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3.79 Persons In English Family 
T7,480,201, iono/Greater London is the largest yet recorded- 

$3.79 persons, compare averace size of the present English family tween 1911 and 1921 the With 415 persons ten years previous. Be.
===== --------= the size of the average family decreased 9%.
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Do You Know What Thorinaite Is?
1 for ibe mineral now largely used in the manufacture of mantels 
the Island of Ceylon * lamps, and is not found elsewhere than in 
the Ceylon Mineral Survey discovery was due to the operations of
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The Haven lof Refuge.
For some moments the room ap- 

beared to be spinning round 
nuip as he sprawleS across the desk, 

rapidly his senses returned, and 
ne knew, by subconscious memory of 
an earlier experience, what had hap­pened to him. 1
The bullet had no more than 
srazed his temple where the hair 
was short, without Y breaking the 
2, right over the most sensitive 
lobe of the brain, and! had produced 
the stunned sensations which it al- 
ways does. He had felt it once be- 
lore, in the trenches before Festu- 
pert. His dazed brain recovered 
quickly. His first act was to blow 
out the lamp and plunge the room 
in darkness. Then, dropping on one 

beside the desk, the raised his 
eyes above the level of the window 

and peered out, guessing that 
another shot might follow at any 
moment. %

I can't resist you. Nothing human 
could. And when she understands 
from it is you who have preserved ml 
from the wiles of several and sundry 
ladies whose designs gave her bad 
quarters of an hour she'll fall on your 
neck and make you a thank offering* 
of me. See if she don't. Meantime! 
ask Aunt Mary if I may have four1 
more sweet cakes."

cigarette before replying. There was =-==.== 

ment’s incident clinched it.
ling ill you mine very much, dar- 

19. 

Ursnie wretched house short: 
Place Somewhere " We shall find a 
tr 

happens he replied quietly, "as it 
-== 

some replies to it amonse here are 
Cine only hope Well set some.

BY MARTHA McCULLOCH WILLIAMS 
1 . Coralie sang her gayest small song, 
but her heart was passing heavy. 

Therefore, Aunt Mary called to her through the open window, "Please, 
money, run over and ask Madame 

|Thompson if she can lend me a spool 
of black silk. Tell her she shall have 

it back tomorrow—I asked the mail 
WC for fetch me a lot, but can’t

-
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€ Since then time, ambling withal, 
had made a golden year. Madame |had slipped easily into the old neigh- 
borly if something shrewish habit- Ihad made much of Coralie and been| 
|tolérant of Aunt Mary’s heresy that 
the value of life and money depended| 
on how you spent them. Not a clou1 
until the week back when madame 
had said, apropos of Lacy’s absence: 
"I told him to go look up a nice rich 

!girl— if he gets that sort he’ll not 
|need to be afraid he was married for 
Ihis money." To which Coralie had 
anew 3 * " "Sure, madame :

% |"I think you’d better,” Coralie half 
|sans, not stirring from her knees be-| 
|side the carnation bed. "She won’t 
sleep tonight fearing she won’t get it| 
As a Christian lady you ought to have| 
thought of that."
"Minx! That means you’re too busy 
with those flowers," Aunt Mary re- 
torted smiling. She had achieved her 
end . diverted the girl from the 
worrying thought. She really could 
make out without the black silk— answered innocently: 
much better than she could endure you don’t think him|the lilting notes that were like joy "- 

I flinging defiance to sorrow
! "They tell 6
|I’m in the middle

-He ===== (01/ A savage, primitive instinct arose 
Iin him, a longing to his unseen 
I assailant by the threpat. It was 
/ to guess where 1 he presumed 
/ assassin might be. He could see 
/ nothing whatever. Th e tiny garden 
(could hardly have corficealed a dog 
I and was surrounde d by high walls.

Opposite and on 6th sides were the 
, back windows of neighboring houses 

innumerable windows, a few show- 
ing lights, bilt most of them in 
darkness, the nearest perhaps a hun- 
dred yards distant. It was from one 
of these that shot had evidently 
come. For several minutes he re. 
mained there wattching keenly.
Nothing happened. The sharp- 
shooter, whoever, he might be, was 
evidently not goig to betray himself 
by a. second a tempt. Philip rea. 
lized that, with-the lamp behind him 

i he had been as, fair a mark as ever
a sniper could I wish for at short 
range. It was, only the sudden 
movement that had saved him.
. Philip arose ? and examined the 
hole through the pane—a clean, 
round aperture, starring the glass.
1 here was a fairnt starlight and, mov- 
ing to the wall behind where he had 
sat, he felt over it rapidly. He re- 
membered that jhe had heard no re- 
port whatever—o nly the crack as the 
bullet pierced they glass. He found 
the bullet imbedoned in the wall and 
dug it out his penknfie—a 
heavy, soft lead projectile of about .32 calibre, flattened by the impact 

)and hollowed out at the base.
"Airgun!" said Pihilip to himself 
thoughtfully. A

that?” so homely as all.
Here was a situation even without 

me stories—right now Benecia Benjamin. The cheeriestICoralie retorted without turning her ! dame a heart whe 6 N.cm me. 
bop But af er two minutes she her again at the seashore she had i€ saying with downcast eyes: a manner proposed herself •
1soit you really-——"stopping tor. 7- there with the faintest possible - 

grimace.

me look at them," said Joan 

eoeit 
wecawill be a case of going where 

1 

it that this wretched country isn’t 
worth living in nowadays.”1 
toJoan, very willingly tackled the 
------ 

at grossly exorbitant prices faces 
acre 

ahm-oier with a ainkihe neart, till 

bright ray of light but was like a 
"Listen to this, Philip," she cried, 

well furnished and bath: tid 
APIN Meh, theme ech) 
ings. Tavy street. Covent Garden.’’ 
T It’s too good to be true!" 

boare and kmayth Che 
facts, they would both have lushed 
on it as a mere hovel. But Phillies Creeit hopefully as he took the

* . - as a visi-
, Madame had rejoiced in that—- 

she liked Coralie well enough—but 1 the Dares were neither rich and then I 
moreover they had not the right awe 
of money. She did not sense how 1 
matters stood betwixt the young folk : 
but felt a potential menace. Bene-] 
cia appeared to her as the answer to I 
prayer; loving money next to her 1 
boy, she yearned to have more and 
more of it for her descendants.

Benecia was beautiful, nose to the 
contrary notwithstanding. It was not 
quite the beak Coralie had imagined 
it, only a bit out of drawing balance 
by silken masses of the blackest hair, 
and east in the shade by a. perfect 1 
brow with the finest thin arched lines: 
of eyebrows. Oriental colorings of the I 
richest, a figure the perfection of 1 
gracious curves, small light-stepping 
foot that seemed to dance intuitive- 

dimples wherever dimples should 
properly lurk, with a sense of rhythm, 
that made her motions a delight. She 
was a charmer without counting the 
music. She did not sing, but played 
piano, flute or violin as only those 1 
born to the gift can play. She was 1 
moreover even tempered, healthy and blessed with a noble appetite. If 
had not cared for her host and host- 
ess the fare they set before her would 
have sufficed to make her happy.1

For two days madame was 11 2I 
seventh heaven—here was the 1 
for Lacy—fate could not have served 
him better. She hinted as much to 
him. For answer he smiled queerly, i 
Next day came dinner with the Dares A 
not fashionably late, but a hearty @ 2oclock affair, where it was the pare• 
of courtesy to eat till one could I 
no more. Aunt Mary was a cook, 
born and made. Coralie almost her 
equal, with black Daphne, the kitchen 
queen, supreme over either. Their tri umphs for this occasion would Alla 
Batumes even fuller than they filed 
benecia. She exclaimed over the goodness of everything. After coffee 

unsold she left the tare 008 
rest, flung herself into a the 
on the piazza and was almost ock I 
stauti asleep. Madame frowned 
Openly, but Lacy sighed relief. "Isn’t I she a beauty—now?" he asked in a 
- - 

bathing beach. Upon onoil, of the I 
tainous lady sat happily in Demote I

1 Dover revealed by trunks. "Her fam- father, grandparent?" 1 
ese fearful examples are lost on • 1 
siemhie she says outright when 1 mother in weight means to rival her 1 
alsnins de piy.then let@heion I
wander to Coralie’s slender elegances Iarandmothe. Iat on I
aba uptly; then to Lacy: "Tell her I 
haste about in the family—and make 1
= == :
(Copyright, 1923, by McClure News. •

_____ paper Syndicate.).

Never mind," said Aunt Mary, “I’d 
rather you make some tea cakes. 
I’m too busy—and if—if company 
comes I like to have some to hand 
round."The 

VISIT ( 
FROM 

. THE ( COMMITTEE

"Shut up, schemer!" Coralie said 
|undutifully. "You’ll have, your trouble 
for your pains; the company you’re 
hinting at isn’t coming here ever 
any more."

"Indeed! And why not?” sharp 
and short from Aunt Mary.

"Granny has found somebody with 
the price of him—that’s why!" from 
Coralie. "Miss Benecia Benjamin— 

|with tons of money and half a ton of 
|nose, I hear. Also, I hear, inclined 
|mightily to marriage—which is a 
slander or an appreciation, according 
to the way you listen."

"Who told you?" Aunt Mary’s voice 
was dangerously low. "Cousin Nan, 
while we were getting the peaches 
this morning," Coralie flung back. "All

ItMitill
A.I’

e

THE MARRIAGE GAME 
As Played to a Decision

* Every Day By 
Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Hatton

$

LOUES Cynthia agog over it-said Bennie was com- 
ing to stay a fortnight—gets there 
tomorrow afternoon — hence Mme. 
Thompson hoped we’d go light on 
our peaches, so’s to make ’em last 
while she had such company. I 
thought that almost impudent—con- 
sidering we give the fruit, rather 
than sell it----- *

b
REPENTING AT LEISUREC 

Harold—Here’s quarantine! We’ll 
have to set in line—the medical in- 
Spector is coming aboard! * 
Phyllis. Oh! Do we have to stand grants, inspected like a lot of immi- 
Harold Yes, all passengers on 

obligea tons from Asiatic ports are
Phyllis I’m s-so nervous! 

(Klened: ristand right beraa you

APPRECIATION. 

09 

and nobody seems to know what the 

fess 
which first attracted him.... chatan

Davi
derstand! They’re going to take you 
to quarantine, dear—for fifteen days! 
mSaelEgs—F-ffteen days? All b-by 

Harold—For heaven’s sale, dont 
cry, darling! - ise don’t 

d-ale without -want to go: rn 
Harold—No! Nor.

going without me: Duke not 
changed tags with that big Russian— 

so a yellow take to: why, you’ve 

the fold. So he goes free now, and you! Put me in quarantine with 

A Thyllis—Oh, Harold: I’m so glad: wills’ll never, never be parted.

MAI L, 
BOXWithout doubt thhe missile had 

come from some ty pe of extremely 
powerful airgun with a strong 
spring and compressor, a weapon 
that would be deadly only at short 
range, for it muster have a abort 
curved trajectory. Time impact show- 
ed it was murderoused enough at the 
distance from which, it had been fired. J seen

"W e’ll stop that foolishness—short." 
Aunt Mary burst out. Coralie shook a 
finger at her, saying: "We will not 
She shall have all the orchard’s best 
—and then some. Remember, I know 
the way to the hill orchard that has 
finer fruit than ours—and a bit later."

"H—m! Suppose you’re making 
your plans to be bridesmaid." Aunt 
Mary interjected with lofty scorn.

Coralie nodded with a smile that 
melted suddenly into hard-bitten lips, 
through which she said presently in 
breaks: "You and Dad have brought 
me up to be a good loser. Aunty, 
darling! I know you wouldn’t have 
me be less—in the face of this." 
She had grown up loving Lacy 
Field, Mme. Thompson’s grandson 
and sole heir, who had, however, 
nothing in his own right. His parents 
had been happy spendthrifts through- 
out their brief life together so the 
boy had lacked equally the harden- 
ings of thrift and the freedom of 
riches. He had had whatever money| 

|could buy, but always under surveil-| 
|lance. . Freedom, man will, was the 
one thing madame had denied him! Indeed she had lived in and for him 
pretty well ever since he was born. 
Thrifty, almost to the degree 
meanness all other ways, she had 
seemed to feel it a sacred duty toin- 
dulge even his slightest wish where 
indulgence had meant spending. It 
spoke volumes for the fineness of his nature, the cleanness of his soul, that 
spoliedduisence had left him un- 

He had written her many letters, 
sen her many small, pretty gifts 
What wonder that her eyes welcomed him even more joyously than red 
lips, or that she bloomed into a her 
and more exquisite beauty! The 
had been no tiresome explanations 
He had said over and oterplanations. 
we’ll Mait a bit the beginning. But 
after all she has done for the 5540

From March Wind.
1ear Miss Grey,—Lo! it has hap- 

pened! Two old men sit in the sun. 
their voices shrill in argument are 
borne to me on the chilly spring 
breezes. And what is this I see from 

my window of observation? A white 
hen, with very muddy feet, walking 
by, singing gaily. There is a triumph- 
ant light in her pale, yellow orbs as 
she casts them reflectively towards 
my garden plot. She is planning right 
grey to do havoc among my Cynthia

it “Must be something wrong with 
Tavy street. ker execk8 
able neighborhood, but that r hion- 
want, so it doesn’t matter. It would 
be quiet enough, central and spien- 
didly handy for me—it’s so near the 
Law Courts. It’s a marvel the 
price. But would you care for the 
neighborhood, Joan?” or the

"I think it sounds like a dream!» 
said Joan, “Let’s go and look at it, Philip, before it’s snapped up."The set off together in excellent spirits. Tavy street, when they ar- 
rived, proved to be a wide, quiet back street, just far enough from the mar- ketto be clear of any noise or bustle. The houses were good, but Endsleigh Buildings did not look in 
the least like a residence. The ground : 
floors were used as warehouses and| 
storage for paper by a big publish-less, thoughtless Ung firm whose offices were farther , where the trouble the street. There were two en- **
trances and two stairways, and on he third floor a door giving on to a 
stone landing was opened to them as they knocked by a pleasant and 
capable looking elderly woman, and 
announced herself as Mrs. Trent.
There was a large sitting room, 
two bedrooms and a smaller parlor. 
All were furnished admirably, almost luxuriously, and in the best of taste. 
It was really a charming suite—an 
oasis of rest and harmony in the des- 
ert of Covent Garden. The Highgate 
house seemed commonplace after it 
There was a little kitchen. Mrs. 
Trent occupied one of the rooms, 
but had an apartment of her own 
in the neighborhood; she would 
come in daily to cook and do all that 
was necessary. Joan was perfectly de- 
lighted with it all. S 
"How does such a suite of rooms 
come to be in a building like this?" 
asked Philip curiously, turning to the landlady. 6 100

In France I’d have 
‘a fool for affording € 
:he said grimly, “but

>called myself 
uch a chance,”
1 who expectssnipers in Highgate I have evi- 
pretty hornets’ 

What should he do. Inform the 
police and have all those houses 
opposite investigated?. Little use 

, The plan must have beean well laid: 
:the sharpshooter had certainly taken 
f precautions to cover his tracks. And 
:there would be the fusss—the pub- 
:licity. He pictured Joan’s anxiety 
: and terror. She would 1 blame her. Belt for having brought danger upon

. Phyllis—Wouldn’t it just be net 
aratsa dreadful it we had to Be sp- 

sweetheart die away from you, 

Phyllis—Bad boy! You mustn’t 
Put your arm around me now!
Harold-— I’m only protecting you, 
dear. When we’re married I’m ale 
ways going to take care of you!

• Phyllis—Oh, look! Here comes the 
wives.... That’s doctor!
lies.

Her Counter-Play Yes 
and careless, thoughtless husbands, 
of the trouble where the other half

many women lose their charm Ereat 

the intimate companionship of 
wives. And even the flower 

of charm of a woman’s character

dently 
nest!"

stirred up a

Harold—Never, darling!.
caThvilis—Shh: You’ll have to be 
tor back ainicomes the same doc- 
== 

line again, pleasarantined—step into
Phyllis—Oh Jarolal 
- 

all rights But doctor doctor? I’m 
the woman I can separate me from

Doctor Youllbe -right! This l be separated, all 
spend about t says you re due to 
tine! Move alonty days in quaran- Copyright, 192E to the boat now!

Companbublie Ledger

Hasn’t April been a fickle jade this 
year —just a trickster of promise 
and lies. Yet patience. We’ll awaken 
ore of these mornings to the early 
fall of mellow sunshine on our blinds, 
and arise with the realization that 
romance lives, after all, on that 
April, the genuine, came to my 
open doorway last Sunday evening. She dashed something right in ny tacoit was moist and warm and 
pungent. Maybe King Mided 
paused in his perpetual task of trans- muting roses to give me a sprinitle 
from his pitcher. Anyway, I was changed . instantly from a leaden image into something human aan. Gone for the moment were the rav- 
ages of winter, and once more sect 
hope waved her pinions o’er my head. 
At once, a gay song leaped into my 
thawed-out heart—"down the lane in 
lilac time,” it said, over and over, till my inner vision rushed 1 
meet the velvet dusks of summer 
rich with the scent of Ilacs blooming by the gate. There, too, was the 
tranquil beauty of a silver rim of 
moon, and over all the sweet sadness 
of a summer evening. Gather them 
up, said my heart, all the signs of 
early summer—and memory did so 

Brink back May once more, and me 
|drunk with joy from gathering violets,| back the grove by the old schoolhouse, with sassafras growing There, and wild strawberries and 
swinging grapevines in its cool 
depths. Let me hear once more the 
Ideep, bass croak of the old frog down 
in the sugar bush, and see, with childish eyes, the dazzling house with the golden windows. Put in lots of 
peach blossoms, I demanded, showing| 
through a blur of spring rain. And 
grass beneath my bare feet—ang 
memory gave all I asked and 
And now, spring madness, ere you 
=e 

EE- 

fares forth in the Sunny Jim as he 
his beloved. Do gloaming to meet

one in passing: MARCHE IOCR 
when hr in deed to be Cynthia Grey in sharing Boasites are so thoughtfui 

her letter, spring joys. With 
kindest of Notch Wind sent me the 

of which ‘when Iand a tiny parcel, 
handful the opened it, enclosed a 
still moist and of a toveltrakata
! A New Member : I 
joinmglad you have at last decided to

Doctor Excuse me, miss—let me 
see your tongue—now your eyes- hum:—I m afraid — 
esse

Phyllis Yes — yes, doctor. You come, too, Harold, - actor. You 
Doctor—Get back into line, there 
young man, or there’ll be trouble!lhyllis I—I want you to come! Harold Phyllis: You don’t un-

"No!" he said; “I’ll deal with it my 
‘own way. I’ll not have Joan wore 
ried by a trifle like this. She’d 
magnify it out of all proportion. 
Iney II not catch me napping twice."

He opened the door softly, and 
saw with relief that the light was 

:not in the front sitting-room. Joan 
had gone up. It was certain she 
had heard nothing. But there was 
a tell-tale hole in the window.

After a moment’s thought Philip 
wrapped a cloth round his hand and 
deliberately thrust it through the 
pane where the hole was. A foot or 

: two of glass gave way and tinkled 
onto the flower bed below. Then 

: he moved a bookcase so that it Cov- 
ered the bullet mark on the wall. He 
gathered up his papers and left the 
room, after fastening the shutters carefully.

DaThe Referee—She wins—you hus- 
bands think it over.

MR. BLACKSNAKE MAKES A 
SHREWD GUESS.

“It seems," he said, as he mounted 
the stairs, "that Messrs. Vaille and 
Bell consider me sufficiently danger- 
ous to justify extreme measures. I 
hope," he added grimly, "to convince 
them how very right they are about tenant, who sometimes slept there 
that. had put them in a bathroom.

left a few months ago.
at I Philipen are the rooms yours?" inquired 

"No, sir. They were taken only ten 
days ago by a gentleman, who fur- 
ished them, intending to live there. But 
he is going abroad,’ said Trent, 
“and as he does not want to give them 
up, he has put me in charge. He will 
let the rooms, provided I remain to look

Joan, who was much taken with Mrs. 
Trent. We shall get nothing half as Good." • 0

"Yes,
By Thornton W. Burgess.

rented by mere Yes, said Philip, after a moment’s Nos well we do not know our fate, consideration, we will take the rooms | guess the troubles that await. 
He and Mirs. Trent, on a monthly agreement.’ Drummer the Woodpecker.

,“Very good, sir. Then that is settled. Had Drummer the Woodpecker have an agreement form which you known who was listening
Sdrummed his joy because then he! 
Iansbrought him the form and Philip, house he and Mrs. Drummedan expert in such matters. - •?hpan *.:1a: *a 
it carefully. The terms were honest and 
straightforward enough, but Mrs. Trent 
was cited as the lessor, and there rent no other name. raere was 
The terms are satisfactory, said 
Philip, “but I should prefer to know 
dikeowner is and deal with him

She explained that the 
originally offices.

."What is wrong with the little 
back room, Philip?" said Joan 
breakfast one morning. "The panes 
broken, and there’s a fearful draft?

"I felt a draft there last night,” 
said Philip, helping himself to toast 
"The window? I broke it myself?”

“But how—79 Si

Ailing Children Get Well! Had 
you known 

drummed his joy because the new 
and Philip, house he and Mrs. Drummer had 

examined beenbuilding was finished, he 
wouldn’t have flown away with Mrs. rummer in search of a dinner as 
happily as he did. No, he wouldn’t. 
Probably both he and Mrs. Drummer would have forgotten all about din- 
her, and I am quite sure that both fov them would have lost all their 

in the new home.
ousee it happened that Mr. 

Blacksnake, who had awakened from ==---- 

ato g close to the fence, and wonder- he would get the next 
when he heard that rat-a-tat- 

nt coming from a tree just ahead of

was required of feeling sound.”: But he has a way 
: trehere’s a Woodpecker up t that 

thought Mr. Blacksnake "And if I know anything about it, he has anest up there. If he hasn’t he

was sure I would find "EEs up there." 
he th rotor the tec 

====== 
-cenowas 

have to travel a long distance with:

one Laxative
A small dose at bedtime brings relief 

and laughter by morning 
TOSPITAL and doctor’s rec- 

ords prove that 75 per cent of human ills has its origin in 
the intestinal canal, complicated what is commonly called 

constipation. Re- 
alizing what that 
figure means, mothers should

yrup Pepsin 
ANY FAMILY MAY TRY IT FREE 
s. -inin 
worthy laxative that anyone a the rust- I 
can use when constipate nJentry I 
- 

-, 
Toronto; Ont. Do it nowlind I

He Sa A aipe Instant- 
and Growled.

"Pass the marmalade, will you.
:darling? Oh, just clumsiness. It can 
be put right for ten shillings. We’ve after his interests and do All., 
got to leave the place in order when tenants wigh for; and all service the
we go." Will pay my wages“When we go? Have we got to himself, and you can deal with me.

•leave here then, Philip? * uthe has several applicants, I be-
be rose from the table, and lit a Let us take it, Philip," exclaimed

out a chance to get anything to 
-"It’s worth trying," hissed 
Blacksnake at last, and slowly 
coiling he prepared to climb 
tree.
, Just as he started up that 
Johnny Chuck happened alone saw Mr. Blacksnake, ed along. 

Chuck dien t like srowiea. Johnny 
He wasn’t afraid of him Blacksnake, 
was too big for Mr. Blacksnake toBut he didn’t like Mr. Black- 
snake to be around. You know no 
body likes Mr. Elacksnake, know no- 
timosh then Johnny saw for the first 
ia lot of very tiny chips 
wood scattered, about the foot meant free. He knew what they 
Drummersnuessed right away that 
Drummer had made a new Memeu 
neckssme e c.fan Dis. 

knew that somehow Mr. letter and s.
Blacksnake had . guessed that there Aquilla will 
soins upto anthat tree and was

The hair along Johnny’s back st 
up, and he showed all back stood 
he grated them. But there reeth as thing he could do. Blagasht a paid no attention to him Blacksnake 
kept right on without hurrying at He He seemed to know that he cos at all. 
his time. 41 ne could take

eat. 
Mr. 
un- 

that

T fear that is impossible, sir. For 
all I know he has left the country al- 

ready. I am empowered to make all 
|arrangements and deal with tenants. 
|A shade of doubt crossed Phillip’s :mind. - *1**0 S"I Had Bilious Attacks

and Stomach Weakness”
_ Mint. Wm. Robinson, Yon-

101-06. rest c Saskk., writes:
"abet ze a Hite a: suffered from stomach and 
110 032110 yet trouble, and used to have .X bulo’s stacks so bad that I could = Y do ithng for t. 1. .. .0 =mFor weeks at a time.

== tach would be so weak —st that lot even a drink of water e pi teuldutatonit. On my sister’s == advice I began to use Dr.8Chase’, Keney-Liver Pills, and kEuathe they have made me 
feel likta new woman.”

DR. CHASTS
KIDNEY-LIVEROLS 

One pill a dose, 25 Cents a box, andel
& Co., Ltd., Toronto -Edmanson, Bates

tree
"Then," he said, "I do 

take the rooms.’
He 

and instantly henot care to contrive methods Laxative Syrup Pepsin, which of handling their dren never object to takinhichchil- 
children while they like the taste. By akin as they
still control them youngster will be wells the
that will prevent Likewise if the nostrils are stuffed these future dan- up or there is persistentgers. Teachchil- a dose of Laxative gents cozing, 

bowel movement, and peculiarity of will break up the fever and cold, 
watchful of young girls. Insist , Mr. A. F. Lithgow of Montreal,
on two passages a day until the keeps his family well in that way,age of 18, when one is usually and Mrs. E. Whalley of Winnipeg,
sufficient., Give plenty of oranges Man., has been using Laxativeand apples, plenty of butter Syrup Pepsin for her baby, ive
because it lubricates the intes- mother and herself. Dr. Caldwell’s|
tines, and encourage the drinking Laxative Syrup Pepsin is a vell’sof water. 8 table compound of Egyptian senne
.If you detect restlessness, belch- and pepsin with agreeable aroma-|ing, gas or wind on the stomach tics. The formula, however, is on

.sleeplessness, or lack of appetite. cry. package. Druggists have |• examine the tongue and V sold it with satisfaction to their Ifind it coated, accompanied will customers for over 30 years, andunpleasant breath. The child € it is now the largest selling family

torerio boule today. i: . : you fee 
teaspoonful of Dr.Caldwell‘s acutie and the cost is less than

as Trent did not seem anxious wener did or not.
JoaDonzt, miss it, Philip," whispered 

sure it WBEL Y heart on id I’m
Philip hesitated. No rent — 

until the end of the first month’s ter 
any; otherwise he would have the lent 
it was a swindle in the circumstances. 
An unusual arrangement for a fur 
nished place—but the terms were really 
consideration.as* On the following Monday they moved 
In. The owner of the Highgate house was glad to have the placescleanhouse 

made no difficinties. Joan and Philip 
found the new quarters even more ad. 
mirably comfortable than ad 
pected, Mrs. Trent seemed atreasuex. 
her cooking was a dream. OASUES: 
second day Philip, who had been at the 
courts during the morning, camoafths 
Lunch. Afterwards he had a word ineTrent, as she was clearing away. T "Is there any reason,” he said, "why 
I should not know who the owner 

this place is, and why he has not dealt with me? I have a reason for asking.’ 
(To be Continued y1 (Copyright, 1922, by King Features 

Syndicate.)
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The recipes sound immensely good.dll. 
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Yes, 
eggs. I don’t

t‘Oh, dear, I do hope that neither 
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