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John Goodenough Finds It Time To

" Xnayth,” she added hopefully. “I can

' the darkened stalls, munching choco-
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THE gold, diamond and other mines of South Africa are enormous

consumers of candles. In 1920 these mines used 9,917,716
pounds of paraffin ten-ounce candles. The bulk of these, 8,218,376
pounds, was consumed in the gold mines of the Rand.

a0
.

4 Mo
“THE STRA

2 )
§ s

£

A Gripping‘ Storj'y?f of Lo

¥

ve Triumpha |
Over the Plots of a Master Criminal

o OUNTLESS millions of workers, a

. strikes and no stopping until the work is done. These
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Intervene Again and Visits Agnes
~ Tallbois At Her Hotel.

CHAPTER LXII
An Offer From the Unknown.

“Agnes!” gasped Drummond, start-
ing up,

The waiter staggered back, as
amazed as if he had been shot. . He
came forward again, almost speech-
less with anger.

“Sir!™ he said, “if this lady is with
rou—!” .

“Keep quiet and clear out,” said
mmond rapidly under his breath,

See you later—-I'm very sorry.”

The waiter proved himse!f $o beda.
superman. He understood. With ad- v A )

: set her down at Uxbridge’s Hotel.
mirable common sense and ’?.e,llbe Uxbridge’s is a small but quiet
restraint he removed himself with-)_ o even luxurious private hostelry
out another word. Perhaps he Was |pear Charing Cross, Agnes went up
glad to get out °f. Tange of Agn?s. |to the little private suite which had

joAlf the people in the room had |\ @\ engaged, and found her mother
vitnessed the incident: evervbody sitting and blinking by the fire.
turned in their scats and stared at YWhy ain't you éone to bea?”
this storm-center that had burst on asked Agnes roughly.
ihe ‘quiet water of the Lombardy. “I was anxious about
It was a terrible moment. said the old lady in the language of

Hilda, Millicent Venacre and Lord her childhood. “I thought I would
Ravelin had risen from tieir seats; wait to say good-night. Was the
their faces became expressionless, Senor Drummond with voa?”
their eyes like stone. They left the “Sure. Who else?”
table quietly and seated ‘them'selves T has' Bedh very Aoiitedis 1
j‘,:a“‘;‘:;:’rf'w'::;r;hen:‘fg;’:‘:jgﬂg,f Of lthink he s better than those other
Another waiter and order coffee friends of hiIs. But that is not to

. . he {m.{say much. dread them, carita.”
nr:g\s?:'; ﬁgzug:}uﬁﬂvaﬁgte@i 1!17:11:1 She sighed. “I wish we had never
happened. They did not even glance g?:?? to this country. I foresee
back; Drummond and Agnes did not T ; L
exist in their universe. That was ey’g“;‘: d‘;‘t‘é :;h;:rael::ctleili]go}?tl;ym her
all. g PR .

“Who on earth is it?" one of the temj;::;%?:sl)l-t'
tpectators was heard to say. “A . gr

— 5 " L gnes, said her mother timidly,
ans'tv}:' Tallbols claimant,” was the “the tongue you learned as a little

p 4 9 . child comes better from your lips

2 Agnes had not moved. & b:e b than this speech of the Gringoes that
staring straight before her; the nap- You learned later. I . love tg har
kin fell from her hand. The gust of You spedk ARs Spanish.” -
sassion seemed to ha\{e left her rigid. “Ar;d I hate the very 'sound of it”

They she d'd."" cur:‘opg and rafher snapped Agnes. “White man’'s talk
{Rcongryous thing. bexzxr;lg A w"lte:; for mine.” She looked at her mother
i‘arafllef from th% ]ta,blq,n i e'asr;ou;:d with an expression of scorn in her
feregil out 4 gbmadiod jeyes that made the old woman
gulped it down thirstily. She looked {shrink. “Ain’t you going up to bed?”"”
at Drummond. : ickly!” | “Yes, carita,” said her mother

liet us get out of this—quickly! humbly. “Will you not go, too? You
said Drummond between his teeth. 1ol Ho tired? »

How he got her out of the room he “I shall go. when I'm
did not know, but he found himself makes me tired to see
with Agnes in the outer lg\’mge. iq |about and blinking.”
in"XV]:vﬁn(::gdysgic:o it for?” ke said The Senora Tallbois retired heav-

v ily. Agnes glanc i

BE T e " mutceied Aamen, | 7 S EHiiosd sl Bee win

Her face relaxed, and she lald s “I's mighty hard on a girl
hand suddenly on Drummond’'s arm. b gilt-edged position

“Fm sorry, Ha.rold."l Shu&m wxéh muttered
a catch in her voice, “I'm e to fly away like the e

. a) Lhat always about the
Oﬁnfthgeh}‘)‘:g‘:dl,fk“ that. I guess it place. She'll ‘have to be shelved
ca 2 B somewhere where she won't show.

Drummond was speechl;s:; H]e_ t:tl_t It beats me what Callaghan wanted
;:‘isnsi'f he had been struck by ligi to bring her over this side at all for.”
K s L »| Agnes helped herself to a liqueur

I was just begmnln_g to feel good, from a decanter on the sidegoard
sald  Agnes pla.ix}thely. X Tl;_e l:"ire and sank into an easy chair by the
seemed to have died g d the|fire- The languid indolence of hov

Where's them two girls and the bose suggested a sleepy kitten warm-
lord—s’pose they've gone back on ing itself. For half an hour she
me.’ .Y lay without stirring a muscle: the

“What did you expect?” said Drum- events of the day passed before her
mond _bitterly “Let us clear from eyes like a dim shadow show and
here, before the management throws she gave herself up to dreams of the
us out. Wa ars extremely lucky golden future.
that they have not done it already.” Presently she

“Are we?” said Agnes sl;a.rply, her back with half-
voice rising and her eyelids begin- |the blue smoke drifting. She saw
ning to snap again. “I'm to be herself in the robes of a peeress, a
bounced, am I, because a 8uy spills |coronet on her Jet black hair, at-
wine all over me? If they've any tending a state function at West-
kick Tl go back to tha't room and |minster Abbey among the great ones |
talk to them! ' Hear me?”’ of the earth. It was g2 delicious

*“Then you will do it by yourself,” |vision. And beside her stooq Harold
sald Drummond curtly, and walked

: ond, a smart, yet meek ang
away, Agnes hesitated a moment and submissive figure. She could not be
she came after him.

sure whether he wore g coronet or
“No, I guess we'd better g0,” she 5

not.
muttered. “Don’t you shake me, An uneasy shiver
Harold. ‘I couldn’t stand for that.” nes. She opened he

“Go to the entrance, then,” he said, |up with a slight
“and I will follow you.” someone with her in the room. Peer-

Drummond was well known at the |ing through the film of smoke she
Lombardy; he said a few hurried |saw the form of a man standing op-
words to the management in the |posite her chair, looking at her.,
office and *had a brief interview with j
the outraged waiter, Then he Joinea
Agnes outside.

“I expect I've torn it,” she said
rather nlournfully, as they walked
down the street together. “The society
stock has slumped some. What do
you think, Harold ?”

He looked at her in silence.

“After all, I'm Lady Tallbois of

t

’unusualv’ beauty, the primitive ap-
peal of her, blotted out the rest and
mounted to his head like strong |
wine. Callaghan’'s orders were be- |
coming far less distusteful to Drum- t
mond than they had been. ;

She would by no means let him g0: |
when the show was over, she in-
sisted on being taken to tea. He
chose a quiet place, and they dined
together at a restaurant in Jermyn
street in the evening. It/ was late
when they parted. She declined, to
his surprise, an offer to see her
home, and it was late when a taxi

you, carita,”

I

|

snapped Agnes con- |

|
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THE MARRIAGE GAME

As Played to a Decision
Every Day By
Mr. and Mrs. Arnold Hatton

HE WAS ARSKIN’ FOR IT.

His Play: I see by the papers that
the scientists have discovered fresh
proof that women are more intelli-
gent than men... ‘Well, that’s noth-
ing new... Every married man has
felt that all along... We admit it...
Intelligence rises above mere senti-
ment and mere romance, because in-
telligence can distinguish the false
from the real... And I guess that
women are more . intelligent than

men... Funny part, though, I'm
rather glad that this is so... ra
rather prefer to be less intelligent
and more sentimental, to have less
shrewd calculation in my make-up
and a little more sympathy, even if it

with
to keep up,”
Agnes, “having a give-

L J
[ _The Little Red School House.
Sarah—Hank Hawkins will remain
Seated. The rest
dismissed!

to keep you in for a week!
Hank—M-m-my mind ain't
of the school is spring.
Sarah—Oh, then, compose a sen-
Hank—1T don’t.care. | tence about an automobile.
Sarah—Hank Hawkins, T don't| Hank — Automobile~automobile—
know what 'm going to do with you! Ford—Forad
Hank—Aw-—— Sarah—This is awful!
Sarah-——You ought to be ashamed—- ‘my patience.
why, yvou're big enough to be a man! Hank—Ford—Cadillac~—
Hank—That's what 1 want to be! Sarah—What in the world is in
Sarah—=T've taken such pains with | that mind of Yours--or is it a blank?
you—even given some of my even- Hank—No, m'am, it's fuil of—full
ings———— of —— .
Hank-—Yes, m'am, Sarah—Very well, then, compose . :
Sarah—And yet every day Youja sentence about what your mind is|{don't you want a Mail-Box badge,
seem to get worse and worse! { tull of. Tnt No Add
Hank—I-—I try Hank—Must 1? ! Y fucress, :
Sarah—Your mind seems Sarah—Hank Hawkins, you're ex-| One of the Old Timers, who =0 kind-
Wwool gathering a,ll the' Lim(—}t' aspem.ting:_ Just when I begin to get |1y sent me a package of seeds, just
g'llt{l?ertl‘lf;g-xm e {g:r;itrt:ir())tvlsf"" ylogoita‘:: g!'%l:’!ng e Of'tlle other day, neglected to inclose
Sarah—You made a fine show of| Hank—M'am! I can't say the sen- | her own address, so I am unatie
yourself before the school today when | tence if I look at you. forward the perennial seeds which
1 all.iskel(\i onuIt,o compose a sentence! ASar}?h—Looll{ out the window then! she asked in return. Will post them
Hank—J—]—— s nything—only go on! j + . : !
Sarah—You don’t seem to be able Hank=—I can't eat—I can't sleep— m:medmtel) o'nlrecexm of & stampeq,
to keep your mind on one subject| - "|addressed envelope,
for a second. Sarah—For gracious sakes! M. L.
Hank—Yes, m’am, T kin—-— Hank—And the sentence js: T love = 3 L
Sarah—Well, then, compose iwo|my teacher and if she'll get married 313"“‘ tha}wks for the recipe, M. L.
sentences and you may go. I'll sug-|to me I'll get pop to give us half his | Will send you “_‘% badge as soon as
gest a subject—how about spring?|farm! the first order arrives,
Hank—Spring—Spring—S Copyright, Health, Please Notice.

I don’t like chiding You, Health, when
| thls is your first visit to the Mail-Box
for so iong; but you know that you |
neglected to inclose vour address wlth!

Sarah—Well, at this rate I'll have
your letter, and so I cannot send you |

the seeds which I have ready. There
are so many addresses in the Mail-Box
that the files must be often renewed,
and in this way I find it hard to keep
track of all the old names.

on ;i
Cinnamon Vine.

The four packages of honeysuckle
and the cinnamon vine bulbs arrived
| safely, Cinnamon Vine, and I am sure
there will be a great demand tgr
them, as the latter are the first bulbs
of any description which we have had
in the Mail-Box this year. I haven't
anry primula at present, but will send
vou the castor beans. I am glad you
are joining the Garden Contest, and

I'm losing

lit a cigarette ang lay
closed eyes, watching to be

wool

ran thiough Ag- g
I eyes and looked
start. There was

is fool
that—

Her Counter-Play: Oh_ hush!...
Don’'t guess any more... You are
like all men—you are forever “guess-
1ing” instead of thinking... 1It's g
precjous good thing for You spoiled
darlings—1I mean husbands — that
women are more intelligent... We
ha\{e to be... We have to make in-
telligent reasons for a steady sup-
plY of clean shirts for you... Ang
constant hot water.,. And wour
l‘rfesh razor blades... We can’t just
wxsh—rimd. lo!—the desired is achiev-

. We have to be intelligent and
think it out... Things don’t happen
in the feminine world — they are
brought about!

'ish and sentimental., I guess

1923. by PubMe Ledger
Company.

the sand fly! It didn’t seem
time at all before she had quite
appeared from sight. Presently she
came out for a rest, Johnny took
his turn at digging. He didn't feel
much like digging, for he was tired,
but he knew that they must have a
place to spend the night. He knew
LONG LANE. that Polly wouldn't think of going

e way back to their old home on the
By THORNTON W. BURGESS. edge of the dear Old Briar Paich

Safety first! Keep this in mind, = {
If happiness you hope to find.
=—Johnny Chuck.

any
heard no sound — o
feen no one enter. The man seemed
to havg materialized out of the
empty air, He was remarkably tall;
?ag:mmz:lndli)ng ;igure with a sardonic
an rooding eyes, in-
tently on hers. PO M
CHAPTER LXIII.
John Goodenough.
Who are you? What do you
want?” she cried, staring.

He made no answer, but scanned
l_1ex_' from head to foot with keen,
Judging eyes and a look of the most
intensa interest. .

THE NEW HOME IN THE
It was
get away with it. %
Harold, you could
for me?”

“Yes,” he shaid, smiling
grimly, “I think I can.”

“You mean that! You can really

Do you reckon,

Flowering Maple.
put things right

I am sorry your first letter was not
answered, Flowering Maple, but I am

i sending you some seeds by the next
| mail.

rather

{he’s still on a salary ins

By CORONO REMINGYON,
OVER THE PHONE.

“Daddy, if John Harrison asks—
asks you for me, what'll you say?”’

“What do "you want me to say,
daughter?”

“Oh, I—I think he’s wonderful.
love him most to death, but
doesn’t know it.”

“I suspect he does, Myrtle.” laugh-
ed Wilton. “Often you girls think
you fool us when you don’t. We're
not altogether as stupid as we look,
and sometimes you’re not as clever as
you think you are. So it happens
once in a while that the only folks
that are getting fooled are those at-
tempting the deception.”

“Oh, daddy, you're teasing now. Of
course he knows I like him heaps and
oceans, but I'm perfectly certain he
doesn’t know I love him enough to
marry him.”

“Are you certain yourself that you
do?”

“Oh, absolutely. I knew it the first
second I ever saw him, and I've been
knowing it every second since—every
single one.”

“Mercy on us! Case of love at first
sight, er? Well, I never thought of
him as a possible son, so I haven’t
paid much attantion to him. Is he
doing well in business? He’s with the
Sunset City Coal people, I believe.”

“Yes, but he wants to get to be
vice-president of something big. He’s
worked there nine years and they're
awfully stingy with their promo-
tions.”

“Maybe it's his fault. I'll investi-
Zate ana tell you more about it after-
ward.”

“ I don’t care whom vou blame, but
you mustn’t put it on him. 1It's not
his fault and he can't help it that
tead of being
as he deserves to

1
he

a big stockholder,
be.”

“There, there, daughter, don’t get
upset about it. I daresay you're
right.”

A few days later Mr. Wilton had

{a casual talk with a friend at the

club, and the frfend was blissfully
unconscious of the-fact that he was
being put through the third degree.
So much for Wilton’s law training.
As strangers are prone to do_ he
made inquiry about a number of the
business houses in town, and among
them the Sunset City Coal Company.
He asked no more questions about
it and showed no more interest in
it than he did in the others. Nor
was the well-dressed voung man in
the chair opposite him the only one
who unknowingly testified for or
against John Harrison that day.

As it bappened, Mr. Wilton had
made his investigations just in time,
for that very evening Harrison,
flushed and stammering, sat on the
edge of a chair in the library and
tried to state his case.

“I know what vou want to say,”
smiled Wilton kindly, his gray eyes
sparkling with amusement. “I had
it to do once myself, and T haven't
forgotten it vet. But the old man
did not help me out—not a bit of
it. Well, to get down to business.
You love her, of course; no use ask-
ing fool questions. Can you support
er?”

4 “No-no as I would like to. 'That
is, just yvet—but I can make her come
fortable.” .

“Hmmm, suppose Yyou give wme
twenty-four hours to think it overg”

“All right, sir. ~'T don’t know how
I'll ever live through the suspense,
but I guess I'll have to try.”

Early the next day Mr. Wilton
picked up the telephone and gave a
number.

“Is this Mr. Harrison?” he asked.

#Yen™ :

“John Wilton speaking, Just
wanted to say one thing:*you seem to
be a pretty fine felllow and I ad-
mire you and all that, but you can't
marry Mpyrtle until you get a little
further up the business ladder. It
You don’t deserve a promotion you're
not worthy of my daughter. If you
do you ought to get it, and you ought

it,
to know the members of your firm,
but whoever's over you needs a good
stiff talking to. If he's an unpro-
gressive old mossback, and you can't
do anything with him, get out: but I
believe you've got it in you to bring

to have backbone enough to go after |
I haven't lived here long enough |

THE DAILY SHORT STORY |

him areund. And, remember one
thing—no promotion, no wedding. '
And, remember another thing, young
man—it’s not the money 'side of |
that bothers me. Myrtle’ll have |
$200,000 in her own name when she's :
of age. It's not that, it's the back-:
bone. Good-bye.”

Wilton hung up the recelver, and
things happened pretty swiftly after |
that. Just before Iluncheon young
Harrison came tearing to his office
like a baby tornado.

“They’'ve promised
vice-president.
now?”

“No. Not right now. I advise you

to make me
May I marry her'

ould bring the old

to wait a few minutes anyhow.”

“Oh, you know what I mean. May

“Yes, if she's willing.”

“I'm absolutely the happiest man in

“Superlatives,” laugbed Wilton.

“The worst is, the very worst 18,
tell Myrtle until this evening. The |
old man gets furious if I'm five min-
He was never a minute late in his
whole life.”
anticipation.’

“Poor consolation, but I've got )
will you?”

“Not I. But why don't you phone

“Phones are such unsatisfactory
things.”
useful on some occasions. In fact,
even more effective than a personal
how vou broke the news.”

“I didn’'t. You did. It's the biggest |
to over the phone this morning, ang !
not me!"”

“Sure. He's the whole works up at |
the Sunset City Coal. Didn’t you'
an extension of his, and I listened in
to part of the conversation, Don't
could hardly sit still when he saun-
tered into my cubbyhole of an office
position of vice-president. But may-_
be I didn’t walk the floor before he
times, instead of a lttle less than an
hour.”
hours or days. It's a matter of
events,” said the older man,
as 1 did today,” laughed Harrison,
rising.
chap around,” he laughed to himself,
“And the hoy doesn’t suspect a thing,
Myrtle's coming in for $200,000 of her
jmother’s money when she's twenty-

I marry her?”

America.”

Harrison went on, “I can’t get out ta
utes late coming back from lunch.

“It will keep, and you'll enjoy the
put up with it. You won’t tell Myrtl s
her?”

“Not always. I've found them very
visit,” laughed Wilton, “But tell me
joke. It was dad yvou were talking |

“Your fatuner!"
know it? The phone on my desk is
know what made me do it, but I
and magnanimously offered me the
came in! It seemed to me six life-

“Time is not a thing of minutes or

“I never realized it as thoroughiy

“I thought that w
Wonder whether he heard me tell him
one. Hope not, anyhow.”

Chronic Constipation
Relieved Without the Use
of Laxatives
Nujol is a lubricant—not a
medicine or laxative—socan-
nct gripe. When you are con-
stipated, not enough of Na-
ture’s lubricaiing liquid is
produced intheboweltokeep
the food waste soft ard mov-
ing. Doctors prescribe Nujol
because it acts like this natu-
ral lubricant and thussecures
regular bowel movements
by Nature's own method—
lubrication. Try it today.

Jehnny Chuck drew a long breath
of satisfaction when Polly Chuck
told him that they would make their
new home right where they then were,
You see, Johnny was tired of roam-
ing about. He wanted to get settled.
It is fine to go roaming about for a
while, but there is nothing quite like
a settled feeling,

+ Polly Chuck had stopped at the
foot of a young tree growing close
to the fence about half-way up one
side of the Long Lane that leads
from Farmer Brown's barn yard down
to the Green Meadows. Johnny sat
Up and carefully looked over the
ground. He didn't want to appear
too well satisfied; he wanted to find
fault. But after a good look he had
to admit to himself that no fault
was to be found. He said to
himeself that Polly Chuck knew
what was what in selecting a place
for a home. Between the fence and
the road down the middle of the Long
Lane was a thick growth of small
bushes. On the other side of the
fence wag Farmer Brown’s corn-
field. ' Of course, it was just bare.|
brown earth covered with brown
Stubs of old corn stalks, but Johnny
knew that later it would be planted.

On the other side of the Long Lane
was- a big meadow, where there would
be plenty of cover. ‘Then, too, it was
not far up to Farmer Brown’'s bern-
yard, and that meant that enamies
were not as likely to visit them as if
their home was further away, It

The Referee: Wow!
hold him. Does she wi

do it?” she cried.

“There is still a brilliant opening
for you,” he said ambiguously. “You
had better leave it entirely to me.”

“Sure I will! You're a wonder,
IHarold. There’s such a lot of things
you're wise to that haven't come my
way. I'd be just lost without you.
FBut I've had all the society I need
ior today—except yours. What shall
we do now? Let's go to the pic-
turea'’

There seemed no end te the moods
of Agnes. Drummond stared at her
in surprise, but saw ghe was entirely
serious. He was too exhausted to of-

1 “See here, you crook!”
Agnes angrily

by coming into

exclaimed
“What do you mean
[ 2 lady's room? You
don’t belong to the hotel? How did
yo'u get here?”

‘Il have come,” said
calmly, “wij

T.hat ought to

Thanks to Budd,
n?

f
1
!

| p
5 '3 iv
me no questions. Think of me, if |am only corry. that T am 3 day o
you choose, as the stranger, and
make any investigations Yyou like—
you will only waste your time. Let
us come at once to the object of my
\_ris.it to you.”
He seated himselr
theugh the room were his own.
“What, Agnes Tallbois, is your
chief goal in life?” he said. “Is it
happiness? Is it position? Or is it
money ? _I have a reason for asking.”
The girl sat ang glowered at him
without answering. He looked at her
w1t}1 e:.m'eme thoughtfulness.
. g thmlg." he said, “eveing her face,
{ ‘that it is money. To your type it
,ha_s a greater meaning tkan any-
, thing else. At the moment you have
only a few hundred given you by
that gang of ineffective ruffians who
are using you as g pawn for their
own ands. What you need §s money.
Your eyes light u; , I observe, at the
mere name of it. I am afraid I can-
not-flatter you.”
{ The flush of e
she muttered, | of Agnes fade
She checkea |aloud.
| ¥*Money!”
be said | “migh
of ms,burn!"
Very much,; “Are vou sure o
e nothing to| “Am I sure?
h to hopa I |little after all,
playing alone | that! Before th
law-sharps will

1

be sure I enjoyed it. Will send your
and a warning.”
“You can give it
then!” retorteg

springing up ang reaching for the
bell push;

“the station house for

i »
s your Band away from that
bell,” said Goodenough quietly, “ang
sit down.”

With every intention of summon-
ing the police Agnes yet hesitated.
She looked at the visitor. His light,
compelling eyes keapt their gaze on
her face.

“Sit down, I said,” he

Feor the first time in h
Tallbois felt a touch of
was no threat in
not speak in a bullying tone. But
he spoke as one who gives an order.
It was many years since Agnes had
obeyed an order. Nome the less she
brought her hand slowly away from
the bell and dropped into her chair
again.

“Who sent you?”
“do you come from—"
herself in time.

“From Mr, Callaghan?"
dryly. “No, nor from any
charming associates.
the contrary. You hav
fear from me and muc
am an obscure person,
hand.”

to the police

the S. C. H. fund,
es fiercely,

Carpet Rags.
Have any of the readers some colored

opposite her as

kas commenced to hook
short of colors. She asks

f
&
“l suppose,” said Johnny,
mean to have our hom

under that little

{any

be unwise to leave her to herself Jjust
then,

They went to the nearest cinema.
Agnes sat demurely beside him in

“that you
e right
tree.”

can supply them. Postage will be sup-
riied, al.rd the address is in the Mail-
Box,

Another Gift.

Geraldine and Daisy, through the
kindness of their grandpa, have made

So together they wor
two Chucks can work when they set
out to. And by the time Jjolly, round,
red Mr. Sun started to 80 to bed be-
hind the Purple Hills they had that
hole deep enough to feel reasonably
safe in spending the night there.

“It is going to be *a  wonderful
home,” said Johnny Chuck, as they
sat just outside it, resting. “I do
believe it is going to be the best
home we have ever had.”

“I hope so0,”. said Polly Chuck as
she turned to enter it. “There ought
to be plenty of good things to eat
around here, and plenty of food is
the first thing to think about.”

Johnny shook his head. “You are
wrong, «Polly. Safety is the first
thing to think about. Fe

~“Well, T guess we will have both,
then,” retorted Poll

ked as only
lates and watching the pictures. She
Dgummond of some utterly
nd unmegral child who has

repeated.

er. life, Agnes
: f'ear. Thex.'e a number of packages of
his voice; he did Globe onion seed. The packages are
large enough to produce two or three
bushels of omions, so I shoyld like
those of the Boxites who write for
them to send a special contribution
for the fund. We are a]l very grate-
ful to Geraldine and Daisy, as this

for a few moments.

A semi-religious fllm was being
siiown, ending in the death-bed scehe
of a small girl under circumstances
of pathos, which bored Agnes and
made her restless. The adventures

agerness in the face
d and she laughaed

she said
Y soon I shall have

of armed “toughs” and afterwards

ing the rest of our fund.
scornfully, Questions.
rabbit, excited her so much that the money to
catastrophe at the Lombardy was

in answering w®our second letter,
never been. A

Petrolea Reader No. 2, but it was
unaveidable. Many thanks for the
recipes for Calamity Ann, and: now
for your questions:

f that? he said.

.lou know mighty
sequently made her slip her hand into it _you d'on £ know
Prummond's and press it convulsively

her eyes glued on have handed me the

the Mail-Box a splendid present -
Yellow |

ought to go a long way toward rais-

I am sorry that there was a delay !

}
I had been watching every day for the !
romised, cake of maple sugar, so I was !

am only sorry that I am a day or so |
late in acknowledging it. but You may |

pin as soon as they arrive, and was !
very glad to have the extra money for |

i
}

carpet rags for one of the Boxites who i

a rug, and run |
for dress goods !
or cotton rags, and I am sure someonse |

Fresh, clean s

Smooth, white hands—
Clear, bright complexion—

kin—

Simply that Lifebuoy cleans
the whole depth of the pores,

and opens them to Lifebuoy’s

o

The heait
sshes quic

softening palm and cocoanut

h odour van-
kly after use.

TS She aisap- 1 oithee Sk wit ;
s i S 1 Yy break the conver-
The girl looked at him s . | nam y g meant that they would have plenty of | Peared inside
s, i s - a Im sullenly. iname that's mine by right—Lady ¥ plenty

{ on his cheek.

H

!

|
|
i

i,

: most fastidious of men, would have

Drummond’s earlier disgust, which
had nearly overwhelmed him at the
restaurant, gave way slowly to an
cdd fascination. The spell of her
presence was upon him. With it
was a secret amazement of himself.
Drummond,  in a sense one of the

taought he was the last who could
Fe attracted by this strange mixture
and

af , charm craelty.
thg_ charm was tlurg, and her

Dut

e

Her eyes traveled over his somewhat
shabby - clothes and returned ques-
tioningly to his face. The deflant
insolence died out of her voice.

“Who are you? I've seen you
somewhere, .an’ not long ago either,”
she said in a puzzled tone.

“I am,” he ' replied quietly, “the
only man living who knows all the
facts

Tallbois!”
“Are you sure?”
80 gently, but
emphasis, that the ‘girl started.
“What do you mean?” she said.
“You have been taught to look
upon it as a certainty,” he replied.
“Remember the old proverb—‘there
is many a slip’ I ten you that it is
not a certainty, Yo
She did not answer.

he said once more,
with such strange

>
Features

€ven now.
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the best kinds of food, with less to
worry about.

“I suppose,” said Johnny, “that you
mean to have our home right under
that little tree.”

“Of course,” replied Polly Chuck.
“I am glad to see that you have some
common sense. There is just room
between those two spreading roots,
and those will prevent any one from
making the entrance any larger. This
place was just made for us.”

‘Without another word Polly Chuck

to dig. My, my, how she made |-

(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.) |

ol gl
The next story: “Bowser Finds the
New Home.”

CASTORIA

_ For Infants and Children
In Use For Over 30 Years
Alm";hau -

sational ice; but is it always neces-
sary to speak about the weather? Try
to find ether topics in common as
well, .
The proper form is:
So (elderly -person), may 1 introduce
Mr. So-and-So (vounger man) ?”

Introducing a young lady and gen-
tleman, why not sa,
So, I would like
and-8o.” There is no ironclad rule
conc‘e‘i'ninlg introduction, ang a
tactful, pleasant phrase will always
server”

“Mr. So-and

It is not ieceswy 10 rige.

|
h.

!

“Miss So-and- |
you to meet Mr. So- |




