denrmnet o e
shoes for her liede Droiber. : . .
sosequiet, Abbv. Did anvtiing wp- subpedt She vl
Hee? ™ the future was sareoads
clouds ol wlory. The fuiure. tur ven
future, was Fridayv. October the tenth,
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With painstaking care Abby buttered abie
Jore d. **No. mother. As a matter of fact.
¥, Bret Curtis asked me for a date for a
"'kfmmFriday. | believe it ia. [don't know

{'ve mentioned him or not. He's the

i
Thz next morning her mother found her in i
the kitchen. makiny sandwiches. " \What on i
earth for, Abby?” .
Abby reached for the cream cheese. ** Just
away of saving lunch money, mother. Smart,
don't you think?”’
“No!" Jane Marsden flushed suddenly.
“1 won't have it. Abby ("
* But —"
“Oh, I know how much you enjoy having
lunch at Sanborn's with the other girls. It’s
one of the few real pleasures you have in your
life. And I'm not going to have you making
any more sacrifices just to do things for your
brother and me!”
Abby hesitated. If she explained about the
little black dress, her mother would cancel
the appointment she had with the dentist
that afternoon. That was precisely what
she’d do. She'd go around with an aching
tooth and not say a word, Abby put down the
knife and the cream cheese. It would be,
simpler, she decided. 1o go without funch for
ten days. Lots of people went without lunch
when they were dieting—and none of them
ever seemed to drop dead.

During the noon hour
the thought of a tuna-fish
sandwich, a cup of coffee
and a hot-fudge sundae
occurred to her. But it was !
just a habit peevishly as-

: ’;mg" one.”
F-you mean one of the partners in the
» Jane Marsden paused, in a flash see-
r_\bby settled on her own estate on Long
—‘,hnd swinging into the drive in a smart
v sLaton wagon. But in the next second
#\\'nsstricken, “Abby ! What are you going
puwear”
+Oh. my goodness, that'll be easy enough.
have such bargains these days if you
w where to look. . . . Now don't you get
if all worked up, mother.”
." She could not have mentioned the thirty
. of course. But that sum grew larger
[ pery minute—grew positively monumental.
fahby kept backing up and looking at it from
angles. Borrowing was out of the ques-
B That was a psychological impossibility.
en if there had been anyone from whom she
d have borrowed. Abby’s father, it so
ppened. had been a chronic borrower, who
Bkad left his wife and children nothing but his
§nal remorse and an accumulation of unpaid
Bhills. Debt. the bogeyman
gof Abby's childhood, was .}
% still 2 monster. never for .
5 e moment to be em- We arle \'L-l'l)' upt to nl‘c'us;flrc
3 ourselves by onre aspiralion
F braced. But she must have iustead of our prrfm':'mnnne.
—~GEORGE ELOY,
serting itself, and notareal

® that thirty dollars. The
L]
torment and temptation.

¥ need to have it was practi-
[ cally as vizal as the need to

Instead of lunching she walked over to Sixth
Avenue.

F breathe.
Timidly she entered a small. rather

E It would have been agreeable to spend the

f whote evening going over her financial situa-
grubby-looking jewelry store, and confronted

an old man who had obviously lost all inter-

ton. Unfortunately, she had a date with
est in life and all faith in the human race.

George Fletcher.
George had a rather formal way of arriving
I saw vour advertisement in the paper,”
Abby began. “*1 think it said you bought old

; take her to the movies—as if they were
oing *o the opera. He invariably knew what
gold?”"
He looked at her and waited, refusing to

pictures were being featured in the local the-
commit himsell about the advertisement in

3 aters. and the precise moment at which the
- newsceels would go off and the pictures
# would come on. There was no risk in an eve-

% ning with George. On the other hand, there the paper.
¥ was no particular promise of adventure. “Well,” faltered Abby. 1 brought some
After the movie—which had to do with things —"

She put the little hoard of treasutes on the
counter, where they looked pathetic and
foolish, and as if they were reproaching her
for betraying them to the cold eye of a
stranger. With no great enthusiasm the old
man scrutinized Abby’s baby locket, a water-
logged gold watch. and her high-schoeol class
ring. He finally announced they were worth
no more than four dollars and twenty-five
cents.

That was a shock. But Abby accepted the
money, steeling herself against giving any
backward glance to the sad little souvenirs of
her childhood. Hurrying out of the place, she
was mentally adding the four dollars and
twenty-five cents to the eight dollars she

would save on lunch money, She was not a

bit discouraged, because she had already re-

membered hearing about a mail-order estab-
lishment which gave people envelopes to ad-
dress in their spare time.

Lana Turner, suffering with charm—they re-

. paired to a little neighborhood soda fountain.

e George seizedt the opportunity to talk about
5 marriage.

Even his first proposal, which had taken
% place several months ago. had lacked a ro-
p¥. mantic note. The idea of their marriage was
e something George seemed to regard as a
E good, sound. sensible proposition which
. Abby would eventually come to see in a fa-
vorable light,
© "You haven’t got anything against me,
bave you. Abby?”
“Not a single thing,” she said. stirring her
_ ®rawberry soda. ‘'But the trouble is—and
¢ U'mawfully sorry, George '—1 just don’t love
you”

.
B

 “You're looking for love the way it is in
the movies,” he told her. ** Marriage isn't like

0
“Isntit? That night she managed to smuggle the
*“No.” first big box of envelopes into the apartment.

Her mother would be exceedingly upset if she

"What is it, then?"”

“Well. it’s two people taking a long-range
wiew of their lives—having alot in common—
wanting a home ——" He warmed to his
theme. **Now if you kept your job the first
%o years or 30, we could swing the payments
on a little house in Jackson Heights or maybe
someplace in jersey. When the house was
Paid for we could think about a family —and
by that time  ought to be making a pretty
£ood income. Then the way [ figure, we could

were to know about any extra job like this.
but it was possible for Abby to work late, in
her bedroom. with a towel spread before the
door so that the light could not shine
through to the hall. It was all going to be
quite simple. she told herself happily. If she
worked until two o’clock every morning she
would earn exactly eighteen dollars. and that
would be twenty-five cents more than was
needful. She would go a bit short on sleep for
a while, but that was not of the slightest im-

et going on a really good plan for our sav-
ngs—and [ could retire around fifty.”

Al gy

(Comtinned on Page 213)
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RECIPE FOR
CORN FRITTERS DEL MAIZ

3 egge, V4 reasposn salt
separaied Vi teaspoon pepper
1V cups 14 cup sifted
Del Maix all-purpose
Brand Hour
Cream Yy cup fat or ofl
Style Corn

Beat egg yolks uncil light; add
corn, seasonings and dour, Sce
10 blend. Fold in sutfly bearen
whites, Drop by spoonfuls in-
to skiller af hot far. Cook undil
brown, turning once. Drain on
brown paper. Serve with chick-
en, sausage ot bacon; ot with
buccer, sycup or jam. Serves 6.

90 00 0VTECT RSSO DOEPOROGSTOSS

$0 0000800 QOQRQCCacE BTSN OIENS

Listen to the Fred Waring Show on NBC
every Saturdoy morning far the Green Giast

Del Maiz

Cream Style *

Minnesom Vatley Cawnsng Co., hieadgnarters, e Sueur. Minnesota: Fise Foods of Canada, Iid.. Tecrmseh. Oxl

@ NMACEo. " Dot Mais,” "Orovn (Sanc and “Nibista® Brands Reg, 0 3. Pac. O8-

You'll get flatrery for fritters made with
wonderful Del Maiz Brand Cream Style
Cora. Golden, tender kernels nescled
in their own rich cream—that’s Def
Maiz Brand. Does something wonder-
ful for corn fritcers. So does this new
recipe. Pur them both together and
take a bow for the crispes, fluffiest fric-
ters that ever floated onw a dinner
table. World beaters, for sure!

Packed by
the producers of
INibl¢ts Braad Cora
and Greea Giant
Brand Peas

Cook for the jolly
Green Gignt on
the lahels
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