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The publication cof “The Miltion-
Coiiar ystery’' hegan Aug. 1 in
' he Advertiser. The story will run
for twenty-two consecutive weeks
in this paper. By an arrangemer..
with the Thanhouser Film Company
it has been made pOssible not only
to read the story in this paper, but
aizo to s2e It each week In the
Advertiser district. For the solu-
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only hirelings fall into the hands of the
police.

CHAPTER IV.
(Continued.)

Miss Farlow ever received was
The original note left on the
has been lust.

that
money.
doorstep with Florence
Trust me to make a

‘“Another good point. I'm going to
after dinner, a taxicab will await het
just around.the corner. Grange is the
best man I can think of. He's an artist

1it

|

“She has newver seen a scrap of it. All}
She has P | piano, .sewed a little, laughed, hummed,
{and did a thousand and
| young: girls do when they have the de-
11 these inquiries.” |

APIT

is born in woman to act. as it
born .in man to fight, and Florence was
no exception to the rule.

She was going to save her father.
She read with Susan, - played the

one things

ception of their elders in view.

All day long Jones went about like
an old hound with his nose to the|
wind. There was something in the air;

ute.

indeed

iand he sighed deeply 1
@ At quarter to 8 Florence.
:'nr a minute, set ﬁr_e toa v
| fed it down the register.

| “Jones,” she called excitedly,
{ something burning!”

Jones is out there in the hall
1 know; it is all for my
|it bothers me."”

Jones was
when he sensed the petu
{ voice, his shoulders sank

in the

lance
despondently |

if silently.
heing alone
eii and stuf-

sake.

hall;
in

“1 smell

this min- |turned then and theré¢ and flown but for !
t |the swift picture she had of a well-

i dressed n1an at a table. He lay with his

and | head uvon his arms.
her |

““Father!"’ she whispered.

The man raised his careworn face: so
|very well done that only the closest
| serutiny would have betrayed the paste
{of the theatre. He rose and staggered
| toward her with outstretched arms. RBut

ence experienced a peculiar shiver.

| The false father returned, dejectedi.

| the moment they closed about her Flor- |

let vou go. They may wish to held you

s hostage.”

When he was gone she tried the |
doors. They were locked. Then she
crossed over te the window and looked
out. A leap from there would kill her.

She turned her gaze toward the lamp.
wondering.

“It is as T said. They insist upon
| sending someone. Write down, the direc-
| tions T gave to you. T am very weak!

:she knew that he lied, that her father

‘the room

'
{

was still free.
Grange blew the whistle. Instantly !
became filled with masked |

men. But Florence was ready. She !
reized the lamp and hurled it to the
floor, quite indifferent whether it ex-
ptoded or werr yut. Happily for her N
was extinguished. At the same moment
Sfic tasl wic wnup Sne caught hold of a
chair, remembering the direction of the |
window.

She was supernumanly strong '

in this moment. The chair went true.
A crash followed. et

“She has thrown herself out of the
window!” yellea a voice.

Someone groped for the lamp, lit it,

and turned in time to see Florence pass .

out of the room into that from which
they had come.
surprised men heard the key click.

She was free. But she was no longer
a child. 2
R

(To Be Continued.)
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The door slammed. The

-
.

“

o

-
put he could not tell what it was. Some- | :
how or other no matter which room |
Florence went into, there was Jones
within earshot. And she dared not show
the least impatience or restiveness. It
was a large order for so young a girl,
but she filled it.

She rather expected that the reporter
would appear some time during the af-
ternoon; and sure enough he did. He

“My child!” murmured the broken

Vo) i v d man
when it comes to playing the ol man. “They caught me when 1 was

parts.”

“Not, too ocld,
Isn’t over 45.”
she could drop to sleep like that. Very
stretch out here on the divan and
snooze for a while. Had a devil of a
time last night.”

“When shall | wake you?”’

“At 6. We'll have an early dinner
gent in. I want to keep out of every-
body's way. By-by!

In less than three minutes he was |
sound agleep. "The woman gazed down |
at him in wonder and envy. If only
gshe could drop to sleep like that. Very
softly she pressed her lips to his hair.

At 11 o’cloek the following night the
ball light in the Hargreave house was
turned off and the whole interior be-
came dark. A shadow crept through
the lilac bushes without any more sound
than a cat would have made. Florerce's
window was open. as the arch-conspi-
rator had expected it would be. With a
small string and stone as a sling he
sent the whirling |
through the air. Tt sailed into the girl'si
ro6m.  The.man below-heard no. sound-|
of the.stone hitting anything, and con- :

|

| “Write down the directions yourself.,
|father; you know them better than L”
about to come to you. I have given up !gince she saw no escape, she was de-
tne fight.” A sob choked him. | termined to keep up the tragic farce no
What was-it? wondered the child, her %longer,
| . iscovered ne fire, he {heart burning with the misery of the “l am not your father.”
.,fy,],ﬁ},ﬂ()f}f;o(:;;scee’ g;sncec.o\ eler rushed into ‘thought that she was sad instead of“ “So 1 see,” she replied, still with the
|
]

Jones dashed into the room, sniffed,
and dashed out again. heading for the
cellar door. His first thought was natur-
| ally that the devils incarnate had set fire
ltn‘the house. When he returned, hav-

¢«,on of this mystery story $10,000

will be glven. remember. Hargreave

CONDITIONS GCVERNING THE
CONTEST.

The prize of $10,000 will be won
by the man, wOman, or child who
writes the most acceptable solution
cf the mystery, from which the last
two reels of motion picture drama
will be made and the last twe chap-
ters of the story written by Harold
fRacGrath.

Solutions may be sent to the
Thanhouser Film Company, either
2t Chicago or New York, two weeks
a‘ter the last instaliment is publish-
cd in thig paper, Advertiger readers
would have to submit thair solutions
cn or before January 14.

A board of three judges will de-
termine which of the many solutions
recelved is the most acceptable.
The judgment of this board will be
absolute and final, Nothing of a
literary nature will be considerec
in the decligion, nor given any prefer.
ence in the selection of the winner
of the 210,000 prize.

(Make Your Entries For|
THE WESTERN FAIR|

-W
SEPTEMBER 11 to 19, 1914.

Reduced Railway Retes over all Railways in Western
Ontario. Start September 11th. Special excursion
days, September 15th, 16th and 17th.  All tickets good
till September 21st.

Ontario’s Great Livestock Exhibition.
Prize List this year.

The best program of attractions ever offered.

Con. T. Kennedy’s 20 Shows on the Midway.

FIREWORKS EVERY NIGHT.

Prize lists, programs and all information from

secretary.

‘ LW. J. REID, President.

the hall. Her hat was missing. He | glad. Over his shoulder she sent a amazing calm.
| made for the hall door with a speed lglance about the room. There was a Braine, in the other room, shook his

letter skillfa'ly

Increased

| cluded that it. had struck the bhed

& | He waited patiently, Presently a
The last two | distineulshed

B frich i i s | wavering. light could he

reels, which w give the most ac- | over the sill of the window. The irl

ceptable soluticn to the mystery, wili' |
%
1

the ‘
A. M. HUNT, Secretary.J

14u xt

. was awake and had lit the cande. This
be presented in the theatres having knowledge ‘was sufficient for his .need.
this fezature .as soon .as

|

The tragic letter would do the rest, |

tical to produce same. The story { that if the girl came from the same |

corresponding to three motion pic. | Paftern as father mother— |

tures will appear in The Advertiser strong: willed and adventhrous. |
ceincidentally, or as soon after the

it is prac.

is

her and

| He tiptoed bhack {o the lilacs, when

[ noi sent kim clos p . g |
appearance of the pictures of the :.';P”;ns: gﬂ(‘:"lr:m close to the ground. |
winner, his or her home, and other

feet away he saw a |-
’ | shadow creeping along toward ti oY
Interesting features. It is tunder- e BE Ly Trore
stood that ths newspapers, so far
cal

| door. Presently the. shadow stood up |
|
as practical, In printing the’last two |
|

o

as if listening. He stooped .and ran |

jehtly "t s E |

chapters of the story by Harold SPNLY e 178, ol T T o E
rMacGrath, will also -show a picture

{ door, which he hugged.

y i Who was this? wondere raine

of the ouccessful contestant. 1 H : et
Solutions to the mystery must not

Patiently he waited, arranging his nos-
| ture so that he could keep a lookout
be mOre than 10 words long. Here 7 ;
are some questions to be kept ‘In

| at the door. Py and :by. the door

| opened  eautiously. A man. holding a
mind In connection with the mystery | ] 5
as an ald to a solution:

{ candle, appeared. Braire vaguely rec- |

& p <l | ownized Olga's description of the butler. |
No. +—What becomes of the mil- | The man on the veranda suddenly blew |

lionalre? | : |
No. 2—What

{ out the light i
Braine could hear the low murmur

o
£1,000,0007 | of voices, but nothing more. The. con-
No. 2>—Whom does Florence mar- i
ry?

versation lasted scarcely a minute. The

| door closed and the man ran down the

No. 4—~What becomes of the Rus- | steps, acress the lawn, with Braine

clan countess? ‘
Nobobdy coOnnected either directly

| ¢close at his heels,
: “Just a moment, Mr. Iargreave,’ he
indlirectly with ‘“The Million-
Doilar Mystery” will be considered

| called ironically; “just a moment!”’ |
as a contestant.

|  The man he addressed as Hargreave | TG e Sk 3 : & . ) e
| turned with lightning rapidity and | ; ¥ ) 3 4 '

l
!

Becomes c¢f the

or

|
2. A Favorite
~ in every Home

YES! at breakfast time, lunch
time, supper time—any time—you'll
find there’'s aiways a place on the table for

ARIS PATE

PARIS
Everybody likes it so much, It's so good—so appetizing
—so pure ard nutritious. Nothing to cook either.
Open the tin and PARIS PATE is all ready to eat—
the most delicious cooked-meat paste you ever
tasted. There’s the expert service of a French
Chef in every tin. Eat it every day.
10c. tin from yoar grocer.

! struck. The blow caught Braine above |
1914, By Harold MacGrath.)

}!hn ear, knocking him flat. When he |
| regained his feet the rumble of a motor |
told him the rest of the story. ‘

{

t Copyright,

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS

Stanley Hargreave, mililonaire, after
a miraculous escape from the den of the |
gang of brilliant thieves known as the |
Black Hundred, lives the life of a re-

: i ANEE

By the dim lght of her bedroom |

SEVERAL, FACES-
candle Florence read the note which had |

cluse for eighteen years. Hargreave one i O“tmm‘?l = s!nmg'el}l'{ {mdf “1‘1}.52 |eould no mors: resist the: desire o e |
& - N . | teriously into her room. er father! | < r 5 resi
night enters a Broadway restaurant and | i7e lived, he needed her! Alive. but \%r_ld t%“‘ toThel th?n e u?ul(zi ef‘Stl i i i
thieins cOTeh filce to face Withithe geng's | i A8 HECEs Vehe o . but | breathing. here was no use denying | The Million-Doliar Mystery 1n
Jeader, Braine. in d'rea:i‘ peril, and onl_} bhe‘enuld save | jt; the world had sur}denly turned at | moving pictures will be run in
After the meeting, during which him: " She lnnged to fly-to him at once. | 3 new angle, presenting a mnew face, | London at the Majestic Theatre
neither man apparently recognizes the then and there. How could she wait |5 roseate vision. It rather subdued his | on Monday and Tuesday, ahd in
+ill tomorrow night at 87 Immediately | : &
e ? X ¥ theatres in Brantford, Chatham,

other, Hargreave hurries to his mag- | S 2 b | easy banter,
nificent Riverdale home and lays plans | She began to plan how to k:tn‘cum\etnﬁl “What news?”’ she asked. Woodstock, Guelph, Windsar,
1e i cAsge ! sarnia, Stratford, Owen ~Souna |
|

for making his escape from “the coun- | the watchful Jones and “None," ‘rather ~ despondently.
try. He writes a letter to the girls’ | Susan. Her father! She slept no more sorry. 1 had hopeg by this time to and other Western Ontario points.
lead the story in The Adver-

school in New Jersey where eighteen i that night

; 2 | tha ght. somewhere. But it appears that

years before ’he had mysteriously YVIAeft “My Darling Daughter—I must see | ,n't get any fu;ther lh:?n PRl hhiee {iner Dherh see Mis picteres

%"‘\ ’thg dgoratethls 'baby daughter, l| yvou. Come at 8 o'clock tomorrow night She did not ask him what he meaot el § et
crence Gray. e also pays a visit!li, 75 Grove street, third floor. Confide |,y (pat 3 E

t6 the hangar of a daredevil aviator. b2 i3 G Sl 2 . v
Braine and members of his band sur- | ‘rl';r‘:n one, or you seal my death war-) «gpayl I play
e | she said.

round Hargreave’s home at night, but |
“Your unhappy “‘Please. '

as they enter the house the watchers | |
outside see the balloon leave the ‘rotct “FATHER.” | He drew a chair beside the
I";Tchb"l‘_;’nr‘:ref:\';'e”dw:g‘p‘:xa:eto""'!"ég’; What refuse to obey a  and watched her fingers, white as
drawn that‘day was gone., Then some summons Ivory keys, fiufter up and. down Um ?1“"1""!" The child was gone.
e:’.:n'tle(ﬂh(\ard. She played Choepin for him, in the hous
| Mendelssohn, :Grieg, and Chaminade;  telephone, t

one announced the balloon had been | A light
punctured and dropped into the sea. | her. |

Florence arrives from the girls’ school. | ‘‘ls anything the matter?’ asked the |and she playved them in a surpi: 3 ‘““Wheo i 2
Princess Olga, Braine’'s compgnion, vis- | mild voice of Jones, scholarly fashion. He had expected th2 | white and dry.
its her and claims to be a refftive. Two “No. 1. got up to of | usual schooigirl choice and execution: “The princess.
boaus detectives call, but their plot is | water.” | Titania, the Moonlight Sondta ‘which| e
foiled by Norton, a newspaperman. She heard the footsteps dle away down l not half a dozén great pianists -ever | «pe

the corridor. She thrust the letter | played correctly), Monastery 3ells, and | -

into the pocket of her dress, which lay t the like. He had prepared to make a

|
{

sofa. a table, some chairs, and an enor- | head savagely. Kather and daughter;
mous clock, the face of which was dent- | the same steel in the nerves. Could
ed and the hands hopelessly mngled.!thi-y bend her? Would they have to
Why, at such a moment, she should note | break her? He did not wish to injure
such details disturbed her. Then her bodily, but a million was always a
chanced to look into the cracked mirror. | million, and there was revenge which
In it she saw several faces, all masked. | was worth more to him than the money
These men were peering at her through | itself. He listened, motioning to the
the half-c¢losed door behind her. other to be silent.

“You must return home and bring me | b e t.hf' ‘mrec;tmnsx‘. mmmanqed
| the money,” went on the wretch who | the 5“”‘%"019‘ who discarded the broken
| dared to perpetrate such mockery. “It is aIntits style. o o
| al! that stands between me and death.” 1 dnow bl au TERAR TROHES
| sl “Then your father dies this

Then she knew! - The insistent daily | grange put a whistle to his lips.
| warnings home her. She un- | write!”

derstood She had deliberately “T refuse!”
| walked into the spider's net. But in- “Gmnee more. The moment I blow this

stead of terror, an extraordinary calm ‘whistle the wmen in the other room wili

fell upon her. understand that your father is to die. Be |

“YVery well, father. -1 will go and zet | wise. Money ‘is nothing; life is every-
Gently she released herself from thing.”
ible arms. g
my child, -t [ see if they will

she

on

*

night.

for “Sign,

something 0 Y el P A el R
’\":m-h seemed incredible to

| wildered Susan’'s eyes. Out
niano | street, up and which

1 ! - .
the | Far. away he discovered a

the be-
into the
he looked.
dwindling

came to

now.

down

child
like
tap

would
this?

on the door Susan was answering the
ting incohere 5 | §

o ““ Good for cverybody
A —young <& old alike

—at all times.”

s it} those ho

“Wait,

Jones whisper¢ Even she had known

creature to be an impostor, so

, his lips as

till this vile
drink

get a

Susan. |

began

took the receiver from her roughly.
Who ts it2”

Perigoft.

1
0!

Prepared by

By bribing the captain of the Orient SOCIETE S.P.A

Norton lays a trap for Braine and his
gang. Princess Olga also visits the Ori-

Is Florence | .

i

ent’s captain and she easily falls into the
reporter's snare. The pian proves abor-

At-all Grocers
and Hardware
Dealers.

v |

tive through Braine’'s good luck and |
- | Norton.

| a woman’s mind agsinst.a child’s.
| Norton

neatly folded on the chair at the foot
of the bed, then climbed back into the
ved itself.

Was the child spinning a romance
over the first young man she had ever
met? In her heart of
not know.

Her father!

1t- was all so terribly simple, to match
3oth
and the sober
plicitly warned her never to
where,
ters, without first consulting one or ‘the
other of.-them. And now she had planned
to deceive them -with all the ‘eunning ‘of
her sex.

The next morning at breakfast there

go any-

pearance or manners. Under the shrewd

day self, a fine
who had not yet seen the stage.

bit of acting for one
But

&

does make
the bread

and butter
faste (*"

R

-

-
\ Q}‘\\\\\\‘\\\\\.\\\&&\

S

S e i
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P T is when you spread it out on bread or
2 pancakes, fruit or porridge, that you

notice mdst the sweetness and perfect
purity of e Extra Granulated Sugar.
Buy it in the 2 and 5-b. Sealed Cartons, or in
the 10, 20, 50 or 100-b. Cloth Bags, and
you'll get the genuine s, absolutely clean,

just as it left the refinery.
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CANADA SUGAR REFINING CO, LIMITED, MONTREAL.

She must not tell even Mr. |

hearts she did |

Jones had ex- |

-oceive telephone- calls, or let- |

was nothing unusual either in her ap- |

serutiny of Jones she was just her every- |

martyr of himseif; instead, he was dis
tinctly and delightfully entertained.

“You don’t,’ he said whimsically,
| when she finally stopped, ‘you don’'t, by
iany chance, know ‘The Maiden's Pray
e

She laughed.
ling joke at school.
i~ *1 have never played it. It may, how-
lever, be in the music cabinet. Would
lyou like to hear it?”’ mischievously.
“Heaven forfend!”” he murmured,
I raising his hands.

“No

| i
lout for

{

a

This piece was a stand- |

LY ,
All the while the letter burned against | :

| her heart; and the smile, on her face |

fand the gayety on her tongue
| forced. .‘‘Confide in no one.” she re-
| peated mentally, *‘or you seal my death
| warrant.’’
| “Why do you
{that?”’ he asked.
“Did 1 shake my head Her heart
[ inttered wildly. I was not conscious
tof 1t
i “Are you going to keep your promise?’

“What promise?”’

“Never to leave this house without
Jones or myself being with you.’’

“1 couldn’t if T wanted to. T'll wager

shake your head like

o

CASTORIA

| For Infants and Children

In Use For Over 30 Years

| Always bears
Fo L1

Real Lever Simulation '1

GOLD WATGH FREE.

now,
cents for one of our
fashionable Ladies’
Tong Guards, or
Gents' Alberts, sent
carriage paid to wear
with the watch, which
will be given Fres
(thess 'watches are
guaranteed five years),
shouid you take ad-
vantage of our marvel.
expoct you to tell your friends
show them the beautiful watch.
't think. this offer too good to be trme, but send
ts to-dsy and #ain a Free Watch. You
will be smazed —WIBLLIAMS & LLOYD, Wholesalo
. Jewellers (Dept. 42 ), 89, Cornwallis Road, Londo, N.,
England.

IROBERTS ENGRAVING
rrsc S RETOLRE

é LON DON<CANADA |

Standard remedy for Gleet,
Genorehea Runnings
IN 48 HOURS. Cures Kid-
ney and Bladder Troubles.

)

were |

|

| tractive plac
| was too higt

iflat.
| was

call yvou
“Yes,
nd Mr.
row.

a chair

“What is 1t?"’ cried Susan, terrified by

iam.

moment.
when
please.
Norton
Good-bye."”
Jones hung up the
nearby
! his hands.

She hs

she

I want
to come

and

rett

1
1I'1
“

ive
buried

the haggardness of his face.

‘‘She’s gone

Florence
speed.

Number

She

Her

got her
was

Y
1 :

f

3 Grove street was not an at-
, but when she arrived she
e note of its
}sm‘«.‘\i\‘moss. She was rather out of breath
| when she reached the door of the third
knocked
instantly
' | wore a black mask.

11y

My God,

Lot

athe

keved to t

opened

the

Fhey've got h
whirled

She

ale
tak

timidiy.
by

~ and

was

a

ARl

tea

sank

his face i

)Se

at

The
man

Susan

tomor-

into

wretches
"

top
! actually
| on the way to her father, whom she had
| a5

lalways loved in dreams, yet never seen.

AGIG OF

have the
to wander idly in an old-fashioned gar-
den—one of those high-walled
| closures, with a blur of cclor tintings
of quaint old posies that
| the and glory of colonial
a
{4 with stately
prim and trim in the shadowy
l d. jassamine here, a tiny tuft of
rant heather blowing there? In a
word, every description of oid-fashioned
bloom, where every truant seed is wel-
to grow suit its own sweet
And sometimes, if it is a really
old-faghioned garden, one may
emerge upon a path

Did you ever

in.

those

pride

hollyhocks

come to
| will.
| truly
| suddenly

door
who |
She would have

“That leads where none may guess
Save lovers to exchange unseen
Shy whispers and caress.””

Then to make the scene idealistic and
| charming. at the end of this path, there
! is an old rustic seat, half hidden be-
{ hind shady shrubs
{ “Just a place to sit and dream
‘i All your dreams over.”
|

| Surely such a garden as this was
1meant for moments of idleness and
| contemplation, just the place to dream
| of those things we strive so hard to
| attain, and which never come true,
| the place to build those wondrous air
| castles that surely never materialize
¥'m the prosaic humdrum of the work-
| a-day world. Foolish nonsense, you
‘ ay, vet that is where the charm lies,
| just the luxury of dreaming them:. And
| where better can these precious minutes
Ibe passed than in the garden, where
| the leaves rustle softly as the breeze
| tosses them to and fro, and the
| lengthening shadows across the green
| sward as the sun goes down, filling the
§;arden with a strange and radiant
: glow, when imperfections are lost in
the gathering dusk, and even the
| prosaic shrubbery seems a likely home
| tor elves and faries?
| Where Flowers Slumber.

{  Let the idler, with flowers, fragrant
;hreath for greeting, go softly across
| the grassy ways that lead between the
! roses. A magic door closes upon the
| world of work and strife.  The hurry
{and hustle, the strain of everyday
| grind are things of the past—a far off
éec‘no of a bad dream. Everything is
| peace. The soft sighing of the wind,

| the gentle flutter of some petal as it
ifalls from a full-blown flower, the
i

fragrance-laden air, fills yvou with a
contentment that is beyond words to
express, a content that is born of
| peace and perfect sympathy with sur-
| roundings. This you saw is a dream
| that never comes true. The garden is
| like some delightful picture book. The
| turning of the first page is the mosts
entrancing, since. all the others lie
ihiddcn. and even as the garden slum-’
! l‘mrs, s0 it will awake .to give us greet-
' ing. - i

| wadays gardens are more or less
|

N
me(?nodical affairs, the flowers set in

good fortune
{ trained precision.
| one

were |
days: |
garden running over with wild plant |
standing |
back- |

precise rows and climbing with well-
But once in a while
stumbles unconsciously upon a
sacred little, haunt which is usually
kept by some dear old body, with a
delicious sense of ‘‘things past,’”” and
where just an honored few are al-
lowed to enter. It seems like the
fragrant borderland connecting the
“Iand of Memories’ and that visionary
“Never, Never Land.”
With the Hollyhocks.

And what sweet suggestions there
are of other days. fven a tiny fra-
grant tuft of heather recalls some
loved incident, or -the slender long
stalk, bursting here and there with
flaming hollyhocks, tall sentinels of the
garden, stirs our brain to hosts of
pleasant thoughts.

Dear old-fashioned garden, overrun
with moss, where the lily of the valley
is allowed to pursue its way unchal-
lenged, and where wild plant life, such
as a common weed, are held sacred by
its owner, unmolested and welcome.

Close-nestling leaves and subtle-scent-
ed flowers,

That deepen joy and soothe the sad-
dened hour,

Of fragrance, freely given.

Lend me you aid that I may find
Sweet solace for the troubled mind

In thoughts soft-echoing that bind
Unhallowed earth to heaven.

TRANEENERuRsENIY
L

"Pennsylvania Avenue,
‘18th and H Streets

To seckers of 2 hotel where
luxurious quarters may be se-
cured, where charm and con:
genial atmosphere prevail, an
where excellence of service i8
paramount, the Hotel Powhatan
offers just such inducements.

Rooms with detached bath
ml be obtained at $1.50, $2 00
and up. Rooms with private
bath, $2.50, $3.00 and vp.

p: :
Comenton itizeren £t Pl e
Write for booklet with map.
CLIFFORD M. LEWIS,
Manager
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Of strenuous life with summer showers,

MONTREAL

Il

e

our Batting Average

can’t be kept up on foods that are deficient
in muscle-making material, that heavily tax
the digestive organs. The effort to digest
high-proteid foods in Summer uses up vitality
and lays the foundation for disease.

P

will keep the body at top-notch efficiency.
for work or play. It is what you digest, not
what you eat, that supplies strength for body
and mind. Every particle of the whole
wheat grain is digested and converted into
sound muscle, bone and brain.  Your grocer
sells it.

Always heat the Biscuit in oven to restore Criapness;
then pour over it milk or cream, adding salt or sugar
to suit the taste. Deliciously nourishing for any meal
in eoinbination with berries or otner fruits of any kind.
Try toasted Triscuit, tie Shredded Wheat Wafer, for
luncheon with butter, cheese or marmalades.

Made by i
The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited I
3 - o,

ve

iazara Falls,
Ontario

Taronto Office:
49 Wellington St.




