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SYNOPSIS 

In 1785 Saul Pattern of Virginia 
came into the beautiful virgin coun- 
try of the Big Sandy valley In 

Kentucky. Chief of the perils were 
the Shawnees, who sought to hold 
their lands from the ever-encroach- 

ing whites. From a huge pinnacle 
Saul gazed upon the fat bottoms and 
the endless acres of forest in Its pri- 
meval quietude at the mouth of the 
Wolfpen, and felt an eagerness to 

possess it, declaring it a place tu- 
tor a man to LIVE in! Five years 
later he returned with Barton, his 

fifteen-year-old son, and built a rude 
cabin. In Saul's absence the In- 
dians attacked Barton and wounded 
him so badly Saul was forced to re- 

turn with him to Virginia. In 1796, 
when it was reasonably safe, Saul 
returned with his family and a pat- 
ent for 4,000 acres, this time to 
stay. He added to the cabin, planted 
crops and fattened his stock on the 
rich meadows. Soon other settlers 
arrived. A century later, in the 
spring of 1885, we find Cynthia Pat- 
tern, of the fifth generation follow- 
ing Saul, perched on the pinnacle 
from which her great-great-grand- 
father had first viewed Wolfpen Bot- 
toms. The valleys, heretofore un- 

touched by the waves of change 
sweeping the Republic, are at last 
beginning to feel that restless surge. 
Her dad, Sparrel, and her brothers, 
Jesse, Jasper and Abral, have been 
busy converting the old water- 
wheeled mill to steam power. Spar- 
rel'a triumph is complete when the 
golden stream of meal pours forth 
at the turning on of the steam. 
Cynthia feels that something out of 
the past has been buried with Saul. 
Cynthia is a pretty and Imaginative 
miss In her late teens, who often 
re-created Saul and her other fore- 
bears, and fancied them still living. 
Spairel proudly brings home the 
first meal out of the steam mill, and 
Julia, his wife, is pleased. Genera- 
tion has added comforts and con- 

veniences to Saul's homestead, and 
Sparrel has not shirked. The fam- 
ily goes easily into the work of the 

|fc..'W season, due to the simplicity of 
life designed along ago on the Wolf- 
pen. The men are busy in the field, 
Julia in her garden, and Cynthia in 
the house. Joy is abundant. Jesse 
plans to study law. A stranger, 
Shellenberger by name, comes to 
Wolfpen. 

CHAPTER IV—Continued 
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“Why, If you think of It like that, 
yes. Only land, at least a right 
smart of it, was made to Just be 

* there to be around a body and be 
looked at. I spend part of my time 

just looking at Cranesnest and the 
Pinnacle. They don't have to have 
any use only that.” 
“And yet you have to pay taxes 

on the entire place, don’t you?” 
“Yes.” Then, “Just what are you 

aiming at?” Sparrel asked directly. 
Shellenberger filled his pipe care- 

Tully and when the pipe was going, 
Shellenberger turned to Sparrel. 

“I need good timber, Mr. Pattern, 
and you’ve got what I want. I 
looked at It pretty carefully as I 

rode over here. You own every- 

thing from here to the river, don’t 

you?” 
“Just about, I reckon.” 
“What do you think that land Is 

worth to you?" 
“Well,” Sparrel said, “I Just 

hadn’t thought anything about what 
it’s worth. There’s a fine stand of 

timber in there.” 
“I’m told that land in this coun- 

try is valued from a dollar to a 

dollar and a half an acre. Of 
course bottom-land alone is worth 

more. I’ll tell you what I’m pre- 

pared to do, Mr. Pattern. If you’ll 
sell me a few thousand acres of this 
timber hill land, I’ll pay you four 

dollars an acre for it. You would 

still have more land than you could 

keep your eyes on; it wouldn’t touch 

your farms or your meadow land." 

Sparrel was in no hurry to speak. 
The proposal lay In the space be- 

tween them. 

“I hadn’t thought anything about 
selling off any of it. I guess I’d 

just about as soon have my land,” 
he said. 

“I am offering you a price about 
three times what hill land Is worth.” 

Sparrel thought about this a few 
minutes in silence. Cynthia In the 

kitchen could hear words from the 
talk and she began to see the hills 

trapped like the poor ewe and laid 

waste by lumbermen. 
“There’s still a sight of timber 

below me. Why did you come way 

up here to my place?” 
“Well, I’ll tell you exactly why, 

Mr. Pattern. Most of the good tim- 
ber down along the river has been 

bought and cut. There Is a lot of 

It on the sides of the hill away from 

the river, but you can’t get at it 

profitably. Your place has a fairly 

good outlet: Big Sandy river on 

one side, Gannon Fork on the other 
and smaller creeks cutting into both 

streams. I’d want to look over the 

land a little more carefully, but it 

seems to me that nearly all of the 
marketable timber could be snaked 

right into one or another creek, then 
. brought to the two big streams and * 

rafted and floated out. IPs worth 

nothing to you now as it stands; I 
noticed a good deal of the timber la 

I falling and decaying, and a Are 

| would play havoc with it. I’d rather 

get what I need In a large tract 

i than bother with a whole lot of 

small stumpage. That's why I am 

here and that's just why I offer you 
such a big price for it. It’ll never 

be worth any more, and it’s liable 

to he worth a lot less, especially if 

fire should get into it.” 

Sparrel let the sales speech die 

away. ”1 don’t guess I want to sell 

any land,” Sparrel said. 

Shellenberger attacked once more. 
“You can’t ent it. I can’t carry it 

away. These natural resources 

were put there for us to use, Mr. 
Pattern. You haven’t any right to 
hoard up timber when It’s needed to 

develop the country. Tills country’s 
got to develop sooner or later, you 
know. It cnn’t just lie here on a 

vacation forever for you to look at. 

We must develop with the country.” 
“I don’t take much stock In this 

development, the way It’s carried 

out,” Sparrel said, still Rlowly and 

clearly. “We’ve developed this place 
for about a hundred years, but It’s 

some different from the way they’ve 

developed the Peach Orchard sec- 

tion by taking nigh on to a million 

dollars a year in coal and timber 

out of these mountains, and bring- 
ing Into It nothing hut a lot of ig- 

norant, drinking, fighting people 
from down the river to do it with. 

That is the way the country's being 

developed, looks to me like, Mr. 

Shellenberger.” 
Shellenberger pulled at his pipe 

for a while. Then he dropped his 
voice to an easy friendliness. 

“Well, there’s not much danger of 
that in my proposition, Mr. Pattern," 
he said laughing. “When T buy some 

land from you, I’ll be a neighbor of 

yours, and we’ll see that It stays 

respectable and everybody benefits. 
I don’t want yon to decide right off 

about It, anyway. Think it over a 

few days. I want to go down Gan- 

non creek and 1 have some busi- 

ness over at Pikeville. We can talk 

about It again.” 
With that Shellenberger turned 

more to the boys and began to tell 

them about the mills at Pittsburgh, 
about the river traffic and the Ven- 

tura passenger boat, and his travels 
to Philadelphia and New York, and 
to Washington. He told of the end- 
less miles of railroad being laid In 
the West, and how the people were 

flocking to the cities and farms In 
the new states and helping business. 
The boys were excited by the 

thought of all that was going on 

beyond the valley where they had 

spend their peaceful lives until now 
without disturbance. 

Cynthia sat by Julia In the kit- 
chen door, a little way withdrawn 
from the men, listening to the talk 
of the great world that lay beyond 
the mountains. And for a long time 
after Julia had called to Sparrel 
that the beds were ready, and the 
menfolk had left the porch and gone 
upstairs, Cynthia went on with her 
round of thought 

“It seems a long way off from 

here, mills as big as the orchard 

nnd garden put together. Sometimes 
when I lie here by the window and 
look out down the hollow I can feel 
the fingers of the world creeping up 
the river and edging in here; Jesse 
wanting to go off to read the law, 
me thinking of the Institute over 

at town.” 

CHAPTER V 

SHELLENBERGER 
was In good 

spirits the next morning. He 

rose early with the family, and in- 

stead of using the blue washbowl 
which Julia had placed in his room, 
he came down to the yard and 

Joined with the boys at the wash 

rock, dashing cold water from the 
well over his face and neck. He 
talked easily with them about the 
lumber business back in Pennsyl- 
vania and spoke further at the 
breakfast table of the way the conn 

try was growing, the cities booming, 
and the Ohio valley filling up, and 
markets expanding, and how that 
made it Just the right time to open 
up a big tract of timber like Spar- 
rel Pattern’s because it was worth 
more now than it had ever been be- 
fore or would likely be again. He 
disconcerted Julia by offering to pay 
for his night’s lodging. He gave 
Nelson a coin for guiding him over 
the mountain, and went with Spar- 
rel to the barn to get a mount for 
his Journey. Sparrel let him have 
one of his saddle mules, as a part of 
his hospitality to the stranger, and 
told him how to leave it In Hardin 
Slusser’s stable below the court- 
house at Plkevllle and he would get 
it when he rode over at the end of 
the week on his monthly trip to 
town. 

“You think over oy proposition 
for a few days ,'i- >’attorn," Shel- 
lenberger said, to can’t afford to 
turn It 4own. k m» up at the 

hotel at the end of the week." He 

climbed awkw.'rdly Into the saddle 
as the mule jumped about under 

him. 
‘‘You just follow the creek right 

on around and you won’t have a bit 
of trouble finding the wny," Sparrel 
said. 

When Shellenberger had gone, the 
whole family understood that some 

Intangible alteration had affected 
the atmosphere of Wolfpen Bottoms. 
At dusk the night before It was one 
thing and they were used to It and 
at home In it; in the morning of 
the next day a new element had 

come Into the valley and disturbed 
the spiritual equilibrium to whose 

tensions they were accustomed. The 
values by which they lived had en- 
dured for just a hundred years. 

They had been sufficient to order a 

way of life which brought satisfac- 
tion and meaning into the activities 
of four generations of men and part 
way into a fifth. They had produced 
their culture. Now, suddenly, new 
pressures were there. Shellenberger 
had unhinged the easy swing of life. 
He brought with him a strange rest- 
lessness and left a portion of it in 

Wolfpen Bottoms. 
Julia looked over the palings of 

her garden into indefinite space and 
tasted the feeling of disturbance. 
Jesse rubbed the black saddle of the 
shepherd which had bounded hack 
from the barn. Jasper stood by the 
woodlot playing Idly with the catch 
on the gate, and then walked down 

toward the sheepfold. 
Cynthia sat on a stool near the 

kitchen door looking Into the cloud 
tangles above the Pinnacle. “The 

white clouds are soft as lambs’ wool 
in a bag and there could be no burs 
to pick out of It. If a body could 

sit on a fold of cloud and lean back 

ngainst a fluff of woolpack and 

move about and be high above all 
the land that man wants to lum- 

ber, and then the groaning of the 

big poplar trees when they fall and 

crush the little under trees might 
not sound any louder to you than 

the rush of an oriole’s wdng, and 
that wouldn't pain something Inside 
of you. I guess It must be because 

a body’s soul squats too much on 
the ground where so many things 
are hurt right before your eyes and 
cry into your ears that keeps It 

troubled. And then again. It might 
reach all the way up to Heaven, 
and when that man wants to cut 
down our trees I reckon Grandfa- 
ther Saul feels an ache In his long 
legs, and Grandfather Barton gives 
a cough, and Grandfather Tivis, 
well, I just imagine he sees the 

“I Need Good Timber, Mr. Pattern, 
and You’ve Got What I Want.” 

whole valley filling up with unpnint- 
ed, rough sawed, siding houses. Still, 
if you sat all night in Cassiopeia's 
Chair and went about above things 
under a veil of moonlight when evil 
is hidden and the moan of trees and 
the cry of a young ewe can’t be 
heard because stars sing and you 
breathe the sweet influence of the 
Pleiades, and in the daytime you 
watched the wind play in the white 
cloud mist under you and wave 

it the way a breeze from the hol- 
low plays in the beard of the wheat 
before a storm, then maybe a body 
wouldn’t think about the hurt 
things in the world at all.” 
While she was dreaming farther 

and farther away Into the blue bend 
of the sky, a black cloud in a drag- 
on’s shape crashed into the white 
puffs above Cranesnest. 
‘The breakfast things are getting 

dry and harder to wash, Cynthia," 
Julia said. 

The kitchen was dark after the 

sharp sunlight. They worked In si- 
lence for a while, Cynthia washing 
the dishes, Julia mixing yeast Into 
the white flour and setting It in 
a wooden bowl on the hearth. Then 
Cynthia spoke, the words making 
audible a frngment of her thought 
as It passed easily out of the si- 
lence. 

"Will Daddy sell him any of our 
land?” 

"That’s for your daddy to say, 
Cynthia." 

"I’d not like to see our place 
look like some of the bills over 

on Sandy where they've logged.” 
"Maybe people do need lumber 

to build houses with in the towns 
and we oughtn’t to hold it just be- 
cause a Pattern happened to see It 
first and wanted a countqr full of 
timber about him to P"*1 at and 
hunt in." 

“I couldn't hardly think of Wolf- 

pen without the tiro "i- to be like 

green sea waves nio.ing off into 
the sky. 

“It wouldn’t be cut right around 
the place here, and we could use 

a little ready money. Maybe you 
could go to I’lkevllle for a win- 
ter.” It was the first mention of It 
she had ever made to Cynthia. 
“Oh, could I? Then I could be 

there when Jesse Is.” 
“Where Is Jesse going?" 
“There I go blurting out what 1 

was not supposed to. Hut I don’t 
reckon he’d mind only to tell you 
himself. He wants to read the law." 

“He never said anytldng about 
It," Julia mused, thinking on the 

quiet way of Jesse with her and 
how he was turned different from 
the others. “Jesse ought to he right 
good at following law.” 
"But we wouldn’t have to sell off 

any land to do that, would we?” 
The feeling had returned. 

“That's for your daddy to decide, 
Cynthia," Julia answered. Their 

thoughts slipped back privately 
Into silence. Julia rolled the Hour 

paste from her hands and went to 
her garden to be with herself. Cyn- 
thia watched her for a while from 

the door, pondering the great con- 
tentment of Julia as she put seeds 
Into the fine ground of her gar- 
den. Then ns she went Into the 
weaving-room to make cloth for 

winter shirts for the men, she medi- 
tated on Julia’s words and the 

change of the mood on Wolfpen 
since she sat last nt (he loom. 
Jesse drove the cows up the lane 

by the garden and Into Mossy Bot- 
tom meadow. There lie leaned on 

the bars watching the cows spread 
up the hollow, hearing them teur 
the crisp new grass with their 

rough tongues. 

Abral, coming back from seeing 
Nelson on his way up the branch, 
found Jesse leaning on the bars. 
"What do you think of thnt fel- 

ler?" Abral said, climbing on the 

top bar and biting at a straw. 
"He Is all right, I guess." 
"I’d like to see all the places he 

talked about. Why do we always 
just live right here all the time?" 

"It’s a good place to live. Patterns 
have always lived here and done 
well,” Jesse answered. 

“Sure It’s all right that way, but 
a feller might go out and then come 
back. Even the old Patterns had 
to come from somewhere else be- 

fore they got here, didn’t they? If 
one of them hadn’t come from the 
old country and another one of 
them hadn’t come over here from 

Vlrginin, we wouldn’t be here would 
we? We’d already be some place 
else." 

Jesse remained silent, for he 
liked Abral when he plunged head- 
long with one of his notions. 

“I’d like to see some of the world, 
and drive cattle down the river 
for a drover, or be a drover my- 
self maybe and buy cattle. I’d like 
to take a raft down the Big Snndy 
und go up to Pittsburgh on a boat 
und run a coal barge down to Cin- 
cinnati, and do a lot of things." 
"Dad couldn’t hardly spare any 

of us off the place during the sea- 
son," Jesse said. 

"I don’t think he’ll sell," Jesse 
said. 

"Well, just the same he ought 
to," Abral said. 

"Yes, and we ought to finish up 
the Long Bottom and get It plant- 
ed. Half the morning's already 
gone. Come on," Jesse said. 

Sparrel closed the gate behind 
Shellenberger. He stood with his 

right hand still lifted In farewell, 
observing that the man did not 
know how to put his knees Into a 
fine saddle mule. As Shellenberger 
disappeared down Wolfpen, Sparrel 
turned back through the lot to- 
ward the barn, feeling that the 
morning was advancing and the 

self-contained mood which had al- 

ways borne him through the spring 
work was suddenly broken. He 

should be caring for the new lambs 
and getting the boys Into the Long 
Bottom and carrying forward the 

daily work of the place, but some 
fragile quality had been shattered 
out of the delicate balance which 
had made all the yesterdays full of 
content in these things. He went 
into the barn through the thick 
smell of horses; then he crossed 
the harness-and-saddle room through 
the sweet odor of leather, and went 
into the alcove where he prepared 
his herbs and mixed his medicines, 
but his mind was on the words of 
the man riding down the hollow, 
and on their portent for him and 
his children. 

"I just never thought about sell- 

ing any; a man buys land If he can 
and he sells only if he has to. I’d 

rather have my land. A family 
ought to have plenty of land around 
them. But here I’m getting along 
and it stands to reason In a few 

years it’ll go to the children. Some- 
times It 'pears like It’s coming to 
the place where you have to have 
more money Instead of making your 
own things. And I could saw on 

that new mill. I’d like to see how 
a big wheel saw the size of a mill- 
stone would go through a log when 
my new engine twirled It.” 

(TO HE CONTINUED) 

Firewalkers in Bulgaria 
In Bulgaria fire-walking Is an Im- 

portant part of the spring festival. 
The fire festival Is held annually 
at the feast of Saints Helena and 
Constantine. The performers, most- 
ly women and girls, are known as 
Nastlnarki. Pits are filled with logs 
and branches of trees which are Ig- 
nited. As the wood burns Into em- 
bers the Nastlnarki dance barefoot- 
ed around the pits until they fall 
exhausted by the fires. Then they 
rise and in an ecstatic state danc* 
•rer the burning pita. 

Chic Frock Slenderizes 

Pattern 1889-B 

There is nothing smarter for 
cool summer wear than silk lin- 

en, novelty crepe, dotted swiss, 
or printed silks, especially when 
fashioned into a slim and trim 
model like this stunning design. 
Who isn’t excited about the new 

wider shoulder width that tends 
to slenderize the waistline and a 

pattern that goes together as 

quickly as a slide fastener. Note 
the unusual bodice lines, the pan- 
el extending to the hem, and the 
kick pleats that contribute dash 
and ease. The natty turn-down 
collar affords versatility and this 
is where your discriminating 
taste becomes apparent. It’s an 

opportunity to show the “ear- 
marks” of your creative ingenui- 

ty and personality. The cost is 

small, yardage scant, the effect 

superb, and sewing simple. Send 
for this gorgeous frock now. 

Barbara Bell Pattern No. 

1889-B is available for sizes: 14, 
16, 18, 20; 40 and 42. Size 16 

requires 4 1-8 yards of 39-inch 
material. Send 15 cents in coins. 
Send for the Summer Pattern 

Book containing 100 Barbara Bell 
well-planned, easy-to-make pat- 
terns. Exclusive fashions for 

children, young women, and ma- 
trons. Send 15 cents for your 
copy. 
Send your order to The Sewing 

Circle Pattern Dept., 367 W. Ad- 
ams St., Chicago, 111. 

© Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service. 

Of INTEREST TO I 
1 HOtKEWITE I 

Add a tablespoon of cream to 
roast beef or lamb gravy. It 
makes it a delicious brown. 

• e e 

Some folks use a small, round 
goldfish bowl with a small open- 
ing at the tip as a spatter-proof 
place to whip cream, beat eggs, 
etc. 

To wash feather pillows soak 
in soapsuds for several hours, 
changing the water as it becomes 
soiled. Then put them through a 
washing machine or wash them 
by hand. Rinse them well in 
clear water and hang them in a 
sunny place to dry. Turn fre- 

quently to change the position of 
the feathers in the tick. 

• • * 

Place a glass pie plate over the 
top of the kettle when making a 
stew. The stew may then be 
watched while cooking without 

lifting the cover or allowing steam 
to escape. 
© Associated Newspaper*.—WNU Service. 

• HEATIN9 

The Coleman Is a aren-- IRON 
| nine Instant Lighting Iron. 

All you have to do ia turn a valve, strike a match 
and it light* Instantly. You don't hava to insert 

11 the match inside the iron—no burned Anger*. 
The Coleman heats in a jiffy; la quickly read? 

for use. Entire ironing surface in heated with 

Cit the hottest. Maintains its heat even for 
fast worker. Entirely self-healing. Operates 

for hf an hour. You do your Ironing with less 
! effort. In one-third less time. Be sure your neat 
I Iron Is the genuine Instant-Lighting Coleman. 
:ii It's the iron every woman wants. It's a wonder- 

ful time and labor saver—nothing like It. Ths 
Coleman Is the easy way to Iron. 
SIND POSTCARD fer PRKC FeMer as* FeN DetaRa. 

1 TNI COLIMAN LAMP AND MTOVM CO. 
Ktovt.WUait WlahJta. Ksas ; Chicago. III.; 

PMiadeiphla. ttM Lee Angeles. Calif. <6tl*W| 

-.. ■ .-i 

1 CLASSIFIED ADSl 
OPPORTUNITY 

—-* 

*5c (COIN) STARTS YOU IN A N®W 
and dignified way of earning money lt| 
your home. Nothing more to buy, money 
refunded If diaaatiafied. 
BOX B3g - - - CEDAR RAFIDS, IOWA 

SkinSufferers 
find ready relief from itching of eo- 
zoma, rashes and similar ills, in the 

gentle medication of ^ 

Resinol 
XtQXi7\ 
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THE WIU> ELEPHANT STAMPEDE 
-CAPTAIN FRANK HAWKS~=ssS= 

- 

H^THAT HERD Of WILD 
if ELEPHANTS IS HEADING 
|3STRAIGHT FOR THE VILLAGE! 
■ THEYlL SMASH IT TO 

^ NOTHING! 

(ATT."***' 

iSf 
Ssfe STA»p£Jfc 

$s& 
$SJ$f 

rBOY? THAT CHIEF WELL, JERRY, NERVE IS PRETTY U/lklUlTDC ACT DDCT rprr 
WAS HAPPY • BUT MULH A MATTER OF KEEPING WIPINtK5 Ur MK5I rKtt 
IT SURE TOOK A LOT FIT. AND GOOD NOURISHING BIKE CONTEST 
OF NERVE TO DO FOOD LIKE POSTS BRAN FLAKES 

vwn I wi 

sure helps to keep you fit. fo be announced in this 
YOU AIR HAWKS MUST . _ _ 

, _ 

newspaper, week of Sept. 21 
YOU BET WE TYON’T misa the next adventure of Capt. 

! THEY ■*-' Frank, Jerry and Janet. It's an exciting, 
SWELL thrilling story of revolution in South America. 

And you'll learn if you are one of the happy 
boys and girls who won the 25 Excelsior bikes. 
Free! You can still enter the Second Free Bike 
Contest. Read below how to enter. 

Boys and Girls! JOIN CAPTAIN FRANK'S AIR HAWKS! 
rorr Dll/ETCI AND MANY OTHER FREE PRIZES! - 

rnCt DIFILO! SEND for catalog todayi signed 
photo 

ONLY Capt. Frank's Air Hawks can get AIR VIEW FIELD Beautiful 
these FREE Bikes ... and the other free GLASSES offered above. OFFICIAL WING- "puphoto. 

prizes! Just send coapon with one Post's You don't miss a trick BADGE. Two-ton c t 

40% Bran Flakes box-top to Capt. Frank when you have these gen- silver finish.. Capt. BOX.foP. 
Hawks. He’ll enroll you in his Air Hawks 'Super.S.ght Airview Frank * he.d.ni ceo- 

. *»d you your official Wiog-B.d.u. HCU 'SJgSSaiSSS _- tell you, too, how to enter the FREE Bike suedette case. Sent for 49 , r.PT 
WNU 3-10-3. ; 

contest... and send you a catalog of all the Post’s Bran Flakes box- | - ,, 

other valuable Free Prizes. tops or 24 top. and SO* 
«/* Poa« . 40% Br« FUkw. B-W. C«Nt. MlcWw. . 

j I endose-___Post s Bran Flake* Package * 

I Cops. Please send me the items checked below t ^ 

I and catalog of free prizes. 
SO DELICIOUSLY DIFFERENT | < ) Official Wing-Badge (send l package top) \ 

J ( ) Cape. Frank's photo (send 1 package top) 
How you'll love these crunchy, golden flakes ... with j ( ) Field Glasses (send 49 package tops or 24 
the deliciously different nut-like flavor! What a tempt- J tops and 90S in stamps) 
ing treat with fruit or berriesl But that is not all! j (Put comet pottage on letter) 
Eaten daily, they help keep you fit! For they help sup- ■ 

ply the bulk food many diets lack. And adequate bulk I N.m. 

it necessary for keeping fit. So start eating Post’s 40% J 
Bran Flakes—the original bran flakes—right away ... J 1 " ■ 

and join Capt. Frank’s Air Hawks. A Post Cereal— | cite 
_ 

ten 

made by General Foods. | (Offerjttd onb "• U.S.A., and exp tret Dee. 31, 


