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PART IL :

The man paid his quarter and went
out. She watched him with sulen
eyes as he drove his ‘ong, ow car.
down the dusty street, threading the
traffic. Harry came beside her; wet
with toil. !

Friend:
some new Table Linen”
“No, my dear, I've been
using Sunlight Soap’’

UNLIGHT, the allpure laun-
dry soap, is backed by a $5,000
guarantee. Sunlight will do your
washing quickly, more thoroughly
and will keep your clothes looking
like new.

~ Sunlight Soap

The Largest Selling Lawxiry Soap n theworid
Made by
Lever Brothers Lumted, Toronto

Sold Everywhere

Hostess:

—

Eu Lai La!
Misa Smithers, a teacher in North
China, was keenly alert to acquire new l
and useful Chinese phrases. She no-'
ticed during several outings that the '
man who drove her donkey cart always '
cleared the way before them by showt. !
ing: “La lat la! Lu lai 1a'" Promptly |
she committed the words to memory |
to be used on occdsion. What ocenr- |
red when the occasion arose has re-
recently been told in Journeys Beaut!- |
ful  Miss Smithers was convoying a |

city, aud she was not finding it easy
work. The congest was grest, and
the little procession of girls; walking
two awd two, was often brought to a
complete halt, Now was the time! |
LMting her hand for attention. she,

shouted loudly:
“Lar &t 1a! Lu lai la'”
Nobody gave way. Instead there

was a roar of laughter, and the crowd"
preesed 4n cCloser ‘ngry but undis-
mayed, she tried agatms $
“Tar lal 1a! Lu iar al” u
The mob yelled ledirfously, and the
nearest girl clutched at her arm, cry-
fsg. “O Miss Teacher, Miss Honor-
able Teacher,-—what is it you say?” |
“1 am saying, ‘(‘lear the path- ~mako?
way there’,” sajd the honorab'e teach-!
er with a dignity which was suddenly
dissipated when the girl, blushing and
ready to weep, cxplainod piteously: !
“Oh, .no, Honerabie Miss Teacher;
your meaning may be that,—yes; such
may be your meaning. but the words
that our Honorable Teacher continual- .
ly ~shottas are' ‘The doukeys are com.‘ SmeED IN THE PATOU WAY.
ing'" Please, Honorable Miss Teach- This is the type of sports froek
er. think of us. your humble but.full- every one is wearing abroad, subtle in
of-feeling scholars!"” . its simplicity, and utilizing stripes
s i both vertically and horizontally to
- achieve effectiveness. The biouse opens
His System. | @t the neck, revealing a little tab col-
She (at conceri) Why do you ap- lar that can be smartly fastened about
plaud evervthing, whether it is good the throat. Gathers over the bust lend
or bad?” \ easy fulness, and two. plain trimming-
He--"Oh, that's an easy one. I ap- bands run upward from the lower
plaud a good thing because it's g00d eodge, and are the starting point. for
atd a bad thing because it's over.” . the narrow be.t wrich ties in loops at
s v the centre back. Fulress in skirts is
So large is the dome of the mew A& necessity these days, and here we
bui.ding of the Port of London Auth- %ee it expressed by inverted plaits in
ority that a sma.l rai.way has been the fromt. The skirt is joined to a
built round the outside of it to sim- camisole top. No. 1243 is for misses
plify the cleaning of ita windows.  and small women, and is in sizes 16,
e s ., ; — 1 18 and 20 years (ori 34; 36 and 38

'inches bust only). Size 18 years (36
A bust) requires 4 yards 36-inch striped,
¢ ) and % yard plain material; camisole

top requires 1!, yards 36-inch lining.
; Price 20 cents.

Our Fashion Book, illustrating the
' newest and most practical styles, will
' be of interest to every home dress-
-maker. Price of the book 10 cents
the copy.

HOW TO ORDFR PATTERNS

NEW JUMPER SPORTS FROCK

After Every Meal
k does’t take much

"WMﬁm 'it carefully) for each number, and
; sddress

order to Pattern

Wilson~ i u&,n'-t‘biGc-it'Bmpm:lL Don't forget
licdde help. lide SP, Toronto. Patterns sest '.¥| o lock the shop door.” |
return muil Her feet seemed impotent to move:
Wrigley’s, afver every _ . | her voice to call. The door closed Lo
! him.
mesal, benefits teeth, The Owl ;

breach, appetite and

When cats run home snd Sight is comes; |

> 3

“Patience, Myra!” he encouraged,
smiiing at her a little. “What's this

A deliveryman came in with a suit
to be pressed. It smelled of the stabbe.’
! She hurried into the workshop. The
mirror tod her the man’s glance ha&i
paid not undeserving tribute to hee: !
She stii. had youth. Youth! Rome’
was not built in a day—eh? .

Well, and youth did not last for-
ever! Mrs. Smith had waited for her’
.Rome, and the foundations were net
|in yet, and age had marked her face,]
land resignation had dulled her eyes:
Harry came in with the suit.

. “Sponge and press,” he said. “Rush
job. Could you start her off? I've got
this of Blenckel’s to finish by &
I toid hkim I'd run over with it.”

She took up the coarse gray suit,
| wrinkled and shabby. She began her
' work mechanicully. It revolted her:
‘Harry finished his own race agaimst;
| the clock and hurried away. It was
!in his abeence that the door opened
i with its warning bell. It was M

Scholes. His eyes were eager.

“Everything’s all right,” he said.

“Look, kiddo!” He held up two yel-
| low siips printed in red. “Our berths
| for to-night,” he told her. “Every-

i thing’s fitting right in. Remember—
| Central Station at 8.30. He's going
'off with Smith again to-night, so it’T
' be easy.” '

. She shook her head. Her lips man-
caged: “I can’t. I'm afraid! Pm
, afraid!”_

i “You musn’t be—now! It's the heat

. and your nerves! And the smell! This

Ieonfounded hole would turn any ome
. sick.”” He picked up the offensive suit,|
over which she had been laboring:
I“It'@ a darn shame,” he cried, with a

' kind of work. You peor litt': kid!"|
~ He did not attempt to caress hor, just
'gripped her hand for a2 moment.

“Courage!” he whispered. “Life owes
| you & who'e lot. and we’re goins to

What mattered the price, if she could
escare?  Satisfled, young Seholes

Harry was back. Harry was sayine
in her ear: “Chalk up that swuit
against Blencke!, will vou, Myra? Gee,
but he’s a tightwad. Say—what's the
matter?”

“Nothing!”
. “You've been crying! Say, I wish |
cou'd take you somewheres to-night—
ear.y c.osin’ and all—only I got to go
with old man Smith again. It's a.
shame, teo. Anyway, the shop’ll be
closed. so you can forget work, and!
visit Mrs. Smith, or read or any-

grimace, “making you sweat over this | her.

cou’d only nod her decision.

1 seaul—relics, some of the things, of

her real trousseau. Mr. Scholes had

told her to bring nothing but neces-|

saries. They couw.d buy more. It was
better to leave no means of tracing

Her treasures filled a bag easily
emough, things she could net ledve
Her nervousness made packing doubly

‘ : i they say about Rome taking a while difficult. Thunder a' fri
“I see you’ve been buying to pallar always frightened

ker, and the growing dark was sul-
phurous, and in the distance there was

already a low rumbling, not of the‘

traffic.

Her best dress—what a fool she was
not to have thought to press it! It was
& perfect fright! She left it until last.
‘Perhaps she would have time. When
everything was packed and ready she
bad seven minutes before the hour
when be had said to be sure to leave.

She ironed hastily, a crushing sense
of terpor upon her. Terror lest she be

late. Terror at the thing she was|

deoing. Terror at the gathering storm.

He had said to leave a light or two
on.. It would save the neighbors sus-
peeting. §t was guite dark now. The
street was quiet with the early clos-
ing. Fgures gathered before the con-
fectionery and soft-drink stores that
remained open perpetually. Shirt-
sieeved men and blowzy women sat on
low doorsteps, chatting in subdued
tomes; as if the approaching stornr had
quieted them, and only becoming quer-
ulous in reproof of the children play-
ing about. s

She was a litt'e late. He had said It’s the grandest place. Dearie—did |

Write ‘Salada’, Toronto, for free sample.

pE—

mp— e Y

ithe handle of the iron itself, stepped

furward amd pressed the searing metal
against the intruding hand. There
was a scream of pain, the rattle of an
ocverturned can in the courtyard—
then silence.

Myra‘fled out into the sulphurous

might. “My dear!” cried Mrs. Smith,
iopening her door to a panic-stricken
. girt. “Myra, dear—what is it? Is it
'the storm that’s frightened you?”
“Some one was breaking in at the
’back!" she hreathed.
i “Breaking in?” said Mrs. Smith.
| “There now—I toixd Harry he was a
foel to keep all that money there, ne
matter how he Lid it. But he’d lost in
i that Central Bank smash, and nothing
would do.”

Myra said slowly: “Money?

“Sure. The capital he’s been
. scrimpin’ and scrapin’ for the new
|store, dearie, that him and Mr.
Smitl’s fittin’ up in the west end.
There—and I wasn’t to tell you. What
a blatherin’ fool I am! It was to be a
surprise for you, dearie, and besides
1he was afraid to disappeint you if you

knew and it didn’t go through. They're

Cirtiom of a cecoling Gownpour She
could see two Agnres running in the
rain. Mr: Smith-—and Harry -
, ing home aged * o
The lightning ssill p: Gl
_heavens and upexn the earth. It did ned -~
frighten her now. She remm=ired—
her dark-hair moistened by the rain
and flattened against her whité face—
gulping in the fresh, cocl air that blew
over the city, a benedi=tion, it secrced,.
from the west end tu the east.
(The End.)

»—
I think of you in a wee white house
At the end of a elim, green lane,
In & land that is free of care and doubt,|
In a land that knows no pain. -
I think of you with blue, smiling eyes,
But your mouth has a wistful line,
As if it lorgs—oh, I know it does!——
For a feeting touch of mine!

i I think you work in the little house,
That the walls may be bright and
neat, -
And I think that you hurry to spread
soft rugs, #

up there paperin’ away to-night again.

On the chance that my tired feet

8.30 at the station, and to wait by thet you lock that window? There, never: My fhiter-oves the low i itt,

door of the women’s room. As she

i’mimi, I’ll run and look out the baek.

|  May sound on the narrow stair,

went. down the street, hurrying with I can see it from our washrosm. II I know that you'll stand with your

her bag to the tram line, and avoiding

netice, a litt'e gwst of wind made her have seen to things till our men-folks-.
It was a joyBus little come, but he left for his train a while
P'm sorry he’s gone; such a mice

seize her hat.
gust, a stormy petrel, cool with prom-
ise. It gave her courage. It seemed
an earnest of the things to which she
was going, away from this drabness

! wisht Mr. Scholes hadn’t gone; he'd

 ago.
I young fellow to have in the house.”
’ She hurried off.

A rumbliing peal of thunder shook

and heat. She began to speculate al-' the place. The flaming angel seemed

most calmly on the chance of beating

the rain to the station. N
Habit flung itself upon her, ha'ting

Had she closed the back window?
She-had put it down a little and drawn
the blind, she knew, as she ironed. She
gave 2 quick little cry.

The iron! She had left it on, and

the light was going— There would be

¢ | & five—and gasoiine around— Herry

‘ose— Oh, she cou'd

Ppople stared at her now, as she

hurried along, but she did mot mind. |

The iron got Hot s6 quickly always.

What if she

tunately she

sim purse.
Sk

had left the key in her

the ghosta of odors, dead with the day,
haunting her as she hurried through;
within, an acrid sm=!l confirmed her
hears, but the metal stand had saved
the worst. The wood below was only

thing. DIl try not to be late. And "oHrnnE o scorch.

"we’ll go to bed early: you’ll get & good
rest to-night. Thsat’s what you meed.”
© “Yes,” said Myra, “I'll get a good
. “Sure, that's right! Why, you leok
better already!” She gave attemtion '
to a pile left over from last might’s;
work. !

“What have you there”” he asked. [°F M-

“Just the laundry.” ‘

' She leaned close over the lean:
linen. Diziness was upon her again,
a suffocating sense of fear, and pity—
trying to suffocate, to strangle desire
and hope and youth. She let her cheek |
brush the pile; she inhaled the fresh |
scent of cl!zanliness. |

“Could you——" Harry’s hesitant
voice came to her—*“I forgot abeut this |
darn dress suit for that chap’s mas-
He'll be in ary time. Could
you firish up that suit for the delivery
fellow, d’ye think?”

“Sure!” She left the pile of linen.,
Two litt'e spots of color glowed in her .
pa.e cheeks. This would be the last/
suit—ever—— !

Harry had gone agamin—for the last
time mow. If only he had knewn how
little a thing would have turmed the:
tide. But his haste to get awmy had
prevented anything. Her frantic de-
sire at the ‘ast moment to grasp his
sleeve—the rough: serge she bad gone
with him to buy, and !iked beecause of |
the little stripe in it—was stilled when

'
i

h She theught of

His footfall agzin' But ke only'
caled from the outer shop: !
“l came back for my umbreia.

The sicy had almost a furid losk. It
hung row lilse an angry pail above the

digestion. And dew is cold upon the ground, | dity. It frightemed her, ss if & fiam.
M h i e mdl‘. ’ dh’ s
Ant the goes | escape into paradise:
Alcus snd werming his five wits, | ;o pack. A sebbing lzugh ross in her

The white owt in the beifry sits.
. - —Touuyses.

round,
And the whirring eufl goes round; l
[§

thoat ot the thought of how meagre
b—;ﬁﬁ*wﬂlm

| weak’y upon a chair.

Her legs faifing her, she sank down
The action of
the fast few minutes had held her up.

| rest to-mi ght."” ‘Tbe emetional aftermath came now.

She wanted to cry. She wanted also
to run, away from all this. The train
did mot leave until 9.15, she knew. He
would wait for her, as she was to wait
She must have just a mo-
ment though—just a moment to catch

. her breath.

Her heart was beating suffocating-

‘ly again; and the room was closer

than ever. The window was down al-
most to the sill, and the blind drawn.
She must net forget to close the win-
dows when she woht. If it come on
to storm

What bad happered to the storm?

How still it was!
at once, or her
after all. ‘
What was the matter with t%=
biind? It was ratting—but there was
mo storm vet, no wind. Ske recoiled
in quick terror. A man’'s hand wzs
thrust through the aperturs feeling
for the shade. The fingers groped for
it vainly. The hand gripped the win-
dow then and started to push it up.
Some one was hreaking in! Harry
was a.ways afraid tc leave th> place
alone. i -
Fascinated for seeonds she watched
the hand strugziing to [ift the win-
dow. It was stiff. Then it bezan to
move un. She wanted to cry aloud,

She must get away
nerves woud fail h=-

. Write your name and address p.ais- . he hurried off after a brief Liss for ' and cou'd rot. There was b one mear
. iy, giving number amd sizo of swens her—the ‘ast kiss—

patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
i+ .mps or coin (coin preferred;: wrap '

to help. Sk could see a s'eeve behind -

the hand.

She arose to her feet, put her arm:
! back to steady herself. She touched,
the hot metal of the stand, and it

e

l
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, red, as usual, through the
store, and the fact that the outer shop.
waw closed up tightly accentuated the
fami'iar odors, a touch of the stable!
sti’l clinging. Only now they were like

{to sweep low and flash a blazing
sword along the street. Instantly a
jagged crash broke the momentary
! siience. Myra crouched in her chair.
| Rain began to fall in big, spattering
. drops— She must close the window.
i Mrs. Smith appeared shouting in
| her ear:-

: “Oh, you're looking after it! I just
; remembered the window. Such a ter-

al—Mr. Scholes! He was out-

| was against, the metal post when that

first flash came. He's terribly burned,
{ but he insists on going, as soon as—"
| “Burned?” Myra’s flesh was creep-

couldn’t get in? But for' ing with horror.

i “His hand, dearie. Across the baek
'of the fingers. I must run, poor fel-
Low!” ’

Myra was left alone. She put 2 hand
to her mouth to ehoke back he  cry.
Faintness seized her. She groped to
the window-sili, and sucked greedily
for air. The flamirg »ngel, ‘hai done
1.s work, pass:d on, levving the pene-

ribls thing’s happened! He hasn’t gone

arms outflung,
As soon as I enter there.

Oh roses will grow on the garden gate
And over the bronze sundial
That murmurs, as ever the hours
change,
“It {& only for just a while.”
And your hands will train them with
tender care,
. Though ever your gaze will roam
Down the road that winds through the .
happy trees,
The road that wil! bring me Home!
—Margaret E. Sangster. _
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