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CHAPS & COLD-SORE.

KEEH wintry weather brings a host

of skin troubles.

Cold.sores,

chapped hands, unsigotly face-sores

and blotches, become a source of «
‘To end the trouble and make your

annoyance.

liscomfort and

skin clear, healthy and flexible, give the flace,
arma and hands, a nightly dressing with pure

berbal Zam-Buk.

Zam-Buk instantly soothes the smarting
frritation,it killa disease germs, and quickly
heals all soreness, roughness and chafing
which, neglected, olten develops into
¢czema or other chronic skin disease.

Use alse Zam-Buk Medicinal Soap

and enjoy real skin health.

This was an

obstinate case.

Mrs, Henry Amey, 43, Lyall Avenue,
Toronto, says —" My daughter's face
Her

and neck were a mass of aczema.

doctor prescribed treatment for over
two months, but to little avasl.
about to call in a skin specialist when
I heard of Zam-Buk treatmeni rescugg
other sufferers from this dread disease.
a box of Zam-Buk and a tablet
of Zam-Buk Medicinal . Inafew
days these wrought a deci
Day by day the sores gradually

and within & month my
daaghter’'s skin was thoroughly cleared

So 1

ment.
healed,

of the terrible diseass ™
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SKIN DISEASE

APPLY’

Jam-Buk
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~ EGG COAL ONLY

SOWARDS COAL CO

PHONE 156.

UP-TOWN OFFICE:

McGALL'S CIGAR STORBE

PHONE 511,

w~a RADIO AN

We are niarin; a number of Connecticat Phone Head Seis,
8000 ohm at $6.00, These are high-grade and worth $8.00.

Radio and Eleectric supplies of all kinds,

stalled,

i

Complete sets in-
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| acutely
| monologues which

| They've all got convictions and 1 be-
| fieve 1 haven't any convictions. 1've

| vancing an egg for Mr. BagsBaw's

radmant responses

hammer on an egg.

| went the egg:)

13

S. tM'

Sabre had a vision of dense -L‘rc-wf‘.il_,
of bishops in lawn sleeves, Tl‘JEhE:E-'F'!'
in Gainsborough hats, and hrrd:l- fl
and e

g e
fashiaonable
could al- |

intensely rank
applanding vigorously, He .
most hear the applause. But how to |
deal with this man he never knew. |
He always felt he was about tourteen
when Mr. Boom Bagshaw thus ad-
dressed him. He therefore said,
viGreat!”! and ¢ Mabel mucmured,

% TEE
“How splendid!

VIl

But Sabre’s thought was—and it re-
mained with him throughout the meal,
illustrated by the Impressive
Mr. Boom Bag-
shaw addressed to Mabel, and by her |
- his thought was, |
“1 simply can't gkt on with thl!._r_h;up:
—or with any of Mabel's crowd. [hey
all make me feel like a kid. I can’t
answer them when they talk. They say |
things 1've got ideas @bout but [ ne-|
ver can explain my ideas to them. I
never can argue my ideas with them.

|
only got instincts and these convic- |
tions come down on instincts hke a|

Boom Bagshaw was saying,

Mr.

| A nd we®shall have no poor in the|

No ugly streets. No |

Garden Home : !
Uplift., Ewvery-|

mean surroundings.
where uphit.,”
There slipped out of Sabre aloud,
“There you are. That's the kind of |
thing." ‘
Mr. Boom Bagshaw, as 1i
without fear precisely where he was,
dismantled from between them th:i
hedge of flowers which he had re-|
placed and looked sukily across. |
“What kind of thing?" |
Sabre had a vision of himself ad-|

to disclose

hammer. “About having no poor in |
the Garden Home. Itn't there some.
thing about the poor being always |
with us?”

“Certainly there is."

“In the Bible?" _

“In the Bible. Do you know Lo
whom it was addressed?"”

Sabre admitted that he didn't |

“Ta Judas Iscariot.” (Smash |

Sabre said - feebly—he could not|
handle his arguments—"Well, anyway, |
‘always with us’—there you are. If|
you're going tg create a place where |
life is going to be lived as 1t lahuu!cl
be lived, I don't see how you're go-|
ing to shut the poor out of it. .‘"Lrtn'l';
they a part of life? They've got as
much right to get away from mean

! framed He o

| take a day oft with her.
| ested her so little, she had

| “Well,

r e EW L b LA,

WINTER COMES

| HUTCHINSOMN

them. They conversed desultornily; in
their usual habit. He told himself that
he was speaking several hundred “oth-
er’ words: but the intractable words
that he desired jo utter would not be
i unted them on his fin-
gers under the i(able OUnly seven

*Well, how was the Garden Home
looking?”’ He could not |
say them. The incident they brought
up rankled come home to|

take®a day off with her, She knew he |
there at the luncheon table to

Il SV,
He had

Was

difierent to it, that she had
not even expressed a wish he should
so0 much as attend her on the inspec-
tion with Bagshaw. The more he
thought of i1t the worse it rankled. She |
knew he was at home to be with h-.‘r]l

entirely in

and she had delhiberately walked oii |

. « “Well, how was the
Garden Home looking?" No. Not
much. He couldn’t. He wisualised the |
impossible seven written on the table
cloth. He saw them in script; he saw
them in print; he imagined them writ- |
ten by a finger on the wall. Say them
== D,

Mabel left him sitting at the table
with a cigarette. There came sud-|
denly to his assistance in the fight |
with the stubborn seven, abreast of
the thoughts in the ofiice that had |
brought him home, a realization of
her situation such as he had had that |
first night together in the house, eight |
vears before; there she was in the |
morning room, alone. She had given |
up her father's home for his hmnﬁll

and left him .

| and there she was; a happy afternoon |

behind her and no one to discuss it |
Just because he could not say.
how was the Garden Home
looking '

He thought, ““‘1'm hateful.”
up vigorously and strode into
morning room: “Well, how was the
Garden Home looking?" His wvoice
was bright and interested.

She was reading a magazine., She
did not raise her eyes from the page. |
“Eh? Oh, very nice. Delightiul."”

““Tell us about it."

“What? Oh . . ., yes.”

with

Hl_ _{:""i! |
'.'!1!;_':

Her mind |

| was in the magazine, She read on al

moment. Then she laid the magazine
on her lap and looked up. “The Gar- |
den Home? Yes—oh, yes. It was)
charming. It's smmply springing !'.:.I.:
You ought to have come.”

He stretched himself in a big clhia’-
opposite her. He laughed. “Well, «dash |
it, I like that. You didn't exactly ir- |
plore me to.”

She vawned. “Oh, well. T knew you
wouldn't care aboug it."” She yawned

It had inter-
been so |

T
h

gﬂleday

Most people like a cereal that makes them
chew—that’s the reason why Shredded Wheat

is eaten in millions of homes.

Its crisp,

tasty shreds of baked whole wheat encourage

thorough mastication—and that means p

digestion.’
For those who like porridge, however, there

18 nothing

so nourishing and satisfying as

Shredded Wheat porridge, and nothing so

easy to make.

Put the Shredded Wheat

Biscuits in a small saucepan; add salt and enough

water to cover the bottom of the

Judge or a Cabinet Minister, he'd be
a Judge or a Cabinet Minister. He's
that sort."""

“l knew you were sneering.”

“Mabel, don't be silly. I'm
sneering. Bagshaw's a clever—"

“You say he's ‘that sort.” That's a |
sneer.” She put her hands on the!
arms of her chair and raised herself |
to sit upright. She spoke with extra- |
ordinary intensity. “Nearly everything |

you say to me or to my friends is a |

not

dde

eady-cooked.saves fuel. saves money

n; stir and boil
until it thickens, then serve
with mig( or cream. Better
than ordinary porridges for
youngsters or grown-ups,

Shredded Wheat contains
all the bran you need to
stimulate bowel movement,

erfect
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Order Spring Shrubbery Now

We can supply your needs in 4his reapect admirably.
POTTED AND CUT FLOWERS ALWAYS IN ETOCK.

Supplied fresh from our Greenhouses each day.

P. C. LAWSON

THE LEADINO FLORIBT

BTURE: Cornar Wallilngten and Broak EBirests. Phonas 770
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| streets and ugly surroundings as thagain. “Oh, dear, [I'm tired. _“.'r must | sneer. There's always something ht-|
| have—and a jolly sight more need. | have walked miles, to and fro.”” She| hind what you say. Other people no- | ==
It doesn’t matter | put down her hands to take up her | :

CONSERVATORIKS: 68 Centre Bireat. FPhone 1174J.

Halliday Electric Co.

CORNER KING AND PRINUCESS STS. tice 1t

PHOXNE 94.

i

Masoud’s Electric Bakery

Special orders received in advance for Par-

ties, Wedding Cakes, etc.

SPECIALS:—Fruit Lunch, Marshmallow
Rolls, Chocolate Eclairs, Cream Puffs.

For Saturdays—Charlotte Russe. -

GEO. MASOUD

208 PRINCESS STREET,

TELEFHONE 880,
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GASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

Mothers Know That

|

Always with us.
tuppengg whom it was said to.”

“It - happens,”” pronounced Mr
Boom Bagshaw, ‘“‘to matter -a great
deal more than tuppance. It happens
to knock the bottom clean out of your
argument. It was addressed to the Is-
cariot because the Iscariot was trying
to du'jus't what yvou are trying to do.

| He was trying to make dJduty to the

poor an excuse for grudging .'u_l:l"i'ift
to Christ. Now, listen, Sabre. It peo-

' magazine again. She clearly was no!
| interested by his interest. . But he
thought, “Well, of course she's n

For her it's like ecating somethjig |
after it's got cold. Dinner wasyfthe
time."’

He said, “]l expect yom digy
miles. Bagshaw all over it, I#et.”

She did what he called “‘tighten
herself.”” “Well, naturally, he's pleas- |
ed—enthusiastic. He's done more than

walk |
|

ple thought a little less about their|any one else to keep the idea going.”
duty towards the poor and a little]

more about their duty towards them-
Ie]'.r-ts, they would be in a great deal
fitter state to help their fellow crea-
tues, poor of rich. That is what the
Garden Home is to do for those who

| live in it, and that is what the Gar-

den Home is going to do.”

He stabbed sharply with the butt
of a dessert knife on the dessert plate
which had just been placed betore
him. The plate split neatly into, two
exact halves. He gazed at them ‘sulk-
ily, pug. them aside, drew another

plate before him, and remarked to|

Mabel: _
“You know we are moving mto the

vicarage tomorrow? We are giving an

| At Home tomorrow week. You will
| come.™

The plural ‘pronoun included his

| mother. He was intensely celibate.

1

1X ;

The day ended in a blazing row.

In the afternoon Mr. Boom Bag-
shaw carried off Mabel to view the
progress of the Garden Home. While
they dalied over coifee at the lanch-
eon table, Sabre was fidgeting for
Bagshaw to be gone. Mabel, operat-

ing’ dexterously behind the blue flame |

of a spirit lamp, Low Jinks hovering
around in well-trained acolyte per-
formances, said, “Now | rather pride
myself on my Turkish coffee, Mr.
Boom Bagshaw.”

Mr. Bagshaw, who appeared to pride
himself at least as much on his char-
acteristics, replied by sulkily looking
at his watch; and a 'moment later by
sulkily taking a cup, rather as if he
were a schoolboy bidden to take le-

monade when mannishly desirous of |

shandygaff, and sulkily remarking, “I
must go.”

" Sabre fidgeted to see the words put
into aetion. He wanted Bagshaw to be
off. He wanted to resume his sudden

intention of remedying his normal re-

| lations with Mabel and the afternoon

promised better than the intention had

' thus far seemn. That niggling over the

unexpectedness of his- return,—well,
of course, it was unexpectedl and up-
sctting of her household routine; but
the unexpectedness was over and the
letter incident over, and Mabel, thanks
to her guest, delightfully mooded.
Good, thereiore, for the afternoon.
When the dickens was this chap go-

?
mﬁ'm Bagshaw, rising sulkily, “Well,

you'd better come up and have a look|

round.”

And Mabel, animatedly, “1'd Tike|

to,” and ta Sahre, “You won't care
to come, Mark™

Sabre sadd, “No, I won't.”

X .

Throughout dinner Mabel returned
only just in time to get ready for din-
ner. Sabre examined with dispassion.
ate interest the exercise of trying tosay

certain words and being unable 10 say It like coid cream. :

[ ]

!

i

| priest all his life. He's out to be & _
| this continued. And he did not want |

up and go away, declares a noted

specialist. !
"Nothing has ever been found (o
take the place of sulpkur as & pimple

Sabre laughed. “]1 should say so!
Marv:ll.c-ug_'pi:rmnf What's he going |
to do about not wearing clerical dress
when he has to wear gaiters:"” '

“What do you mean—gaiters?” .

Signs of tlying up. What on earth |
for? “Why, when he's a bishop. |

' Don't you—"

She flew up. “1 suppose that's some |
sneerl’’ _-
““Sneer! Rot. I mean it. A chap hke
Bagshaw's not going to be a parish |

bishop and he'll be a hishop. If be!
changed his mind and wanted to be a |
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HE dreaded midni
is not meant
frighten to warn. Guard
t serious d“ﬂﬁ_'

ﬂﬂ'ﬁ(ﬁn o

LR IR NI RN R

at first
symptoms of croup, colds,
coughs, sore throats, etc. -
MINTINE CO.LTD. - Tereate. 5

| among caves,
| night. He wished to retain the wision.
| His own anger, prowling also, would
, not respond while he retained the pic-
| tare,

| "l*.illrt':r people.”’
| “Yes Other people, They say vyou're
' sarcastic.. That's just a polite way—"
He said, “Oh, come now, Mabel. |
Not sarcastic. I swear no one thinks |
I'm sarcastic. 1 promise you Eag:hnw'
doesn't. Bagshaw thinks ['m a fm:-l.{
complete fool. Look at lunch!” -
She caught him up, She was really |
angry. “Yes. Look at lunch, That's
just what I mean. Any one that comes
to the house, any of my friends, any- |
thing they say you must always take |
differently, always argue about. That's !
what 1 call sneering—" 5
He, flatly, *“Well, that isp’t sneer-|
ing. Let's drop it. '
She had no intention of -.irm:q:.q':-:g'r
it. “It 1s sneering. They don't know |
it 15. But 1 know 1t 15." '

X1
He had the feeling that his anger |
would arise responsive to hers, as one
beast calling defiance to another, if |

it to arise. He had sometimes thought |
of anger as a savage beast chained
within a man. It had helped hum to
control rising ill-temper. He thought
of it now: of her anger. He had a|
vision of it prowling, as a dark beast/
challenging into the|

It was prowling. It was suspic-
jous, It would be mute while he wat-
ched it. While he watched it . . .
He pulled himselt sharply to his|
fect !
“Well, well™ he said. “It's not
meant to be sneering. Let's call it my |
unfortunate manner." !
He stood before her half-smiling, |
his hands in his pockets, looking down |
at her. |
She said, “Perhaps you're diiitrtnti
with your friends. I hope you are.|
With your friends.” i
He caught a glint in her eye as she |
repeated the words. Its nmieaning didi
not occur to him. |
He bantered, “Oh, I'm not as bad |

. as all that. And anyway, the friends|

For Women's Ailments
26 years standard for Delayed and

pher. The pimples seem to dry rx}u
n

!
|
remover. It is harmless and imex-|

pensive. Just ask any druggist for a
small jar of Mentho-Sulphur and use

are all the same friends. This plhee|

i1sn"t so big.™ |

Then that'quick glint of her eye was |
explained—the flash before the dis-
charge.

“Perhaps your friends are just
coming back,” she said. “Lady Ty-
bar.” !
The vision of his dark anger broke |
away. Mute while he watched it, im. |
mediately it lifted its head and ans-
wered her own. “Look here—" he be-
gan; and stopped. “Look here,”” he
said more quwetly, “don’t begin that
absurd business again.”

“{ don'"t think it_is absurd.”

“No, you called it “funny.'"

She drew in her feet as if to arise.
“Yes, and I think it's fonny. All of it.
I think you've been.funny all day to-
day. Coming back like that!™ *

“1 told you why I came back To
have a day off with you. Funay day
off it’s been! You're right there!”

“Yes, it has been a funny day off.”

He thought, “My God, this bicker-
ing! Why don"t I get out of the
room?”’

(To be Comtinued.)

Make your mistakes a stepping-
dops 10 suoCess.

| |
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There’s nothing like a good cup of

tea. It stimulates and invigorates, It
wotheejumipeydn_ermmdhkulmy
that t ing. ! :
good tea, you need the right pot.

red And to make

%‘hi:FS)MP E'mjn:led Ware
'1ea ot steeps ihelea to per-
fection. Keeps it right, too.
An SMP Tea Pot never gets
musty or stale, as the hard
enamel is non-porous and non-
metallic, like all SMP En-
ameled cooking utensils.




