IT MAKES NO
DIFFERENCE

Br Neil Bell

That which God writes on they fore-
head thou wilt come to, be the roads
thereto whzat they may.—El Kora

Gresory Brown looked out of the
batkroom window at the roofs, out-
bouses, walls, poles. and aerials o!l
suburbia. It was eight o'clock on a
fize Juze morzping. As be slowly lalh-l
ered his chin the sun climbad adbore
tha roof cf the great power station.!
seemed to blink for a momext, and:
thena stared Roldly into the b:u:mom.l

It was pust such 2 morning as misA
that, twenty vears before, had seenl
him start o for his first day with Bas-
sett and Bransom of Mincing Laze.
It seemed incrddible that it was all}
ago—twenty years. That!
made him—well—oldish; but he didn't!
feel- old—he didn’t look old. But!
there it w

!

twenty years, almost a
third of a lifetime; and (here were the
four vears he Bad spent in France
during the War: they alone bad seem-
ed an eternity

Coufident secretary he was row; a
good job, with a salary more than
enough for his needs, =although rot
enough to marry upon. Two thousand
a year was all right for one. but for
two, plus an unknown number, it
wouldn't do at all. Although there
was his drawinz. He had always had
2 bent for drawing, and since the War
he hal bezun to turn it to pretty good
gccount. Most of the humorous papers
had taken, and coatinued to take. his
work. althouzh he had no success with
the serious stuff ke wanted to do. Still, |
it was a paving hobby: he must have
averaged a thousand a year out of it
for the last three or four vears.

He sponged his face, an dthen, step-
ping into the bath, splashed, puffed,
and blew for some while.

Outside the sparrows were chirplngi
gaily. He hopped from the bath and
began to rub himself briskly. He
looked out through the window at the
tiny garden, a miraculous patch of

green and colour among the bricks
and mortar. !

“Twenty years,” he said, “twenty
years; Good Lord! \Why do I stick it?,
Is this all I'm going to get out of life?
Why don't I chuck it? I could live
down at Bannerton in that small cot-|
tage we saw last year. What was it?
One dollar a week rent and other;
things on a par. One’s rich in Ban-
nerton on fifteen dollats 2 week. and
I'm making twenty now by drawing,
and in my spare time, too. Hang it
all! Down there, with the sea and
the little lanes and tle tiny creepered
cottages. and all my time to give to it,
it'd be queer if I couldn’t make double
that.?

He began to girdle his dressin_-
gown about him. Suddenly he laughed.
“By heck!"” he cried. “I'll do it to-day.
I'll tell Bassett I've finished.”

When he went down to breakiast a’
parce! lay by his plate. He looked
down his nose at it. “H'm!” he mut-;
tered: and cutting the string took out;
a number of his drawings and 2 note
from the Art Editor of The Flair.

Dear Mr. Brown (it ran), I'm sorry
to have to return all these but 1 don’t
think they are quite up to your usual
high standard. I hope you will let me
see some more of your work a little
later on; just now we are crowded
out with stuff. ¢

“Ass!” said Gregory. “He doesn’t
know good work from bad; the man’s
a fool.”

He had not been in the office an hour
that morning when Mr. Bassett sent
for him. 4

“Itll save me asking to see him,”
mused Gregory, as he rose from his
desk . . . “if I want to see him,
that is. ' But do I? Shall I chuck it?
Oh, curse!”

“Er—Brown,” said Mr. Bassett, “I've
a letter here from Parsons; he’ll be
away this week. Will you take over
his ledger? I will, I'know, mean a
lot of extra work; and it is just for
that reason I'm asking you. Do you
mind?” &

Here was his chance. Nothing could
have been better. It was iniquitous
shoving Parson’s work on to him. A
compliment—yes, maybe, but to the
devil with such compliments. A pic-
ture of Bannerton, Bannerton by the
sea, with its lanes and fields, its cot-
tages, and its peace and loveliness,
drew itself on his brain. And then the
recollection of that damnable letter
from the Art Editor of The Flair
drove the picture from him. *

“Very well, sir,” - he said, “I'll be
only too pleased to do what I can.”
And turning away he went back to his
desk. - 2

Asheporedover the ledger he shut
his mind to Bannerton and-his lost
freedom. He had funked it, and he
knew now that he would never risk it.

And as he turned over a page he
smiled a little savagely. “We'll try
the Palais deDanse to-night instead,”
he said, with a wry grin.

- Ann Nancarrow stred out through
the oen windows of her little room. It
was ten o'clock on a soft June morn-
ing. She had stopped typing. = She
felt tired. She was very small and
frail. . Theres was a sort of unfed
beauty in her face. Despite her thirty
years, she looked little more than a
child. She sat back in her chair and
looked a little whimsically at the
printed heading to one of her corres-
pondence sheets. ~The Nancarrow
Typing Agency. Authors’ MSS. re-
vised and carefully typed 25c a thous-
and with one carbon. Translating a
speclalty.. ;

She sighed. “Ten years,” she sald,
softly. “Ten years; ten years in a
cage! And what do I get out of it?
Just about enough to keep me going,
to earn enough to keep me golng.” She
laughed. “I supose it's funny—but I
don’t see it this morning. God! I
wish I could get out of it.”

She sat very still for a while,tapping
her fingers upon the table.: “It's a
holiday I want,” she sald, presently;’
*but the_question is: can I afford one?
‘What does she say again?”  She open-

tage from the beginning of next week.
I'm sure ¥oa would enjoy. yoursell
Banrcerton §s at fts best in Jume.
Please let me know by return.

~Two weeks by the sea,” whispered
Ann, “and at Baprerton, too. Il do
jt- 111 chuek all this. -~ She slipped a
fresh paper into tha machine, and be-
gan to type.

Dear Mrs. Marphy,—

Thank you very ruch for your let-
ter about the cottage.

There was a knock at the door, and
ber !andlady entered with a letter.

“Jt’s from the statioperss, Miss, and
the man says he'll wait, please.”

Annn opened the exvelope ard look-
od at the account, totalling $135, with
the npotation, “An immediate settle-
mnt will oblige.”

“Tell him . said Aza, “1 call round
and nay at luzch time™

She turned -to the ‘etter in the ma-
chine. She gava a little sarage laugh.
Then she continued:

I am sorry, however, that I caznot
close with your offer, as I now find it
impossible to get away this summer.
1 krow how much I shou!d have exnjoy-
ed Bangerton. 1 spant many happy
summers there as a ceild. -

She sat back in her shair.  “Ab,
well,” sho said, in a voice that was a
little too jaunty. “We'll see what the
Palais de Danse will do for us to-
night.” .

They met a t the Palais de Danse
that evening, and witrin three moanths
they were married. Whether or not
they lived happily ever after, no man
may yet say, for it all happened s0
littla a while ago.

1L

Gregory Brown came down from the
bathroom on a fine -June morning.
Twenty years to that day, it was, since
he had bagun at Bassett and Bransom
of Mincing Lane. Twenty years in a
caze. Why did he stick it? He would
chuck it all ,and that very morning.
He was making enough. surely, by his
drawing to live on,
lived in the country. He knew of a
delightful little cottage’ down at Ban-
nerton — Bannerton, that delicious,
quaint mite of a plaze by the sea in
Devonshire.

When he went down to breakfast a
package .y by his plate. He looked
at it whimsically. “H'm!” ho mutter-
ed. and, cutting the string. he took
out one of his drawings and a note
from tha Art Editor of The Flair.
Dear Mr. Brown it ran),—I am retura-
ing one of your drawings. but am
keeping the other eight. We are, by
the way, shortly starting a new hum-
orous weekly periodical, arnd we
should like to fix up with you to do a
weekly ful-page drawing.

think that’s an omen.”
He had not been i nthe office an

‘hour that morning when Mr. Bassett

sent for him.

“It'll save me asking to see him,”
mused Gregory, as he rose from his
desk . .. “if I want to see him, that
is. But do I1? Shall I chuck it? - Oh,
curse!”

“Er—Brown,” said Mr. Bassett, “I've
a"letter here from Parsons; he’ll be
away this week. Will you take over
his ledger? It will, I know, mear a lot
of extra work; and it's just for that
reason that I'm askirz vou. Do you
mind " -

Here was his chance. Nothing could
have been better. It was iniquitous
shoving Parson’s work on to him. A
compliment—yes, maybe, but to the
devil with such compliments. A sud-
den vision of an out-of-work shufiling
along the highway drew itself on his
brain. And then that heartening let-
ter from the Art Editor of The Flair
drove the picture from him.

“I'm sorry, sir,” he said, “but I can’t
do it

“Can’t do it!"” gasped Mr. Bassett.
“Can’t do it! Why, Brewn &

_“In fact,” went on Gregory, hurried-
Iy, “I' ; leaving—leaving to-day.”

“Leaving us, Mr. Brown!” said Mr.
Bassett.  “Leaving us! But why?
Aren’t you——"

Gregory squared his shoulders and
laughed. “I'm chucking it all, Mr. Bas-
sett,” he cried; “chucking the lot of
it; I'm going to live in the.country and
earn a living, or try to, by drawing.”
He shook the astonished Mr. Bassett
by the hand, and, turning away, weat
out and closed the door behird him.

“Good God!” said Mr. Bassett,
breathing heavily. “He must be mad.”

That day week found Gregory in-
stalled in_ the tiny cottage in Banner-
ton.

Ann Nancarrow
Typewriting~ Agency)

(The Nancarrow
stared out

of a soft June morning. Despite her
thirty years she looked little more
than a child. st 5L

She sat back in her chair and sighed.
“Ten years,”. she said, softly, “ten
vears.” Good Lord! but I want a holi-
day. - The question is: can I afford
one?” She opened a letter by her
side, and, flattening it out, read: Dear
Madam, I could let you have the cot-
tage from the beginning of next weck
for two weeks. I'm sure you would
enjoy yourself. Bannerton is at its
best in June. Please let me know by
return,

“Two weeks by the sea,” whispered
Ann, “and at Bannerton, too. -I'il do
it!” Ehe slipped a fresh paper into
her machine and began to type.
Dear Mrs. Murphy,

Thank you very much for your let-
ter about the cottage. X

There was a knock at the door, and
her landlady entered with a-letter.

the man says he’ll wait, please.”

Ann opened the envelope. Dear
Missy Nancarrow (she read), We are
pleased to say that we have decided
to offer you the contract for all our
typing. Please let bearer know when
you can'call to see us.

“Tell him,” - sald Ann,
round at Iunch time.”

She turned-to the letter on the ma-
chine. She gave a little happy laugh.
Then she continued:—

1 am very pleased to say- that I find
I can come to Bamnerton for the two
weeks... Your:terms will be quite ac-
ceptable, - I shail come down probably

‘Tl come

ed a letter.by her side, and, flattening
it ‘out upon the table - read: . Dear

Madam,—I could let you have the cot-

at the end of this week, but I will let

especially if he’

“Good man!” chuckled Gregory. “I

through her windows at the sunshine)-

“It's from the stationers, miss, and |

ably fnstalled s Mrs. Murphy’s neat
littls cottage at Bannertoa.

“Next door's got a tepant at last,”
said Mra. Murphy to Ana on the even-
ing of her arrival. “He’s a Mr. Brown,
and {3 an artist, they say.”

They met on the beach tha next
morning, and within threa months
they were married. Whether or pot
they lived happily ever fates, ro man
may yet say, fo rit all happened 5o lit-
tle a while ago.— Joha O'Loadoa’s
Wezkly. : :
e

The Believer Speaks

Masy may pot 2zree with tha writer
(who prefers to reman anozyruous)
when he lauds the rising generation
in the following lines:

1 lixe tha rising generation.

1 like tha way it laughs,—with head
throwa back ard wide mouth full
of wolf-whta tecth.

I like the way it's built,—slender and
supple 2s a wiillow wand, to berd
and not to break.

{ like the way it moves,—like a Dbird
swooping, direct and certain, but
gra:eful witkal

I like the way it talks,—slangily, suc-3
cintly, chary of words and prodizal
with laughter.

I like the way this rising generation
works,—matter-of-factly, and with a
proper pride.

I like the way it plays.—wholehearted-

Iy gaily, with a nice appreciation™of

the fine points of every sport with a

reallv sporting spirit and a liking

for them all.

like the way this rising generation

dresses, riding hatless in the easy

comfort of jodphurs and open shirt,
orswimming in bathing togs and soul
of brevity—its street clothes trim as

a clipper ship,—its evening dress
formal to tae last degre2- of ele-
gancs.

-

1 like this rising generation.—its non-
chalance that lifts . -olitely bored
eyebrow at reference to the “Golden

Rule,” the while it tucks a steadying

hand beneath Old Age’s elbow.

{ like this rising generation,—itz wis-
dom and the poise it gains there-
with, and I like its delightful occa-
sional descent into infantile ingenu-
ocusness. ke

I like its Canniness,—that leaves a
picnic ground immaculate,but strews
its small belongings from attic to
front door, at home, for those whose
best love shows itself in service to
pick up.

[ like this rising generation,—I ad-
mire its starndards, its overwhelm-
ing honesty, its clean, wise mind in
a clean, fit body, its persistence, the
sporting spirit in which it takes its
krocks,—or, having attzined a mea-
sure of success, ‘he wholehearted-
ness with which it extends the help-
ing hand to the next fellow.

I like its perfect grooming,—irom
dense, brght hair to shining finger
tips and well shod, high arched,
eager feet.

I like this rising generation,—I like its
friendliness—and cool indifference.

I like its.level-headedness in danger,

its efliclency in difliculties.

like it for its derring-do, its super-

ficial gless, its basic strength and

fineness.

I like this rising generation—with its
future held securely in both strong.
slim hards, a smile on its lips and
‘high hope in its young heart.

I LIKE this rising generation.

~ A Party Puzzle

‘It you have friends dropping in fre-
quently, it is a good stunt to have a
jig-saw puzzle on hand. Have it care-
iessly spread out on a card table—
when you know that guests are com-
ing. The natural desire for everyone
will be to put the pieces together. The
evening will pass quickly and you will
be saved the strain of searching for
conversational topics.

High Production of
Water-Power

Ottawa.—\Water power is the source
of about 90 per cent. of the total out-
put of central electric stations in Can-

-

ada.

Sir John Salmond retires in April and here we se2e his brother,
Sir Geofirey Salmond, who will take over the reigns of Chiet Air
A capable family!

Marshal of Great Eritain.

How Dickens Found
Nzmes For Characters

London.—One of the problems
which always have fascinated lovers
of Charies Dickens® work is that of
where he got the names for his char-
acters. It is slowly being solved
by the verger of a London church.

It was longz thought that Dickens,
out of his own imagination, had colu-
ed such surnames as Chaband, Tigs.
Guppyr, Marley, Dorrit, Mold, Var-
den, and Boffin, but these very names
bhave been found in the parish reg-
ister of St. Andrew's Church, Hol-
born. where tha verger, A. Jones,
has spotted themy down for r.any
vears in the course of his normal
work. Jones thus far has listed
20 names- of people probably living
in Holborn during Dickens” resid-
ence there.

A few other Dickens’ names have
been traced in Kent, where the nov-
elist spnt his earliest years. and
Pickwick, as is well known, i3 a
name Dickens found in Bath and
treasured up for later use. The or-
igin of such names as “Micawder,”
“Chuzzlawit,” and *Copperfield” re-
main obscure.

No methodical search of the parish
files ever has been undertaken in
Holborn, but now that it is revealed
that Jones is so plainly on the right
track. it is probable tkat such 2
search will be made. The novels
which contain most of the Holborn
names found so far are “pickwick
Papers.” “Black House,” “David Cop-
perfield,” “Barnaby Rudge,” “Little
Dorrit,” and “Our Mutual Friend.”
These are doubtless names which
Dickens, in his meanderings, saw on
shops, sates, and houses.
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agents coming around here?”

Farmer—“Yep.”

Yisitor—“But you're not fond of
reading.”

Farmer—“No. But I have made
several book agents pay 10 cents a
glass for condensed milk and purty
near sold one of ‘em a hoss.”

Farmers Become F ishermen

Owing to thie slump in the potato
market many farmers in the .’\_Iz\riﬁme
Provinces are preparing to engage in
lobster fishing. and consequently the
catch is expected to create a record.
The season opened a few days ago
and will last to Oct. 15, according to
a recent bulletin. T

Liverpcol  Reported
City of Widows

For every six wemen in Liverpool,
England, married or single, over 19,
there s one widow, and there are 37,
698 of them, outnumbering the wid-
owers by three to ones

Authorities cannot explain this
abundance of widows, but they declare
that there is no doubt that Liverpool
has been a mecca for young widows,
who have been thrown on their own
resources, and have started in busi-
ness here in the belief that they would
prosper in such a busy centre.

An official of the Mercantile Marine
Service Association pointed out that
demands on their funds from widows
of secamen were so heavy that recent!y
there were 4,000 applications fro help,
to which they were unable to respnod.

A large proportion of those 1000
widows live in Liverpool.

Barnacles “Color Consscious”

Ocean travelers, perhaps, might
select their ships according to color
it they knew that this would speed
up their trip, writes the Berlin cor-
respondent of the Christian Science
Monitor. They could, for instance,
take a red or green boat when in a
hurry or a white or blue one for a
more leisurely trip. ~For the barna-
cles and other crustaceans of the
seven seas have their own notions
about color. They appear to be at
tracted more by one shade of brown
or blue than by another. As they
cling to the hull in masses they na-
turaliy affect the speed of the ves-
sel. Passengers may scarcely no-
tice the difference but experts must
bear all this in mind and select the
color which is most suited to ward
ofi the sea folk. For the examina-
tion of these questionss a special
laboratory has just been established
in Cuxhaven on the Northk Sea where
the big liners stop before going up
the River Elbe to Hamburz.

4 BEATEN
Two men were boasting about their
brothers. The first said: “My brother
once went to a biliiards match, pick-
ed up one ball in the right hand and
squeezed them, and the result was

powder.” Z
“Well, that's nothing,” ~ said the
other. “My brother once went to a

bull fight, and he took one bull in
the left hand and another in the
right; he squeczed them; result—
meat extract.” s

L eE ey
PROSPERITY

The prosperity of a country de-
pends, not on the abundance of its
revenues, nor on the strength of its
fortifications, nor on tie beauty of
its public buildings It consists in
the number of its cultivated citizens
in its men of education, enlighten-
ment, and character. Here are to.be
found its true _interests, is chief
strength, its real power.—Martin
Luther. >

MILK

GIOYAS .
Wituans

RECEWES MORNNG QUOTA OF
MILK. NOT VERY HUNGRY

. FiNDS THAT WHEN THE FEET

7

- BEGINS O

you know the exact time lafer. -

PRE BROUGHT INTO ACTION, BOT-
TLE MAKES AN RMUSING TOY.

REALIZE TAT TOE
" EXERCISE HhS MADE HIM HUNGRY:.* BOTTLE ON. TLOOR -

WONDERS WHAT ELSE YOU (AN -

DO WiTH MILR BESIDES DRINK IT

j\

DISCOVERS, HOWEVER, THAT

WHEN BOTTLE SLIPS AND LANDS

ON HIS STOMACH, 1T 15 DIS -
_TINCTLY HARD -~

GNLES YEARNINGLY A'-I'if

1

/

- OW WEL, MOTER Wit
- MAKE EYERYTHING ' ALL RIGH

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

SHARES BOTILE, BEING PLEASPANT-
1Y ENTERTAINED 8Y THE GUR6-
UNG SOUND THE MILR MAKRES

OVER IT-60ES ON.THE FLOOR,
THE WhY OF ALL DISCARDED
PLAYTHINGS

Y COME D

~Mrs. Newly-R

How many miles I had rue, or in
what direction, I kad no idea; and
around me the prairie was rolling in
steep swells and pitches, without a
single disticetive feature to guide me.
I kad a little corpass hung at my
rock; arnd igrorant that the Platte a1
this poict divergad consideradbly from
its easterly course, I thougkt that by
kecpinz to the rportaward [ should
certaialy reach it Ss I turned ani
rode about two kours in that directior.
Tke prairie chacged as I advaaced,
sofzening away iztd easier undulsa-
tions, but pozhirg like tha Plztte ap-
geared, por any size of a huran be
irg: tbe same wild endless expanms2
lay around me stili; and to all appear-
atce 1 was as far from my object s
cYer. . . .
It oceurrad to me that the buffalo
might prove my best guides. [ sooan
found ore of the paths made ity them
i1 tkeir passage to the river: it raa
rearly at right angles to my cours2;
but turning my horse’s head in the
dire.tion 1t indicated, his frear gait
znd erected ears assured me that 1
was right.

But in the mzaatime iy ride had
cien by no means a s Tha
face of the couatry was dotted far

ARide on the Prairie 5

>

and wide with eountless kundreds of
Leffalo. They trooped along in files
ard columes, bulls, cows and calves
on the green faces of the decliv ties in
front. They .crambled away over the
1alls to the right acd left; ard fa:
o, the pale blu: snells in the extceme
€1 i2ace were dotted with innusrerable
specks. Sometirmes I surprised shaggy
oid buils grazing alone, or siceping
ebird tke ridges I ascendca. ..

I was at leisure t3 « ..erve m nutely
th> objects aro.nL me; acd h.-e, foc
the first time, I noticad insects wholly
different from avy of the varieties
fourd farther t5 the eastward. Gaudy
bucterflies futtered about my horse’a
head; strangely formed beetles, glit-
‘ering  with metallic lustre, were
crawling upon plants that 1 ha! never
seen before; multitudes of lizards, t3s,
w.re darting light lightzing over the
sand.

I had run to a great distance from
the river. It cost me a long ride on
tha buffalo path, before I saw, from’
tke ridze of a sand-hill, the pale sur-,
ing in the
midst of its desert valley, and the
fain outline of tha hills beyond wav-
ing alorg the sky.—From “The Ore-
gon Trail” by Francis Parkman.

Evolution of Blondes

The first blonde 1o appear ia a rae
of brunettes resulted from a process
much like changing water into gas, it
was revealad recently by a scientist’s
nevw picture of i ow evolution works at
Ithara, New York.

A rew idea of what happens inside
genes, the microscopic units of heral-
ity that carry =uvch traits as blonde
hair, blue eves or snub noses from
n'cther to daughter, were presented
b-fore the International Congress o
Genetics by Dr. N. Timofeaf-Ressov-
sky of Germany.

He s=id experimerts show a genc
is robably a large n.olecule, or buadle
of atoms, a single physico-chzmical
unit like a molecule of water. The
change, or “mutsation,” such as woula
be necessary to produce the first

‘onde in a race of brunettes, would
be a rearrangement of the atom in
the gene-molecule, just as atoms in a
v ater molecule are re-arranged when
the water changes to gas.

Th> new theory oi Dr. Timofeefi-
Ressovsky is contrary to the old id-a
of many scientists that genes are
partially or wholly destroyed in the
process of mutation. instead of being
desiroyed, he holds, their atoms arc
merely rearranged, thus producing
some new characteristic in the next
generation. Such a rearrangement of
atoms, perhaps, gave carly fish their
first air-breatling apparatus ana
kelped turn flippers into legs for
+ alking on iand.

Use of X-rays to cause artificial
mutations in fruit-flies is the basis of
the German scientist’s new theory.
Genes causing certain characteristies,
such as eye-color in the flies, “dis-
appeared” under bombardment of X-
rays, but also reappeared under the
same kind of treatment. The muta-
tions caused by X-rays worked in both
directions. If the X-rays had destroz-
ed tha genes that “disappeared,” the
same genes could not have later re-
appeared. - Instead, ne believes, the
different changes in the genes resuited
from streams of elec’rons of different
speeds, caused by impact of the X-
rays on the genes.

Health Hostels

After the youth hostel the health
hostel—if Lord Dawson of Peéun, the
King’s physician, kas niis way. ¢

In a recent address Lord Dawson
suggested that a new type of institu-
tion, distinct from the hospitals, was
required to prevent diseasc.

What he had in mind was a sort of
health hostel, where people would be
taught wiser methods of living, put on
suitable diets, and cnabled to resain
the physical fitness and flexibility
which so often disappear with middle-
age.

Much of the disease which is treated
at hospitals is preventable, and
health hostels of the type suggested
would probably reduce the demands
on the hospital ward very materially.

BADLY PUT

When asked to sing- at the house-
party Jones excused himself to the
hostess. %

“I'm afraid my singing is fearfully
poor,” he apologized. “In fact, practi-
cally the only time I get to exercise
my .voice is in the bath-room while
having a bath.”

“That’s quite all right,” beamed
the hostess. “PIl make an excuse
to the other guests.”

She returned to the drawing-room
and announced: .

“I'm afraid Mr. Jones will be un-
able to sing tonight as he is badly
out of practice.”-

Reed Instruments

~The reed -instruments undoubtedly
grew out of the original wind instru-
ments, the Pandean pipes. The addi-
tion of a reed to the mouthpiece, i.e.,
a thin “strip of cane, once it - was
thought of, made a whole new world
of music possible.; It created the oboe
and the clarinet, the former of which,
like the cor Anglais and the bassoon,
has what afe called double reeds. The
reeds of these instruments are pinched
between the lips and are set -vibrating

by the breath of the player.

Two holiday-makers had a round on
a short and ' simple putting course.
Naturally they. managed to do a num-
ber of “twos,” and _one of them ac-
tually fidished with a-single at the
Iast hole.  “Lumme, Alf,” he said in
a tone of disgust, “and to think that
Sarazen gets - twenty-five = thomsand
quid a year for. this!” 2% :
was® recounting
toan_ “acqualntaice the . thrilllng
events of the night before, when the
house_ had been burgled. = “As a

Toat day week found An

~ What New York

Is Wearing

EY ANNEBELLE WORTHINGTON

Hiustrated Dressmaimg Lesson F ur-‘
nished With Every Pattern

A particularly striking model with’
Jacket-like bodice gives the figure
charming slimness through its wrap-
ped diagonal closing, X

Buttens are its only adornment.

The straight line of the skirt with
Icwr placed plaits proves extremely
desireable for smart day wear.

And it’s simplicity itself to make it.

The original as soft tweed-like

oolen in black and white and shiny.
finished Persian-red Sone buttons.

Anotker youthful scheme is vivid
zreen diagonal woolen with brass but-
tons and brown suede belt.

Style No. 2545 mar be had in cizes
14, 16, 18, 20 years, 36 and 28 inches
bust.

Size 16 requires 2% yards 54-inch.

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.

Write your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ 1n
stamps or coin.(coin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each number, and
address your order to Wilson Pattern

. The Selecting Office of
the Memory

A good literary or artistic ' memory
is not like a post-office that.takes in
everything, but like a very well-edit-
ed periodical which prints nothing
that does not harmonize with its {n-,
tellectual life. * A well-known . au-
thor gave me this piece of advice:
“Take as many notes as you like,
but when you write do not look at
them—what - you remember is what
you must write, and you ought to
give things exactly the degreo of re-
Iative  importance that they have in
your memory. If you forget much
it is well, it will save you beforehand
the labor of erasure.”

- This advice would not ba suitablo
to  every author; . and author who
dealt much in minute  facts uoght
to be allowed to refer to his memo-
randa; but from the arlistic point of
view in literature the advice was
wise indeed. In painting, our pref-
erences select’ whilst we are in the
presence of nature, and our memory
selects when We are away from na-
ture. ~ The most ' beautiful - compo-
sitiong are produced by the selecting -
office of the memory, which retains
soma features; and  even greatly. ex-
aggerates - them,  whilst- it diminishes
others and often  altogether omits:
them, . An  artist. who blamed’ him-
self for these exaggerations and
omlssions would blame- himself for_
being an artist—From “The Intellec-
tual ‘Life,” by . Philip ‘Gilbert . Hamer-
ton s e e R

- Only:what’w
haracter . during =




