PAGE TWO

THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUARDIAN

Make this Test—FREE ( use coupon)

instantly

Cor

PEOPLE who try to destroy corns by
the risky practice of following old,
antiquated methods, find they soon come
back aguin, painful as ever, That's be-
cause such so-called remedies do not
remove the cause—rubbing and pressin
of shoes. Until the cawse is stopped,
comns will persist.

But now a mew method, that works
on the onfy correat, scientific principle of
removing the cause, is replacing these
old, antiquated makeshifts. Millions of
people have adopted it.

It is Dr. Scholl’s Zine-pads—a thin,
medicated, antiseptic, protective, heal-

DrScholl’s
Zino-pa

Put oneon-the pain is gone

ing pad, that has completely revolution-
ized the treatment of corns, You put
one on and the pain ends instantly. At
the same time the rubbing and pressing
of the shoe is completely removed.

A new com can't come where the
old one was, because Dr. Scholl’s Zino-

ds stops it before it can get started.
mu!e in three sizes for Comns, Callouses,
and Bunions. Get a package of Dr.
Scholl’s Zino-pads at your shoe
dealer’s or druggist’s today. Mail
coupon below for free sample.

The Scholl Mfg. Co.,Toronto, Oat.

Please mail free eample of Dr. Scholl’s Zino-
rldn for Corns, and Dr. W m. M. Schell's Book,
‘The Peet aud Their Care,” to

Name

Addrass,

ciny,

TOLEDO

No Springs, Coffee Mills, Meat|
Choppers, Bacon Slicers. Monthly,
terms.

N. E. MYRER, Agent. |

55 Queen Street,|

Charlottetown.

281-6-30-wfm12i. ’

AUCTION SUE

I will sell on my farm at Meadow-)
bank on Wednesday, July 28th|
seventy acres of standing hay,|
three choice horses, one registered |
Holstein cow, some pressed straw|
etc. Terms made known at sale. |
|
W. C. McLEOD.
J. A. McDONALD, |

Auctioneer.

FOR SALE

100 acre farm at West St. Peters, |
P. E. Island. Apply to

|
AENEAS McINNIS, |

137 Union Street, !
Hackensack, New Jersey.|
708-7-16-3i, . |

FARM FOR SALE

AT ROSE VALLEY

| offer for sale my farm of 100
acres, 80 cleared balance hard and
soft wood. WIll sell with or with-
out standing crop, situated 2 miles
from Bradalbane Station, near to
Church, School and Mills. If not
sold will be offered at auction with
crop, stock and implements. For
date see posters later,

WALTER MacKENZIE,
Rose Valley, R. R. 4.
516-7-9-fmw61.

AUCTION SALE

OF CHOICE HOUSEHOLD FUR-
NITURE AT 305 FITZROY

The undersigned will offer for
sale all household furniture, com-
prising parlor, dining room, kitchen
ang bedroom, also one antique ta-
ble, organ and victrola, Tuesday
July 20th at (1.30) one thirty o'~
clock.

HELEN A. HARPER
J. A. MacDONALD
Auctioneer

Business For Sale By
Tender

The Land buildings and equip-
ment of the Brick and Tile Com-
pany Limited, Richmond, is offered
for sale by Tender,

This property includes
sixteen acres of Freehold land,
well finished dwelling, beehive
Brick and Tile Kiln, drying shed,
an equity in the local Railroad sid-
ing and all working equipment. A
splendid chance for an ambitious,
energetic man. Tenders close at
noon on Tuesday, July 27th. The
highest or any tender not neces-
earlly accepted.

If not sold.. in.. block. separate
tenders will be received for the
following:

(A) Dwelling House.

(B) All the Kiins, Chimneys and
Brick in connection with the
plant.

Drying S8hed and buildings,
(excepting dwelling.)

Engine and Boiler.

All Brick and Tile making
machinery including barrows
ete,

(F) Land consisting of sixteen
acres more or less.

about

(©)

(D)
(E)

P. E, ISLAND BRICK AND TILE
COMPANY, LIMITED.
MORLEY M. BELL,
Secretary.

8umn?rllde, P.E. I

7881-17-21. vww

SCALES R

HIS COMPLAINT
“This is terrible rotten street car

| service.”

“Why, what's the trouble?”
“Why jes lookit all the women

| what's gotta stand.”

%

NOT A PAIL
Reggie: Aw—er—am |
pale, Miss Sharpe?
Miss S.: No—you’'re not even a
pint cup!

a littte

He:
She:
ot hope.

You're a hopeless flirt.
How come? |I've got lots

80 THERE!

Algie: It is quite—aw—er—
foolish of you, Reggie, to think Miss
Sweet would care to dawnce with
you.

Reggie: Let that be as it may,
Algie, Miss Sweet will find it—aw
——quite impossible to dawnce with
you. o

COULD SUPPLY THE TEETH
Legislator  (to fellow grafter):
The trouble with my bill is a lack
of teeth.
Old Gent (overhearing the re.
mark): Beg pardon, sir, but it
your Bill lacks teeth let me give
you my son's card. He's a dentist
and can supply the right kind,

“These Women”
BY MALCOLM DUART
P e aaaaas 2l oo o s o s oo a gy
CHAPTER XXI

Parrish was young and big and
strong, - but the blow staggered
{him,

He stepped back a pace or two,
covered his mouth wth both hands,
|and stared at Audrey aghast.
| “Don't you do that again!” he
|said, his voice muffled by his fing-
ers.

“You unspeakable cad!” she
cried. Her slim body was taut, as if
"she were about to spring on him.
He retreated another step, Slow
|anger was taking the place of aston-
ishment in his eyes.

“If you do that again, I'll shake
you!" he told her.
“Just you try it! Just you try it

Scotchfort - Scotchfort
Don’t Forget the Date

Wednesday, July 21st

No boosting necessary.
You have been there before.

Special traln from Charlottetown
at 1.30 p. m.

Regular train from* Souris
giving four or five hours at picnic.

Plpers Band and  Scottish

Dancers.

Ticket from Tignish good to re-
turn following day from Charlotte.
town.

By order of Cimmittee.
COV0P 4000000000000 00000

in the past—buried in the dnrk,|

she shrilled.

’ A sound from the rear caused her
to turn. For the fitst time she
saw that a knot of spectators was
| rapidly gatheriug. Delighted ap-
| plause was in their eyes, and words
|of encouragement arose.

She looked back at Parrish, swept
!the interested crowd with scornful
|eyes, and turning her back, almost
{ran to her own apartment building.

Parrish tood watching her, until
she was out of sight. Then, with
' several of the more enterprising
| members of the volunteer group fol-
|lowing him, he plodded away on
foot toward Morton's office.

Audrey stormed into her drawing
room, a small whirlwind of wrath,
and tried to reach Morton by tele-
| phone. She was told by the clerk
in his office that he had not yet
come 1in.

“Too soon,” she said to herself,
as the hung up the receiver.

She ran up the stairs, and wo-
'man-fashion, she released her perve
tension by unpacking and repack-
|ing her wagrdrobe and Trepacking
| her wardrob® drawers, refusing the
assistance of her maid. This done,
She changed her dress, and care-
! fully reapplied the rouge and mas-
|cara that ' had been disturbed by
Jlittle trickles of angry tears.

[ Her eye fell upon the painting
|that she and Morton had bought in
;their stroll around town. It had
been  unboxed, and stood in its
(frame on the floor, against the wall
|of her dressing room. She went
lover and examined it. it was a
portrait of a plump-cheeked girl,
in the headdress and garb of two
|centuries ago.  The background
|and garments were in the gloomy
|coloring of the older masters, but
ras Audrey looked more closely, she
saw that the paint was not crack-
ed with age.

. “He was right—he ALWAYS
| knows,” she said, aloud.

| She tilted the picture until she
could see the back of it. Heavy yel-
lowed paper was pasted on the
frame, covering the rear of the can-
vas. She inspected the frame itself
with  dissatisfaction. Ripping off
the paper, she bent the little nails
that held the canvasg in its frame,
and pulled the picture from the old
gilt molding. She held it up level
with her eyes.

Then she gave a sharp exclama-
tion. She was looking at a line of
small lettering, in the lower right-
hand corner of the painting. The
letters were in red pigment.

“H. Morton, January, 1901,” they
read,

She looked again, to make sure,
Then, with. a choked ejaculation,
she ran to her closet, hurriedly don-
ned her coat and hat, and with the
picture under her arm, ran down
the stairs, into the hall, and with-
out waiting ‘for the elevator hur-
ried by the stairway to the street,
five floors below. Dancing with im-
patience, she waited on the curb
until a taxicahb appeared. Into
this she climbed with her picture,
and ordered the driver to go as rap-
1dly as possible to Morton’s office.

‘When the taxi pulled up at the
building she leaned out threw a
five-dollar bill to the driver, and
without waiting for her change,
ran inside. Upstairs, she brushed
aside a clerk who was standing at
Morton’s door, and rushed into his
private office.

He looked up with a smile. Then,
noting what she held under her
arm, he tilted back in his chair, and

. |his eyes half closed.

‘Shaking with excitement, the
girl stood the picture on edge upon
his table.

Morton nodded. “You have been
investigating already,”
quietly. “So you liked my picture?”
“Did you paint it?” ghe cried.
(Morton reached over, took the
painting, and regarded it thought-
fully. His voice was a little heavy
as he answered, “A quarter of a

century ago!”

He lajd the picture down, and
turned to stare out the window.
Audrey was on her knees beside
him, her hands clasping his arm,

“Oh, daddy, I never knew you
painted! Where did you paint it?
Why didn’t you ever tell me you
-were a .painter? Why did you stop
painting?”

He patted her head, absently.
After a long pause, he sald: “I nev-
er intended to tell you. But it was
an odd little trick of fate, wasn't
it, that you ghould like my paint-
ing there in the art store? I hadn't
seen it for nineteen years,

She shook his arm. “But tell me,
daddy—tell me all about it!”

He gtill looked out the window,
his eyes fixed and apparently un-
seeing.  “I was an artist once—a
kind of an artist” he said., “But I
had hoped to keep all that buried
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“THE BEACON”

Victorla, P, E. I, Private Hotel,
ideally located on outskirts of Sea-
port Village facing seawards, bath-
ing, boating, fishing, tennis, mod.
ern. Write or phone,

he said,|,

dark past!”

Audrey put her hand on his
cheek, and turned his face toward
her. “But dearest!” she exclaimed,
“if you saw that picture the last
time nineteen years ago, that must
have been about the time you adop-
ted me! Did I see it when I was a
baby?"

He arose hastily, and went to the
window. His face was close to
the glass, so she could not see his
expression. She saw his body give
a little- convulsive shake. When at
last he turned around, his face wag
composed.

‘“Yes, sweetheart, you saw that
when you were a baby—though l,
doubt if you knew what is was—"
“But why didn’t you tell me all
about it—why didn’t you tell me
you were an artist?”

He shook his head, and going to
her, where she still sat upon her
knees, he placed his hands on her
shoulders.

““Child,” he said, gently, “It was
for the same reason that I have not
told you many other things—who
your mother and father were; what
your name was before 1 adopted
you; who I was and where I came
from. I have always wanted to
keep shut the door of the past, Help
me to do it, won't you, little one?
It is full of pain for me!”

Audrey sank farther ta the floor,
with her head bowed.

‘‘Aren’t you ever going to tell me
who | am?” she asked.

Morton considered. “Some day,
maybe—though you will be happier,
and so will I, if I never DO tell,
But not now, dear.”

She looked up at him. His face
was sad, and drawn. There was a
weary look in his eyes, that she
never had seen before. Leaping to
her feet, with quick comprehension,
she clasped her hands as a child
does.

“Il won't torment you any more,
daddy—but I love your picture!
Daddy, I slapped Mr. Parrish in the
mouth.”

The lines about his eyes relaxed,
and the lids opened wide as he look-
ed at her. “You what?”

“I slapped him, and I want you
to discharge him right away,” she
went on.

“Sit down,” he directed. “Let’s
hear about this.” She took one of
the big chairs, There was rising
indignation in her voice as she told
him about her adventure,

“He sald you wern't fit to be my
guardian, and [ ought to go away
from you, and I just up and slapped
him.”

. ““Hard?” Morton asked her, smil-
ng.

‘“‘As’hard as I could,” she said, a
little proudly. “He staggered! You
are going to discharge him right
away?”’

“Not at all,” Morton told her.
Picking up the canvas that lay be-
fore him, he looked over it, idly.
“You know, Parrish told me much
the same thing himself, a few days
ago.” 4

“And you didn’t hit him, or any-
thing?” Audrey's voice was incred-
ulous,

‘“‘He might have been right,” said
Morton, “although I'm inclined to
think he's wrong. However, he's a
very good man. It appears he has
the courage to say what he thinks.”

“Well, Il never speak to him
again as long as he lives,” said Au-
drey. “If he comes to our apartment
when I'm there, I'm going right up-
stairs and slam the door.”

“It will cause him, great suffer-
ing,” Morton commented.

He tapped the canvas in his hand,
“I worked six weeks copying that
in Brussels,” he said, irrelevantly.
‘We all were supposed to copy pic-
tures in the galleries then. We on-
ly painted from models about half
the time.”

Audrey came around, and stand-
ing. beside him, looked again at the
picture. “It's wondenful!"

L] * *

Audrey, from a booth in Morton's
outer office, called Nona on the,
telephone, It took her half an
hour, because Nona was not in her
own rooms. After many difficul-
ties, Audrey finally reached her at
an obscure hall, where the cast of
a'summer show was rehearsing,

“l want to see you, Nona,” Au-
drey said.

“When?” Nona asked.

“Thig afternoon.”

“Nix!"

Audrey could hear her laugh at
the other end of the wire. “I've got
a heavy date.”

~*With Mr, Morton?" asked Au-
drey quickly.

“No—another
said.

Audrey was indignant. “If Mr.
Morton takes you out, I don’t think
you ought to go around with other
men!”

Nona let out a little shriek.
“That's a funny line, from a girl
that’s in love with him herself!
But listen—my date {sn’t until
three o'clock. I can see yoy about
two.~ What did you want to see me
about?”

“Now don’t tell a soul in the
world,” sald Audrey, “but 1 want

:fellow,” -Nona

Ambassador

United States against the demon-
stration of French mutilated sol-
diers on the war debt subject, fail-
ed to move them from their pur-
pose.

“Don’t 1 look nice?”

“Of course you do,” he said, “but
you don’t look as nice as you did
before. You don’t need any of
that stuff on your lips, and cheeks.
1 wish you would take it off.”

She shook her head determinedly.
“There has been something wrong,
with me, and I'm trying to make it
right,” she said. “You wouldn’t
leave me to go out with other wo-
men if 1 were as attractive as they
are. 1 have seen them, and I see
how they look and dress, and I'm
going to do just the way they do.”
She came closer to him, and looked
up into his face, “I'd dress myself
like a Fiji islander if 1 could make
you stay with me!”

He sat down, troubled. “Hang it,”
he said, “that isn’'t the idea! Men
don't like women with war paint
on!’

“Then why do they go with wo-
men who paint that way?” she in-
quired.

“Because they're amusing, I sup-
pose,” he said, “but great heavens!
You don’t suppose that any man
is fooled. by cosmetics, do you?”
“l don't know what it is that
makes those girls attractive,” Au-
drey said, “but I'm -going to keep
on trying until I tfind out. And
I'm going to do everything they do,
and wear everything they wear, un-
til I DO find out.”

Morton gave up the discussion,
and calling for his coat and hat,
went out the door. Audrey stood
thinking a moment, and then foll
owed him, She caught the next
elevator, and as she reached the
street, saw him walking rapidly to-
ward the corner.

‘Without regard to Parrish, who
was due at the apartment, she sped
after her guardian, trying to catch!
up with him. He turned the cor-;
ner, and stepped into a cigar store,
‘When he came out she was at the
door.

“Daddy, forgive me!” she said.
“But I didn’t want you to go away.
I'm afraid you misunderstood me.
1 don’t want to be a tough woman!
I just want you to like me.”

He took her arm and turned with
her toward home. ‘We'll go on
back there, until young Parrish
comes,” he sald. “Then you go out
with him. Try your new scheme on
him, and see if it works. If you're
expert, and do the thing right, you
may be able to find out a lot of
things about men.”

Whose protest on behalf of thel
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For over a score of
years Lux has been
on the market

The cleansing quali-

ties, the economy and

the safety of this

inexpensive laundry

necessity, hasen-

couraged many imi-
- tations,

“For your protection
Lux is sold only in
ackages, never in
ulk.

Lux lengthens the life of

$28

(TERHM DS

The smaller the wardrobe of fine
things, the greater the need for Lux.

4

Sensitive
Lux-Laundered Lingerie

same care you give to
the skin from head to toe.

hands and face is due

Those intimate garments which touch, rub and
sometimes chafe the skin should never be laundered

with harsh soaps, or soaps

of unknown quality,

You can safely trust your lingerie to Lux.

Lux, the world’s purest cleansing agent for fine
fabrics, will keep your dainty wardrobe clean, bright,

fresh looking, and protect your skin.

What pure water will not harm, Lux
will not harm—even the skin itself.

Used according to divections printed 1.5

@y

o

on the package, Lux is the most
economical cleansing agentyou can use

all fabncs.

Safety First
Lightning Protector

When they reached their build-
ing, Parrish was just entering the
elevator.
“Hello, Parrish,” said Morton,'
“And goodbye.” |
He kissed Audrey and hurried out
the door. Parrish watched him un-,
til he was out of sight. .Then he
turned to Audrey. Seriously he
looked at her rouged cheeks and
reddened lips and sighed.
“Shall we walk?” he asked.
‘Together they turned back 'to the
street again.
“Do you know,” said he, as they
fell into step. ‘“There has bheen
something I have been wanting to

say to you for a long time.”

She looked up at him interested-
ly. “What was it?”
He pondered a moment and then
continued. “Do you know, Miss/
Morton, that I have been wanting
to speak to you about something,
but I suppose it is none of my busi-|
ness? Something that I think you|
ought to think about?”

Her look was inquiring, but he
had difficulty in going ahead.

“You see,” he said, “it's like this,
‘We saw Mr. Morton in that cabaret

him with that girl he calls Nona,
Now here's what I wanted to say—

everything like that, but wouldn't it
be better for you, as a young girl,
it you lived some place else?”

Audrey whirled on him, “What
do you mean?” ghe cried.

“I mean | think he isn’t the right
man to be your guardian and to live
in the same house with you.”

He stopped abruptly.

Audrey, stepping back a pace,
glapped him in the mouth,

(To Be Continued)

P. R. A.

The Annual Prize Meeting of the
Prince Edward Island Provincial
Rifle Association will take place on
Kensington Range, Charlottetown,
P. E. |, the 27th, 28th, 29th July,
1926,

Firing commencing at 8.30 A. M.

Make your entries early, For fur
ther information apply to the Sec:
retary.

F. 8. MOORE, Colonel, R. L,
President.

you to help me do something.”
There was a pause. Then she

went on: “I want to get a job danc-

ing in a onbaret!” by

CHARLES LEIGH, Lleut. Col. R. O,

‘to y
duri

the other night. And we have seen

you're his adopted daughter, and|®

Nature provides protection from
everything that attacks by using
the means at your disposal, viz:
Natures Laws, Safety First applied
our bed or lounge protects you
ng lightning storms and you
are safe. Sent by mall with dir-
ections for One Dollar per set,
Address
SAFETY FIRST LIGHTNING
PROTECTOR
Charlottetown, P. E. |,
286-6-30-161.

HAY SALE

-1 will sell at Suffolk, on Friday,
July 23rd, 1926, at 3 o’clock p. m.,
fifty acres of choice standing hay.

FRED W. GODFREY
J. A. McDONALD, Auctioneer.
707-7-16fmwthd4i,

C.P.R. Pioneers Retire

ntemporary with the inception of the
p Canadian Pacific Railway[:lnd having
each a record of forty-four years service
with the company, C. J. Flanagan,
auditor of freight and telegraph receipts,
and J. H. Shearing, auditor of passenger
receipts, were presented each with an
engraved gold watch by J. Leslie, vice-

BOSTON

by Steamer'
INTERNATIONAL LINE

Fare from St. John $10;
from Eastport or Lubec,
v e., $9.

‘Bvery Wednesday Steamer
leaves St, John 9 A, M,
Atlantic Time; Bastport
1.30 P. M.; Lubec 230
P. M., Eastern Standard

president and comptroller, in his office on
the occasion of their retirement on
pension commencing June 30th.

Mr. Leslie in presenting the watches
on behalf of the officers of the account-
ing department, stated that he looked
upon Messrs, Flanagan and Shearing as
two of the leading experts in their ‘ii e
and this view was generally shared
throughout the Dominion in accounting
circles. Although they were men of very
different types, each of them had been
an outstanding success in the adminis-
tration of their respective departments.
He stressed the pleasant relations that
had always existed between himself and'
them. .

Presentations were also made to the

Shearing was given a malacca cané
a gold band suitablge:snsmb,ed~ of
was the gift of mem of his 8 :
ten years service and u‘g and the y
sentation was made by A. Watt, 0
member of the staff. Mr. Flanagat
the recipient of a travelling bag, 8 :
case and a case of gnpes,. resen
being made by W. J. Sutclifie.
The two officers Eloined.the AT
the Canadian Pacific R_mlway in 18
Mr. Flanagan was appointed chiel ©
to the accountant eastern divisiot
October of that year and "
travelling auditor in* March !k_-
April 1885 he was appointed cler] ;‘
auditor’s office and in June 18’2l :
promoted auditor of f_relght and!
graph receipts, a position he has
ever since, :
.Mr. Shearin C
as general clerﬁ in the audit
ment, Winnipeg and in 1885 Wald
ferred to Montreal. In November 4
year he was appointed to the pas
accounting department and waspre

retiring officials by their staffs. Mr.

ne 1

)

auditor of passenger receiptsinJu

Time, arriving Bost
Thursday, 8 A. M,

On Mondays, Fridays and
Saturdays, Steamer sails
direct from St. John to
Boston, leaving §St. John
7 P. M, Atlantic Time,
due Boston following day,

2 P. M, Eastern Standard
Time.

Connections at Boston with
direct steamer toe NEW YORK

Reduced rates for
accompanied by passengers.
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CANADA S. S.

Leaves Montreal

8. 8, “CEUTA"

Ty

s o000

S. S. “Ceuta” and S.

8. 8. “HITHERWOOD"” July 15th
July 30th

CARVELL BROS., LTD.,

aie Ve
o tssetsereerrttt

LINES LTD.
S. “Hitherwood”

Arrives Charlottetown
and leaves for Nfid.
July 19th
August 3rd

Agents

2
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2 Conservative Convention Thursd:




