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Waste-Land.

Here the lichens cling
To the gray rocks,
Like the faltering
Ragged locks

Of an old she-fox.

Here a narrow band

Of water flows

No broader than a hand;
A black crow's

Quill sailing goes.

Here's a wrinkled grape,
Like a blue knot

On a thread—the shape
Of life caught

In the death-rot.
Here—listen long—

By windy word

Of reed, nor lacy song
Of wild bird

Is the dumb alr gtirred.

Here a man may own
His bare soul instead
Of -a beauty blown
Rose. 'tis said,

But his soul is dead.
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Red, White and Blue
Mourning.

Black alwayvs spells mourning to us,
but in other lands every conceivable
color is utilized. Black signifies loss
of light and joy, and resultant grief,
but white, suggesting hope, is favored
in China.

The South Sea Islanders combine
the two and mourn in black and white
stripes. Sky-blue holds its own in
Bokhara, and pale brown, to repre-
sent withered leaves, is worn by the
Persian. :

In Ethiopla and Abyssinia relatives
think of the earth to which their dead
friends return, and accordingly adopt
grey-brown for their mourning. Purple
and violet are the colors used to
mourn cardinals in France. French
kings, however, have been known to
wear scarlet.

Yellow should stand for unfaithful-
ness and jealousy, " yet the country
olasses in Brittanvy always use it for
mourning. Traitors' cells were once
painted yellow in France, and the
Spanishh executioner’'s robes used to
be yeliow and red.
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It is a shock 1o most parents of this
generation to learn that the first six
vears are to count for so much in the
lives of their children. By the pext

generation of parents this should be
through the medium of education in|
the schools, so well known that the
problem of housing and of family life
will Be'viewed in part from the angjl;
of childhood. |

linto account—not very much.

| with Brokaw to a bunk built against|
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I¢s the longe st-lasgng
confection you can buy ‘ e
_and it’'s a help to di- BY JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD.
gestion and a cleanser ||| )
W for the mouth |* .
- and teeth. PART 11. “You ought to know this country,”
: : -4 i § ¥ G 1L
" okaw rose to his feet ot | he said. “What'll we do?
iey’s mesns Brokaw rose to his feeg, and put % erdoer _
:?;EEH!E;H well as fresh wood into the stove. The 11&;:::‘!:# pn:m.t is sixty miles
“I guess it must be pretty hard.” he|from here, said Billy.
said, straightening himself. “But the] “I know that,” replied ﬂm‘.imu.;-_
law up here doesn’t take them things| “And 1 know that Thoreau’s c¢abin 18
There

It may|only twenly milés from here.
let you off with manslaughter—ten or| must be.-gsome trapper or Indian shack
fifteen years. I hope it does. Iet's | nearer than that. Is there®” :

tanncin In the red glow of the fire Billy
Billy stood up beside him. He wont | emiled. His tecth gleamed at Brokaw.
It was in a lull of the wind, and he
the wall, and the sergeant drew a fine | went close to Brokaw and spoke quiet-
steel chain from his pocket. Billy lay Iy, his eyes shining more and more |
down., his hands crossed over his | with that strange light that had come

breast, and Brokaw deftly fastened | Into them. ‘ o
the chain about his ankles. ".fhlS is going to be a big snig;h‘t
“And. I suppose you think this i?;lf'ﬂl‘“‘T than hangin’, or going to jail

R ” for half my life, Brokaw—an’ you
> ] " 1 1888 | : - ;
hard, too,” he added 2 = | don’t think I'm going to be fool

you’d do it if you were me. Ten years|
of this sort of work learns you not tnl
take chances. If you want anything

enough to miss the chance, do you?
It ain’t hard to die of cold. I've al-
in the night just whistle. most been there once or twice. I told
i vou last night why I couldn’t give up

It had been a hard day with Em_~hupf}—that something good for me al-

kaw, and he slept soundly. ¥or an| c..q came on her birthday, or near
hour Billy lay awake, thinking ﬂfltn 1t An’ it's come. It’s fﬂ';‘t}? below,
home, and listening to the wail of the an’ we Wwon’t live the day out. We

storin. Then h‘.".', 't{'hD, fi..‘”. into 51{‘1’2}1—— ainit Eﬂt a T'l'lﬂut.hf'lll U'f gT'L'Ih. We ain!t
a restless, uneasy slumber filled wlth| oot clothes enough to keep us from
troubled visions. For a ume there! ¢ cczing inside the shanty, unless we
had come a lull in the gale, but now|, .+ - g.o  Last night I saw you fill
it broke over the cabin with increased your match bottle and put it in your
fury. A hand seemed slapping atothe| = ¢ pocket. Why, man, we ain’t even
window, threatening to break it. The cot a match!” ' :

spruce boughs moaned ~and twisted | ® 1/ " 1is voice there was a thrill of
overhead, and a volley of wind and triumph. Brokaw’s hands were

snow shot suddenly down the chimney,| .., hed, as if some one had threat-
foreing open the stove door so that aj- .4 ¢, strike him

chaft of ruddy light cut like a I'E'fl’i “You mean—" he gasped.

knife through the dense gloom of ’LhE| “Just this”” interrupted Billy, his

cabin. - In varying ways the sounds|_ .’ "3 der than Brokaw’s now. “The
played a part in Billy’s dreams. In all

| God you used to pray to when you
g : : gegments ms, | ] - :
those dreams, and segments of dreams, was & kid has given me a cholca:

the girl—his wife—was present. Once Brokaw. an’ I’'m going to take & If
they had gone for wild flowers and| sta}: bv thig fire, an’ keep it up
had been caught in a thunderstorm,| = .. . die of cold ) qtarvﬂtiﬂni
and had run to an old and disused o be dead hefﬂr:e S ei: half wa}.;
barn in the middle of a field for shel- s Thn;eaus There’s gan T Aian’s
ter. He was back in that barn again, S STy t;_e ould make, but you'll

ﬁfimﬁfr_a"'d :thlf‘zmuxlfl ufEEl—tr‘ml?{r never find it=not mnless) you mrljock
mbling against him, and was strok- 43 o0 jxons and give me that revolver

ing her hair, as the thunder crashed _, _ ’ :

aver them and the lightning filled her a yon be“f' TI:},mn L tﬂk? i b
eves with fear. After that {here came there as my prisoner. That'll give me
tg i a \.'i.sic;n of the Earij:' autﬁmn another chance for South America—

7 ' -1 1 ¥ L

nights when they had gone corn roast-| > the kid at home. : _

ing with other young pcople. He had Brokaw was buttoning the thick col-
always been afflicted with a sﬁght'larkﬂf his shirt close up about his
nasal trouble, and smoke irritated him.| 2= On his face, too, there came
It set him sneezing and kept him dndg-lfur+la moment a grim and determined
ing about the fire, and she had always smt o .
laughed when the smoke persisted in “Come on,” Le said.

Thoreau’s or die!”

following him about, like a Yyoung + : _ '
scamp of a boy bent on tormenting “Sure,” said Billy, stepping quickly
to his side. “I suppose I might lie

him. The smoke was unusually per- :
down in the snow, an’ refuse to budge.

sistent to-night. He tossed in his| % :
bunk and buried his face in the blan-|1'd win my game then, wouldn’t 17

ket that answered for a pillow. ThEi But we'll play it—on the square. It's
smoke reached him even there, and he Thoreau’s or die. And it's up to you
<1 eezed chokingly. In that instant the to find Thorean’s.”
girl’'s face disappeared. He sneezed| He looked back over his shoulder
again—and awoke. at the burning cabin as they entered
A startled gasp broke from his lips, | the edge of the forest, and in the gray
and the handcuffs about his wrists | darkness that was preceding dawn he
clanked as he raised his hand to his smiled to himself. Two miles to the
face. In that moment his dazed senses!‘ﬁ““th- in a thick swamp, was Indian
adjusted themselves. The cabin was Joe’s shack. They could have made it
full of smoke. It partly blinded him, | €asily.  On their way to Thoreau’s

but through it he could see tongues of they would pass within a mile of it.
fire shooting toward the ceiling. He | But Brokaw would never know. And

|
could hear the crackling of burning they would never reach Thoreau’s.
He looked at the

pitch, and he yelled wildly to Brokaw. | Billy knew that.
In an instant the sergeant was on his m““ﬁ““t” as he broke trail ahead
feet. He rushed to the table, where | of him
he had placed a pail of water the his shoulders, his long stride, the de-
evening before, and Billy heard theitermmed clench of his hands, and
hissing of the water as it struck thelwnndered what the soul and the heart
flaming wall. lof a man like this must be, who in

¢«Never mind that,” he shouted. ' such an hour would not trade life for
“The shack’s built of pitch For almost three-quarters of an

cedar. | life. .
We've got to get out!” ' hour Brokaw did not utter a word.
Brokaw groped his way to him

The storm had broke. Above the
through the smoke and began fumb- spruce tops the sky began to clear.
ling at the chain about his ankles.

| Day came glowly. And it was grow-
“1  ean't—find—the—key—"

“We'll make

kaw’s arms and shoulders kept the

at the pugnacious hunch of |
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is superior to the finest Japans, Young

Hysons or Gunpowder.
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THE HANDY TIN DIPPER.

One morning I came downstairs &
bit late and hurriedly began to as-
semble my implements to prepare
breakfast. On my way to the closet
for the usual earthenware bowl in

which to mix my pancakes, I espied
a short-handled, heavy tin three-pint
dipper which had been bought the
day before for use in the barn. I had
never used one in my kitchen, but
now I lifted this shining mew dipper,
and its handiness and lightness ap-
pealed to me at once. I washed and
scalded it, and in it my pancakes are
mixed for breakfast. Since then that
handy dipper has been in constant
use in my kitchen as a mixing utensil.

S e ————— S

for with a firm grasp on the sturdy
handle of the dipper I can beat the
batter without fatigue and the® results
are indeed satisfactory. I mix brown
bread, johnnycakes, cookies, dough-
nuts, pie erust—in fact, anything and
everything in my dipper. The perfect-
ly round smooth bowl would some-
times get away from my rigid hold,
and also bring cramps to my hand.
I'll admit that we busy housewlves
can hardly keep house without our
earthen bowls, but for mixing—Jjust
try the short-handled, handy tin
dipper!

—D L
The True-Love.

Mv heart was made for laughter,

In an old cookbook of my grand-

cake in a tin basin. Butter and sugar
will be much darkened by the tin.”

I mix my lightest cakes in my handy
tin dipper and can see no difference
whatever in the color; but the tex-
ture of my cakes is much finer than

mother’s I had often read, “Never mix

My eyes were made for gmiles,
My life was made for living
Upon the Blessed Isles.

My heart is dead with sOrrow,
My eyes are red with rue;

And I’'d rather weep for you, my love,
Than smile for any but you.

when mixed in my earthenware bowl,

—F. P. Adams.
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a glowing beauty.

widely used toilet soap in

Lifebuoy is a scientlfic skin

LIFEBUOY

HEALTH SOAP
More than Soap -a Health Habit

TORONTO
Lb-4-91
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impurities and leaving the skin thoroughly clean and

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED,
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A fresﬁ; youthful skin

is admired by everyone

purify your skin, ﬂ“tiEEli"
t

tically, to make and keep it healthy, to bring to

Thousands of men and women have realized this, which
is why Lifebuoy Health Soap has become the most

the world.

purifier—a real health soap.

Yet soap cannot be made more pure, more bland, mote
beneficial to the skin than Lifebuoy.

Lifebuoy protects

Its rich, copious lather releases a wonderful anti_s:ptic ingre-
dient which is carried down into every Ppore, :hmjnatirég all
safe.
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he ing steadily colder. The swing of Bro-
gasped chokingly. “Here—grab hold

of me!” {blood in them eirculating, while|

He caught Billy under the arms and Billy’s manacled wrists held a part
dragged him to the door. As he open- of his body almost rigid. He kl"ﬁ‘“"l
ed it the wind came in with a rush th_ﬂt his hands were already irozen.
and behind them the whole cabin| is arms were numb, and when at |
burst into a furnace of flame. Twenty'laﬂ Brokaw paused for a moment on|
yards from the cabin he dropped Billy the edge of a frozen siream Hi“?}
in the snow, and ran back, Inthat thrust out his hands, and clanked the|
seething room of smoke and fire was steel rings. ;
everything on which their lives de-! ‘It must be getting colder,” he said. |
pended, food, blankets, eyen their “‘Look at that.” |
coats E'Ll'id Caps Hnd Sﬂﬂ"-‘-’ﬁhﬂEF. E'thl ThE‘ L"Gld EtEE‘l hﬂ-d EEEI‘Ed his "i’r'l'i.stﬂ
he could get no farther than the door. | like hot iron, and had pulled off patch-
He returned to Billy, found the key © of skin and flesh. Brokaw looked,

2 & |
-
-
#

ASmarty Mower willkeep [ | hard,

your Jawn trim andnest

Thoroughly reliable, absalutely
puorasteed. At your hard-
ware dealers.

JAMES SMART PLANT

BROCHVYILLE ONT.
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o | 1y white.
| shivering.

look in his eyes.
men had undressed for sleep, but
cOAaLs,

BE | were in the Aames.

looked him squarely in the eyes.

in his pocket, and freed him from the!@nd hunched his shoulders. His lips
chain about his ankles. Billy stood up. were blue. His cheeks, ears, and nose
As he looked at Brokaw the glass in | Were frostbitten. There was a curi-

§ | the window broke and a sea of flame ous thickness in his voice when he
spurted through. It lighted up their spoke,
faces, The sergeant's jaw ~was set (To be concluded.)
His leathery face was curious- o |
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He - could from |

Heep Jetween the years 1912 and 1922

: ..,T.!.wr'”' Was a strange the national wealth of ‘the United|
-mile on Billy’s face, and a strange States increased by 72.2 per cent

Neither of the two r : |

their : o |1

heavy mittens dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral, |

weighs 64,000 tons.

The
L.ondon,
ﬂiu}' ':":"'.H:.E:d his handcufls. Brokew s —

Minard's Liniment for Aches and Pains

and caps, and

bon this Wash

Our SAMP Pearl Ware Wash
Board is so strong, tough and
43 durable that a full-grown man or

N woman can stand on it without
— doing the rubbing surface or any .~
part of it the least harm !

The enameled sur-

face won't chip, flake or peel off. Think of

the wear there is in

MADE Sv -
reSueer Merar Propucts co®liis

MONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPEG
EDHONTON VANCOUVER CALGARY

such a wash board!
There is the same wearing qualities in all
articles in SMP Pearl Ware.

wash board and be convinced.
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