why? Harry was too busy

'to notice her hair. Harry was toe
much immersed in this wretched busi-

| ness of pressing pants and suits at a

~quarter a suit to see—anything.

i Her cheek burned. She nestled its
fire against the cool, clean smoothness
of her own worn and patched linen.
She loved the smell of clean linens. By

. this degree of closeness to it she could

‘shut out the horrible, unending, al-

imost unendurable clinging of the odor-

.ous vapors of “Smail’s Wardrole Re-

i pair Shop.”

¢ Clean linen always made her think

"of the same thing. Once only—an her
honeymoon with Harry—she had
traveled in a Pullman sleeper. Her
pillow_was a pillow of romance, and

Cut with fronr fresh linen spread by a deft Nezro kid!™

and the covering for a queen. Travel
—scenery—new sights—other bplaces
—romance-—escage !
. Old Mr. Steinwitz had gone. The
crackling of wrapping paper ce:sed.
Harry came in from the shop.

“I've got to go out, Myra. Youn
Scholes nmext doer said he'd help fmi

foul courtyard? Harry should cer-
i tainly complain about the garbage.

The street door flew open, its bell
{angﬁng. Young Schoiles called brisk-
y:

“Hullo, in there!” .

His head appeared in the doorway
between the outer shop and the work-
shop behind

younger than Harry, as one counted
years, and more than that in looks.

“May I come in? Well—what are
you upte? Pressing the bags out of
somebody’s second best? Oh, domestic
"matters, instead, eh? Go righ ahead,
don’t mind me.”

Her cheeks burned a little, but she
tossed her head, a coquettish move-
ment from cut the past, a ghost from
the dead days of gir.hoed. She jumbl-
ed her own unfinished laundry into a

rough, dry pile, and snatched up an:

artice for the houschold—a worn,
imitialed piece that once friends, in
pre-nuptial inspection, had come in to
see and admire.

He watched her closely for a time.

She stuck valiantly to her ironing. He
said at last:
| “Gosh, it’s hot in here!”

“Kind of!”

“And close! That stench must get
right upstairs, doesn’t it?”

“A—Dbit!”

“I don’t know how you stick it,

His voice was very gentle—a dan-
gerous voice when one was sorry for
oneself. She bent over a checked dish
towel.
. “There’s some one come in.”
¢ Young Scheles went out, whistiing.
There were vciees in the outer shop;
the crackling wrapping paper

! sides and back, the frent being per- again. Guess we'll have to remembsr again; an interchange of thanks. A

i fectly flat,
trastirg color material s wrapped

i Jusiable and may e worn open /i h
i the tics hanging in front. The long
set-in sleeves are trimmed with tailor-

| pointed patch pocket and tie collur,
No. 1333 is in sizes 38, 40, 42; 44, 16
‘and 48 inches bust. Size 40 bust re-
“quires 4 yards 39-inch figured, and
Y2 yard plain material. Price 20c.

WNalter Prichard Eaton, in “Skyline. (ur Fashion Book, illustrating the
Camps.” i f i
- — be of interest to every home dress-
Love Song fo‘. Lucim maker. Price of the hook 10 cents the
copy.
l.ove

>

is a ripe plum
Growing on a purple tree,
Taste It once
And the spell of its enchantment
Will never let you bae,

TLove

Is & bright star

Glowing In far Southern ‘skles.
[.ook too hard

And its burning flame

W1l always hurt your ayes,

Love ;

Is a high mountain

8tark o a windy sky,

If you

Would never lose your hreath,
Do not climb too high.

[.angton Hughes,
- an, I'. s Sl

To Entertain the Prince.
The Prince of Wales, who has prnm-l

Writs your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and sizs of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
siomps or coin (coin preferred; wrap |
ft carefully) for each number, and'
sddress your order to Pattern Dept.,

Inide St., Toronto. Patterns sent Ly

return mail. |
-—— :

Comes Peace at Last.

Comes peace at last! The dkrums have
beat disarray,

ever

The slow dispersing legions of decay,

Under the muffled skies. tell all g
over. '

jRelurns the hushandmaii, returns the

lover, ;
To reap the quiet harvest of alway;

sed to visit I“‘n.xrvsnmm‘: shertly, is to! The hright plumed stars whose wide
be oftered the fisi freedom of the new- ' fleids may not cover :
by created ciy :

o —— — .
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‘ The poor reward that was already his?

graph.”

Though wings beat on forever and a.I
day. :
Move thius the unquickening. the mar-
shaled powers,
Far swifter from the gathering than
they came, i
Through doubttul wars, for an un-
certain fame. '
Forgotten now the toil of thungd’'ring
hours, |
What plotting thrones have given‘
their faithful this |

r——

Gerald Chapman.

HOW TO ORDFR PATTERNS.

3

+-af linen caught the iron. —€ !
i material tore hopelessiy. She rent it you know—waiting for me.

It’s decent of him.”
“Very!” she assented.
 “What’s the matter? Do you mind?"
*“No."
“Then—-—”
“Oh, it’s me, | guess.

places and the people. They've got me
something fierce, that’s all!”

* Her voice broke a little. She re-
sumed her ironing swiftly. He went

to her, and tcoched her shoulder gent- upon her keenly, and fought for com- Myra was by the counter stll.

ly. She saw in him a little thread-
bare man, coilariess, unshaved, sallow.

A long ti» collar of eon- him with something one of these days. ‘wo-minute respite.

He returred, whistling.

He was a good-looking!
youth about Myra’s own age, ten years

*You’re coming away
with me, little woman—ecoming where

we can both start agmin—where no-
body knows us—where the awr isn’t

foul, and men don’t live like beasts!”

She couid breathe again; his words'

‘were soft, flowing, seething, as bhe
went on: “Fresh air and flowers and
trees and all sorts of green things,
and water—and youth. There’s ne
youfh here; it’s age, a dragged-out
age!
“Look at Mrs. Smith—she’s been
waiting all these years—hoping, hop-
ing. You know that. And her youth’s
long gone. Yours hast—yet!” The

vice caught her heapt in a new way.
Youth was @i&m She knew it.
She’d not da ace it. Her mirror.

Her heal ,

“Just two nights’ journey. Loek,
kiddo, there we are!” He pushed an
open rai‘road folder before her, with
'its picture of a man and & gir}, hover-
ed over by an attentive waiter, against
‘a background of dining-car windows,

{and scenery beyond.
| “No, don't! Dve got to stay. It’s
not right!” She hardly recognized her
voice. N

What was he saying? Something
about life owing her things again. The
room seemed a dizzy, spinnming place,
i nauseating with its stale, clinging
odors—suffocating. What was that
picture on the other page. A smiling
Negro, white coat, mahogany car,
kerth just ready, clean linen, clean,
. ccos linen.

Travel, scenery, new sights, other
places—romance—escape!

With a quick inhalation, she buried
her face in the pile of clean linen at
hor side.

The city endured two "days of op-
pressive heat. The sky hela a leaden
haze—an unfuifilled promise of rain.
Occasionally there came a little gust
of wind, but never the welcome patter
of raindrops to follow. [t simply
raised choking, eye-smarting swirls
of dust, and then dropped them as
'suddeniy in another part of the gut-
ter.

The heat formed a medium in which
‘Myra Smail went her mechanical way.
It geemed that, in this time between,
all her movements were automatic,
her househc’d duties, her aid in the
sweating, steaming atmosphere of
the shop. More than once that sec-
ond day Harry asked her solicitously
enough what ailed her.

. “The heat!” she would say, dully.

ized, and then the belt of existence
caught them again, and whiried them
‘apart on the cogs of work and routine,
| Several times confession was on her
+lips, but always something happened

“It’s fierce—ain’t it?”’ he sympath- |

!!

i

i

T

i

. AT BE DA ARSI

|

A tearoom manager had a telephone
call that a group of old college friends
'wanted a table for luncheon. Her

Ppoucy had always been to have soma-

, thing different for special luncheons
| and she wanted to decorate that table
with the college colors, blue and white,
There were no blue candles on hand,
only one or two stub ends of the shade
"of blue needed; there wasn’t time to
' purchase more candles, so in d8spera-
tlon she lighted the stub end cf a blue
candl® and fet the colored wax drip
_over a fresh white candle until it was
covered. She turned and twisted the
white candle as she worked letting the
warm wax drip where it was most ef-
| fective. The result was surprisingly
pretty, and the candles made the lun-
cheon.

I Delighted with the success of her
first venture, she soon began to try out
dripped candles in all colors. As her
'skill increased  she found tt well to
'scrape the white candle with a coarse
' grater to roughen the surface before
' beginning to decorate it. and to chill
1t frequently in a jar of cold water to
i set the colored wax drips quickly and
keep them round. Care was taken not
| to wet the wick.

{ To glve a better fintsh to the candle
ishe made a varnish by dissolving in
‘alcohol amber realing wax and paint-
 ing with a brush a thin coqiing over
' the completed candle. Civsrailine sift-
red over the candle before the varnish
{had hardened was sometimes used to
' give another variety to the surface.

As many color combinations can be

i
i

jtried as there are candles in solid
(colors. Among those that were par-
ticularly effective were rose and

green; green znd blue; rosa, blue and

“The ieather’s bad enough next to prevent it. Once it was a breezy | pink; green, tan and orange.

door,” he said, taking up the conversa-
tion where it had been dropped. “You
taste it even in the grub. Well, I\l be

ed cuffs matching the material of the It’s the heat, and the smell and the mails don’t fail me.”

“You're not—geing away?”

_stranger who ran in from a motorcar,
with a gray Fedora in his hand. A
gust of hot wind had lifted it from

{dust. He was motoring through, he

——p e

The Lilac Tree.

‘

It's not you. quit of it day after to-morrow, if the his head and played with in in the A dreaming stillness pure as light,

"A waft intangible as air,

Her said, and would be giad to get quit of About the blossoming Lilac flows.

heart beat furiousiy. She did not try the city. And would Harry brush his A lambent veil. 4 scenteqd spell,

to explain it to herseif.
“That’s what!” She felt his eyes

posure. “Sorry, kid?”
“Sare, I am,” she laughed it off,

hat up as best he could, quickiy.
Harry took it into the workshop.
The
man eyed her, not disrespectfu.ly at
all. She was conscious of her hair

Jnewo:~1t and most practical sty.es, will On.y the eyes remained, in undiscour- adjusting a roiler towel on the board. straggliing moisty over her hot face.

aged moments, to remind her of the “Say, do you suppose it ain’t nice to Her hand worked at it nervously.

man she had married in high hopes. have some ore fresh to talk to now:

They were to have expended his
cagital =0 well, the money he had saved
in youth.
Bank had taken it. They were to have
a home of modest comfort, a little
place of dreams. And they had a

and then?”
He whistled again.

things, attractive to the eye.
. “I must show vou.” he said, “where

‘our little Ronnie’s trekking for, ju- drove along in the sunlight suiside.

He said: “What keeps people like
you in the city? Say, it looked to me

zoil the country round about! We
could see it hanging like a pall as we

frowsy two rooms over a store of un- 2S scon as that money he’s been pant- It beats me what keeps people here!”

mitigated stenches. They were to have

lived where she could grow a few' retcl
Wilson Publishing Co, 78 West Ade | flowers, and have a stretch of grass on the ironing board.

‘ing fer comes in.

Look!”

He stretched a colored fo.der cut
There was a

i A single word quivered, bitterly, on

her lip: “Poverty!” Harry appeared

~with the hat, and a smiling answer:

to call their own. She had three dis- map, generously blue to mark the ‘‘Circumstances! Maybe some of these

couraged geraniums - upstairs in a
eontainer.
Children were to have piayed on

the grass. Sometimes, she told her-

, self fiercely, God had been goed to let
- her have noné to suffer in this drab- that one could see, separately photo-
No armistice of hours, but ever and ' ness of destitution, and to run wild graphed on a string, overpage; lakes
,in the, streets and alleyways until the u

Juvenile Court interfered. ;
She feit for Harry! Oh, yes, she

story: |
“Patience, old girl,” he smiled, pat-
ting her shouider rcassuringly. :
She drew away.
“Paticnce? My God "
She wanted to shriek aloud. Instead
she ironed, fiercely. A rip in a piece
The worn

in two, savagely, and flung it from'
her. He shrugged his shoulders, and
went siow.y up the dingy stairs to
shave and dress. |

Harry had gone. She wondered
vaguely where. Somewhere with old

' Mr. Smith from next- door.. Where after all.

was it they aiways went together?

Mr. Smith cobbled and aired
shoes, straining his nearsigh eyes |
under an antiquated gas jet dewn-

above—when she could get them. It
was a comparative oasis in this drab

“Oh, yes, Uncle, I play the phono-

et e | desert. Even Mr. Scholes, the only |
S His '"“"‘"‘?’_‘t‘ i mice, and Mr. Scholes was used to nice roller towel.
ncle” George was asking his neph- things.
ews and nieces about their music.
““Whar, instrument do you play,
. Mary?” ) : '
“The piano, Uncle.” NURSES
“And you, Jack?™ :
“I'm learning the violin " The Toronts Hessita) for Incurattes, iw
“And what about you, Henry? Can M'c?”“n“:.“e-ﬁ“‘:m
you play anything?’ of Training to young wemen, Raving the
Henry thought hard for a minute w ;Wm”n:.n: u:'—'-
and then said: hour The pupils receive ““Q

g H
|
i

)
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Minard’s Liniment for Backsohe.

-

| towel and examining it.

| the

water; pictures in color—cool green

dows, bungalows, red-roofed and
diamond-paned, with towers and trees

and grass; lakes from which, by day'
rubber-booted fishermen lured the fish

n whose golden bosom canoes float-
under the sunset summer sky.

 felt for him—if only he wouldn’t— The rancid smel of gasoline was
 there he was again, the same old transformed; she was in one of those

motors circling the lake; on the wide,
white road. ‘

“It's a place!” he sighed, shakine
his head. “Was only there for a week
once, but Iéve never seen anything bet-'
ter, and I've moved about a bit.
There’s a bungalow up there on a tiny
bit of a farm—ehickens, and things,
Ony,
relative left in a crue! world for our
litt.e Ronmie. A maiden aunt—God
bless her for leaving it to an impecun-
ious nephew! Nobody knows me up
there for a roving spirit, so I may
achieve a reputation for industry,
It’s the ore place in the
world I'd care to sette down. How
do you like it?” 3

“Oh, it’s too lovely!” she breathed.

She suddenly found herse.f waeping

'stairs, while his wife kept bearders crazi.y over the fresh linen. An acrid:

smeil of burning cut through the other
odors. She snatched the iron up, al-
most burning her hand. An angry.

. boarder at present, admitted it was' patch of brown showed in the white

It brought her to ber-
self. She drew the piug from the,
base of the iron. . i

She turned away, taking up the'
He came be- |
hind her, and peered over her shoul—i

“You're not crying over that, kid.'
What's the trouble?” !

His voice was full of a compassion |
t-eolored folder as if it were
a thing now. Why didn't
Harry do little things, little under-
standing things like that? Why did |
he not at least admit frankly the

that was

awful drabness of life, the sickening, 48

'window box made of a soda-biscuwit forest glades; waterfalls: lush mea-'

She '

days we’ll be able o get away.”
({ To be concluded.)
[ N——
" A Resembliance.

A teacher was trying o give her
small pupils a menta! picture of a
harrel, without discloging the name of
the article.

“The object I have in mind, " she ex- !
caught her breath at the beauty of it. plained, “is large and round, being]

nearly as big one.way as the other, and

. if laid on its side and started at the!

top of a hill, it would roll to the bot
tom. Now, who can tell me what it
ts 2

A dirtle hand went up. and the
teacher said: “All right,
what do you think [ was dsscribing?™

.
(4

Minard’s Liniment for ourns.
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Burns.

Oh, bhut the mountain breeze must have
been pleasant
Upon the sunburnt brow

Of that poetic and triumphant peas-

ant
Driving his laureled plow'

- William Alexander. ' e

1

)
e

Some spider webs are so strong that |

birds can be caught in them.

Marjorie; !

i
i

“My daddy!” came the roply. i wom
|

cSuck as in Kden groves befel]

- When first a lilac bloomed, new lent,
For earth a flecting ravisiment.

+ The Cherry in her April white.

' The eariy Apple and the Pear,

, The greenly kirtled (“nnamon Rose,
Are sweet as maids from neck to hein,
'But no whist wonder alters them

Then he pulled  like th:e smoke and heat. had been Only ihe listening Lilac Tree
The crash of the Central some papers from his pocket, colored folded in on your town so it wouldn't Is dimly sphered in glamoury,

1

| —Alice Brown,
Th— b e e

The Egyptians had zoological gar-

‘dens, containing large collections of

twild animals.

|
|
t

|

thatmeanless
for you-

The Thumb Rest which re-

; o lieves all strain (rom the hand

| and wrist.

' 9 The Heel Stand which makes

? it unnecessary to iift the iron.

: The Hinged Plug, which pre-
e vents wear and disconnection

of tha“cord.

‘ The Kbt Point, which makes

ironing quicker and easier.

Hotpeint is the only electric iron
in the world to give you all these

::vmm And the price is
y low.

! Hotpoint Standard Irom $5.50.

Special Iron $1 extra.
THE

'y Single Harley-Davidson Moton l
. Less than one cent per mile to |

Write for catalogue and

E” Miles Per gallon of Gas on the

Ate.

T

Yonge 8¢t . oronto

~h,

(‘

o
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