BY THEIR EARS
YR SHALL KNOW
THEIR NATURES

Carrington Says Normal Ears
Indicate Normal Mentality
of Individuals

MAY REVEAL CHARACTER

Large Ears Often Prove Com-
mercial Capacity and
Musical Talent.

By Hereward Carrington.
[Special T> London Advertiser.]
HE science that tells of reading |

character by the general contour |
and expression of the face is callr:d;
physiognomy. |

And physiognomy can
great deal—much more
suppose.

The ears, for instance. Though
they're not 4s important as other
organs of the face in this respect,
their size, contour and color are in-
dications of the character of the
head they adorn.

The normal ear s the sign of nor-
mal mentality.

Beware Pointed Ear.

But you must beware of the point-
ed ear. That's a bad sign. It's
thought to be his Satanic Maljesty's
own mark!

There are many grades of the size
of the ear from the small, well-form-
ed, finely-cut feature to the huge,
coarse, shapeless ear of the lower
races.

Semi-clvilized races, as a ruie have
large ears. The small ear is a sign
of refilnement. But the ears natur-
ally get larger with age.

Large ears are thought to indicate
éommercial ecapacity and musical
talent. Large ears are also con-
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A small ear, it is thought, denotes

refinement and sensitiveness. An
angular, pointed ear indicates a
weakness of the moral nature. A

well-rounded ear shows a complete
and harmonious temperament,
What Lobe Shows.

The fleshy part at the bottom of
the ear is known as the lobe.

If the lobe lies flat against the
cheek, 1t denotes lack of vitality and
energy. .

'The deep, broad lobe is a sign of
commercialism.

A large, long lobe indicates perse-
verance and self-reliance.

It the lobe forms a continuous
line, it indicates poor judgment.

The angle at the opening of the
ear is said to be important. If it is

nearly straigh it is thought to in-
dieate decs ind fraud. Criminals
are said to e this ear.

Position of Ears.

An ear set on the head indi-
cates indifference to the feelings of
others.

An ear placed high on the head
shows its possessor is cautious and
secretive.

Ears placed far back on the head
indicate lack of self-reliance.

A large ear, standing well out
from the head, denotes an easy-go-
ing, jolly and happy disposition.

An ear sloping backward denotes
ingenuity

It the ear is thin and bloodless,
it shows lack of vitality. But if it
is of fine texture and of pink color
it denotes much vital
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and energy.
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Liberia was recogniz
public in 1847.

~ CGATARRH OF THE
STOMACH FOR EIGHT
ek

The cause of this trouble is the fer-
mentation of food in the stomaeh which
generates a gas that is very frequently

as a re-

beiched up. There is also a rumbling |
of the bowels and a di arge of gas!
therefrom, there is co ant retching,
and the meals are frequ Iy vomited. |
There is a 4 1e stomach,

the appetite | e, the tongue coated,
the breath bad, co ipation is generally

present and the sufferer becomes weak,

nerveus, depressed and exceedingly mis-

erable.

The blame lies with a sluggish liver,
as it holds back the bile which is so
necessary to promote the movement of
the bowels, and when the bile gets into
the blood a badly disordered condition of
the stomach, liver and bowels will sure-
ly follow.

Keep your liver actlve and you will
always enjoy good health.

Mrs. Agnes Gallant, Reserve Mines,
N. 8., writes: *1 had been a great suf-
ferer for eight years, from catarrh of
the stomach. I tried several, so-called,
catarrh remodies without relief until g
friend advised me to try Milburn's
Laxa-Liver Pills, which I did, and four
vials completely relieved me. That was |
six years ago, and I nave had no return
of my old trouble.”

Price, 25c a vial at all dealers, or
matled direct on receipt of price by The
T. Milburn Company, Limited, Toronto,

Ont.—Advt,

CHAPTER 1.
T was a land of splintered peaks,

of deep, dry gorgee, of barren
mesas burnt by the suns ¢f a mil-
lion torrid summers. The normal
condition of it was' warfare. Life
here had to protect itself with a
tough, callous rind. Only the fit sur-
vived.

Around the camp-fire the drivers of
the trail herd squatted on their heels
or lay sprawled at indolent ease. The
glow of the leaping flames from the
twisted mesquite lit their lean faces,
tanned to bronzed health by the beat
of an untempered sun and the sweep
of parched winds.

Out of the soft shadows of the
summer night a boy moved from the
remuda toward the camp fire. He
was a lean, sandy-haired young fel-
low, his figure still lank and unfilled.
As he sat down on the wagon tongue
the stringiness of his appearance be-
came noticeable.

A young man waved a hand to-

ward him by way of introduction.
“Gients of the D Bar Lazy R outfit,
Mr. David Sanders, formerly of

Arizona, will make oration on the
why, wherefore, and@ how-come-it of
Chiquito’s superiority to all other
equines whatever.”

“I'd like right well to make love to
that pinto my own self, Bob,” com-
mented a weather-beaten puncher.
“Any old time Dave wants to saw
him off onto me at sixty dollars I'm
here to do business.” y

“You're sure an easy mark, Buck,”
grunted a large fat man. His white
face and soft hands differentiated
him from the tough range-riders. He
did not belong with the outfit, but
had joined it the day before with
George Doble, a half-brother of the
trail foreman, to travel with it as far
as Malapi. He was known as Ad
Miller,

Doble backed up his partner. “Sure
are, Buck. I can get cowponies for
ten and fifteen dollars—all I want of
‘em,” he said, and contrived by the
1ift of his lip to make the remark of-
fensive.

“Not ponies like Chliquito,”
tured Sanders amiably.

“He's some bronc,” explained Bob
Hart. “Got a bagful of tricks, a nice
disposition, and sure can burn the
wind.”

“You don't say.” The voice of the
fat man was heavy with sarcasm.
“And on top of all that education he
can run, too.”

The temper of Sanders began to
take an edge. “I don’t claim my
pinto’s a racer, but he can travel.”

“¥Imp” grunted Miller skeptically.

“Don’t look to me like no racer,”
Doble dissented. “Why, I'd be 'most
willin‘ to bet that pack-horse of ours,
Whiskey Bill, can beat him.”

Bob Hart. helped - things -along.
“I've got ten bucks says the pinto
can beat yore Whiskey Bill.”

“Go you once,” answered Doble
after a moment’s apparent considera-
tion. “I got fifty dollars more to
back the pack-horse. How about it,
Sanders? You got the sand to cover
that?”

“Betcha a month’s pay—thirty-five
dollars,” retorted Dave.

“Might as well lose a few bucks
myself, seeing as Whiskey Bill be-
longs to me,” said Miller with his
wheezy laugh. “Who wants to take
a whirl, boys?”

Inside of three minutes he had
placed a hundred dollars. The terms
of the race were arranged and the
money put in the hands of the fore-
man.

An hour later Buck Byington drew
Sanders aside.

‘“Dave, you're a chuckle-haided
rabbit. If ever I seen tinhorn sports
them two is such. They're collectin’
a livin’ off'n suckers. Didn’t you
sabe that come-on stuff? Their pack-
horse is a ringer. Both of ’em are
crooked as a dog’s hind laig.”

“Maybeso,” admitted the young
man. “But Chiquito never went back
on me yet. These fellows may be
overplayin® their hand, don't you
reckon ?” z

“Not a chanct. That tumblebug
Miller is one flshy proposition, and
his sidekick Doble—say, he's the
kind of bird that shoots you in the
stomach while he's shakin’ hands
with you. Me, I aim to button up
my pocket when them guys are
around.” P

ven-

CHAPTER II.

COURSE was chosen for tihe
race. ¥rom a selected point the
horses were to run to a clump

of mesquite, round it, and return to
the starting-place, Dug Doble was
chosen both starter and Judge.

Dave watched Whiskey Bill with
the trained eyes of a horseman. The
animal was an ugly brute as to the
head. But in legs and body it had
the fine lines of a racer. The horse
was built for speed. The cnwpuncher'g
heart sank. His bronec was fast, but
the little range pony had not beeh
designed to show its heels to a near-
thoroughbred.

“Are you readv?” Doble asked of
the two men in the saddles.

His brother said: “Let ‘er go!” San-
ders nodded. The revolver harkéd.

Chiquito was off like a flash of
light, found its stride instantly. Be-
fore it had covered seventy-five vards
the pinto was three lengths t;) the
good. Foot by foot the distance be-
tween the horses lessened to two
lengths, to one, to half a length. The
ugly head of the racer came abreast
of the cowpuncher. With sickening
certainty the range-rider knew that
his Chiquito was doing the best that
was in it. Whiskey Bill was a faster
horse.

The halfway mark was just ahead.
The cowpuncher knew exactly how
to make the turn with the least pos-
sible loss of speed and ground.
Scarcely slackening speed, he swept
the pinto round the clump of mes-
quite and was off for home.

Dave was halfway back before he
was sure that the thud of Whiskey
Bill's hoofs was almost at his heels,

& ’
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He called on the cowpony for a last
spurt. The plucky little horse
answered the call, gathered itself for
the home stretch, for a moment held
its advantage.

Then he knew that the bay was
running side by side with Chiquito.
The two horses raced down &he
stretch together, Whiskey Bill half a
length in the lead and gaining at
every stride. Daylight showed be-
tween them when they crossed the
line. Chiquito had been outrun by a
speedier horse.

CHAPTER IIL
HART came up to his friend grin-
ning. “Well, you old horn-toad,
we got no kick comin’. Chiquito run
a mighty pretty race. “Only trouble
was his laigs wasn’t long enough.”

The owner of the pony nodded, a
lump in his throat. He was not
thinking about his thirty-five dollars,
but about the futile race into which
he had allowed his little beauty to be
trapped. Dave would not be twenty-
one till coming grass, and it still hurt
his boyish pride to think that his
favorite had been beaten.

The voice of George Doble cut in,
openly and offensively jubilant. *“T'll
tell you now that broomtail never
had a chance to beat Whiskey Bill.”

“Yore hoss can run, seh,” admitted
Dave.

“He didn’t have to take the kinks
out of his legs to beat that plug.”

“You got our money,” said Hart

FOR
SCREAMED DOBLE, LEAPING TO
HIS FEET.

“I'LL GET YOU THAT,”

quietly. “Ain’t that enough without
rubbin’ it in?”

The usual give-and-take of gay
repartee was missing at supper that
night. What hurt was that they had
heen tricked, led like lambs to the
killing. None of them doubted now
that the pack-horse of the gamblers
was a “ringer.” These men had
deliberately crossed the path of the
trail outfit in order to take from the
vaqueros their money.

The punchers were sulky. Instead
of a fair race they had been up
against an open-and-shut proposition,
as Russell phrased it. The jeers of
Doble did not improve their tempers.

“They say one's born every min-
ute, Ad. Dawged if I don’t believe
it,” he sneered.

Audibly Hart murmured his senti-
ments aloud. “I'm liable to tell
these birds what I think of ‘em,
Steve, if they don’t spend quite some
time layin’ off'n us.”

“Don’t tell us out loud. We might
hear you,” advised Doble insolently.

“In regards to that, I'd sure worry
if yvou did.”

Dave was at that moment return-
ing to his place with a cup of hot
coffee. By some perverse trick of
fate his glance fell on Doble’s sinister
face of malignant triumph. His self-
control snapped, and in an instant

flected from the path it would other-
wise have taken. With a flip he

tossed the tin cup so that the hot
coffee soused the crook.
‘“T'll get you for that,” screamed

Doble, leaping to his feet. He reached
for his forty-five, just as Sanders
clogsed with him.

Miller, with surprising agility for a
fat man, got to his feet and launched
himself at the puncher. Dave flung
the smaller of his opponents back
against Steve, who was sitting tailor
fashion beside him. The gunman
tottered and fell over Russell, who
lost no time in pinning his hands to
the ground while Hart deftly re-
moved the revolver from his pocket.

Swinging round to face Miller,
Dave saw at once that the big man
had chosen not to draw his gun. In
spite of his fat the gambler was a
rough-and-tumble fighter of parts.
The extra weight had come in recent
yvears, but underneath it lay roped
muscles and heavy bones.

Instantly Dave plunged at him.

They went down locked together
Dave underneath. The puncher kne\\;
that if he had room Miller would
hammer his face to a pulp. He drew
himself close to the barrel body, arms
and legs wound tight like hoops.

Miller gave a yell of pain.

“I.emme loose!” shrieked the man
on top. “You brute, you're killin’ me!”

Dave had not the least idea what
was disturbing Miller’s peace of mind
but whatever it was moved to his a.d-'
;\'antage. He clamped tighter, work-
{ing his heels into another secure posi-
ition. The big man bellowed with
pain.

“What's all this?”
imperious voice.

Miller was torn howling from the
arms and legs that bound him and
Dave found himself jerked roughly
to his feet. The big raw-boned fore-
man was glaring at him a
large hook nose. ik

(Continued in Our Next Issue.)
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STAINS.

Perspiration stains may he re-
moved by rubbing the stained ma-
terial in an equal solution of am-
monia and water,

the whole course of his life was de- |
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World’s Highest Salarie

d Woman Says Orderliness Is the Keystone of a Suc-

cessful Domestic Structure.

[Special To London Advertiser.]
0S ANGELES, Jan. 29.—"“Have
few things in the home.

“I’se and enjoy them all dally.
“And, above all, keep them in or-
der!”

These are the principles, expressed
by Mary Pickford, upon which she
and Douglas Fairbanks operate one
of the most magnificently simple and

well-managed homes in all the
world.

“Orderliness is the keystone of
a successful domestic structure,
whether it be shack or castle,” con-

tinued Mary Pickford, screen celeb-
rity and highest salaried woman
in the world.

She has an annual income of over
a million and a $350,000 establish-
ment in the fashionable Beverly
Hills district.

The Fairbanks home isn't run on
a rigid budget system, although
economy is the watchword. Douz
pays all running expenses, because,
as Marys says, “he’'s old-fashioned
enough to want to do this without
aid from his wife.”

How To Keep House

[BY MARY PICKFORD.]
THL\'GS, possessions, don't

make happiness.

Never buy all you can af-
ford; keep something to wish
for. The first leads to ennui;
the second makes for happiness
through pleasant anticipations.

Boast rather of how little a
thing costs than how much.

Happiness can never lie in
the mere possession and spend-
ing of money.

Run your home every day
as if it were to be opened for
the inspection of the person
whose respect you most value.

Never buy anything merely
to impress someone else; buy
a thing because it will con-
tribute to your own pleasure
and well-being.

Albert, major domo of the }1nn.=p.:
hold, does all the buying, as well as,
the “butlering”—and that’s no mean |
job because of the number of guests]
constantly being entertained. |

“If I have learned any one thing|
from life and art which I can z-f—:
fectively put back into my home life!
and my profession,” says Mary, “it|
is this: .

“Cluttered minds make cluttered |
homes and disordered homes con-
stantly threaten happiness and
wholesome development.

“It isn't the amount
one’'s possessions that insure
faction. Riches lie in few and simple
things acquired for use and personal
culture, instead of show, and it is
with this constantly in mind that
Mr. Fairbanks and I manage the
home which gives us daily refresh-
ment and inspiration.

“I should feel that unless -I could
achieve this result measurably in a
five-room bungalow on a moderate
income, I should fail even more mis-
erably in a 50-room palace on many
times that income.”

i
|
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i

and cost of
satis-

i and Nick added, “I thought they cam s |

Mary Pickford conducted me about |
the 1l-acre grounds and the l4-room |
house, the femodeling and decoration |
of which she had personally super-
vised. There was nothing superfluous,
no clutter of mere things, no evi-
dences of ostentation. Every room
and nook corroborated her passion
for the orderliness she was stress-
ing.

“No matter how tired I am after
a day at the studio,” she said, “I|
never leave my shoes in disorder |
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ADVENTUR‘Eis OF T:-= TWINS,

“WHAT THE FAIRIES MAKE”|

'[By Olive Roberts Barton.]

h

kerchiefs in

the

on the dresser.
“T cohsider that everything I do,

or for which T am responsible, at all

when retiring nor

disarray

times bears my O. K. of approval
for the inspection of my friends and
the world. Ana& tnat applies to the
condition of my household from
boudoir to kitchen sink.

“What one has, or rather the con-
dition of what one has, characterizes
what one is.

$

AFTER lunch, Polly and Paul, like
the other passengers, rooted out
their ship clothes and went on déck
to locate their chairs and settle into
them under the plaid rugs the stew-
ard wrapped so deftly about them.
Upon the other side of Paul was a
chair with a handsome rug folded on
it, a large box of chocolates and sev-
eral new novels. Before she looked
at the name upon it, Rolly felt it
would be “Miss Rand,” and soon the
lady herself appeared and was snug-
ly ensconced at Paul's elbow, chat-
ting animatedly. Polly listened be-
tween paragraphs of her book.
“Oh, yes, I'm working. Magazine
assignmente. I'm going on with my
musie, too. Didn’'t know I sang, did
you, Mr. Dawson? Well, I do. And
mother has sold the old sammer cot-
tage we had at Port Stanley, so we've
a little money. I have a darling flat,
rented from a friend, who had to
come home, or I'd never got it. You
and your wife must come and see
me. It'll be so cosy. I'm crazy about
it. Paris is the only place, isn't it?”
As Violet rattled on, Polly felt
more and more nettled. She rubbed

her the wrong way, and she made
her feel insignificant. Yet somehow
she fascinated—even Polly. She

personified the great world of self-
reliance, knowledge, success. She
knew how to meet all sorts of people.
She understood men. How at ease
she was!
Polly felt an increasing curiosity
about the ring on Miss Rand’'s third
finger, and determined to learn its
significance. So when some men
came to drag Paul off for shuffle-
board, she urged and insisted that
he go.
“I'm so interested in your work,
Miss Rand,” began Polly, when they
were alone, “and your cunning
apartment. It is possible, then, for
a girl to live independently in Paris,
and not—not- i

“__be talked about?”’ finished Vio-
let, briskly. “Of course it is, just as
it is anywhere else. It”all depends
on the girl. I'm used to being inde-

POLLY AND PAUL—
AND PARIS

CHAPTER VIIL.—LIFE'S HARDEST JOB
' By Zoe Beckley

|

pendent and doing what I like, Be<
sides, I have my maid—and my.
music, which is in itself a sort’ of
chaperone.”

“It's better, I suppose, to study im\
Paris?”

Miss Rand pursed her lips.

“Mm—yes. Especially in my case.
If I stayed in New York,” she flashed
a curious smile at Polly, then looked
down at her beautiful ring and be-
gan turning it round and round, “I
should have to get married. Ned's a
darling, of course—but, oh, well, X
don’t want to marry him till I have
to.”

“I—I don't believe I quite under-
stand.” Polly covered her ; grow=
ing dislike with a smile.

“No, my dear, you wouldn't,” Vio-
let spoke not unkindly. “You're the®
kind, bless your heart, who thinks a
minister's words and a wedding ring
perform magic. You feel that you
and your man will automatically’
‘live happily ever after, like the’
princess in the failry tale—just be-
cause you are married, and have
‘promised.’”’

“As a matter of fact Miss
Rand looked straight into Polly’s in-
dignant eyes—*“marriage is the hard-
est job on earth. I'm cowardly
enough to put it off till I'm through
with the other things I want to do.
Then I'll feel better equipped to court
my husband.”

“Court?’ Polly had only breath
enough left to whisper.

“Certainly—court him. Court him
and hold him. It's a constant strug-
gle; that is, unless yvou are content
to be ju# a drab little wife. That's
where the French women are 8o
wise. They know a wife must be fas-
cinating, not only sweet and good.
They know they must constantly
court their husbands—or some other
woman will!” i

Polly could not forget the conver-
gation. It hammered at her heart
all the rest of the day, and far, far'
into the night.

(To Be Continued.)
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The fairies pack boxes with them
GAIN the twins followed the
Buskins coming after.}]

crane,

) Along the passage of the queer fairy

faetory they all went until they came
to another room bigger that the resu|
where the most tremendous buzzing
and humming and fussing was going
on.

“What do you make here?” :nskwli
Naney. !
“Birds,” said Mr. Crane. |
“Bird cried everybody together,|

out of eggs.”’

“Oh, yes, real ones do,’ said the]j
crane. “But come in and T'll tell vou|
all about it. You see, we dye feathers]
of all shades and kinds here and theni
make them into birds that look soj
real that you can't tell them, except|
that they don't move or sing. Any-
thing from poll-parrots to jack-daws.
They're for hats.”

“Hats!"” said astonished Nancy.

“Yes, to put on hats. The 1':|iri‘-:<1
pack boxes with them and put them:
in the hat stores. And when Mrs.!

and put them in the hat stores.
Trim or Miss Brim go to order more
humming-birds or owls or whatever
the fashion is that season on hats,
why they find whole new boxes of
'emi right on their shelves and they
think has sent ’em. And
so they have, but it's my little fairy
good-workers that do it.

someone

‘And when there aren’'t any orders,
Mr. Hunter in has to leave his gun
at hon ind the birds go free. That
bluebird there is one Mrs. Richman
ordered for her spring bonnet and the

is for her da 2 They'll
vear 'em both, never dreaming that|

Belinda DBluebird and Lemmy Lark
are singing away as happily as ever.”

“That's very good work,” nodded
kind Nancy. “And now, when feath-
er scome floating up to the sky, we'll
know where they are going, won't we,

Nick; and we'll ask mother to rip up |
her old pillows and the feathers fly
out. We'll te r all about the Lagd
of Runaway Feathers.”

(To Be Continued.) .
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Building @ Home? Here Is a Suggestion For You
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CRILI MO npi@ny 74°

KITCHL®
we* » o

LIVING P .
200M = 1
i6"s 200
DINING ROOX
uig”a nig®
-t

VIST

FIRST FLOOR
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SECOND fLOOR.

CLILING HEIGHT @:07

HOW do you like this house?

It's yours for $6,000. And that
includes a heating and lighting sys-)
tem.

You'll see by the plans that the

house consists of a basement and two

2

floors. There are six rooms and
bath.

The basement contains heater
room, laundry, space for fuel storage
and shelves for fruit and vegetables.

On the first Soor are. living room.

il .

e

¥

kitchen and dining-room. On the
second floor are two large bedrooms
and a’sewing room.

Tomorrow The London Advertiser

SISTER MARY’S KITCHEN

COOKING PARSNIPS |

.
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of the
and best of the

In themselves par-
snips are a starchy
food, but combin-

fried in deep fat
their food value is
increased.

a light - colored

vegetable, they

with a dark meat.

parsnips are tahoo

in your family, dry dressing them

up in one of the following ways:
Parsnip Balls.

sheuld be served
If plain boiled

winter vegetables. |

As parsnips arn{

ARSNIPS are one;through a fine sieve. Return to the

chf‘apcst153“‘1‘1‘1‘5”1, season with salt and pep-
P

=

er, add butter and heat, stirring

vigorously. Serve very hot.
Parsnip Fritters.
cut in slices
Dip in frying

30il
about

parsnips and
15 -inch thick.

ed with ezg and;hulter and fry in deep hot fat to a
4

%

To make the frying
bhatter, sift 4 tablespoons flour and
15, teaspoon Add 1 tablespoon

butter and stir lightly. Beat
cup warm water.

golden brown.

salt.
I melted
in 1o
i  Beat well for five minutes and let
(stand for half an hour. Fold in the
| whites of 2 eggs beaten till stiff and
dry. Use as needed.

(Copyright, 19

Six parsnips, 2 tablespoons but-
1

ter, teaspoon salt, 13 teaspoon
pepper, %% cup flour, 1 egg.
Wash and scrape parsnips.
in salted water till tender. Drain
and mash. Season with butter, salt
and pepper. Add flour and egg well
beaten. Form into small balls.

20ll in cracker crumbs, dip 1
egg slightly beaten with one table-
spoon water, roll again in crumbs,
and fry in deep, hot fat. Drain on
brown paper and serve.

Parsnip Cake.

Boil and mash parsnips
ceding recipe. Add butter
rolled cracker crumbs. in
little flat cakes and fry in a little
butter and bacon fat in a frying pan
till a delicate brown. If dried bread
crumbs are used and one teaspoon
sugar to parsnips when seasoning.

Creamed Parsnips.

10

as in pre-
and finely
Form i

Wash and scrape parsnips. Cut
into dice. Boil in salted water for

half an hour. Drain. Melt two table-

spoons butter in a saucepan. Add
parsnips and sift over two table-
spoons flour. Stir until flour, but-

ter and=parsnips are well mixed.

Then pour on slowly 1la cups
milk, stirring constantly and being
careful not to crush the parsnips.
Season with salt and pepper, and
cook five minutes after the sauce
thickens. This amount of sauce will
cover six medium-sized parsnips.

Glaced Parsnips.

Four parsnips, 2 teaspoon salt, 14
teaspoon pepper, 1 dessertspoonful
sugar, tablespoons butter, 4
tablespoons hot water.

Wash and scrape parsnips. Cut in
slices three-fourths of an inch thick.
Put each piece flat in a big pan or

spider, with a close-fitting cover.
Sprinkle with salt, pepper and
sugar.

Dot with bits of butter and pour
in the hot water at one side of the
pan. Cover tightly and cook slowly
for three-quarters of an hour
until - tender. lemove cover
brown in a very hot oven.

Mashed Parsnips.

Six parsnips, 3 tablespoons

an ("

but-

ter, 14 teaspoon salt, 14 teaspoon
pepper.

Wash and scrape parsnips and
boii in salted water until tender.

Drain thoroughly in a colander. Rub

or

Boil |

1

=

HIZN vou pile coffee cups one on

another in the cupboard they are
likely to get cracked or chippedy Also
other dishes bump them and knock
handles off.

A few curved-head screws wild
make things easier and safer. Screw
them, a few inches apart, in a row
along the roof of the dish cupboard
and hang the cups up.

For Cold on tbé Chest

Musterole is easy to apply and it
does not blister like the old-fashioned
mustard plaster.

Musterole is a clean, white ointment;
made with oil of mustard. Simply mas-
sage it in gently with the finger tips.
You will be delighted to sce how quickly
it brings relief.

Get Musterole at your drug store.
358& 65c, jars & tubes; hospital size, $3.
BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER

For
clear
skin
and
bright
eyes

Take

Sold

everywhere

will show you anether model small
home.z ¥ "

L

in box

~

Beauty Hint for Women

‘When food is only imperfectly digested,
it gives rise to fermentation, clogs the
bowels, and renders the blood impure.
This results in dull eyes, muddy skin,
blotches, pimples and other disfiguring
marks. Beecham’s Pills act immediately
on the stomach, liver and bowels; regu-
late them and keep them in a vigorous
condition. They are mild, harmless and
dependable. They are compounded of
remedies of vegetable origin having
great medicinal value.

Beecham’s
Pills

25c—40 pills |
50c—90 pills ~
o atth




