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Conquers
““ Acid-Mouth”’

«Acid-Mouth” 1is the
greatest cause of tooth decay.

You yourself doubtless have:
««Acid-Mouth,”” because sta-
tistics prove that 95% of us
have it. .

Ordinary dentifrices rest
content with merely cleaning
teeth. Pebeco saves teeth;
saves them by neutralizing

«Acid-Mouth.”

Pebeco

Tooth Paste

preventstinycavities fromdis-
figuring the teeth. You often
wonderwhycavitiesappearal-
though your teeth /ok clean.
This is the reason—the den-
tifrice you have been using

fatled to stop “Acid-Moth.”

¢“Pebeco certainly
was a ‘life saver’ for
me. Not a single
cavity in three years
is my experiencewith
it. Can you beat
that ?"

The taste of Pebeco is un-
sweetened. Pebeco comesin
extra-large tubes. One-third
of a brushful is all you need

0 Hee, Manufactured by
LEHN & FINK, New York
Canadian Office

fand 3 St. Heleq”Strcet ' Montreal

ROY’S LEMON ICE

By Nancy Byrd Turner.

The long road trailed like a gray
string up the hill, and Rov trudged
it slowly, dragging the express wagon
after him. His mushroom hat drooped,
and the face beneath it was hot and
red; the wagon creaked complain-
ingly, Yet he kept on with patience,
because he was eight years old to-
day, and because the burden in the
wagon was a block of ice being
hauled homeward from Mrs. Kean’s
ice-house to freeze a treat for his
b%rthda_v feast. These were two splen-
did reasons for keeping on; and at
the top of the hill he braced himself
and went a little faster.

The road turned here and ran be-
fwee’n long fields before it dropped
Into a patch of woods a quarter of a
mile further on. Where one of these
fields met the road sat a small house
—so0 small and so white in the glare
of the sun that it hurt vour bare eyes.
Royv never passed the place on a sum-
mer dav without feeling uncomfort-
able. He fancied that the walls were
blistered. As he creaked by now, he
glanced toward it out ot the corner
of his eve, then stopped short. Some-

one was
window. :

Roy knew who, well enough. It
was old Miss Drusie Allen, a cripple,
who spent her days alone in the little
house while her nephew and his wife
were out plowing and washing for a
living. Miss Drusie had not walked
for years. She was too drawn up with
rheumatism even to be helped by
crutches and canes, and from morn-
ing till night she had to sit huddled
in a chair by the window.

Roy dragged his wagon to the door-
step, and, droppi})g the tongue,
trotted inside. He took off the droop-
ing mushroom, baring his little, wet
head. “Did vyou - call me, Miss
Drusie?” he asked.

“Yes, I did,” the old lady piped
back, fretfully. ‘I want a bit 1’ com-
pany; I want somebody or something
to make me forget for a piece of a
minute this scorching heat that”?: a-
burning up my old bones.”

Roy knew that she wanted hiln to
sit down and talk to her, but he
knew, too, that he could not at this
time, so he cast about in his mind
for something else to do for her.

The tiny room was stuffy and dread-
ful. One window was down; it had
fallen, Miss Drusie said, when she
tried to ‘““h’ist’’ it higher with her
crumpled old hands.. The sunlight
poured in hot and white through un-
shaded panes.

“To-day I'm going to fix you,”
Roy promised, ‘‘and to-morrow '
-ome and talk.”

For fifteen minutes he was very
busy, but at last he drew a long,
satisfied breath. He had raised the
window, and across the glaring upper
sash, by dint of much reaching and.
climbing, panting and puffing, had
fastened up the battered shade that
had fallen a week ago. The shade
made a cool, green light in the yellow
room, and a little flicker of blessed
breeze stirred though beneath it.

Then he beat up Aunt Drusie’s
flat pillow and brought her a leafy
branch from the roadside to keep
the flies with. She looked
“You're good as

waving feebly from the

away
pleased and happy.
a gal,”’ she told him. )
Roy looked at her weary old face
and another thought came to him.
“Now,” he said, “want a glass of
lemonade—iced lemonade?”’
sure!”’ Aunt
“I ain’t tasted
1 was taken

“You’re a-foolin’,
Drusie cried, shrilly.
iced lemonade sence
down, two vears ago, boy. And I'm
that thirsty this minute, my throat’s
parched.”” She gazed at him eagerly.

Roy was glad he had remembered
the lemons, bought at Mr, Kean’s
store for the birthdav treat, and the
small lump of ice tucked in beside
the larger one. He set about his task
with great earnestness, but it takes
a long time to make lemonade when
you do not know very much about it
in the first place, and when you have
to rummage around in every corner
for spoon and nicked glass and a
tinv ‘““dip’’ of sugar.

He finished at last, though, and
held up in triumph the cracked tum-
bler filled to the brim with cold, acid
liquid that tinkled as it moved. Aunt
Drusie nearly fell from the chair in
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Watch For This Package At Your

Take a Bottle Home.

It is Guaranteed.

Thousands and thonsands of housewives all over Canada

use and recommend

edar

Polish

Made in Canada.

for cleaning and polishing furniture,
woodwork, automobiles, pianos, etc.

it and they kunow it

leaves a hard, dry; durable lustre—not

gummy, or sticky, or dust collecting.

Erings out all the beauty of the grain.

Takes little

, rubbing and always pleases. Makes friends everywhere.

A trial will convince.

Sizes 25 cents to $3.00. all dealers

CHANNELL CHEMICAL CO.,
369 Sorauran Ave.

her eagerness' as she reached for it
with both hands. When Roy looked
‘back at the door, her head was
thrown back and she was drinking
long draughts as though she would
never get enough,

Presently the wagon was creaking
dustily on again through the scorch-
ing sun, and it was a weary little
team, indeed, that came to a halt be-
fore the kitchen steps at home.
Mother appeared at the door, flushed
and rather worried. ‘I’ve been wait-
ing and waiting—’’ she began.

“I had to stop and ’tend to Miss
Drusie Allen,”” Roy explained, ‘‘but
I’ve got the icel”

He stooped happily and pulled
aside the cloth and-the thick, green
oranches that covered his freight.
Then, “‘mother!”’ he cried. There
was no ice left—only a small piece
about the size of a dinner-plate. The
soaking wagon-body told the tale:
the rest of his ice had melted away
in the fierce, unshaded heat by the
Allen door.

Through a blur of bitter tears Roy
caught sight of the empty freezer
awaiting its delicious contents. ‘I

LIMITED
Toronto

had to fix Miss Drusie,”” he said,
brokenly, - ““It—it took longer than
I thought it would.”’

He sat down on the lowest step and
pulled his hat over his blinking eyes.
Mother sat down, too, and in a very
little while she knew the whole story.

Then she got up briskly and bathed
the hot face in cool water and washed
the poor, dusty feet. ‘‘Now!’’ she
said, ‘‘there’s plenty of ice left for
a big frosty pitcher of lemonade, and
look what’s waiting to go with it!”’

Roy brightened at the huge choco-
late cake, topped by eight slim, white
candles, their wicks standing straight
and ready. ‘“We’ll have a big time
after all,”” he said.

‘““Mother,”” he remarked, drowsily,
at twilight, very full of cake and
lemonade, and very sleepy, ‘““mayhe
this was Miss Drusie’s birthday, too.
Did she ever have a birthday?’*

““Many and many a one,”” mother
answered.

“To-morrow,” Roy planned, nod-
ding gently, “I’ll take her a slice of
cake and a candle and ask her all
about it.”” When he had finished the
last word he was fast asleep.—S.S.
Times.
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A Great Blessing to be
Freed of Indigestion

For Years He Suffered After Almost Every Meal—
Attributes Complete Cure to Use of Dr. Chase’s
Kidney-Liver Pills.

The experience of many people who
suffer from indigestion is like that of
the writer of this letter. Stomach
medicines may
bring some relief,
but chronic indi-
gestion §s almost
Invariably the re-
sult of derange-
ments of the
liver, kidneys and
bowels, and cannot
be actually cured
until these organs
are set right.

With the liver
sluggish there is
constipation, and
the food ferments
in the bowels in-
stead of being di- MR. BARRETT.
gested. This is the source of pain and
suffering, and the cause of such dread-
ed diseases as appendicitis, peritonitis.

IN ANSWERINC ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘“THE CANADIAN CHURCHMAN."’

and kidney disease. It is much bet-
ter to be on the safe side and prevent
such ailments by the timely use of
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills.

Mr. J. D. 8. Barrett, Nelson, B.C,
and formerly of Twillingate, Nfid.,
writes :—“For several years I was a
great sufferer from indigestion. The
least bit of food caused me consider-
able trouble, and often I could scarce-
ly eat a meal a day. The many reme-
dies I tried proved futile until T be-
gan the use of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-
Liver Pills, and after using about
eight boxes I was completely cured.

“Since that time I have not been
troubled with indigestion, which I
consider a great blessing. I feel grate-
ful for this cure, and shall gladly an-
swer any inquiries from percons suf-
fering as I did.” q

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, 25¢
a box, 5 for $1.00, all dealers, or Ed-
manson, Bates & Co., Limited, To-
ronto.




