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1328 Douglas Street Victoria, B.C.
MEN'S CLOTHING

If you'd be better dressed •..
..• you'd better be dressed by us.
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J Weston's Bakeries ' f
• •
I LIMITED !
I I! Weston's For Bread-Bread For Health i
1 •
+_-IlIl-IllI-III-III-_-_-_-_-III-III-III-_-_-_-II+

~'-o~-i
Delivered by Metered Trucks I

~~?e~~J F~:!~~T SK~~~I~_~ I
.:.~ .:.
(.,....~~~-.:.
IMcMORRAN'S
I Building Supply - Cement

I and Tile

IAgents for-

BAPCO PltODUCTS and

i DUROID ROOFING

~----~--~~~.:•.--.-..---~ ...."-'O_'_.,_I.....t
O. H. Dorman Ltd,.

.:.~-~~(.
·:!i'--'-'~-;;'~~~----·l·

SOIL CONDITIONER

I
', turn, , ..~ ;~ood w;l I

is the time :0 :a: new lawns I
I. SCOTT & PEDEN LTD· I
i Garden Supplies

Phone G-7'181 We Delivel y, .
.:.~~~ ~__~_~4.:.

~~;'1
i All Classes I
I II RITHET CONSOLIDATED LTD.

I REAL ESTATE - MORTGAGES

1706 Fo,t St.

.:._. II-.._._. C__I_Il__.:.

~;;~;~
I STATION AND GARAGE
I Complete Automotive Service

I A M

C

cELe SDSEONrNiSTeE

S

DaT

nd
I Towing Service

IShelboom at Rob, Road.:._)__~__~__..-.o_a_D_ t

HOSPITALIZED-We are glad to hear
that Mrs. Lee is home again from the
Royal ,Jubilee Hospital.

WELCOME-Mr. and Mrs. Sillwell from
Winnipeg, are in new residence on Gordon
Road in the former home of Rev. W. H.
and Mrs. Day.

Mr. and Mrs. Alan Lester are now occu
pying the former home of Mr. and Mrs.
J. Harding.

COMING AND GOING-Mr. and Mrs. J.
S. McCall and small daughter have just
returned from spending a week in Van
couv'er.

Mr. and Mrs. H. J. S. Reynolds are
going to motor through the U.S.A. to New
York. They will be away some time.

VISITORS-At the home of Mr. and
Mrs. Lindal of Gordon Rd. were Mrs. Lin
dal's nephew, Ray Flaherty from the 93
Mile house, Caribou and Miss Joan Pelkey
from New Westminster.

Mr. and Mrs. J. R. Kieran of Car Kieran
Lodge. Although Mrs. Kieran, formerly
Audrey Griffen, knew Cordova Bay 25 to
30 years ago this is her first summer here
since that time. Both she and her husband
and mother Mrs. R. Griffen are having a
wonderful time. Early in the SUlPmer Mrs.
A. Morriss of Heath Drive, Victoria, a
friend of long standing spent a week with
them. After school was out Miss Barbara
Cochrane had two weeks holiday at the
Lodge. New to arrive was the Reeve of
Turner Valley, Alberta, Mr. W. G. Birney.
l\'!::::-. Kiernan being a Councillor in the
same district for over twenty years. While
he w(as here a well-known Alberta Cowboy
and his wife motored through for ten
days, Mr. and Mrs. G. L. Parker.

ENTERTAINMENT-A fourth birthday
was the event celebrated by little Joan
Griffiths. Approximately six little guests
attended and played games, ending by
doing justice to a lovely birthday cake
and treats for all.

suggested the remedy. The brew I con
cocted consisted of boiling water and
color remover. Into this I threw the
offending article. I boiled arid boiled and
boiled (boiling time for the spread was
15 minutes, for myself considerably
longer due to stoking). With trembling
fingers (one part excitement, three parts
exhaustion) I dragged out the streaming
(did I say "steaming") spread. It was
as blue as ever it had been and the water
was as clear as clear (can this be
Saanich!). It is at times like this that my
husband comes home early and wU,nders
why supper isn't ready!

Never mind. Wait till the colors are all
synchronized and my dining room chairs
have that professional hand-rubbed fin
ish. That is, of course, if I'm not cured
before then.

Rik Rap.

Lillian Dyer.
Tillie Mauger.

OF LOCAL INTERESTLook Out-It's Catching!
The bug's got me. Every so often it

does and for a while there is no peace
for anybody.

For a few blissful weeks it was enough
just to lie in the sun with little more on
my mind than on my body, at peace with
the world and myself-getting a sun-tan.
Then it struck! The symptoms began to
appear.

Nothing very alarming at first, just
what seemed at the time to be a harmless
enjoyment of the act of cleaning house
(that it happens at no other time should
have been warning in itself had I not
already been lulled to a sense of false
security by the whisper of the waves and
the soft summer breezes). Then it was
an increasing desire to have everything
just so, subtly changing (almost oV'er
night, so insidious is this disease) to an
overwhelming desire to have everything
different. A critical eye was trained on
everything around the house and it imme
diately became obvious that the sink was
badly in need of repair, one bedroom was
shabby and the other completely lacked
personality; the kitchen was all wrong
from the standpoint of colors that sing,
and the living room was hopelessly dull.

Well, I'd been through it all bef.ore and
knew just what to do. Having diagnosed
the ailment, I proceeded with the treat
ment. Armed with exciting paint color
cards, putty, turpentine and magical en
ergy, I began by closing the sink to
traffic. After puttying around the edges
(puttering would be a more apt word) I
turned to the kitchen chairs. These were
sanded to below dents and scratches, and
varnished. The tin said plainly that the
varnish left no brush marks but I could
find no reference to air bubbles. The
words "may be rubbed to a beautiful satin
finish" intrigued me. Rubbed with what,
I wondered, and soon found it couldn't
mean steel wool. Another trip to my
friendly paint dealer left me further
armed with encouraging advice, and
powdered pumice and oil, and wonderful
visions of myself acquiring a fascinating
hobby at middle age to fill the days after
the children had gone. These I reluctantly
stored away, being faced with the imme
diate problem of the sink.

Working under primitive conditions
without the sink had lost its novelty so
I stopped waiting for the putty to dry and
went ahead varnishing the drainboard,
and painting the cupboards a new color
and the cap.isters to match. I was very
pleased with my progress.

The bug had by this time got a firm
hold. It seems that each succeeding bout
finds me in a more weakened state and
takes that much longer to cure.

While still in the throes, the bedroom
caught my eye. According to everything
I had read or observed, if everything in
the room was pretty much of the same
color then the room appeared larger. The
spread, therefore, was the only flaw in
an otherwise pretty room. A brain wave


