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CHAPTER Vil
MASKED BALL.

AT THE

The envelope was covered with mud
and unstamped. It bore the words,
“1o | g handed to M. le Vicomte Raoul
de Chagny,” with the address in pen-
eil. It must have heen flung out in
the hope that a passer-by wou.d pick
up the note and deliver it, which Was
what happened. The note had been
E’:r.u-d up on the pavement of the

iace de ["Opera.

Raoul read it over again with fever
@d EYes, No more was needed to re
his  hops The sombre picture
which he had for a moment imagined
of & ['hfi-h'u" fur:.{rf‘.'lnﬂ' her duf}' L
herse' f made w ay for his original con-
ception of unfortunate, innocent
chiid, the tim of imprudence and
exaggperated sensibility. To what ex
tent, at this time, was she rvu:!:,.' H
vietim? Whose prisoner was ghe’
Into what whirlpool had she been
dragged?

Thus did Raoul’s thoughts fly from
éxtreme to the other. He no
longer knew whether to pity Christine
or to curse her; and he pitied and
eursed her turn and turn about. At
a:l events, he bought a white 1]*+I|Iir;tr.l

The hour of the appointment came
at last. With his face in a mask|
trimmed with long, thin lace, looking|
like a pierrot in his white wrap, the
viscount tnought himseif wery-ridicu-
lous. Men of the world do not go to
the OUpera ball in fancy-dress! It was|
absurd.,

Fhis ball was an exceptional affair,
given some time before Shrovetide in'
honor of the anniversary of the birth
of a famous draftsman: and it was
expected to be much gayver, noisier,
more Hohemian than the ordinary
masked ball. Numbers of artists had
arranged to go, accompanied- by a
“M:l‘ cohort of ]n-udt-:j and pupilu,
whi, by midnight, began to create a
tremendous din.  Raoul climbed the
grand stairease at five minutea to
twelve, did not linger to look at the
maot.ey dresses dispiayed all the way
up the marble steps, one of the richest
settings in the wor.d, allowed no face-'
mask to withdraw him into a
of wits, rep.ed to no jests and
k off the bold familiarity of a|
namber of eouples who had already
become a trifle too gay. Crossing the
hig crush-room and escaping from a
mad whirl of dancers in which he was
caught for a moment, he at last enter-
ed the re ntioned In Christine's
' He found it crammed:; for this
space was the rl-:-iht where all
ng to supper in the Rotunda
« who were returning from

of champagne. The fun,
t and furious.
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Then one, greatiy daring, did try
to touch him . but a ske eton hand
shot out of a erim gleeve and vio
lently seized the rash one’s wrist ; and
he, fee of the knuackl
bane KTASD Death,
uttered a ecry ain and terror
When Red Death released him at last,
he ran away like a very madman, pur
sued by the jeers of the bystanders

It waz at this moment that Raoul
passed in front of the funereal mas
e rader, whio hand _ju-r i‘uli-,"-rl:l'll L
1 his And he nearly
eclaimed

“The
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to remain at
d on no account
{18 K took off his
Line Kept hers on .!il.li:'.i.,
Raoul was about to ask her to
it, he was surprised to see her
p ear to the partition and listen
eag:r.y for a sound outside. ‘Thea
«he op ned the deor ajar, looked out |
info *he corrider and, In a low voice,
sald :

“He mus: have gone up higher.”|
Suddenly she exclaimed: “He is com- |
ing down again!”

%he tr to close the door, but
Raou! prevented her; for he had seen,
on the top step of the staircase that

to the floor above, a red foot, fol-

by another ... and slowly,
tically, the whole scarlet dress

of Deaiih met his eyes. And he
once more saw the death’s head of

Perros-Guiree.
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“It's he!” he exc.aimed. *“This time

he shall not escape me!”

But Christine had siammed the door
at the moment when Raoul was on the
ﬂoint of rushing out. He tried to push

er aside.

“Whom do you mean by ‘he’? she
asked, in a changed voice. “Whe shall
not escape you?"

“Who?" he repeated angrily. “Why,
he, the man who hides behind that
hideous mask of death! . . . The evil
genius of the churchyard at Perros!
« « + Red Death! . . . In a word, your
friend . your Angei of Musie! . . .
But I shall snateh off his mask, as |
sha.! snatch off my own, and, this
time, we sha.l look each other in the
face. he and [, with no veil and no lies
between us: and 1 shall know whom
you .ove and who loves you!™

“In the name of our love, Raoul,
you sha:l not pass! .. ."

He stopped. What had she
In the name of their love? Never
before had she confeszed that she
loved him. And, in accents of childish
hatred, he said:

“You lie, for you do not love me
and you have never loved me! What
a poor fellow I must be to let you
mock and flout me as you have done!”

“You wi.l beg my pardon, one day,
for all those ugly words, Raoul, and
when you do I shall forgive you!™

The boy stepped forward, stagger-
ing as he went. He risked one more
sarcnsm: :

“Oh, you muszt let me come and ap-
plaud you from time to time!”

“] shall never zing again, RKaoul!"

“Really? he repled, still more
satirically. "“So he is taking you off

] congratuiate you! é

said?

the stage. e
But we shall meet in the Bois, one o
these evenings!”

“Not in the Bois
Raoul: you shall not see me again . .

“May one ask at least to what d=rk-
ness you are returning? . . For what
hell you are leaving, mysterious lady

. or for what paradise?”

“I came to tell you, dear, but I can't
tell you now . . you would not believe
me! You have lost faith in me, Raoul:
it iz finished!"”

She epoke

nor anywhere,

in such a

voiee that the lad began to feel re-
morse for his cruelty.
“But look here!" he eried. “Can't

you tell me what all this means? You
are free, there is no one to interfere
with you. . . You go about Paris.
You put on a domino to come to the
ball. . . Why do you not go home? . .
What have you been doing in this past
fortnight? . . What is this tale about
the Angel of Music? Some one may
have taken you in, played upon your
innocence. f was a witness of it my-
pelf, at Perros , . but you know what
to believe now. You seem to me quite
sensibie, Christine. You know what

§ &

you are doing. . . Exp.ain yourse.f,
Christine, 1 beg of youl Any one
might have been deceived as 1 was.

What is this farce?”
Christine simply took off her mask

Ehrlit "".li"l : "‘“t'.l-l.l"l it_ I_-: ﬁ tr'}ll_'r{"i:ll':"

Raoul now saw her face and could
restrain an exec.amation of sur-
prise and terror. The fresh complex-
won of former days was gone. A mort-
nl !_I..'-I::HI' covered those I‘r:lT'.H‘l'.-;, which

nalk

he had known so charming and so
gently, and sorrow had furrowed them
with pitiless lines and traced dark

and unspeakable sad shadows under
her eyes.

“My dearest! My
moanad, ho.ding out his
promised to forgive me . . .

“Perhaps! . . Some day, perhaps!”
she said, resuming her mask; and she
went away, forbidding him, with a
gesture, to follow her.

He tried to disobey her; but she
turred round and repeated her ges-
of farewell with such authority
he dared not move a step.

His [ootsteps took him to that room
where he had first known suffering.
He tapped at the door. There was no
nnswer. He entered, as he had enter-
ed when he looked everywhere for “the

! dearest!” he

arms. “You
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man's veice.” The room was empty.
A gas-jet was burning, tarned down
low., He saw some writing-paper on
a little desk. He thought ni writing

to Christine, but he heard steps in the
pa He had only time to hide in
the inner room, which was separated
from the dressing-room by a curtain.

("hristine entered, took off her mask
with a weary movement and flung it
on the table. She sighed and let her
| pretty head fall into her two hands.
What was she thinking of? Of Raoul?
No, for Raoul heard her murmur:
“Poor Erik!”
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Christine began to write, deliberate- |
iy, calmly and =o placid.y that Raoul, ',

who was still trembling from the
effects of the tragedy that separated
them, was painfully impressed.

She wrote on, filling two, three, four
raised her |

'theets. Suddenly, she
hesd and hid the sheets in her bodice
. She seemed to be listening. . . .
tuaoul also listened. . . Whence came
that strange sound, that
rhythm? .
issue from the walis .

though the walls themselves were
singing! . . . The song became plain- |
er . . . the words were now distin-
guishable . . . he heard a voice, a

very beautiful, very soft, very capti-
vating volee . . but, for all its soft-
ness, it remained a male voice.
The volce came nearer and nearer . .
it came through the wall . . it ap-
proached . . and now the voice was fu
the room, in front of Christine.
Christine rose and addressed the
voice, as though a;enking to some one:

“Here I am, Erik,"” she said. *I
am ready. But you are late”

Raoul, peeping from behind the cur-
tain, could not believe his eyes, which
showed him mothing. Christine's face
lit up. A smile of happiness appear-
ed upon her bloodless lips, a smile
like that of sick people when they re-
ceive the first hope of recovery.

despairing

distant |
. A faint sound seemed to|
. yes, it was as |

prs

- ——

The voics without a body went on
singing; and certainly Raoul had
never in his life heard anything mo
absolutely and hercically sweet, more
gloriously insidicus, nore rlelifntf.;
more powerful, in short, more irresist-
ibiy triumphant. He listened to it i.n|
a fever and he now began to under- !
stand how Christine Dage was able |
to appear gne evening, before the |
stupefied audience, with accents of a
beauty hitherto unknown, of a super-
human exaltation, while doubtiess
still under the influence of the myster- |
ious and invisible master.

The voice was singing the Wedding-
night Song from Eomeo and Juliet.'
Raoul saw Christine stretch out her
arms to the voice as she had done, In

-

is Kept in an Upper Room in
It Was Built Up by its Royal Owner.

H. M. King George takes stamp-col- is an early Mauritius stamp which h:
lecting very serlously, and when one t years ago for £1400, an
of the finest collections of postage | which iz to-day werth 4,000 guineas.
stamps In the world came under the |, . o ‘i of the days when an old
guctioneer’s hammer recently it was watchmaker struck the stamps of
only natural that his Majesty should jus singly with a hand-dle.
be represented at the sale. Mauritiue sing 3 of.a 580

This remarkable collection, whose| His Majesty is very prout o =
disposal drew philatelists from all|tion devoted to “errors” and cu
parts of the world to London, was dis- | ties,” Typical of this section is a
covered in the attic of a Mayfair man- | gamp  on which “pence” is spell
sion. The stamps were bought In the . o .. »

Perros churchyard, to the invisible
violin playing The Resurrection of
Lararus, |

The strains went through Raoul's
heart. Strugg.ing against the charm
that seemed to deprive him of all his |
wi.l and all his energy and of almost
all his lueidity at the moment when
he needed them most, he succeeded in
drawing back the eurtain that hid |
him and he walked to where Christine
stood. She herself was moving to the
back of the room, the whole wall nfl
which was occupied by a great mirror
that reflected her image, but not his, |
for he was just behind her and entire- |
ly covered by her.

Christine waiked toward her image '
in the glass and the image came to- |
ward her. The two Christines—the
real ore and the reflection—ended by |
touching: and Raoul put out his arms
to clasp the two in one embrace. Sut,
by a sort of dazzling miracle that sent |
him stagzering, Raoul was suddenly |
flung back, while an iey blast swept |
over his face; he saw, not two, hul‘.l
four, eight, twenty Christines sp!n—|
ning round him, iaughing at him and
fleeing so swiftly that ﬁ'u- could nnt!
touch one of them. At last, every- TWO-PIECE COSTUME APPROV-
thing etood still again;: "mi.l; li:e eaw | ED BY SMART WOMEN

| et % : gy 2 _ i EN.
himse!f in the glass. But ristine Prro-ploce enorts’ aud. talltred. soa.

had disappeared. :
ad disap e | tumes are things of much more elab-

He rushed up to the glass. . uck
strock at the walls. Nobody! roration as far as fabric is concerned,

Which way, which way had Chris- | than those worn earlier in the season,
tine gone? . . Which way would she which were usually developed in jer-
return? | seys and crepes.

Would she return? Alas, had she’ attitude is towards
not declared to him that ewrﬂhing‘itumﬂ o
was finished? And was the voice not | '
repeating :

“Fate links thee to me for ever
and a day!"

making these cos-
erepe sating and velvet, or a
combination of both. In the model
inctured here satin has been chosen
for the new finger-tip length blouse

To me? To whom? and velvet for the skirt. The velvet
Then, worn out, beaten, empty-|W28 employed to fashion the snug-
brained, he sat down on the {:hnir.ﬁ“mﬁ collar, cuffs and trimming-

which Christine had just left. * Like 'bands. The skirt is joined to a bodice

her, he let hiz head fali into his hands,
“Who is this Erik?" he said.
(To be continued. )

Itnp and has two inverted plaits at
the front to add freedom and the lat-
!E'!-it flared movement. The diagram
:I:-:huw.q just how to put the dress to-
|getht-r. and No. 1243 is in sizes 16,
| 18 and 20 years (34, 36 and 38 inches
' bust). Size 18 years (36 bust) re-
jguires 414 yards 36-inch, or 25 yards
- 64-inch material. The bodice top of
skirt requires 1§ yards 36-inch addi-
tional lining, or with ribbon straps
over the shoulders 7% yard. Price 20ec.

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.

—i—
Diarv in Cipher.

Just a luidred years ago was pub-
lshed the world's most extraordinary
work. It was by a great public fligure
named Pepys—pronounced “Peeps.”
| Half of each night he sat up writ-
' ing, till he almost went blind—writing
| the queeres! that has ever oc-
curred to man. This was a Diary of
the real truth about himself
everyone el but written in clpher
=g0 that nobody could read it.

!

wark

Hon. Cecil Forester
who has inherited the unique right of
keeping his hat on in the presence of _
the English King This privilege Pepys tells us how he bribed, and
PEE AR E Rl . i - : i i 2 ; » .
comes down to him from the time of | tc0k bribes, how he got drunk and
Henry VIII. The amusing part of the | Was sorry next morning; how he once
story is that voung Forester cares not | struck his wife and then kissed her

¥ l-:lla i I
a whit for this hat-right, and says that | and made I_T ap.
the only time he ever was in the pre-! Mixed with the bad there is a lot

gence of the King was in a II:I”I‘HHIH.',Uf F”‘”I' ‘
And then he wasn't wearing a hat! We read how really fond he was of his

5 wife, and how it troubled him to

Ancient Yet MOdEm- grieve her— when he had been found

> : out! We read also how he set out to
Foot corns are so called because of

reform this and that scandal. - For,
thinking that the Diary could never
be rend, Pepys put down the truth.
That long after his death somebody
would patiently work out the cipher,
was tha thing Pepys expected.
Still, it gave us in & way the world's

a resemblance to a corn or barley thu.r_i
can be picked out. Three hundred'
Years ago corns were treated precisely
g5 thev are to<day and a recipe of 1620
says: "Corns on the feel are lo be
wet or soaked and rubbed with a pen-

Vs
§ 0

¢l of caustic every evening upon re- :

tiring If large, corns should be cut most human book.

out or at least pared with a charp! "_"; Hﬂi;;:__

knife. If a ccrn hangs by a sinail neck |

it should be tied with a silk st 1g and| 'hat is a hobo? The popular ans.

it will come away. To stop tie pains | WeF Would probably be “a tramp.” Not.

of a corn cover the corn with a piece s0! Mere are certain nice distine-

of adhesive plaster with a hole cut: !!ons 1o be observed. A hobo is a
migratory worker—a man, like the

through it so that the corn may be
pressed and as the corn rises add more
' adhesive plasters cut like the first.”

- S - S

| harvest hand In the West or the lum-
|he-r}nr'l-r. in the North woods, who
i moves [rom place Lo place, as work
The wood of the red or Norway pine "offers. A tramp, on the other hand, is
is heavier, harder and more resinous a migratory loafer, and a bum a sta-

than white pine, but it is used for tionary loafer. Ome should be careful
' the same purpose, iin such matiers.

Now the modish

and l

'sixties for less than £40, and when W
Royalty Leads the Way.
put up for auction brought In no less The collection also ircludes relics

| than £5,359.

Empire stamps figured largely i the of days when small, outlying pfn rts ;:;l:
collection, prominent among them be- | the Empire ran out of stamps 0t & D
ing a block of stamps from Ceylon | ticular value, In such circumstances it
which cost the original collector BS.,| wag the custom to use a stamp of the
and which realized £650. A block,| ... pichest value, printing the new
or unbroken sheet, of stamps pre- . . Co. it in black. In one case,this
gerved Intact is much more wu.lulhle;c_“‘rpﬂmed value was put on upside
than the same number of alnsle|duwn making the specimen a curi
stamps. : one.

Doubtless it was the Emplre nlamnl{'mﬁilr}?dﬂffg ’r:::lrim'itlﬂ.! and errors
' which Interested the King. Thﬂl.llh | relate to stamps of eprrent {gsue and
he has often been described as a “col- | bearing the King's own head. One
lector of foreign stamps,” you m“m?m.ight mistakenly imagine
look through all the 300 leather-bound | amples of such m.ha!a'lws would be of-
volumes that hold his collection with- | fered to his Majesty but it is the duty
out finding a single stamp of a foreign- | Yo .lhE axailders = destroy every
cmfutrr. His Majesty is actually a:ﬂmnp that is not entirely correct, and
collector of Empire stamps, and his.ml]!. those that have cscaped their
stamp library is regarded as the finest | vigilance get on the ‘market.
of it kind in the world. Even if such stamps were offered

Among the King's Treasures. to the King, it is certain that he would

At times parties of philatelists have | refuse them. He prefers lo gel his
visited the Palace to see thls wonder- Specimens as other people get theirs
‘ful collection, which is kept In an up- ' by plirchase and exchange.
per room of Buckingham Palace | It wag the King who started a stamp
When they have done so the King has fashion that has become popular every-
| been there, secking for fresh Informa- ' where—that of collecting in blocks of
'tlon on the subject of which he is al-|four. When he can do so his Majesty
,;l'E'll:dJ-' a master. always buys in this way.
| 8o keen Is the King on philately that| A block of four is four stamps torn
'if he is missing during any of his rare:nn‘ the gheet not in strip fashion, but
hours of leisure when in residence, so that they are two wide and two

i

e

some member of his family will say: iﬂeep. They are rare, because in the
“He is sure to be In the stamp-|old days it was the custom of post-
| room."” L 'offices to serve gquantities of stamps

| One of the King's greatest bargains I' in strips.

T

within. Never min;] whether you have
trled and falled. Try again.

You were npnot able to

—=

i walk the

VICTORS ALL!

i first time you put your foot to the
I 2 |ground, and you had not conguered
the “winged art” when you learned

| The two greatest poisons In lite are
'fear and worry. If these could be
‘eradicated—and they can—then never
yonce need we falter. These polsons
| affect the blood, dim our outlook,
hasten death and disease.

i For success we need to enter Into
s relationship with all conquerors and
‘rnnqueﬂng things. 'ﬂlingﬁ that pro-

iﬂml& uplifting thoughts and hopes that .
the constructive will bring us to the |8a0d these things

-;‘i_|||.

the shorthand alphabet. You had to
try much and often; and If one wiil
determine that he will beautify his
corner of the world by his kindness
and sympathy he wlil do {t.

Psychologists say that If

we learn

attract that thing to us, whether It ba

anell victory., If vou

|]HH-'~|{1'I’E principles which dely ewr}--_lﬂfﬂ passed
thing that is destructive. ru'nnlmr,r
The challenge is always there, and | Whilst |ife courses In your veins you

you are not bheaten.

we ought to accept it and win through, |2re not on the losing &ide. The _l’lld
It is always true that love Is strong- | Bgok says: "All things are possible

er than hatred, and goodwill 1s always | 1@ him that belleveth.” Then what.
a stimulating factor. Malice will cor- | @Ver your task, whether It be learning
rode and tear down, whilst love is al- @ !anguage, or pursuing business or
wavs a savour to life, Meet hatred domestlc worrles, believe that you ean
with hatred and you will degrade your- | B4 you will

golf: meet it with kindness and you
| become elevated, and also the one who
i‘rrear:t you hatred. It &5 a wonderful
| fact, but it Is real.

Men who have thought in all ages
'and c¢limes have come to know this

%
The Inverted-Jar Trick.

l.ay & lemon on the table and place
f Jar upside down over it. The prob-
lem §a to pick up the jar and plice it
on another table—with the lemon =till

"truth, There is a Persian sage who Ingide §t
0 LE] T 1 IJ EI: - ;
safd: “Always meet petulance with Persons who altt Lt [ |
| g1 no CLID Ieri i
gentleness, and perverseness ‘with' et N erears. 1
feat will try to scoop up the lemon.

' kindns=s. A gentle hand can lead even
an elephant by a hair. Reply to thine
enemy with gentleness, Opposition to |
'peace is sin.” But he says: “If a man |
foollahly does me wrong | will return haant 4 e ;
| him the protection of my urgrudging | " ACk 16 s00n acquired. 1

love. The more evil comes from him, | _ luln.r hold ufr}he jar and Iwnjr] it
| the more good shall go from me."” The rapidly about. The lemon will specd
| Chinese hava this proverh: “The wise '_’m'umt inside (he jar, and as soon as
man avenges Injuries by benefits.”? ' s (raveling at a4 good rate carry the
:“-flr,m the Hindu believes: “Reiurn Jur over Lo the other table, whirMng it
 good for evil, overcome anger by love, : Bl the time. Set it down’and the lemon

"hatred never ceases by hatred but "h}' | whl still be inaide
i love." :
| Now the gquestion ls: Can this be
| practised In a world like ours? 1 can
!lhmgilw someone saying: “Ys, thia Is
tall very well in theory, but if vou had
[lu live where 1 do and amoug the peo-
| pie | bave to meet, you would say less
ahout love and more about holding
your own and getting your own back!'"
| But we were talking about success
‘and the successful, and if one Is to re
iturn evil for evil and railing for rail-
|ing he is not successful neither {s he
!:r}'ln! to win’success,
Every gnan can declde for himself
'in these things, and If & man wil win_ |
‘he can, in auything and everything. |

I3ut that s not allowed. The jar must
be moath down all the time
The real method of performing the

L . —--'.-— —— iy

True in Their Case.
(complainingly) — “Women
‘It & his privilege and the power is | ®¢*™ 0 tiluk they’re head and should:

Huhbby

. &rs above men."
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—l————.—.i Wifie (shortly)—"Well

- - it's some-
| times quite true!™

1
: .L A Famous Hymn,
The bymn, “From Greenlaud's Icy
Mountains,” was composed at Wrex-

ham in 1519. On Whit-Sunday in that
| year Dr. Shipley, Dean of St. Asaph
'and Viear of Wrexham, preached a ser-
mon in his chureh on behalf of the So-
I-rifl;\r for _the Propegation of the Gos-
ipel. Heber was son-ln-law to Dr. Ship-
| ley and was on a visit. The doctor, on
the previous Saturday, asked Heber to
“write something for them to sing in
the morning,” and in a few minutes
Heber produced the hymn now go wel]
known all over the world,

#_
India’s Industrial Growth.
India Is now the eighth largest in-
dustrial country in the world, accord-
Ing to reports presented at a recent
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The Canadian-English cemetery at Saloniki is shown above in a recent photograph.

-

meeting of the East India Associatiop
in London.
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that ex-|

to concentrate on anything we ehall |
wealth, health, beauy, power, or God; |

race, dont give uap |

trick requires a little practice, but the |

friends, for
help and cheer.

i "hl"lr’- Em

were our very best
they cannot speak,
'many messages 10

Everyvone ought to have
if it starts with only a small collection

| of books. Start a little fibrary of your
!uwn and add to it as often as possible,
perhaps having a special bank ih.l::
you can call yvour “book bank,
 saving extra money to buy books for
' your library.
!F Perhaps !;uu have a bookcase all
'your own for your books, ar, maybe,
it is one special shell which belongs
to you, but either way, that I8 the
place to start your library. Get &
notebook, and In it write the name of
each cne of your boeks, with the name
of the author. As you get new books,
write the iist in your catalogue, which
is what your notebook really will be-
come, and write down also the date
when vou received your books.

For Book Lovers.

As you buy and treasure your books,
vou will surely want to make some
bookplates for them, These are slipe
of paper which you paste in each book
{o show to whom the book belongs,
wnd are often wery artistic and un,
ucual, esgpecially when designed by
peaple who love books, Some day you
may want to bay some very beautiful
bookplates for your most preclous
beoks, but at present it will be more
fun to make some.

Cut white or colored paper into four-
inch squares, or if you want a diferent
gtyle, cut oblong pleces about five
inches long by three inches wide.
Print vour full name near the top of
the paper. Find a tiny picture to paste
under this, spacing it in about the mid-
dle of your bookplate. This may be a
picture of a ship, a fireplace, & book
or any pretty scene. If it is not color
ed, you may like to paint it or color it
with cravone. A snapshot of yourself
' would look well here, or a picture of
yvour home, but, of course, it must be
small.

At the bottom of yvour bookplate
you may print the date, or a line or
a short verse about books or reading.
Perhaps vou will have room for the
date and the name of your city and
province printed in small letlers un-
der a two-line verse. Trv and make
the bookplate very neat and space
vour lettering and picture go that it
'gives a pretty effect.

Variety in Bookplates.

Make as many bookplates asz you
have books, and when they are done
paste one in the front of each bhook,
inside the front cover. Your bhook-
' plates may be made all alike, or each
‘one may be different. It would be in-
teresting to have certain sets for your
gtory books and others for your books
of travel, poetry and study bhooks Try
and make the style of your bookplate
gsuit the character of the book in which
| you are going to use |t

When wvour lbrary
and your catalogue
one of your hooks {8 well
with a pretty bookplate which wvou
have made " yourself in the frn:-.rl of
every book in vour Hbrary, vou will
understand befter what Longfellow
meant when he wrote:

well started,
and each
cared for,

1

made,
el

-l e

“The pleasant
among
Our housel
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Ireasures tak:
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Al i. are Lo us

— W

W8 Il a living tongue
Spake from the prinled leaves or plo-
lured faces.”
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| “Travels With a Donkey.”

i R. L. 8. has just taken me on a

| whimesieal Journey. Over dusty roads

and rock-sirewn parapets, we followed

| the pattering hoofs of Modesting, In

imy dull elty fashion I tried to see the

jcountry through tbe calm, observani

"eyes of my guide keen alike to linger
over an antiquity or to propose a mer-
ry fancy. Whether our path wound

| tollsome peak or loitered by orchard

| stream, whether it stumbled

1
Ll
dluong '
'the slronghaolds of lirm-lipped see- |
tarianiam or palely glided toward the |
winking windows of a dusk-filled val
L]
.

.1""3'" it was ever the same R. L. 8 ba-
iE!du e, In &ll owr vagrancies he
| viewed Lhe scenes with the same im.
' measurable calm. How like spice to
| it Iull was the plgquancy of his eep
| philosophy; and yvet it was something
warmer than a philosopby, rather a
trapquilsurfaced love of Qo Y i
‘ereation  which no !;21:i1?:i ;rl ;I,-H,rl.; .
could ruffle. The vigslons he conjured |
Jup were as refreshing as mountain |
springs and elusive as the dimples in

their cddies. What would you not give

to leave this hobbling worldliness and |
stride forth on euch a pilgrimare to
!t_he shrines of simplicity—ta lle o
:l'itﬂh'l'.r' LY EOome Camisard shepherd s
| path with the starset heavens your
panorawa and the pur] of m,m",hjil*.:._
| &d streams your lullaby? Poor rondor \
| who would not, | pity you: dear friend
| who could not, rejoice with me, for |
 Lave been with Stevenson through the
 Cevennes!

|

il . e I
Cutting Costa.
The hushand was having one
occasional streaks of economy.
“"We must cut down oyr ex
'Xpeneps,™ '
he sald to his wife. “There's po wrgu-
ment about it. We simply must
The wife smiled, .
“Quite right. dear,” she agreed, =

you say, there's no argument abo
I'd suggest that o

¢l his

As
.
you do not try to get
ou the wireless.”
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