rasaaeas ,’upontbewa!l. It made the room lovk * i °
: . : [ daft and ‘golden.s Hig g ook A BABY WHILE HIS BOTTLE'S BEIRG By GLUTAS WRLIANS - Scotch Drizzle
HUN !abon:—genuy.‘bnsx'inx berself wifh A
5 GER 5;.?1‘1:;;, e:;h,m.é:u:z Thers fa 8o wiad, 20 (ks soft cares-{oapping 13 freshrasa on thetr broad
!andinert_ ed eyes, patient, stup siggnhnmhutmmnmmm The bridge orer the
eeeeeeeeene.. I Tte truth was Michsel Joyee had i oepe ks amove_ais, fae aua] Sl ¢ met;ek:om“;imm-‘
m"f‘*“’h‘;’:{:ﬁmm%d the  Roog g::‘__;*’-g e ralsinishl ;mhz""‘*’-m ‘;:““‘;;:“ ‘;:b“"“"- *|ished. _There is zatiny sottness 1n the
"His son Mickeen sat: Wi 3 sea o ea3 grace-lair am3 a2 etn: resting
opposibe.bahminghinrclfonzthme.fbamnﬁddsoftheishndmbeam ful allvery formas. It hangs fm clear onrnn,uko:boaegzuo:umnmo
legged stool Tkey were complete];; kim, Otker men might strive endless- i
idle acd silen i

t, £ot lookin, H fishing .

another, nor looking at 2anything in' busbandry for the bare necessities
partienlzr. Their eyes were listless® life, but Mickael wzs a little more
and de2d. A smalf mound of turf| inteliigent, a Lit.e more cowardly,
burned in a kezp of white ash. Now | than those others. If they were to die
and then tke wird puffed ‘'down the: of hunger asd misery, let them Jis

There fs the faintest of swishiog
; golden leafy mold bepeath . It brush-| sounds 1n the afr, g0 fafnt that oaly
Wide ckimcey sending elonds of smoke quickiy, bimself and his family. Tae €5 tho trees on the height with a|those attamed am o
and ash jnto their faces. world was a relentless place, and ke €ar—a restleas

Ths rean and the litile boy were

would ro: plead with it por coax it
very like one arother. They bad the

Life offered him nothing. Very well,

indefiniteness. It speaks quictly to,|scorched face to the Sky, wer. steadily
same high cheek-bores, and long, nar-| ke woald kave rothing., What sas 214 pats geotly, the flat Jeaves of the acknowledgieg 2rd appraising thiz
row he=ds covered with closely-crop-1 the use of making a fuss?

ped black hair. The man’s lips were
So tightly compressed they were only
a thin-straight line, but the box’s
mouth was soft and curved and youth.
ful. They both wore 2n expression of

d they accept
gratitude, while

A Treasure Trove

His wife looked at him now wita
batred in her eyes. Taere was uy
meek acceptanca in her attitude to
their circumstarces. “Ah, Michae!
Joyee,” she saie, in a spitting sort of

Zeatle foflux of molsture—Writer fa

its miristrations with Christian Science Monitor.

What New York

uncatural patience, the boy, gertiy| voice, “you are a lazy man: good for For Tlﬂe-H ters Is wearmg
patient, the man a little sullen, a little aothing. Is there m-ught you ¢an co e :
more  hopeless.  Their shoulders but sit with your hands folded and

drooped; their hands nung idle. Tkeir
clothes were of the same cut; rough,
white flannel jackets and grey homa-
spun trousers, ragged at the edzes
with much wear.,

Aickeern's feet were bare. Now he
throst them forward and curled uis
toes into the warm white ash,

His Iather iook no notice of hire.
He pulled up the long legs of tkis

The Bible and Shakespeare
Both Used by Modern
Authors For Titles
Where do authors geot titles for
Zovels and plays?
The general impressfon {5 that the
Bible is the best source for an effeo-

Lln title, and for generations novel-

your eves closed? Look at Mickeen's
feet—destroyed with the cold. Wkeze
are the pampooties you were t» make
Eim this two weeks?”
He got up slowly ard stretched
kimself. “You can scold now out of
your full belly, I suppose. I would be
as well for be to be going out. I prom-
ised anyway to see Flaherty about

BY ANNEBELLE WORTHINGTON

Illustrated Dressmaking Lesson Fug.
nisked With Every Pattern

ts have delved fnto its pages,
something.” - 2 LR 5 > !dShAkesPe;.m. too,. apparently, pro-
trousers and watched his legs mo:- “Something! Something! I know RETR! 7' 'E CHPR - = IiTO “ g ""-m : etd) nexhausﬂb!reectre SASuIY. flor
tling with the heat. Delia Kelly al-f vour something. Something in a >int A RED MATH MOTHER NS o Utshunter, as a R e b
Wways came to school with her legs|pot likely enough. With me fine Petor

TROM HEARTH. SUGS T HAPPILY  CRREFWLY STERIIZED BOTILE

T SO

red znd mottled like that; hut the
Kelly’s were well-off people and had 2
big fire in their housa from morning
till night. D-"a could toast herself
all through the winter. No wonder
she was 1at, the way sh> was always
laughing and cating.  Nearly every
morning she had a half-penny for

lshed in The Shakespeara Associa-
tion Bullettn (New York) demon-
strates.
Karl J. Holzknecht, assistant pro-
fessor of English fn New York Uni-
versity, lists in this bulletin no less
than thirty-four - recent books and
Plays with titles taken from Shake-

Flaherty writing it up against you till
he has the roof taken from -ff our
heads.” 2
But Michael was gone; the door
slammed bekind him.
Mickeer watched his mother fum-
ing rourd the house like a hen with
ruffled feathers. He was not disturb-

ried to get ready for school, his teeth
chattering. The hungry pain was in
his stomach again. It was terrible the

tongue and laughed a careless little
laugh. “To tell you the truth, miss,
I did not,” he said, in a great hurry.

Gulf Stream Found

= e Speare. “Macbeth™ seems the most
swoets. She would buy liquorise and o A way hunger came back so soon after! “I was lata getting up and Y had to TO Be Spr eadmg popular source, with ten titles to its
eat it while the children watched by ed by Ler anger. Mildly he WO“‘-’?:*‘d you had eaten. He watched his mo-!run for me life the way I would be _ credit. Four come from “As You Like
Bever Eéing any of it was: .\!ic!:een' what.xt.would‘be' Ix'lge “'hen_‘Pef-el' fia-| ther with wolfish eyes to see if she'in time for school. My mother had| While Cold Arctic \Vate:s 1t,” three from “Hamlet” Occasion.
thouzit if ever he ot & bolfpenuy herty went away with the roof. Sud- would produce any breakfast. Sho!the tea wot and ‘- 2ggs down in the

denly his motker ran at him and be-
8an caressing his head. . “Your .ittle
cold feet Ah, God help yvou, your 'it-
tle cold feet,” she said, in a tone of
awful sadness. “I declare [l st
those shoes for you myself. Get me
down the cow skin from the loft,
astoir.”
It was a great evening, Micke:a
thought; with all the tea they had
and now the new sancals of cow skin
his motier was to make for him. He
watched her pondering over the small
piece of dried black and white pelt.
How clever she was. She made him
Teel safe and happy ard warm in his
heart. With the sharp knife raised
in her hand, she began to cut.
“Wait a while,” Mickeen called to
her. “You will give me one white
pampootie and one black the way you
are cutting it.”
She looked at him apologetically. “I

stick of liquorice he wou'd cut it ‘nto
eighteen kbits and give a bit to ev
boy in the school. He wouid not gi
any to the girls® sige.
The thought of the liquorice made
him terribly hungry. He wondered if
his mcther wouid bring any brezd.
March was 2 hungry month <ight
" enough, and it couldn't ba helped.
The door opened and she came in;

a tall, thin woman, old and sorrowful-
looking, though - she was scarcely
middle-aged, - Shé was thirner than
the man and the boy: her face was
ugly because it was so thir. Her lips
seemed to have shrupk away, leaving
her gums pale and exposed above dis-
colored teeth. There were deep chan-
nels beneath her eyes, as though her
flesh had beer worn away by tears.
Michael and Mickeen. looked up a:
her with hope. “My God!” she sai@d,
. warily. “Will you sit over the fire

ally tro authors select the same words
—like “Full Fathom Five’ Some-
times two of them just avold a traffic-
Jam in titles. For instance: Agnes
Logan chooses “There Is a Tide,” and
Dorothy Lambert, “Taken at the
Flood.”
Professor Holzknecht's complete list
now offers invaluable first aid toward
eliminating congestion and repetition.
Here it is:
Life’s Fitful Fever—Margaret Neo-
vinson. “After Hte’s fitfu] fever he
sleeps well."—Macbeth, I, 1.
To-morrow and To-morrow—Philip
Barry. -“To-morrow and to-morrow
and to-morrow, Creeps in this petty
pace from day to day."—>Macbeth, V, v.
All Our Yesterdays—H. 3. Tomlin.
son. “And all our yesterdays have
lighted fools the way to-dusty death.”
—DMacbeth, V, v.

Brief Candles—Aldous Huxley. “Out,

Retreat, Declare
Expiorers

Nfld.—Discovery that the
m has increased in extent
sual degree this year has
e by investigators on the
United States patrol boat General
Green which, after being  engaged
four months in exploration work in
northern waters, sailed for Boston.
*The explorers, including Command-
er Ricketts and Mr. OQlat Mosby,
formerly associated with Dr. Fridjef
Nansen in oceanographic work in
Norway, furtker discovered that,
owing to the exceptionally high tem-
peratures, the cold Arctic waters had
receded much farther north, Remark-
ably few icebergs were seen. En-
croachment of the Gulf Stream upon
the western slope of the Newfound-
land banks was found between the

poured out a little cold tea from the
pot and put it before him. “There’s
nothing else,” she said, looking away
from his questioning face. “1 kept
the heel of the loaf for vou last night,
out himself rose early ard took it and
went out; God curse him!” Her voice
was thick with misery. “Sure I'm not
one bit hungry, Mamoa,” ke lied gal-
lantly.
He ran down the road to warm him-
self, greeting the other children with
simaiated cheeriness. The white pam-
pootie was terribly white and the
black one terribly black, but he honad
they would not remark on it. His legs
Wers warm anyway in the stockings.:
3iss O'Mara, the head teacher, saw
him beating his hands together twhen
he entered the door, and she callad
him to the fire to warm himself. She
herself always sat near the fire ot

pot to boil, but I couldn’t wait for
them.” .

“There now. I knew the child was
hungry.” Miss 0'Mara turned to
her companion triumphantly. “It was
not the slap made you faint at all,”
she said to Mickeen in a reproving
way, “but if you told me you had no
breakfast I would have excused your
inattention. You had a right to tell
me. Now I will give you half of my
lunch and you will be fine. There
will be no call for you to mention to
anybody the slap you got or the weak-
ness you took.” o
“Sure I wouldn't mention it, miss.
I’d be ashamed,” Mickeen assured her.
They left him in the room alone
with the food before him; a lovely
rich room ‘with a colored picture of
the Pope on the wall, and a big cal-
endar printed in Gaelic lettering of

v
ve

St. John's
Gulf Strea
to an unu
been mad

! : 1 y her high desk. Mickeen watched her green and gold. The_re was a.wicker forty-ﬁr_st and forty-second paral!els ont, brief candle! :Macbetb, ,V' v.

till it dies out?” Mickeen jumped np ,c:&: fﬁlﬂ :;;f;g’{; ,f:,fe :.sp}ﬁ:s_;,_,: a little enviously; when she turned arm<hair heaped with cushions, a :ﬁ l°’]'g‘t“d;h46 ;’“t' l:_ben turning g,f‘;‘;f,‘;ﬂff{;;:; tf:‘;ﬁ?:lﬁ:f;

from his stool; his father stirred un. your father as well. His socks are| about the flames were reflected in har | thick woollen -rug, and a silver vase : ::payh nz v iti: r:a‘;:g another Kats x Paris hzs suck an easy way ofi

easily. down on ths stones already. She turn-| thick spectacles: two miniature fires! filled with paper tulips. The fender s"‘l) o ch I twal’ i e Q?Sfﬂg'ﬂ Hoar Upon the Stage—A. Pinchot.] F3KIBE 2 piece of fabric and turning.
“There’s'no more turf in it,” they | oq quickly from the disappointment in | burning and crackling above her rei|before the piled-up fire was gold and |slope. Temperature at one point in o .

excused themselves in chorus. y -

his face.

“Well, if there isn't, go and find
some other fuel. Take the bucket this
minute, Micky, and gather some dung
from tha fields.”

“I'll take the sack,” Mickeen said,

Delia Kelly had leather shocs froma
Galway. Shamus O'Brien had lovely
vellow boots, high and laced. Every
child had pampooties that matched

cheeks. Tt was kind of her to let him
warn himself. Sometimes he thought
he was a pet of Miss 0’Mara’s. She
Wwas very easy on him, and hardly
ever slapped him or kept him in.

glittering and polished.
Mickeen saw these things with awe.
Then he turned to his lunch with a
sigh of expectation. Here was such
food as he had mever seen before,

last year.

the are: was 2¢ degrees higher than

The General Green expedition start-
ed north in July to study ocean cor-
rents, salinity, temperatures at var-

in a broken voice. He hated to be seen
with a bucket gathe:ing dung. A sack
could bz more easily hidden; people
might not know what he was getting.
e poii-
er to find the sack,
wondering passionately if his mother

He rummaged about behind th
tees in the dress

had brought ood.
“Did you bring bread?” Mickeen
acked, in a shameg voice.

“I did not: flour I got. T'll have a

hot Laf for your tea when vou come
in”

After that he went light-heartedly.

With the sack folded up small under
his arm he ran past the neighboring
kouses.  All the doors were shut he-
cause of the cold. Perhaps nobody
would be looking at him. The wind
was like an icy fire. . It scorched ais
eyes until they streamed with tears.
It caught his breath and made him
cough. He ran along the high road
where Patrick Coyne drove his cows
night and morning. He might find
what he wanted there. But there was
only a litter o small sharp ‘stenes
along the road.- They stung his feet
at every step. That was the worst of
getting yourself soft and tender at
the fire. '

He had to go the two miles to
Coyne's field. With fear in his hear:
he climbed the high, loose stone wa!l.
He would die of shame if Patrick or
any other one were t¢ catch him now.
There was a rough shed in one corner
where the cattle sheltered. Here he
was abie to fill his sack quiezly. When
he got back to the road he felt safe
and triumphant. If he were to meet
Patrick Coyne now, or Delia Kelly, he
Leed not let on what was in the bag:
but Le met nobody. He was thankful
to the awiul wind for keeping the
people in their houses. He was thank-
ful to ba alone on his shameful, poor

weak and very tired.

sat and thought of the other children
2nd the prosperity they enjoyed. Wist-
fully he acknowledged to himself that
he might never hope to be like they
were. But tho acknowledgmeat
brought him too much pain, and he
comforted himself by making a won-
derful story of a fortune that came
to him.

It was a bag of ;oid, a big bag. He
found it one day mixed with the
wrack on the west shore. He ranm home
to his mother, and her face was red
and delighted when he told her. He
took her on the steamer to Galway,
and they bought every kind of thing
you could want. He had new brown
boots and a check suit like Tom Hur-
ley wore when he came back from
America. He bouzht meat and salt
fish and white bread and a tin of
bull’s-eyes.” He bought a big black
horse, and he used % ride to school
on it every day. The children mar-
velled ‘at him and thought he was a
great person.

“You are half asleep, my son,” said
his motl.er’s gentle voice; “let you £
to bed and get your rest.”

The pampooties were finished, and
she laced them on his feet to see if
they fitted properly. They were very
warm and snug. - She promised him
thick stockings to go with them: He
went to bed happy.

But in the morning the grey wind
reigned again. - There was no fire. Tke
burned out dung lay dead and cold in
the draughty hearth. Mickeen hur-

one another. He would be a disgrase
tomorrow at the school with one white
sandal and one black. It couldn't ke
helped, his mother was doing her bes:.
But suddenly all his joy was gone. He
wanted to weep and weep. He falt
Without any
envy in his clear, innocent heart, ke

Geography class started, and he
went to his seat colder than ever aftor
the brief comfort of the fire. fiss
O’Mara was pointing to the map of
Ireland and making a long speech. Ie
tried to listen to her, but it was diffi-
cult to keep his mind steady. His he:
felt weak and watery inside.
Kelly, on the girls’ side, was gigglicg-: he had fever.
Maybe she was laughing at his
pooties. He tucked his eet unde
desk, trying to hide them.

mug down suddenly,

Sadly
r the | away. It was no good
stick at him, and commanded him to: it cautiously. It had a
recite the counties of Leinster.

voice, “Louth, Meath, Dublin, Wick-! The little seeds in it

low, Wexford,” then he couldn’t re-i taste, worse than the cocoa. Oh, why

member any further. Miss O’Mara| in God’s name didn’t
said she was ashamed of him and told | have decent dry bread

him to come here at or.ce. Ah, he was! dry bread that a berson was accus-
all wrong imagining he might be a; tomed to? He could fill his belly with
pet of hers. . Her face was hard and, dry.tb:jad}; so _’lﬂ Ctoulg-
'n th e t,} wai chew 1t at al 1
T the oo Baeen it down in whole mouthfuls until he
was full. . But this strange food tan-
i il him.  Desperate-

body would be sure to sce them. ile’ talized and terrified him. )
hardly felt the two slaps she- gavc! Iy he gu!ned a mouthful of the sweet
him. When he xent back to his seat cake. - His ston;lad;r;voﬂed a&d 1::;;«'—
i 1 the floor! ed. He put his head down on the e
e oo plllon ta the wri and wept bitterly.—“John O’ London’s

angry.
thinking with agony all the time of
kis white and black feet. Now every-

with a soft little thud.

He woke up on a hard oilcloth _ofa
in the teachers’ sitting-room. iss
O'Marr. and Miss Cuaran, the assist-
ant, were looking down at him. “I be-
lieve the child is.starved,” Miss 0'-
Mara was saying. Mickeen sickened
with shame. “Are you better, astoir?”
she said, in a soft, slippery tone. “I
am, miss,” he whispered; but he did
not want to move. He hoped she would
not ask him to move for a long time.
“Tell .me, Mickeen, are you hungry?
Did you get any breakfast this morn-
irg?” Her voice was confidential and
very kind.

Mickeen moistened his lips with his

* Weekly.”

Top Fly—“Look ont,

errand. Now he did not mind the
stones or the cold. He ran so that
he would reach home as quickly as
possibie, thinkinyg of the hot loaf. e
hoped it would be baked. It would ve
terrible if he kad to wait an hour. His
stomack was so empty it felt full and
painful. Oh, if angone were to tell
him row it was a mistake about the

struck’'a tornado.”
el

MUTT AND JEFF— A Kiss In The Park.

THREE oN, NoBODY Dow
THREE AnD Two oN

RUTH uP pEeXT!

STUMBLETON—~ AND BABG

INC EXFLAm, SHT

sweet cake and milky cocoa. He lifted
the drink to his .lips, then put the

face. He ran over to the fire and spat
the cocoa into the flames.
¢ never tasted such queer stuff; swzet
ad | and bitter it was, like the medicina
Deiia; the district nurse gave him the time

paa-; the thick brown liquid,
; he was afraid
| to go drinking a thicg like that. F He
Suddenly Miss 0’Mara pointed her| broke off a piece of cake and sniffed

He.! smell. Gingerly he nibbled at it. 1t
stood up and began in a sing-song! was dry and sawdusty and strange.

making a wry

He had

and 2,000 soundings ma
areas between Labrador
land never previously surveyed.
he looked into

ten pustied e were found in Hudson Strait.

strong. Jempiy members of the Courtauld expeditisn,
surveying the Greenland ice cap, ar-
rived on board. They were Mr. James
3. " Scott, Mr. Andrew Stephenscn,
and Lieut. Martin Lindsay. All had
travelled 400 miles afoot over the ice
caps. They had made exceptional
time and were in excellent condition.
Commander Ricketts, beyond stating
that fine weather had been encounter-
ed, that the crew had enjoyed the best
of health, and that ihe program had
been completed, was reticent regard-
ing- details of work as first reports
must be made to headquarters.

¢

had an awful

Miss O’Mara
for her lunch,

He wouldn’t
only swallow

Boys Transform Dump

% Into Beauty Spot
Chester, Mass.—Fifty boys turned
a blot into a beauty spot in this town
when they volunteered their services
to aid a roadside stand proprietor im-
prove the appearance of his property,
writes a correspondent of The Chris-

ed up a section near ¢he stand, long
- used for a public dump,- then they
" built a dam and established a swim-
ming hole in the Westeld River near
by. Woodland across the road was
cleaned and converted into a Ppicnic

ﬁlil; we've

ious depths and the ice drift between
Newfoundland banks and waters as
far north as Hudson Strait. Record
of temperament and salinity at var.
ious depths were taken at 122 stations
de in many
and Green-
No
field of ice was encountered on the
Labrador coast, and only 90 icebergs

Two hundred icebergs were sighted

on the Greenland coast while anchorad
against the Ivagatut Glacier. Three

Like It, II, vii.
tian Science Monitor. The boys clean- bt ; 2 =

Which tasks strength, wisdom, state.

~ grove and the establishment is now a| His manhood to the heights that takes

more."—Macbeth, V, v.

of the sea and land.”
The Ravelled Sleeve—Betty Inskio.
“Sleep that knits up the “ravell’d
sleave of care.”—Macbeth II, ii.
Look to the Lady—Margery Alling-
ham “Help me hence, ho!—Look to
the Lady"—>Macbeth, II, iif.
And Such Small Deer—E, V. Lucas.
“Mice and rats; and such small deer.”
—King Lear, III, iv,
The Night's Candles—Rene Roy.
“Night’'s Candles are burnt out and
jocund day stands tiptoe on the misty
mountain tops.”—Romeo and Juliet.
I, v, s
Give Me My Sin Again—Naomi G.
Royde-Smith. ‘Sin from my lips? O
trespass sweetly urged! Give me my
sin again."—Romeo and Juliet. I v
Who. Is  Sylvia?—Kathlyn -Rhodes.
“Who is Sylvia? What is she, That
all our swains commend her?"—Two
Gentlemen of Verona, IV, fi.
This Other Eden—E. V. Knox. “This
other Eden, demi paradise.—Richard
IL, 11, 1.
Trip No Further—Jane Lindsay.
“Trip No Further, pretty sweeting,!
Journeys end in lovers meeting.”—*
Twelfth Night, IF, ili.
Cakes and  Ale — W. Somerset
Maugham. “Dost thou think, because
thou art virtuous, thero shall be mo
more cakes and ale?’—Twelfth Night, }
II, il .
Merely Players—Claude Bragdon.

“Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor
player that struts and frets his hour
upon the stage and then is heard no

The Weird Sisters—J. Blyth. “The

Weird sisters, hand in hand, Posters
—Macbeth, I, §if.

it into a stuaning dress.
Jsn’t this one Irresistibly lovely?
Tt has such a charming neckline, ro
_safﬂy pretty and youthfully beco.n-
ing. .

And the three modish peplum frills
are arranged in new interesting man-
ner so as vot to interfere with the
smooth fit of the moulded hipline.
The hemline is comfortably full,

It’s exquisitely lovely fashioned of
printed chiffon.

Style No. 3144 may be had in sizae
14, 16, 18, 20 years, 36 and 38 inches
ust.
. Egyelet batiste in blue, yellow col-
webby lace, white crepe de chine,
printed crepe de chine, chiffon print
in green and orchid seli-patternad
are so attractive.
Size 16 requires 6% yards 39-inch.
HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.
Write your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and size of such
Patterns as you want. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each number, and
address your order to Wilson Pattern
Service, 73 West Adelaide St., Toronto.

“All the world’s a stage, And all the
men and women merely players.”—aAs :

A GREAT AIM ;
One great aim, like-a gujding - star,
above— ;

- liness, “to- Hft.

pleasant roadside attraction.

the prize.

“A fish ate the bait right off my
hook this morning.”

" _“Cheer up. He'll be all the big-

—Colombe’s  Birthday.
————csv——

ger . when you do catch him.”

e

e
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I SAY, ovd
“HAPPIE, wiL
You expPLAW_
THAT BALLY
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RU 1 -
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BABE Rum >
KISSED oneS

MY WORD— A.HARDY

SO THIS IS THeE-AR- Re_su-:r_és
BABE RUM KISSING ope!

RACE,THOSE AMERICANS®

hot bread he would die of disappoins- RGow?
ment.

Afler supper that evening it was
like heaven. Mickeen was warm in-
side and out. He had drunk three
mugs of black sugarless tea, and
¢aten enormously of hot plain bread.
'ngere was nothing in the world conld
have tasted better. ‘His mother made
2 lovely fire of the dry dung and the}
three-legged stool.

“It's no use talking,” she said, as
she broke it up, “we must hava heat
on a night like this. - By and by wé
can bzing in a flat stone and white-
wash it; it will be better than the
stool, after all” -

Mickeen didn"t care. He sat on the
floor, drowsy with food and with
warmth. The grey wind was shut out
dnd defeated. An oil 1amp was nung




