THE SEMI.WEEKLY TRIBUNE, NORTH PLATTE, NEBRASKA,

By HENRY KITCHELL WEBSTER

Copyright 1916, Bobbs-Merrill Co

THE REAL ADVENTURE

Money bavk without question
if HUNT'S CURE falls in the
| weatment of ITUH, ECZEMA,
RINGWORM TETTER orother
Ibehing akin discases. Price
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vithout sver giving Roduey sand me o Jenough pocket mwoney, But the dea B
; iiridirds s cax WAY %0 eh pocket money. e e me | [Every Woman Wants
A R'F'CED MUCH ¢hnnee to help. I den't see why you | of an old unpaid grocery bill ma
AFTER A VERY SERIOUS TALK WITH HER SISTER PORTIA, WHO HAS SAC JOR ) (hance AN e T wihe? v
(Oh, T snw It was my Job,"” Portia | the next day-—told her 1 wasn't going
" . ROSE ALDRICH COMES TO THE CONCLUSION THAT MARRIAGE CALLS wid, In that cool, dry tone of hers. |to coflego—sald T wns golng to get a | z’&
¥ ‘1t had to be done, and there was no [ Job, 1 got her to let me run all the f 7
Ve A FOR MORE THAN SHE HAS G“!EN IT « olse to do It So what was the | aecounts after that, and to attend to ANTISEPTIC POWDER
- ——— B -:f :n.-nk:u-.:.u fll.'\'.‘?". : . .-u-r‘u?f-'.:. And 1 ;:ntl Ul Job H-Il-lll\ bl FOR PERSONAL HYGIENE
Well, there's one thing,” Rosé sald, | gan paying my way within a week, Dissolved in water for douches stops
Rose Stanton, student at the University of Chleago, Is put off a strest ear In the rain after an argument "I helleve ('] do you as much gooml il | 1 il n thing lke that 1""1"!'- pelvic catarrh, ulceration and inflam.
with the copnductor. She I8 sncoosted by a young man who offers help und  escorts  her  home, About two nother. Getting & reast. A il nmber snld Rose ungtendily, “T'd ;l::ki;ﬂ- Rﬂe_g..d;d b, L’dh E.
months later, the soung man, Hoduey Aldrich, well-to-do lawyer, warcles Rose and this obscure girl is thrown nice Httle bungalow to live In—just never :'w'-_’.-.ll to be proud of It so long Aih..tll ?d. .ro;o'u:;.t:inu{:::;
1 Into Chicago's most exclusive soclal set, She is surrounded by luxury, but becomes I-ll--nntlnlhwl with ense, o and mather, . * =1 sort of "! 1!\.141 ald be neoud of it sald | mlhr::t.ndlm..l.l. Ecoumiul:
She tries to help her hushand, but he lnughs good nnturedly at her eforts. Rodney's married ulut&r_ Freder- wish 1 was golng, too. I wis ‘p conld In 11.'“;“ ol .k L Hes l'. 50:; .‘ and sembal mh
} yC f 1ot ghed — age~). unnatural Por ‘Nut | couldo’t help makKing a ree. F of i
el el e el £ s »rinli::( l;:li:lif;‘; :hﬂ‘: \r!!t-kd"h{ a look of | sert of griesvunee of 1t too, 1n all these : &snbl_rn‘!“‘ﬂ?ﬁézv.aﬂm.n‘ J
e ——— R g S cars I've alwave made mother afrald |
puzzied Inguiry from Ross \ nlwn 1 | MAHA NO. S51-1917
CHAPTER Vili—Continued. somewhere pear as often a8 | win, | ed after a stealght look into Rose's “Why, nothing" Portia explained. of me—alwuys made hier f-'-:l that | was W N. U, O ' 2 é
—f— A man couldn’t be any good a8 n lnw- | fuce, “you look, this morning, as if | "It was just the notlon of your leav- somechow contemptuons of her wotk

Felt Invented by a Saint

He saw her when she reached the | yer, If he did care, any more than a | bed was just where you ought to be.|ing Rodney and all you've got here—  and (dens 1 grobbed awnay until 1 got Did you know that felt was invent-
iownr Innding, and came to medt her, | surgeon could be any good, If he did, | \\'lm‘t‘u the matter with you, child?" |all the wnmlvrflall things you have to | things straightened oul, so that h»'-r | ed—accidentally—by a ssint—Snint
Oh!" he sald. *1 thought you were | You've got to keep a cold mind or you “Nothing,"” sald Rose, “—nothing |do—for what we'll have out there. | lneome was enough to lve on—enough Clement, fourth bishop of Rome?
golng to be off somewhere with Fred- | can't do your best work. And If you've | that you'd call anything, at any rate.” | T1- Ides of your envying me Is|for her to live on. I'd pulled her | o 050 woe fleeing from perseen.
erica this afternoon. It's been n great | done your bhest work, there's nothing Portin smiled fronlcally, *I'm still | svuething worth s small langh, dont | through. But then tlon, his feet became blistered from
day., 1 hope you haven't spent the | to care about, 1 honestly haven't | the same old deagon, then,” she said. | you think?" “But then there was me,"” sald Rose, “-uu'.-tuu s0 he put a Inyer of wool in
whole of It Indoors. You're looking | thought about the thing once from that | And then—"I'm sorry. I didn't mean Rose’'s hend drooped lower. She "I thought I was going to let You | .o o0 qnls. The hvni.' molsture and
great, anyway. Come here and glve | duy to this. Don't you see how It |to say that, either. I've had a rather | burled her face In her hands. “T1 do | go” Portin went on Inflexibly, “But pressure converted the wool Into a flat,
me n kiss' is?" worrylng sort of week," envy you," she sald., There was » lfhlmh' didn’t come out that way—at rumr.ml'l mass—felt. The bishop, be-
She hesitated, a little perploxed, Bhe couldn’t see how it wans, that “What Is it?" sald Rose. “Tell me least [ couldn't make up my mind to ing of an observant and practical turn
Did bhe mean mot to tell her—to| was pluln enough. What he very rea- [sbont it. Can I help?” make them—so you went to the unl- of mind, had this material manufac-
“spare” her, as he'd have sald? ‘The | sonably expected was that after so| “No," sald Portia. “T've thought it versity. 1 paid for that, and 1 pald | 00"
kiss she gave him had s different | lucid an explanation, she would turn |over and it iso't your job."” She got for your trousseau, aud then I was .
quality from those that ordinarily con- | her wet face up to his, with her old | up and went to the window and stood through.”
stituted her greetings, and the arm#| wide smile on lIl. But that was npot | looking out where Rose couldn't see Rose was trembling, but she didn't HAVE SOFT! WHITE HANDS
that went round his neck dldn't give | what happened at all. Instead, she |her face, *“It's about mother,” ghe flinch, *“Wh-what was it,” she asked
him thelr customary hug. But they | just went limp In his arms, and the | concluded. quietly. “swhat was it that might have | Clear Skin and Good Hair by Using

stayed there,
*You poor, dear old boy!" ghe suld.
and then, “Don’t you care, Roddy 1"
He returned the caress with Inter-
est, before he seemed to renlize the
different significance of It

sobg that shook her sgeemed to be
meeting no  reslstunce whatever,
At Inst she controlled, rather sudden-
Iy, her sobs, sat up, wiped her eyes,
und, after a fushion, smiled. Not at

Rose sat up with a jerk. “About
mother!" ghe echoed. *“Has she been
Hl agnin this week? And you haven't
let me know! It's a shame [ haven't
been nround, but I've been busy"—her

been different and wasn't? Was it—
was it somebody you wanted to marry
—that you gave up so 1 could huve
my chance?"

Portia’s hard little laugh cut llke a

Cuticura—Trial Free.

The Soap to cleanse and purify, the
Olntment to soothe and heal. Besldes
these fragrant, super-creamy emol-

Then he | him, though; resolutely awny from |&mile reflected gome of the frony of knife. “You have always thought me | Hents prevent little skin troubles be-
pushed her awny by the shoulders and | him, he might almost have thought— | Portia's—"and rather miscrable, Of cold,” she sald. "So has mother. I'm | coming serious by 1““‘Pl‘llll the pores
held her where he could look Into her | as if she dido't want blm Lo see course I was golng this afternoon.” not, reslly. I'm—the other way. [ | free from obstruction. Nothing better

fuce. “What do you mean,” he nsaked.

“Don't care about what?' It didn't
seem like bravado—Ilike an acted out
pretense, and yet, of course, It must be,

“Don't,” she sald. “Because I know.
I've ‘known all day. 1 read it In the
paper this morning."

From puzzled concern the look In
his face too!; on a deeper Intensity.
“Tell me what it 18" he sald very
quietly. "I don't know. 1 didn’t rend

“That's right,” he sald, craning
round to make sure that the smlle
wus there. “Have a look at the funny
slde of It.”

She winced at that as from a blow
and pulled herself away from him.
Then she controlled herself and, in
answer to his look of troubled amaze-
ment, sa'd: “It's all right. Only it
happens that you're the one who

"Yes," sald Portin, *I fancied you'd
come this afternvon. That's why 1
waunted to esee you snlone first”

“Alone!" Rose lenned sharply for-
ward. “Oh, don't stund there where 1
can't see you! Tell me what it 18"

“I'm golng to,” sald Portin, “You
see, 1 wasn't satlsfied with old Mur-
rny. I thought it was possible, either
that he didn't understund mother's

don't believe there ever was a girl that
wanted love and marringe more than
I. A man did want me to marry him
at last, and for o while I thought I
would, Just—just for the sake of mar-
rying somebody, He wasn't much, but
he was someone, But I knew I'd come
to hate him for not belng someone else,
and I couldn’t make up my mind to
it. So I took you on instead,

at any price for all tollet purposes,
Free snmple each by mail with Book,

Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. L

Boston, Sold everywhere.—Adv,

How Women Fish.

It doesn’t serve to mellow a man's
disposition to take a woman or two
into the boat when he goes bass fish-
ing. For women nlwnys want to fish,

d-doesn't know how awfully funny it | Ca%e, or else that he wouldn't tell me “I stopped hoping, you see, and | ¥ never could they or ‘“'"lflllnlll;l‘&'
the paper this morning, Is it Harrl- | really 18" ‘Her volce shook, but she | What he suspected. So a week ago tried to forget all about it. And, in| Stick those hﬂl‘lrld_ o wlrl‘;.s._ ng
et?" Harrlet wos his other sister— today, 1 got her to go with me to a angleworins on the hook. So, between

murried, and not very happily, It was
beginning to appear, to an Italian
count.

A revolution —an sort of sick mise
glving—took the color out of Rouse's
cheeks, “It lsn't anyone,” she sald,

got it In hand again, “No, [ don't
mean anything by that, Here! Give
me & kiss and then let me wash my
fuce,”

And for the whole evening, and
agnin next mornlng untll he left the
house, she managed to keep him in the

speclalist.” Her voice
harder and cooler, “Mother'll never be
well, Rose. Her heart Is getting flab-
by—degenernting, he ealled it. He
snys we can't do anything except to
retard the progress of the disease. It

pot a little

g wity, 1 succeeded. 1 was beginning
to get real jobs to do—big jobs for
big people, and It was exciting. That
made it easier to forget. I was begin-
ning to think that some day I'd earn
my way into the open, big sort of life
that vour new friends have had for

balting thelr hooks and removing the
perch and pumpkin seeds and stralp-
ing your spine to keep the boat from
turning turtle and the lines from get-
[ ting suarled up, you haype a most en-
| Joyable outing, do you not? Yes, you

=1 “It's nothing llke that, It's—iIt's that | only half-questioning belief that noth- | MY o fast, or it may go slowly. That nothing. And then, a week ago, there | :'[;'g [:;::“ 41111:':” lr:::] f!t!‘r"‘\.'l:‘:ls‘f"l::'ll'l'“:\"l\':l:::
u " ’ 5 2 e ; b v H
J o ‘i‘°'..l't[9'h :“““:lb“:‘& i l"": ing was the matter. '}'.L“;"':d“";ll"f;: A J“"; & symptom, |upm Something Nice for Him to Make | ¢uine the doctor and cut oft that| . %o, . g ouzine. And then, when
1 e av8-hean dec agalns It was sbout an hour after that, | '® 50id. BShell have others. And by Love To. chunce. | you finally hook a five-pound bass
a you. Didn't you know " that ber mald came into her bedroom, | *04 b¥, of course, a fatal one.” dull Med inh lce. “Wh “And yet—" she leaned suddenly | ( . hing ut lenst three pounds and
&L For a moment his expresslon was | where she had had her breskfust i Still she dido't look around from | G0!. muffied passion in her volce. ¥ | forward, snd the passion that had i
o .lmp{y the absence of all expresslion I - NES, MERSEEN SN A0 the window, Bbe knew Rose was Cry- | shouldn't I envy you? You're so cold been suppressed In her volee till now SRRy Gt RN SIS GO RELRRERFQ
whatever. “Bnt. how the dickens did Euid PSR S FfARCRaNiNG 507 en Ing. She bud heard the fﬂﬁﬂ ﬂﬂ'lllmd Earinin gil tho S{os. JOB JEEke It' ed L,'u l:;tu flame—"and yet t"fll.'; NCBIER, B DINC AL, J08 EWERLY JDI0:
| gou k“;“-' shytiing mm it How er. choke that followed her first announce- | UP YOuUr mind what you'll do and you \'Ll.llll_:J . I"w kit T Soull lll.l"'.""dnue ul(:ﬁ' :uzln!;m IllhutnvI ].-m-m-rr :;l:l_l‘mi*llll_'!i
v 3 v : no 0 Dring 11 HE, Ugly 1Hng into
\ did you happen to see it In the paper? CHAPTER 1X. ment of the news, and since then, ir- ::;Lkl;' m,:'mflrfy r:gh,?]?nutilf?gs and Just differently? T've lived the kind of 1ife | ., . v o+ ‘.,’: else they'd jump ::m "
i How did you know the title of It? s :;W'B.ﬂ}'. :l muffled sound of sobbing. "Yontie got & hushehd” sald Portia they pr(:nr_'h ulmu_t-—n Jife of ‘:mh!e you calmly euse up on the line and
“T was In the court the day yon The Damascus Road she wanted to go over and L““'fﬂ"|m a thin, brittle volce. *“That might suerifice,” It hasn't ennobled me, It's give Mm slack, nlso his freedom, do
" " A 5 the young, stricken thing ther h ' . . oty e AR — ! ' Rl 2 S it
"! argued It" she sald unevenly. “And| It argued no real Inck of siaterly I:ed,ybut l:lw mufdn't :Iw ‘;:;;:’n ftﬂ_‘;' count for something, I should think."” '\t:':::“w:;";wp::"v I:::‘E“M“‘;:; dlffl;: you not? Yes, you do not! And when
} n.ch-cuuu that Rose didu't want to see nothing but a dull, irresistible anger | _ "“Yes, and what good am I to him?" | hetween l‘:ﬂ", ik AF o8 With the day Is spent, they tell you what
E pOFUiA that moruing. Hven If there |, .. " "o onid bave the easy reliet| Rose demanded. “He can't talk tof ZU8 BVECl o W D S o | SUERETOR 1106 b WAYSINAL W09
A had been no other reason, belng found ’ e . ¥ L | me—not about his work or anything |¥°"F "g_- SHD FPRT DRpnaRs your POW= | ynake you promise to feteh them ngain,
ot in bed at half-past ten in the morning [ tears, which had been denled her. . "o ™70\ 0V aaitt help him any | °F OF loving and attracting love! WhY, | 04 you promise, of course, do you
| by a slster who inflexibl sned her | BeCBUSe Portia couldn’t cry, o ; 4 you even love me, now, in spite of all t7  You do like—heaven !
- s { d _OVORET REF] " vige aald she went on, “that In this | W&¥. I'm something nice for him to Ive sald this mmoroing. ¥ve envied | L AL RGOl V5 3
s, |I‘:ﬁ‘!usfnl’li:ﬂlut“':::g;l:l'lHtl:ll::g::"h::m::l:i climate, living as she has been dolng, | @ake love to, when he feels like d"i you that—I've almost hated you Mat;li;'lg_ Sizes
M other potentinlly \'uilll excusm' wns she'd hardly last six months, but that TS AR T3 & Sisbace: When for it “That was such n little t:"-m: he gave
. ¢ in # blund climate like southern Cali- | Make scenes and get tragle. And| o y 2! T've w A o ]
enough to make one feel apologeti ) ) No, that's a lle! T've wanted 10.| i gy
;L : APOORENE | fornta, it she's carefully watched al |that's all. That's—marriage, I guess. |, ly thing T could ever hate you | e’
il 5 and worthless, Rose could truthfully Thadhlis ¢ o D :: “‘“y! m" 8" | You're the lucky one, Portla.” r!"" on iltlm“; ‘;"l’"‘ "“; wmte you [ “pye she is such a lttle belle.”
1 el % S " ( nt excitement or over- : ’ . ; s , 'v 23
A say thut she was feoling wretched. | (i 0 T I e good muny | The silence had lnsted a good while | °F WORC B FOT TRAE EOUVE B0 —
But Portia would sit there, slim and | -0 009 : * Y| before Rose noticed that Portin had t:; e I;:,‘l’n“":;e| Fireworks are not the only sign ot
- erect, In a lttle stralght-backed chalr, “8"- that's What we're soinx o do. | 208 stirred: had sat there as rigidly l“ . 35 ol i bg i .5; ]mtrlhnllmu‘ Days' works counts guite
K- and whatever perfunctory commisera- | ¥ going 0u1 il as a Agure carved In fvory. fo a8 well as yours, I'm ranch | jeqvily.
TR tion st ight . > 1 Pve written the Fletchers to look out they cut off so that you c¢onld grow, |
1y 1 S e ARALAMN. 29 SUNEeRY, 8. place for us, and I've sold out my| Becoming aware of that, she ralsed | ;. "0 " ive up nnd let the big thing
" g ook of her fine eychrows would be ' :

; .
i By y " were tanlking this morning, becoause | P
, ! ll..llnsen shrinking from & talk the Fletchers, we'll begin to pack. hands. .| you're too weak to hold It and haven't reparln
E with Portla that worning wus a mild Withi veok. 1 hope.” “It needed Just that, I suppose” |’ J , B |
& feeling compared with Portla's dread R l““ " ‘r';' 4 ('l“-l-m h St she heard her older sister say between |:II1|I'L :‘"U"rh ’l" .‘.lm” 1f;|r li: o 'l;h |
0y » She | . “Laook ne, Bl OB,
{ of the iwpending talk with Rose, SRS SO = t,m e, | \lmost motlonless lips. *1 thought it ity S ,l ! N tor Tomurrow
: Twice she hud wulked by the per- erled out Increduously : “And you and | refty sombleta before. but 617 ords rang llke a commund upon a
_' fect doorway of the MeCrea house b{- mother are golng awey to Californin ::r:‘; lrl‘ml tfl I:lll:(l' ;l t]wrl'n-t't llhat you BasCen N I
. X N e J s » ), <" 3 o
~ fore she entered (t, because she lu“llval And leave me here all alone ! think I'm the lucky one—lucky never 'lurtln Jooks ‘,l,' '"',W » blue ey Many pCOPlC seem able
T shrunk from the ordeal that awalted All alone with the whole of your | ., have had a husband, or anyone | Ce Dlazing. “I won't do that™ she | § oo g2} " ffee for a time
] her in there. own life,” thought Portla, but didn't| L 0 p o ihat mutter. to l;wc me.  And arid very quletiy. “L_promise. you .
They had been seelng sach other | ¥0¥ It lacky now, to huve to give up the only | DAt Then the hard determination | | without apparent harm, but
ne L « LO DAV ) Eive » Lie C - 1 .
with reasonable frequency all winter.| T ean't realize it at all” Rose went | sopctitute 1 had for that” in her fuce "I“.‘"“‘_"il to something soft- | | ywhen health disturbance,
The Aldriches had Portis and her|on after a little silence, “It doeso't | wportia 1™ Rose cried out, for the |~ "0 18 If Portins resistance count- | § ouen though slight, follows
mother In to a family dinner pretty | #eem—possible. Do you believe the |, ardant. alkaline bitterness in her sis. | ©4 06 more than that of a child, she | offee’ 4 W
often, and always came out to Edge. [ "pecinlist Is right? Can’t we go 10| ,,pty volce, nnd the tragie irony In her pulladiber yibier Up.in: Bee SE0e 4nd ¢ $INac; Iy I Whe B0
waler for n one-o'clock dinper with | Someone else und make suref” face “."g'"“mm‘ terrifying. ‘“m the held her tight, And so, at last, Portla mvestlgatc.
p the Btantons on Sunday, "What's the use?” sald Portin, “Be ....|ft-ry might never have been uttered B0 NN FOUSE OO
Mrs, Stugton had taken n great lk- | *ldes, If 1 drag mother uround to any | por any effect it had. Th
N ing to Rodoney. Hls manner toward | tore of them, she'll know." “I hoped this wouldn't happen,” the The breach of misunderstand- I Ou,sa;_lda nf homes'
~ her had just the blend of deference Rose looked up sharply, “Doesn’t | words enme steadlly on, one at a time. Ing widens between Rose and “t iere coffee was found to
- » “What Do You Mean?” He Asked. |u0d Dbreery unconventionality that|she know?” |"l boped 1 could get this over and Rodmey. Rodney longs for his djsagree. have changed the
pleased her, He showed an unending | “No" sald Portia Io that hard, even | gat nway out of your life altogether old free life and Rose thinks family table drink to
| when I found they printed those things | jnterest In the Womun Movement— | volee of Meres, “I led to her, of course, | without letting it happen. ~ But I that she is a useless butterfly. An 4 k
. In the paper, I kept wateh. And to- | pever tired of drawing from his | You know mother well enough to know | can't. -Perhups It's just as well—per- unusually Interesting scene Is
( day . . " motherdn-law the story of her labors | what she'd do If she koew the truth | nang It may do you some good. But Il described in the next install.
) “Why, you dear child 1" he sald. And | qnd the exposition of her bellefs, Some- | about It. Don't you know how IUS | ihat's not why I'm dolng it. I'm do- ment.
the queer, ragged quality of his voice | times he argued with her playfully o | always plensed hor when old people ing It'for myself, Just for once, I'm
drew her eyes back to his, so thuf|order to get her started. Mwre often, | could dle—'in harness,” as she say8?' | volng to let go! You won't lke It 'TO BE OBETINURD) -
' ahe saw, wonderingly, thut they were |und so fur as Portla could see, quite The ordeal, or the worst of It, was | You're golng to get hurt.” e Dhs ke e | -
bright with tears. “And you never|seriously, he professed himself in full |over. Rose wus drooplng forlornly Rose drew herself erect and a curl- Analyzing Waters, :
il sald a word, and you've been bother- | nccord with her views, forward, one sarm eclasped around her | gus change went over her face, so that Mineral wuters ure eusily aoalyzed Os um
| ing your dear little head about it all The reason why these family parties | knees, nnd she wns trylng to dry her [ you wouldi't have known she'd been by meuns of the spectroscope, s |
1 the time, Why, you darling!" were at an eénd was what Portla came | tears on the sleeve of hor nightgown. | orying, She drew in a long breath | shown by M. Jneques Bardet, and this
| He sat down em the edge of the |to tell Rose this morning. She hoped [The childllke pathos of the attitude | and sald, very steadily: “Tell me. 1| is llkely to prove one of the best meth- With i ith
dable, and pulled her up tight Into |she'd be nble to tell It gently, caught Portin like the surge of & wave. | gha'n't try to get away.” ods for this work. He sends a beam ith improved health,
1 arms again. She was glad to put Rose gr’m-lvd her with a “Hello, | She ¢rossed the room and sat down on “A man came to our house one day | of light through the water to be an- | and it usually follows,
1 head down-—didn't want to leok | angel! Why didn't you come right | the edge of the bed. She’d have come | tg collect a biL" Portla went on, | alyzed and thence through the spec- the ch de be
i . . pe e change made becomes
’ at his face; she knew that there was |up? Isn't it disgraceful to be lying | still closer and taken the girl (o her | quite as If Rose hadn't spoken. “Moth- | troscope prisio, o order to permit of ll s
: 'L & smile there mlong with the tears. around In bed Uke this in the middle | arms, but for the fear of starting her | ap was out, and I was at home. I was | examining the spectrum, this method a permanent one, pay
“And you thought I was worrylng [of the morning crylng agoln, ‘

of tomorrow,
g unhuappy because I was beaten?” | as well stay In bed, If you've nothing | And I guess she's right about It. It | guppose you were at school, Anyhow, | in different samples of mineral wuter,
. He putted her shoulder consolingly |to do when you get up” She meant |must be horrible to be hulf-allve—to | | was nt home, and [ let him In, and [ and even the rarest metals, such as “ ’ ”
with a big hand, “But that's all in | it to sound good-bumored, but wos | knew you're no use snd pever will be. | he made a fuss, 1 knew we weren't | germanlum sod  galllum, which are There SsAa Reﬁson

t #t" he persisted, “and that I'd

Ahe day's work, culld. I'm Dbeaten

skeptical,

“I don't know,” sald Portia. “Might

afraid It didn't

“Auyhow,” she add-

business—rook an offer that T refused
n month ago. As goon as we hear from

“Yea," Rose sald, “That's mother,

her hend. Portin wasn't looking at
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