.
¥ i

world is getting wiser, due to
radio.

Never before in the history of the
world has knowledge been dissemin-
ated so widely and bits of informa-
tion picked up so fast.

Universities have adopted the
radiophone as a means of spreading
their educational facilities. Lectures
are being sent out daily from all

of the country to all who care

6 listen in. Music, both jazzy and
. elassie, is being broadcast. Bed-

time talks for children, health hints,

book reviews, plays, and, in fact, any
subjects that lend themselves easily

10 broadcasting are being delivered

1o the people with radlo sets without

cost,

It is the greatest era of free learn-
ing the world has ever experienced.

Geography.

Bven beyond the education spread
‘directly through the radio micro-
phone there are means of helping
‘the radio fans and his friends in-
crease their worldly knowledge.

A

There is, for instance, geography.

Geography cannot be broadcast by
radiophone because maps are needed.
But radio fans have learned more

of the geography of their country
through the radiophone than they
have ever accumulated heretofore.
They know locations, they know dis-
tances, and they can tell directions
of points from their own stations.

The knowledge is gained through
curiosity and the instinct of contest
among the fans. Thus a radio fan
finds himself tuned in on a certain
broadcasting station. - Looking up his
list he finds out where it is. Out of
curiosity he takes his map and meas-
ures the distance and makes a note
of it.

The record becomes a factor in his
endeavor to show the highest dis-'\

tance covered in radio reception.
This contest is going on at present
fn all parts of the continent. In
fact, radio amateurs are trying to
gain the honor of receiving mes-
sages from Europe and other conti-
nents.

JACK DAW'S ADVENTURES.

AI-‘TER an all-night sleep beside the treas!
He had been afraid to leave the place
for fear someone would come and steal the hidden treasure while he was body

sun and set to work again.

away.

vz

= ._.___A
ure spot Jack rose with the NOT long after he turned (o WgEILE
men and boys coming on the scene with shovels.
was going to dig here,” thought Jack.

AT

JaCk was ed to see
“Looks like every-
And he was not far wrong.

2
again,

now in his treasure hunt. The kind

OON the newcomers were hard at work.

to help him had unthinkingly caused a lot of new-trouble.

Jack surely had competition
-hearted old officer who had tried
Continued.

When the three men had silen:ly
pocketed what was allotted to each,
Quintana pushed curiously at the
dead man with the toe of his shoe.
«peste!” he remarked. *“I had
place, for security, a ver’ large
diamon’ In my pistol barrel Now
it is within the interior of this gen-

hour before he had finished the
business that had turned him back.

As he stood there, examining his
clothing, and washing what he could
of the ominous stains from sleeve
and shoe, very far away to the north
he heard a curious noise—a far,
faint sound such as he never before

the tree. gulping horribly for
his senses swimming.

And now, directly ahead.
clear gray sky low through
trees. The wood's edge!

He began to run.

As he emerged from the edge of

he saw
the

More dead than alive he embraced creeping behind boulders, edging al-
air, jways closer and closer to that silent |is no crueler torment to an
ihouse where nothing moved except ! liver and distended paunch.
ihe wind-blown door.

foot upon the threshold, tip-toed in,
ipeered here and there, sidled to the
dining-room, peered in.

petite of the obese. than which there
inert

Munching, guzzling, watching,
And now, at last, he set a furtive | Sard squatted just within the ver-
landa doorway, anxiously consider-
ing his chances.

In all that panorama of forest,

tleman.
chez:
phire.

T FLAMING
JEWEL
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hundred

' He turned to San-
I sell him to you.

Sanchez shook his head with a
slight sneer: “We wait—if you want
your diamond, mon capitaine.”

Quintana hesitated, then made a
grimace and shook his head.

“No,” he said,
Let him digest.

But after they had gone on—two
yards,

When, at length, Emanuel Sard
discovered that Clinch’'s Dump was
!tenantless, he made straight for the
pantry. Here was cheese, crackers,
an apple pie, half a dozen bottles
of home-brewed beer.

He loaded his arms with all they
could carry, stole through the dance-
hall out to the veranda which over-
looked the lake.

And here Sard slaked his raging

had heard.

If it were a voice of any sort
there was nothing human about it.
| Probably some sort of un-
known bird. . . Perhaps a bird
of prey. That was natural,
considering the attraction that
Georgiades would have for such
creatures. If it were a bird
it must be a large one, he thought.

Because there was a certain

the woods, waist-deep in brush and
weeds, wide before his bloodshot
eyes spread Star Pond.

half-stupefied brain |
enough left for

One sap-

Even in his
there was memory
recognition.

He remembered the lake. Hls;
gaze traveled to the westward; and
he saw Clinch’'s Dump standing be-
low, stark, silent, the doors swing-
ing open in the wind.

“he has swallow.
Allons! March!”

perhaps—Sanchez

swale. and water, the only thing that
had alarmed him at all by moving
was something in the water. When
first he noticed it he almost
swooned, for he took it be a
swimming dog.

In his agitation he had risen
his feet; and then the swimming
creature almost frightened Sard out
of his senses, for it tilted
and went down with a report

to

to |

suddenly |
like |

(Continued From Our Last Issue.)
CHAPTER IL
UIDED by Quintana’s direc-
tions, the three had made a
wide detour to the east, steering
by compass for the cross-roads be-
yond Star Pond.

In a dense growth of cedars, on a
little ridge traversing wet land,
Quintana halted to listen.

Sard and Sanches, supposing him
to be at their heels, continued on,
pushing their way blindly through
the cedars, clinging to the hard
ridge in terror of sink-holes. But
their progress was very slow; and
they ®were still in sight, fighting a
painful path amid the evergreens,
when Quintana suddenly squatted
close to the moist earth behind a
juniper bush.

At first, except for the threshing
of Sard and Sanchez through the

Burdock Blood
Bitters

Relieved Her of
Headaches

Headache seems to be habitual with
many people, and some, if any, are
seldom free from it, suffering contin-
ually, and wondering why they can
get no relief,

In all cases of headache the treat-
ment should be directed to the re-
moval of the cause, and with the
cause removed the headaches will
vanish,

It is impossible to find a better
remedy for headaches of every de-
scription that can equal B. B. B, act-
ing as it does on every organ of the
system.

Mrs. Douglas Riseborough, 280 Mc-
Kenzie St., Sarnia, Ont., writes:—
“Having suffered from severe head-
aches for a considerable length of
time I decided to try Burdock Blood
Bitters, and found that it helped me
wonderfully. It relieved the head-
aches, and Y noticed a decided Im-
provement in my health.”

Burdock Blood Bitters is a remedy
that has been on the market for the
past forty-four years, so you don't
experiment with some new and un-
tried medicine. It is put up only by
The T. Milburn Co., Limited, To-
ronto, Ont.—Advt.

massed obstructions ahead, there

was not a sound in the woods.

But, presently, came a soft, swift
rhythm like the pace of a forest
creature in haste — a discreetly
hurrying tread which was more a
geries of light earth-shocks than
sound.

Quintana, kneeling on one knee,
lifted his pistol. He already felt the
slight vibration of the ground o3
the hard ridge. The cedars were
moving just beyond him now. He
waited until, through the parted foli-
age; a face appeared.

The loud report
struck Sard with the horror of
paralysis. Sanchez faced about
with one spring, snarling, a weapon
in either hand.

In the terrible silence they could
hear something heavy floundering
in the bushes, choking, moaning,
thudding on the ground.

Sanchez began to creep back:
Sard, more dead than alive, crawled
at his heels. Presently they saw
Quintana, waist deep in Jjuniper,
looking down at something.

And when they drew closer they
saw Georgiades lying on his back
under a cedar, the whole front of
his shirt from chest to belly a sop-
ping mess of blood.

There seemed no need of explana-
tion, The dead Greek lay there
where he had not been expected,
and his two pistols lay beside him
where they had fallen.

Sanchez looked stealthily at Quin-
tana, who said softly:
“Bien sure. . . ,

pocket, I believe.”

Banchez laid a cool hand on the
dead man’s heart; then, satisfied,
rummaged until he found Georgi-
ades’ share of the loot.

Sard, hurriedly displaying a pair
of clean but shaky hands, made the
division.

of his pistol

In his left side

stopped.

“Well?” inquired Quintana. Then,
with a sneer: “I now recollec’ that
once you have been a butcher in
Madrid. . . . Suit your tas'e, T'ami
Sanchez.”

Sard gazed at Sanchez
sickened eyes.

“You keep away from me until
you've washed yourself,” he burst
out, revolted. “Don't you come

out of

Dumgs,

SANCHEZ TURNED AND
SNEAKED BACK ON THE TRAIL
THEY HAD TRAVERSED.

near me till you're clean!”

Quintana laughed and seated him-
self. Sanchez, with a hang-dog
glance at him, turned and sneaked
back on the trail they had traversed.
Before he was out of sight Sard saw
him fish out a Spanish knife from
his hip pocket and unclasp it.

Sanchez made no effort to find

them. They had been gone half an

12 cup butter

2 cups sugar

15 cup milk

215 cups flour

2 teaspoons baking powder
or

WHITE CAKE

BY BERTHA E. SHAPLEIGH.

CREAM' butter and sugar together.
baking powder alternately, beating thoroughly.
Beat whites of eggs until stiff and lightly stir into the mixture.
Add flavoring and bake in one pan 40 minutes or in layers 30 minutes.
In baking a white cake it is best to have a slow oven at first,
increasing heat gradually as cake rises and browns slightly—then
decreasing the heat to finish baking.

1 teaspoon cream tartar
15, teaspoon soda
Whites 6 eggs
1 teaspoon vanilla
or
15 teaspoon almond extract

Add milk and flour sifted with

junknown beast of the forest.

volume to the cry. Perhaps
it was a beast, after all. . Some

Sanchez was suddenly afraid.
Scarcely knowing what he was do-
ing he began to run along the edge
of the bog.

He was tired, or thought he was,
but the alarming sounds were filling
his ears now; the entire forest
seemed full of them, echoing in all
directions, coming in upon him from
everywhere, so that he knew not in
which direction to run.

The next instant he fell headlong
over a ledge, struck water, felt him-
self whirled around in the icy, rush-
ing current, rolled over, tumbled
through rapids. blinded, deafened,
choked, swept helplessly in a vast
green wall of water toward some-
thing that thundered in his brain
an instant, then dashed it into roar-

ing chaos.
Half a mile down the turbulent

sheet of green water pours thirty

and spinning, dipping, diving bob-
bing up like a lost dog after the
drive, the body of Senor Sanchez
danced all alone in the wilderness,
spilling from soggY pockets dia-
monds, sapphires, rubies, emeralds,
into erystal caves where only the
shadows of slim trout stirred.

Very far away to the eastward
Quintana stood listening, clutching
Sard by one sleeve to silence him.

Presently he said: ‘My frien’,
somebody is hunting with houn’s in
this fores'.

“Don’'t leave me!” gasped the ter-
rified diamond broker. “1 don't
know where to go—"

Quintana faced him abruptly—
with a terrifying smile and glimmer
of white teeth—and shoved a pistol
into the fold of fat beneath Sard's
double chin:

“You hear those dogs? Yes? Ver
well; I also. Run, now, I say to
you run ver’ quick. He! Houp:
Allez vous en! Beat eet!”

He struck Sard a stinging blow
on his fleshy ear with the pistol bar-
rel and Sard gave a muffled shriek
which was more like the squeak of
a frightened animal.

“Quintana—" he sobbed. Then
Quintana’s eyes blazed murder;
and Sard turned and ran lumbering
through the thicket like a stampeded
ox, crashing on amid withered
brake, white birch scrub and brier,
not knowing whither he was headed,
crazed with terror.

Sard could not run very far. He
could scarcely stand when he pulled

up and clung to the trunk of a tree.

outlet of Star Pond—where a great

feet into the tossing foam below—

And after a long while he ven-
tured to waddle nearer, slinking
through brush and frosted weed,

Collars Start To
Run Wild

HE new fashions for the young-
est set are distinguished this sea-
son by all sorts and shapes of collars.

stops at the yoke, but ends just as
prettily as it pleases in the most be-
coming of collars.

For children there are the demure
Quakerish collars, the Puritanical
fichus and the light, fluffy Berthas.

is the collar trimmed with
laced and interlaced
signs.

Yet even the sheerest of collars
can have a practical side, for what
mother wouldn't take the opportun-
ity to freshen up her daughter’s last
vear dress by adding to it a collar
of this year’s fashion

fabric
in pretty de-

thirst and satiated the gnawing ap-

the crack of a pistol. .

e dimly remembered hearing that
beavers behaved that way.

Watching the water he saw the
thing out there in the lake again,
swimming in erratic circles, its big,
dog-like head well out of the water.

it certainly was no dog. A beaver,
maybe. Whatever it was Sard
didn't care any longer.

Shivering., Sard filled his mouth
with apple-pie and cheese and pulled
ithe cork from another bottle of
{home-brewed beer.

‘ (Continued in Our Next Issue.)

AY IT WITH FLOWERSA‘
To those friends and rela- |
tives in distant points via |
Florists Telegraph Delivery. !

The neckline of a dress no longer |

But greater in style than all these |

ovier fi

ears
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ENO

mainfained
ils superiorily

All through the long years

of its well-doing the pure

quality and careful preparation of ENO’s “Fruit

Salt” have never varied.

Today it is known and

appreciated by countless millions of happy folk in
Canada and throughout the rest of the world.

Imitations and so-called “si

milar” preparations have

come—and gone—and a few still linger—but ENO
goes on for ever fulfilling its mission as the greatest

J. C. ENO Lid, * Fruit Salt™ Works,
London, England

Agents for North Amevica §

HAROLDF. RITCHIE & Ceo., Lid,
18, McCaul $t, TORONTO

FRUIT

There is no household that is not
morning glass of ENO. It cleanses

s0a

ancf able to ward off illness—it ¢
faulty digestion and other internal
ENO?s ¢ Fruit Salt”’—and always

ahd water removes all impurities externally. It keeps

health-giver of the age. You can place every con-
fidence in this famous British product—becausc time
and experience have proved it to be the best.

{

healthier and happie
and refreshes internally
eople fit
peogle fit who suffer from
isorders. Ask your druggist for

keep it handy.

[FORCED-TO-MOVE

STARTS SATURDAY

NOVEMBER 4

Complete 97-Piece Sets

We are compelled to vacate our store and every article in our complete
stock of China, Crockery, Glassware, Fancy Goods, etc.

WILL BE SACRIFICED

Our goods have all been imported direct from the maker (no middle-
man’s profit), and have been sold retail at moderate prices. Our complete

Watch Our Windows

for Specials

You buy $25.00 articles for . ..

$17.50 for .......$14.00
$23.00 for ....... $18.40
$31.00 for ....... $24.80

You buy $20.00 articles for
You buy $15.00 articles for
You buy $10.00 articles for
You buy $ 8.00 articles for
You buy $ 6.00 articles for
You buy $ 5.00 articles for
You buy $ 4.00 articles for

You buy $ 3.00 articles for
You buy $ 2.00 articles for
You buy $ 1.00 articles for
You buy $ .50 articles for

$ 41.00 for ...... $32.80

$ 45.00 for ...... $36.00

$ 50.00 for $40.00

$34.50 for .......$27.60|$ 75.00 for $60.00

$38.00 for ....... $30.40 | $100.00 for $80.00
$120.00 for ...... $96.00

Higher Prices In Proportion

THIS IS A REAL SALE---THE FIRST
. WE HAVE HELD IN 14 YEARS

Our goods have always been marked in plain
figures

One Price To All

Goods are not being remarked, you select at our
former close prices and deduct the big dis-
count; our advertising has been satisfied

customers. '

stock, possibly the largest in Ontario, will be offered at a big reduction of 20
per cent off our former well-known prices. :

20‘70 Off Means a Difference of 25070

No.'reserves: Every article in our stock included in this sale, all at the
same big reductions.

Dirnerware (china and porcelain), White and Fancy Table and Toiletware, Fancy China and Earthen-
ware of every description. Cut Glass, Glassware of every kind. Cookingware, Silverware and Cutlery,
Novelties of many kinds, Artificial Flowers, S8erving Trays, Brushes, Stoneware, etc. Dinner and Tea-
ware in complete sets or open stock, mostly stdck patterns.

Sale Starts Saturday, Nov. 4, 9 o’Clock

The London Crockery Co.

150 DUNDAS ST. The Store With a Steck 151 CARLING ST.

KEEP THIS AD FOR REFERENCE. IT MAY NOT APPEAR AGAIN.

SPECIAL FOR SATURDAY

CHINA CUPS AND
SAUCERS

50 dozen fine China Cups and Saucers, in the

much-desired plain colors, splendid value "5
J at 50c, on sale Saturday at half price... & C




