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Y the middle of October the

folluge was gone

birds' nests bare. The burdock
withered, and the milkweed clung
fo Its lust little banners of white.

Excopt for one long, green line

of morning glories, the growth

plong the shore was limp and

darkened, Lobster pots toppled
above the high-wuter mark,
Dorles were drawn up and turned
over, power bonts cradled und

housed,  BEvery morning there was

a thin shell of lce In the pond
above the dum,

In November it grew steadily
My father had promised

colder.
thot we would be home by Christ-
mos, but he hod never sel the
exact dny, Whenever we presied
my mother for I, she put us off

by saying, “You'll find out in good
Though we were impi-
tient, we were not apprebensive,
for we knew thal there was almost
enough money on hond to poy the

time,"”

note,
The cold kept until the end
of November. Still there was no

amow.

on the wagan.,
body balls and roacked the wheels
A thaw carly in December only
mode traveling harder thin ever,
for at noon there was mud to con-
fend with and at morning and
night re-frozen ground,

On the ninth of the month the
tongue showed a cerack, which
Mi. Giddings roepaired with on
fron band, On the twelfth, just
a8 the Chrlstmng Tonds were bes
ginning, a apring brake, Thnt
meant only one thing—n  new
wogon, Tt would cost $180,

My mother dreaded o tell s,
but she couldn't put it off, for
we were pskhfg her dally when
we should begin 1o poack our
things, That nlght she came ito
the parlor where we were play-
Ing Pit, "Gicls" she sald, “we
won't be going home after all
We'll have our tree right here in
the corner,
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By MRS. ANNE CABOT

Applique flowors and  lemve
in bright colors ane
nary. quilted  bead
thick eotton left-ove
mypke this goy bathy f
seat=coved Use yel { thy
flower, rose pink fo et
green for the da 11.‘. leay Do
the three rows i around
the flower \'.n sewilhg

SIEN on \n s
miachine aight
otton dan i

from the |
moples and birches, leaving the|

Joy wos getling worried,
for the ruts in the rond were hard
They loosened the

AT the end of January we owed

the bank $150. Profits from
the stoge had become very small,
People didn't travel now unless
they hod to, ond those who hod
horges transported thelr own per= |

ishobles 1o keep them from !wvz—l

Ing on the road. Il didn't help
our feelings any fo discover that
my father's bid for the lnpe hnd
been $600: lower than that of his
clogest competitor,

We girls were having our win-
ter vacatlon, o long one In our
villnge, and for us already becom-
Ing dulll, The excitement of the
snow had worn away under the
routine of fMling wood boxes and
watching the grrow of the fur-
nave gauge to see that the fire
did not become toa hol. It was not
so warm in the American House
as It hod been in' school. You
wore a swenter nll doy, and your
feet began to burn and leh as
soon 08 you stopped moving.
There were very few transients,
Except for the meat, fish, egks,
und pototoes my father gol as
payment from his patients;, we
].\'nnld have been operating ot a
(AN,

Mr. Cutter hod been growing

petite.
plagued her terribly. She didn't
say much about that, but she kept
her eyes open,

i
too, on Mr. Cutler. His lazi-
riesd,  Hig extravogance, His ap-

The business of the lamp

- & @
ONE afternoon she eame hurry=
ing down to the kitchen where

my mother wos ironing and Hsten-

Ing to my complaints about how
drub the days were.

“I've found out," she gosped.

I brightened, for her fuce suge
gested un outrage,

“Found out what?"
asked, looking up.

“What he does with "
spoken so searnfully, could mesn
just one person ux far as Mrs.

my mother

He,

Guptill was concerned,

“Does with what!"

“The kerosene."

“Oh" My mother had never
begrudged Mr, Cutter his kero-
sene, His extravagance wos the
least thing she held against him.
We girla had never given It n
thought, “Well, what does he do
with ity

Mrs. Guptill's face took on an
expression of disgust. “He uses
It to sonk his hands in*

From Mrs. Guptill's manner, my

mother, too, must have been ex-

pecting something more. “Well,"
she snid coolly, “that's probably
the way he keeps fiem so nice

and white,"

Her composure knocked some

Our Boarding House

EGAD, JAKE ! YOUR

FAILS TO ROFFLE MY
FEATHERS ONE WHIT! e
HOW IN THE WORLD
COLLD You Be DAMAGED
TO THE EXTENT OF
#11,600 7 AN
APPRAISER WOULDN'T
ASSESS YOUR VALUE

AT 30 c:—.wfii}_._

@HEER uP! some
POORHOUSES ARE
REALLN PLEABANT!

Thursday, May 10, 1945*.-
J. R Wimam

TH ING THAT BOTH
AIN‘-"}: a‘tLWAYS

SHIFT, ER IT
WoULD BE Too

Qut Our Way

CANT You Jus'
GIVE ME TH' POINTS
AN' LET ME STOP
AT TH' STORE AND
PiCK UP MY OWN

OF PACKIN' MY MEALS
ALL TH' WAY HOME
FROM TH' SHOP?

With Major Hoople

YOU TAKE THE
LINE OF LEAST
RESISTANCEY
ONE STEAK AND
WE'D BE EATING
MUSH FOR TWO
MONTHS - ONE
ROAST AND WE'R
BE EATING ROOTS
FOR TH' DURATION!

</ LOOK, LAME-BRAIN !/ You Z

REATENED | AWBSLIT J/ GNATCHED ME AN MY RAGSLER'S

A BIO0 FORFEIT~ AN WE'RE

PARTNERS, GET [T § =~ OLAF

WAS DRAFTED, 60 WHAT You ) Z

REALLY DOME WAS
CONFISTICATE THE PROPITTY
OF A ©0TER AWAY TO
WAR /e AN JURY WOULD
GINE ME ALL NER MARBLES!

DOMESTICITY

cireles or handling some

the brass-topped cireular Inkwell.
When anyone came in) he gunrd-
ed thoem Jealously.
chanee
paper welght exeept when he
in the dining room.

keoping us out of the kitchen,
sputtoroed
cold, for,

Jmllu room.
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of the wind out of Mrs, Giptill's
sofls. "If you ask me, I think
something should be done about
It," she said, looking injiired. Then
she left and went back upstairs.

T felt quite let down. SUIl it
was o story. .

“Are you golng to tell Papal™
I asked 'my maother,

She shook her head. I my fa=-
ther hnd not been moved by the
discord Mr. Cutler wns cnusing,
he was unlikely to be lmpressed
by the fact that he soaked his
honds In kerosene, Besides, she |
hod hor pride. For some reason }

luzler and lazier. He never swept
the oflice or shoveled the snow
from the plokzn without belng re-
minded. Day after day he let the
clock run down, His naps grew
longer. When he waos awake, he
Just sut on his stool drawing his
af the
bright new  Lincoln  pennles,
Sometimes he plled them up in
tlers Sometlmes he  arranged
them In Inteleate patterne nround

I never gol n
ot the register and the
was | my father could not discharge Mr.
Cutter, If he did notl core to
divulge that reason, she would
not ask it. She would not even
bring the subject up.

“I've sald oll I intend o say,” |
she told me.

(To Be Contlnued) |

Mra, Guptll's dreritability wos
She
congtantly  about the
locnted o= It was, the
luul\inl posxibly heat the

She kept harping,
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By SUE BURNETT

r tots are such fun to |
will be sweet for |
indy with loce edyg-

sottons for play

brightest of
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and 6 yeors.
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Boots and Her Buddies

By Edgar Martin

[ 200TS | HERE COMES THE
MALLER NOW | THANK
GOODNESS CORR B WEXT
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Freckles and His Friends

N WORWED, MAY Thg
SMNTS FORGWE ME ~ W
FELL FOR vER'\ POOR

BooT

FBO0TS . VAW | SRESENT
THE  AHEM. MASIED |

Tws Ve E

HEY. FRECK, 1 SrePON
JUsT Passep — |GOTTA WELP| | TT. Pnecx’
THE BON ToN! | HIMOUT/ | b >
SOME KIDS LETS GO/
ARE GANGING |ROUNG LP
OUR GANG

UP ON LARD!
\ AND MEET |
US THERE !
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By Leslie Turnér.

:/ NIPS MADE \
18

TOUGH FOR

A BIT, EASY,
BUT WE HAD To
SET BACK, WTR
THAT LEAVE
COMING UF!

FROM THE
LOOKS O THAT
TAIL YOU MUST
HAVE RUN Wi,

N\ TROUBLE,

.‘_6 Slopes
34 Sacred (comb
form)
35 Those opposed
0 Heron
31 Towiod
38 Anuent

32 Puinful

41 Baroed spear
4 Hpnheuy

50 e (comb,

firm)
S8 id of dig

58 Meet mg plece
59 Conclsely

“Isn't 11 fun 16 eal out for a
Change?

BROTHER! 15 MRS, |
TUCKER'S TALENTED

SET,| FELLA W
TART FOR | LITTLE BOY READY!
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