- . -

s P =
L el el e e .. 4 R

L 5 -
e e — 3 i e—_ . & =

the Haawver Cliy, London.
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A dender girl, carrying a dim
lantern symbolic of eternal hope,
was his only guide to happiness

Thc love of Jane Barnes 1s Evans Follette's only
oppormunity to rehablimte himselfl. A melan
<holy dreamer, he was left completely discouraged
by the war, and locked 1o her for gutdince snd
for love. Though dhe retumed his afection, the
was encoursged by unforwcen circumatances to
marty weslthy, rakish Frederick Towne. Her
decidon, which remains tn doubt unril the Enal
chapter, Is one you'll applaud.

"The Dim Lantem”™ (s 8 completely human,
sll-absorbing story by Temple Bailey. one of
America's most widely read suthors You'll enjoy
every fascinating installment

THE DIM LANTERN

SERIALLY IN THESE COLUMNS

——

I'h:nutlm:dm:matml
hear,

Thr il Uhw rmbiny wng &0 Clear.

Thm from Uw gray bird on the rell

And nexr the “Hoby White™ of (he
guall

The twlilerning, Sluslering apasross
Loo,

Wihls Dmung chirp the wshole day
through

The Litle wren's
fall.

Whier bullding tn the old alone wnll

In currant bush, the chipper bird

M song-nolrs

Lifta Ita trill chippring w0 be heerd. |

The whir of wild fowls' fiylng Dace,
Migrating north W neeting place.

The bieat of mother aherep Lhat calma
The tmby cry of new born lambe:
The nppling noles of mueadow atrvam,
A pastoral song of Nature's theme.

'And chidhod's laughter all the day,
| Ay hapmy childsren run Lo play;

And wnow drops, bell-thaped Bowrr:,
toqg, .
herm tinkling as they burst In view

.’D:nntnth.rnnum:llplmmyur.

By faith the fOowsers aong W hoar,
And all these Notes that merrily aing
To me are sueel toned sounds ol

Aapering
~—ItALPFH GORDON

828 Crawnford 8L, Toronilo.
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CUPBOARD
UISLING!

*“Cupboard Quislings"! Is that too hard a name for
people who selfishly lay in unnecessary atocks of

clo

es or food, or other goods for foar of shortages?

No! The name is not too hard, even though it may
be earned through thoughtlesaness. For in reality
they are doing, in a pstty, mean way, what the Quis-

ling does in the open.

Anyone who buys more than is necessary for current

nesds—

Is breaking his country's law for parsonal advantage.
Is betraying his lﬂ.ﬂl neighbours and thoss who are

not so well o as he.

Is, in effect, deprivin
munitions and supplies

fighting men of the
ﬂu:nui hﬂnuto defend us,

Is hindering our war effort and helping our enemies,

1 citi oid putting unnecessary and
e Yo gl i gy oo o, P
loyal citizens do not spend one dollar more on civilian
goods than is absolutely necessary for current neads.

-’.l'holnw

es for fines up to $3,000 and imprison-

for hoarding; and hoarding is
for u:;m.nlﬁ!h buying.

In cases whare It Is adelsable for you to buy
your

your immediote requirements — such as
coal supply — you will be eacouragsd to
siatement from responaible officials,

OTTAWA, CANADA
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3 THE WARTIME PRICES AND TRADE BOARD

CHAFYER !

Ehervood Park L teelve miles
from Weakirgtlon
somewhsl preleatious suburd on the
maln lLes of 8 rallroad, #t was
blrssed wih sary sccesalbility uati)
encroaching trolleys suepd the Ude
of ssilsrmsnt awey from 1, end left
n h and dry—its trein service,
unsble Lo compris with modsern mo-
tor vehickes, Increaningly tmefeiont

Property values, Lloewvitably, de-
creasrd The LtUs subtxad degrner:
slrd, grew lees fashionable. Peorle
who might have added social luster
o Iy galherings moved awsy. The
frame houses, which sl first hsed
mede much & brave . ba
came & bt down al the heel

The Bamrmse wal saved
from the universal k aof lovels-
atad by its aimple Lnse, its white
paiat and gresa blinds Yet Lhe
palst had prelsd (n plares, and the
concrele ShSED followed the
Ens of ‘B8 two (erraces were
cracksd snd worn.

Old Baldwia Barnss had bought
his houss & the Lostalment plan,
and his children were still pay
for it. Oi4 Daldwin had succum
to the deadly monotony of writing
the same Inscription on red slipe
through thirty years of falthful serv.
ice in the Pension Office, and had
left the world with hils debls behind
him.

I{e had the artistic temperament
which his son inherited. Julls was
Lke her mother who haod died two
years before her husband. Mre
Barnes hod been unimaginative ard
capable. It wos because of her that
Julis had marricd an architect, and
wus living In o snug opartment Ln
Chicugo, that Baldwin Junlor had
gone through college and hod some
months at an oart school before Whie
war came on, and thot Jane, the
youngest, had o sense of thrift, and
an intensive experience In domestic
eCoONnoMmY.

As for the rest of her, Jane wan
twerdty, alender as o Florentine
poge, and fuirly prelly. She was in
love with life and liked to talk about
It Young Baldwin sald, Indeed,
with the franknesa of o brother, that
Jane ran on hke a babbling brook.

She was "running on' this No-
vember morning, as she and young
Baldwin wte breakfast  together.
Junce always got the breakfast,
Sophy, o capable Negro woman,
came over luter to help with the
housework, oand to put the msix
o'cluock dinner on the table Buat it
was June who started the percola-
tor, poached the egps, and made
the toast on the celectric toaster,
while young Baldwin read the Wash.
imgton Post. He read bits out loud
when he was in the mood He was
not always in the mod, and then
Jane talked to him. He did not al-
ways histen, but thay Soade no differ.
.

Jane had named the percolator
“Philomel” because of its purling
harmoanies,

“"Don’t you love 1t, Baldy?"

Her brather, with one eye on the
paper, was cating his grapefruit,

“Love what?'

“"Philomel.™

“Silly stuff—**

“It in't. [ like to hear it sing.”

“In my present mood 1 prefer o
hymn of hate."'

She buttered o slice of toast for
him. **Well, of course, you'd feel
like that."”

“Who wouldn't?”" He took the
toast from her, and buried himself
in his paper, s0o Jane buttered an-
other slice for herself and ate it in
prolesting sllence—plus a poached
egg. ond a cup of coffee rich with
yellow cream and much sugar.
Jane's thinness made such indul-
gence possible.

“I simply love breakfast,’”” she
continued.

“Is there anything you don't love,
Janey?'" with a touch of Irritation.

I-I-Yen‘ll

“*What?*'

“You."

He stared at her over the top of
the sheet. ' *I like that!*

“Well, you won't talk to me,
Baldy. It isn't my fault if you hate
the world."

“No, it isn't." He laid down the
paper. *“‘But I'U tell you this, Janey,
I'm about through."

She caught her breath, then fun
out, “Oh,. you're not. Be &
sport, . Things are bound to
come y way if you wait.”

He gave a short laugh and roze.
I wish I had your optimiam."”

*l wish you had."” .

They faced each other, looking
for the moment rather like two
young copkerels. Jane's bobbed hair
emphnsized the boyish effect of her

troight, slim figure. B tow-
e s blach 1ok | e

ered above hﬂ".

:l;mtuhlng h:nrc'l' ll.-lﬁllh:'r;l. too, match-
—gray “up.
ane was the first to turn her eyes
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He had no time for i1 Ln the momn-
ings, however. His LtUs cer tock
him over the country roads and
through the city streets and landed
him st the Palent Office st &
ter of nine. There, with 8 half
for lunch, he worked until fAve-it
was & dog's llfe and hs had other
aiplrations.

Jane, lafl to harself, read the pa-
per. One hsadling was sensalional.
The bride of @ fashionabls wedding
hod been deserted at the altar. The
bridegroom had falled L0 appear st
the church. The guests walting Im-
patiently In the perws had been in-
formed, finally, that the ceremony
would be postponed.

Newspaper men hunting for the
bridegroom lcarned that he had lalt
& note for his best man—and that
he was on his wey to southern wa-
ters. The bride could not be seen.
Her uncle, who was also her guard-
lan, and with whom she lived, had
stated that there was nothing to be
soid.  Thot was oll DBut socicty
was on Liptoe. Delafleld Simms was
the son of o rich New Yorker., He
ond his bride were to have spent
their honeymoon on his yacht. Edith
Towne had a fortune lo malch his.
Both of them belonged to old and
wristocrotic fomilien No wonder
people were talking

There was o picture of Aiss
Towne, o tall, falr girl, in real lace,
orunge blossoms, seed penrls—.

Pride was in every line of her.
June's tender fancy carried her to
thot first breathless moment when
the bride hud donned that gracious
gown and had surveyed herself in
the mirror. “"How happy she must
have been”™ Then the final ahudder-
ing catastrophe.

Sophy arrived ot this moment,
and Jane told her about it. “*She’l]
never dore trust  anybody,  will
she ™

“"¥o' koin't ever tell whut o wom-
an will do, Miss Janey, Effen she o
trustin® nature, she’ll trus® and trus',
and ¢ffen she pin' o trustin' nature,
she won't trus’ nohiow.”

“Bul who! do you suppose made
him do i1*"

“Nobody knows whut o man's
kwine do, w'en it comes to gittin®
married."’

“But to leave her like that, Sophy.
I should think she'd die.*"

“Effen the good Lord let women
dic w'en men ‘ceived them,” Sophy
proclaimed with a chuckle, *‘dere
wouldn't be o female lel® w'en the
trump sounded.”’ Her tray was plled
high with dishes, as ahe stood in the
dining-room door. *“Does you-nll
want rice puddin® fo' dinnoh, Miss
Janey?"

And there the subject dropped.
But Jane thought a great dea) about
it as she went on with her work.

She told her sister, Julla, about!

it when, late that aftermoon, she
wrote her weekly letter.

“The worst of it must have been
to lose her faoith In things. 1'd rath-
er be Jane Barnes without any love
affair than Edith Towne with a love
affalr like that. Baldy told me the
other day that I am not unsttrac-
tivel Can't you see him saying it?
And he doesn't think me pretty. Per-
i gy o, L I lik
ments, » wWhen e myself—1!

“Baldy nearly hod a it when 1
bobbed my hailr.
took the uences, and it's no
end comfortable. Baldy at the pres-
ent moment Is mid-Victorian. It is
his. reaction from the war. He says
he is dead sick of flappers. That
they are all alike—and make no ap-
mul to the imaginationt He came

me the other night from a dance
and read Te N—=Ccan you f
that after the way he used to fling
Amy Lowell at us and Carl S8and-
burg? He says he Is so tired of short
skirts and knees and proposals and

But there are mo- |

|

But I did it and |
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fhe felt poignantly the beanty af i

cape of orange-hued cloth, and wen$
ocut to lock up her chickens. She
had {ed them before she wrote her
lcticr, but she always took this
last look to be sure they were safe.

The shed where the chickens were
kept was back of the garage. When
Jane opened the door, her old Pep-
sian cat, Merrymald, come out te
her, and a puff-ball of o kitten
Jane snapped on the lights in the
chicken - house and the biddies
stirred. When she anapped them
ofl wgoin, she heard them settls
biwwk to sheltered slumber.,

The kitten danced nhead of her,
and the old cat danced too, os the
wind whirled her great tail about.
“"We won't go in the house—we
won't go in the house,"” said J
n o sort of conversational chant,
a8 the pussies followed her down 8
path which led through the pines.
she often walked at this hour—and
ahe loved it best on nights like this,

She felt poignantly the beauty of
it—the dork pines and the little
moon above them—the tug of the
wind at her cloak like a rlotous play-
mate.

Baldy was not the only poet in
the family, but Jane's love of beauty
was inarticulate. She would never
be able to write it on paper or
draw it with a pencil.

Down the path she went, the two
pussy-cats like small shadows In
her wake, until suddenly a volee
came out of the dark.

“I believe it is little Jane
Barnes." :

She stopped. *Oh, is that vo
Evans? lsn't it a heavenly nlggﬂq"'

“I'm not sure.” '

“Don’t talk that way." -

uwhr mtru

““Because an evening like this I
like wine—{t goes to my head.”

"¥You are like wine,” he told her.
*“Jane, how do you do it?"

“Do what?" -
of youth and joy

"Hold the pose
and happiness?" .

“You it isn't a pose. I just
foel that way, Evans.” :
"My dear, I belisve you do.”
He llmpui 8 little ‘as he walked
baside.her. He was tall

cigarettes that he is golng to hunt | Alm

with a gun, if he"ever decides to
marry, for an Elaine or a Griselda!
But the worst of it is, he takes it
out lsn me! 1. wish E:u'ti see the way

censors clothes and‘my man-
ners, and I sit here like a prisoner
in a tower with not a man in sight
but Evans Follette, and he is just
a heartache, Judy. -

scernel in the 1eask fross
seem o least grotesque.
had been tall but not thin, and
had gone in all the glory
aple youth.

Thare was no
twenty-seven.

he would ta
rﬂlllll. Hum you

(Comtinued
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