Cransonh's place,

. his green frock coat and tall hat,
_.emerged from the woods. She opened

- eeremonial rags of a scarecrow. Even

unintelligible shouts.  As they drew

" little doctor know he had had a wit-

.'pressing the necessity

*,a haven in which to hide a thing much
- Joved from the eyes of an unsympa-

" Fortunately they were too ubsorbed in

"’ Annassa mad caught a glimpse of Abby

-.dough. At firet it did not promise to
" _.be -so terrible. It was not urtil she
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- SYNOPSIS.

. Annassa West leases Bride's House, In
Connecticut,- so ¢alled because-a bride
who had sought shelter there with her
usband, had strangely disappeared. The
e specified that the tenant must ask

so question . Annassa finds that one of
the graves in the private burial ground
been opened. Her stable boy, Otto.
E':n'urdtred, John Diamond, owner of n
New York newspaper, trieg to induce
Annassga to leave the place. Derlek Cran-
100, a former circus athlete, and admirer
‘asf Jane Runnells. one of the first ten-
ants of the house, takes care of Annns-
sa’'s polo poniex. A deputy is put on
guard in the kitchen. JAnnassa, in the
night, sees a stranger rlding Dracula.
There 1s the sound of an explosion, and
Biss Barth. Ann's housekeeper, ¢alls out
that the deputy has been murdered. The
women start through the woods for

CHAPTER V.—(Cont’d.)

A sudden sympathy for' the littla
doctor welled up in Annassa’s heart.
No wonder he was a bit touched in
the head. A man of some education
and of a certain refinement to have
come-to this! What trick of fate had
brought him to seek such seclusion?
Vv hat disappointment? What sorrow?

Her own worries for the moment
forgotten, she walked over to the
house, climbed the steps to the rotting
porch, and saw that the door yawned
open. Thrﬂugie is crooked frame the
interior, or that portion of the inter-
ior disclosed by the light which filtered
‘in through the one window, looked
even more depressing than the exter-
ior had. .

. Miss West laid her knuckles to a
panel and rapped smartly. There was
no response. “May I come in?”

Still no response. She stepped In-
side .
“Mr. Cranson, I'm Miss West. We're
in trouble up at our house. You said
I might eall on you.”

" Fromn close at hand came the rustie
of paper as something big and black
scuttled along the opposite wall and
rp on a sort of desk or cupboard in
the corner. A cat, she told herself!
And presently ikLis surmise was con-
firmed by a vowl, the phosphorescent
gleam of yellow, resentful eyes. Her
heart had just begun to beat normally
again when from the ceiling just over-
head ezme a maffled tap-tap. Twice
with an interval between, the tapping
was repeated. It was a stealthy sound,
and in those surroundings, sinister.
The girl stepped back to the door and
igoked out over the untidy yard, bright
as noonday in the moonlight. Empty
egg crates. Soda bottles. . Tin cans.
A dog house without a dog. The spare
parts of many automobiles.-What was
there in these things to make one fee]
afraid? _ 2

At that moment the wveterinary,
‘clothed as she had last seen him in

‘her mouth to cry out to him, but the
feeling of relief his appearance had
awakened changed to.one of uneasi-
LSS, g _

There was a woman with him, and
such a woman! A poor, neglected-
‘coking female, dressed from head to
feot in rusty black; garments that had
neither shape nor pattern, but hung
from her emaciated form in every
_conceivable length, fluttering like the

her face, oddly enough, was covered.
In a desultory, half-hearted sort of
‘way this creature was givirg the vet-
erinary quite a trssle. Her eries were
ecarcely human either—raucous hoots;

nearer, the meaning of this extraocrdi-

poor thing was either drunk or drug-
ged or—both. : |
Under no 2ireumstances must the

No matter how
&t Bride's
House might be, Miss West’s sense
“of delicacy der-anded that she slip
Lway as unannounced as she had come,
But at least the question of Dr. Cran-
_ron’s strange choice ‘of habitation had
been settled. It was clear, from the
lenderness he had exhibited through-
put, that the solitary shack in the
- woods had been selecled as a refuge—-

ness to this scene.

thetic world.
The couple had by this time reach-
ed the steps that led to the porch.

their grotesque harlequinade to have
‘eye or ear for anything else.

The girl slipped back intv the house
and found, as she had -hoped, that
there was a rear door as well as a
front one. In a few seconds, she had
put the distressing scene behind her.
Excited by the incident, she complete-
ty forgot the danger lurking in-the

ggy ground between ® Cranson’s

use and. the south pasture. Flying
on light feet, the narrow strip of
woods had been all but crossed: and

passing restlessly back and forth be-
gide tha old burying ground, when &
toft of moss gave as she jumped on It
If the branch to which she had been
holding had not snapped at the same
%ime, her weight could have been shift-
ed quickly enoagh to avoid trouble. As
it was, she found herself up to her
ankles in what felt like cold, sticky

g sinking hég‘an—un!}r an inch or two,

.nary behavior became apparent. Thel.

made 8-move to get out that the real
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Lxt a rather ocwzinous inch when one
remembered about those plow horses.
It was like all quicksand; the more
she worked, th2 deeper she went. Soon
the mud sucked about her knees. |
The situation, as it dawned, was

around midnight had made the scoop
.possible—a miessage which Cropsey
had taken the precaution to verify by
callivg up the chief of police at the
Crossing. Though why John Diamond
should have gottéen so riled up about
his doing so, when he himself could
rnot be reached at Berkshire Towers to

- get the confirm=tion first hand, was.

1sore than his managing editor could
exactly fathom. What he did know,
however, was that the owner of the
Free Press had driven down before
daylight and raised hell all over the
office. '

(To be continued.)

too hideous to seem real—to real to
be a product  of the imagination.
Darkness. The Unknown. Afilthy,
creeping death., And worse than all
else, emptiness. Even the trees, once

so oppresively close, had retired be-|

yond reach, their dim shapes, alooi
and impersonal, as witness in a death
chamber. -

“Abby!” she called, and knew" the
Sastehwoman did rot hear her—would
probably never hear.

Only her body, from the waist up,
was fre- now. Caught in that strange-!
ly vielding vise, the rest of her had |
lost the power to move. And as her
bodily strength failed, her mind con-
jured up a panorama of events from
the past: the old house in which she
had been born: :. hazy pictare of her
rmother lyving still and white in 2 bad
of fiowers; her first psuy. The father
who had taught her to ride. .

“Daddy, vou culdn't see this hap-
pen to your little girl?” It was the
appesl she had-always made when »
threatened punishment promised to be
too humiliatinz to be borne. with dig-
nity. It was an appeal that had never
failed. It did not fail now.

Frome somewhere close at hand
came a deep male voice: .

“Stop strugeling, you little idiot,
znd I'll have you out in a jiffy!”

A ‘ air of hands were thrast under
her arm pits, a leverage exerted.
Slowly, and with as liftle discomfort
as possible under the circumstances,

she was drawn from the hungry mud (

and s2¢ on her feet, none the worse
for her harrowing experience except
that she had lost bith shees. Even,
the minor discomfort was discounted
when, without a word, her vescuer
caught her up in his powerful arms,
eradled her &through the remaining
few feet of woods, over the stene wall
and to the south pasture where Abby
still kept agitated vigil. Once solid
ground had been put beneath her feet
h stepped back, his hands clenched at
his sides in an attitude which, while
not exactly sheepish, nor vet self-
catisfied, appeared to be a quite un-
explainable blend of both.

Annassa West loocked up. The man
to. whom she owed her life was Dra-
cula’s mnight rider—the muysterious
stranger. And swift on the heels of
this discovery came the feeling that
he was not unknown to her, that she
had seen him before the pasture epi-
sode, seen him close, like this, tower-
ing over her, It was a fleeting ‘mpres-
sion, gone as soon . as it had come, but
it -served to quicken the interest he
had already aroused *. her. She had
scarcely had time to murmur more
than a conventional “thank you” when
the loud and insistent honking of a
motor horn fromn the direction of the
house announcea the arrival of some-

o: e—unexpected reinforcements, prob-|.

ably from the Crossing; and with a
start the girl remembered the cause
of her recent predicament.

*Oh!"” she cried, “‘the watechman—
the dead watchman in the fireplace!”

“Watchman! Dead!” Her rescuer’s
whole attitude changed. Disbelief—
uneasiness—fear: ‘they stole across
his face like ripples over the surface
of ‘a lake. "He was, she saw, prepared
for flight; and instinctively her hand
shot out fo detain him. Catching at
tke first tking that came within reach
—a fold of the loose flannel shirt—
she hung on while he struggled to be
free. ~ i d >

“A dead man! The fireplace!” Sud-
denly his every musele galvanized into
action. There came a savage jerk.
Cloth ripped. Buttons gave. The
shirt slid down from one shoulder, ex-
posing a bronzed and brawny chest on
wLich was a splash of something
which had a dark and ugly look in
the moonlight,

“Let me go!” With one hand the
man sought to draw the shirt back
into place. With the other he wrench-
ed himself fre2, Then, as though some
gentler instinct prompted him to wipe
from her mind the impression he had
Just created, he stooped and, catching
the fingers whick had sougl.t to detain
him, wrushed them lightly against his
lips. The next moment he was gone,

-

CHAPTER X. ~

It.was high noon, Monday. -

Alva Cropsey paused in the midst
of _pacin‘ng' for his summer vacation,
which was supposed to have started
the Saturday before, to admire the
carly edition of the New York Daily
Free Press, a copy of which lay on
his bed. A special inserted just before
the papers went out o' the news
stends bore the announcement in scare
type: ' it
1'WO DEATHS IN TWENTY-FOUR

: - HOURS!

Hrs_tery _'Iﬁ_'- Hales Crossing Deepens!
His prophecy had been fulfilled
sooner than he expected, The Free

WithIndians in the
Black Hilis

We travelled eastward for two
days, and then the gloomy ridges of
the Black Hills rose up before us.
The village passed along for some
miles beneath their declivities, trail-
ing out to a great lenglh over the
arid prairie, or winding among small
detached hills of distorted shapes.
Turning sharply to the left, we en-
tered a wide. defile of the mouniains,
down the bottom of which a brook
came windinz, lined with tall grass
and dense copses, amid which were
hidden many beaver dams and lodges.
We passed along between two lines
of high precipices and rocks piled In
disorder one wupon another, with
scarcely a tree, a bush, or a clump
of grass. The restless Indian boys
wandered along their edges and
clambered up and down their rugged
sides, and sometimes a group of them
would stand on the verge of a cliff
and look down on the procession as
it passed beneath. As we advanced,
the passage grew more narrow; then
it suddenly expanded into -a round
grassy meadow, completely encom-
passed by mountains; and here the
families stopped as they came up in
turn, and the camp rose like magic.

The lodges were hardly pitched
when, with their usual precipitation,
the Indians set about accomplishing
the object that had brought.  them
there: that is, obtaining poles for
their new lodges. Half the popula-
tion, men, women, and boys, mount-
ed their horses and set out for the
depihs of the mountains, It was a
strange cavalcade, as they rede at
full gallop over the shingly rocks
and into the dark opening of the de-
file beyond. ‘We passed between pre-
cipices, sharp and splintering at the
tops, their
defile or descending in abrupt de-
elivities, bristling with firtrees. On
our left they rose close to us like
a wall, ‘but on- -the right a winding
brook with a narrow strip of marshy
soil intervened. The stream was clog-
ged with old beaver-dams, and spread
frequently into wide pools. ,

After havingz ridden in this man-
ner six or - eight miles, the scene
changed, and all the declivities were
covered wilh forests of tall, slender
spruce-trees. . The Indians began to
fall off to the.right and left, dis-
persing with their hatchets and
knives to cut the poles which they
had come to seek. I was soon left
almost alone: but in the stillness
of those lonely mountains, the stroke
of hatchets and the sound of voices
might be heard from far and near. ..

Wild as they were, these moun-
tains were thickly peopled. As-I
climbed farther, I found the broad
dusty paths made by the elk, as
they filed across the mountain side.
The grass on all the terraces was
trampled down by deer; there were
numerous tracks of wolves, and In
some of- the rougher and more pre-
cipitous paris of the ascent, I found
foot‘prints different from any that
I had ever seen, and which I took
to be those of the Rocky Mountain
sheep, I sat down upon a rock; there
was o perfeet stillness. No wind
was stirring, and not even an insect
could be heard.—From “The Oregon
Trail,” by Francis Parkman.
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Suited _

‘A firm advertised for a girl clerk,
and tho next morning houndreds of
applicants artived. o numerous were
they that the chief told the office-boy
lo admit no more.

Short!y after this an agivessivs wo-
man arrvived, and, pushing her w.v
past the others, asked to 3e2 the chief,
By this time the office-boy had grown
deaf to all protestations, and had but
one answer.

“Not today, madam,” he said.

“But I'm his wile,” she said ma-
jestically.

. “Mel today, medam,” wad the inex-
orable reply. :
O

A judge was pointing out that a wit-
ness was not necessarily to be regard-
ed as untruthful because he altered
a statement he had previously made.
“For instance,” he said, “when I en-
tered this Court to-day I could have
sworn that I had my watch in my
pocket. But then I remembered I had
left it In the bathroom at home.”
When the judge got home that night
his wite said: “Why all this bother
about your watch—sending four or five
men for 1t?" “Good heavens!" sald
the judge; *“I never sent anyone!
What did you do?" “I gave It to the
first’ one who c¢ame; he knew - just

Press was -running some exclusive,
front-page murder stuff. Not so bad
for & newspaper that had always had

congervative,

lt;he reputation of being a shade too

whero _lt was.,”

-

" o ‘l-'l ; .
‘ Love and esteem are the first prin-
; ¢tiples of friendship, which always is

Imperfect where “either of these two
is wanting, . ) ' :

sides beeiling over the’
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1 A mysterious telel;hﬂn& Fmessage? Five Fathoms Deep

i Paul Brown in Field and Stream,
I July, 32, ~ ~

- (Haiti) were fairly quiet. - Our small
Loat rose and fell gently on the swells
as I stepped over the side and de-
_scended the ladder. -As my shoulders
t approached the water I stopped, and
the heavy copper helmet was slipped
: over my head and fastened under my
varms. I could see the grinning black
natives start work at the pump anj

A slap on the helmet told me all was
and I started to the floor of the bay,
five fathoms beneath the surface.

I landed in a new world—an in-
credibly beautiful and fantastic world
where everyone of my preconceived
notions was wrong. Even walking I
had to larn all over again. A step
could not be taken quickly. A small

flying leap which carried far beyond
the original cbjective but very slowly.
Arms and hands had to be moved de-
liberately. The light from the surface
was a-<soft. glow, permeating every-
thing, an illumination without sha-
dows.

At my feet, as I landed, a hermit
crab scuttled into its usurped shel),
camouflaged witk a waving anemone,
and lumbered away. A big starfish
contracted and simply disappeared.
Ahead of me was a miniature .fairy
castle, etched in moral with moats
and ports and bastivned towers. It
was inhabited by gay little fishes gor-
geous with all the colors of the prim-
ary spectrum. They swam in schools
from their protective fissures to the
very glass in the front of my helmet
and peered in at me with motionless
erves. Then, suddenly, they all de-

they -vere replaced by a small group
of par.-ot-fish—great, vividly shaded
creatures with beaks that enabled
them to wrench knobs of coral from
the reef and lurch on the small fish
and crustaceans _that their house-
wrecking activilies disclosed. Then «
small shark, perhaps five feet long,
swam past lazily. For a long moment
1t stared at me, but as I reached for
the threetined spear which swung

bucked toward the coral cliff behind
me, it swam away into the dusky obli-
vion 30 feet from me.

As I approached, the coral had
suddenly changed from . glowing
mass "of yellow and lavender and
orange mosaic into a uniform pinkish
brown! I leaned forwvard. The entire
surface of the coral cliff was covered
with sea worms. These worms live in
tubes of their own constructior which
they anchor to their host and in'o
which they disappear at the slightest
nctice. These tubes, which looked for
all the world like gray and irregular
clay pipe stems, were soft and yield-
ing. The tops were tightly closed, and
there was no sign that beautiful
flower-like animals were voncealed
within. I leanad my shoulder against
the coral while I pried one of them
from th: eliff. Instantly the whole
color scheme of the reef changed
again as the-minute pinkish polyps
flashed into their stony-shelters and
left me gazing at the pure whiteness
of the coral itself., _ '

Then a big grouper came idling
through the fissures of the reef and
flirted its tail at me. Presently I be-
came aware of many groupers around
me. I hauled from my pocket a six-
foot piece of fishing line fitted with
a heavy hook, and baited-it with a
small erab. "The tide carried'the bait-
ed hook toward the feeding zroupers.
A two-foot grouvper looked at it just
once and then calmly swallowed it, I
struck. The fish struck back, thea
went insane in a mad series of whirl-
ing, flashing, twisting contortions at
the end of my short line. I beecame
enormously concerned ‘in merely re-
maining upright. That- two-foot fish
gave me a battle I would not have
believed possible. Later I realized
this was due to my own inability to
move rapidly. I was in the midst of
o school of groupers that; with their
busineslike tecth, could have made a
hospital case of me-had they attack-
ed together. As my catch grew weak-
¢r, one of this school of groupers bit
a huge chunk from the captive's tail.
Instantly a general attack was launch-
ed at the injured fish, and before I
could haul it to me there was little
more than the head left on the hook.
The eternal voraciousness of the erea-
tures of the sea was never more
graphically illustrated. =

In the meantime the appearance of
the sea bottom had changed. The
chrysanthemums, gardeniis, gently

1

asters that are the living animals of

:+ The waters of the Bay of Gonaive

hear the slight hiss of the air escap °
ing through the valve over my head ¥

jump was likelp to be extended to a

- — i . -

' Fresh and Fragrant—Always

“SAiAd

“Fresh from the G;rdens” "

EA

wrist would not cut deeply enough to
bring tlood, which would have been
dangerous; nor be sure that the larger
fish would not attack' me. ;oo

I had no idez how long I had been
submerged. My fingers had already

! assumed the “washer-woman wrinkles

state -shich is usually -a signal to
ascend. But I still wanted to ses
what was around the bend of the reef,
and started for the c¢dge of the coral
growth which jutted into deepar
water. As I rounded the bend a verit-
able marine garden opened before mie.
Weeds and grasses grew in lovely,
gracefully swaying luxuriance. Brown
and violet chimney sponges sprouted
from shafts of volecanic rock. Elk-
hern coral flung its arms zLout with
embracing picturesqueness. A bril-
liant butterfiy-fish, tiny and almost
iridescent, swam past—then another,
then many, all concerned with some-
thing that was beyond my ken.

I walched these fish as they round-
ed the corner of the reef and dis-
appeared, but while I looked one of
them disappeared forever. It swam
just a bit too close to one of the large
“flewers,” which was a tube worm.

from the belt of my bathing suit and.

waving nasturtiums and gay little].

As soon as the sensitive feelers of the

parted as if by signal. Almost at once| vorm (which were the petals of the

flower) felt the passing fish it closed
like lightning and took the tiny fish
into the maw that was at the same
time its protecting tube.

As I watched the process, 1 slowly
rcalized that a lengthy shadow had
appeared just beyond the coral, I
peered again—and found myself stav-
ing at .. six-foot barracuda! It was
surveying me with motionless, hollow-
looking eyes. For a moment I was
powerless to move. The shark that
had passed didn’t really frighten me
but the barracvda did. Ewverything
depended upon what this savage tor-
pedo-shaped killer decided to do with
me, and not what I decided to do.
Then I realized that I had failed to
roll up the fishing line, which still
sported a chunk of crab dangling
from the hook. The current had
slowly lifted the bait toward the bar-
racuda. I was actually fishing for
the beast, but I certaintly didn’t want
to eateh it. I was only hoping it
would decide not to catch m=. I twitch-
ed the hook toward me, intending to
get the line stowed away before the
big mucderer had a c¢hance to bite.
But the barracuia moved faster than
the hook and grabbed the bait. I tried
to snatch the line ‘to me,.and thereby
set the hook in the barracuda’s jaw,
With -a terriffic, wrénching surge
the fish started away. I was pulled
to my knees, falling slowly, like a
man in a slow-motion movie. When
I landed flat on the bottom, the sea
started gurgling into my helmet. Tt
was splashing around my nose before
I could struggle to a kneeling posi-
tion. All the while, the terror at the
end of my line, pulling and wrench-
ing my .rm, was an almost indistin-
guishable blur because of the frenzy
of ‘its efforts to escape the hook.

I reached Jlesperately for my tri-
dent, vaguely ‘intending to slide it
down the line until it penetrated the
head of the plunging barracuda. But
I could not hold the trident against
the line, for the fighting fish starfed
dashing from right to left. I tried to
slip the line from about my wrist,

it with the frident.
frantically wondering what I could do,
I was suddenly knocked back on my
haunches. The fish had struck at
my helmet! -Only the faet that it
hit the copper rather than the glass,
saved me. L _

Tired and hurt, I hooked by -arm
about a jutting piece of tube coral,
mmade a blind stab toward the swirl-
ing blur and felt the steel strike home!
Again and again I stabbed toward
where I knew the fish must be, and
eventually I felt the strain on my arm

but was unable to; neither could I.cut | iRz
While I was| g% \

and wrist lessen. Cautiously I ﬁulled
in my almost nerveless arm until I
could catch the line with my other
hand, then slowly I manoceuvrred tha
fish into position close to the bottom.
I thrust the trident against it and
leaned on the handle. The fh gave
one fearful convulsive struggle, wkich
almost threw me on the bottom azain.
Then it rolled over and floated, belly
up, in the current.

* Slowly and painfully I wound my
way through the blank area which
had been so beautiful when the ficht
started. I was unable to fir.d the rope
leadin_: to the surface, or the anchor
chain, and I" was still too exercised
to huatl must for them. [ wanted to
go up—and up I weni, hand over hand
Lp the air line and light rope leading
to my helmet. And so I emerged with
tke dead barracuda dangling from my
cut and bleeding wrist, my tiident still
protruding fro.n its head.

- That was the first of many dives [
made off the coral reefs of Haiti. Div-
ing in shallow water on reefs or be-
side them, where fish are sure to be
numerous, is one of the greatest ex-
periences an angler can have. Sharks
pass so often they arey are dicregard-
ed; and there “secems to be no real

i...ger—except for the occasional vor-
acious barracuda!
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“Whistling” Pigeons - .

Travelers in the north woods of On-
tario next Summer may be astonished
when they hear and see what they
may take to be a new species of bird,
and into their heads may pop visions
of whistling swans and. wild pigeons,
says the Department of the Interior
at Ottawa, They may see the birds,
real pigeons, and hear the whistle, but
the two are separate entities, joined,
it is true, but only for a space and
then to ecarry out an idea.’

Next Spring, after a period of train.
ing, teams of homing pizgeons will be
transported {o -various fire~"patrol
points where communication by wire-
less is now diflicult or impossiblg. Re-
ports of fires, forced landings and im-
portant messages may be relayved by
the use of -these birds to the base
camps  of the Provincial Air Force.
The whistle: That is to scare away
hawks and other pedatory birds that
might attack the homers, and is at-
tached to their legs along with identi-
fication tags.

T
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Trust in God implies thust in one's
self ag God's ‘agent, "The Christians
who have the most serene faith that
God’s kingdom will some time come
upon the earth are those who are do-
ing something to make i. come. They
make effort themselves because God
is making use of their.efforts. They
have courage to' work, “because they
know that it is God that worketh in
themn. % : T Ty

o
-

He was making plans for an autumn
holiday, and visited a travel ageney
to discuss detalls. "You'd better take
one of our pamphlets, *“Where To Go
and Where To Stay’,” said the young
man behind the counter. ™Thanks, I
won't trouble,” replied the visitor. “My
taxi-driver told mo that last nig]!t'."‘ z

A COMPLETE
COURSE

in Cookery

o e for only 50c
St postpaid

The new Purity Cook Book §s the most
complete and popular work «f {ts kind.
Took two years to edit and cost many
thousands of dollars. Contalns 743 lest-
ed family reclpes—bread, pastry, calies,
meats, salads, desser*s'— gverything?
New, step-by-step . ethod assures c-
cess in cooking and baking. Clear type,
grease-proof cover, opeéns lat at any
page., Well worth $2.00. Sen: 1 stpaid
‘for 50c. Address: Western Canada Flour
Mills Co., Limited, Dept. 107, T.ronto,
Ont. :
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GOOD ROADS THE YEAR

o .
a

Are you concerned in maintaining your local roads with as little

tective homes. I sat down on a brown-
ich violet stool equipped with a soft|-
cushion—to find it a sponge that quiv-

on their leisurely way unmolested. ‘Red

{

the sca, had withdrawn intotheir pro-

ered beneath me. I changéd to.a large

lump of brain coral and watched the|

seascape unfold and 'come-to life
again, A jewfish, awkward and hid-
eous, billowed past. A number of lit-
tle puffers, their spiny bodies looking
like overgrown chestrut burrs, went

snappers suddenly became frequent
members of the milling fish before me
and I ccught.at least 20. :

It was sport’ of the best kind, I
could never be sure whether or not
the fish would upset’me and let a

they are dusty in summer, muddy in
at all times. :
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ROUND AT LOW COST [l

cost as possible? You naturally expeet well maintained roads to the
main highway. But even though your gravel roads aré in fair shape,

winter and expensive to maintain

, - NEW PROCESS - _

‘A new resurfacing process has been developed which assures you of
travel in comfort the year round, Gives your roads a hard, smooth,
non-skid paved surface at very low cost. Provides work for local men,
saves wear and tear on vehicles and can be laid without increasing road
grants or taxes. Annual maintenance cost is considerably less than for

ordinary gravel roads,

' SAVES YOU MONEY

. You can gave your townthip
or county money and help to
get better roads by interesting
‘yourself in . this new process,

' Send the coupon for your free
copy of “Good Roads Every-
where."”

rosh of water into my helmet; never
be certain that the line about my

[

- COUPON.—Please send a copy of
free booklet on low cost roads—no’

‘ obligation on my part, . :
Nlmt T L e T T R et TR TP R L R LRt
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Mail in envelope to slﬁtfiwr

Limited, Hamilton, Ontario.
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What Every Woman |
- Should Know

No Fear of Cancer of thc.

Breast If  Examined lm-.
mediately Irritation is
Present

There is no better sign of the aver
age hizh intelligence of the womel
of this country and no betier evid-
ence of the value of publicity and
of correct fnformation in tha dalls
press than the change that has taken
place in the status of cancer of the
breast today as compared with thirty
vears before in the decade belweeld
1890 and -1900.

Before 1900 and since 1890 the op-
erative treatment for cancer of the
breast was perfected. Yet. durinz
that decade, In the best clinies ol
throughout the

world the actual incidence of cancer
among every hundred women enier
ing the clinic complaining of scme
trouble in the breast was eigliy.
Today, in a number of clinies in this
country, in localities where there has
been publicity through the dally press
for seventeen years, the incidence cf
cancer has fallen from eighty to sev.

enteen, ihe hopeless cases of~vcan-

cer from more than fifty to less than
five per cent. and the actual five year
cures have risen from less than ten
to more than sixty per cen:.
tremendous change for the beatter has
nothing to do with improvement in
surgery or the advent of radiaiion
(x-ray or radium). But it cannot be
accomplished unless the diagnosis
the surgery and the irradiation are
of the best that can be oblained any-
where. i _

The enlgihtened woman should
have no fear of cancer of the breast,
if she reports for an examination the
moment she “observed nything un
usual in the breast or nipple, or in
the region of the armpit or axilla. H
is safe to pdy attention to anything

unusual, no matter how insignificanl

—pain without a lump, & lump with-
out pain, any change in the nipple
any irritation, any discharge f{ron
the nipple, pulling in of the nipple
anything that can .be felt in .thd
breast, like a cake, or something thal
could not be felt before; any lumj
under the armpit. Go at omnce U«
yvour family physician and request ¢
thorough examination, If you am
properly educated, you will Thaw
selected your medical adviser, you
breast will have -been examined &
the last periodie
your personal physician will. be
familiar with .the normal cenditior
of your breast. In a large numbe:
of cases of this kind your selected
'‘family physician will be able to de.
cide that the condition of the breasi
which las  attracted -your attentior
has no relation to cancer, and, ex
cept for irritations of the nipple, nu
treatment is necessary. ‘The lreat
ment is necessary of the nipple is
discussed in another: paper of this
series and has already been publi:h-
ed. In a certain portion of the cazes
the reneral practitioner, after exam-
ining your breast will de::i:]&_ﬂmt it
is safer for you to be studied by a
specialist. - In a group of cne hund
dred women who seek an examination
the moment they are warned  and,
after being examined by one or Iz_l:t‘.t
doctors, . the -chances are thal s»ven-
ty-five per cent or more will require
no operation or Irradiation.
the standpoint of greatest safety and
a number will
quested to return for a second examin-
ation. "Among this enlightened group
of women properly examined., Ia
about twenty-five per cent there will
be a definite  lump and a simple
operation in a hospilal will hgcnma
necessary. . Iy lumps of this kind
it_is impossible to detect the prés-
ence of cancer by any methed of
examination previous
Do not consent to any form of bH'osu
test for cancer or preliminary treai-

ment with- any serum, for proteciicn

against cancer. Your surgecn should
tell- you before the opera’ion that
there are just two kinds of lumps.
In -one you remove the lump” only
and save the breast, In the other
yon remove the breast by the com-
pleie operation as the hest pretec
tion against ‘a return and the best
assurance of a permanent cure. In
addition, In some instances it Is a
good plan after operation to have
protective Irradiation with x-rays o1
radium, '

Wwomen who have borne childrer
should be best protected, becauss
they will become familiar with the
value of periodic examination be
tfore and after the birth
children. They will be instructed as
to -the absolute necessity for protec

" |tion against cancer of the cervix to

submit to periodic pelvic examina.
tions, and at this time the physician
should examine the breasts and’ give
them the corroct information thal
every woman should have ahqut the
care of her breast and nipples.
Publicity In regard to the breast
the skin and the mouth is giving evi
dence of its value.in many of tht
clinles of this country. today, and It
the chiet reason for these articles
—(The distriution of these articley
in this province has been approvel
by the Provincial Department "¢

Health.)

o

 F{lm Star (newly married)—"And I
this your homa?” Bridegroom—"It is
precions.” “Say, it looks mighty fa
miliar. Are you sure I haven't marriec
yvou before?"” .
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