HE’S working like a ‘Trojan and eating like a wolf—this
man of yours who’d be furions if you called him a hero. Ile
doesn’t expect any mc(]als. ]hu h(- docs want plenty_of
good, Tiourishing " meals. "~

“Cooking dinner for a hungry man may not seem like
war work. Yet when you build up his reserves of energy
and staying-power, you share in the heavier building he
mnst do. For yoursell and every worker in your family,
rememher: Good food builds the builders of Victory!

“'le Army Behind the Armies —the “FOOD FRONT”

From the kitchens of America will come the
feast of Victory. Every soldier of food —
farmer, food worker, grocer, homemaker —
shares the responsibility of supplying the
bedily “ammunition” to the millions of un-
sung heroes who produce Ameriea’s war
weapons. The Food Front must not fa]ler!/

A Meal Low in Ration Points—low in
Cost—High in Food Value!

Get Chel BOY.AR.DFF Spaghetti Dinner, compleie with
1anty apaghetti sauee (low in ration pointa), One handy pack-
axc containe femy durum spaghetti L sanee ready 10 heat and
nerve .. . grated Parmenan style cheese. An inexpensive meal
for X or 4, rendy in 12 minotes. i

Chef Boy-Ar-Des Qualily Foods, Inc., Milton, Pa.

The old countess barely aliowed the
priest time to remove his vesiments be~
fore she burst into the sacristy.

**You were very foolish this morning,”
she said. 1 don’t know what got into
you or what the consequences will be.
Nevertheless, 1 can’t think of that now.
Conme, let us go 10 my grandson.”

But Nicole was standing in the door-
way.

“Come in, Nicole,” the priest invited.

Nicole smiled at the old countess and
would have touched her but she drew
herself up haughtily. “I suppose you
have come for your money.” And then
peering more closely at the bruises on her
face, “Has Alphonse been beating you?”

**Not Alphonse,” Nicole said quietly.

“1 shall give Father Aumont the
money and he will pay you,” the old
countess told her. “And now will you
excuse us?”

*“Nicole has a right to stay,” the priest
protested.

“A right?” the old countess echoed.

"Yes,” the priest said though Nicole
was shaking her head wildly. But he was
content not to tell the whole story.
**Nicole loves your grandson.”

The old countess snorted, “I have no
doubt of it. He is a man.” !

The little Jewish girl was standing in
the aisle as they came out of the sac-
risty. When she saw the priest she
dropped her odd little curtsy. “Now I
can tell them that everything will be all
right,” she said joyfully.

*“Just what miracle are you going to
work for the Jews?" the old countess de-
manded when Ruth had gone and they
were descending the steep stairs to the
celiar. And the priest had no answer.

Raoul was waiting paticntly for him
behind the huge and dusty casks. The old
countess threw herself into his arms but
his eyes went out to Nicole and held her
in their warm embrace. Nicole held up
her hand and touched her third finger
and her lips formed an imploring “No.”

The old countess had brought money.
“If you could reach the seacoast, could
you get to England?”

“Yes,” he said. **Therc is a system of
boats and T have friends. But with the
police like ants, how could I reach the
seacoast?”

*You can reach the seacoast,” the old
countess said. ““ The church and your an-
cestors have provided for you.”

It was like a play the priest had scen
when he was a little boy and a troupe
of players had come to his village. [t
was like something out of the novels
of Dumas that he stifl read on winter
nights.

From one end of the cellar the old
countess walked, tapping and counting
the great stones. And suddenly, with an
cerie creaking, a portion of the wall
swung outward and there was a wooden
door, worm-eaten and rotting.

WH[LE they stood silent and wonder-
ing, she took from her enormous
pocketbook arusty key. She unlocked the
door and there was a dark passageway
and the smell of earth and dead centuries.

“The cardinal’'s tunnel,” Raoul
breathed. “1 always belicved it was a
myth.”

*You would have known in time,” the
old countess told bim. And then she
lTooked resentfully at Nicole. ** For almosl
five hundred years it has been the secret
of the church and the Gremouillets.”

“Tt is still the secret of the church and
the Gremouillets,” Raoul exulted bul
Nicole's eyes pleaded for silence.

“Did Monseigneur Bibeau know?”
the priest asked in a small hurt voice.

“Of course Monseigneur Bibeau
knew,” the old countess replied crush-
ingly. "*He was a man of sentiment and
imagination. He explored the tunnel to
the sea. And now, Raoul, you had better
g0 . . . and my heart and my prayers
go with you.”

But Raoul drew Nicole into the shad-
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