HOW PEPSODENT WILL BRING 7-DAY MIRACLE || No mMorE

OF WA (TI7EES T0 YOUR TEETH!

© DENTAL WHITENESS
BEOINS WITH THIS
. MENTAL CLEANLINISS
THAT ONLY PEPSODENT
TOOTH POWDER WILL:
© awve Your TEITH

When your dentist cleans your teeth
what a'joy to have them so white!
‘That’s real dental whiteness:and he
relies on powder. So don’t let dull,
dingy film harden —darken—turn
into harmful, ugly tartar. Pepsodent
Tooth Powder with Irium’ is
especially made to remove that
trouble-cadsing film — gently, but
thoroughly. Change to Pepsodent

‘ooth Powder and enjoy demtal
whiteness!
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THE DIFFERENCE IS IRIUM AND

| PEPSODENT IS THE ONLY TOOTH POWDER THAT CONTAINS IRIUM

B SURE TO LISTEN TO BOB HOPE EVERY TUESDAY NIGHT, DOMINION NETWORK
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CHE HILL ern.
REY soroovL | Grade 1. A—1, Garth Coffin.
Grade I. B.—1, Evelyn MacMil-
lan; 2, Joyce MacEachern.
Grade 1. C.—1, Albert MacEach-
ern; 2, Isabel MaMillan,
Teaher — Lois M. Smith.

’
¥k Dz Coffin,
— Grade VI—1, Joseph MacMillan.
Grade V.—1, Catherine Mac-
Coffin; 2, MiGll:r.; 2,
2

Honor Roll for 1l
—1, 1! Anne MacEachern,
Grede 11" xire de '1L—1, Mary MacMillan.

Smith.
h(".cnde VII—1, Marjorie Walker; | Grade I1I.—1, Gerpld MacEach-

o ® 1} Make it easy for yourselfl Eat right
Dining “corner”. e o
" ’ cool "herb gurden” window. Use a

\*dining table” that drops down out of the way between meals : : : And then -
most important of all — put down a sparkling bright Gold Seal Congoleum rug!
its smooth surface is easy fo clean with the swish of @ damp cloth. And ‘durable!
‘Why, its wa‘or-loyér of heat-toughened paint and baked enamel is actually equal
In thickness o 8 coats of best floor paint applied by hand. But — when you buy your
Congoleum rug — look for the familiar Gold Sgnl. Without it — remember! — it isn't
Cengoleum. You'll be "surprised how muth 1
quality you can buy for so little money.

. . in front of a

Gold Socl(ongolwm Rugs : i : product
of Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal.
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Susan leaned back in her seat
and. closed her eyes. The wild,
hauntnig melancholy of Sibelius's
First Symphony filled the hall,
surging about her in waves of
sound, tearing at her heart-
strings.

It was unbearable, she thought.
She shouldn’t have come. Music
was the one thing that undermin-
ed your defences, leaving Yyou
helpless.

At her side Terence Blackburne
sat, very straight and still.  She
was conscious of his presence all
the time. His arm was pressed
lightly against hers and the con-
tact was sweet and comforung.
She never wanted to leave him.

After the concert they went back
in a taxi to her mother's {flat.
Lydia had married Dwight San-
derson the week before and was
away on a motoring honeymoon in
8cotland. Susan was staying in
the flat for a few days with Gil-
lian and Lydia’s maid.

She opened the door now with
the borrowed latchkey and Ter-
ence followed her fn. She turned
to him, smiling over her shoulder.
“Come and see my baby.” She
tiptoed softly into the bedroom
and turned on the shaded light
by the bedside.

Gillian was fast asleep. Her
dark eye-lashes curled against her
cheek and her small round ‘ace
was rosy and peaceful. A battered
teddy bear with a half-torn  ear
and only one eye was clasped care-
lessly against her chest. As she'
slept her lips flickered
into a contented, far-away smile.

“She’s dreaming,” Susan said,

Terence stood with his hands on
the bed-rail. He looked down at
the baby with an absorbed with-
drawn expression on his face. Sus-
an remembered the day when she
had met Nancy Bennett and the
baby which she had thougit was
Terence’s....She could under-
stand his feeling; the incredulous.
outraged, fascinated wondef of
seeing for the first time the child
which might have been your own.

After. a minute or two she put
her hand on his arm. Let’s go into
the other room. I'll try and find
you a drink.”

They turned out the light and
went through into the sitting-
room, Florence, Lydia's treasure,”
unbelievable successor to the lip=
sticked Myra, had built u
fire ready for their arrival
left some drinks cn a tray. The
pale brocade curtains were pulled
snugly across the huge Emoank-
ment window,
night.

They forgot all about drinks and
sat down beside the fire. “What
did you think of the concert?”

She shook her head, smiling,;
shiny eyed. “I couldn't bear it.”

“I know,” he said, “there's somne=
thing about Sibellus—"

“No rest,” she said, “no rest, or
peace, at all.”

“Like ycu and me.” He came
swiftly aad knelt down beside her,
“Darling, darling, Susan. We
can't go on like this. All  these
days since I saw you I've been in
hell, What have you decided?”

She sat very still. “I've made up
my mind,” she saild. "I shall have
to go back.”

He got up after a little
and stood on the heartrug,
from her. “Why are you
back?” His voice was
and emotional,

She fought fiercely for
control. .

“Because I  have to. Because
I'm married to Martin and until
you're absolutely, utterly defeated,
marriage means something. You've
got to go on with it ...On, I
can't explain, Terence. Call it
pity. Call it a sense of duty. aays
thing. YouWwe been nmarried your-
self, you must understand. It’s a
kind of bond, you can't escape
from it'.’ You have to try and go

while
away
going
unsteady

self-
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“So you've sacrifice
yourself.”

She felt the bitterness in his
tone. She was aware now that he
was standing over her. looking
down at her as though, by the
searching of his eyes, he could
read all the secrets of her heart,
“Do you love him now, Susan?”

She hesitated a moment. “No.”

“He means nothing to you?”

“Oh, but he does, Terence,
That’s ot true. There’s all the

ast, and memory and what we've
een to each other. I can't. I——"
She broke off, tears chokingin her
throat and streaming, unbidden,
from her eyes,

There was a strained silence. At
last with a murmured ejaculation,
he was again at her side and ‘ his
arms were round her. “Darling,
Susan, don't go. I love you. I vant
you., You can’t leave me.”

“Terence it's no use. I must go
back. Don’t make it more difficult
for me.”

She struggled to sit upright in
the chair, smoothing her hair back
from her tear-stained face. She
had choked back her tears now but
felt weary and battle-scarred, His
arms fell to his sides and he.got
slowly to his feet.

There was a long, heavy silence
between them.

He spoke painfully at last.
“When you get out there, if you
find it’s hopeless you’ll come back

going to

X "' she sald. “Tll come back
0 _you

. But she ‘'was aware, with ' an
anguish of disolation, of whut:she
was throwing away and the words
lo‘t consolation had no meaning for

or.
CHAPTER XXIV

It seemed. strange . and a little
nreal to Susan to be lurtgu out
in on the voysge to ' Gibrajtar,
she left on that misty ' ° de-
ressing day in' November, she had
really bf:l:‘
come back.
" She Was travelling by  herself,
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Yaving finally decided  to

Gilllan in England. Her own pross
pects for the future were, she felt,
too nebulous, too unsure, to share
them with a child. Gilllen was . so
much better now. Her cheeks were
fat and rosy and she
off the lethargy of her illness, ' Jt
would be unbearable Susan felt,
to uproot her from the placidity of
life at Ockford unless, at Gilbral-
tar, they were going to find hap-
piness. It was an uncertainty too
great to be risked. .

8o _Qillian was left with a will-
ing Eleanor—and the  assurance
that, after six months, Susan
would probably be coming home to
fetch her.

(To be continued)
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OMARLES E. lLLlWOl'l"l

Charles E. Elsworth passed
away on May and, 1946, al Rouses
Point, N, Y., where he was liv-
ing with his son of the U. 8, Immi-

n_8ervice. .
Mr. Elleworth lived for many
in Souris, P. E. lsland where
he was in the marine gasoline ex'!'g-
ine business. He was born on the
east end of P. E. Island 81 years
& United

ed out
skinper
sehooners that used to come to the
north side of P. E. Island in the
all for mackerel.
He lived in Florida for many
years before he retired where his
wife passed away eight years ago.
The body was ta rom
Rouses Point, N, ¥. to Floride,
wher“eh flt will be buried alongside
e.

Many flowers were telegraphed
to Florida by members of the Im-
migration and . 8. Customs
service where he was very well
liked. Services will be held in
the Catholic church at Rouses
Point and at the Catholic church
in Tarpon Springs, Florida.

(Patriot Please Copy)

WEST ROYALTY SCHOOL

Report_for April. :
Grade VIII.—1, John MacKinnon;
2. Frarcis Curley; 3, Billy Chowen,
ade VIL—1, Betty Hurry; 2,
eda MacKinnon; 3, Phyllis Carr.!
ade VI—1, Denzil MacLure; 2, |
Stewart Wakelin; 3, Sidney Hurry.
Grade V.—1, Stirking Glover; 2,
Elaine Maclnnis; 3, Elroy Mac-
ure.
Grade IV, Sr—1, Lovell Glover;
2, Mervil Saur.iers; 3, John Chowen,
Grade 1V, Jr—1, Violet Vanlder-
stine; 2, Myrtle Vissey; 3, Harold
MacKinnon.
Grade III.—1, Lorna Hurry; 2,
Joan Vissey; 3, Margaret Rhynes.
Grade II.—1, Mirlam Hurry.

JOE PALOOKA

had thrown:

The snewer to your
captivating efferings by Helena Rubinstein—all
stunningly packaged. Truly gifts to delight the heart

of any woman,

COLOONES—
Apple Blossoms—Orchard-fresh and buoyant. Beloved by
every women. .85, 1.25

Heaven-Sent—A lingering, lovely fragrance, ethereal as
star-dust. 1.00, 1.50 C

Fachanto —For the worldly wise—e cephistiented, dnesestiyt
porfoet soant. 85, 1.25 '

If she prefers more concentrated fragrance, choose Eau de
Toilette— Apple Blossom 1.65, Heaven-Scent 2.00, Enchante
1.50, Gardenia 2.25.

wHiTg
FLAME
PERFUME
DUSTING POWDIR—Mist.fine, deliciously
scented in famous Helena Rubinstein fra-
grance—Apple Blossom 1.50, Heaven-Sent :
1.65, Enchante 1.50 A new and thrilling formula tn
concentrated perfumes . . . a rare,
$0APS—Finely-milled and creamy, in inspired fragrance. 1 ¢z. 16,50
either Apple Blossom or Heaven-Sent fra-

(grances. Individual, .55, Rax of 2, 1.00

MODRE € MELEOD Jimd.
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T | —86%—Betty Hurry, Rhynes, Mae MacKinnon, Violed
Farl Wakelin; 2 "Highest Average in Junlor Grades | Vaniderstine Mucgaret i tymeq
Grade T ur—1 Earl Moore; 2| —p {OVel, CIONCT sy | BT adiy e, 1

3 2 '@ endance — 5
Moore; 3, Ivy MacKinnon. Chawexes.c Phyllis  Carr, Momx Teacher — Ureula Morrissey.

R“}fl)?;hest Average in Senlor Grades
By HAM FISHER

Grade I. Sr—1
Betty MacKinnor.

BRINGING UP FATHER

b

sure that she would ever |

’
{




