TRIUMPHS OF M. JONQUELLE

By Melville Da visson Post.

E MAN WITH STEEL FINGERS
in Here Today.
JONQUELLE, greatest of French
jetectives, faced the man with steel

fingers—

DRD VALLEYS, the powerful, half-

Slav, half-English, nobleman, who

performed so brilliantly on the

piano and who had recently suc-
ceeded to the wealth and title of
his murdered uncle,

ORD WINTON.

Three lives had stood between

Valleys.and the title. But both

of Lord Winton's sons were killed in

the war and his granddaughter, the
only heir, an American, was barred
from the position by English law.
'  Lord Valleys tells M. Jonquelie
that his uncle was stabbed to death
while Valleys was visiting him.
Valleys says he was down in the
wine cellar at the time of the slay-
ing but that circumstantial evi-
dence caused the English authori-
ties to charge him with murder:
Go On With the Story.
CHAPTER 1IL

ORD VALLEYS got up.

“It was to be expected, monsieur.
hat the English court under these
ircumstances would try me for the
urder of Lord Winton. I had both
he motive and the opportunity to
ccomplish it, and the circumstances
vere, to say the least, indicative.

“Tao my surprise, this manservant,
Btaley, came forward to establish the

ct that the wine-cellar was little

.ss than a straw-rick, and this
Tetropolitan police officer appeared
o say that he h&d seen the hansom
saving Lord Winton's door shortly
hefore the fire was discovered. These
acts indicated the truth of my state-

1ient.

“A further fact brought out by my

gal advisers established with

athematical accuracy the fact that

had not dealt Lord Winton the
low that ejected him out of life.
he wound which had caused his
jeath had been made with the small
blade of a knife,

“The police found in my pocket a
knife with a small blade, a blade of
bbout the width of the wound. No
svidence of blood was found on this

nife, but the police professed to be- !

flieve that it had’ been
ashed. They thought traces of
Imoisture remained on it. The case
emed convincing, 1 myself realized
ts gravity, and but for one fact a
‘onviction might have followed.

“Phe autopsy showed that the

ound which had caused the death
bf Lord Winton was seven inches deep.

he handle of the knife with which
t had been accomplished had not
pntered the wound. The wound was
no longer than the width of the small
nife-blade at its exterior point.”

Lord Valleys suddenly extended his
and, like one who puts down some-
hing that is finished.

“And 1 was therefore acquitted

« + You know, monsieur, what the
inglish law-courts say: ‘A man may
ie, but circumstances cannot.’ I may
ave lied, and Lord Winton's man-
Bpervant and the Metropolitan police
ho saw the hansom drive away on
hat night; but the science of mathe-

atics could not lie.
inches deep could not be made with
h. knife-blade four inches long. And

he case ended.”

He went over to the table, got a
ortoise-shell hox delicately inlaid

ith silver, opened it and presented

to Monsieur Jonquelle.

#You will have a cigarette, mon-
sfeur?”’ he said.

Monsieur Jonquelle took the cig-
Arette, and Lord Valleys went back
p the chaif.

Then suddenly, as out of some in-
eiting memory, the man's voice
changed.

“A moment ago, monsieur, when
mentioned the arrival of the visitor
at Lord, Winton's house, and the
doubt of the English court ‘of that
fact, you said it was true. _Hnw do

u know that it was true, if I may
a permitted to inquire?”

The Prefect of Police balanced the
wmigarette a moment in his fingers be-
.fore he replied.

“I know your siatement about the
fansom is true, monsieur, because
Y know who it was that came to
‘Lord Winton on that night. And,
monsieur, it is
person that I have come to vou to-
day.”

Lord Valleys was astonished, but
he did not move, and his expression
did not change. I

“You amuse me,
what mission from
person could you como to me?” :

“Upon the same mission,” replied
the Prefect of Police, “with which
that person went on- the fatal night
to Lord Winton's house in Covent
Qarden. Lord Winton promised to
do a certain thing for this, as you
call it, ‘mysterious person. He died
before it could be carried out, and 1
have now come to you to fulfill it.
I trust, monsieur, that you will not
deny me.”

Monusieur Jonguelle rose. He took
@ folded, legal paper out of his
: kets and presented it to Lord

alleys.

“Monsieur,” he =aid, “Lord
ton promised to execute this inden-
ture. He died before his signature
could be attached to it. 1 must ask
you to execute it in his stead.”

Suddenly, as once before on this
morning, Lord Valleys, who had been
seated the instant before, was now,
with no motion that seemed visible
to the eye, standing on his feet. He

carefully

he said. ‘“Upon

came forward, took the paper which,

heid in his
to the table,
He
of
meantime
made a
the ashes

Monsieur Jonquelle
hand, and going over
unfolded it and stooped over it.
was some time in an inspection
the document, and in the
Monsieur Jonquelle bhed
gesture, as one of flicking
from a clgarette through the open
window into the Bois de Boulogne
The two young men in their animat-
ed discussion instantly crossed the
street and entered the house.
Presently Lord Valleys rose from
his stooped posture. He was

or

A wound seven'!

on behalf of this|

this mysterious |

Win-

shaken with astonishment, but there
was of thie astonishment no visible
element, eithcr in his appearance or
in his voice. g

“Monsieur,” he said, “this is a
deed drawn by an English solicitor,
conveying all of Lord Winton's
estates in England to his grand-
daughter, Barbara Westridge. Why,
monsieur, should 1 convey these
estates to this American girl? They
have descended to me by inheritance.
One does not alienate his lands with-
out a cause.”

“T will suggest a reason,” replied
Monsieur Jonquelle. “This is in ac-
cordance with Lord Winton's prom-
ise. You stand now in Lord Win-
ton's stead, and as I have said, you
have received his benefits,
should assume his obligations.”

Lord
smile which seemed not to disturb
the features of his face. He folded
the deed together in his hand.

“You must permit me to decline
monsieur,” he sald.

i He paused a moment, and
background of his face hardened.

“And you must overlook it, mon-
sieur,” he said, “if I feel that your
whole suggestion with respect to this
matter is not convincing. This girl

the

“YOU PURCHASED, MONSIEUR,
HE SAID, “A THING THAT YOU
ALREADY POSSESS.”
could not have
| Winton.”
| *“She could

assassinated Y.ord
not,” replied Monsieur
| Jonquelle, “Lord Winton was killed
iby some powerful assassin who
seized him, compressed his body and
drove in the knife.”

He turned now toward Lord Val-
leys, his face firm.

“Monsieur,” he said, *“will you
ecarry out the obligation of Lord Win-
ton and leave the matter of

it and have that mystery solved?”

The man at the table looked
strangely at Monsieur Jonquelle.
had e aspect of a creature of great
strefigth, concerned always with
concealing it. He was puzzled and
disturbed, but his voice did not
change. :

“You know, then, the assassin of
Lord Winton?"

“l1 do,” replied the Prefect.
I name him to you?”’

The man made again the vague
gesture with his white, steel fingers.

“You may ‘keep the secret of the
name, monsieur,” he said,
will be kind enough to tell me the
thing that indicated to you the name.”

“With pleasure,” replied Monsieur
Jonpuelle.  “You have said that the
English criminai courts are stupid,
and I have concurred in
opinion. ¢

“Shall

!{n k'nifr'-m:ulo four inches long could |
inflict a direct wound seven inches!

‘!if\ep. They measured the knife-
jblade and the wound, these English,
s:mrl wrote {t down impossible. . .

.But vou, monsieur, who are a Slav,
jand T who am Latin, would hardly !

arrive at this conclusion. For we

i would reflect that a knife-blade four '

inches long driven into the soft tis-

! sues of the body compressed mgethof
.blow

| by the

: impact of a powerful
| might easlly leave a wound measur-

|ing seven inches in length behind it |

{ —when that compression was re-
leased and the tissues relaxed. It is
12 fact, monsieur, that the Service

jde la Surete has frequently demon-!

| strated.”

{ _The man at the table was motion-
{less, as in some indecision. He did
;nm change. He remained only in
ra sort of dreadful immobility, and
{ he seemed in this immobility to con-
i sider some desperate hazard. He
"was awakened by the two young men
i from the Bois de Boulogne, who now
| entered the drawing-room.

¢ “Monsieur,” said the voice
| Prefect of Police, “i feared
{ might not be your equal in all direc-
{tions and T have uasked these two
jagents of the Service to eome up.
i They will also he useful as witnesses
ltu the indenture.”

Lord Valleys made no reply. He
opened a drawer of the table. took
jout a pen and attached his signature
1to the deed—waited until the wit-
jnesses had signed it, blotted it care-
 fully and folding it together, handed
li!v to the Prefect of Police,

: “l purchase immunity.”

y “from a second trial

English criminal courts!”

| Monsieur Jonquelle received the
indenture and put it into his pocket.
He took up his gloves, his hat, his
stick; then he amiled.

“You ° purchased, monsieur,” he
said, “a thing that you already pos-
sess, It is the law of England that
one who has been acquitted of a
crime cannot again be tried in her
courts for it.” s

Another triumph of M. Jonquelle,
“The Laughter of Allah,” will begin
in our next issue.
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Honest businessmen
for false profits.

have no use

of Appelile

This weakeaing condition arises from some
failure of the body to dispose effectively of the
waste products of digestion. The serura/ way
to tone up, stimulate, and regulate the system—
thus inducing a healthy appetite—is to take
plenty of fresh air and drink ENO’s “ Fruit
Salt” first thing every morning. All druggists
throughout Canada sell

ENO’s

ywen for N. Seuriea:
SAROL F. RITCHIE
& CO., Limited,
Toronte.

FRUIT SALT

{ enjoying
weather? Where have.all the Boxites burn Co., Limited, Toronte, Ont.

and you!

Valleys smiled—that vague‘

his as-|
sassin a mystery, or will you refuse|

He |

“if vou |

1 that ;
Observe, monsieur, the evi- |
dence of that stupidity. . This -erim- !
|inal court could not understiand how !

that 1|

said, |
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GOLF 2 On WoR-

-

Y ]

WHAT. wenT

WAY OVER THERE

AND DIDN'T
PLAY SAINT
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OoH THATS R
Too- BAD.

NOPE -
DD’ T

PLAY ST,
ANDRCWS

| DON'T KnNoOow
NWHY  YOU WENT
OVER THERE
FOR - . You MUST
HAVE HAD A

FRIENDSHIP.

Naught better can life give to you
Than friendship which-is staunch and
true. ¥
—Old Mother Nature.
The young Fox did not struggle when
he was picked up by Farmer Brown's
Boy. To be sure, he cast many longing
glances through the Green Forest and
over the Green Meadows, as he was
carried back to Farmer Brown’s barn-
vard, but not once did he try to escape.
Aill the way there Farmer Brown's

Boy talked to him in gentle tones.
As soon as they reached the barnfard
Farmer Brown’'s Boy made the chain
fast to the post where it had been
fastened before. Then he left the young
Fox and went into the house, When
he came out again he had a plate piled
high with food. My,
that young Fox glistened! He
hardly wait for Farmer Brown's Boy
to set that plate down. You see, he
had had noth®ng to eat for a day and
a half save a few beetles and insects.
He fairly gobbled that food down. Yes,
sir, .he gobbled it down as greedily as
any pig. -
Farmer Brown's Boy smiled as he
watched. “It was just as I thought,”
said he. “You couldn’t catch any food
with that chain, and you must have
heen. half starved.
found you. If T hadn’t you would have
starved, to death, and that would have
been dreadful. Now I am geing to
leave you for a good rest, and then I'll
have a surprise for yvou.” i
The voung Fox licked the plate clean.
and then curled up for a nap. It was
a terrible disappointment to be back
there a prisoner again, but it was bet-
ter than being helpless over in the
Green Forest. He knew that it wasn’t
likeiy he would be able to get that

| chain free again, and so as he dropped

L off to sleep it was with the feeling that

i
1
!

1

Dear Miss Grey,~—In answer to W.
R. V., about ferns, I will say I have
always had ferns, but wondering how
the fern got there. I looked in Webh-
ster's New Illustrated Dictionary. It
say: Fern—A cryptogamous or flow-
erless plant, with broad and feathery
fronds or leaves, on the under sur-
' face of which the reproductive seeds
are situated. Also in Universal
Knowledge, Vol. VI, it says the re-
production of fern has been the sub-
ject of much investigation and dis-
cussion, etc., but satisfactory evi-
dence of their nature has not been
obtained. M. E.

Thank you, M. E, for the informa-
tion re fernms.

Wants Contests.
Dear Cynthia  Grey,—~This
first letter to the Mail-Box, but I
| have been an interested reader for
some time, and when I saw where
Quincy was offering contests I
thought I would wriie. So will you
please forward the inclosed letter fo
Quincy, and find inclosed mite for
the 8. H. C. fund. I will close with
best wishes to the Mail-Box.
PUSSY WANTS A CORNER.
Your letter it already on the way
| to Quincy. Many thanks for the in-
closed hospital mite. We will “be
| looking for a letter from you soon
again, Pussy.

iss my

Bunny Joines Corner.

Dear Miss Grey,—May I enter the
Mail-Box? This is my very first ap-
pearance.

T am 18 years of age, but am very
short. I am about 4 ft. 11 in. in my
shoes.

I work in
and shorthand.
| work.

{ 1 guess vou will think I have said
quite enough about myself now.

! Do vou think I am a terrible writer?

| Most everyone tells me I am. I will

| sign “BUNNY.”

i 1 am sorry that your letter came to
my attention too late for me to be of
any assistance to you. I think you
write a very good hand, Bunny. Many

! thanks for remembering our hospital

| fund with a mite. Will be looking

i for another letter from you soon

| again.

|

an office, doing typing
I love that kind of

Wants Merry Anne's Clothes.

Dear Miss Grey,—It has been a long
time since T have written your page,
but never fail to read the letters each
day.

Aren't we having ideal fall weather?
We are bhusy picking apples these
davs and housecleaning. Would
yvou please send me in Merry Anne’s
address, as I see she is offering little
hoy's clothing, and I have one about
that age

We have had a terrible lot of sick-
ness since I last wrote. My littie
haby had a serious operation, cost
so much, and 1 have two other little
bovs. Also find it difficult to get
clothes for them, as I intended to
get so much for each one of them
till my little boy had to have his
operation. The expense was very high.

Find inclosed self-addressed en-
velope and also 15 cents for C. H. F,,
which my three kiddies send.

Thanking you in advance, and hop-
ing I am not too late for M. A.
clothes.

AUTUMN LEAVES.

I am sorry to hear of your trouble,
Autumn Leaves, and hope you re-
celve the clothes Merry Anne is of-
fering, although I am afraid that you
are too late, as there have been
numerous requests for the garments.
Many, thanks for the mite your little
boys sent for the hospital fund®

i Is Thankful for Help.
i Dear Miss Grey,—Here I am to
trouble you again. You must be aw-
{ fully good-natured to answer all the
! various questions you are asked. will
i vou, through the columns of the Mail-
| Box, thank the lady who so Kkindly
igent me a coat. I would have thanked
her personally had she sent an ad-
dress. I am very pleased with it. It
is a perfect fit, and I appreciate her
!kindness very much. The Mail-Box
| friends have been very kind to me.
Won't you write to me again, ‘_‘Hert-
fordshire”? I would love to hear from
you. I wrote to you several weeks
ago. Did you not receive it? Well,
| Miss Grey, did you attend the open-
{ing of the Children's Hospital?
Wasn't it a lovely day? Anyway, it
was up here; but I am many miles
away from London. Inclosed find a
small donation for the fund.
“HAMPSHIRE.”

I am pleased that the coat was such
a good fit, and the sender will be de-
lighted to know that vou liked it and
are so grateful. Yes, the day the
hospital opened certainly was a per-
{ fect day. Many thanks for the in-
‘dose(l hospital mite.

| Attention, Inez Marie.
] Dear Miss Grey,—How are you all
. vourselves this cold

vanished? 1 suppose they just hate
to put fire on in the writing room,
and are just waiting for warmer days.
I am glad to hear that the 8. C. H.

the 26c

which now has

towards our
grown into $821,
Isn’t that splendid?

hospital fund, OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES. |
Little Edith—Mamma, does a co- |

coanut have milk in it? ‘
Mamma—Yes, dear.

is finished, and hope that the “Cyn-

thia Grey cot” will be on the roll
There seems to be so many in need.
How many of the young Boxites are

BRITISH

Little Edith—Well, how do they |
milk it?

MAILS

SIS |
i

dancing? Well, I am very fond of
dancing, and I guess that I am not
the only one who loves to dance. 1
am a young girl, 17 years of age, and
live near quite a famous summer
resort. Now that the tourists have
all gone to their homes in the city
it seems kind of dull and I would

The next mail

for
and Europe will close at
postoftice as follows:
Tuesday, Nov. 21, at 2 p. m., parcel
post and newspapers, via S,
nedosia, from Montreal, Nov. 22,

time, and one morning when the doc- |
tor called and inquired how she felt, !
she replied: *“Oh, I'm better, but I'm
0t quite so better as I was.”

areat Britain
the local|

VEILED METAL CLOTH. |

Black silk lace mounted on silver!

S. Min-

like to correspond with “Inez Marie”
if she cares to correspond with me.
My address will be with Miss Grey.
Now for a few questions:

1. What are the charges to enter
business college? ~ .

2. If a girl meets a young man on
the srteet and has chummed with her
during summer whose place is it to
speak first? This young man seems
1to ith’,ink it is the girl's place. Which
s 1t?

3. Is my writing formed yet?

This is all for this time. Wishing
every success to the Mail-Box. In-
closed find mite to S. C. H. ZULU.

Different business colleges charge
different fees. It would be better for
vou to write to the college direct and

Velvet
tea
in the autumn
reds, dull purples
bronze shades.

is a

usual sash

A skating suit

is of
iof skunk.

row band.

VELVET TEA GOWNS.
popular
gowns this season,
tints,
and
The fabric is so dec-
orative that a jeweled girdle
arrangement
trimming necessary.
SKATING SUIT,
o1
white broadcloth, edged about
the hem, collar and cuffs, with bands
It is cut on straight lines
with a short coat belted with a nar-

cloth gives the effect of an elaborate !
silver brocade in a very smart din- |
ner gown designed for a matron.
Metallic cloth is frequently veiled :
with lace to produce a softer effect. |

material for
particularly
such as leaf
the yellow- N
BLACK AND SILVER
EMBROIDERY.
Silver and blaek embroidery is!
seen on a coat of black velour thaty
iz manded in gray fox and lined with
silver-colored satin. ]
SRR L i
BALKAN BLOUSE. ' |
A ' Dalkan blouse of green jerscy
embroidered in gray wool and
l\\'orn with a skirt of heavy gray m:-

i
|
i
§

un- |
only

or
is the

unusual beauty

B

they would give you the information.
Tt is the girl’'s place to speak first
always. No, your hand hasnt quite
formed yet, Zulu. If Inez wishes to
write to you she may have your ad-
dress from the Mail-Box.

The Objective in Sight.

Dear Cynthia Grey,—How well The
Advertiser Mail-Box fund for War
Memorial Children’s Hospital is com-
ing on. The receipt of the last con-
tribution, $64, brings the amount sent
in by the Circleites up to $821. It has
been most interesting watching the
fund growing. Little by little it has
gone on until the objective is quite
in sight. Congratulations to the Cir-
cleites.

Sincerely yours,
L. K. CAMPBELL,
Hon. Treasurer,
Hospital Fund.

M. H. Sends Recipes.

Dear Miss Grey,—I am writing
again, but it is quite a while since I
last wrote to the Mail-Box. I am
pleased to see how the fund is grow-
ing. I would like to have been in
London for the opening of the War
Memorial Hospital. I am inclosing
some recipes that may help with the
cook book which Calamity Anne has
started. M. IL

Thank you for the inclosed recipes,
which I am sending on to Calamity
Anne. Be sure, Boxites, when send-
ing in recipes, to write them on one
side of the paper only.

Another Lancashire Lass.

Dear Miss Grey,—I see where
“Salome” has sent in a practical
apron pattern for Mail-Box use an<d
I would like to get it. Inclosed find
25¢c for same, which will help in the
fund a little. Could 1 cut off some
patterns to help the Mail-Box, also
some stocking-foot patterns, if yon
will send me one to cut from? Well,
I think I must stop. i

Thanking you for the pattern.
“ANOTHER LANCASHIRE LASS.”

Am mailing you the apron pattern,
and many thanks for offering to cut
off some extra ones, which would
be most acceptable. Thanks, too, for
offering extra stocking-foot patterns,
but I have quite a few on hand at the
present time. Thank you, also, for

ECZEMA

Hands Were Raw
Would Crack and Bleed

Eczema, or Salt Rheum, as it is
commonly called, is oire of the most
agonizing of skin diseases. The in-
tense burning, itching and smartiag.
especially at night or when exposed
to heat, are almost unbearable and
relief is gladly welcomed.
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The pre-eminent success which

Burdock Blood Bitters

has met with in permanently remov-
ing a disease of such severity is due
to its wonderful blood cleansing and
purifying propertles.

Mrs. M. R. Willard, Dudswell Jct.,
Que., writes: “For about three years
I had eczema, in a very bad form, on
my hands. They were all raw and
would crack and bleed so that I
could not do my housework. I tried
everything I could think of without
any results. At last I got a bottle of
Burdock Blood Bitters, and when I
had it about all taken I could see it
was helping me; by the time I had
taken five bottles my hands were all
well again, and I have not been both-
ered since. I cannot praise Burdock
Blood Bitters enough.”

Manufactured only by the T. Mil-

QAROE NARN AIDY TS man

Little Nettie had been ill for some |

| gue

! gently placed

! was the

he would probu¥%ly always be a prisoner.
Early the mnext morning Farnier
Brown's Boy brought him his food as
usual, and stood by and watched him
eat it. Then for a few moment he
petted that young Fox, patted him,
tickled him Dbehind the ears, and all
the time talked to him. Finally he
picked the young Fox up in his arms
and unfastened the from the
collar.
Then
off with
Wha
as he being taken to?
The young FKFox
Somehow he ¢ouldn’t

chaln

Brown's
Fox

Farmer
the young

Boy
in his arms.
What

couldn’t

did
n even
S. believe
that it n

to him softly.

Through the Ola Orchar
Green Forest they went. for a
loug time Farmer Brown's Boy tramped

ough the Forest 1 they
W far, far away from hor
Farmer Browi's Boy sat dow:

a while petted the young Fox

the young Fox o
ground and stepped back. In
collar that had so 1
about the neck of the young Fox.

At first the young Fox didn’t
what to make of it. He simply

into

Green

been

Know

stood

atill, looking up at Farmer Brown's Boy. |
Then in a hesitating way he took two

or three steps. There was no pull
his neck from a dragging chain. He
shook himself and took two or three
meore steps. Then with a sudden'bound
he was gone. He was free!l He was as
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My, . how

how the eyes ”fi
could

My, but I'm glad 1!

!
started

t could be going to happen? Where |

ieant anvthing bad. for all the |
{time Farmer Brown's Boy kept talking |

the !
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Al
the eyes of that young Fox
glistened.

(free as he had been before he had first
! become a prisoner. 3

! him, such joy as he had never known

Joy surged all over

before,
Farmer Brown's Boy turned .and
started for home. He smiled, but there
' was 4 little sadness in that smile. He
, had grown very fond of that young Fox,
cand it had been hard to set him free.
| But he was glad he had done it. It was,
i proof of true friendship. *“I hope,” said |
he to himself, ‘“that no hunters will find'
my pet.” i
i (Copyright, 1922, by T. W. Burgess.)'
The next story: “Paddy Has a Sur-!
prise for Peter.’”

SIXTY-SEVENTH CONGRESS
OPENS FOR THIRD SESSION

Washington, Nov. 20.—The 67th
Congress formally openedits doors!
today the third session, but it
did little more than uvtunln_v get on
the job.

for

Its life as a special session
will be only two weeks, hut in that!
time it Is the hope of -President!
Harding that substantial progress!
will be made on the administration’s
merchant marine legislation, and
considerable advance work done on
the armful of supply bills Which must
be handled during the regular’ ses-
sion, commencing on Dec. 4.

The president will address a joint
mecting of the Senate and House ot
Representatives tomorrow, beginning
his address at 12:30 p.m.

C.P.R. CONDUCTOR INJURED
IN HANOVER ACCIDENT'

Special to The Advertiser.
Hanover, Nov. 20. Conductor,
yhert Campbell of the (. P. R, way'
freight, met with a painful accident
at Hanover C. P. R. station the other
day, when a heavy steel plate, which:
was being unloaded, fell on his foot,)

icting severe injuries. The con-,
been off duty!

has

duct since
! through the mishap.

nw

*'SIR GEORGE E. FOSTER

ARRIVES AT NEW YORK
rk, Nov. 20.—(Canadian

ieorge IS, Foster, former

' trade and commerce, ar-

rived this afternoon on the royal
mail steamer Orduna from Hamburg.
Sir George 1is on his way back to Ot-
tawa from an extensive trip through
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“‘COW IN

KITCHEN
of milk_

and

“Anyonc_ can buy milk,” says this Cow

her story

/
NI/ ot - .
; in your Kitchen-—it

YOU
" Cell A

creant

may be good milk

or it may not! It may be pure or it may
not! It may be rich in nourishing quali-
ties, or it may not! It may keep—or it

may not.

But the housewife who takes a pride in
her skilful buying—who makes every
cent do a cent’s worth of work or more
—who protects her family from the dan-
gers of ordinary milk—who insists on
supreme quality milk—

That woman insists

on having in her

kitchen always, a liberal supply of
St. Charles Milk ‘“‘with the cream leftin”’.

It is good! It is purel It és rich! It
does keep fresh! Wholesome! Conven-
ient! Economical! For every milk use!

Order a few tins from

your grocer to-day.

“A size for every need.”
EGOLESS MAYONNAISE:—3 tablespoonfuls St. Charles Milk,

undiluted ; 13 teaspoonful salt; 14 teaspoonful

epper; 14 teaspoon-

ful musterd; 3 tablespoonfuis sharp vinegar; 44 cupiul salad al
Combine the eersonings, add the milk, and gradually beat in the

oil with an egg beater. Then wkip in the vineger. U _
renefer to a covered jar. This will keep indefinitely

mayonnaise.
ia a cool place.

se as eny

Send for the Borden Cook-book. Itis FREE. Address The Borden

Company, Limited, Montreal.
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