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FOOTSTEPS IN THE FOG
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ri;ﬂlhwith B
) Ip's bell over the doorway.
pn the upper floor, outside the
Master's room,” where Lovett
skippers had slept for geners-
tons, was the “Caplain’s walk” a
semiscircular  glassed-in porch
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The long living room, paneled
with mehogany from the cabin of
another Lovett ahip, occupled the
ﬂuntwmgo!themﬂoor. It
Was & quaint, shabbily
room. From the carved teakwood
screen and table from Singapors,
the Chinese rugs and Japanese
prints, the models of Lovett clip=
pers, the Oriental tapestrles, the
ship's clock, the ald bronzes, and
the massive fire.dogs that Fuarded
the hearth—io Great-Aunt De-
borah's samplers and hooked
mats, the room had changed but
Infinitesimally within Debarah's
memory.
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Bridget Lanahan welcomed her
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apron. She was a stout, weather-
beaten woman of 55, blustary as a
Cape Cod gale, with an equal ca-
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“Well, God bs pralsed™ ghe
paeconed asbove the roar of the
maotor, “Mind the petuny's, Miss
Debby. 'Tis within an eyelash of
thim yer wheels are. ., . , Lave the
car where she stands, and come to
mch afore me souffle’s flat en-

ly.”

At Deborah's plate was a heap
of mail. As she riffled through it,
her heart hesitated—then leaped.
vhispe. caromed By

addressed tep!
beld hand.

It wan a short letter. He had
been unhappy, Stephan wrote, not
fo have seen her again. He had
been called away so suddenly that
he had not even had tims to tela-
phone her. He had hoped, when
he came East, {0 call on her as she
had been good enough to suggest;

which made it impossible for him
to foresce his movements far in
sdvance, . . . She had been ex-
ceptionally kind to him—

Kind! Deborah thought. Obh,
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but circumstances had arisen °
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ATTACKS on British

% lines of axis planes and British warships.

74 invasi b Nazis must seize one or the other to gain a danger-free
Mol to thoann:grcer:::: l;i?!:rce to Syria from axis bases would slow air lz?sport of
t0d Britain's fleet controls all sea approaches. Map shows eastern Mediterranean

7 TWO POLICE DOSS AND A
ABOUT ml!o!-mlsb. BUT NO FOX

TERRIER, NONE OF THE
OTHER. BOYS HAD ANY
LIS EITHER

SIDE GLANCES

Reproductien  for stamp
showing “The Minute Man” statue
by Danlel C. French st Concord,
Mass., was obtained from a
e act. The New satice sware
g{s‘;::ed by Vietor 8, McCloskey,
Jr., of the Bureau of Printing and
Engraving in Washinglon, The

stamps are {ssued in denominss
Sianacal 2 and hcenit. Aland &5
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YO MAY HAVE TO
LEAD SOME o' THESE
FELLERS OUT, BUT
THET'S FUM AFTER
YOU &IT OM TO T~
O'COURSE I CAIN'T
SHOW YoU Al TH' |,
CATTLE, BUT—THER'S

A CARNIVAL WILD OUT BEFORE




