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the puppy found it. When Lilian found
Warren with the body in his arms she
hardly knew him. His anger was cold,
frightening. ’

“I'm through,” he told her. "“I've
lived in a conspiracy ever since [ came
here. Little by little you've stolen my
independence, so that I'm not a man any
more. I'm a creature. I'm the slave of
this house, and I won’t be a slave. Then
[ found a friend, and you've killed him!"'

It was unfair. It was monstrous. She
faced him with an anger as’coid as his
own. “The only conspiracy has been to
make you happy and comfortable.”

*Comfortable! Good Lord, with all
of you watching me and watching the
clock! With even this poor little beggar
wiped out for fear he'd spoil a carpet.
And you call that comfort. This is a
house, not a home, and I don't belong
init.”

“Does that mean that vou are leav-
ing it?”

“If this is your idea of living, it means
exactly that.”

TaerE was no answer. They were what
they were; two people drawn together
but not grown together. There were
no memories to tie them, there was no
mutual past to hold them. When he
turned and went out, carryving the dog,
she could think of nothing to say.

She dismissed Matitda that day, doing
it calmly enough.

‘I do not blame you for the dog,” she
said. “I do not blame you for anvthing.
But [ must carry on alone from now on.
I have depended too much on you, Ma-
tilda.”

“You're a fool if vou take that man
back.”

“That is my affair. And if it is any
comfort to you, I don’t think he i3 com-
ing back.”

There was a sl look of triumph in Ma-
tilda’s face as she left the room. She left
that day, departing without tears and
with a faintly malicious smile; as though
she knew she was not really going, that
she would be called back soon enough.
But Lilian, watching from a window, felt
strangely free, more able to face the fu-
ture. It was as though her house had
been handed back to her after all the
years,

It was not until dinnertime that she
realized that Warren had gone. It was
not credible. Shehad tried so hard, given
so much. Surely the death of a dog could
not separate them. DBut as the hours
went on she sat painfully trying to see
where she had failed. She had demanded
punctuality and order, but surely that
was not so much. She had tried to like
his friends, had gone out when the house
irked him, had looked after his neecls and
his comfort.

But he had wanted something more.
He had wanted to build a life together,
and she had offered him one already made.
She had put her house ahead of him, her
life, her habits, even her scrvants. She
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You can’t whiz along the road to health
on fresh air and exercise alone. It takes
a well-balanced diet to really keep you
going at full speed. And here's my
recipe for a breakfast that gives you a
flying start: Delicious Shredded W heat
and milk, beaped high with fresh
fruits of the season.”
hY Y Ay

This glowing young outdoor girl
hands you a well-marked map for the
glorious trail to health,

And crisp, golden-brown Shredded
Wheat gives you a high-test energy
food for the morning start. It’s whole
wheat —nothing added, nothing taken
away. You get a natural balance of the
vital health elements in their most
appetizing and digestible form.

Tey Shredded Wheat tomorrow
morning. Add plenty of fresh air and
exercise. You'll be on the main high-
way that leads to a full life of buoyant
healch and vigor.




