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The HOUSEWIFE and
HER ACTIVITIES

A laugh is just like sunshine,
It freshens all the day;

And drﬂes the clouds away.
The soul grows glad that hears it,
And feels its courage strong;
A laugh is just lke sunshine.
For cheering “folks along,

RENEWS SLIPPERS .

4

Black 'satin slippers are very apt
to become rusty looking if not given
a little care now and then. Just
S Zrub them over with a dark cloth
“—dipped in gasoline and it will
bring ‘back the original lustre in
short orde:.

. BRIGHT NAILS

Women who use very bright nail
varnish should now paint the nail
not only to the tip, but also entire-
ly cover the “moon,” thus giving
the illusion of greater length and
achieving a paticularly soignee
appearance. However, if you adopt
this new fashion you must take
more than ordinary cure of your
cuticles, keeping them soft and
pliable by dipping them nightly in
warm -almond oil and gently run-
ning an orange stick under the
sk'n.

HOME REPAIRS

If you should accidently chip a
plece out of the top of a  valued
vase, mold a piece of putty into the
cavity and paint it the same shade
as the rest of the vase. It will be
noélced far less than if left. chip-
ped.

DON'T SPOIL THE SPIRIT

,. Don't say you “haven'’t time to
bother” when the younzster asks if
he or she can. help you with your
work.® There is always some little
Jjob that can be done by small
hands and it is a wonderful thought
:g encourage—that - of helping mo-
- ther, .

T0O0 MUCH JUICE

" When making relish or conserve
-@nd you have a great deal of juice,
—drain off some of it and rapidly
“boll down in another pot. Return
if needed or save for a hot cake
syrup. ‘This will prevent the long
boiling that makes the product so
dark and mushy at times,

HOW TO CLEAN SILVER
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There are.fwo general methods
of cleaning’ silver, polishing it with
a fine metal polish, and the elec-
trolytic method. Polish should be
applied to the silver with 'a soft
cloth or sponge and rubbed with a
light, even stroke, After polishing,
wash the silver in light soapsuds,
rinse in hot water, and rub dry.

The electrolytic method is en-
tirely different, but simple to fol-
low. Use a large enamel pan, such
as a dishpan, and to every quart
of hot water use one teaspoonful
of common salt and one of bak-
ing soda. Place the pan over low
heat to keep the water hot and
. but in the pan a small aluminum
= plate, such as a small pieplate or
4 = the cover of a discarded saucepan.

Lay the tarnished silver on the
&luminum plate, one piece at a
.~ time, and be sure the silver touches
- “either the plate itself or another

plece of silver which does touch the

plate, The tarnish disappears al-
most instantly, and the silver can
then be taken from the water,
rinsed, and dried. Often a vase or
& pitcher is too large to be im-
mersed at one time and must be
cleansed in sections; tat is, it must
be turned until every part has
been cleaned.
If silver has been oxidized and
has a French-gray finish, the fin-
. 'ish, will be  removed by
the electrolytic method of clean-
Ang, s0 confine the ure of this
_method to plain designs.
. If your silver has anything other
than the ordinary silver finish, ask
the store which sold you the silver,

What a Man!

?

1t tips the peak of life with light,

|now the healthy pink gir

or the manufacturer, whether or
not the silver may be safely- clean-
ed by the electroylytic method. In
the case of large pieces yol must
use special discretion, Candlesticks
or utensils with hollow handles are
likely to have the handles loosen-
ed or the joining material soften-
ed with this method of cleaning.

. The electrolytic method does not
produce the bright satiny sheen
that polishing brings, However, one
method is as safe as another, If
your silver is only slightly tarnish-
ed, in many cases a s'lver polish'ng
cloth is all that is necessary, Such
cloths .can be used, also, to give a
soft luster or sheen to silver
cleAned by the electrolytic method.

WATER NOW STERILIZED WITH
SILVER

Silver is now used in filter-beds
to sterilize water used for domes-i
tic purposes. 'The method, which
is called the Katadyn proecss, is
based on an old discovery . that
water in contact with cer.ain met-
als becomes germicidal. Silver is
the most active metal in this re-
spect, and, when used properly,
produces no apparent change
the odor, taste, or color of water.
The water is sterilized by pass-
ing it through a filter-bed of silv-

'| er or between silver electrodss. The

union of positively-charged silver
jons in the water with negatively-
charged bacteria, 'it is explained,
produces the sterilizing effects.
Ice made from such wale: is be-
ing ‘used in Europe to preserve fish,
and other foodstuffs, for which
purpose it is raid to be more ef-
ficient than ordinary ice.
Accordinz to a writer in Mining
and Metallurgy, 7,000 ounces of
silver would be required to treat
New York city's daily consumption
of 4,000,000 tons of water. Thus, in
a year, New York alone, would re-
quire 2,500,000 ounces of silver, or
more than one-tenth of the total
production of sliver in the United
tSates in 1933.

FASHION IS IN THE PINK *

It's going to be a pink year.
Paris said so first, and now every
thing is falling into line—clothes,
corsages, even upholstery, Powder,
too, the cosmeticians say. For a
good while it had been fashionable
to be. olive-skinned, brown-skinned,
even slightly yellow-skinned. But
will
have her innings. :

QUESTION OF BARE LEGS

Well-known artists have many a
time declared that they find no
beauty in bare less; now comes Sir
Walter Gibey to back them up in
their opinion, for he recently stat-
ed that he could not understand
why women preferred to go about
without stockings when they look-
ed so much nicer with  them!
Strangely enough the majority
of men seem to' think alike on this
question, and when one comes to
glance around at the specimens of
bare legs on view one can hardly
wonder at it.

There are very few legs beautiful
enough to run around unadorned:
they frequently have a patchy look,
caused by discolouration of the

exposed to the air, becoming decid-
edly mottled,

Quite apart from a man’s opin-
ion on the subject, however, my own
private opinion is that a woman's

when they are encased in well-fit-
ting silk stockings.
have and never shall consider that

without stockings. It - is extremely
incongruous to my mind to see a
well-dressed woman only to discov-
er on glancing downwards that she
has no stockings!

Somehow I have never found it
comfortable to go without stock-
ings. To me it is an unpleasant

always liable to become kicked,

the skin,

HIS FAVOURITE PUDDING

in the way of puddings.

thing more substantial, such as
bolled apple
delicious.

ed with plenty of golden syrup,
another favourite, while I have

Lﬁ Dorothy Dix | 'k

union champions her cause.
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The Forgotten Man Has Had Nation’s Atten-
tion Focused on Him, But How About the
Forgotten Woman? Let’s Applaud the
.Domestic Woman Whose Whol¢

Life is One Long Sacrifice,
But Whose Achievement
is so Unspectacular
That We Take it
for Granted

We hear a lot these days about the Forgotten Man, but nobody says
a word about the Forgotten Woman. No tears are shed over her.
No laws are passed for the amelioration of

her condition. Nobody puts on her humble head
the crown of the martyr, There is nothing beau
tiful, nor glamorous, nor scintillating about her to

eye.

She is jlist the everyday, commonplace wife and
mother who goes along making a home and rear-
ing a family and bringing up children and hoiding
civilization together, but doing it so quietly and in-
conspicuously that nobody knows she is doing one
of the world’s great tasks. Ledst of all does she
know it herself, for she often expresses the wish
that she could do something, some worthwhile work,

No

turn the spotlight upon her and catch the public

in

skin here and there, while many
people’s skin changes colour when

legs never look so attractive as
Also I never

a woman looks dressed or finished

feeling to put my bare foot into a
shoe; also it never seems quite a
practicable idea either, fore one is

scratched, or trodden on by some-
one now and again, and there is
always a possibility of being pois-
oned, if ‘there is nothing to proteet

Ask your hushand what kind of
pudding he would like for dinner,
and. listen very carefully to the
answer if you want to get some
idea of what the average man likes

As a rule he hates fancy sweets,
and nearly always prefers. some-

pudding or perhaps
marmalade, both of which can be

A rich golden brown suet pud-
ding, light as a feather and serv-
, 18
yet
to meet the man who says “No” to
good r:n”“ slices with cream or

for her day and generation.
The women we talk about are those who do spectacular things. Such

tops and across the vast waters of oceans.
There is grit. But nobody pins any hero medals on the breasts of the
millions of women who every day risk death by torture to carry on the
torch of life.

And nobody ever dreams of its being a conspicuous exhibition of
bravery for a woman to nurse her child through an attack of a malignant
disease so contagious that the house is quarantined. It is just a matter
of course. What every mother does.

We celebrate the women scientists, authors, educators, and inscribe
their names in letters of gold on the feminine roll of fame, but we never
notice their mothers except to wonder how such clucking old hens should
ever have hatched out such resplendent swans. It doesn't even occur to
us that it is the women who never had much schooling themselves who
keep the colleges going. They are determined that their children shall
have the education that was denied thm, and so thy pinch and scrimp and
save and wear last year's hats and basement bargains and spread the but-
ter a little thinner on the bread, and buy stew meat instead of pot roast so
that Janie and Tom and Maggie and Sam may have the advantages they
never had. ¢

Mother knows well enough, when she educates her children above her-
self, that she is losing them, that she is pushing them into a world where
she cannot follow them, She knows that she will bore them, that perhaps
they will be ashamed of her. She knows that not once in a thousand
times do children appreciate the sacrifices made for them, but that does
not keep her from seeking their good at her own expense. It is a mar-
v:lous example of altruism, only it is so common that nobody wonders at
it.

We make a great ado over the ful modern busi woman, but
nobody gets out & brass band to celebrate the achievements in finance of
the poor woman who makes every dollar do the work of five and who, some-
how, manages to keep a family fed and clothed and comfortable on a shoe-
string income. The real wizards of finance are not the men who juggle
millions on Wall Street. They are the women who haunt marked-down
sales, who walk ten blocks to save a cent on a head of lettuce and who
perform such miracles of budget balancing as would entitle them to be
Secretary, of the Treasury if they got their just deserts. But no one, not
even their husbands, ever gives them credit for their ability to handle
money. It is no more than Mrs. Smith and Mrs, Jones and Mrs, Brown
are doing. :

We don’t think of a woman as a diplomat when she handles a cranky hus-

his grouches and into doing the things he should do.
woman as a deadgame sport who puts up with her husband’s infidelities

for her children and give them a better chance in the world, -

aspire to things they would never have dreamed of doing but for her.

many women do them. They are the Forgotten Women.
women whose achievements nobody notes or remembers but GOD.
DOROTHY DIX.

SMART CLOTHES FOR
THE HOME DRESSMAKER

For the beach or country, here
are two darling brother and sister
outfits.

Easy to wash and iron, because of
their simple styling makes them
practical, besides being so smart.

The plaits are used with delight-
ful effect in sister’s dress to afford
the necessary fulness to the model.
Brother’s shorts are cut with ample
fulness and button securely to the
blouse,

These little models can be all in
one material or with a contrast for
the collar.

They are pictured in white coiton
broadcloth with nautical blue binds|.
and butfons,

Another nice suggestion is dark
blue cotton broadcloth or linen with
mﬁe collar and red binds and but-

Style No. 300 is designed for sizes
2, 4 and 6 years and includes pat-
terns for dress and suit, in the same
size. If different sizes are wanted,
two patterns will have to be orderea
and it will cost 15 cents extra, Size
4 requires 1% yards of 39-inch ma-
terial with 4 yards of binding for
dress; and 2 yards of 39-inch mate~
“:ilt"m 3% yards of binding for
suit. :

Price of PA'i'l'lnN 156 cents in
stamps or coin (coln is preferred)
Wrap coin carefully,

- —— . —————————
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as flying, like Miss Earhart, through the blackness of night over mountain
There is courage for you.

We don't think of a woman as making any sacrifice when she spends
her whole life toiling for her family, cooking and cleaning and washing
and scrubbing and baby-tending; spending sleepless nights watching by
their bedsides when they are sick; doing without the things she craves so
that Mary may have a party frock and Bill the bicycle his ‘heart is set on.

band with gloves, when she sidesteps his prejudices and jollies him out of
We don't think of a

and smiles above a breaking heart, so that she cah keep a home together

We don't think of a woman as an inspiration, who braces her husband
up when he loses courage and spurs him on to making the most of his op-
portunities. Nor do we realize that nine times out of ten it is the mother
who lights the fires of ambition in her children’s souls and makes them

We do not even notice the women who do these things because so
The domestic

hosiery,
—it’s important to.
smoothand lovely just asyou do
neck and shoulders. Use

ful from head to toe.
Try this Beauty Bath

lather. Cleanse the

Rinse completely and
cool water. This simple beau
your skin soft

able these summer days.
Palmolive Soap is made from a

skin, Letit doso
face, neck,

Skin Beauty doesn't
end at the shoulders

Today's beauty rule is—have a
“schoolgirl complexion” all overl

ASHIONS force you into it! Dresses,
bathing suits are so revealing
keep your whole body
our face,
lthe lnltl!llolivaf
method! Let the rich, velvety lather ol

Palmolive keep your skin soft and beauti-

Massage your whole body with a wash-
cloth uex,i' with soothing, gentle Palmolive
ores thoroughly.
nish with a dash of
bath leaves
and lovely—glowing with
youth! And it's so cooling and comforts

blend of olive and palm oils—nature’s
beauty oils. Theexperience of millions of
women has proven that Palmolive Soap
brings new freshness and youth to the
for you—notonly toyous
shoulders, but to your entire
body. Be “schoolgirl complexion”all over.

And of course, you'll
keep on giving your
face, throat 2n

shoulders their daily
Palmolive beauty
treatment,

Palmolive lathers
derfectly in bard
or soft water.

secret

THE COOK'S
CORNER

BLUEBERRY DUMPLINGS
Four cups blueberries, 1 cup wat=
er, juice of % lemon, grated rind of
1, .emon, 4 cup sugar, 2’ cups cake
flour, 2 teaspoons baking powder, ¥
teaspoon salt,” 1 tablespoon shorten-
ing, 2 eggs, %4 cup milk:

Combine blueberries with water,
lemon juice and rind and sugar.
Cook until soft,-about 29 minutes,
To prepare dumpiings, sift to-
gether flour, baking powder and salt.
Blend in shortening. Beat eggs well
ingredients, using more milk if nec-
and combine with milk., Add to dry
essary to make a fairly moist dough,
Drop into boiling blueberry -sauce
by spoonfuls, cover tightly and allow
to cook about 10 to 15 minutes long-
er until dumplings are cooked
through. Serve dumplings with the
sauce in which they are.cooked.
This recipe makes 8 portions.

CHOCOLATE TAPIOCA
One cup water, 2 tablespcons
quick-cocking tapioca, 1 tablespoon
cocoa, Y% cup sugar, salt,
Combine and cook until thick. Adad
white of egg and vanilla,

Punch For A Crowd
Enough for fifty! Enough for one
hundred! Did you ever have sud-
den orders to prepare punch for a
crowd?

Ability to prepare refreshments
for a large number quickly and
coolly marks the capable home-
maker. Quantities of dainty sand-
wiches can be made up easily by
number. This recipe makes a delic-
fous punch for 60 persons,

Fruit Punch
1 quart grated pineapple
1 quart lemon juice
1 quart orange juice

A Morning Smile

Well-informed

A young man ‘walked pensively
into the village postoffice.

“Any letters for mo today?” he
asked the postmistress.

“No, Henry,” she 1eplied sharply.

“That’s strange,” a2 murmnured,
half to himself.

“Nothing strange about that,
young man,” replied the postmist-
ress. “You haven't answered her
last letter yet!"

Not As Bad As That

The Alabama gentleman who
makes regular trips to New York to
buy liquid produce for his discrim-
inating customers was expansive on
his last trip,

The neighboring State of Georgia
had voted dry by 243 votes—or
something—since his previous rtrip,
and he felt rather good over tnhat,
since he enjoys a considerable pat-
ronage in the Georgia borderland.

He relates that a negro elevator
boy in Columbus, Ga., asked a law-
yer on the morning after the refer-
endum how the election had come
out.

“We are going to stay just as we
are, Jimmy,” the lawyer reported.

“Fo’ Gawd!” the elevator boy ex-

they was gwine to take our licker
away from us.”

2 quarts ‘tea infusion

2% galions water

2 quarts sugar

1% cup mint leaves

Make a syrup of the sugar and

strain. Place punch in Kelvinator to
i chill, Serve with decorated ice cubss,
Berves €0,

“Golden Hin

d Sails Again

s

. - In celebration of navy week in England, an exact sailit.g model of |
?ll; ¥ranc.s Dr;k“.l a‘mom aomend‘nmu' :&s'mn cons ‘and in
ABOVE ' Francis an wife are” going aboard
‘Queen ‘at Portsmouth, to set uu!mo& R

A

could become in this girl's hands.

claimed. “I sho is grateful. I thought

1 quart of water, While the syrup is
cooking, add the mint leaves. Mix
the syrup with the fruit juices and
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"ONE WAY STREET

By JOSEPH McCORD

OHAPTER 14

“It has been such a pleasure to
meet you, Mr, Sturges,” Mrs, Ridge-
way assured him, holding his hand
in hers while her husband urged
their departure. “Don’t forget you

hear from me shortly.”

“Thank you,” Mark repued gal-
lantly. . “I shall be delighted.”

“You don't have to rush away,”
Edythe remarked petulantly when
she turned from the departing
Ridgeways and found her remain-
ing guest contriving an unobtrusive
glance at his watch. - “TI haven't had
a chance to talk with you all even-
ing. Come out to the library.”

* “I must be running along short-
1y, he suggested as he followed her:

“What do you think of Suzanne?”
Edythe queried abruptly. As on the
occasion’ of his last visit, she curled
up in a corner of the big couch and
motioned Mark to a place at her
side.

“I think she's charming.”

“It seemed mutual” Edythe
reached for a cigaret and inclined
her dark head towards the
that Mark extended. “Suzanne's a
sweet girl,” she observed, “But she
is inclined to be & bit careless
where other women’s husbands are
concerned.”

“Which would seem to make me
immune.” was the light rejoinder.

“Perhaps,” Edythe returned en-
igmatically,

“Then I may hope my efforts at
contract did not prove embarrass-
ing?"” Mark decided a change of to-
plec was in order.

+I should rather think not! I'm
inclined to believe you were not ex-
actly truthful when you said you
never had played.”

“My word of honor.”

“Then it's merely another tribute
to your ability. Are you a judge of
horseflesh as well?”

“Not in the least. I thought
them extinect.”

Amazing how diverse conversation

Rather difficult to keep one's self
from floundering.

“You'll have a chance to see some
live specimens Saturday afternoon.
We put on a very decent spring
exhibition out at Silver Farms.”

“We?” Mark questioned curiously.
For the moment he wondered if one
of The Iron Block's activities had
been kept from him,

“It's the Breeders’ Association.
But Silver Farms belongs to us and
Dad's a heavy contributor.”

“Are you showing any horses of
your own?"”

“Not this year. Dad's stuffy about
my appearing in = the ring. I'd
grown a bit tired of talking ribbons,
anyway. But weM be cbliged to go
out and look on for a time. We'll
have lunch at the store ard let
Henri drive us. The parking’s al-
ways a nuisance.”

“I fear you'll have to excuse me.
You see I'm-very much interested
in a survey of our Saturday trade
....plotting a set of comparative
charts to see what it looks lik=, Of
course I have the regular \orts,
but- I'm supplementing them with
first-hand observations.”

“That's really too bad. Youll
have to go. If Dad hasn’t spoken
about it to you, he will, He expects
you to represent him. It's rather
weird the way he's depending on
you these days. Suppose I pick you
up f-r lunch about one-thirty, That
will give us all the tim. we need.”

Mark sat looking at her in «ll-
ence.

“Well?” she questioned, with an
amused smile. “What are you so
serfous about?”

“I was just thinking,” he answer-
ed slowly, “that you seem to get
about everything you want.”

“I told you that,” was the calm
retort. “I'm glad you're finding it
It saves a great deal of trou-
ble.”

“I suppose it must" Mark agreed
vaguely.

“Speaking about the store.
Edythe extinguished her cigaret
liberately against the ash t'ay.
“How is your little friend, Xilss
Sawyer, getting along?”

. “Very well, as far as I know.”

If Edythe expected him to pur-
sue the topic. she was disappointed.
“We give ourselves a good many
clty airs here,” she remarked, “but
Gorham is a very small place,
Mark, You'd never suspect how
small. I hope you don’t mind my
telling you that.”

“Meaning,” he countered coolly,
“that I met Miss Sawyer and a
friend in a restaurant the other
evening and drove them to their
homes. I famoy that calls for no
particular explanation.”

“Of course not,” Edythe _agreed
“But some people are s0
That Gamble

The best beautician in town, but....
queer. Didn’t you think so?”
“I'm affrald I didn't form much

of an impression.”
“No? I feel very for that
sawyer girl,” Edythe exp! d gen~

. “I knew her slightly in
mouse. - T suppose one can't blame

years ago. Quiet little

her because her father turmed out
badly. I understand he’s out of
n.”

lmv}: 1" ‘;h{ smiled. 4

“No. But I want you to like me
And you will go with yr-~ i
won't you?r” mP, Baturay,

“Yes,” he promised readily, oy
» )
gu, Mark found it strangely easy

. He drove homeward througn
dark streets in  restiess state
mind. He had gone to Arden Ter.
Tace very sure of himself, of his
future engagements. Now he wa
more deeply enmeshed than before
Still couldn’t figure that \yrl,.,.
queer mixture of coolness and—..
warmth? That didn't express
either. Assinine to imagine that
she had developed an affection for
him. And yet, some of the things
she sald. ...If she wasn't so darneq
beautiful...appealing. ..,
The cutting blast of a whistle
smote his ears, Lord! Went throws
a red light. Here was a ©op mofl-
ing out from the curb.
"‘iley, Buddie. t.l:"
‘T'm sorry, officer, And please
don’t ask me if I'm color bml:d. 1
don’t feel up to it somehow. Any-
thlnGgo elstelex:u like,”
b al , Mr. Sturges,

watch the signals.” Y Potier
“Thanks. It's a small place,
right.” 3 st
He made the last remark to him-
self as he shifted gears,

& - L
“Hello, Daddy Jack.”
“Hello, Bunkie. I thought you'q
be coming along soon. Have yoy
had a good day?”
“Oh, yes. Good and busy.”
“Sit down here on the step and
rest a minute. It's very pleasant
out this evening,
Jean glanced around irresolutely,
“Wouldn’t you rather go in where
it's more comfortable? I mean... »
8he hesitated under  her fathers
questioning glance. “We'll sit out
here,” she decided. “It is top nice
to go in.” /

“I'm growing acoustomed to it
Sawyer remarked, picking up her
thought. There was a ghost of his
old twinkle and smile. “You know,
Bunkie, these neighbors of ours are
rather nice....now that they've fine
ished looking at me. Some of them
are really friendly,” There was an
unconscious pathos in the last
words.

“Of course they are!” Jean reach-
ed out impulsively and caught his
nearest hand. “Why shouldn't they
be?” she chided gently,

“They’re only human.’..”

“Any luck today. Daddy Jack?”
“Not exactly. Positions of any sor
are scarce, It's the same every-
where, I imagine. Besides, every
one here knows me. S\ne of them
go through the formula of asking
me where I. was , employed last.
References, and that sort of thing.
Of course I have to tell them. One
can’t blame them for not wishing to
take a risk....”
“Never mind, dear. Youll find
something soon. I know it

“I must. It makes me. feel badly
that all of us must depend on you
to such an extent. It's terribly une
fair.” >

“Oh, it isn't1”

“The whole thing has been quite
a revelation to me,” her father con-
tinued, ingly., “I have d
my situation very frankly with some
people. . .. Ycu know, those who are
supposed to be interested in cases
like mine, Not only social workers
....church workers and all that, 1
may misjudge them, But I have
the feeling that these uplifters are
the most intolerant of alll. I hope
I'm wrong”

“Never mind,” Jean urged. “You
musn't be discouraged. You're homg
again, Nothing else matters really.
“That is what I keep telling my-
self,” Sawyer sald slowly. ‘“And
want to stay. But it would be so
much easler if I wers busy. I hate
this walking the streets. I suppose
it's foolish to mind....the pollce.
They all look at me. 1 imagine
they've had their orders.”
“Daddy! You musn't...they can't
do anything to you!”
“I kitow?‘udwthere, is something
else that worries me, It's Juniof
He doesn't like to talk with me and
I can’t help wondering what he
does with his time. I've seenl...;
‘much. Vet I cen't say anything
him. No one can blame the boy fof
ling ashamed....”
‘o ut heisnt! Johnnie'sonlyskid
You musn't mind him. Daddy...
“Yes, dear.” i
“1 was talking with Mr. Sturg 4
again today...I mean, he sc:ppe.
in to see my little workroom. He
asked about you.” :
“That was very kind. il
“You know 1 told you before Hels
he said he wouldhbe glua]«(ii tﬂx "{
in. any way he could.
¥w‘:‘);'uiermg....ln'case you_couldn
find a place...."
'}fi k not, Bunkie. I apr":‘
ate it, but....adter all, you know
he is your employer. And he
for Mr. Cannon. I havent wil )
to mention it, but I was rather U

him some

to
easy when I heard you had gone
'rh: fron Block to work. You se
1
udiced....on account of me:
mm't made it difcult for ¥
“Of course not.” -
Jean was thankful he had WPy
lie,
b.".l': :0 glad, your friend M!
chap, from what you have 1o
me. :
“He is very nice/
Ay him %
. Have you ever asked
1"
“I cluldn't....very ¥¢
A slight flush showed Joht
“Of course, Bunkle.
things are not ag ensy as they
d l‘mm '"In nw
};g 'f"m ﬂ%ﬂ- Are you O™
ing?™

I was afraid Mr, Cannon
have I?"
worded
the question as he had. It-s¢
Sturges must be a pleasant st :
t

‘,';”0.” Jean laok'ﬁ at her fathel
Sawyer's pale cheeks. 3 foegot ol
were. and see

) | (To be continue?




