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Heir Came Home

PY BEATRICE McDONALD

The town of Hillsboro was agog
over th2 coming of Wilbur Crossov's
nephew. Wilbur had died sudden
and now Dean, his nephew, he
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With particular
Phelps’ thoughts reverted
Raine, one of her pupil
rabbit. How he did love She re-
called helping him remove its foot
from a trap one day and the look of
tenderness upon  hi face That
brought her to a much mooted ques
tion in her own mind—some way to
remove Bobby from the unpleasant
environment in which he lived, with
a woman ed herself his aunt,
but of the
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ant lot

her bump of
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shot Shep 'cause he ate too much.”
The child blinked and choked, his
pinched face trembling so pathetically
Amy Phelps would have helped him
even if she hadn’t known the condi
tions. “I—I thought maybe you'd
keep him for me over to Miss Gates
till Easter’s over—aunt’ll think he’s
run off,” the boy went on.
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“Of course I'll help you, Bobby.
Run back now and when you come to
school to-morrow I'll have a plan.”

Wilbur Crossby’s nephew was due
to make his trjumphal entry into
Hillsboro on Thursday, the following
Sunday bcing Easter, so there
need of speed. Tuesday afternoon
after school Amy turned Elizabeth
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unaided, as it were. And may I have
the pleasure of knowing you?”

“I'm Amy Phelps, a school teacher,
out trying to abduct your Easter din
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The twinkle in Dean Crossby’s eye,
his coming ahead of schedule just to
be alone, revealed a man entirely
posite to the
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outside 11 help you to forget,” smil

ed Dean tenderly, taking his hand
“Let's go see.”

He led the way to a new hutch be-
hind the barn, where i
mated white fur was devouring a car
‘Bunny!” exclaimed the delight-
ed youngster. “However did you find
him, sir?”

When Crossby told him the story
Bobby sighed again and remarked re-
gretfully. “She's the best friend any
fellow ever had. Gee—I wish she was
going to live here with us.”

“That's my wish exactly, old man.
Suppose we go and ask her!”

“Oh dear,” sighed Mrs. Prentis
when the engagement was announced.
“If we only could of had rabbit for
Easter dinner things might have
been different!”
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The Easter Rabbit

BY EMMA

“She’s right here,” she whispered,
drawing aside a tuft of dead grasses.

Mrs. Peter looked, and sure enough,
gitting on a nest of curly ping crepe
paper was the most beautiful rabbit
that ever was. She was pure white,
and much larger than Peter or Mrs
Peter, and she wore extremely

handsome straw honnet trimmed with'

pink feathers. But what surprised

Mrs. Peter was not the bonnet, though

no one in the Green Forest had ever
worn anything like that, but the fact
that the white stranger was sitting
on a nest of eggs. They were such
strange eggs, too, all striped with
pink and green. Some were covered
with flowers, aud there was a big one
with a glass window in one end, and
through it Mrs. Peter could see
tures of flowers
sparkling like ice
“What are too she asked.
“Those are Easter eggs,
answered the s'range
out Easter bunnies.”
“But 1 never saw any bunnies come
out of eggs,” said Mrs, Peter. “And
I've raised a good many fine, healthy
families, t
way?”
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| surance that life is worth the living

BUGBEE,

“I am Madame Easter Rabbit,” she
said, “and I have the most beautiful
families that ever were. Come here,
lovies.” |

She whistled a little tune, and inj
answer to it a strange
came from behind the pussy
bush It was led by a big ch
rabbit walking on his hind legs,
rying a red egg in his paws, and after
him came tumbling six little yellow
chicks, all fluffy and fat like the ones
Peter had wandering
Farmer orchard. .But every
litt'e chick wore a straw bonnet trim-
med with pink just her
mother's,
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“how can there be a chocolate rabbit
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no contrel over me. I really belong to
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the story of the Easter rabbit?”
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Nature found this poem hidden in u‘
violet bud. At first she didn’t know
what to do. Mistress Spring was too
big to spank, but she wanted to teach
her a lesson. So she made all the,
animals come to life—just as Mistress
Spring had deseribed them in her
poem—and she created me to be the
mother of them I live forever,
but I get me a new bonnet every year.
g doesn’t really love us.
until aftex

all
all.
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aniry ble human
we seek out finest
fashionable raiment, and that impulse
is parallel to the natural processes in
the world about us. If the earth can
put off her drab habiliments of win-
ter forget the ombre, sunless
hours, so can the children of earth.
In every life to-day there may be a|
resurrection from the dead. In every
life old things may be discarded. He!|
has not caught the spirit of the festal |
celebration who is not stirred to al
renewal and is not moved to forsake|
the darkness and give welcome to (ho‘
light.
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is more than a church fmti\:nL]
and unbeliever together|
share the influences of the day. In
each of us, whatever creed we formal-
profess, there dwells the feeling
that the day betokens. It is the as- |
and that love can never lose its own.
We stand to-day not at the brink of
a tomb but on the threshold of this
eternal life and of this love immortal.
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Live Stock Movements in

Canada.

The of live stock in
Canada during January and Febru-
ary compared with the corresponding
months of last year at the e prin-
cipal cattle 123,644
against 1184 calves 21,0568 :\g;nn:ﬂ"
17,440; hogs 6,788 against 228804, |
and sheep 35964 against 51,160,

The supply of select bacon hogs in
Ontario and Alberta showed an up-
ward trend in January and February
this year compared with the first two
months of last year, but .\Iunilohu‘
and Quebec did not do as well. The)
figures for selects only are: Alberta, |
year 3,117, compared with lu:;tj
year Ontario 58,545, compared |
with 01; Manitoba 1 ), compar- |
ed with 5,836, and Quebec 7,708, com- |
pared with 11,880, In other classes
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RECIPES FOR THE
HOLIDAYS

A well-cooked cgg dish should be
served at Easter time and is alway
a welcome substitute for meat for the
light meal of the day. E r:\lln{vcrl!

, curried, scrambled, shirred and|
d eggs, egg salad, omelet—thes s |
e of the ways of serv

have food value ¢
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Making wash day pleasant—

HE hardest part of wash-day,
rubbing, rubbing, rubbing, has
given way to the new method of
soaking the clothes clean with Rinso.

This

very

the toast, making a ion
» centre to form a nest.
drop one egg yolk,
careful not to break
Sprinkle with a little’'s
a flat pan put
and bake until the white of egg is &
d Drop a small piece
of butter on each. Serve very hot.
sairee is served hot with
ge or bread puddings may be |
cold .with puddings made of
arch gelatine. The sauce
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boiler, add the chocolate and stir until |
the melted and smooth. |
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A er pudding which will de
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r, . whites of three one-half

Just use Rinso where
vou u.»d to use bar
soap—-for soaking,
boiling, or in your
washing machine.

wondcrful new soap urnlly
loosens the dirt and a thorough
rinsing leaves things white and
glistening as you never could get
them before.

and
and

into a

licate brown
Chocolate
Only spots where the dirt is ground-
in, such as neck bands, cuff edges,
and the like need a light rubbing,
and a little dry Rinso rubbed on
these spots quickly makes the dirt
disappear.

or
one pint

two ounces

in Rinso is sold by all grocers
and department stores
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CHAMPION

Canada’s lowest priced quality closed car.
On the farm, in town, everywhere the
most useful motor car on wheels. A gen-
eral all-around utility and family car in
one.

Both seats remove. Taking out the back
seat the whole rear compartment pro-
vides ample spacefor groceries, milk cans,
produce, grain—anything. Seats adjust-
able for tall and short people. Com-
modious trunk at rear.

Doors front and rear—eliminate seat
climbing. Upholstery washable—long
wearing. The usual Overland economy
and dependability is built into the new
high powered Overland motor. See the
Champion!

f.0.b. factory Toronto. iaxes extra

Big doors front and rear

Farm-truck supplies, et<.,
elimincte ssat climbing.

of room for every-
loaded eastly through rear
door.

ideal farm-
y car.

Willys-Overland Sales Co., Limited

HEAD OFFICR AND FACTORIES: TORONTO, CANADA

Branches: Toronto  Montreal Wi=~*--+ Regina
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Canadian Bacon Shows Up
Well.

Evidence is forthcoming that Can-
ada’'s efforts to meet the requirements
| of the British bacon trade are begin-
;ning to bear fruit. A report in the
| London “Grocer” of a recent date
| says: “In striking contrast to the un-
| fortunate feature of the Danish sup-
| plies, we have the laulable efforts of
| the Canadians to come into line with
{ the Danish for quality, and in recent
months the consignments of bale ba
| con from Canada shown a re-
| markable improvement in ¢ and
‘np]n'u whilst in grading it has
left the Danish producer far behind,
good n Can-
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Owing to the foot and mouth disense
restrictions the import movement of
live cattle was more lemor-
alized.
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O death, where is thy sting?
O grave, where is thy viebwd?




