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out. What do you and the Boxites ARE.YOU FAT? _
JUST TRY THIS

Thousands of overfat people have be­
come slim by following the advice of 
doctors who recommend Marmola Pre- 
scription Tablets, those harmless little 
fat reducers that simplify the dose of 
the famous Marmola Prescription. If 
too fat, don't wait—go now to your 
druggist and for one dollar, which is 
the price the world over, procure a 
case of these tablets. If preferable you 
can secure them direct by sending 
price to the Marmola Co., 4612 Wood-

their nest a few times. But they 
took the greatest care that Hooty 
shouldn’t know it.

“It’s an old nest,” said Mrs. Blacky 
after their last visit. "I wouldn’t have 
used it again, anyway. I’ve discov­
ered a much better place for a nest. 
Those Owls are welcome to that old 
nest. I should think they would have 
some pride not be satisfied with an 
old nest built by someone else. They 
haven’t any pride. No, sir; they 
haven’t any pride."

So all the Crows went away from 
that part of the Green Forest, and.

ynthia think of December Bride’s idea of a 
Boxite badge, Cynthia? I think it 
would be fun, ‘and I am certainly 
going to get one if the idea ever 
comes in force.

It is getting near spring now and 
sugar-making will soon be here. Do 
you like maple sugar, Cynthia? I 
am going to try and send you a cake 
of maple sugar this year, so you can 
be looking for it.

Inclosed find recipes for Calamity 
Ann's "kuk-buk."

Will skidoo now. Good luck to all.

TIIE CTD ANCEP By JOHN 1111 o1NAIOLN GOODWIN

HOOTY AND MRS. HOOTY ARE 
LEFT TO THEMSELVES. 

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
Though we don’t like to. we must own 
Some folks are better left alone.

* —Blacky the Crow.
% It is surprising how quickly people 

lose interest in things when they do 
not turn out just as expected. The 
friends of Blacky the Crow had been 
very brave with their, tongues when 
he and Mrs. Blacky told them how 
their nest had been taken by Hooty 
the Owl and Mrs. Hooty. They had 
boasted of all the things, the dread­
ful things, they would do to Hooty 
and Mrs. Hooty. The next morning 
before breakfast, they had gone with 
Blacky and Mrs. Blacky to do the 
things they had boasted they would 
do.

But after they had had a good look 
at Hooty and Mrs. Hooty. and one 
overbold young Crow had lost some 
feathers and nearly lost his leg by 
venturing too near Hooty, they sud­
denly lost all interest, nor could 
Blacky and Mrs. Blacky arouse that 
interest again. Had it been that those 
Owls were any of Booty's smaller 
relatives those Crows would have 
made their lives miserable. But the 
sight of Booty's great fierce eyes, 
hooked bill and terrible claws was 
more than the stoutest-hearted 
among them could stand.

So Hooty and Mrs. Hooty were left 
alone. It is true that Blacky and 
Mrs. Blacky silently stole back near

■ "' SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING 
J CHAPTERS.
I "Jim Carey," in reality William 
Viravers Tallbois, son of Lord Tall- 
bots, whose recent death had left the 
restate and peerage without an heir, 
had at one time been the leader of a 
band or rascals composed of
I Callaghan. Belt. Vaille, Drummond 
and Slaney, who. sure that Carey was 
Ikilled in the Argonne, plan to black- 
■mail his daughter after putting her 
Iin possession of the fortune. This 
Fgirl is unknown to anyone save these 
Imen as the Tallbois heiress. She was 
born in the United States, but later 
brought to London by a Janet Mac- 
kellar when her mother died, and her 
“father had deserted them. The band 
Lproposes to find this girl, now about 
[20 years old..

Joan. "An’ so you're the owner of 
that great park place, Knayth—near 
where I’ve just come from. The 
place." she added bluntly, “where 
the footman was murdered."

“You heard of that?" said Joan 
very gravely.

“Heard of it! Folk talked o' 
nothing else down there. There ain't 
been such a sensation since Clieve- 
mead started. However. It seems to 
have died down now," continued Em- 
mie. "Looks as if the police have 
dropped it—anyway, they're stumped. 
Can't find a thing, out about it 
‘Nother o’ these ‘undiscovered mur­
ders,' as they calls ’em."

"It seems so," said Joan quietly, 
but rather pale. •

I future. I did my almost to separate 
his life from yours. In the end I 
fled with. you in the hope of escap­
ing from him forever.

"How far this was due to my 
jealousy of him and my love for you 
I do not know. If I have sinned I 
pray for forgiveness where alone 
forgiveness should be sought.

"I could not tell you all this while 
I lived for fear that you would turn 
against me and hate me. 1 should 
wish to keep the secret from you for 
all time. But I dare not take so 
much upon me. You have the right 
to know and to choose your way of 
life and your name.

"Don't think too hardly of me, 
little Joan.- Try and forgive a hard.

BOX J
To "Hamish Grant."

Dear Miss Grey,—After reading 
the most interesting latter of 
"Hamish Grant" I felt like writing a 
sort of answer to it.

I do not believe he is the “old man" 
he makes out he is, so may not re­
member some of the happenings that 
his letter brought to my mind of a 
time long gone.

In my own case it is a matter of 
hearsay, for I was but a little girl 
when my parents moved from Lon- 
don. I'll not say how many years 
ago. This I will say: I am not an 
old woman yet, but, old or young. I 
cannot remember when The ‘Tiser 
did not come to our home.

I wonder if Hamish is old enough 
to remembor( or has heard of) the 
wholesale drygoods firm of John 
Green & Co., also A. B. Powell’s. My 
father was a member "of the staff of 
both firms, and I have often heard 
him speak of his old friend who 
was the pioneer of the Westman 
Hardware Company.

The husband of one of my child­
hood friends has become a very suc­
cessful play writer,’ and I have just 
heard that one of them is to be given 
in Victoria. B. C. Perhaps if Hamish 
knew of it he would take out the 
little old "Henry J." and run in to 
seo it. especially if he, too, happened 
to know the playwright's better half. 
That was something else that made 
me feel like writing an answer to 
his letter: the fact (hat my sister 
lives on the same coast of Van­
couver Island, and I feel sure when 
she hears of it she will not miss see­
ing that play. When I read his jolly 
account of how he and his boys take 
their morning dip in the Pacific I al­
most felt as though I know him, for 
my nephews, like he and his boys, 
sprint across the lawn, dash in, and 
are off for their swim.

They do not have to wait to get 
cut the car and drive the intervening 
miles to old Lake Erie as we do here.

It is just possible if Hamish is old 
enough that be knew my mother who. 
with eleven brothers and sisters, was 
born and raised about nine miles

ward Ave., Detroit. Mich. They reduce 
steadily and easily without tiresome 
exercise or starvation diet and leave no 
unpleasant effect.—Advt.

BUDD.
You sent the first message of ap­

proval concerning the Boxite badge, 
Budd. Since you hold out such a 
tempting promise concerning the 
maple sugar, I shall be asking every­
one I see if the sap is running yet. 
Thanks ever so much for the recipes, 
and we are looking forward to your 
next letter. *

A Request.
The Mail-Box has received a re­

quest from a reader for the words of 
the poem by Laurence Binyon, from 
which the following lines are taken: 
"They shall not grow old as we that 

are left grow old.
Age shall not weary them, nor the 

years condemn.
At the going down of the sun in the 

morning, we shall . remember 
them.”

Can any of the Boxites supply 
these?

fl sat on the eggs all day, and Hooty f) 
sat near by keeping guard. At least . 
that is what he was supposed to be 
doing. As a matter of fact he was 
dozing most of the time.

But when the Black Shadows came 
creeping through the Green Forest 
Hooty becomes very wide awake. It 
was then that he started out hunt­
ing. And it was then that the fear 
of him was in the hearts of all the 
little people of the Green Forest and 
sometimes far beyond it. It was then 
that his terrible voice made them 
shiver and shake.

But the fear was as nothing to 
what it would be a little later when 
Hooty’s hungry babies would be cry- 
ing for food. That would be the 
time when all the little people would 
seek their safest hiding places after 
dark, and would keep even further 
away from that part of the Green 
Forest. Hooty and Mrs. Hooty would 
have it quite to themselves.
(Copyright, 1928, by W. T. Burgess.)

The next story: “Warm Coats for 
Baby Owls."

"I’m a fool to talk about it to you." 
said Emmie, quickly. "You see, 1 
ain't got nice manners an’ tact—like 
swells have. Polite s'ciety ain't In 
my line. That Knaytli business don't 
hurt you—you ain't there yet. But 
what are you doin' stayin' here 
alone?"

Joan told her of Lady Dunluce’s 
hospitality.

"Oh." said Emmie dryly. "Lady 
Dunluce, eh? An’ what's the next 
move. Joan?"

"I don't know or care!" said Jôan, 
stepping forward and seizing her by 
the hands. “What 1 want of you is 
his, Emmie: The day I come into 
my own, I want you to come and 
live with me for always, and be my 
friend—you, the only little chum ! 
ever had! We've always shared alike 
when there was -little enough to 
spare. Now there's plenty, you 
must stand by me."

"In other words, drop my job and 
come an' sponge on you," retorted 
Emmie, shaking her head,

"Then come and run Knayth for

dour old woman who guarded you 
and loved you.

“But take this solemn warning 
from the dead and remember I speak 
from knowledge. Keep the name of 
Ayre. Never seek to solve the secret 
of the other nor to claim it for your 
own. For so it will be the better for 
your life, for your happiness—and 
for your soul.

“JANET MACKELLAR.
CHAPTER XXV.

Emmie Looks Ahead.

.Joan Ayre, a typist, and her girl 
friend.
[Emmie Clegg, go tor a holiday on 
the Thames with
7 Aif Blodmore and another young 
man. Joan falls in the water and Is 
rescued by

Philip Mottisfont, a young barris- 
ter-at-law. He takes her to a house- 
boat where he is one of a party, and as they pass down the river he shows! 
Bier the Tallbois estates. The next 
day Joan goes as a sightseer to the 
Tallbois ancestral home. Slaney. 
who has secured a position in the 
household, spies upon her, and noti­
fies his comrades in London that 
Joan Ayre is the Tallbois heiress, be-
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Hawn
Hooty sat near by, keeping guard.

everybody else kept away too. You 
see in some mysterious way word had 
gone all about that Hooty and Mrs. 
Hooty were living there and so every­
body kept away. This just suited 
Hooty and Mrs. Hooty. You know 
they are not at all social. They have 
no desire for neighbors. Mrs. Hooty

About Ferns.Joan stood in the squalid little top 
floor room in Lambeth, and looked 
about her with mingled feelings. How 
curiously mean and unattractive the 
place seemed now!

For many days Joan had been in­
stalled at Charles street as the guest 
of Lady Dunluce. Already she felt 
as perfectly at home there as if 
Mayfair had always been her abode. 
Her hostess was both considerate 
and charming. She could not make 
enough of Joan. The careless, com- 
fort-surrounded life of the well-to- 
do had been wrapped about the girl 
like a cloak.

There had been dinners and little 
dances: email parties of happy, easy- 
mannered folk, and Joan had made 
many acquaintances among those 
who formerly had been no more than 
names to her. The Tallbois claimant, 
indorsed socially by so influential 
and sporting a dame as Joan’s hos­
tess, became a social celebrity. And 
the uncertainty of the affair made 
it all the more piquant for those who

Dear Cynthia.—May I come back 
,to the Mail-Box again just for a 
short stay?

Could I get some flower seeds— 
Canterbury Bells, Sweet William, 
Mignonette and Phlox, or if you 
haven’t these send any others? J 
have never had any seeds so thought 
I would try them.

Could that lady who has a Calla 
Lily in bloom tell me how to make 
mine bloom? It has leaves a foot 
long and is kept in the south win­
dow all the time, but it will not bloom 
Also what do you do for a Boston 
Fern? Mine has “suckers" on it— 
that.is the stem of the fern grows, 
but no leaves grow on it.

Will you please forward this letter

cause he has seen her drink from a 
goblet, the secret of which is known 
[only to the Tallbois family. On leav-) 
ing Knayth Abbey, Joan gives aims 
to a stranger who accosts her. She 
then meets Bell and Vaille, and ac- ERSEY € 

GREAMh 
SODA

cepts their proposition to make her 
Viscountess Tallbois of Knayth if 
she will pay them £ 40,000 when the

1 estate is hers. A mysterious note 
is found in the headquarters of the

I band, warning them to leave Joan 
Tallbois alone, and later all the 

proofs of Joan's claim are stolen, pre- 
1sumably by “Jim Carey." • Mottisfont 
agrees to act as her counsel, and is 
saved in a murderous street attack 

'by the intervention of a strange 
Iman, who disappears when the police 
arrive. Mottisfont receives a regis- 

,tiered letter containing all the proofs 
lof Joan's claim. Joan goes to live 
with Lady Dunluce. Vaille and Bell 
write Mottisfont saying they have 
turned the proofs over to him of their 
own volition. Slaney is mysteriously

! murdered as Joan’s case is completed 
ifor the courts by the finding of a 
I‘sea captain who commanded the boat 
which rescued Carey from a watery 
I grave. A bearded stranger had 
a forced the captain to go to Mottis- 
■font and admit his identity.
T The skipper nodded and made his 

farewells. When he had gone Philip
■turned to Joan.
1 "I have something else here to 
■show you,” he said, "the French army 
■record of Sergeant Le Mesurier of the 
■Foreign Legion. A full description 
land all identity marks—including a 
■blue tattooed wyvern on the left arm, 
with motto, ‘Semper Vigilans.’ The 
record also shows that he was award- 
Red the Croix de Guerre and twice 
■afterwards the bronze star to it, for 
■gallantry in action."
■ Joan's eyes, grew misty as she 
Ilooked at these relics of her dead 
Ifather.I “Our case,” continued Philip, "is 
■now absolutely complete. Applica- 
ItIon has been made, and on the ar- 
rival of the American witnesses, ex- 
Apected in a few days, it will proceed 
forthwith. For we now have the 
statement of your late guardian, 
■Janet Mackellar, that she left in trust 
for you, and it clinches the case even 
) better than could have hoped. Fail- 
Iure is now impossible. Mr. Langley 
I has it."
: Langley, who throughout had been 
Nsitting silent at the desk by the win- 
blylow, came forward with a paper.
:"This is a copy," said Philip, tak- 
sing it: “the original remains with 
the public trustee. He looked at 
■‘Joan and hesitated. “I fear,” he 
-added gently, “that this letter of 
■Janet Mackellar’s may cause you 
I pain, and perhaps it would be better 
• for you to remain in ignorance of 
l ) its contents. There is no real neces- 
F sity. Miss Joan, for you to read it if 
I you prefer not."
• ; “No matter." said Joan instantly 
I‘and with decision. “Give it to me!" 
a She took the paper and as she read 
it a strange thrill, a sense of dark- 
Iness and danger, crept over her 
Ithrough this message from the dead.
I 1 “My dearest little Joan:
f I “When this at last is placed in 
L your hands, the little money I had to 

leave to you will be yours and I 
J think you will then need it more 
1 than you do now. For I have a feel- 
Jing that trouble will come upon you 
F with the years. And I know that I 
[am near my end. But I have a con- 
i fession to make to you.
I “Your name is not Ayre. That is 
L < name I gave to you myself, for 
n good reasons, when you were still 
/ too young to remember any other.
F “You are the daughter of Helen 
ILloyd and William Travers Tallbois, 
r Englishman. who married your 
1mother at Calcraft. South Georgia, 
7 to 1897. Your mother died and con- 
■tided you to my care. I have tried

me and the London house, and call 
yourself my companion, if you like," 
said Joan desperately. “Only come 
and be my friend!”

“Ah." said Emmie, standing back 
and looking at her • curiously. "An’ 
the funny thing is. you mean it!"

"Of course. I mean it!"
"Just so. It wouldn't be you if 

you didn’t. You’d take me in there, 
among all your swells, an’ never be 
ashamed of me a minute. Me!" 
Emmie extended her arms, as if to 
display her squat figure and quaint 
features. "Well. It’s no go. my girl 
I’m not goin' to queer your pitch 
like that. Besides, you've got your 
life to live—an’ I've got mine.”

“But—Emmie---- "

4

to “Two Country Rose Buds"? I 
think I have asked enough for a 
dozen visits so must close. I will 
sign as before.

FAIRY OF LIGHTHOUSE CLIFF.
P.S.—December Bride’s idea a 

good one.—F. L. C.
I notice that there are several

Wholesome food 
for healthy young appetites.sought her acquaintance.

And now Joan for an hour found 
herself back in Lambeth. Despite 
the dinginess of the bed-sitting-room 
the girl friends had shared, a curi­
ous regret tinged • Joan’s feelings. 
Before life became so gilded and 
wonderful a thing she had been very 
happy there with red-headed little 
Emmie Clegg.

Of Emmie She had seen nothing 
whatever for nearly a fortnight— 
not, indeed, since the day following 
Joan’s change of fortune. All she 
had had was a letter from Emmie 
to say that her uncle, the market 
gardener at Clievenead, was ill. and 
that she had leave from Puttock and 
Cope’s to go down and nurse him. 
Since then not a word.

from London., 
His farm is "Purple Brae, and 

ours is "Burn Brae" (after my hus­
band’s mother), but our purple 
heather is the lilac. How I would 
like to see his bunch of heather in 
the fall. . .,

My letter is growing so fast that 1 
had better cut it off short, but not 
until I vote with both hands for the 
C. G. pin. VIOLET L.

I had a suspicion myself that 
"Hamish Grant" was not as old as 
he made out. Violet L. I’ll wager 
his daughter Kathleen is still but a 
youngster. Just thinking about it, 
Hamish, the Mail-Box itself isn t so 
very old yet, and neither does 
Cynthia call herself an old woman, 
so your little bit of fun is discov- 
eved. •I hope “Hamish" will see your let- 
ter. Violet L., and send us his ad­
dress. but. at any rate. I am sure 
the Boxites have all enjoyed your 
reminiscences, and perhaps some will 
be able to respond to them.

Boxites who come from your part 
of the country. Fairy of Lighthouse 
Cliff, but still we have room for as 
many more. I hope some one can"Wait!: Now be careful what you 

say, even though I can’t live with you. 
I’m sure you’re not goin’ to insult 
me by offerin’ me any of your money, 
Joan. For If you did. it’d be the abso- 
lute finish between you an’ me."

Joan dropped her hands with a 
gesture of despair.

“Id like to shake you. Emmie,” 
she said with intense feeling.

"You aren’t big enough. Never 
mind all that rot about money, old 
sal lye a stronger will than you 
have. Besides, I’m rich myself. I’ve 
had a surprise, same as you. I'm 
down in Uncle Ben's will for £ 500."

Emmie! But that's splendid. I’m so glad, dear." 
"Five hundred Jimmy o’ Goblins,” 
Emmie put a handkerchief to her 
eyes and brushed away a small tear.

I was fond o’ the old chap; 
always been very good to me. 
there it is. After I've worn 
black awhile, me an’ Ted is goin’ 
to get married. He has a bit saved, 
too, an we’ve got our eye on a shop. 
W e shall make good, all right. 
Foin to be very happy with Ted. He’s a man!"

Joan kissed her warmly.
1 ou II both be happy, dear 

best news yet, Emmie.
be your bridesmaid!"
said be pleased, my Ted an' me," 'as she is a real nice girl and I do not: 
Lady momie grinning, "to welcome, want to lose her friendship, yet do 
1altbois of Knayth. Weddin’ I not know her well enough to stop 

on the street and explain?

help you out with your plants. I have 
forwarded the letter as you asked, 
but am sorry that Phlox are the only 
seeds of those you ask for at present 
in the Mail-Box. If any more come 
in I will send them along to you. so 
if you don’t hear from the Mail-Box 
for a week or two, you will under­
stand why.

JERSEY CREAM RIC
SODA DIO

Joan, in fact, had returned in the 
hope of finding fresh news of I 
Emmie: not with the idea of bringing, 
anything away from the place.| 
There was nothing in that dismal 
room that she needed. She had sent 007to the agent and paid the rent for 
the room for two quarters in ad- 
vance. There were no letters: no 
sign of her friend. But at that 
moment, as Joan stood by the broken 
table, reflecting, she heard a well- 
remembered step on the stair.

The door opened and Emmie Clegg 
appeared—dressed from head to foot 
in sombre, tight-fitting black, that 
heightened the effect of her freckled 
white skin and flaming red hair. 
She stopped in amazement on seeing 
Joan, who the next moment had her 
in her arms and kissed her fondly.

"Emmie."

Question.
Dear Miss Grey—I was introduced 

to a young lady not long ago. and last 
week saw her walking down the 
street. I did not recognize her until

he’s 
But 
this

she had passed, but in the meantime 
she spoke to me and I realized that 
I had unintentionally snubbed her. 
Sunday morning she passed me on 
the street, and, no doubt thinking me 
a cad, did not speak as I raised my 
hat. Now. What 1 want to know,

I’m 
my

The 
l claim tj Got 0Miss Grey, is what am I going to do,“Joan!" gasped Emmie. And then 

she freed herself and stepped back. 
."S’pose I ought to say ‘my lady.’”

at the Little Church Around the 
“For goodness sake, don’t let us Corner. Reception in the Old Kent 

road. Other papers please copy. But look here. Joan—about you? Sure you’ve got a certainty? No 
“Poor old Uncle Ben,” said Emmie of your bein’ heatin' on the 

in melancholy accents, “been nurs- tirhan’a 41- - 
ing him! no one else there fit to do 
it.” “She coughed huskily. “No 
good. Burled him yesterday."

Joan felt a pang of sorrow. She 
remembered too well the kindly

Ashe remarked dryly.
PUZZLED. ;

1 think the only thing to be done is 
to explain at the first opportunity. 
Frank" explanations are always the 
best remedy. They "never leave a cloud 
or even a shadow of misunderstand­
ing. And if an opportunity does not 
present itself—then make one.

Budd!
Dear Cynthia and Boxites,—Here 1 

come again, with so many new ideas 
and things in your column I can't stay

Milburn’s
Laxa-Liver Pills 

The Great
Liver Regulators

talk nonsense! Never mind all that 
—what is wrong, Emmie?” said Joan -rou
anxiously. "You are in mourning." .====chance 

post?1171. . ------- onW hen s the show start?
"It’s begun now. The case is be- 
tore the House of Lords. It will 
take some days, but they tell me 1 can't fail."
"Ah:! A” who’s got the reins? 
Who’s runnin you?"

"Why, Mr. Philip Mottisfont Didn't you know?” slot 101

VA

simple old man who had been her 
host and Emmie's on that wonderful. 
Bank Holiday week-end at. Clieve- 
mead.

"Emmie! What can I say? I am
5Him!" Emmie's voice rose sharp.

Is ' and her face became grim. "What, 
heir in did.he?" Job? Shoved ham- 

r "He is my counsel. Emmie. It was 
Iwho chose him. He has been splen- 

owe him everything." "Mottisfont!" Emmie’s tone was like the rasp of a file on metal. “He’s 
doin it for you. is he?" She started 
up and her fingers gripped Joan’s 
Joan ‘I didn’t envy you - before.
Joan. But I do now.’ I do now! I’d € 
give a year’s work to be in your 
Place soon—just for one day"' your 
amazed do you mean?" said Joan,"

so sorry——
• "Can’t be helped. All got to go 
the same way." said Emmie shaking 
her head. "Don’t let’s talk about 
it. He was a decent old sort. May 
we all be as fit to go as he was. 
It's vou I want to talk about. What's 
all this wonderful tale about you 
an’ your title an’ money? ' Is it 
true. Joan? For all I’ve heard of 
it is—what I’ve seen in the papers." 

"You would have been the very 
first to know. Emmie, if you'd been 
here," said Joan, flushing. “But at 
the start I was bound to secrecy 
about it. and that day when I left 
the office for good I only dared tell 
you-----"

"Yes. yes—I quite understand
that. But let's hear about it, Joan."

She sat down and, breathless.

Coffee and TeaForThe duty of the liver is to prepare 
and secrete bile and serve as a. filter 
to the blood, cleansing it of all im-

‘Mean ? Almost snarled Emmie Him Yes. I’mseaal8-42 

listened to the whole story as Joan swer’d be.
poured it out * crather pale, stared in amaze.

“It’s a fairy tale!" exclaimed muent.
Emmie. “It’s like what you see in . You dog! I’d say," Emmie’s 
a play. An’ yet. the way you tell voice hissed between" her teeth 
Iit—it all sounds simple an’ reason- When I was a Wworkin’ girl
able enough." She rose to her feet, quid a week you thought I wee n 
and stared at Joan. "You, a lady underfoot. There’s ha been as 
of title: a millionairess—a swell,"Iof marriage! You'd take all I ham talk - 

Vou Mister Main-Chance Mottisfont!’ 
mouth!" hand across his lyin’

purities and poisons.
Therefore, when the liver is in­

active and failing to secrete bile in 
sufficient quantity constipation and 
other liver troubles soon follow.

Mrs. H. D. Hutchinson. Peter- 
borough, Ont., writes: “I have beer, 
using your Milburn's Laxa-Liver 
Pills and they have done me a lot of| 
good.

My liver bothered me a great deal,; 
I was drowsy and tired all the time 
and didn't feel like doing anything, 
let alone my housework. I tried 
everything, but your Pills seemed to 
do the work far better than any- 
thing I had ever taken."

Price 25c a vial at all dealers or 
mailed direct on receipt of price by 
The T. Milburn Co., Limited. Toronto, 
Ont.—AdvL

TOUR family or your guests will call your coffee or tea "the best I 
X ever tasted" if you cream it with Carnation Milk. This creamy 

. milk adds a new flavor and richness at less cost than cream. For
Carnation is fresh, pure, whole milk with about 60% of the water removed 
by evaporation till it is like cream, and then made safe by sterilization. 
For ordinary milk uses you simply add a little more than an equal part of 
water to take the place of that removed. For use in tea, add three parts 
water to one part Carnation. What milk could be more convenient and 
economical. , Order from your grocer several tall (16-oz.) cans or a case 
of 48 cans.

So justify that trust and I loved you 
as I have never loved any other liv- 
ing creature. You were the brightest 
ray in my life.

“Your father never again used his 
true name, for he dared not use it.
nor even openly claimed you as his 
daughter. He knew where you were 
end he agreed with the course I had 
chosen. He came sometimes to see 
you. He was the man you knew As 
“Uncle Jim.’

“I believe your father is now 
Bead. It is not for me to speak 
all of the dead. I knew but a little 
of William Tallbois’ life, and what I 
know I shall not tell you even now. 
I will only say that it was evil and 
wicked.

“I confess that I hated William 
Tallbois. I hated to see him with 
you. I dreaded his influence on your

she concluded bitterly.
"Emmie, why do you call me these

things?" .said the girl quietly. "I 
am just Joan. That's all.”

"That's it. True enough. "Just 
Joan’ There'll be one in that swell

“You dare to she y cried, trembling me-----.., / say those things to
push, anyhow, that's clean and 
straight. May they never spoil you, 
Joan! Don’t think me hard because 
I hate the whole crew o’ them, men CARNATION COCOA

Has he asked you more than that "No!" * Set?an’ women, too. I've better SAYScause 
don’t
little "No: He’s waitin' 

a winner!"
WHEELSNthan you’ll ever know. An’ 

think I’m not glad for you.
Joan. I'm as glad as it's my nature 
to be. I'd give one o’ my hands 
to see you happy." She stared at

4 teaspoonfuls cocoa, 6 teaspoonfuls sugar, 3 cups boiling water, 1 cup Carnation Milk, % teaspoon- 
ful salt. Mix cocoa and sugar in a cup. Have water boiling. Heat cocoa pot by allowing hot water 
to stand in it for a few minutes. Heat Carnation Milk by standing cup of Carnation Milk in basin 
of hot water for five minutes or more. Pour a little boiling water into cup of cocoa and sugar to 
dissolve them. Pour into cocoa pot, add remainder of water, boiling hot, then the hot Carnation 
Milk and salt. Serve at once. . Makes four cups.

"No! to be sure you're

TROUBLE IS OVEREmmie looked at her friend 

for 

then. 
Ing down the staircase, idly retreat- 
= o 
true:”, true! she muttered. "It is" 
rdhe Hie Erher Aisnecov-"True or not, I know one thing 
===27. 
Ayre, the typist han ever was Joan

Toronto Citizen Suffered So 
From Stomach He Feared 
the Worst; Tanlac Brings 

Complete Relief.
"Tanlac put me on my feet three 

years ago, and I have been in the 
pink of condition ever since.” states 
John J. Mathews. 12 Ashby Place, 
Toronto, Ont., well-known wheels­
man on the steamer Toronto.

"I had stomach trouble so bad that 
at times I simply had to use hot 
appliances in an effort to subdue the 
pain. Gas almost choked me after 
eating, and I dreaded this so much 
I frequently made a complete trip 
on the steamer—two days—without 
food. I could never rest, and felt so 
bad I could hardly stick to my wheel. 
In fact, I was so near ‘all in’ I 
thought I was going to have to give 
up completely.

“It was a great day for me when 
I went to the drug store and got 
Tanlac, for the medicine proved a 
god-send to me. I haven't had a 
sick day since I finished the treat­
ment, but have been feeling as fine 
as I ever did in my life.”

Tanlac is for sale by all good drug-- 
gists. Over 35,000,000 bottles sold.— 
Adv !

Clear, Beautiful Skin
CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS CO. LIMITED, 3a5 JOHN STREET NORTH, AYLMER, ONT

There are millions of tiny openings 
er pores in the skin and these must 
be kept open and clean if the beauty 
of the skin is to be maintained.

Because it cleanses these pores and 
encourages the healthful action of the 
skin. Dr. Chase’s Ointment is most 
effective as a skin beautifier. Rough­
ness, redness, pimples and all sorts of 
skin blemishes disappear by its use, 
and the skin is left clear, smooth and 
velvety.

(aintitil II
(To Be Continued,

(Copyright, 1922, by kind 
Syndicate.) 71Features

From Contented Cows”CONFISCATES BUTTER
- Special to The Advertiser,'Brantford, March 11.—Sixteen 

pounds of short-weight butter were 
seized on the local market Saturday 
morning by the market Inspector 
The butter will be distributed to the 
poor of the city. /

The label ta redanë white
Made la Canada by

CARNATION MILK PRODUCTS co., LT”
AYLMER, ONT,

Condenseries at Aylmer and Springfield, Oss

DR. CHASE’S OINTMENT 
eo Cents e box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates * Co., Ltd., Toronto MILK
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