BOYS, GIRLS—Hercisachancetofilyour

Look Mother!
IMade $ 8290

Solling,
EVERYWOMAN'S

Sell EvErRYwWoMAN’S WORLD,
Canada’s greatest magazine.
Every woman wants it. You
just have to call, leave the

magazine and get your money.

Lyle Benson, of Hamilton, Ont., cleared $108.00
selling EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD. Norman Short,
of Toronto, made $14.50 in one week and won a
;50.00 bicycle. A young girl in Arnprior made

25.00 cash. Raoul Orbach of Toronto made $14.00
in five afternoons after school and won a $50,00
bicycle. Hundreds of other boys and girls are
making from $5.00 to $25.00 every month.

Boys and Girls—more than 130,000 homes in
Canada take EVERVWOMAN'S WORLD regularly
every month and thousands of others want it
and only wait for you to bring their copies to
them and get the money. EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD
is the biggest, brightest, and most popular maga-
zine in Canada—~full of lovely stories, handsome
pictures, fashions, embroideries. recipes, jokes,
a children’s page of animal stories, etc,, etc,

It has magnificent colored picture covers that
make it sell on sight and every issue containg
from 56 to 68 pages.

EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD sells for only 15¢ the
copy ($1.50 the year by subscription). You
make 5c profit for yourself on every copy you sell
or a large commission on every subscription. It's
no trouble at all to sell them, zens and dozens
of our boys and girls sell as many as 25 copies in

PARENTS—zt rour boys and
tage of this opportg\::ﬁ.ty at: l:ec‘;m;

independent producers and earners.

The boys and girls who are given the opportunity to
earn money for themselves by their own efforts will make
better men and women for the experience. In these days
everyone should produce. Not even the childrcn should
be idle and in encouraging your boy or girl to take advan.
tage of the opportunity of earning money in his or her
spare time you are performing a patriotic duty.

EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD is 80 popular and well known
and in such great demand that any boy or girl can sell it
without trouble, The profit of 5c on every copy makes
high earnings possible as it is an ordinary thing for a
youngster to sell as many as 15 or 20 copies in a single
afternoon after school, making a clear profit of $1.00 or
more. We do not ask you to send any money in advance.
We are willing to trust your boy and girl with as many
copics as they desire to sell each month, Many boys and
girls find that after ladies have read one copy, of EVERY.
WOMAN’S WORLD they will gladly order a year's subscrip-
tion and on these subscriptions we pay a large cash profit
and bonus. See that the coupon is sent to us to.day, It
involves no risk of any kind to have your boy or girl try
this pleasant, easy way of making money.,

a single afternoon after school making $1.25
clear profit. This is the chance of a lifetime to
make all the pocket money you need,

You Don’t Invest One Cent
We Trust You

Boys and girls, it won’t cost you a single penny to start
rightin now and have copies of EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD
to sell every month just as soon as it is out. Start right
now and very soon you'll have a big list of steady custom.
ers. Many of your customers will give you their subscrip®
tion orders on which you make an extra big profit which
we will tell you about.

Clip off the coupon at the bottom and mail it to us to.
day and we will enter your order at once, to receive just
10 copies of each issue for the next six issues. You'll get
your first 10 at once and as soon as the new magazine for
each month is out you'll get 10 of them because every one
of your customers will like EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD so
much they'll want you to bringit every month. You'll get
your magazines all postage paid and we will trust you
with them until you sell them. When you have sold your
ten copies you keep 50c and send us $1.00. That's easy
isn’'tit? If any of your customers give you their sub-
scriptions, as many will, you will make 50c clear on each
order,

You may ask at any time to receive as many more copies
of any issue as you can sell or you can cancel your order.
You take no risk whatsoever and you are sure of making
lots of money.

SEND THIS COUPON TO-DAY

Publishers, EVERYWOMAN’S WORLD, 62-64 Temperance St., Toronto, Ont.

ter my order for 10 copies of EYERYWOMAN'S
\Vlz)lxt:ts)ee:?:h mo:{th for six months (or until my order is
increased or countermanded) to sell at 15¢ each—my profit
5c on each copy- Send my copies quickly and I will remit

as soon as I sell them, sending you $1.00 and keeping the
profit 50c for myself. It is understood that I will earn
extra special extra cash amounts should I secure any
subscriptions,

Name

Addr

P, 3
Prov

ity
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THE ALPINE PATH

(Continued from page 16)

rhyme. She and I had a habit, no doubt, a
reprehensible one, of getting out together on the
old side bench at school, and writing “po’try”’
on our slates, when the master fondly supposed
we were sharpening our intellects on fractions,

F. began by first writing acrostics on our

names; then we wrote poems addressed to
each other in which we praised each other ful-
somely; finally, cne day, we agreed to write up in
stirring rhyme all our teachers, including the mas-
ter himself. We filled our slates; two verses were
devoted to each teacher, and the two conceming
the reigning pedagogue were very sarcastic
effusions dealing with some of his flirtations
with the Cavendish belles. Alma and I were
gleefully comparing our productions when the
master himself, who had been standing before
us but with his back toward us, hearing a class,
suddenly wheeled about and took my slate out
of my paralyzed hand. Horrors! I stood up,
firmly believing that the end of all things was at
hand. Why he did not read it I do not know,
it may be he had a dim suspicion what it was
and wanted to save his dignity. Whatever his
reason, he. handed the slate back to me in
silence; and T sat down with a gasp, sweeping off
the accusing words as I did so lest he might
change his mind. Alma and I were so badly
scared that we gave up at once and forever the
stolen delight of writing poetry in company on
the side bench!

I remember—who could ever forget itP—the
first commendation my writing received. I was
about twelve and I had a stack of poems
written out and hidden jealously from all eyes,
for I was very sensitive in regard to my scrib-
blings and could not bear the thought of having
them seen and laughed at. Nevertheless, I
wanted to know what others would think of
them, not from vanity, but from a strong desire
to find out if an impartial judge would seeany
merit in, them. So I employed a little ruse to
find out. It all seems very funny to me now,
and a little pitiful; but then it seemed to me
that I was at the bar of judgment for all time.
It would be too much to say that, had the ver-
dict been unfavourable, I would have forever
surrendered my dreams, but they would cer-
tainly have been frosted for a time.

A lady was visiting us who was something of a
singer. One evening T timidly asked her if she
had ever heard a song called “ Evening Dreams.””

She certainly had not, for the said* Evening
Dreams” was a poem of my own composition,
which I then considered my masterpiece.
It is not now extant, and I can remember the
first two verses only. I suppose cthai iney were
indelibly imgvessed on my memory by the fact
that the visitor asked me if I knew any of the
words of the “song.”
trembling  voice,
verses:

recited the two opening

“When the evening sun is setting
Quietly in the west,
In a halo of rainbow glory,
I sit me down to rest.

I forget the present and future,
Lliveover the past once more,

As I see before me crowding
The beautiful days of yore.”

Strikingly original! Also, a child of twelve
would have a long “past” to live over!

I finished up with a positive gasp, but the
visitor was busy with her fancy work, and did
not notice my pallor and general shakiness.
For T was pale, it was a moment of awful import
to me. She placidly said that she had never
heard the song, but “the words were very
pretty.”

The fact that she was sincere must certainly
detract from her reputation for literary dis-
crimination. But to me it was the sweetest
morsel of commendation that had ever fallen to
my lot, or that ever has fallen since, for that
matter. Nothing has ever surpassed that
delicious moment. I ran out of the house—it
wasn’t big enough to contain my joy, I must
have all outdoors for that—and danced down
the lane under the birches in a frenzy of delight,
hugging to my heart the remembrance of those
words,

Perhaps it was this that encouraged me
sometime during the following winter to write
out my ‘“Evening Dreams” very painstakingly
—on both sides of the paper, alas!—and to send
them to the editor of The Houschold, an Ameri-
can magazine we took. The idea of being paid
for them never entered my head. Indeed, T am
not at all sure that I knew at that time that
people were ever paid for writing. At least, my
early dreams of literary fame were untainted by
any mercenary speculations.

Alack! the editor of The Household was less /

complimentary than our visitor. He sent the
verses back, although I had not “enclosed a
stamp” for the purpose, beingin blissful ignor-
ance of any such requirement.

My aspirations were nipped in the bud for a
time. It was a year before I recovered from the
blow. Then I essayed a more modest flight.
I copied out my “Evening Dreams” again and
sent them to the Charlottetown Examiner.
I felt quite sure it would print them, for it often
printed verses which I thought, and, for that
matter, still think, were no better than mine.

For a week I dreamed delicious dreams of

Whereupon I, in a ,

seeing my verses in the Poet’s Corner, with my
name appended thereto. When the Examiner
came, I opened it with tremulous eagerness.
T'here was not a sign of an evening dream about
it!

I drained the cup of failure to the very dregs.
It seems very amusing to me now, but it was
horribly real and tragic to me then. I was
crushed in the very dust of humiliation and I
had no hope of rising again. I burned my
“Evening Dreams,” and, although I continued
to write because I couldn’t help it, I sent no more
poems to the editors. .

Poems, however, were not all T wrote. Very
soon after I began to write verses I also began to
write stories. The “Story Club” in “Anne of
Green Gables” was suggested by a little incident
of schooldays when Janie S—, Amanda M— and
T all wrote a story with the saime plot. I re-
member only that it was a very tragic plot,
and the heroines were all drowned while bathing
on Cavendish sandshore! Oh, it was very sad!
It was the first, and probably the last, time
that Yanie and Amanda attempted fiction, |
but I had already quite a library of stories in
which almost everyone died. A certain lugu-
brious yarn, “ My Graves,” was my masterpeice.
It was a long tale of the peregrinations of a
Methodist minister’s wife, who buried a child
in every circuit to which she went. The
oldest was buried in Newfoundland, the last in
Vancouver, and all Canada between was dotted
with those graves. I wrote the story in the
first person, described the children, pictured out
their death beds, and detailed their tombstones
and epitaphs.

Then there was “This History of Flossy
Brighteyes,”” the biography of a doll, T couldn’t
kill a doll, but I dragged her through every other
tribulation. However, I allowed her to have a
happy old age with a good little girl who loved
her for the dangers she had passed and over-
looked her consequent lack of beauty.

Nowadays, my reviewers say that my forte is
humour. Well, there was not much humour in
those early tales, at least, it was not intended
there should be. Perhaps I worked all the
tragedy out of my system in them, and left an
unimpeded current of humour. I think it was
my love of the dramatic that urged meto so
much infanticide. In real life-I couldn’t have
hurt a fly, and the thought that superfluous
kittens had to be drowned was torture to me.
But in my stories battle, murder and sudden
death were the order of the day.

When I was fifteen I had my first ride on a
railway train, and it wasa long one. Iwent
with Grandfather Montgomery to Prince Albert,
Saskatchewan, where Father had married again
and was then living. T spent a year in Prince
Albert and attended the High School there.

It was now three years since I had suffered
so much mortification over “Evening Dreams.”
By this time my long-paralyzed ambition was
beginning to recover and lift its head again.
wrote up the old Cape Leforce legend in rhyme
and sent it down home to the Patriot, no more
of the Examiner for me!

FOUR weeks passed. One afternoon Father

came in with a copy of the Petriot. My verses
were In it]l It was the first sweet bubble
on the cup of success and of course it intoxi-_
cated me. There were some fearful printers’
errors in the poem which fairly made the flesh
creep on my bones, but it was my poem, and in a
real newspaper! -The moment we see our. first
darling brain-child arrayed in black type is
never to be forgotten. . It has in it some of the
wonderful awe and delight that comes to a
mother when she looks for the first time on the
face of her first born.

During ‘that winter I had other verses and
articles printed. A story I had written in a
prize competition was published in the Montreal
Witness, and a descriptive article on Saskatche-
wan was printed in the Prince Albert Times, and
coplec:l and commented on favourably by several
Xme;’),eg bapers. After several effusions on

June and kindred subjects appeared in that

long-suffering  Patrior, 1 was beginning to
plume myself on being quite a literary person.
. But the demon of filthy lucre was creeping
into my heart. I wrote a story and sent it to
the New York Sun, because T had been told that
it paid for articles; and the New York Sun
sent it back to me. I flinched, as from a slap
in the face, but went on writing. You see,
I had lengned the first, last, and middle lesson—
““Never give up!”

The next summer I returned to Prince Edward
Island and Spent the following winter in Park
Corner, giving music lessons and writing verses
for the Pairiot. Then I attended the Cavendish
school for another year, studying for the En-
trance Examination into Prince of Wales Col-
lege. In the fall of 1893 I went to Charlotte-
town, and attended the Prince of Wales College
that wmter., studying for a teacher’s license.

I was still sending away things and getting
them back. But one day T went into the
Charlottetown post office and got a thin letter
with the address of an American magazine in the
::‘omer. In 1t was a brief note accepting a poem, ~

Only a Violet.” The editor ofiered me two
subscriptions to the magazine in payment. I
kept one myself and gave the other to a friend,
and those magazines, with their vapid little



