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S YOU know, all King
Cole Tea is good; but
King Cole Orange Pekoe is
supremely choice. It is
blended for fullness, flavor
and strength as is the ordi-
nary King Cole, but the
Orange Pekoe is made sole-
ty from the fresh, young,
nder bud leaves that have
Est unfolded, full of succu-
nt flavor..
Not only that—more ex-
nsive teas are blended in
mg Cole Orange Pekoe:
omatic Darjeelings from
Egh up in the Himalayas,
vigorous Travancores from
anonsoon swept hills of
Southern India, costly del-
icacies that give character
end distinctiveness to the
finest tea we can blend.

Y ouwfllenjoy King Cole Coffee too

NOTICE !

Owing to t&® limited number of
Hogs offering, until further notice we
will receive live Hogs one day only
sach week, Tuesday forenoon.

Davis & Fraser

Mon, Fri,

—
NOTICE

—

‘The Parker House is ready
to accomodate permanent and
transient boarders, 'The table
is equal to none in the city.
This house kas deen less than
a year in business but has had
a wonderful patronage, We
expect all' table boarders of
last' year and as many more
new ones. Anyone visiting the
city will find an up-to-date ac-
commodation at the Parker
Honse.

M. J. McKINNON,
Proprietor

WET FEET CAUSE TONSIL
DEFECTS

TORONTO, Aug. 16—Muddy roads

In the rural sections of the country

result in many children who attend

the rural schools suffering from de-

- ective tonsils because they e¢it in

s Jchool with wet feet, according to

Dr. Mackenzie Smith in a recent lec-

ture before the Scarboro Junction

JHome and School Club, The doctor

" sald that among pypils whose ton-

glls were inspected there were 50 per

, cent in need of immediate attention,

and he had no doubt that rural road

,, conditions were responsible for much
ot the trouble.

o

| vapor that eddied in’the green light,

Sh‘adOw

staggered back, gazed with a groggy
expression at ‘the little curl of gray

reeled with a drunken' corkscrew mo-
tion, threw his arms and Awent
tumbling to the {floor. A . groan
sounded, a hoarse, shuddering mp
for breath, then silence,

And then another long, strident

peal broke through the silence, Dr.
Moffett dropped the pm,ol to the
table.
. “It will take them mem m!.nuus
to batter down the gate in the fence,”
he remarked. His voice:was curiously
quiet. “We'll have ample time to get
out the back' way. Get the brown bag
from my room, Hurry!”

The last word, sharp as & whiplash,
brought the old man out of his stupor.
He ran from the room, The doctor
stepped away from the tqble. His
movements in the green light grew
obscure. A little click came, then a
sliding sound, as if a drawer con-
trolled by a spring had opened. There
was & hurried shuffling of papers,

Axelson reappeared, carrylng a
small travelling bag. He placed it on
the table. The. visible part of Dr.
Moffett approached again. He dump-
ed a handful of papers and other ar-
ticles into the bag.

“Get Annie and Caesar,” he com-
manded. “No, just wait a moment.
First—"

He broke off as a dull roar sounded
outside.

“What—what wis that?” Axelson

“They are trying to shoot the lock
on the gate to pieces. It’s a good lock
and it will take several shots. Axel-
son—"

Through the green haze the doc-
tor's eyes traveled to Adele. She stood
at the wall, trembling, her hands
clasped across her breast, gasing in
horror at the limp form that had
fallen beside the table.

“We can't take her with us,” Mof-
fett murmured.

Axelson gasped. He stared crook-
edly at the girl.

“Neither,” sald Moffett,.
leave her here alive.”

Axelson jerked up his shoulders so
they almost touched the lobes of his
ears,

“I've done my share of the nasty
business,” said the doctor. “Do yours.”

He flung the pistol toward the old
man, and the latter caught it. With
spasmodic jerks of his shoulders he
turned it over and looked at it, An-
other muffled roar suddenly pene-
trated the walls. &

“Hurry,” sald the doctor. !

Axelson healtlted “I—1" don't like
to do it.”

“Neither do . I,” sald the doctor
calmly. “I haven't the right kind of
nerve for that sort of thing. It has
to be done, Quick! 'rhey may be
here any moment.”

‘The old man fingered the weapon &
moment longer. He drew up his gaunt
tigure, “I won't!” he rasped out.

“Eh?” Dr. Moffett's sharp eyes cut
a blaze through the green space that
separated them, “You won't? When
did you get so squeamish? You had
no scruples about getting Miss Con-
way out of the way.”

“That was different. She had 1t
coming to her. But this one”—he
glanced crookedly at the girl—‘didn’t
double-cross .us, the way’ the other
one did. She only did what anybody
else would do in a pinch like that, I
won’t do it!” :

He threw the pistol from him, and
it clattered noisily to the floor, fall-
ing close to the motionless form lying
there,

There was the sound of footsteps

“can we

on the other side of the table. A

44904

Local anvénﬁoﬁs Oof
The Prince Edward Island
‘Teachers’ Federation

Hanter RIVer ...c.cvevseesessscsnesss. Monday, August 26th

New Haven (At Charlottetown)
Mt. Stewart .
Ulgg oovvee

Bourls ...ocvsriacnsesvesesnsininnce.., Friday, August 30th,
Summerside sesssnrsasessensensess Tuesday, September 3rd
O'Leary tessesisnseseineiannniiy Wm,, ldpug\tn 4th

S00-0-000-00-6 . 400000004

+os Wednesday, August 28th

veesss Tuesday, August 27th

vess Thursday, August 20th’

1347-8-11-31,

[

Dnbuhnmnthmoudnmmm,mmnhmaum

. And two garages,

mmtmwhtmnuumwmmm
Ammbmm-un‘hmummmmumom &
Also one building lot on Euston Street, f '
164 x 49 with new glass house 22 x 11 feet. Apply to

w.

The Plosroon clutched his Méart,|

for service!

Motor Fuel .

Stop for gasoline . . . stop for oil ... stop
{ At all Red Indian stations
you will find quick, courteous attendants

spick and span rest rooms . . )
supply of the famous McColl-Froﬂtehac
products. These products, Cyclo’ Gas (No
Knock)
Motor Oil . . . and Marathon Hi-test Gas-
oline have already gained tremendous
public favour and are still winning new
friends daily. q Try McColl-Frontenac
products in your car. Drive in at the sxgn.
of the Red Indian to-daY!

a full

. Red Indian
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Cyclo Gas
MOTOR FUEL
A new motor
fuel with drive
—pep—and. -
punch a-plenty!

RED INDIAN'
MOTOR OfL
Provides' 8 perfect
film of protection
between all work-

ing parts of the
engine!

 MARATHON.
GASOLINE
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. gasoline . .. eco~’
nomical . .. unj~
formly clean and
reliable!
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deadly looked pierced the shuddering
old man. ‘Doctor Moffett’s dim and
fragmentary figure stooped over the
weapon,

“I won't forget this, Axelson,” he
muttered angrily, “Well, if you won’t
do it, then I must. The outcome will
u_"

He broke oft with a startled ex-
clamation. He had just reached for
the pistol lying on the floor but &
qulcker hand ;ud forestalled him.
With & laugh the Picaroon leaped to
his feet.

“Don’t move Moffett,” he advised
quietly, “I can shoot straight, even
it 1 can't see your face, Stay right
where you are, Axelson, until I tell
you to move, Permit me,” He threw
something at the doctor's feet.
“What-—-what's that?” stammered
the doctor in a stricken voice, l/

“The bullet you wasted. And i\ere
is something else.” His left hand
dipped into the inside pocket on the
left side ol his coat. He drew out
a volume of ancient appearance.
“This is Lobeira’s Amadis of Gaul,”
the book I promised you.'I trust you'
will appraciate the ' thick leather
bindlnc—thick enough to ltop a
bullet.”

He tossed the book on the ublew

For an ‘anclent volume it was &

rather big book of a format slightly
larger than that of the jisual novel,
The doctor tried to speak, but the’
words chocked in his' throat. -From
the ' wall, where Adele had been
standing, clme & mmbunc sigh of
relief,

“Do. you know, doctor. 1 didn't
really think you would shoot,” said

shoot, it, was nice of you to humo:- my’
whim and shoot straight at my hurt
Oh, Axelson!” *

With an unwirtain gait, his head
lolling unsteadily, the old man cu.me
forward.

“Axelson,” nld the leoon. “you
are a vile old scoundrel, but I' shan't
orget’ that you rvefused to do as this

ackguard told you.” He looked out
over the old man's head. “What afe
those things on ' the mantel?” v

Axelson (olhwed his gaze, 'can-
dh. ”

“Oh, to be siire. Green candles,
aren’t they? ‘That's' whythey don't

'stand. out in ‘this light. More pro-|

'tactive  coloring!” - The
chuckled . musingly.

Axelson.”

Picaroon

moummnuhudm 3
the Picaroon, “But, since you hud to mmml 3

{“Light = them, |,

' “Light them,” the Picaroon sternly
repeated,’ nouruhlna t.he pum Just
a little, Y

Axelson obeyed Soon . two lmlllv'

yellow -flames ‘shone throm mo
Lgreen iNumination, . ¢ & 7

“One more t.hhlz Axelaon" sald the
Picaroon, briskly.
switch off the zrun um. You know |
how. Hurryl"

.The old man ahook lrom head to
foot, He looked at the dim tigure o

muurbutuoﬂmdum»-.

| pear to notice hlm. o
“I—1 oan't. do thtt. air,”
mud.

mm-

‘volo_ cut1ike steel, .

‘L. want .you to|

"Buml"uldtho?lurpon tndhil

--sumy, Moffattl”  The Plu.roon had pecome accustomed to the differ.
warned,  “One more move and 1 ent fllumination, then took a brsl
shoot—not o kill, but %o cripple.” . . |'step toward the doctor.

Now the only Ight in the room was{ “Ah1" 'he exclaimed.
the yellow sheen of the two candles.{ X .
The Ploaroop waijed until his eyes| '

)
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BRINGING UP FATHER

RIGHT (N EATIN

Fleasant Street, lha lot
H. JOHNSON,

Corner Fitsroy and Edward Streets.
d b .j_
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WELL-THE BIGHTEEN-DAY DI
FER ME-I'M GON' TO SWT




