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,in a black mackintosh, and a tweed

;looking for this house.
{at the

,and the gate clicked.

. dusk O¥8r the little coast town of

-lown, 4 man of tall stature gazed

/1ike one who is in unfamiliar coun-
i iry, and not quite sure of his bear-
(ings. "Wurning a sharp corner where

' hedges, he came upon a very snug

.«

CHAPTER 22.
The Skipper’s Decision.
A warm drizzle set in with the

Somewhere out at sea the
fog siren of a lightship bleated llke
& lost calf,

Leaning on » gate in a lane that
skirted the hillside high above the

out over the misty sea with thought-
ful, brooding eyves. He was wrapped

hat was pulled 10w over his face. The
moaning of the fog siren seemed to
please him, mournful though it was,
and now and again he glanced up at
the darkening sky. Not till the gloom
Rad intensified did he set off along

the lane, with a light, noiseless step. |

He looked about him as he went,

the road was fenced with high thorn

iittle bijou villa, standing we!l back |
from the road among shrubberies, |
with a neat green gate. A white|
flag-staff, taut and well rigged, stood
up from a patch of grass near the|
house,

The wayfarer had evidently been |
He paused
gate, looked around him, |
opened it, and walked up the wind- |
ing path between the laurels. The
porch of the house was dimly lit, but |
before he reached it the man halted |
and scanned the windows keenly. He
was about to make for the door when
footsteps became audible in the road,

The tall man hesitated a second,!
and then dodged noiselessly in among
the laurel bushes, which afforded an
effeetive screen. A burly man wear-
ing a bowler hat and a long oilskin/
came up the patlf, quite unconscious
that he was being watched as he|
passed, and, reaching the porch, rang
the bell.

“Mr. Grier in?” he asked the maid |
who. answered the door. The next
moment the visitor was Inside. |

The man in the laurel bushes pro- !
truded- his head, and looked with]|
pensive surprise at the door through
which the man had passed.

“The mate!” he murmured. ‘I re- |
member him as though it were yes-|
terday. He is older, and fatter, but
it is the mate. Strange. So birds|
of a- feather still hang together— |
after all these years!”

The unbidden visitor considered,
and then went quietly round the
house to the back, where the light |
from a parlor window shone out dim-
ly across a small grass plot. This |
window seemed to attract the man.
He crept close to the side of the|
house and moved vary gently to-|
wards the light.

Meanwhile the caller who had en- |
tered the house took off his eil-skin
and was shown into a small sitting-
room, brightly lighted, where a man
of about 70 with a gray close cropped |
bear®, keen blue eyes and a face|
seamed all over with tiny wrinkles, |
sat smoking in an arm chair with a
tumbler by his side.

‘“Evenin’, Capt. Grier’
caller, as the dqor closed.

The older man rose and
slightly.

“I'll be obliged to you, Jem, if yvou'll
drop that title,”” he said. ‘‘Mister |
Grier, if you please.”

“Anything you like,” replied the |
visitor with a grin. “I got the habit |
of doin’. as I was told when I sailed |
a8 your mate. Mate!” he chuckleq, |
“fust officer, they call ’em now, I
believe. But we're always Bob and|
Jemswhen we're ashore.”

“What i It yoh want?”
Grier rather impatiently. He mo- |
tioned his visiter to a chair and|
jerked his head toward the whiskey
bhottle. “You haven't come for noth- |

sald the

frowned

said Mr.

t how

| courge,

| folks.

{light that

| tossed it on to the coals.

| the breed.

| deny I'm Robert Grier of the Carrick-

i An’ if they worry me I shall slip right

‘

ing. We're old friends, but we don’t
see much of each other.”

“I came to ask you if you've seen
this,” said Jem, taking a pgess clip-
ping from his notebock, “knowing
you ain’t much of a readin’ man. It's
in.the papers again: today, an' it
sayB,”’ he added, handing the cutting
to Grier, “that Capt. Grier, who com-
manded the S. S. Carrickmore in 1900
is askéd to communicate with P. Mot-
tisfont, Middle Temple, London, I
thought I'd like to know, Bob, what
you'ra goin’ to do about it.” .

Mr. Grier flung the cutting back
at his visitor with intense irritation.

“You're the third fool in 'two days
that's asked me that /question," he
said viciously.
a man m the town that knows me
slightly came up here amd showead
me the thing. Said he noticed it in
the paper, and wanted to ,know if Y
was the Capt, Grier that was meant.
One o these silly, gossipin’ fools!”™

“Ah” said the mate, “an’ what|
might you have answered him, Bob?” |

“lI said I wasn't,” retorted Grier, |
“an’ that I knew nothing about it |

{ The name [ go by here is Richard, |

not Robert.”
The mate nodded approvingly.
“So you ain’'t going to answer it,'
eh?” . |
No, I'm: not!”

said gGrier. He
lowered his voice. “Look here, Jem,
i's a long time since the -Carrick-
more was lost, but 1 take partic'lar
care not to have it raked up. She
was a rotten ship, as you know, In
sured for a lot over her value. I lost
her for the owners. You remember
it was worked. They paid me
£5,000 for the job, an’ mighty well
the beggars did out of it.
a thousand yourself——" |

“Hlush!” whispered the mate nerv- |
ously. He glanced at the half-open |
window, and crossing the room closed !
the sash. ‘“Things get overheard, |
Bob, when you least expect it. Don't |

You got |

| talk =0 loud.” |

“You're quite right, Jem,” mur- |
mured the older man, “though, o |
we're all right here.” Hel
lowered his voice to a little almve!
a whisper. “Well, throwing away a |
suip and doing the underwriters is|

| an awkward job. Clever as & thought |

we'd been, I had a bad tim: at the|
Board of Trade inquiry. 1 came
through it, but they suspended my
ticket for twelve months.”

He spat into the fire. !

“A lot T cared. T'd done with the |
sea. Settled down at Sunderland on |
my five thousand. Turned 1L into a |
bit more. Came here a year ago ar 'l
took this little place. I don’t talk
about the Carrickmore, Jem. Veople!
know I was a sea-faring man, an’ .
that’'s all. Though the job's over|
twenty years old, an’ most of the|
who knew me are dead, _'.'0\1!
never know when a thing like that is |
goin’ to crop up again. The law's|
got a long arm. Truths come to |
vou'd think was dead an’|
buried. For it was a job that'd mean |
three years in quod, Jem.”

He picked up the slip of paper and l

“How do I know who this lawyer
is, an’ what he wants with me?
Who's P. Mottisfont, Temple? No
lawyers for Bob Grier! 1 don't like
It looks like a trap.”

He rose and pointed a finger at his
old shipmate.

“An’ that's why, Jem, wild horses
won't make me rise to that advertise-
ment. No matter what that lawyer’'s
after, or what his lay is, he won’t get
hold of me. It's too risky. I shall
more;

let 'em prove jt if they can.”

out an’ go abroad for a bit. I wouldn't |
let anybody pump me—not for a
thousand quid cash!” 1

“You're right, Jem,” said the mate !
warmly. “Im with you all the way. |
el oty {
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Laxative Syrup Pepsin |
Helps Nature Give Relief

Try it when a Laxative is needed and
. see !h wonderful resuits

T fe mot necessary to take a
violent physic for so simple an
asilment as constipation. Yet
many thoughtless parents give
mercury in the form of calomel,
and coal-tar in the

form of phenol

when a matural

vegetable com-

ANY FAMILY MAY TRY IT FREE

Thousands of parenis ere asking
themselves, ‘‘Where can I find e trust-
worthy lazative thet anyone in the family
can use when constipaled?”” I urge you
to_irv my Lazxative Syrup Pepsin. I
will gladly provide a liberal free sample
boltle, sufficient for an adequale test.
Wrile me where o send il. Address
Dr. W. B. Caldwell, 23 Caldwell Build-
ing; Toronto, Opt. Do it now!

lieve you over night even if the

“Only "this morning |.

i head and those brooding eyes bhefore.

{I have never

That’s what I came here about; I was
a bit nervous. You and me were both
in the job. Then you'll keep mum!”

“Mum as the dead,” whispered ex-
Capt, Grier., “He had a hand on the
mate’s shoulder. “No matter what
they offer, you an’ me know nothing
about the Carrickmore; nor the Flor-
ida coast, nor anything connected
with it. That’s agreed?”

“Absolutely,” replied the mate with
decision. He helped himself to whis-
key with an air of relief. “An’ now
I'll be gettin’ home, Good-night,
Jem.”

The two men shook hands and the
mate departed. As he went out
through the gate into the lane he
chuckled.

“There ain't ‘'a man alive could
shake Jem off that,” he murmured
to himself, “and right he is. What
he says he sticks td”

The mate had been gone some
twenty minutes when another visitor
rang the bell of Acacia Villa.

“Is Captain Grier in?” he inquired.
The maid servant, who was a mere
child of 44, with a huge bobbed cap,
looked up at the lengthy proportion$
of the caller with awe. A pair o fin-
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The Boxites are beginning to perk
up a bit and give Cynthia a Iittle
stimulus in her “efforts to make the
Mail-Bcx more and more interest-
ing. .

“CGioldie” sent in simply heaps and
heaps of encouragement with her let-
ter today, and then there Is *“De-
cember Bride's” suggestion about the
Boxite badge

Think what a lot of fun it would
be to spy a badge and sayv “There’s
one of the mysterious correspong=
ents”” And on your holidays you
would find all sorts of folks with a
“tie that binds,” if we were all wear-
ing Cynthia Grey brooches. I would
be fhrilled to have my initials on it.
How about silver with a wee bit of
tensely keen eyes twinkled under the | blue enamel? I am awfully eager
wet tweed cap, and water streamed |to know what the Boxites think of
from the black mackintosh. it.

“W4it a minute, please,” said the
maid, and entered the parlor. A.deep
growl was heard. She returned, 100k~
ing grather flustered. :

“Will you please state your busi-
ness sir, Mr. Grier says.”

The caller took out a half sheet of
paper, scribbled a few words on it,
and folded it carefully in four.

“Give him that.”

The maid took the note, and, pres-
ently reappearing, held open the sit-
ting-room door.

“This way, sir, please.”

The visitor entered the room. Cap-
tain Grier was standing erect by the
fireplace. Ie stared at the stranger,
his eyes were bright with-anger, and
his beard bristled with suspicién.

“What do you want?”’ he growled.

“Just five minutes private conver-
sation with you, Captain,” replied the
visitor easily. He spoke with a strong
cockney twang. It was admirably
done, and Grier did not for a nfoment
guess that it was assumed.

Am beginning to receive a great
many requests for seeds. I hope
somebody will find time to send off
a package to thé Mail-Box.

Goldie!

Dear Cynthia,—Inclosed find some
recipes for the Cook Book. How
much longér have we to send recipes
in? I might find time later to copy |
some more that I have found tasted .
good. |

I am so glad you are asking the!
members of your page not to ask for |
clothing, etc, although I know many
a needed one rececived help. It does |
rob the column of interest, though,
doesn’t it? So let’s all stand by Miss
Grey and help her make the page of |
interest to all. We might send in
some household economy suggestions,
some experiences with your training
of the e¢hildren, and we might also
tell what we think of the different
departments of The London Adver-
tiser. s

I'm so glad Gump is able to be up.

“] don’t know you,” he snapped. |I think his sayings in 4 recent paper

“It's hardly, likely you would,’ was |were so splendid. Can you imagine
the reply. “It's a mighty long time gaking enough pills to have .ball-
since we met. Twenty-two years Or | pearing joints? Think I'll puy a. box
more, I should think. But I remember | when I fell the rheumta-tiz coming
you as if it were yesterday.” He |on. What say?
paused. “I sailed with you on the| It will soon be spring and I'll not
Carrickmore.” be sorry. It takes so long to robe

“youwre a liar!” exclaimed Grier.|t{he kiddies before going out these
His wrinkled face turned a deep plum | cold days.
color, and he breathed hard. Must away. We are nicely settled

“Come, come, Captain,’ said the|irn our mew home now, but will find
visitor pleasantly. “That’s hardly the lots to do when spring cqmes——botl}
way to put it. One would think you outside and in the house. Yours truly,
had reasons of your own for denying : : GOLDIE.
it. Such a simple fact is easily Am more than dehghted tf) ﬂndl
enough proved.” some one backing me in my fight. to |

(_‘ai)tain Grier bit his lip. He was | make t.he ’pag:e as interesting as 1t?
no actor. He saw that he had made |is possible. Your letter was full of |
a blunder. - encouragement, Goldie, as well.as the 3

“] sailed as a fireman on that|nice recipes. Am sure you will find |
ship,” said the stranger. “You a.rejtlme to write us again. ‘
quite sure, f{apt:\iin. you clolnjt rccoﬁ- Song of 16 Verses. !
nize me?’ He threw open his mack- : e
ulrit/oskr:l and boldly pushed his hat to| Dear Cynthia and all th.e Boxites—
the back of his head. Grier looked | Here I am again after an absence
at him with faintly puzzled eyes. He |of a few months. 1 was glad to see
cast his memory back through the|so many old. Boxites coming back to
vears, wondering if it was fancy, or | visit us again. |
whether he had seen that high fore- I hope Calamity Ann may h.'lvei

success with the cook-book. I will

see if I can't find some recipes toi
send in. o
I see where someone was wxslnngi
that songs would be published in the |
Mail-Box again. So do I. I wonder
if any of the Boxites have the words |
of an old song called “Barbara Allen”
or “Barbara Ellen,” I am not sure
~which. It has about 16 verses, but
I would be pleased to get any of it.|
I am including a stamped, self-ad- |
dressed envelope. i
We are thinking about getting up |
an egg supper around KEaster-time.
What would you suggest for us to have |
to eat? We would like te have eggs |
cooked in different ways. {
Well, I must close now and get to
work. Will sign as before,
JOLLY JEAN.,
Can anyone answer Jolly Jean's|
queries? Write again, Jean. Thanks |
for the recipes.

Shorty.

Thanks ever S0 much
recipes and the mite, Shorty.

“Fireman, was you?” he muttered.
“Very likely. They're a tough lot
of binckguards. Out of the jails,
very often,” he added, gratuitously
libeling an oppressed and hard-
worked race. Grier was a skipper of
the old school. He was secretly quite
convinced the stranger’s statement
was true. ‘‘But you never sailed
with me—I don’t know the shipy*

“Jt is hardly surprising you don’t
remember me,” was the Tanswer;
“you were her captain—a little tin
god on the bridge. I was a humble |
member of the stokehold, and only
on her for one trip. It was her last
trip, too,” he added quietly.

Grier exploded.

“You swine!” he said with quarter-
deck truculence. “If vou think you
can walk into my house like this
with a pack of lies I'll make Yyou
sorry for yourself! I know what
vour name is. I'Nl—!"

“Captain,” said the wvisitor gently,
leave all that out. In forty years
feared man, woman
or devil. I face any risk that seems
good to me, and a shady sea captain
has no chance of putting the wind
up me. 1 came here as your friend,
and to do you a good turn. There is
something I want done, and you will
do 1"

Grier subsided, and merely glow-
ered at him. The man's eyes made
him shiver.

“You are being advertised for, at
this moment,” said the visitor,watch-
ing Grier keenly. “by a London bar-
rister, who with various other
people, is anxious to discover your
whereabouts. Knewing from what
I do of you that you might not come

for the

about the syrup.

Hard Soap.

Thanks for the recipes and cook-
book mite, Mrs, J. 8. I am publish- |
ing the recipe you sent in for/Spoof- |
endyke: |

“A large tomato can makes a good |
container for laundry soap, as it}
weighs when full about a pound a,ndi
a quarter, and two of them make the |
proper amount for a can of lye,
weighing about 18 ounces. Dissolve
the lye in a quart of cold water and
add this to the two tins of melted

1nmhiﬂﬂ~ them to speke out,

| Sometimes it quite amazes me

lin

'and

Make |
your next letter longer and tell us

why she ain’t got no time to do no
correspondenéin’ much, but here she
be, and I betcha the kompositors an
things wisht I- wuzzn't, eh?

There &z per usul I'm blunderin’
an’ stumblin® 'round an I nere fer-
got. to izzu a warnin’, which iz—No
more Scutter Botch Pies—please! '

Now I gess I better get out ofore

I'm extincted, like the cat extincted ||

the canary.,
Uh,‘ huh! You gezzed rite.
didja"know it wuz .
. . CALAMITY ANN.
“P. 8. tifer"—If yu don’t send in
yer resoopees agin, Gladys €Canhes,
I'll stick yer phizog to de bottom of
anither wun, see? C. A,
“P. 8, tifer the tooth"—Attention
Mrd. W. JI-B. Please note that I
have given your c6n1plete supper
recipe the name of “Tom-mag-burg,”s
ang placed same under “Meats.” 1
have taken the name from Tomatoes,
Macaroni.and Hamburg, the chief in-
gredients. Hope it is quite all right.
C. A.

: Eva. .
I have a letter from Eva, who asks
for correspondents between 18 and

20, eithcp sex. Her address is in the
Mail-Box.

THE BRAVERY OF MANY
TONGUES.

By Thornton W. Burgess.

How very brave a tongue can be.
-—Hooty the Owl.

Usually just after jolly, round, red :
Mr. Sun began to daily climb up in
the blue, blue sky Blacky the Crow

How |

and his friends left their roostihg
places in the Green Forest and!
started cut for the daily hunt for!
food. They scattered, some going one |
way and some another. But this |
morning, instead of starting out to
hunt for food, that whole flock of
Crows, with Blacky in the lead,
headed straight for another part ot
the Green Forest. There had been a
little quiet talking before the start,
but as soon as they were in the air
all talking ceased. !

Blacky, with Mrs. ‘Blacky right be-
hind him, led the way straight to that
part of the Green Forest in which |
was the nest they had built and used !
the year before. Some of their
friends knew all about that nest, but |
others had never seen it. They flew |
high so as to look down. Whean he |
was above the treec in which was the |
nest Blacky circled around.. All the |
others did the same thing, and of;
course all saw the nest. Also all saw
Mrs. Hooty on the nest. Then, still '
silent, they flew down and alighted
i trees surrounding the one in
which was the nest. You. see they
had not vet discovered Hooty, and
it was quite necessary to know where
Hooty was.

Now Hooty had been hunting late
that morning. He had arrived just
a few minutes after the Crows. One
of them saw him coming, and at once
gave the alarm. Instantly those
Crows were in the air sgain, and
every one began screaming at the top
of his or her lungs. Such a racket
as they made! They could hawve been |
heard a mile away. 'Some of the!
boldest swooped jn front of him.
Others trted to get behind him and
pretend that they were very  brave
by swooping down and threatening
to peck him on the back.

Hooty paid no attention to them.
He kept straight on to the tree in
which were the nest and Mrs. Hooty.
In his great claws was a mouse
which he was bringing to Mrs. Hooty.
But the instant he was rid of that
mouse Hooty sat bolt upright og, a
braneh of that tree, ruffled up s
feathers, snapped his big hooked bill
hissed angrily.. It was daytime,
but Hooty was anything but a
sleepy-looking bird. |

|
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I Elaborate Variety at

; at these prices!

high on the list of favorites.

seasons.
noticeable.
man-tailored suits in a great variety.

» were never priced so low.

Canada and New York.

RITISTI

et ADIES WEAR GO
DUNDAS ST - - -

- Two and Three-Piece Suits

For Spring and Easter Wear—In a Most

| $2950, $35 dnd,$4.,

5 Almost bewildering are the hundreds of stunning suits
The choice and kinds are almost as
varied as women’s tastes! ' The three-piece suit with the
short, straight jacket or the bloused jacqueite is very

Elaborate all-over designs of embroidery and beading,
with blouses of printed crepe or embroidered cantons.
Skirts are_also different for the first time in several
The wrap-around skirt and the side drape are

To complete the choice are the severely

The New Spring Coatsv and Gowns

Are just as beautiful in comparison with the suits and
With Easter but only a short
three weeks distant we invite you to inspect our most
complete display—gathered from the finest makers in

New Armvals In Millinery Direct FromNew York $5 to $10

LONDOMN.
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und like Dr.

aldévell's l}axa—

tive Syrup Pepsin

will aﬂo e“wors

y well an

e'mq‘tlhout danger.

‘ People should
realize that mercury may salivate
and in certain conditions loosen the
teeth; that phenolphthalein, by
whatever name known and how-.
ever disguised in candy, may
cause dermatitis and other skin
eruptions; [that salt waters and
may concentrate the

,ddry up the skin and cause
e. -

constipation has been chronic for

ears. Dr. Caldwell’s Laxative Syrup

epsin is a compound of tian
senna and pepsin with pleasant-
tasting aromatics, and does not
cramp or gripe. Every druggist
handles it, and bottles are so gen-
erous that the cost amounts to
only a cent a dose. You buy it
with the understanding that if it
does not do as claimed your money
will be refunded. The names of all
the ingredients are on the package.

Mrs. Geo. Reeve, of Galt, Ont,
uses Dr. Caldwell’s Laxative Syrup
Pepsin with good results and is
ieatly pleased with it; and Mrs.

. Jennings, of Toronto, Ont., finds
it very satisfactory. Bring a bottle
of Dr. Caldwell’s Laxative Syrup
Pepsin into your own home and
let the family use it for consti-

tion, biliousness, wind, gas,

eadaches, flatulency, and to
break up fevers and colds.

You can take Dr. Caldwell's
Pepsin yourself or give it

to a babe in arms, as thousands of
mothers do every day, with the
confidence that it is the safest
and best medicine you ecan use
for constipation and such com-
plaints. teaspoonful will re-

aoves SYRUP PEPSIN
LAXATIVE Jhe familu remedy

:he Secret of Good Health

+ When Nature requires assistance, she
Assist  will not be slow in conveying to you
Nature 2an intimation of the fact. Decline of
back :n;rg;g.linabtillity to lligp tv;w:ll, head*

che, biliousness, constipation, a gen=-
fo eral sluggishness of mind and b:)dy and

/4 44
ROTMAL  4ny sign of digestive ‘“‘unrest’” should
Take

impel you to seek the aid of a reliable
medicine without delay. There is no
better—no surer—no safer—than this,
proven remedy.

-,

forward at all, I came here to insure
that you will do so. And,” he added,
“I can tell you exactly what it is
| these people want of you,”

|  Grier looked up quickly. ¢

|  “Can you?’ he growled. “Pve seen
| the advertisement,* and I tell you
{I'm not the man. But if you know
'--hat the thing means, let’s hear it.”
| There was a ring at the hall bell,

“You shall,” said the visitor. “Do
you remember, on the. 19th of June,
1896, about thirty miles off KXey
West, the lookout man on your fore-
castle sighted something in :the
water?”

There was a knock at the door, and
the little maid poked her head in.

“Gentleman to see you, please, sir,”
she lisped, “name of Mr. Norman
Vile..”

Grier swore.

“What, another of ‘em!” he said,
furiously. “What mname? 1 never
heard of him in my life. Tell him I
won't see him—I'm not in.”

But the door was pushed open, and
Norman Vaille appeared, looking
eager and somewhat anxious. \

“Captain Grier,” he ssaid, inquir-
ingly, with an apologetic look at the
angry skipper, ‘“are Yyou Capta_m
Grier? Excuseé this intrusion, sir,
but ¥ have come a long way to see
vou, and my business is very urgent.
o

He turned at that moment, and
for the first time caught sight of
Captain Grier’'s eéompanion. Speech
was stricken from Vaille's lips. His
jaw dropped, and his face went white
as death. -

(To be Continued.)
(Copyright, 1922, by King Features
| Syndicate.)

'WROXETER APPROVES
‘« EXPENDITURE FOR RINK

1
|

Special to The Advertiser.

Wroxeter, March 9.—The ratepay-
ers of the village of Wroxeter, by a
vote of 61 to 28, on Monday express-
ed their approval of the bylaw sub-
mitted to them to borrow $2,000 to
complete a skating fink. .

Settlement .of the service betweens|
Wroxeter Rural Telephone Company
and Gorrie and Fordwich and Spring-
bank Telephone Company was placed
in the.hands of the railway commis-
sion, which was represented by Mr.
Daggar at a public meeting recently
held. The Bell Telephone Company
was represented by Mr. Ashley. As
a result there will be a free service
all around.
. Mrs. Harry Brown and two chil-
dren of Vancouver Island are visit-
ing relatives here after an absence

gstirred too much,

fat. One tablespoon of borax, 1 table-
spoon of ammonia; stir until the
color of honey. It should not be
as  stirring will
make it @eparate. Just stir occasion-
ally and pour out to set.”

Another Bulletin.

Dear Cynthia,—Here's lettin? yu
gnow whut I got ’em ’ere resoopes.
Yu gnow thet big envulope with the|
miliyun er so in. Thet's the one
I'm after tolin’ you about. Let's see
there do be Hopeful, Mrs. W, C. B, |
Signet E., Tomboy Taylor, Doonside,
Diana, Jassy, Mother of Twins, Pen-
holder, BEnglish Edythe, Nuisance
Lass o' Laughter, Mrs, Pete, Corono
M. H,, Tiger Lily, Honey Comb, Min-
orca, V. S., also Aunt Nannie’s address
an sum to be privately eckgnolijd.

My ders foks when Izzy wuz bizzy,
he warnt nere su bizzy ez me. I'm
tellin’ yur there be a fugh o’ us uns
in -this vary larj sity wot do like
to purformb on the stage. Kinda play
actin’ an makin’ clene ijits of our-
sels, an more So me, an az usual
Calamity’s tryin to be the hul show,
and it do képe her so tarnation bizzy
thet she’s, wal, “rale bizzy,”, konsid-
erun she's kook bukin’, goin’ on .the
stage, studin an doin,the job she tuk
fer life an Oh, yah, tryif to help
anuther play ackin’ crowd tu kepe
frum turnin theér baxks:tu the frunt

Those noisy Crows took good care
not to get too near. |

Those noisy Crows took care now
not to get too mear. There was no |
chance to get behind him unseen,
for Hooty's head would turn like a
flash so that he could look squarely |
behind him. Not a Crow would get |
near enough to strike him without |
being seen. And not a Crow dared |
try it. W

But how those Crow tongues did
go! And such brave tongues as they |
were! They told Hooty and Mrs.
Hooty all sorts of dreadful things!
that were going to happen to them. |
They told them that they had got |
to leave that nest and never be seen |
there again.
they didn't leave at once they would
have their eyves pecked out. My, my,
my, but they were brave. tongues!
Yes, indeed, they were very brave
tongues! They boasted and threat-
ened and called names.

But for all the bravery of those
tongues Mrs. Hooty continued to sit
on that nest, and Hooty continued
to sit on guard, hissing, snapping his |
bill and growing angrier every min-
ute without,showing the least sign of
fear.

(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: “The Convenience
of an Appetite.” .

“1 Avoided an Operation
Appendicitis Disappeared”

Mrs. James Wells, Udora, Ont., writes:—

“I took a severe pain in my
right side. It was very bad
at times. I tried oils and tablets
without gaining any relief. The
doctor pronousiced it chronic
appendicitis. | dreaded an
operation and a friend advised
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills.
I used them and not only ob-
tained relief from pain, but 1
®elieve it has completely freed
me of appendicitis, as it is mow
over a year since I have had
any of the old symptoms.”

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pilis
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They told them that if |
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Advertise In The Advertiser

Power Cost, Plus Lamp Renewal Cost—That is W hat
You Pay For Electric Lighting.

Now You Can Buy
Electric Lamps Made Especially
For Use On The Hydro System

Any incandescent electric lamp that will fit into the socket will light when your turn hydro
on, and probably look very good, too.
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But, remember, that hydro-electric power generated in fhe huge water-driven generators at
Niagara Falls is not the same sort of power they used to make with steam engines here before
hydro came.

5 v *
Hydro has its own distinguishing characteristics. Its cost is extremely low, but to make the
most of its economies use only equipment that suits its peculiar qualities.

HYDRO QUALITY LAMPS

Are the only lamps made especially for usé on the Hydro Electric Power System of On-
tario. Hydro Engineers in Hydro Laboratories, having only the needs of hydro users to
consider, designed a lamp to seil with a DOUBLE GUARANTEE—to give a brilliant flood
of light on the smallest amount of power and to be proof against “burning out” for 1,500
hours. They are far cheaper in the long run. "

S S = -

THE HYDRO SHOP |

DUNDAS AND WELLINGTON STREETS. . PHONE 7000. :
Sold uls? in 43 sub-agencies in grocery and other stores in all parts of London. -




