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Ugly Duckhng

A Short Story

BY LENA GARY CLARK

As Helen Carey struck out in tne
cool morning ‘waters of Cape Nan-
tucket, she thought contentedly how
little it mattered that  she had

than any other girl in her State;
how little it mattered that the pret-
tiest sister Bee had dubbed her “Ugly
Duckling,” a term which had been
taken up in Birmingham to disting-
uish her from the five lovely Carey
girls. All her life she knew her
plain appearance had been an em-
barrassment to her parents, an anngy-
ance to her sisterg because they had
to be alwayg explaining she was act-
ually related to thefn, and worst of
all she had been a nonentity to most
men.

She smiled grimly as she fm‘geci'
jahead through the white-capped
breakers rolling in from the ocean.
But the water wa§ go exhilerating and
her spirts so high away from the
depressing influence of her family
that the grim smile wag replaced by
a happy one. She decided she’d try
to make it over to Cove Point. Swim-
ming was good for the soul as well
the body, she exulted. Finally,
o bit breathless, she came out of the
water. On the beach she almost
stumbled over the prone figure of a
man. His presence ruined every-
thing. She was undecided to ignore
him or to dive back in when the fig-
ure evidently feeling her presence,

ag

jerked itself up. A  pair of brown
eyeg stared at her. “How did you
find this place?’ their owner de-
manded.

Helen Started violently. Lowell
Manson from Birmingham! And he

didn’t recognize her. She was cut
to the quick, for he was the only man
she had seen at the Country Club
and who had been to her home she’d
like to know better. What in the
world could he be doing up here when
Bee had planned & campaign at
White Sulphur Springs?

“The place is quite visible you
know from back there.” She smiled.

“May I sit down and catch my
breath?” Without waiting for an
answer she walked a few paces

away and sank down on the sands,
her hands under her head.

“My gister swore no girls ever came
here,” Lowell said resentfully.

“My aunt swore no young men came
here,” countered the girl.

Helen’s lovely voice was her best
asset. The man smiled in spite
his resentment.

ot

Why, this was fun, thought Helen, to
talk to Lowell like this even if Bee
had marked him ‘for her own.

“My name’s Lowell -Manson, Birm-
ingham. Putting up at my sister’s,
Mrs. Addington Lewis.”
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“My name is Helen—Helen (she’'d
better not tell him her real name for
the present) Anderson. I'm visiting
my aunt, Misg Sue Irwin. She's a
dear. She isn’t always trying to find
!:1 man for a girl and she makes divine
cookies.”

Lowell grinned.

“Why do you resent women?”

“I'm gick of fighting females.”

“Oh! So they fight over you?” Hel-
en asked, knowing full well they dia
fight over him.

“Say, I know that sounds terribly
conceited and all that — but I just
want to get away from pretty girls
for a while.”

“Not gisters I hope.”

“Yes! All five!”

“Five?” How thrilling!”

“T'll ignore your goshing. Did you
ever know a divinely beautiful girl?”
Lowell wanted to know, “look like the
devil when she was plain mad?”

Helen shook her head.

“I'm beginning to think I never
again want to look at what people call
a beautiful woman. Up here—why—
everything is so different.”

Helen’s whimsical gray eyes danced
with fun. “Yes, up here you do get
a different perspective, don’t you?”

They returned together, swimming
almost side by side. Helen knew if
a pretty girl suddenly appeared on
the horizon Lowell wouldn’'t so much
as notice her. He hadn’t noticed her
in Birmingham when pretty girlg were
around—but it wag going to be heaven
to swim with him, to be near him
for a while. She was remarkably free
from self-consciousness. She could
feel herself expanding. And she was
being terrifically happy for the first
time in her life. She resolved she
would be until Bee came after him
and Bee would surely get him if she
wanted him. She knew her sister.
Hadn’t she nagged Dad until he had to
get her a Paris coming-out gown when
all the other girlg had had to wear
New York dresses?

The month of July waé joyously
happy. . She and Lowell swam before
breakfast and ate like Turks, they
walked long walks and ate cookies
from Aunt Sue’s cookie jar, and they
swam by moonlight.

Desperately she tried not to think
of Bee ag the days flew, It was next
to the last day of Lowell’s visit. They
were swimming over to Cove Point.

You know, Helen, these have heen
the most wonderful gtrangely content-
ed days I have ever spent.”

Helen could not answer for an ache
her throat.

They dropped down upon the beach
rest. Helen, hugging her knees,
stared out to sea, but ghe knew every
turn of her companion’s handsome
dark head, every inflection of his
voice, every gesture of his well-knit
figure. Tears filled her eyes.

“Its wonderful to meet your kind
of a girl,” he continued. Hig fingers
pressed Helen's.

“It hasn’t been half bad
you,” said Helen in a low voice,
eyes still turned away.

On the back to Aunt Sue's
little weatherbeaten gate, scrunching
along the they were silent. At
the gate they stopped and faced each
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“Leave her out b

Lowell.

Helen knew there was no use fight-
ing for the Ilovely Bee
what she wanted.

pleaded

her sisters,
always

She a tragic little gesture
of abnegation and slipped out of Low-
ell’s detaining hand.

got

made

Half an hour later he found her on
the beach, jabbing her knuckles into
the white sand.

“You funny kid!”
ing over her.

he said, stand-
“Why didn’t you tell me
you were one of the beautiful Carey
sisters?”

“Where is Bee?”
husky.

“Bee?” She’s spending the night at
the Tavern and catching the eight
o’clock train back.”

Helen stared.

“I tried not to be nasty—honestly;
but gee I couldn’t stand the way ghe
talked about you.”

Helen gaw the brown eyes regarding
her lovingly, tenderly. “Gosh but
you're sweet,” he said.

She felt herself being lifted up by
the elbows, felt his warm breath
against her cheek.

Let’'s swim,” she cried ecstatically.
“I feel I could swim to the ends of
the earth.”

“Let’s. I'll follow you to the ends
of the earth but I'll never so long as
I live let the lovliest Carey girl out
of my sight.”

KILBURN

Helen’s voice was

Nov. 17—Misg Henderson spent the
week end with her sister, Mrs. Rit-
chie, at Upper Kent.

Mrs. .Emery Hallett, of Coronation,
was the guest of her daughter, Mrs.
Stewart Bishop and Mr. Bishop
Friday last.

Mrs. Gilbert MacDonald, who has
been visiting her daughter, Mrs. Riley
Lamereau, at Presque Isle, returned
home Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs. G.
were calling on Mr.
Sunday afternoon.

Miss Jean McPhail returned to her
home at Linville after spending a few
weeks with her aunt, Mrs. Archie Mc-
Phail and Mr. McPhail. "

The Baptist Missionary Society held
their November meeting at Mrs. Mur-
ray L. Grant's

Mrs. Edward Drost has been very
ill with a severe attack of quinsy but
is much better now and able to attend
duties as postmistress.

on

N. King, of Perth,
and Mrs. Gaskin

her

A number
been successful in getting quite a few
deer.

Mrs. Crouse,
her daughter, Mrs. Campbell, returned
to her home at Devon on Friday last.

The Ladies’ Aid of the United
church met with Mrs. Frank Bishop,
on Friday evening last. Ten
ladies were present, and and
knitting done, after
refreshments.

Mr. and Mrs. Ned Porter and fam-
of Flewelling Mills,
and Mrs.

of the young men have

who has been visiting

Andover,
sewing
the

was which

hostess served
were recent
Wiley Grant.
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Best School-Day Snack is a Glass of
Cold Milk.
School days are milk days and right-

ly so, because no other food is so re-

freshing, healthful and nourishing as
milk. When the or girl
home from school at four o’clock they

the

boy comes

are hungry and tired and wise
mother knows that a glass of milk is
the most healthful and easily prepared
food she can provide. The four o’-
clock glass of milk should be part!
of the school-day programme.—Dept. ;

of Agriculture, Ottawa.

HOUSEHOLD HINTS

if

is

will not tarnish
a small piece of gum
placed with it when stored away.

Before setting a hot away
place bits of butter to melt
to prevent film
forming on of the

Save bits of soap until you have a
glycerine for
to the rest add borax or

laundry use, or finest

Silver readily

camphor

sauce

the surface a

top

over
sauce.
pint, add oatmeal
toilet use;
naptha for

or

sea gsand for gcouring purposes.
To make window cleaning easy dip
chamois hot water,
g0 the pane
with it, turning the chamois frequen-
tly. No rubbing with dusters is re-

a piece of in

wring it and all over

quired as the pane will dry with
beautiful polish.

If the sink is at' all greasy try
following plan: Dip a piece of flan-
nel in kerosene oil and rub all over
the surface of the sink with it. Then
wash well with warm water and soap
and leave the cold faucet

a
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MASTERFUL BLENDING
UNUSUAL UALITY \

KING !
COLE

"TEA

The rich strength of India,
the fragrance and flavor of \
Ceylon make a delightful ,
tea when skillfully com-
lened. For the “Extra” in
Choice Tea, ask your grocer
for King Cole Orange Pekoe.
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Nov. 16—Misg Hazel Witherly, of
Weaver, entertained a number of
young people at her home on Thurs-
day evening. Quite a few from this
place were present and all enjoyed a
pleasant evening.

Miss Helen Crone spent Friday

night with Mies Stella Rideout.
Mr. and Mrs. '\Ve‘ndelerapley spent
the week end in Woodstock the guests
of his sister, Mrs. Louis Neilson and
Mr. Neilson.

Miss Lizzie Armour, of Plaster
Rock, and friend, William Cox, ot
Woodstock, were the guests of Miss
Stella Rideout over the week end.

Quite a few from this place at-
tended the Armistice service in the
community hall at Plaster Rock on
Sunday, November 8.

Miss Stella Rideout
day with Helen Crone.

Mrs. Mileg Flanders
weekg with relatives
and Maine.

Mrs.

spent Thurs-
spent a few
in Wiodstock
Wesley Crone and Misses An-

Hamilton visited relatives in Centre-
ville on Sunday.

Mr. and Mrs., Craig Williams and

son, Gilbert, spent Sunday evening
with Mr. and Mrs. Thorvald Neilson,
of Sisson Brook.

Mr. and Mrs. Carl Neilson and son,
of North Mr. and Mrs. Thor- |
vald Neilson and children, of Sisson |
Brook, Alfred Collett and James
Westerman were the guests of Mr. |

|
and Mrs. Craig Williams on Sunday. |

View,

Mr. and Mrs. ‘larence Tapley, 0f¥
Sisson Brook, spent Thursday with |
Mr. and Mrs. Wendell Tayley.

Hints for Homebodies
By JESSIE ALLEN BROWN

Some people have the idea that
children are plastic and can be mould-
ed at will. When you hear
one say that ‘“their child
do such and so0,” you may rest assured
that their children are young, or that
they have all. Any
parent who has children that are past
the young stage knows very
well that there are limitg past which
you cannot influence or direct a child.
Each child hag their own distinct in-
dividuality and you can go so far in
changing* it, and no farther. It is
well that this is s0. We may c.()m-
fort ourselves with the idea that any
child whose conduct could be moulded
at will would not be of strong charac-
ter. We all wish our children could
be of strong character.

We all think of people who
have spoken very forcibly of what
their children would be. One of our
friendg the proud father of a
baby daughter. He spoke frequently
and at length about what kind of a
girl she would be and no amount of
teasing would convince him that she
could be other than a blus-eyed, golden
haired, lady-like girl, the kind who
“sit on a cushion and sew =«
fine geas.” A dream-child. How dia
she develop? Why, she is a lovely
little girl, but her parents acknow-
ledge that she is the worst tom-boy
in the neighborhood.

will never

no children at

very

can

was

would

The wise parent will say very little
about what their child will be. That
we cannot tell. All that we can hope
to do is to influence them to a cer-
tain extent, and to try to strengthen
their weaknesses so that they will
have sufficient character to carry on
alone. We influence them more by
what we are than by what we say.

Height and Weight Charts

Too much faith should not be put
in height and weight charts. At best
_they are only a guide, and if your
child does not conform to them do
not worry. It is a wise precaution to
keep track of the children’s weight.
There should be a steady slow gain.
If there has been no increase in
weight for a period of three months
it is time to check up and find the
nigger in the woodpile.
many things which may cause it.
Teeth ghould be looked after. Check
up on the gleep. Late hours are one
of the most frequent causes. Eating

lhet\\'een mealg is another.

It is very interesting to compare
your offspring’s gize with the average

in the charts, but ag I said before
they are not absolute. If your child
is very much below in weight or

some-

There are |

———————— ]
very much overweight, it might be
well to consult a doctor. Keep you"}

own chart and see that there is gteady
growth and increase in weight.

Fruit Juice in Jelly

Do you ever add your left-over can-
ned fruit juice to your gelatine des-
serts? It adds to the food value,
changes the flavour and makes the
dish more interesting., Today we
used three-quarters of a cup of peach
juice to replace the same quantity of
water, with an orange-flavoured jelly
powder, and it made a del‘cious jelly.
There are many other combinations
which are equally happy. Experiment
yourself and you will find some new
flavours.

Fricassee of Chicken

Fricassed chicken is a delicious way
,of using the less tender fowl that can-
not be roasted. It makes a conven.
ient company dish as most of the
work can be done the day before. The
method is as follows: Cut the chicken
in pieces suitable for gerving. Sim-
mer in water to cover, add 1 teaspoon
salt, 1 whole onion, 1 carrot diced,
and two pieces of celery. Cook until
almost tender and let gtand in its own
liquor in the refrigerator over night.
Next morning remove the chicken
from the broth, and roll each piece in
a mixture of 1 cup flour, 1 teaspoon
salt, and 14 teaspoon pepper. Fry
until well browned in butter or drip-
ping. Arrange the browned chicken
in a casserole or covered roaster,
pour over the broth and bake in a
moderate oven of 375 degreeg until
very tender. Remove the chicken to
the serving dish. Thicken the gravy
with flour moistened with milk, and
add more milk if necessary to increase
the amount of the gravy. Serve the
gravy poured over the chicken, or
separately as desired.

If there is apt to be chicken left
over, I am always a bit cautiong about
using milk in the gravy, as I once had
chicken spoiled because of the milk
in the gravy turning sour. If I expect
to use chicken the next day, I stick
to water for the gravy. The flavour
is not quite as good but it ig safer.

Club Salad

1 quart cream, 1 quart salad dress-
ing, 1 box gelatine, 1 cup sugar, 1
1b. blanched almonds, 1 teaspoon sgalt,
1 large can large' white cherries, 2
large cang sliced pineapple.

Soak each envelope of gelatine in a
cup of pine apple juice five minutes,
add 1 pint boiling water, add sugar

(Continued on Page Seven)

Now try this

interesting

Miss Lillian Loughton, Dietitian
Magazine, suggests this attractive

You'll find it just as appetizing as it sounds. Try it.
OFf course, like many other good things, it's very

easy to make up.

LUNCHEON MENU

Cream of Celery Soup
Chicken Salad in Tomato Rings

Fresh Rolls

Preserved Pears
“Magic” Date Cookies*
Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee

Miss Loughton says: °

are due in large part to the freshness, uniformity
and consistent high quality of Magic Baking Pow-
der.
for a baking powder.
confidently.”

| recommend ‘‘Magic”

few minutes. This helps to clean the
pipeg as well as the sink.

‘My successful baking results

for all recipes calling
Even a beginner can use it

of the Canadian
Luncheon Menu.

@ Look for this mark on every tin.
It is our guarantee that Magic
does not contain alum or any
harmful ingredient.

914 cups flour

heat.

Try Miss Loughton's Recipe
for *'MAGIC” DATE COOKIES

3 cups rolled oats

3 teaspoons Magic
Baking Powder

Put rolled oats into a bowl.
der and salt and sugar together; add to oats.
butter and lard, add to dry mixture with milk. Mix
all together; ro|| cut with round cutter and bake
in moderate oven.

Fill with following mixture:
dates, 1 cup brown sugar, 1 cup hot water.
well and put/between cookies.

Or finish cookies as illustrated.
when you make cooky
shaped with small cutter, cut centres from half the'
round; place a spoonful of the thick date filling on
uncut rounds, put the open ones over the filling,

pinch edges together well and bake at moderate

BUY MADE IN CANADA GOODS

14 teaspoon salt
‘l cup brown sugar
3 cup lard

/5 cup butter

\_.\

14 cup m|Il<

Sift flour, baking pow-
Melt

1 pound chopped
Cook

Have filling ready

dough; when cookies are

to huy the best---ROBIN HOOD FLOUR

! other, abruptly.

“I'm leaving tomorrow early, so
can’t we have a last moonlight swim
tonight ?”

[ g snns summs s o s S ﬂ “Yes,” she said slowly. She knew |
that when he left all the magic in
A Complete Llne the moonlight would go with him.
of Something of this must have com-
municated itself to the man as she
BAKERY turned her face toward the hollyhocks.
“Why, Helen, what’s the matter.
SEIPRUIES .o [l e

Before he could finish they were

startled by the rattling of the village
| Ford up to the gate.
" ASk YOUY Grocer Helen’s heart sank and she moved
| closer to Lowell when she beheld the
' FOY familiar figure of a golden haired god-
‘ dess alight.
| THE “Bee!” both exclaimed.
1 The goddess gazed at them, fury in
\l FAMILY LOAF | her blue eyes.
| | “You'ré a nice one,” she accused
| BREAD |} | advancing coldly toward them, “to
1 ‘ come here when you promised to go
| (}| to- White Sulphur. It seems as if
| 1 vou're having a queer businesg en-
| MRS. A_ E. GREEN : gagement. Oh, I finally wormed your
| |§ | meal whereabouts out of your father.”
} Perth, N. B. | “Listen, Bee——"' began Lowell.
’\ [ “And ‘The Ulgly Duckling’ of all
ot < ararm s maa T m S | ' Degplal!
| growwes - -~ . R VI - v ;- mra .G o -
} It is REAL EGONOMY
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