LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

1ere was no way out of it, Doctor
ecided; he had to stay with this
until Adams’ eyes lost their glave.
4 of you'" Adams tumed and
-he grimness from his face with a
Aoy s His eyes were now as
and a 1 as an eagle’s. Asif
aded e all he could out of his
ing sight, the milionaire opened
ar himselt, and Doctor Howe fol-
him into the waiting room,
rheir blank amazement, they saw
upon the carved horsehair sofa a
eyed, black-haired little girl, The
»f her short pigtails were tied with
ink-rosebud hair ribbons, The skirt
- white organdy party dress, with
ree rows of fine insertion, was care-
spread on the sofa seat. The sash,
1 matched her hair ribbons, was still
Wout her waist, and she sat primly
wrd upion the sofa to keep from crush-
the butterfly bow. }er adorable
} face was set in an expression of dis-
olate defiance.
octor Howe's mind had been so com-
sly occupied with his patient’s prob-
thiat he looked toward the man be-
speaking to the child. Adams' rigid-
had increased; evidently he thought
senses, as well as his sight, were
fing him.

)cTOR HOWE asked in a calm, low
e, " Baby, why are you home so soon?
ren't they nice to you at the party?
int you have a good time?"

full of breath, as well as of anger,
rgaretta lifted her chin, looked her
her squarely in the eye and said:
‘The — God~~damn — party — was—
sterday."

s her words seared the hysterical at-
sphere, entirely without his knowl-
ge or his intention Mr. Adams’ body
umed] ratural posture, The glare

t % his eyes, hearty, sponta-
ous lauticer filled his lungs, and Doc-

Howe knew that Margaretta had
ad the old man’'s life.

The kttle ginl's face quivered as her
ger altered to self-pity. A sudden sob
se in her throat, and two large tears
llecd down her cheeks and fell outo the
cked yoke of that prized party dress.
Abruptly the laughter ceased, and be-
re her father could reach her the man
10 had faced reality knelt beside the
itd who had faced if, asking, " Do you
ant that bicycle 1'm going to give you
vht awiy —just as soon as we can get to
store and buy it—to have red handle
ars oF green ones? "

1It’s Your Language
By Norman Lowid

OODROWWILSON had a working
vocabulary of 53,000 words, which
asmore than double that of Shakespeare,
ho had onty 24,000, (The catch is that
he number of words in the language had
creased about 1000 per cent from
akespeare's time to Wilson's.)

Komwiow comes from the Chinese word

eaniny to kneel and knock une's head

inst the ground.

Only about ten words of the tanguage
poken by the aboriginal inhabitanis
f Great Britain are found in nodern

aglish.

1 comes from the Latin word

* which nieans ' ignorant.”

1833 edition of Noah Webster's

jonary accepts hor'-i-zon as one of

the correct pronunciations of Aorizon.
Ir's me, darkly frowned upon by pur-

ists, is now accepted by foremost gram-

marians as good colfoquial English,
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.Lv L‘FE Mr. & Mrs. Raymond H. Johnson and their two
children, Raymond, tr. and Roger,of Wilmelte, nt.
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SPAM ' sacap ...
Mrs. Johason, “mikes 2 sure hit with
our family. And it's s0 easy to get ready.
1 jusc whip up a nice greea salad, then
serve skices of cold Spam justas is comes
ftom the can, with radishes, eggs and
olives for decoration! We make our own
Spamwiches right a1 the wable.

Ry 1

L
SPAM N EGGS acver it o
ges Junior aad Rog out of bed for breakfast.
Yow quickly brown thick slicesof Spaa . . .
set them aiongside your eggs ... and the

family just naturally does the rest!

SPAM URGERS —har's our

favotite summer sport. Ray, 81, grills thick
slices of Spam over an Open fire, slaps ‘em
on buns—chen stares aa the aext round! We
always keep plenty of Spam on hand, becaase
it needs no refrigeration.”
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GOOD FOODS

IPAK ¢ CHIL = MAM » CHICKEN ¢ OUPT
GINTY MOQRE PRODUCLY
Cupwight, 1940, by Gou. A, ot & €0  Auuin, Mins.
Saath 1 @ regutuied uddmait

cCOoOLD OR HOT...




