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CHAPTER XXIX,

“Lest Auld Acquainfanece—"
Messrs. Coutts & Co:

' Pay Norman Vaille, Esq., or Order

Forty Thousand Pounds.
JOAN TALLBOIS,

Joan sat back and looked at the
check she had drawn. It seemed
a stupendous sum that she, the typ-
ist of last month, nmew made over
with & few strokes of the pen. Yet
she was now in complete legal pos-
sesgion of the estates, and there was
an actual cdsh balance in hand of
£150,000." The death duties had been
covered by insurance.
made Joan’s head swim.

It was with an imymense sense of |

relief that she put her signature to
the check, in a bold, elear hand. The
payment cost her no pain or trial or
doubt. She was determined to make
it. Philip had absolutely refused to
have anything to do with the pay-
ment of Vaille or Bell. He simply
declared that it ought not to be done,
and refused to discuss it. As for Mr.
Langley, her solicitor, he advised
Joan almost violently_to pay nothing,
or at least a few hundreds, to these
“rascals,” as he termed them.

Eoth Philip and Langley, no doubt,
had realized' that they were helpless
in the matter. Lady Tallbois was
absolute mistress of every shilling
and every akre of the Knayth in-
heritance.

She pressed 'the bell, and one of
Lady Dunluee’s men servants ap-
peared.

“The gentleman who called?’ said
Joan; “is he still below?”

“I showed him into the morning
room, and asked him to wait, as your
la?yship ordered,” replied the man.

‘Bring him up here, please.”

In a few moments, Mr. Norman !

Vaille appeared, admirably groomed,

and looking quite at his ease, what- |

ever he may have felt.

“Geood morning, Lady Tallbois,”
said, gravely.

Joan bowed, coldly,
him to a chair.

“I sent for you in order to settle
vour claim,” she said, “although the
cost of the case fell 'on me—and not
on you. I think I should point that
out.”

“It was by your own choice, Lady
Tallbois,” said Vaille, deprecatingly.
“I would have borne the costs. But
by the terms‘ under which [ for-

he

and motioned

warded the proofs to vour own law- |

yers———"
“I have no wish
nor to bargain,”

to discuss that
interrupted Joan.

*“This is a check for £40,000, absolv-

ing me absolutely from all further
liability td you, \ either legal or
moral.” ”

There was just the faintest flicker
in Mr. Valille’'s eyes as he seated
himself at the table. But he opened
the despatch case he had brought
with him, and took out a sheet of
paper, and a fountain pen, with as
nonchalant an air as a motor sales-
man about to give a receipt for the
price of a car.
a higher standaygd.

He signed and passed into Joan's
hands a paper whiclh she read very
carefully. Shé had quite enough
business knowledge to be able to
judge it. The receipt and the word-
ing were in perfect order; the sense
of it was clear enough. There was
no loophole. No necessity for the
intervention of a . lawyer. Indeed,

Such figures |

1and inferiority.

There can hardly be |

Joan had had all the lawyer's advice
she could want about Mr. Vaille.
“Yes, this will .do,” said Joan,
quietly. “Here is your check.”
{ Vaille folded it with steady fingers
{and placed it in his pocketbook. It
was a small fortune that had been
passed across to him.
“May I say, Lady
said, with a low bow,

Tallbois,”

generous manner with which
have—-"

‘“There is no need to say anythting

“] gave my promise for your services,
I have redeemed it.

i Good day, Mr. Vaille.”
She pressed the bell.
{at her oddly.. The change in Joan
| She had. to the full, the manner of a
i great lady dismissing an unsatisfac-
| tory dependent. Vaille, who had the |

| best opinion of himself and com- |

| plete knowledge of his own powers, |

| felt an unusual sense of smallness |
He hesitated.

{ “There are no questions?” he mur- |
! mured, insinuatingly, “that you {
would like to ask me” '

“None whatever,” answered Joan, |
jcily. “It is understood that my lia-
bility to you and to Mr. Bell js|
wholly discharged.”

“Wholly discharged Lady Tall.
bois,” echoed Vaillee A footman
| opened the door.
| “Show this gentleman
Joan.

Mr. Vaille was conducted with
Mdignity to the front door. On the
way he permitted himself to smile.
Once in the street, he pressed
affectionately the pocket that held
the check.

“The chief was right,” he mur-
mured;: “and, hy Jove, he's never
wrong. The biggest dividend yet.
But when he makes the next move,”
added Vaille, with a grim_ smile, “I
think, my lady, we shall alter that
haughty manper of vours a little.”

Before Mr. Vaille had turned the
corner of the street, Joan had com-
pletely dismissed him from her mind.
She had long decided that he*and the
unctuous Theophilus Bell, despite
their speciousness, were a particu-
larly shady pair, though how shady
she did not in the least realize. Now
she had done with them forever. The
! sum of money she had parted with
| was really too big for her to- grasp
its full meaning. It seemed no more
| to her than a row of figures scrib-
{ bled on a slip of paper. The future
{was clear. And in a few minutes
|Joan was singing joyously ab she
| went up to her room.

!  Her thoughts had flitted bAck to
| Philip. Indeed, he was seldom absent |
from them. Philip, her champion, her
wonderful lover—-him to whom she |
owed everything. Where, wondered
Joan, would she be now had she re-
mained in the hands of—those other
two? KEven that was nothing com-
{ pared -to the supreme truth—Philip |
loved her. And in an hour or twol
she would be with him?® .

The day was young, and she had ]
several things to do, but at 1 o'clock |
she had arranged to meet Philip for
luncheon at a restaurant near the
Law Courts. He was engag®d in a
case there; he could not neglect his
work and his career; she admired
him the more for it, even though she
grudged the hours that he was ab-
sent from her.

out,” said

[
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|
|

Had Bilious Attacks
and Stomach Weakness”

DR. CHASE'S
KIDN"Y-LIVER PILLS

One pill a dose, 25 Cents a box, all
: & Co., Iad., Toronto.

ker, Sask., writes: :

“l suffered from stomach and
liver trouble, and used to have
bilious attacks so bad that I could
do nothing for weeks at a time.
My stomach would be so weak
that not even a drink of water
would stay on #t. On my sister’s
advice, I began to use Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, and
must say that they have made me
feel like a new woman.”

dealers, or ¥.dmanson, Bates

It is finished. | j¢r

! thought it wou
B }
Vaille looked | joan had no mind to

{ Tallbois seemed to him remarkable.

| toying

Alf, “she’s goin’ to marry Teds’
|

Joan spent some time making her-
self look particularly charming. Lady
Dunluce’'s maid did her hair. She
chose an idyllic hat, and presently
Jeft for the shopping centre in a

xi. At the appointed hour she
reached the restaurant in the Strand

iand found Philip waiting for her.

he |
“how greatly I
appreciate your promptness and the |
you ;

i talked of their.plans for the golden

. i Hmure. and Joan of her entry, which
of the kind,” returned Joamn,. coldly.| wag arranged for the next day, to

“Joan!” he exclaimed, “you are
like a breath coming from a rose gar-
den after those musty old courts.”

Joan laughed, and they had
nierry little meal, together. k5

a
ey

Knayth Abbey.
settlement

She said nothing of
with Vaille. She
worry Philiff, and

let anything

cloud their meeting: 3
“Tell me what yvou have beerw do-

ing,” she said, just before" they left.

“You have been leading in another

case? You won it, of course?”’

“Well, yes,” he said, smiling. “As
it happens, I won it.*

“Nothing important,” he answered,
with the menu <card. “A
breach of promise case. 1 had rather
a tough fight.” ;

“Oh,” murmured Joan, “and so
the girl'was given justice — against
a man who had broken his word.”

“No,” said Philip, and a smile
curved his lips. “It was given against
her.”

“But you said you won——'

"“l appeared for the defendant —
the man,” Philip replied.

“I see.” Joan's eyves looked slightly
troubled. “And you said it was a
tough fight. Perhaps if you had ap-
peared for the girl, then, or if the
man had had a lesg clever counsel,
she would have won.”

- Philip laughed.

“It is not for me to say that. You
‘will make me conceited, Joan. I
won; let it go at that. Why these
questions? Are vyou pitying the
girl?”

“Certainly. -I cannot imagine any
woman setting the loss of her love
in terms of money,”’ 'said Joan, slow-
ly. *“And yet it is hard not to pity
her. Do you not feel that?”

“Not in the least,”” he answered.
“You did not hear the case. There
are two sides to a bargain. The girl
did not, or could not, fulfil her share
of the compact. I consider the man
was. right. But, dear heart, these
are dry topics—let us talk of some-
thing else. I find -I've nothing on,
after all, before 4, when there is a
case in chambers. I want to be with
you every minute I can, Joan. You
said you would like to hear Moise-
vitch—he is playing at Queen’s,
There is time for that; shall we
go”

Joan assented gladly.
the place, and walked
street to find a cab.

They left
alodg the
She glanced

| happily up at Philip’s handsome face;

it was good to know that she would
not have to leave him yet. At that
moment she became aware that an
oddly -dressed man who passed was
staring at her intently. She met his
eyves, and instantly stopped.

“Alf!” she exclaimed.

It was Alf Blodmore, in
board tWeeds and a scarlet tie.

CHAPTER XXX.

Mottisfont controlled his astonish-
ment to this unloked-for meeting.
Mr. Alf Blodmore had stopped, too.
There was something so pathetic in
his eyes that Joan was , carried
straightway from her new life back
to the old days of Lambeth, and the
office, and the river. With a quick
impulse, she held out her hand frank-
ly to Blodmore.

“It is so long since I bave seen you,
Alf,” she said. “You have heard my
news? Have you seen Emmie? You
know that she is goine® @ be mar-
ried?”

“Yes.

chess-

Miss—m’'Lady,” stammered

“I hope she will be very happy.
I'm going to be married, too,” said
Joan. And then she suddenly became
confused. Hardly realizing what she
was doing, she made a motion of her
hand towards Philip. “Do you know
my - friend, AIf Mr. Blodmore—Mr.
Mottisfont.”

Philip looked with faint surprise
at this curious bounder with the
baggy tweeds and blood-red tie. But
he raised his hat, eourteously. Alf’s
face, however, became gray and
drawn. He turned his strained eyes
towards Joan. o

“I wish you luck, m'Lady,” he said,
hoarsely. And shuffling his cap
awkwardly on his-  head, he passed
on without another word. Joan and
Philip went silently on their way.

Alf Blodmore walked eastwards
with a blind, hesitating step. Twice
he bumped into passers-by. He halt-
ed at last, in the mouth of a Fleet

HARDWARE or QUALITY

LET US SUPPLY YOUR HARDWARE NEEDS.
We pride ourselves on our large new stock of all up-to-date Hardware Lines.

PAINT!
PAINT!
PAINT!

Save the surface and you
" save all.

Any time of the year is paint

time. A coat of Sherwin-

Williams Paint adds years of

kfe to your home.

Sherwin-Williams

‘‘Special Inside Paint’’
Qts. Pts. 1,-Pts.

$1.10 60¢ 35¢

Sherwin-Williams
Paints For Every
Purpose
15-Pts. Pts. Qts.
45¢ 85¢ $1.50

Gals.
$5.25

15-Gals.
$2.80
Visit our Paint Department if
you are considering painting your
home, car, barn, garage, etc., and
let us assist you In choosing colors
and advise you about the work.

SPRING

Now is the time to put your
auto in good condition so that
you can enjoy many pleasant
motor trips this spring and
summer. We can heip you, for
our auto accessory department
includes a compiete assortment
of everything you need—tires,
tubes, vul izers, tube patches,.
Jacks,. pumps, spark plugs,
tools, etc.. You’ll find our prices
very reasonable.

GET YOUR CAR READY FOR
DRIVING

SAP BUOKETS .. 23c eaci
O’CEDAR POLISH, 25¢, 50c
DOOR MATS .............

ceseeenq TDe, §1, $1.00, 2

‘Sherwin-Williams
Utility Spar
Varnish

A hard, quick-drying finish

.. e

Utility Red Paint for outside
gfﬁon sessecves 31098

SPECIAL FOR FRIDAY
AND SATURDAY.

Boilers, cach ... 9900

Agents for Bird
& Sons’ Nepon-
set Roofing,
durability fully
guaranteed.

Heavy Extra Heavy

$4.25 $5.00

1.ply 2-ply” 3-ply
$2.25 $2.75 $3.25

Muresco

for redecorating and tinting

the interior. - 75 c

5-lb. pkg. ..........

COWAN HARDWARE LIMITED

125127 DUNDAS STREET.
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PHONES 3461-3462. '

| “1t's

{ table and bowed his head

ore’n I can stand!” =

The swing doors of a bar stood
invitingly close by.’ Blodmore thrust
them apart, entered, and called :daz-
edly for spirits. He guiped down a
stiff glass as though it had been
water of the brook.

A¥M was usually abstemious. Over-
indulgence wag not one of his fail-
ings. He felt just then as though
somebody had struek him on the
solar plexus. The drink seemed to
pull him together and clear his head.

The girl behind the bar looked
doubtfully at the tail, thin youth
with the white face and vacant eyes
that stared at nothing. There was
something wrong with him; she re-
solved privately that she would not
serve him with anything more. She
was not required to, however. After
a short pause, Alf pulled himself to-
gether and left the place. He also
left his change on the counter. The
barmaid went after him, but he had
disappeared.

Blodmore clambered on to a bus,
and by rapid stages traveled north-
eastwards to Hackney. He did not,
perhaps. look a romantic figure, but
it would have been hard for anyone
else to realize the tragedy that had
stummed him. Descending at last, he
tramped mechanically along Billiter
street, a lopg, dingy thoroughfare,
and arrived at his home, a small
shop, over which was the name,
Samuel Taggart, and -the legend,
“Naturalistic Emporium.”

The place had the appearance of
a small and disprderly zoo. It was
noisy with the song of birds; num-
berless canaries were making shrill
melody, in the window guinea-pigs
were browsing on green stuff, and at
the door a cynical-looking magpie
without a tail croaked at Alf thought-
fullv. Inside were many small dogs,
a sleepy badger in a cage, birds of
every description and a litter of Per-
sian kittens.

shop but a freckled small boy, with
an intelligent expression and a very
red head, who nodded cheerfully at
Alf. The latter walked straight
through into the little dark p:rior
behind the shop. He closed the @yor
silently.

A cock bullfinch in a cage by the

Alf, chirruped, and began to whistle
“When the Boys Come Home,” with
surprising richness and volume. It
was Alf who had taught the bird to
pipe. He had a wonderful gift with
all small creatures in fur or feathers.
Now, however, the bullfinch's song
did not seem to appeal to him. There
was still the logk of tragedy in his
eyes. He sank into a chair beside the
little table. ;
“Goin’ to marry him!” he whis-
pered. “I know him.” His face be-
came suffused with dull red. “It's
Mottisfont—the barrister chap.”
Alf’s chin sank on his breast.

“I never was her class. She's rich
now. An’' he o
The bullfinch

silent.

suddenly became

His vioce broke.

“Little Joan—my little Joan!”

Alf dropped his forearm on the
upon it.
His shoulders heaved and shook. The
bullfinch began to whistle “Annie
Laurie,” but broke off in the middle
of a bar, and ruffled its feathers.

(To Be Continued.)
(Copyright, 1922, by King Feature
Sy¥ndicate.)

GIVES FREEDOM,
By ELOISE.

Coat dresses in many attractive
styles and fabrics are being shown
for la,t(:. spring wear. The coat dress
is particularly popular for this sea-
son, as it may be worn without a
wrap and still give the effect of a
parfect street costume. This frock
is 'a practical model made of a ma-
terial resembling an eponge. Orange
and cream alternating checks is the
color scheme.

The blouse is a modified basque
with wide set-in sleeves, a graceful
pointed collar and a side closing. The
skirt is one of the new wrapped
models which makes walking easy,
despite the snug lines of the new
skirts. A huge buckle of crange and
black shell is the only trimming.

This frock is correct for town or
country wear, and is as practical for
sports as it is smart for street wear.
A soft little sports hat of barred
crepe is a pleasing note in the cos-
tume. _

Moss Rose.
. Thanks for the good wishes, Moss
Rose. I have sent your recipes on to
Calamity Ann. Will yeu -make your
next letter a bit longer?

Gertrude.

Gertrude asks for a correspondent.
She is eighteen years old. Has any-
one among the Boxites a letter? The
address is in the Mail-Box. I have
sent you the titting paterns, Ger-
trude.

There was nobody in charge of the v
| Dundas and gQueen’s avenue on Clar-

window turned a bead-bright eye on-

{ Yours ever, M.

{
1
i
{

{

“I'd like to have him by the throat! |
I—I wish I hadn't seen 'em together.” |

|

| much

More S. F. P. Py

Dear Miss Grey,—Here is another
lot of the stocking foot patterns. This
makes the fifth. How are you get-
ting on with them now” 1Ts the sup-
ply equal to the demand? - Have in-
closed a shinplaster for the S. C. H.
Wan't it be a glorious day when you
get the 81,000 for that dear cot? I
have been wondering-if my home-
made macaroon recipe would take up
too much-space in the cook-book. It
not, I would like to send it. What
say you, C. G.? v

The idea about the C.'G. badge is
too great for words. What price for
a small Union Jack with C. G. in
silver in the c¢enter? Please decide
soon, 'Cynthia, dear, so that we can
all turn out wearing them when the
ﬂne weather comes along. 1 wonder
it any of the boxites have an old

song called “When There’'s Love At

Home”? It starts: “There is beauty
all around. when there's love in the
home, there is joy in every sound,”
etc. I would like to get the words
and music if anyone has them. I am
glad to see so many of the old ones
coming back. You must surely be a
magnet, Miss Grey. With all good
wishes to evervbody from,
THE UNION JACK.

Thanks for the stocking foot pat-
terns, Union Jack. I am glad to have
them, although just lately the de-
mand has not been quite so heavy. I
am sure Calamity Ann will be glad
to have your recipe, so send it in
the next time you write, which I hope
will be soon. Thanks for the shin-
vlaster.

To lnquisitive. -

Observe the pavement between
ence street any morning or after-
noon, and you should be able to un-
derstand the significance of “angle
parking.” Your query should prop-
erly have Heen addressed to “The
Editor.”

More Recipes.
Dear Miss Grey, — I saw in the

paper that you forwarded my recipes !

to Calamity Ann, so I am sending
some more, if she cares for them. 1
am pleased to tell yow that I received
a welcome letter from one of the Box-
ites, Lonesome For Blighty, and: it

cheered me up a bit, as I have had a |

lot of sickness this winter. [ suppose
all the Boxites will be pleased
Cynthia gets the badge with an em-
blem on it, and then if we meet any
one of the Boxites we shall know
them. T shall want both badge and
a cook book. I hope you will be able
to let us know how much they will be.
H.

Thanks very much for the recipes,
M. H. I am glad vou found a corre-
spondent in T.onesome For Blighty.

Lucy Grey.
+ A copy of the directions has
ready been sent to
Lonesome Lue, but thanks very
for your kindness in letting
us have them. I am referring to
your request for the words of “Lucy
Grey.” to readers. Can any of the
Boxites provide them?
Pumpkin Face.

Dear Miss Grey,—Will you please
forward the inclosed letter to De-
cember Bride for some of the seeds
she is offering, as we are moving out
on a farm shortly, and I think I wiil
have lots of space for a garden there:

al-

if |
'

Saskatchewan, |

I expect to be quite busy for a

{ time_now experimenting~in farming,
{as I have never milked a_cow and

" will have ‘to learn so that I can help
‘out during the busy season, but hope
to thave time to, redd the letters in
the Mail-Box column as usuaf My
little ones are. quite anxious to get
on_a farm as they are as fond of
other animals as.they are of cats,
and’ they are goirg to have a little
dog in place of their cats, as my hus-

given them all away.

If 1 am too late for December
Bride’s seeds,” I would be pleased to
get any vou might have on hand to
spare. I inclose a dime for the Hos-
pital Fund, and with best wishes to
you and the Bexites, I am, Yours
sincerely, PUMPKIN FACE.

We shall all be very interested to
hear how Yyou succeed wit your
farming' venture, Pumpkin ¥Face, so
you must find a few moments to
‘write to the Mail-Box as’often as
possible. 1 have forwarded yvour let-
ter to December Bride and am also
sending you a few seeds from the
Mail-Box.' Goed luck with your gar;

| den,
An Irish Colleen.

Dear Cynthia,—I am sending you
a few of my favorite recipes for
Calamity Ann’s cook-book, and I want
two when they are ready, so be sure
and keep my order on file. What
lovely weather we are having and
how welcome the springtime is, and,
dear Mis€ Grey. will you please send
me December Bride's address, for
which 1 inclose stamped addressed
envelope. T think that's a splendid
idea of December Bride's about the
Boxite's badge. 1 see where Decem-
ber Bride says she’ll be the first to
order one. I hope I'm the second. I
think it will be fun and then it will
help the fund along, so come along
Boxites and help boost this as well
as the cook-book. Let's get busy all
in favor. Well, I will®close. with a
mite for the S. C. H. 1 will sign as
B4, AN IRISH COLLEEN.

Thanks ever so much for the mite,
| Inish Colleen, and the recipes. I am
| sending you “December Bride's ad-
| dress,
| Tildie.

Dear ' Cynthia,—Am
again to yvour column for some peren-
nial roots. 1 would like a white
peony and any other root that would
help me have some flowers, Would
some one let me have some_house
plant slips this spring—begonias,
| geraniums or foliages, anything for a
chagge, as mine are all down to one
| color? Will send donation to fund

ity Ann a couple of recipes and wiil
want a book. .« TILDIE.
I am sorry, Tildle, that T could not
forward your letter, as Mrs. H. T.
J.’s address was not in the Mail-Box,
but perhaps she will notice your
letter and let us have it again. I
hope some of the Boxites will be able
{ to let- you have the plants. Write
{ us again and send in your recipes.
For Jolly Jean.
Miss Grey,—I am coming
again with the words of ‘“Barbara
Allen” for Jolly Jean, although 1
never knew of sixteen verses. -1 think
that must have been an error in the
printing. What a nice letter from
Goldie! [The letters are getting in-
teresting now. I enjoyed one from
Umwx very much. It would be more
| interesting, too, if the Boxites would
choose a penname instead of all those
initials. How ever do vou keep track
of them all, Cynthia? 1 am sure

Dear

band will not move cats and has|

appealing |

and pay postage. I must send Calam- ;

better. I will give you a few: Wild-
wood, Breeay, Topsy, Snowdrift,
Fairy, Water Lily, Blue Bird, Linnet,
Oh, I could think of hundreds of
funny ones: Froggie, Toadie, Jump-
ing Jack, Hopscotch and Tin Ribs,

Make the column interesting, dear
Boxites, if it is only with your pen-
name. I have found a use for my
children’s old copy books. I am
pasting all the Boxites’ letters in
them. I only started a few weeks
ago, and have over 100, so you will
see wwhy I am eager for interesting
letters. . Now, please do not get
angry, you “initial’ Boxites. If you
must call yourselves “J. K., or “M.
D.” make it very distinct—"Jay
Kay,” for instance, or “Em Dea.”
Then we would miss you when you
did not write, and want to know
where you were. Now, about that
egg supper, Jolly Jean. Did you
ever cook eggs this ways Put a
small piece of butter in the bottom
of cups or individual jelly molds; set
them in pan of hot water, and then
when butter has melted put an egg
into each cup; set over fire until
cooked. They slide out so nice and
round, tasté extra good,
nice on a round of buttered toast.
Here is another dainty dish: Whip
the whites of two or three eggs with
a little sugar. Cut some slices of
cake, and put on a large platter. Put
some egg white on-each piece, with
half a preserved peach or apricot in
the centre, to make it look like a
poached egg. Your friends will all
think they are going to eat a real
poachegl egg, as our friends did. Now,
hurry up, Boxites, and let Cynthia
know what you think about the
silver badge, with blue in. I am
just longing to have one.

DECEMBER BRIDE.

The Boxites will have to think
of your scrapbook now, December
Bride, and let that be an incentive
to make their letters as interesting
as possible. I heartily favor your
suggestion of doing away with the
initials. 1 was more than pleased
to get the splendid package of seeds,
as I have several letters waiting for
them. I am sure Jolly Jean will be
delighted with the suggestions. Am
sending her the words of “Barbara
Allan.” Let us have your next let-
ter soon, December Bride.

BOBBY COON IS SADDER BUT
WISE

Though things happen T don’'t like,

Things that hurt and make me soye
Day by day in every way

I am learning more and more.

—Bobby Coon.

As a rule Bobby Coon is not a fast
runner, but had you been in the
Green Forest and secen him after he
was knocked out of a certain tree by
Mrs. Hooty T am sure you would have

thought his running a credit to any- !

one. Bobby Coon was both hurt and
scared. The great sharp claws of
Hooty the Owl and of Mrs. Hooty
had torn his coat, to say nothing of
the bumps he had receaived. It seemed
to Bobby that the air was simply

filled with great broad-winged birds, |

terrible claws, glaring eyes and snap-
ping bills.

For once he was glad he was thin. !
He could run faster, and if there was/ Boy Finds the Young Owls.”

and look]

get away ) 3
Green Forest in the wvery quickest
time possible. Of course, Hooty and
Mrs. Hooty swooped after him. :On
of them struck him once more l&nm
he coul under cover of & pile
of brush. T 4

Once under this he was safe, and |
he was wise enough to stay .t ;i
Those Owls couldn’t get at him there, |
and he knew it. He would stay there
until they went away. So Bebby |
licked his wounds and whimpered |
softly to himself. “I didn’t know,” he |
kept' saying qver and over,
didn’'t know that that nest belonged
to Hooty and Mrs. Hooty. I£ I had I
wouldn’t have dreamed of going near
it. Tll never, never go anywhere
again without first being sure it is
safe to do so. How was I to know
that Hooty had taken Blacky the
Crow’s old mest?” :

-Meanwhile Hooty and Mrs. Hooty |
sat in trees close to that pile. of
brush and hissed and clacked their
stout, hooked bills and threatened
things to Bobby Coon. Just to hear ;
them made Bobby shiver and shake.
But Mrs. Hooty didn't stay Jong. .
Those two babies back in the mest
needed attention. So, with a Jast
dreadful threat, she flew away. v
Hooty remained. He ached all over
for another chance at Bobby Coon.
But at last even his patience gave
out, or else he felt that he ‘'was
needed at home.

Bobby Coon didn't know wlien
Hooty left. You see, big as theyare,
those wings of Hooty's .made Tno
sound., When he flew away it was
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One of them struck him once more
i before he could dodge under cover of
a pile of brush.

in perfect silence. But bobby Coon
was in no hurry to leave. He had
mmade one mistake that morning, but
that was enough. He had no inten-
tion of making another mistake. He

{would stay right there until he was
{sure that the way was clear. Then
he would ge¢t away from that parf of
{the Green Iorest as fast as possible
| and keep away. Young Owls might
| be very good eating. He didn’t kriow,
{ for he never had tried them. But he-
{ was sure that they, were not worth
{ what he had already suffered.

| So it was long, long after ‘the
Black Shadows had crept all through
{the Green Forest and brought dark-
i ness there that Bobby Coon crept out
| from under that pila of brush and as
noiselessly, but a8 fast as he could.
| hurried away. He was a sadder, a
| very much sadder Coon than he had
tbeen early that morning, but also
| he was much wiser. Wisdom, you
| know, often attained at the cost
| of fright and pain. But often it is
worth it.

| (Copyright,

is

1923, by T.W.

Jurgess.)

The next story: “FFarmer Brown's
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IMMENSE

RING MILLINERY |

OPENING SALE

10 Brand New Trimmed Hats

IN A REMARKABLE PRE-EASTER SALE BEGINNING TOMORROW, A1
Saturday we shall inaugurate a gigantic sale that will set all feminine London atalking.

$5§

This

important event, a\Millinery Sale, embracing 710 Brand-New Trimmed Hats for Easter wear,

comes as a result of several great special purchases of the most desired Easter styles.

This

collection includes everything for the miss and matron. This is by all odds the greatest millin-
ery sale. Come prepared to buy, and come early Saturday morning.

These Hats would sell regulai-ly at $7.50, $10.00 and $12.50. On Sale
U e s B e S R G e e B RS e e

SMART TAILORED AND READY.TO-WEAR
T e S G R R

CHILDREN’'S AND MISSES’ HATS in the newest spring styles,
A large majority to choose from, at ...........

ATTRACTIVE GROUP OF BEAUTIFUL MODEL
AND HAND-MAPE HATS. Suitable for all ages, at,

tcresss0csssce

$5.00

$1.95, $3.50 ... $4.50

$1.95 ..a $2.75

$1.75, $10.50 ... $12.75

Special

Royal.

All Millinery worn by models at
the Fashion Show supplied by the

We positively state

CAUTION!

It has been a practice of some millinery stores
to represent themselves as one of our branches.

stores in London, and specials such as we offer
can be obtained only at the Royal.

that we have no branch

Buti’®



