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BY JOHN 
GOODWIN

A Story of Tangled Human Emotions 
Told With Sympathy By a Great Writer

did the next morning was to.look 
on the top of that pen. He didn’t| 
really expect to see anything there. 
No, sir. he didn’t really expect to 
see anything there. But there was 
something there. This time it was 
a chicken. It wasn’t one of his 
chickens, but must have come from 
some other farm. On the following1 
morning a Squirrel lay there.

But this time Farmer Brown’s Boy! 
was becoming so interested that he 
could think of nothing else. «I’vej 
got to find out about this somehow," 1 
said he. “What is more, I am going 
to find out about it if I have to sit 
up all night. Somebody is leaving, 
these things here, but what for II 
don’t know. It’s a mystery. It cer­
tainly is a mystery. It’s one of the 
queerest things I've ever heard of.” 
(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: “The Greatest:

queer. Tes, sir, it is very queer. 
Anyway, it will save me getting fresh 
meat for this little Owl. I’ll just take 
oft this fellow's fur coat and use 
the body for food for that hungry 
little rascal."

So Farmer Brown's Boy did just 
this. The little Owl didn't show 
gratitude, but he did eat that Bat, 
every bit of him.

The next morning Farmer Brown’s 
Boy received another surprise. On 
the top of that pen lay three Mice, 
three Wood Mice. It was quite plain 
to be seen that they also had been 
caught and killed by a winged 
hunter.

"Well, I never!" exclaimed Farmer 
Brown’s Boy. “These- little fellows 
must have been put there. No Hawk 
flying over would have dropped three 
in the same place. I don’t understand 
this at all. No, sir, I don't under­
stand it at all."

Of course, the very first thing he

in silver, perfectly lovely. I do hope 
we can have them real soon. Hurry. 
Boxites, and speak up, so Cynthia 
can order them. Best wishes to all. 
As ever, OLD-TIMER.

M. L.
Dear Miss Grey,—Owing to illness 

in our home, I did not see the letter 
that introduced the cook book. It 
it is only to have our best receipts 
in one book, it is worth while. If it 
is to raise funds for a cot in the 
S. C. H., we cannot estimate the 
value of the good it may accomplish. 
Calamity Ann must have her hands 
full. I picture her a very busy wo­
man. Regarding our badge. I have 
suggested a maple leaf with C. G. 
in the centre, and 1 think that Union 
Jack gave a splendid idea—the Union 
Jack, with C. G. in centre. We all 
know that C. G. is for Cynthia Grey. 
Could we not have a double motto— 
one that would mean more to us 
than just that we have written a 
few letters to the Mail-Box?
'Every member of our family seems

Joan Drinks a Toast To the Memory 
of Her Mysterious Father

- was the more favored, the luckier of 
the two. But there was an under­
current of envy in the congratula­
tions of the younger men to Philip.

The afternoon passed swiftly and 
merrily enough. Joan had the true 
instinct of hospitality, and made no 
attempt to entertain or fuss over her 
guests. There was plenty of amuse- 
ment for them; they split up into 
couples and explored, some played 
tennis, others rode: there was an 

|eighteen-hole course on the park, in 
! perfect order. Joan and Philip in-

QUESTION 
1Davis)4 
handkerchief I'd embroidered his 
initials on and-----<

Lulu—Yes—yes—
Mamie—So I went around to the 

side porch to knock, and just then 
I heard the minister talking to a 
woman—a woman! •

licethedeed was no more than the dimmest 
half-memory of her early girlhood.

“I wonder if that is why I en­
gaged him?" thought Joan, smiling. 
"If so, it was absurd of me; there 
is ne resemblance really—even less 
than none, now that he has shaved 
his beard. I think 1 liked him bet- dulged in none of these things; they 
ter with his beard. But I suppose disappeared together, occupied with 
footmen oan t wear them, golden plans for the future

Joan splashed joyously in the 80ld plans, for , DC
marble bathroom adjoining her bed- The evening drew in. and Philip, 
chamber, and changed into a charm­
ing muslin frock. A little later she 
came down to the hall, singing to 
herself; the new man-servant had

CHAPTER XXXIII.
An Addition to the Staff.

There was a pause. The man's 
attitude was humble, yet Joan was 
conscious of something strangely 
compelling about him. It occurred 

■ to her vaguely that the Abbey was 
'badly in need of more help,' with so 
: many guests coming. Mr. Deane had 
) said as much.

“I remember you," said Joan, "and 
'you are seeking work—here?"

"If you please, my lady."
( "How? In the gardens — the 
Astables? Are you used to horses?" 
| "I have had experience with 7 horses. But if there is room for me 
I think I could give your ladyship 
Imost satisfaction as a man-servant." 
I “A man-servant! Do you under- 
r stand a footman’s duties?” asked

Joan. •
"I am well acquainted, your lady- 

ship,” said the man gently, "with 
everything that concerns the service 
in a gentleman’s house.”

| It came Into Joan's mind that he 
1 would make a most impressive foot- 1 man.
[ “You are somewhat altered since 
a I last saw you,” she said, "you wore 
fa beard, I think.”I "I have removed it, my lady, that I might have better hope of em- 
Deployment in this capacity." T “Your name?”1 "Isaac Goodenough, my lady."5 "It has a dependable sound," said 
■Joan, smiling. "Well," she added Iwith a sudden impulse, “I will en- 1gage you. Go to Mr. Deane, who has a charge of everything, and tell him I wish you to be installed as foot- man. I daresay they will find a livery 
1for you. We are shorthanded."1 "I thank your ladyship," said 

Goodenough with a most respectful bow and drew back. Joan rode on 
■her way, rather silent and pensive. 
Philip urged his horse alongside. He 

had listened to the conversation
■without making any comment, and 
■he looked more amused than sur- 1 prised.

"Do you think that was wise, dear- 
■est?" he said.
■ "Wise!" answered Joan. “I don’t 
-know. He is the first servant I have 
■ever engaged. What has wisdom to 
• do with it?”

THE SURPRISE PARTY.
Lulu—Why, Mamie Higgins! This 

is the first time you've called on me 
in a year!

Mamie—Well, Luly, I always says 
that folks that minds their own busi­
ness don’t have no time for gallivant- 
ing ’round.

Lulu—Then something special
brought you?

Mamie—It’s about Mr. Pettiman.
Lulu—The minister?
Mamie—You know, folks will gos­

sip, particularly about us girls.
Lulu—Oh. some kind of folks.
Mamie—Course you know that ever 

since Mr. Pettiman come, respect­
able folks felt the minister ought to 
be married.

Lulu—Y-yes -----
Mamie—They been wagging their 

tongues off connecting my name and

Lulu—A woman!
Mamie—She was sitting in the 

porch swing and he standing behind 
her—I could just see his back.

Lulu—Go on —
Mamie—And just as I got one of 

them kinks in my leg and I couldn’t 
move a step —so course I had to stop 
right there, and couldn’t help hearing

Lulu—Hearing what?
Mamie—Now, don't take on when 

I tell you. Keep calm. I heard the 
minister propose to that woman!

Lulu—You did?
Mamie—Then he leaned over and 

kissed her—right in the face. Luly!
Lulu—Did you see her face?
Mamie—No; that's the worst of it.

having changed for dinner, came 
down twenty minutes ahead of time. 
As he descended to the hall, a tele­
gram arrived for him, and a letter. 
He took both into the empty morning 
room, opened the wire, and stood 
for some moments considering 
thoughtfully. He seated himself and 
dashed off a brief note; before it 
was finished he pressed the bell.

Goodenough, the new footman, 
appeared. A livery had been 
found for him. the Knayth uniform 
of dark green, with brass buttons. 
It not only fitted him well, but set oft 
his grave, sphynx-like features to

I perfection.
"Bring me a telegram form.” said 

Philip, “and," he added, “a sherry 
and bitters."

“Very good, sir."

passed out of her head. At the foot 
of the staircase, however, she met 
Mr. Deane, looking.distinctly worried.

"About this man Goodenough, 
whom you required me to engage as 
a footman, Lady Tallbois," he said. 
"I have done so, of course. But do 
you know much about him—had he 
any references?"

«No," said Joan calmly. "I know 
nothing about references, and I do 
not think they are ever much good.

to be so enthusiastic to do good, not 
only to the members, but to those 
outside, including the dear, sick 
children, and I am sure that as we 
strive to supply a cot, the first - 
thoughts in our hearts has been: 
"Suffer the little children to come 
unto me.” When we pin the badge 
on our spring coat, why not say, 
down in the depths of our hearts. 
"Consecrated to God." Then our 
good works shall be done in His name. 
In unity there is strength. Let us 
unite to look up, and lift up.

MARGARET LINDLEY.
Was glad to hear from you again.| 

M. L.. although you will see that I 
had to omit a few lines of your letter, 
owing to space. The letters do seem 
to be coming in so thick and fast just 
now, Your idea of the badge is 
lovely. 1 am sure a. great many will 
be disappointed if the badge sug­
gestion does not meet with adequate 
approval from the Boxites. The cook 
book is really helping the S. C. H. 
Fund, because it keeps the letters 
stirring, and the Boxites are always 
generous in remembering a mite.

1•

yours with him. Just then old man Jones came along
Lulu—Well? 4
Mamie—But I always stuck up for 

you. and told folks the minister 
didn't mean nothing serious with you

and I had to go on down the street— 
not wanting him to think I was spy­
ing—and before I could get back the 
woman had got away.

the man thatHe seems to me just 
is needed here."

doubtful“I cannot help feeling
about it," murmured Mr. Deane.

“Why? Is he no use at his work?"
"Yes, as far as that goes," ad­

mitted Deane, “he seems to know mis 
work particularly well, and Pond is 
very pleased with him. He is a good 
type for a footman; though some­
how. I should not have thought it 
had been the man's line., I confess 
we need men badly now. and they 
are hard to get. But, forgive me 
for mentioning it," added Mr. Deane 
uncomfortably. “I have had a sharp 
lesson against engaging people who 
are not thoroughly vouched for. 
There was a man called Floyd, who 
served here—he came apparently 
with good references, but they were 
not enough; it has transpired since 
that some of them were forged. I 
was to blame for not investigating 
further. The end of it was unpleas­
antness—indeed, tragedy.”

Joan’s brow clouded.
“I do not wish to talk of that,"

—just church work.
Lulu—That was real good of you. 

Mamie.
Mamie—And now folks say he 

ought to have appreciated you 
more.

Lulu—Away? Where to?
Mamie—The whole village's won- 

dering who the woman is—there ain’t 
been any new mail come to the 

postoffice and the station master 
ain’t seen no new faces----

Goodenough returned silently, 
placed the tray on the desk, and 
waited for orders. Philip scribbled 
a telegram, folded the form, stamped 
the letter. Then the young barrister 
turned in’ his shair, and looked judg- 
ingly at the footman.

“It was a somewhat slight recom­
mendation on which Lady Tallbois 
engaged you," he remarked.

"Yes, sir," said Goodenough re- 
spectfully. •

“However, it is to be presumed

Lulu—I don't worry much about 
that. . Pettiman?

Lulu—Why don't you ask Mr.

Mamie—Lands! 1 wouldn't giveMamie—But other folks does! Why, 
the ladies at the Sewing Circle was 
all for holding an indignation meet- 
ing when I told them the news.

Lulu—Land sakes! What news?
Mamie—But instead o’ that they

him the satisfaction of knowing you 
or me was interested!

Lulu—Well, I don’t care-I'll call 
him up right now!

Mamie—Mind you don't let him 
know I’m interested!.

Lulu—-Hello—Mr. Pettiman? Yes, 
this is Lulu Fisk—will you tell the 
party at my elbow the name of the 
woman you proposed to — here, 
Mamie, listen!

Mamie — Wh—wh-—what! Lulu 
Fisk! He says it was you! You 
served me a low-down mean trick! 
Good afternoon!
Copyright, 1923. by Public Ledger 

Company.

an honest man?"

Sweaters and Pulloversthat you are a committee of one toappointed merare, sir." said and“Honest men are find out all I could and come 
break the news gently to you.

Lulu—Mamie Higgins, what
|the footman gravely, “but 
that 1 am one."

i Philip started slightly

I trust
has

at the happened?
Mamie—Course there's nobody 

hates to meddle in other folks' busi­
ness more than me—but—
.Lulu—I know!

Mamie—Well, evening before last. 
I was taking Mr. Pettiman a jar o’ 
jam—done up real nice in a new linen

.TORIESphrase. It recalled to- him a curious 
memory. He looked at Goodenough's 
face, which was as immovable as 
stone.

"There is, 1 assume, no reason to 
think otherwise," said Philip quietly, 
and took up the glass.

"Is there anything else that I can 
do. sir?"

"No, thank you."
Goodenough bowed, and left the 

room. Mottisfont lit a cigarette and, 
crossing the hall, intrusted his tele­
gram and letter to the butler for 
dispatch: he then joined the guests 
assembling in the drawing-room.

The gong sounded soon afterward 
and Joan took her place as hostess 
to preside over her first dinner 
party.

A merrier debut could never 
have been made. There were fif­
teen at table and Lady Dunluce had 
made lier choice well: they were ad­
mirably assorted. The talk was 
bright, the dinner perfect, the old 
Pommery from the Knayth cellars 
was a dream. Joan herself did little 
more than sip at the frothing gold 
in her glass. The happiness in her 
heart needed no stimulant.

It was otherwise with old Gen.

IRGESS BEDT IN NEWEST STYLES 
MODERATELY PRICED

she said. "It shows, if anything, that 
the greatest care may prove useless; 
in any case I had nothing to do with 
it. It would be absurd even to con­
sider that dreadful affair in the mat- 
ter of my engaging Goodenough."

"Well — of course," agreed Mr. 
Deane.

“I wish the man to remain. I be­
lieve he will make a faithful ser­
vant. and I will be responsible for 
him."

“Your ladyship's word is law." 
said Deane with a bow, and he re- 
tired.

There was an influx of guests, as 
the luncheon hour approached, that 
swept all other matters aside. Never 
was there a happier or more in­
tensely interested house .party: the 
usual dullness of such functions was 
wholly banished. A few people came 
from the surrounding country, the 
majority from town. The Ravelins.i

TUXEDOS, in fancy stitch with plain re-WOMEN’SFARMER BROWN'S BOY MAKES 
SOME QUEER FINDS.

* By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
Patient watching is the key 
That unlocks every mystery.

—Farmer Brown’s Boy.
It was the morning of the third 

day after he had brought home the 
young Horned Owl for a pet that 
Farmer Brown’s Boy received his 

J., first surprise. Ho had gone out to

in black, sand, 
.................. $3.98

veres, pockets and narrow belt, pure wool 
rose, blue, jade. Special value at..............Snow Blossom, but just then young 

Lord Ravelin rose to his feet.
“Have I your permission. Lady 

Tallbois?" he said, smiling at Joan. 
"There is just one toast that we 
must drink."

Ravelin was that rare thing, a 
really good speaker. In a brief but 
very charming little speech he 
coupled the names of Joan and 
Philip, and expressed himself per­
fectly. Upstanding, the company 
received the toast with enthusiasm.

It was so well done that Joan 
flushed gratefully; her pleasure was 
complete. Before she could reply 
Gen. Sinkler began again.

“Gad, yes. It’s delightful to see 
Knayth itself again, under so 
charming a hostess." He made a 
courtly little bow to Joan, and turn- 
ing to the neighbor next him added 
in what was meant to be an under- 
tone, but which carried round the 
table like a trumpet. “I remember 
poor Willie Tallbois well before lie 
went out. Glad he'd be now if he 
could know that a child of his reigned 
at Knayth."

"Yes?” murmured the neighboi 
nervously.

"A wonderful boy was Willie— 
but with a mad streak in him. Went 
to smash. Queer life he must have 
led abroad—wonder if we shall ever 
know it all? I met a fellow the other 
day who, since this case, is certain 
now that he met Tallbois once under 
another name: deuced strange story. 
He told me-----"

A silence that could have been felt 
descended on the company. The 
general stopped. Even he realized
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I Come in and look them over.

“You are the most impulsive darl­
ing I ever knew,” laughed Philip. 
“What a way to engage a footman! 
You know nothing about him, do 
you?"

"Not much, certainly. But I think 
he is honest. I like his face." •

"Do you?" said Philip rather dry­
ly. "I should say it is the face of a 
man who has led a peculiarly 
chequered career.”

"Well, so have I," smiled Joan, “so 
we ought to suit each other."

“Where have you seen him be­
fore?"

"The first day I ever came to 
Knayth, when I was a shilling trip- 

. per. I met him on the road and he 
begged from me—though I hardly 
can call it begging. I gave him six­
pence. The curious thing was that 
lie refused half a crown, saying he 

'did not want to rob me of so much." 
She described the rest of the Inci­
dent as they rode Into the garden.

“And that was before you ever 
knew of your inheritance, Joan?" 
asked Philin

“Why. yes. I learned of It the 
very next day, in London."

Philip made no answer. He was 
silent and thoughtful until they had 
dismounted. The horses were taken 
by a groom, and Joan went up to her 
own quarters. She wondered why the 
face Of the tall wayfarer had re­
mained so persistently in her mind. 
Many a time she had thought of him 
since that first meeting; so much 
so that it was a slight shock to see 

■ him again. Still odder was it that 
in some way he had made her think 
again of “Uncle Jim," whose face in-

1 v 0 MAIL
sBOX

see how his young prisoner was and 
to take him a couple of mice which 
had been caught In the barn. The 
young Owl was, as you know, kept 
in a box in the henhouse at night. 
Every morning the box was moved 
out into the special wire-covered pen. 
which had been built for him just 
outside.

As Farmer Brown’s Boy passed thisi 
pen he happened to glance at the top| 
of it. He stopped short, and such 
a funny look of surprise as crossed! 
his freckled face. Lying on the top 
of that pen was the body of a Wood| 
Rat.

“Now. how under the sun did that 
come there?" exclaimed Farmer| 
Brown's Boy. “A Wood Rat belongs 
in the Green Forest, and never have 
I seen one around this barnyard. I 
What could have happened to him?I

Jassy.
Dear Cynthia.— Just finished read­

ing the Mail-Box, and thought I 
would hit the trail again. Since when 
did my name loose its popularity? 
I’m no J. C.. whatever that means?

Instead of Curlyhead asking for 
correspondents she might write the 
paper. We all like music, and might 
be able to tell her a few things it she 
gets stuck.

How many of the boxites have 
heard of a clamibex? It is an instru­
ment resembling an organ and played 
like one: each key is numbered and 
the music is written in numbers.

Calamity Ann surely keeps me 
guessing. I saw my name in her let­
ter, and it took me some time to find 
out what she meant. She is the life 
of the Mail-Box just now.

Fords and General Sinkler arrived 
early. A telephone message was re­
ceived from Harold Drummond, re­
gretting that he could not arrive 
before 10.

Joan made a delightful hostess, 
and without the faintest embar- 
rassment. She had to undergo a new 
series of congratulations; her en­
gagement to Philip was actually an­
nounced in the morning’s Post, and 
added the final touch to a romance 
which appealed even to the most 
blase. A match between the chate­
laine of Knayth and the young bar-

Sinkler, who was silent at first, but 
after his third glass of champagne 
began to blossom out like a peony, 
as his custom was. A famous cours­
ing man, Gen. Sinkler loved to talk 

jabout his stud of greyhounds, and 
if he was not stopped in time the 
subject was apt to become rather too 
vivid for the dinner table.

"I believe I've got the winner of 
next year’s cup in Snow Blossom," 
he called across the table to Philip.

I vote for the badge. It’s a clever He must have been killed by some- 
— " * - - -• one. But even so, how did he happenidea, and since Miss Grey leads, of

to be on the top of this pen?"
He wrinkled his brows as he puz- 

zled over the matter. Then he picked| 
up the Wood Rat and looked it over| 
very carefully. He found the marks 
of sharp claws, and then he knew 
that one of the winged hunters had 
caught that Rat.

“It must have been a Hawk," said 
Farmer Browns Boy. "Yes. sir, it

course, we all follow.
1 see in the paper where Eria was 

asking for correspondents around 20. 
Doesn't she know we’re all just kids, 
sweet sixteen, and. why even the old­
est Boxite won't own up to be twenty. 
Why can't we all be young as long as 
we can, and let Father Time look on

“She's a clinger, Mottisfont—bred 
her myself."

"Is it true that you're rebuilding 
your kennels, general-" broke in 
Philip hurriedly.

The general rose to this fly, and 
was headed off for the moment. 
Lady Dunluce chuckled inwardly. 
The general tried to get back to

rister who had championed her 
cause.

Joan showed no reluctance to ac- 
cept the felicitations now: she ac­
cepted them gladly and with pride— 
a pride in Philip which she express­
ed, with perfect tact, in such a man­
ner as to give him the first place. 
Ono would have thought that she

for once that he had made a fool of in the background?
Well, will pass on this time.

JASSY
There have been a great many let­

ters lately, Jassy, and it is hard to 
find space for any extras, so perhaps 
that accounts for the songs. You will 
see that I had 10 shorten your letter 
a bit, although 1 enjoyed every word 
myself.

himself. It was the last subject 
that should ever have been men- 
tioned St Knayth. He saw Philip 
looking uneasy and angry.

“I beg pardon," said Sinkler in 
confusion. “I----- "

“Don't apologize, Gen. Sinkler!" 
said Joan in a clear voice.

“It seems there are many strange 
stories about my father," said Joan, 
her manner changing as she ad­
dressed the general. Her chin was 
lifted, her cheeks colored, there was 
a strange flash in her eyes.

She addressed herself apparently 
to everyone present, her gaze travel­
ing slowly around the table. "They 
may be true or untrue. .I neither 
know nor care.

“I am his daughter. I wish that he 
were living now that he might 
take the place here that was his by 
right! I judge him by one thing 
only—that he was good to me, and I 
loved him!"

"Well done, Joan!" said the voice 
of Lady Dunluce. There was an im­
pressive stir among the company. 
For a moment no one spoke, but 
Lord Ravelin’s eyes, slightly start- 
led, were attracted by the tall foot­
man who stood behind Joan's chair.

“What's the matter with that 
man?" murmured Ravelin; "he is 
ill."

Goodenough, his face deathly white, 
was swaying slightly, and his eyes 
were half-closed. Mr. Pond, the but­
ler, moved quickly toward him with 
an anxious frown; but Goodenough 
made the slightest deprecating ges­
ture of his hand, recovered himself 
instantly, and stood to attention, 
motionless as a statue. Mr. Pond 
was relieved.

“Fill her ladyship’s glass,” whis­
pered the butler curtly.

Goodenough obeyed like an auto-

must have been a Hawk. He must

. J. YOUNG & COhave caught it early this morning 
somewhere, and accidentally dropped T 
it as he was flying over here. Prob- 
ably he didn’t dare fly down and pick |g
(t up again. Just the same, it is s mssm ksnk a as 
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nssttenitsmessum tunattatunAnother Suggestion.
Dear Miss Grey.—It is with pleas­

ure I write once more to say that I 
am glad Aunt Nannie is alive. Where, 
oh where, did I get that idea? 1 was 
just positive I saw it in the column 
last summer that she was dead, and 
I thought the Boxite who said it 
signed herself Mystery. Are there any 
more Aunt Nannies, or were there, as 
I am muddled? I do not know Aunt 
Nannie, and never wrote to her. but| 
having made fruit bologna from her 
recipe. I found it so good I thought 
it should be in the Cook-Book with 
her pen name, so I am sure she will 
forgive me for my mistake.

M. L.’s idea about the maple leaf 
1s O. K. I was going to suggest the 
same thing or a silver heart, but 
thought I would like it to be Cynthia’s1 
choice, then, I am sure, everyone 
would be satisfied, and do not forget 
the bit of true blue you suggested. 
Cynthia. Why not ask the rest of 
the Boxites to send a postcard by 
Easter Monday, to let you know they 
want a C. G. Badge. This might 
hurry them along, and save them the 
trouble of writing a letter if they 
are too busy?

I will exchange seeds with Susan 
G. If you will send me her address.

I wonder if there are any Boxites 
around Norfolk County who live on 
a farm, and if they sugar off in the 
open? I have heard much about it.

- a4

asPURE 
BREAKFAST, I************ etienst/iouinE

Premium Ham or Bacon^^

alPacked in a 
paper bug

THAT breakfast on Easter Morning should 
I consist of Bacon and Eggs has become 

almost as honored a national institution as 
Turkey for Thanksgiving.
But on this Easter Morning, bright with the 
promise of Springtime—vigor—and joy—the 
Bacon certainly should be "Premium"—the 
world’s standard — as befitting the occasion. 
Substitute ordinary Bacon or Ham for Swift’s 
"Premium” and you dull the joy of the meal.
For Swift’s “Premium” Bacon is of charac- 
teristic and distinctive quality. Firstly, by its 
choice selection—for “Premium" Brand must 
have just the right proportion of fat and lean. 
Then next it possesses an unmatched succu­
lence and savoriness due to the exclusive 
Swift process of curing and smoking.

Be careful to get Swift’s “Premium" 
when you buy Bacon or Ham — make 
sure of it this coming Easter Morning.
Order from your Butcher or Grocer.

to

but have never seen it done, and 
would like to take a trip in our car 
when the sap is running, just to see 
how it is done. Yours truly, 

DECEMBER BRIDE.
P. 8.—Just received my ‘Tiser, so 

I’ll start Coueing "Every day in every 
way, our column gets better and bet­
ter.” and still there’s room for 
more, so hurry up. Join our circle 
and order a badge; never mind if you 
have never written before. Send Cyn­
thia a postcard shower for Easter 
Monday.—D. B.

Once more, December Bride comes 
to our relief with a practical sug­
gestion. I shall look for a shower 
of postcard with my Easter egg. 1 
can't help you out about Aunt 
Nannle, December Bride, as I am not

maton. The wine creamed gently 
into Joan’s glass. There was the 
same flush on her cheek, the same 
strange light of defiance and com­
mand in her eye, as she rose to her 
feet.

“My guests," said Joan, “will you 
stand, please?"

The company stood up, turning 
towards her. There was the briefest 
pause as she raised her glass; a 
silence broken by Joan's clear voice.

“To my father’s memory."
(To be continued.)

(Copyright, 1922, by King Features 
Syndicate.)

Ohelp this fellow grow 
Isturdy in body and active 

in brain, give him food 
that builds up his frame even • 
faster than he wears it out in 
his strenuous play.

I ET him have a cup of FRY'S 
L Cocoa often. Here you have 

a delicious food beverage that 
is all nourishment. For instance, 
nearly one fifth of its bulk is 
"albumen" and albumen is only 
another form of muscle.

Swift Canadian Co. 
Limited

TOWNSHIP BALKS AT COST 
OF MAIN FOR PUBLIC PARK able to remember the letter. There is 

a "Mystery" numbered amongst the 
Boxites, however, so perhaps she canSpecial to The Advertiser.

Fat, it has, for warmth and energy, and 
I vitamines to give nerve force. All 

this because FRY'S is made from the 
richest and finest cocoa beans, by methods 
matchless after 200 year's experience. 
FRY'S is the best and cheapest of all 
foods for growing boys and girls. Of 
course, remember

Brantford, March 21. — Although help us. Am glad to hear from you 
as often as you can find time to 
write.

the Brantford township council is 
willing to bear its fair share of the 
costs in connection with the joint 
city and township park at Grandview, 
including any costs connected with 
the supply of drinking water within 
the limits of Connaught Park, it is 
not likely that it will assess itself 
with any share of laying the main 
from its present limits to the park 
entrance.

The township holds that the city 
will be amply repaid for this expendi-

Old-Timer.
Dear Miss Grey,—I am sending 

you a box of morning glory seeds. 
Anyone planting them will not be 
disappointed, as they grow lovely and 
tall, make a nice porch screen, and 
have ever so many colors of flowers, 
and will never need to be planted 
again, as the seeds that fall off come 
up in the spring. I think the idea"Nothing will de but FRY'S" %

132 of the C. G. button splendid, andture by the number of users along
the Une who will have to pay for the I think the way you suggested, blue 
city water. enamel on sterling silver with C. G.

.
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