
hard-weanng, and in tms she perrectly 
succeeded. 

"There you are!" she exclaimed, running 
her eye over her brother as though to make 
sure that he were all there indeed. "What 
happened?" 

"Wrong bus." explained Mr. Porritt 
"Had your dinner? " 
"Snack." 
"Where's Cluny? " 
"In bed." 

"What, ill?" 
"No," said Mr. Porritt patiently. "She 

read a piece in the paper, about how it 
rested the nerves and toned the system to 
stay a day in bed eating oranges." 

For a second Addie Trumper stared, 
speechless. Her jaw tightened. Her eyes 
snapped. "My stars !"aied Addie Trumper. 
"Who does she think she is? " 

There it was again, the inevitable ques- 
tion that Cluny Brown seemed always to 
provoke. For what could be plainer than 
the answer? Her father a defunct lorry 
driver, one uncle a plumber, her late mother 
that plumber's sister-in-law, her other uncle 
a railway porter. How could anyone doubt 
who Cluny was? How could there be any 
doubt as to who she thought.she was? I t  
was obvious. And yet if Mr. Pomtt had 
heard that question once, he had heard it a 
thousand times. 

"What young Cluny needs," stated Mrs. 
Tnunper, "is to KO into service. Good serv-
ice, under a strict housek em." 
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Whenas my boy is bad, 
I do not have to scold; 

I reason with the lad, 
And he's as good as gold: 

How nice if I could be 
As reasonable as he! 

ButMr. Porritt did not intend to be brow-
beaten. "I've told you I can't spare her. 
I've got to have someone for the phone when 
I'm not there." 

"What you want with a phone!" 
Mr. Porritt and Trumper exchanged a 

brotherly glance. Of course a plumber had 
to have a telephone: half the calls, and all 
the urgent ones. 

"And by the 
Tnunper, turning 
left a trowel in Front." Then she snatched 
up The News of the World and bounced 


