t' Pan said - 80  in-
nocently serious;that George tirst
out into a genuine Jaugh,
“Then you're' yérylogical;for a
woman,” he decided.
‘The girl went back to heyp origin-
al puzzle. i
“Why did you tell me when §
came in that I was top much under
Gloria's influence?" she .asked. “I
suppose T am influenced by

her—but wouldi’t/dt be a good in-
ﬁdﬂﬂﬂ' in

fluence? '
£ .
A

ol
every w; Fikpa
Geﬁ% piledin , Hegpei®:
“ “nierthat ok ‘ot ‘matches

—that's it, thanks. Now go sit
down on your stool and be a goou

Jall : . y o | irl and*1at; m‘} Ygoing to téll youl |
: _ - 1Y 1 ¢ 1]a lot of things "

to think I. could do him good too,
by being good friends-with him. ~ 1
thought he was, wonderful.” ;
“That's because you wanted to)
think g0, the idealism in you com

CONFIDENCES
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e A
cﬂﬂst‘hamn\mmsmo “I, T don't thing there's much to
fni, 900/] o' uhuso tell’, Pan replied, trying desperate-

ly to understand it herself. “I was
“FRUIT-A-TIVES” Gorrects It

-,
in love with him, I know that. Oh,|ing out,” Gloria explained. / -<\
I know because it hurts so awfully| ‘{Perhaps. But that was the only
2 N B
_Itis generally recognized among|
the medical profession that Consti-

) \ " ) oty
when” thing I wanted, to go on being inf e | ‘ B b y ;
“When Gladys into it”|love with him. And then. . Gla g fae | a ys wn
prompted Gloria. w0 ; who lgl.ad elveryth::f""m:}_s' V| A ; ] ]
i i “Yes! 1f she had liked him as I|one thing I wan a aldny ! b
pation o J{i':cu s £ di‘:::‘:"w H:I{' The did, I should not have mind-|deserve it beomnge"me; e / ,o«ﬁ.‘smn{-
Bowcls, produces more fhiee Kokt ooy |ed, that is I shouldw't have mind:|appreciate all his good, qualities
other one cause. Constipation is res- o o RARh T saglose L L. rouliteettite N, SOE
ponsible for at least 907 oftthe ‘dlsem.e have- seMistly wanted Timto be it} “And tbhts ‘Ble® AuRbied’ 48
in the world today—+because Consti- |}, 4 Gloria. She wanted 0. say ge |
pation is responsible for the Indiges-| Her thoughts came pouring out|things and ‘wondered: whether she|. ‘
tionand Dyspepsia— thenervousness, lthe:ll.l l;‘}or ﬁ?lce s);i ‘:.mvlvld talk ire; d8f9§~ .
mnia and Rheumatism—the Ec-[ly all the. things that'were pent upf o404 . !
:g::a and other skin 'troubles—tha |inside her. A : GLO:;_A'? :vg:lc;
Headaches and Backaches. You see, no one ever liked me. apte
, Why is this?
As you know, it is the dutyof the
bowels to carry off the waste matter
in"the system. If the bowel muscles

Not even when I was a child. . 1
was so frightfully ugly.”
“Poor kid, you weren't,” Gloria
are weak or the liver inactive, then
this. waste matter remains in the body
and poisons the blood. As a result,

said softly.
“l 'was. T was thin and nervous
every organ in the body is paisoned
by this waste.

and had a pale face and a big

mouth with huge teeth that Aunt

Maude called tombstones, And I

looked so dreadful in the gingham

pinafores Aunt Maude: made us,

. You see when we were little, she

“Fruita-tives” has been wonderfully|drossed us both alike. That 1,

successful in relieving Stomach Troubles, | Gladys had new pinafores, and {

Nervous Troubles, Liver Troubles, Kid-|wore 1hlm]n out ntEhXttsSxason'l she w:;lz:

; so much larger that they always

;zu[auiiﬁbfriﬁm‘“mﬁx me when she'd outgrown them. But
Jy and emphatically relieves Constipation.
“Fruit-a-tives’’ will always relieve
Constipatiop, evep though the trouble

Jhas been chronic for ten, fifteenjand

twenty years. Thousands of grateful

users - proclaim ‘‘Fruit-a-tives’. the

her hair went into nice fat curls
‘when Aunt Maude wet it and
‘greatestremedy for Constipation that
the world has everknown. '

brushed it around her finger and
50¢ a hox, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25¢.

mine was always plastere¢ back
flat and ended in a stringy pigtail,
-At dealers or sent postpaid by Fruite
a-tives Limited, Ottawa, Ont.
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came

| about yeurself.”
{Pan felt her heart beat excited-
ly as she looked at him.

Glorla thought REVELATIONS
asked: 53
“How old. are you, Pan?"
“T'wenty one, almost
two,” the girl answered.
Gloria laughed, ) \
‘“‘How manvellous+£6; be young
enough to count ‘foward:. to the
next birthday! I'm 88 shen that un-
fortunate daté ‘occurs, so I refuse
to think ‘about it until it's  past.
and too late to worry over! You're
so young for your age Panl,
“Do you know, you were never in
love with Morton at all?’
Pan looked sufficiently astonish-
ed. at this remarkable statement to
cause Gloria to laugh again:
She went on; AR R
“You weren't—not really, you
know. You forgot too soon, when
you -got into new  surroundings.
You found something better here,
dldn’t you?" )
Into Pan’s mind came a memory
of George Ridgeway’s tired eyes
and, fine features, and the mouth
that puzzled her so by its sweet-
ness and its cynicism.
She nodded her head.
“You gee, that was all there was
to it. In the country you had noth-
ing to think about but yourself.
That sounds brutal, dear <child,
but I'm afraid  its true. [Heaven
knows “you had enough unpleasant
things happening to make your
thoughts anything = but = cheerful.
And there was little else to think
about. N 311N
“Nevertheless, - you did think
about yourself and therefore you
made the little hurts greater in
\your own mind. It wasn’t love but
loneliness that made you turn to
Morton. 'What 'was there about him
to satisfy a girl like you?"
Pan dnswered eagerly:
“He was wonderful! He was so
different. He didn’t 1ike - girls in
the silly sentimental fashion of
the other boys He respected them

awhile ' then

= . L an, 4
angel, Pan, and'don't stand "~there. atid. dinger. The volce Chapter 61 A
f;‘ogwning ﬂ'h'.mé-"l’m.boqed.-.. :pgede‘ was fretful, “No fun. eating alone.” ‘(?0;)1'89 began, i ;
sick: I'm-going to have'a hotXpath;] “Haven't you had any dinner? Gloria says you have the infer-
supper- ~and .then. dance!™ " 7 "% | Pan was'all upsel over such a|lority compl:sx, and T must help you}
iPan’s protdsts were, lost in ‘' ‘thef thing and in her anxiety forgot the zet)'rld of it. e
sputtey ‘and’ gurgle of water Eurhed|shyness of him that bad returned| Pan lﬂ_“Khﬁd-’”
on-~into the: tuh. Qver its" ~nojse| whon she first;sugpected she might| | What's tihﬂl- she asked.
Pan"heard Gloria hegin ¢ ing.{be in love with him:, It's a highbrow way of saying
Shel picked up the, phone and:abe: “No—there’s stuff in the dining that you aren’t conceited e'hough.
iently' called up the - Parke !Tesl|room, but my foot burts when I thﬁt you under-rate yourself.
tefeo. £ B v A But] llk:l‘gWli:;ﬂ:rht:}:]i'o;]llxeelrl;a;otlo!:.
Glonia had decided “I'm going to come over ¥ u g v
well again. bring you something hot!’ to do about it If Lnr.gtubid enough
y .| small voice was détermined. uot to be able—
A PHONE MESSAGE “But'—I'm alone you know—1| “Stop—that won't do. That think-
mean’ it's unconventional, it's aw-|ifg your stupid—is just why you
Chapter 59 fully - sweet of—" never will amount to anything. Be-
Pan, sure that ~Gloria would go| Pan laughed at his mixture of|sides it's not true / %
into pneumonia and-'die at laggt alarm and pleasure and hung up the] Pan began to derend herself, "(i
called up the doctor and begged|recciver. She started to the kitchen|rather to defend her old ingraine
him to ordér her to stay indgors.|to see what might be heated. point of view.
Dr. Moore said he would 100k in \
and Pan felt she had tniumphed.

. “But it {8 true. Look at the wayl,
A VISIT Floria talks. = She ' knows. about
But when he arrived, Gloria had Chapter 60,

averything it seems. - She talks

wraped herself up in-another of her Anouy ;:ic?;rsgl ::,ke(:, 2‘]‘{“"5\‘:;2 | 32;
many amazing tea gowns this time| 'he only thing Pan could fin, ;f,i:‘s st?e 't:m"‘b'bou: music nﬁé’u
silver cloth with floating scarlet)(o carry hot to the invalid was nuiiélan-ﬂhe's familiar with- every-
chiffon sleeves and a long train at)some thick celery soup. She heated thing that's played. I can’'t tell
scarlet velvet, and looked anything|his as much as:possible With  al5travinsky fr m Beethoven with-
bult an lllval{(l. lavish addition of cream-and pour- Sut &' program‘and: nover heard of

‘My duty is to tell you to stayled it into a Thermos bottle. Then the “modérn movement” in music
home the old doctor said with ashe pulled an old fur cloak of antil Glorla told me of it
smile at the appeatance of his sick|Gloria's over . her shoulders, halll "pan magde, a little gesturo
patient. : wished she had on ' 'her cream|jjence an Tpterrufition. * &

And my privilege s to  dis|colored silk which was so becom. “And books! At'Teast T thougn
obey,” Gloria answered with  aling—decided that if she stopped|rq read. But .ll've read only the
smiling impudence that she could|(o change it would be coquetry, | 51d standard eont of things,- which
make charming, “Stay for tea doc:| whereas now . it was merely af ) of!you,havesrgad qqd [?';‘ggttev.
:o{L‘Btobl;x may come in you like tofpriendly errand—and slipped out- There’s al"'m'ode!f " moveément i lit-
a 0 him. v fof the house. 4 b (P of--

The little doctor. settled down| She was 80 much in earnest' ove: vr::\;:f :)r;n;o'd(]]‘:otmt:lgu;hlinmihcrxflz:::
into a corner of the sofa ‘and wait: | her errand that she took a taxi, an| pat /[dngver dreamed about.
ed for tea and muffins. He was|unheard of extravagnce for her, so :‘Giorla knows. ?é'vcryv character
something like a goblin, he had afGeorge could have his supper that n history—or afmost everyone it
long head that rose to a . sort otimuch sooner. ; seems to morSh'('s'kné'ws about old
bald ‘peak on top, sparkling deepf  George had phoned downstalrs 'te} hooks, and old china, and old furni-
set eyes behind a fringe of  eye-lthe hall boy of the apartment ; ; ;
brow and a professional 100KiDg{houge to let her in—she found him

turgs and medfeyal snrohitectiréy
Pointed beard. sitting in a little pool of lamp ligh Sitanljaio iy S, S\ Wit 3
“Of course I'm supposed {

‘eel4s0 tongue: ticd apd+out DF- it 2y

twenty

(his
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it was so awfully ugly!

“I always had to work -so hard
over my lessons, if I didn’t study
and study I'd fail. But Gladys nev-
er paid much attention and some-
how. she alwayg managed to get
through. So she wasn't stupid, as I
know you think.”

“There’s a certain type of mind
that cannot fall into the routinu
of school studies!” Gloria ex-
plained. ‘“‘Docile children thrive
under such a routine; children
with too much individuality are al-
ways at war with the hard and fast
rules of academic studies. 1 fancy
you were that sort.”

Pan went on:

“All the teachers liked Gladys.
They never cared much for .me,
Jexcept an old lady who was my
Engish teacher. The rest said'I had
no personality. Otherwise, I never
made " friends, and the teacher
died while I rwas in high school.
“Gladys grew more and more pe-
pular, and somehow I felt as
though I were ‘being shoved into
the background. But I knew, that if
uI were the sort that could be shov-
ed I deserved to be. And I was
busy, the work at home never was

il
70

by being inferiop decorators and
artists.” :
“But—' Pan insisted. “I
know ‘enough about .the
trend of events, who is who
what has been happening to
]ot it at all.” | ) 5

‘“That's just.it, you don't —but
you'te learning fast, George said.

“Look here child, I want you to
get out of your present state of
mind, These things you envy may
be desirable, but they are not es-
sential. There isn’t a woman n
Gloria’s circle who doesn't envy
you with a positively bitter envy—"
“I*Why?” the girl flung the word
at him almost like a challenge.

“Because you have something
they never can have.”

“What?’ she was simply wonder-
ing now.” -

“Youlh— simplicity— innocencu
sense as well. ‘And besides that, an
sweetness—and a great deal ot

I've known -women who secmed Ly
be all you®aro~#tmt it was a sham,
a pose, to attract amen: Gloria: fg
the other sort she's sweet - an!
good undermeath, as any womag
could be,” but she Has a hardness
that comes out now and then and
an impishness that dannoys me—yet
that makes her doubly attractive
even when she's exasperating’
“I know,’ said Pan, thinking of
Gloria's foolish disobedience to
the doctor’s orders and the great
charm  which shq exerted to get
her own way, 8
“The proof of your  sweetness
and generosity”’, George went o,
“was the way you came here-this
evening-—a woman less sweet and
Sgenerous would not have troubled
g merely because I chose to be cross
rand go without supper; a woman
‘more sophisticated;, more worldly
would have ‘stopped bécause 'y
considered unconventional.
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very easy.
“And as I grew
more’’
“Sensitive,’
agalin.

older I

prompted

play games well, 1 tired

grew
(Gloria

“Yes. I couldn’t dance- well, nor
out on

~-the others were, well, so vulgar
sometimes, in  the things they
would say about girls.  Sometimey
they'd say vulgar things to them.
Even to Gladys—{I heard one boy
boast that he dared say anything
he wanted to her.

visiting Mrs. Jamison”, he  begad
making himself still more comfor¥
able among the cushions as the tea
tray appeared. A
“Mrs. Jamison is always a mal
ade imaginaire!” Gloria rémarkea,
filling his cup. .
i

at the big table in his studiq, iwith

books and newspapers scattereu

over table and floor and the test o

ge huge place in a friendly sort of
oom, \ ‘

“You are an anpgel to come lik¢
this”” he said. “I'm like al} men, i
hate ‘being sick so much that when

“You never had a chance {0 know
hese things—and Gloria’s chances
for learning them were. gxception-

U George answered.

'No; only that—she and all her
‘rfends know everything going oan
avery day. They know why the. Re-
Jublicans are going to win at the

eagerness to learn that they know
will ‘get you all the cleverness they
build their own ‘reputations upon.”

‘Pan_began to laugh,

“I do feel Tlike  a new person
since I came to live  with Gloria,”
she said ‘more quietly. . “A few
months ago in the coutry, I couldn't

“But why? You : - were. il You
needed someone to' look after you.
You needed some -supper anyway,”
insisted Pan.

_Georgo laughed, He nicked “un

the telephone and called Gy
num'ber.

late’ and I musf

“They seemed to think that girls
existed to play with and spoon
with. There weren't many - reaily
solid friendships; there  weren't
many cases where there was reat
companionship and respect be
tween a boy and a girl.

“That's what made ‘Morton s0
lovable. He gave a girl credit for
a brain, the others didn’t—or . it
they thought any girl intelligent,
they called her a schoo ma’am
and kept away from her. But Moi-
ton—iI could have been a wife and
a friend too, Gladys can only be a
wife.”

Gloria smiled a little and said:

“Norris City is a place of about
two or three thousand, I. suppose,
and off the beaten track. Therefor>
it's unusually narrow in its point
of view. And yet even there, you'll
find several sets of people. Glady,
and her family happen to be in with
‘witht hat special kind—we might
cal lthem countrified, though it'a
not a fair term. Let's call them
an unintelligent crowd of peopie
There was another set, I met them
ey 'were more scrious, they liked
books, they were ‘broad-minded—
they were more nearly your sort.

“You were hopelessly out of place
there, that's all. You were miscast,
as stage people would say, as out
of place as a fine tragedy actress
trying Lo play a part in a bedroom
farce.”

‘I was out of place—'

“You were too good for them!”
Gloria was almost irritated = be-
could Pan would not seeit.“That's
usually the, trouble with these poor
shy, little tongue tied creatures
that sit in corners and mope and
can't think . of a thing to say.
There's all right, there’s nothing
wrong with them, except that they
haven't found their own proper
circla of friends, their metier, as
the French say. They belong with
| the gerious people, not with rowd-
les, if only they could see that!
She moved restlessly under . the
covers. Pan ‘wondered how much
longer she could keep her in bed,

Gloria was ready to rebel against

her forced confinement.

“You were hopelessly out of
place. It wasn't your fault.Tt hardly
ever is the fault of the girls them-
selves, 1t's almost always because
the mother or aunt or older sistor
—whoever 15 in authority Tas 10| heard that is-—that Frank sails to-

j| discretion. These shy,  sensitivel morrow. Tell hep when she come
little souls are misunderstood, and| home, she'll have a clear conscience
snubbed © and hurt, when they|and will he able to sleep, poor child,
should be petted, and encouraged.| i wag baing upset over that, rathey

If Gladys had heen methodically|than a cold made hor broak down.'™

snubbed and put in her place, she| pan still wanted to know what

would have been less spoiled and|the trouble was with George,

probably generous and sweet. 1f( “Nothing—a cold and Moore says
you had been encouraged as she[1 daren’t zo out bill the weather
was you wotld not have gone about|clears. And T turned mv ankle  in
feeling yourself inferior to every|the gymnasium yesterday— gorves
one—" i me right for going in for healthy

She sat up in bed and throw back | oxercige.”
the covers.Then she got up, her| Pan laughed and promised to|by getting self conscionus! T sala

. yellow | silk kimono half falling|give Gloria his message. that hecause Aunt Hartlef #oild

from her shonders, “Don’t. ring off. Please talk -~ #|have had no syninathy tbr}.’mmlﬂn
) Jyem (Cnicly ‘ - .. “Mrs. Panke asked = me to  her|little. Aunt's off on a lecture tour, lavening. She would have nald,‘nnd
s dance tonight, didn‘t she? Phone|[ sent the butler and his wife ontibeen perfectly .right, that: it B}

her and . say I'm coming—Ilike an for tho day because I was sick of wasn't able to walk around, T

- ¥y

“The invalid whose illness
imaginary is always the greatest
sufferer”, the doctor moralized
Most of us are malades imagin
aires. Both the sickness and the
cure is in the imagination.”  And
he helped himself to another bul!
tered muffin.

“Exactly! But why talk. against
your profession?” Gloria wanted to
know. “In any case it all proves
that my imagination has cured my
cold aud T'm going to dance tonight
Frankie shall mother send. you to
a dancing class so you can learn
to dance with her?”

“Yes, if Idon't have to dance with
little girls” the child answered sol
emnly, walking slowly around the
table and inspecting the cakes and
muffins,

‘This caused a gegeral laugh, dur
ing which Bobby came in and join
ed the party.

And Gloria went off to her dancy
looking 18 in a pale yellow low
velvet dress that carried its traim
off one side instead of conyentio
ally in back.

Left alone Pan curled up on the
couch with one of Frankie books, a'
child’s history of the world. Hey
knowledge of history was patchy,
the Norris City schools had special-
ized in American and in England
and Roman, what had happened in
the world aside from jhose periodg
was quite unknown to her, and
the simplified shortened account in
the child’s book seemed to her an
ideal way of getting an outline.

She had herself into the mos:
fascinating period ' of Egyptian
clvilization and had just made a
note to get Herodotus from  the
library and read his book when
the phone rang.

A hoarse volce asked for Gloria,
“‘She’s out, can [ take a mes-
sage?" she asked impersonally not
knowing who it was.

“What nonsense, she's not . out:
She's gick in'bed and I want  to
talk to her”, the voice came irnit)
ablly.

‘“This is George.” .
“But she ig out, she sald she
was well and went off to a dance
What is the matter with your
voice,’

A quick apology for his hrusque:
negs followed, |
“I wanted to tell her 1 think—I've

“It's getting
send you back,’ he said.
‘(Continued on Page Ten)

long walks, T couldn't swim or row
well, when they talked about oh
flirtations, and the sort of impud-
ent give and take very young men
and women like, well, T couldn’t do
it. The whole trouble was tha.
Gladys and her friends were full
of ‘the joys of life and I had none
of it.”

“Poor child, how
Gloria wcondered,

“But you as life gave me
nothing, I grew never to expect
auything, that’s the consolation of
my type”, Pan went on with a
keen é€lash of self knowledge. “So
I never was envious and I never
looked forward; as Gladys and ail
the others did. They looked for-
ward to being in love, and being
married to having ‘homes of their
own. Some wanted a lot of money
some -of the girls and boys wanted
to go to other cities to'Jlive, when I
did think ahead, T felt that some-
how unexpectedly, things would
change for me and would be hap-
pier. Meantime you see 1 had no
money, s¢ 1 couldn’t hreak away
and no courage to go anyway, be-
cause I was so syré I  was use
less.
“But unexpected came
through you.” She give Gloria one
of her sweet, shy little smiles and
resumed.
‘‘But first of all, something else
unexpected came, That was Morton
who liked me. He was my first
friend, my only friend, except my
father, of course.
“And he did like me, in spite of
all my faults and short-comings. It
wasg, you can't imagine haw won-
derful to me, because everyone
has always liked you’.
“I can imagine though’”, Gloria
said gently putting one hand over
the girl's.
“l was so grateful. Then

[ have the least ache or pain
pretend it's something tremen
dous.”

“To have the satisfaction of fee!
ing sorry for yourself!” Pan saic
and laughed a little.

“That's the sort of remark Gloria
would make. I believe you are tou
much under her influence,” George
replied.

The girl wondered at this answer
it seemd to reflect a trifle upon
Gloria. She looked closely ar
George—who did indeed scem ver
I, Whatever tiny resentment sh.
felt vanished at once, she threw
her cape over a chair and went
into the dining room to find »
bowl for the hot soup.

One of the big armchairs was
placed at end of the long table
An exquisite lace and linen scarf
was thrown 'across the polished
dark oak, coffee in  a percolator
neeted only a light to begin its
heating, sandwiches,’ salad, cold
meat everything hig servants could]]|
think of to tempt him in their an
sence was ready there. A

‘George watched her through thel)
arched doorway. She seemed so al
home as she found a tray, and ar
ranged the meal, and as she went 4
Back and forth from the  butler's|:
pantry, where scalding hot water |
yas ready to heat the plates, .

When she carried'in the tray, he
fte all the hot soup and cold sup
ger with a perfectly healthy appet-
tte, let her put an extra cushionf:
under the baniddged ankle, sent her
up to the balcony for a fresh sup-
nly of cigarettes and then leaned |4}
back in the armchair, fect out oh a
stool, hands limply on the .¢hair
arms, the cigarette he rarely
puffed at held ;between his fingers. | [f
Pan carried away the tray and|[ff '
the coffee, and came back again.
“I feel awkward row for the first| I
time,” she gald. “That's because| |
I'vé ‘nothing to 'do.” : J
“NoW* you must: sit-down' on that
little stool where I can jook at yon,
and let me amuse you, to pay baéle
for all your nitq dttentions to me
George said. * s
Pan sat down obediently, folded| [
her arms around her knees, remen).| |
here that was ungraceful dnd clasp| §
ed her hands in her lap. .
“Don's try to sit in a ‘@ignified
atbitude in an undignified chair,
George sald. “You look best when
vou forget yourself Pan, and '.‘on
that stool you look very much like

a quaint 1 1 )"’Ogi’IVie,s s

ttle girfl who lived a cen-
you )

have talked like this, .I.couldn't
even have thought . like this. I
would have been so scared of you
that I cpuld not have opened my
lips.”

George helped himself to anothes
cigarette.

“Gloria wanted me to tell = you
what T've said about you to her,
he said. “I didn’t helieve in you at
'ried, leaning back and laughing|first. I didn’t really believe that the
“eartily. “If Gloria and her circle! combination of simplicity and in-
knew all that,—well they'd make|nocence and sweetness that made
their fortunes in other ways than'up you, could exist in one person.'
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1ext election, or whether  they're
z0ing  to lose, they talk about
'vents in Washington with an in-
timacy that astounds me—I read
the papers carefully and try to re-
nember ‘which Congressman comes
‘rom what state and whether he's
Democrat—Gloria knows  exactly
how he'll vote orf the next treaty—'

“Hold on & minute!—George
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writes Mrs. Orange Harvey of Danville,
Quebec, R. R.3. "I doctored with doc-
tors until the first of May. Then I gota
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GOT BETTER. I used half a bottle only
and have been entirely well ever since.”
Why not see if half A bottlé will relieve your
case of skin disease, too—on our guarantee that
the first bottle will show results or your money
back? Iiching stops on the instant. $1.00 a
bottle. Try D. D. D. Soap, too.

D, 1P. 1D
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‘dHE Totion for Skin Disease
Central Drugsiwore; : m. A. Foster,
Charlottetown

o= Send a -
{ DOMINION EXPRESS
! MONEY ORDER
IN PAYMENT OF OUT OF TOWN ACCOUNTS
| /I ost or Stolen. vour
oney promptly refinded
FOR SALE AT C. PR STATIONS AN
DOMINIONISEXERESSEOFEICES

could you?”’

se0

the
HERE is no more “war flour.” The
Government has removed all restrictions,
and “ROYAL HOUSEHOLD?” is back to
its pre-war standards of quality and baking
excellence :

First of all, we select the wheat from which

. OGILVIE’S “ROYAL HOUSEHOLD” FLOUR
is milled direct from the grain growers in the
Prairie Provinces through .our own . chain of
elevators which cover the West. Lo

This wheat must come up to the highest recognized -
grading tests, But this is not enough. We again
subject the wheat to- chemical analysis in our own
laboratory TO MAKE SURE of its quality. :

During the various of milling, th i
tested; and when reapt;;‘t:m;mt !nilil:;:ang lf)’::’l;l:- 4
itis also subjected to'baking tests ih‘our own labora-. -
tory'bakefy, " "7 g 4T
This is your ‘assurance that every|
OGILVIE'S “ROYAL, HOUSEHOLDY

standar

Prince George
BHotel

; -C-Tonon'rc‘:
n Centre of Shopping
and Business District
25'(‘1hROOMS
100 with Privat
BUROPI:‘;\V/:I,PTXI:I
E WI,NNE" THOMPSON, MAN'G. DIR,
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Constipation
Religved  Withaut the
Use of Laxatives

Nujol is a lubricani—not
a medicine or laxative—
80 cannot gripe.
When you are constipat-
ed, there is not enough
lubricant produced by
your system to keep. the
food waste soft. Doctors
rescribe Nujol because
ts action is ‘8o close to
this natural lubricant,
Try it today.

Nujol

¥ O "and barrel of " I
R fov i el Gl

< ol
REPAIRING

have your old tires made as good as
new, Y

OUR SPECIALTY

Is Cord Tires.
and let us put you
for the season,

T ’ne%"“% DUt Broad
==such white,’ us Bread
‘Fie Crusts—suceh!‘q;fﬁh‘t, |r e ; 3
as!

Ca .and fancy’
h d d il )
HOUSEHOLD" FLOUR for o GILVIE'S _%oyﬂ

tury ago. I'm going to paint g

that way—sometime, 4 1 y l ! o ' ‘ ) §|| ‘ypur{bak:ing. ;
Jore Rwa i+ ly(h)eé.l lvll order aleour dealer’ uae L'B'.’ fﬂam
- Household |

“Pan, do you know I think you)
IE'S “ROYAL HOUSE
“ PFlour @ The Ogilvie Flotr Mills Co. Limited

must be the jdeal woman!”  His
- i MONTREAL + FORT WILLIAM .* WINNIPEG '  MEDICINE HAT
a1 : Ty :

lJs-such flaky -

aysmake such bigi'o’iavea of Breﬂd.

nyes were smiling and the mouth
that was usually cynical  was).
whimsical,

“Why?' Pan asked. “Yon look au
though you were laughing at wo!"
“Bah, now vou're spoiling things

Bring yours today
in good shape

“162 Kent Street
Telephone 637




