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Spool Shelves for
Interesting Trinkets

HESE graceful corner shelves

T

e 10 inches wide and 7 inches
leer at the botton Just the rigl
size to hold the quaint mate
er, the old-fashioned china loll
head and other interesting trinke's

that you have been treasuring. In
Victorian times such shelves were
strung together with cord and the
spools saved from the voluminous
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son, Today, with spools piling up
from our sewing, we make similar
shelves that have all the 1d

harm but are much more rigid
and substantial.
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Laws .Ip:\' _\_'i'_l;]—t'salf-

The volume of legislative and
judicial law existent in the United
States today far exceeds that of
any other country. Since 1900
alone, approximately 40,000 fed-
eral, 420,000 state and 2,700,000
municipal statutes have been en-
acted and about 1,200,000 judicial |
decisions have been published.

DELICIOUS
FROZEN
DESSERTS

K10 OSULLIVAN SAYS

*Get OSullivan SOLES as well as
Heels next time you have your
shoes repaired.

EASY DOES IT

UP HilL
OR DOWN."

AMERICA'S
No.l HEEL

sresss ond sole

oS

One of the best home ways to

BUILO UP
RED BLOOD

if you lack BLOOD-IRON

You girls and women who suffer so
from simple anemia that you're pale,
weak, “dragged out"—this may be due
to lack of blood-iron. 8o try Lydia E
Pinkham's TABLETS—one of the best
home ways to bulld up red blood—in
such cases. Pinkham's Tablets are one
of the greatest blood-iron tonlics you
can buy! At all drugstores

McKesson &
rt, Conn.
r:dSCPo oo."‘

C nlox POWDER

| there she turned and said,
| far
| them alone.”

Dy-

THE
Ald,**
Meg shivered as she went on home. Jim
MacTavish was happy as he announced

STORY THUS FAR: “"Mentally
Tom Fallon had described his wite

that he had sold the farm. Thev quar
reled, and Meg called Larry for ad
vice. He told her no sale was valid with
out her signature. Late that night Meg
was awakened by a knock at the door. It
was Tom Fallon, who sald that Martha,

his wife's sister, had fallen and hurt
herself. He wanted to call a doctor
Meg called the doctor, them rushed to
the Fallon home. Martha did not want
her to come In, but Tom allowed her
to enter and bandage the injured ankle
A Dblood-curdling c¢ry came from the
next room
CHAPTER V11
Megan rose and lit the oil cook-
stove She was just putti water
on to heat n suddenly a cry rang
that was like icy fingers tap

lown her spine, a cry

the blood a:

Fom—"' Mart! a cried
Megan said quietly, her voice not
quite steady, \l:-. Fallon must
have had a bad dream. They can

[ ighten one to pleces "

wed a little,

wider

irtha's eyes

an " expression relaxed ever so
sl : was tartled,
and a I as Me
Ean scalded out Martha
nodded slowly and said uneasily,

“Yes—it m have been that. She's

—she's—ill and doesn’'t sleep much
and my fall excited her and
she must have had a nightmare."

Megan
into the tl.‘.l}‘l‘l

deliberately g

yes,
poured the boiling water

and said, her tone
liet and natural, ‘‘Per-

haps Mrs I‘.l]]\ n would like a cup
of hot milk? Would it soothe her
do you think?"

“It might, at

“Tom could get

Martha hesitated
that,”” she agreed.
her to drink it."

Megan nodded and poured some
milk into a saucepan. When it was
hot, she filled a glass and went to
the door with it. She knocked with

the tips of her fingers, very lightly,

and a moment later, Tom opened

the door. She made herself speak
|

casually and offered him the glass
of milk. He took it from her with
a flash of gratitude that was touch-
ing.

She came back to the stove, and
tested the tea. Martha said it was
“Just right”” and Megan poured her
a cup of it, They were drinking the
last of the tea when there was a
sound of a car in the drive, and a
moment later, Dr. Alden, stout, el-
derly, tired-looking, the typical coun-
try doctor, came briskly in

“Hello—you here?" greeted
Megan cheerfully, looking at Mar-
tha curiously. *‘What seems to be
the trouble?"

‘““There's no seeming about it,"
Martha told him tartly. *“‘I fell and
twisted my ankle somehow, and
Tom would have it that we must call
a doctor."”

Dr. Alden made a swift examina-

tion of the ankle, congratulating
Megan on the way she had ban-
daged it.

He straightened at last, saying
| briskly, *‘Painful, but not danger-
ous. Just keep up the treatment,
Megan, and see that she stays off
her feet for the next three or four
days—or a week. I don't look for
any complications.”

As he turned towards the door

Tom came out of that room that w:
in such sharp contrast to the drab

§.1

sturdily. “‘Now
get Miss—the patient to her bed-
I'll get her comfortable for
the night.”
Martha stiffened.

nim

“No!"" she said

harply. “I can put myself to bed—""
‘““But you are not to use your
foot—=""
‘““Tom can help me. | don't need

you to help me,"” said Martha with
such unexpected savagery that Me-
gan felt the color pour into her face

“*‘Martha, for Heaven's sake—"
pleaded Tom in an agony of em
barrassment and helpless anger

“You are behaving like a shrew—""
“Why? Just because [ said I could
put myself to bed?"” snapped
woman, her hostile eyes upon Me-:
gan. ‘I appreciate all she's done
for me, but she didn't have to both
er;
in plenty of time to do what was
necessary. There was no call for
her to come pushing in here—"
Tom said, ignoring her, “I'll see
you home, Megan, of course.”
“No,” said Megan firmly.
are needed here.
the dogs are waiting for me out-
side. You stay here. Goodnight,
Miss—Martha, and I hope you'll be
much better in the morning."
Martha did not answer,

“You

Tom

' walked with Megan out of the warm,

lamplit kitchen and to the drive. He
walked beside her to the road, and
““This is

enough. You mustn't leave

“l don't know how to thank you,

a/zd be

FrGGY DtAw

oUre ‘i

or how to apologize for Martha," he
said awkwardly

“Please don't say any more,"”’ Me-
gan begged him quickly. *1 under

stand perfectly. Sick people,
13

ple who are in pain, shol

or peo-
i1ld not ever

be held accountable for their ac
tions—and she was in great pain to
night. Get her to bed and see that |
she takes one of those tablets Dr. |
Alden left. It will help her to sleep.” |

Megan let herself quietly into the |
house, grateful for its warmth and
darkness. But as she moved across
the kitchen towards the hall, there
was a sudden sound and the light
flashed up and she faced her father

She Eave a startled gasp, and
tried to laugh YOh, did T wake

| you?" she said. “I'm sorry—I tried |
to be very cautious—'

“Sly would be the word I'd use,’
sald her father with insolence and
sharp accusation in his voice his
eyes takir n fr the top of
her hair, bled where she had
Just removed the closely wrapped
scarf, to the tips of her shoes, dusty
from the quarter-mile walk along
the unpaved road 1 would not
have believed it if I hadn't seen it

cheerless house, and shook hands
with the doctor, thanking him for
| his trip

He walked with him out to the
car. When he came back, he said
to Megan, "I don't know how to
thank you—"'

““There's nothing to thank me
for—""

“l1 know—it's just the neighborly
spirit of Pleasant Grove,"” he told
her, smiling.

“Well, it is, at that,” she assured |

if you'll help |

| ter-in-law,

the |

the doctor would have got here |

| meant

It's not far and |
| gone

a lie like that—"

“It's not far and the dogs are
waiting for me outside. You stay
here.”

my own eyes! How long has |

this disgraceful business been

EOoIng

on?'" he added. his voice thick
with righteous anger
Megan stared at him, wide-eyed
nd bewildered by the depth of his
1ger,
1l don’'t know what you're talk
g about—"" she began.
“Don't try to lie out of it,”" he
pped at her furiously. *'I heard
that—that—Fallon man come to the
back door and tap, for all the world
like some—street bum beneath the
window of his—light o' love! And [ |
heard you go down to him—I |
couldn’'t believe that you would
leave the house with him—"'
“If you heard so much, Dad, with-
out even sufficient interest in my

affairs to ask a simple
then you must have heard me tele-
phone Dr. Alden—

“1 heard nothing of the her
father cut in furiously, playing the
role of an outraged father en-
Joying it, she was a little
to realize. *'l only heard you creep
down the stairs to let him in. Then
a little later, I heard you come up-
stairs and get some clothes on. You
then went out with him and you've

question,

sort,’’

and

sickened

been gone more than three hours! |
My daughter! A MacTavish—this,
Megan, is the last straw. I do not

propose to have you carrying on like

ome common—wanton—""

Megan's eyes flashed with ang
“That’s quite enough, Dad!"
said, *“You don't want to know
truth—"'

“1 don't propose
telligence insulted
kneed silly lie!"

“You're going to listen
the same,’”" her voice cut across his.
“Mr. Fallon came here to use the
telephone to call a doctor. His sis-
who lives with them and |
takes care of his invalid wife, had |
fallen and hurt her ankle. She was
in pain. I called the doctor for him
and when I found he couldn't get
there for more than an hour, I went
over, as any good neighbor would.
and made use of some of my First |
Aid training—"' |

Her father sneered at her.

““And that was exactly what |
by some weak-kneed, silly
lie,” he told her shortly. "“You
sneaked out of this house and were
with that man—a married
man, whose wife is a bedridden in.
valid, and were gone three hours—"'

“Dr. Alden was there. I'm sure
he would be glad to back up my
story,” she interrupted him.

“It's likely that I'd go around ad-
mitting to people in this dizzy little
hick town that I don't even know
where my daughter was for three
solid hours after midnight? Oh, no,
you are perfectly safe in offering me
He was lashing

er |
she |

the |

to have
by some
he blazed

my in
weak-
at her.

to me just |

WNU. RELEASE

| a glorious

[

.

—

himself into a fury, and Megan eved
him for a moment, with a look be-
neath which his self-righteous blus
ter faded a little

"“You'd like to make it impossible
for me to stay on in Pleasant Grove
Dad™*" she suggested quietly
“You'd go even to that length to try
to force me to sell "

ou are being insolent and bra
zen,”" her father cut in loftily "~
admit frankly that if you're in love
wi this married man, the wisest
thing for you to do Is put as much
distance between you and him as
possible,*

Megan's eyes were wide and In-
Creq .i]l'.l!\

| love with Tom Fallon?' she
repeated as though she could not
believe the absurd charge

Her father shrugged His eves
wer cold now and frankly hostile
“Well, 1T admit I'd rather think you
were in love with him than that you
wel merely—chasing an indecent
thr " he told her savagely

Megan was suddenly conscious
that she was very tired.

I I'm willing to be broad-
minded about tonight, Meggie," her
father said at last. *‘You've .-h\,n_\'ri
been a good daughter, and if you
tell me there was nothing in your
going out with Fallon—=I'll take
¥ word for it."

“That's vhite of you!' Megan
forced the words through her teeth
her voice trembling

Her father shot her a swift, vin-
dictive look

“But of course, only on condition
that you see no more of the man,
and that you sell out and we both
get as far from this place as pos
sible,”" he went on sternly. *“‘You've
got a chance to marry a fine young
fellow, and live a much easier life
than you've known here. Farming

is no job for a girl—""
more, she dared risk only a
few words, lest the threatening tears
verwhelm
“I'm not selling the farm,
that's final,"* she told him,
aged to get up the stairs
own

Once

her

Dad
and man-
and to her

room before she gave way to

! tears

now, forlornly, in
the first moment of her jonal
reaction, that had never liked
her father. But now she hated him!
The thought shocked her But
had to admit its truth

She was bitterly

when

She admitted
emot
she
she
of her
she awoke in the
of the dawn a few
hours later She was startled to
seo that it nlmos| eight o'clock,
a good two hours later than she w

ashamed
weakness
crisp coolness
was
18

accustomed to rise, but she remem-
bered that it was Sunday, and Amos
would have finished long ago the
milking and the early morning

ore

She dressed and went downstairs

here Annie beamed at her warm-
ly. “Did yo' git yo' sleep out, Miss
Meggie?'" she greeted her cheer-
fully

“1 feel like a lazy loafer, Annie,"”
she admitted

“Well, it ain't no matteh. An' ha'd
as yo' wu'ks, Miss Meggie, 1 like
to see you git yo' sleep out!" said
Annie promptly “"How yo' like a
wafMe fo' yo' bre'kfus?"

“Hm-m-m!"" said Megan happily

Annie chuckled and went briskly
about the business of pouring waf

fle batter on the piping hot iron and
closing the lid carefully
“Mist’ La comin® today?"
asked Annie, made [resh cof-
f'.'.
“For
1 'spected him,” Annie assured
her cheerfully. ‘1 done got me two
fine chickens all dressed and wait-
in' fo' de frying pan. Dat po' young
man don' git ha'l 'nough to eat at
dem old resty-rants in Meadersville
got to feed him up good and
hearty!"
Megan
appreciate
it.”

rry

a8 he

luneh,”” Megan nodded

us

he'll
him

“I'm
when 1

laughed
that

sure
tell
about

LLater, when Meg had helped
straighten the downstairs rooms and
seen that there chrysanthe-
mums and a few late zinnias and as-
ters and marigolds scattered about
the shabby old place to lend their
own indefinable charm, she went
upstairs, bathed Ileisurely, and
dressed. There thin jade-
green shantung dress that was two
years old, but Laurence liked her

were

was a

| in it, and it was cheerful looking.

She walked up to the bus stop to
meetl him, and when he came swing-
ing towards her, his face lit up with
eager delight at the sight of ner.
The day was mild and warm, the
sunlight golden on her russet-brown

head, pbut all that Laurence said as
he greeted her was an eager
““Hello!"’

“*Hello," she answered, and

laughed a little because it was such |

morning and she liked

being with Laurence

They walked hand
down the road to the house,
then Laurence said, “'I've been shut
up in what passes for a city, in thege
parts, for quite a bit—couldn't we
walk down through the meadow and
over to the Ridge before lunch?"

“We'll probably just about have
time,"’
They crossed the backyard,
went down through
with, of course,

the meadow
the inevitable ac-

companiment of dogs and cats and |

chickens and cows,
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Megan answered him lightly. |
and |

NEEDLEWORK PATTERNS

Midriff Sports Set for Tots
Pineapple Motifs to Cm< het

Pineapple Doilies
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Artistic Future |
Mother (referring to school re m
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daughter will never learn to draw? w."f,ﬂ\f I,“'”G“
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Time O

“Why were you discharged from
your last place?"” said the employ-
er.

“For good behavior,” said the

applicant

“What?" roared the employer. — -
““What on earth do you mean by .?,".‘uct"::';;.:‘;_' *
that?"”’

“They took three months off my

sentence,” |

The Baking Powder
with the

BALANCED Double Action

Clabber Girl is today's baking pow-
der . . . the natural choice for the

modern recipe. Its balanced double
action guarantees just the right action
in the mixing bowl, plus that final rise
to light and fluffy flavor in the oven,

CLABBER GIRL

Lirfing /Dwder

COMPANT

TERRE HAUTE I'NDIANA

in hand back |
and |

FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM

STIFF JOINTS and BRUISES

MUSCULAR ACHES AND PAINS « STIFF JOINTS « BRUISES
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