Comemisona CUOU 73

BOWLING NIGHT-

IF YOU COULD ROLL STRIKES
AS FAST AS T MAKE BUCKWHEATS WAIT UNTIL
WITH AUNT JEMIMA'S‘ READY MIX You SEE MY
YOUu'D j?E LEADING NEW HOOK

E ravolve around, yourself, for a him very well yet. They’re all nice, but
L Babar’s my friend.”
at do you need help about?” “And Black is my friend, Mimsy.”
iscomfort made him blunt. “It Calialinked her arm through his witha
£ beaS bad as your letter sounded.” little laugh. “Come along, Black, and
§Can’t it?” Her eyes were dark let me show you what Ranny splashed
B “disturbance. You act as if you’d around me for Christmas.”

‘ “ s oot . N ’

- tten how Just a sec, till I meet the rest of the | | er | 1 - PUT’EM HE LEACUE/ BALL..(T

: Black, dear,” the high soft voice of family,” he stalled. “ What about the W Tﬁ%?EP,!AGA%E! CQES LIKE
ild cut across her mother’swords, dolls, Mimsy?” [ : [ WE DONTWANT

ANY SPUTY IN

B haven't come and said hello to IS CAME/

“Oh.” She smiled up in triumph at

toys, and they're very unhappy
bat it.
tt’g look ‘em over, Mimsy.” He
' quickly from the couch and cast
iKe an apologetic smile. Any worry
d would keep for a while, and
K was, after all, Mxmsy 3 play time.
oah, there are a lot.,” For Mimsy
Ball her dolls and stuffed animals
B4 up in a double row on her bed.
g troduce me, will you.'
Yes they want me to.” She turned
e bed. '*This is Black, a doctor in
’hospltal and a friend of Ranny’s,
&1 a1l you people must be nice to him,
Btuse he’s a great guy, Ranny says,
I think so too.” She used her fa-
r's first name with complete spon-

heity.
og she turned to Black with an
ponscious imitation of Celia’s social
kaner that made him grin. *“ This is
, Black'’ —she picked up a very
lnd dirty green elephant in a green
§and cuddled it in her arms—*“my
: friend in the world. This is
‘d "
%omted to a red plush reindeer

b \te felt horns and a collar of
'_ was an expensive-looking toy, and
ik picked it up and turned it over
fiously. “ Goad Lord " —as he found
» . ey in the animal's side—*“he can
fg.” He gave the key a turn and a
lick syncopated version of Silent
pht, Holy Night came tinkling
b, Celia had crossed the room and
standing close beside him, watch-
.the introductions. He glanced at
to see if she shared his amusement
the incongruity, but she was looking
Mlmsy with an irritated expression
smokmg in short angry puffs.
sn't he a grand fellow, Mimsy?”
grinned his delight at the child.
Yes, she said, as if not to hurt the
Meer's feehngs, very grand, and he
nice musie, but I don’t know

his attention. ** Well, this is the baby
doll”" —pointing to a sleepy plush doll
of almost life size and very lifelike ap-
pearance—*‘and this’’—she pointed to
a French doll with a felt face and dark
hair like her own—"is the little gir
doll. The father doll is at the office.
This is the mother doll’”’—she indi-
cated another—“but the mother doll
is sick. That’s why she is lying down.”

“Sick. That's too bad. What's
wrong with her?”

“I don’t know,”” she said seriously,
““but I think maybe she’s going to die.
She’s awfully sick, the doctor says.
She’s sick with an operation.”
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der—““that’s an awful way to talk.
What would the little girl doll do if the
mother doll died?””

““She’d still have the father doll,”
said Mimsy tranquilly.
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“But she is going to die,” Mimsy in-
sisted. “The doctor says so."”

“Well, you'd better play something
else,” said Celia severely.

Mimsy looked up at her and her
mouth was quivering. “I can’t help it
if she’s sick,” she said faintly, and two
tears rolled down her cheek. She
turned and ran acrosg the room to the
doll’s house, and climbed up into the
nursery again, but this time her head
was huddled in one corner and her
ghoulders were shaking.

*“Mimsy.” Black started across the
room toward her, but Celia stopped
him.

“Leave her alone. She always hides
in there when she’s been naughty.
She knows it’s wrong to go pretending
people are dying. She’ll come out in 2
few minutes. Look, come see Ranny’s
Christmas present.” She opened a
door -leading from the child’'s room at
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Some of America’s most pungent prose
comes [rom the typewriters of those who
compose our advertisements. Here are a

" “Have an Old-Fashioned
Buckwheat Supper Party!"

' few recent nuggets,

If your car is old enough to
8moke, it’s time for Perfect Cir-
Lles.

B —PERFECT CIRCLE PISTON RINGS.

Perfumes that whisper, * Some-
: Ohe lovely has just passed by.”
] —D'ORSAY.

Let us tan your hide.
~THE CROSBY FRISIAN FUR CO.

Stops cracks like the marines
stop Japs.
—NATIONAL GYPSUM COMPANY.

As pretty a pair of hands as
ever monkeyed with a wrench.
— HINDSHONEY & ALMOND CREAM.

The “turkey and plum pud-
ding"" of tobuceo cuisines.
—WEBSTER CIGARS.

AUNY JEMIMA AUCKWHEATS
Hot Syrup  Melted Butar
Hot Chocolate

YOU CAN FIX
AUNT JEMIMA
BUCKWHEATS IN A
JIFFY-HER SECRET
RECIPE 1S READY-
MIXED FOR You !/




