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Stop "Acid-Mouth” 
or Lose Your Teeth

There’s no alternative. 
“Acid-Mouth” surely-ruins 
teeth. And scientists estimate 
that nine out of every ten 
people have it*

There is one dentifrice that 
counteracts “acid-mouth” 
while it is cleaning the teeth 
and keeping them white.

Pebeco
Tooth Paste

stops *‘acid-mouth” and thus 
helps to save the teeth. Ordi­
nary dentifrices merely make 
the teeth look all right, with­
out removing the cause of 
decay.

“Being a bank- 
president I am held 
responsible for 
investments.

“Pebeco is the 
soundest ‘good-teeth- 
for-life’ investment I 
ever made. Keeps 
disfiguring cavities 
and bad breath away.”

In any case you will like 
Pebeco for its keen taste, its 
refreshing, beneficial effects.

3en-day trial tube and acid 
test papers to test your mouth 
for acid—sent FREE.

Manufactured by
LEHN & FINK. New York

Canadian Office:
1 & 3 St. Helen Street Montreal

scornfully explained, they had to 
prink until the last minute.

“A Remember Party?” Carl took 
the word. “Why I think my mother 
invented it last year, but we haven’t 
played it since we were here before, 
have we, Kathie ?”

“0, Hilda’ll see at once how it 
goes,” exclaimed Kathie. “Shall we 
take heroes or king's or story-book 
characters ?”

“0, kings or anything,” said Carl, 
rather impatiently, “only let’s begin. 
Take an easy one at first.”

Kathie thought for a minute. “I 
remember,” she said slowly, “when 
I took a long, longAourney. It was 
before the days^of caTs. I could see 
the flags fluttering hind the horses 
prancing and the ri/h armour of my 
companions. I rodfe and rode, and a 
great company w/nt- with me. After 
a long time I ej/me to a hot country, 
where I lived/in a tent. I had an 
enemy w ho/tried to send me back to 
my own/fiountry ; but he was a very 
nobl^^nemy, much nobler than some 
of mÿ own friends. He was not as 
big as I, but he was very skillful.”

‘Did he have a wonderful sword?” 
asked Carl, mischievously.

“O, dear, you know already who it 
is,” said Kathie. “Never mind; you

must keep quiet and let Helen and 
Hilda guess.”

“I know I never heard of him,” 
said Helen, positively.

“Well, after a time, I left the hot 
country, but T had a terrible time 
trying to reach home again. I lost 
my horse, and I was taken prisoner, 
and I thought I was going to die, 
all M°ne—”

“What was your favourite song in 
those days?” queried Carl, again.

“Carl, if you don’t hush, you will 
play this garner all by yourself,” ex­
claimed Kathie, wrathfully. “Please 
don’t throw too much light.”

“I haven’t the least idea who it 
is,” said Helen, whose strong point 
was certainly not history. Hilda 
looked doubtful.

“After I came home, I had my 
hands full settling things. I had left 
somebody to look after affairs while 
I was gone, and he did some very 
foolish and wicked deeds. There were 
robbers in the forests and—”

“O, I know who it is,” Hilda ex­
claimed. “Go ahead!”

“Are you sure I ever heard of 
him ?” asked Helen.

“Wait and see,” answered Kathie, 
going on with her story. “Once I 
went to a famous tournament—O, but 
I meant to tell you before that, in 
the hot country where I stayed for a 
time, they used to talk about me 
after I had gone, and the mothers 
used to tell their children to hush 
or I should—”

“King Richard, of course,” said 
Helen, with a laugh. “I might have 
known, of course, only I took it in 
my head that the long journey was 
to America, and I was trying to make 
it fit Columbus or some of the early 
explorers.”

“Now it is Carl’s turn, for he 
guessed first,” said Hilda.

“I remember,” Carl began with a 
laugh, “when I w'as crowded with a 
lot of others into the queerest, 
hottest, most uncomfortable room you 
can imagine.”

“The Black Hole of Calcutta?” 
interrupted Kathie.

“No, it wasn’t quite so bad as that, 
though I don’t see why it wasn’t.”

“Was it that dreadful room in one 
of Poe’s stories, where the walls keep 
coming together?” asked Helen.

“No, it wasn’t as bad as that, 
either. We had our spears and 
shields, and we did our best to keep 
them as quiet as possible, but some­
times they would strike together and 
scare us.”

“Then you didn’t want to be dis­
covered there ?” asked Hilda.

“No, it would have meant sure 
death if we had been discovered. We 
had been trying for ten years—”

The girls shouted-
“The Trojan Horse, of course. 

Anybody could guess that.”
“But you didn’t guess which one 

I was.” '
“Ulysses,” said Helen decidedly. 

“You simply must be Ulysses if I’m 
going to play, for I know it wasn’t 
Achilles, and I’ve forgotten all the 
rest of them.”

“All right, let it go at Ulysses, 
then,” agreed Carl, resignedly, “not 
that it’s fair to me, all the same.”

“I remember,” said Helen, loftily,' 
“when I was the most beautiful 
woman in the world—”

She was interrupted bv laughter.
“You are still,” affirmed Carl, gal­

lantly, while the girls said together—
“Helen o^ Troy, of course.” »
“Not at all,” Helen went on, com­

posedly. “I knew Ulysses would 
make you think of Helen when I 
said that. That doesn’t count as a 
turn. If I wasn’t as beautiful as 
Helen, I rather think the man whose 
life I saved thought I was, and that 
was enough. The two ends of my 
life were passed in very different 
surroundings. I lived in two conti­
nents. I w'as honoured by princes 
and I knew the life of the lowly. I 
was brave and I was timid. I was 
wise and I was ignorant. I was a 
princess and I was poor, according 
to the way people think of poverty.”

“Could it be Joan of Arc?” haz­
arded Hilda, while Kathie and Carl 
ruminated.

“No, I was never in Paris, and 
Joan wasn’t a princess,” replied 
Helen.

“Are you a classic or mediaeval ?” 
asked Carl, with a wise look and a 
learned inflection.

Helen looked puzzled. “Well. I’m 
certainly not classic nor mediaeval 
either, but it doesn’t seem as if I 
were exactly modern.”

“How did you save your lover? 
Did you shoot somebody?”

Helen looked puzzled again. “No.
I didn’t shoot anybody, and I don’t 
believe the man I saved w'as my lover.
I certainly did not marry him.”

“Was it Pocahontas?” asked Hilda.
“Yes. of course;” and Carl and 

Kathie looked abashed, that they had 
never thought to turn their minds to 
their own country and history.

Hilda took time to consider.
“They have all been such easy ones 

so far. I want one just as hard as 
I can get it, and yet sure that it is 
somebody you all know. I think it 
would be fun to hunt up the char­
acters before we begin to play. Well, 
here goes ! I remember when I was 
called the most gallant knight in
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Europe. I was as brave as I was 
handsome, and as brilliant as I was 
brave. I could write a song or fight 
a battle or make love or sail across 
seas or meet danger. I was much 
loved and much hated. I was the 
friend of a queen, and she had my 
head cut off.”

For a minute everybody was silent.
“Can’t you guess?” asked Hilda, 

triumphantly. “It’s really not so hard 
as you might think. I’ll tell you some 
more. A city was named for me.”

The other three looked at Hilda 
pityingly.

“Did he wear a mantle and did he 
live in the days of muddy streets?” 
asked Kathie.

“Did he scare his servant when he 
smoked his pipe?” asked Carl.

“Did he write history?” asked 
Helen.

Hilda laughed.
“I see I’m not so bright as I 

thought I was. But I don’t see how 
you guessed it so quickly when I left 
so much out.”

“Because you said he had his head 
cut off,” answered Kathie, promptly. 
“There may have been plenty of 
knights, but not so many who sailed 
across seas and had their heads 
cut off.”

“Look,” exclaimed Helen. “There 
are Bessie and May. That must mean 
it’s nearly dinner-time.”

“Sure enough,” said Carl. “The 
dining-room doors are—pust opening. 
I’ve thought of some fine ones, and 
we’ll play this again before long, 
don’t you say so?”

And the girls said so.

Danger Signals Warn You
of Approaching Paralysis

Slowly and Surely Exhaustion Goes on Until Collapse 
of the Nerves is the Natural Result.

You may be restless, nervous, Irri­
table q.nd sleepless, but you think 
there is nothing to be alarmed at. You 
have no appetite, 
digestion Is impair­
ed, and there Is 
weakness and Irre­
gularity of other 
bodily organs. You 
feel tired in body 
and mind, and find 
that you lack the 
energy to attend to 
the dally task.

You may not 
realize that these 
are the symptoms 
of nervous prostra­
tion and the dan­
ger signals which MRS. ALLAN, 
warn you that some form of paralysis 
Is the pext step of development.

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food Is the most 
successful restorative for the nerves 
that hae ever been offered to the pub­

lic. This has been proven In many 
thousands of cases similar to the one 
described In this letter.

Mrs. Thos. Allan, R.F.D., 3, Sombra, 
Ont., writes:—“Five years a«o I suf­
fered a complete breakdown, and fre­
quently had palpltàtlon of the heart. 
Since that Illness I have had dizzy 
spells, had no power over my limbs 
(locomotor ataxia) and could not 
walk straight. At night I would have 
severe nervous spells, with heart pal­
pitation, and would shake as though 
I had the ague. “ I felt Improvement 
after using the first box of Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food, and after continuing th* 
treatment can now walk, eat and sleep 
well, have no nervous spells and do 
not require heart medicine. I have 
told several of my neighbors of the 
splendid results obtained from the use 
of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food." "

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 60 cents a 
box, 6 for $2.60, all dealers, or Ed- 
manson, Bates & Co., Limited, To­
ronto.
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