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How Your Neighbor
. Ends Her Corns

In two days, usually, th'e corn dis-
appears. Only rare, tough corns neea
a second application.

The way is simple, easy, quick. It
is right and scientific. A noted chem-
ist evolved it. And it is made by a
world-famed surgical dressing house.
Don’t keep paring and protecting
corns. They are deformities—remove
them,

Learn how Blue-jay does it. It will
be a revelation. After that test you
will never again let a corn annoy you.

Make the test tonight. . e

corns . are nowadays? That

pained ~ look—that slipped-off
shoe—are not very often seen. The
reason lies in Blue-jay, which millions
have adopted. An easy, gentle, scien-
tific way to forever end a corn.

HAVE you noted how uncommon

Those corn-free folks don’t pare
corns. They don’t merely pad them.
They don’t use old-time treatments,
harsh and mussy.

When a corn appears they wrap it
with Blue-jay, then forget it. It never
pains again.

Chicago, Toronto, New York

Bauer & Black, Limited Makers of S urgical Dressings, etc.,
Corn

Blue-j a'y Plasters

; Stop Pain Instantly—End Corn Completely
Large Package 25c. at Druggists—Small Package Discontinued

Soup...

Ideal for

- Light Lunches 4

Here is a dish that every member of the family
will appreciate. It is easily made, nourishing,
satisfying and economical.

To each serving use three-quarters cup.of milk
and two tablespoonful of BOWES Peanut Butter.
Heat milk in double-boilers. Then pour very slowly
over peanut butter in a bowl, creaming the mixture
to remove all lumps. Return to double-boiler and
cook until thickened. Season with salt and dash of
nutmeg.

TRY IT—IT’S DELIGHTFUL
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inquiry. When . night came  again,
they had taken the two ashore at some
wild spot-and buried them; to make

identification harder, they had taken

the things that they had with them
and Dburied them somewhere else.
The child—A.un—Corvet had smug-
gled ashore and sent away; he had
told Spearman. later that the child
had died. ;

“Peace—rest!” Father Perron said
in a deep . voice. “Peace to-the
dead!” :

But for the living there had been no
peace, Spearman had forced Corvet
to make him his partner; Corvet had
tried to take up his life again, but
had not been able. - His® wife, aware

that something was wrong with him,

had learned enough so that she h\ad
left him. Luke had come and come
and ‘come again for blackmail, and
Corvet had paid him. Corvet grew
rich; those connected with him pros-
pered; .but with Corvet lived always
the ghosts of those he had watched
die with the Miwaka—of those who
would have prospered with Stafford
except for what had been done. Cor-
vet had secretly sought and followed
the fate of the kin of those people
who had been murdered to benefit
him; he found some of their families
destroyed; he found almost all poer
and struggling. And.though Corvet
paid Luke to keep the crime from
disclosure, yet Corvet swore to him-
self to confess it all and make such
restitution as he could. But each
time that the day he had appointed
with himself arrived, he put it off
and off and paid Luke again and
again. Spearman knew of his inten-
tion and sometimes kept him from it.
But Corvet had made one close friend;
and when that friend’s daughter, for
whom Corvet cared now most of all
in the world, had been about to marry
Spearman, Corvet defied the cost to
himself, and he gained strength to
opposé Spearman. So he had written
to Stafford’s son to come; he had pre-
pared for confession and restitution;
but, after he had done this and while he
waited, something had seemed to break
in his brain; too long preyed upon
by terrible memories, and the ghosts
of those who had gone, and by the
echo of their voices crying to- him
from the water, Corvet had wandered
away; he had come back, under the
name of one of those whom he had
wronged, to the lake life from which
he had sprung. Only now and then,
he had
when he remembered all; in one of
these he had dug up the watch and
the ring and other things which he
bad taken from Captain. Stafford’s
pockets and written to himself direc-
tions of what to do with them, when
his mind again failed.

ND for Spearman, strong against

all that assailed Corvet, there
had been always the terror of the In-
dian Drum—the Drum which had beat
short for . the
which had known that one was saved!
That story came from some hint
which Luke had spread, Corvet
thought; but Spearman, born near by
the Drum, believed that the Drum
had known and that the Drum had
tried to tell; all through the years
Spearman had dreaded the Drum
which had tried to betray him.

So it was by the Drum that, in the
end, Spearman was broken.

Miwaka, the Drum’
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The priest’s voice had stoppeds ’:
Alan slowly realized; he heard She
rill’s voice §peaking to him.

“It was a trust that he ‘léft«zo“:

Alan; I thought it must be tha
trust for those who suffered b¥ th:
loss of your father’s ship. I.dond
know yet how it can be fulfilleds Bl
‘we must think of thaty” ¢ 7
“That’s how I understand it," Alan
said. t
Fuller ® consciousness
Father Perron’s story mean
was flowing through him now.
great wrong there had been,
had known there must be;: but it
not been as he had feared, for be al
his had been among  the Wr"nge.t L
onies. The name—the new nameé thaf
had come to him—he knew what L
must. be: Robert Alan stafrord;'»",”'ns
there was no shadow on it. He wzu‘d
the son of an honest man and 2 5006
woman: he was clean and free; ,fri
to think as he was thinking 10¥ y:
the girl beside him; and to hope L
she was thinking so of him. *

of what
t toi’him
Wrong
as b°
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HROUGH the tumult in 1
physic®

he became aware of e
felings again, and of Sherril’s h'al
put upon his shoulder in 2 cord;d:
friendly grasp. Then another ha
small and firm, touched his, 3% .
felt its warm, tightening grasP Vi
his fingers; he looked up, and or®
eyes filled and hers, he saw, _W
brimming too. 10

They walked together, later in pite
day, up the. hill to the small ¥ o
house which had been Caleb
ford’s. Alan had seen the housetl&er
fore but, not knowing then whet’
the man who had owned it B i;ad
had not been his fathel he e
merely looked at it from the Outs‘ed
There had been a small garde® g
with flowers before it then; now o
and roofs were buried deep in sdoof
The - woman who  came to tBe agh
was willing to. show them thromg‘
the house; it had only five roﬂ‘oor
One of those upon the seCOBT g
was so much larger and .p1easﬂ it
than the rest that they hecamé qhich
sure that it was the ome 1B "'y
Alan had been born, and _Where pad
soon afterwar
died.

They were very quiet as t
looking about.

“] wish we could have kn
Constance said.

The woman, who had sho
about, had gone to another T"_f’m
left them alone. : 9

“There seems to have beer 2 et
ture of her and nothing of oubs
here that any one can tell M€ il
but” Alan ‘choked, “it's g00d
able to think of her as I canl n‘?whe!l

“I know,” Constance said. »y,,u
you were away, T used to thin¥ oarld 1
as finding out about her ant—
wanted to be with you. I'm gl’a
with you now, though you Y
me any more!”

“Not need you!”

“I mean—no one can Say
against her now!”

Alan drew nearer her, tré

4T can never thank You/r e
never tell you what you did fo ot
believing in—her and in me 2

hey sto?
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ter how things looked. A“dr me!"
coming up here as you did”to',, .
“Yes, it was for you, Alan gne

“Constance!” He caught h;’;
(Concluded on page 29.




