" The great new
protein cereal that
helps you have

ENIOY KELLOGG'S CORN-SOYA. THE NEW TOASTY-
TASTING CEREAL WITH THE HIGH PROTEIN FACTOR

Oh, you'll be skeptical at first. ““How can
a cereal help me have a fine body?”

This is more than a tasty cereal.
HereinKellogg's Corn-Soya is what makes
for firm flesh and solid muscle and growth
and stamina.

For this is the new cereal with protein,
the master body-builder. Sure, it has B
vitamins, iron and energy'value. But this
is cereal -with *muscles.” Provides com-

plete, high-quality protein when served
with milk,
It has what it takes to help build
fine body. -
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“And how many apprenticeships do you
think there's time for in one lifetime " Han-
ie] asked with exaggeraled patience.

I always thought it was the mothers who
were the possessive ones,” Neil Peel said.
“Why are vou hanging onto Micah so. Doc-
tar Broome?”

“Hanging onto him?” Haniel almost
shouted. The office bell rang. Hanie! stalked
out of the room. The office door banged be-
hind him. It secmed very still at the table.

*It’s a relief to know you aren’t following
in your father’s fnotsteps, Micah,” Nell Peel
said. I doubt if ] have the stamina to be
married to a doctor. It must be wearing.”

*Don't rush me,” Micab said. “*Want to
see the 1own ? Where the barber lives and the
postmaster and everybody?”

“Yes. . .. Could we help with the dishes?”

“No, thanks.” the doctor's wife said.
*There’s no room in the kitchen {or anvone
but me.”

“1)ike to work alone too,” Nell Peel said.

They went away. The doctor’s wife began
piling dishes. When they came in they jooked
dark, as if they had been quarreling.

“Shall we have some tea? " she asked them.

*“No. We had some grapejuice and cookies.”
Micah said. At Medora's. We went to call
on Medora. Nell thinks her house is sinister—
she thinks Medora's a witch.”

1 think nothing of the kind. The house s
sinister, on the outside. Inside it's quite
charming.”

Micah sat on the sill and Nell Peel sat on
the stool by the hearth.
She did not fiop down
there as Margaret Gray
might have done. She
held herself somewhat
stiffty.

~She was afraid of
the sundial.” Micah

said.

*Who wouldn't be?”
the doctor’s wife asked
quietly. Al her life
seemed at the moment
to be just that, @ point

Napoieon felt comfartable only

in clothes w0 furge for him. .. .
He said of himself, 'l am nat us
other men are, and the lawa of mo-
rality and of convention eannot have
been made for me.” .
Dunand. always had roast chicken
ready to merve the Emperor at any
hour of the day or night. .
60 battles of Eau de Colugne each
month. ... Hesuffered from acluro-
phobia. the fear of cats.
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)
. “You don't have to build np voyr i
to me, Micah," the indifferent vojog
“IU's obvious she's got an amazing m;
As if this comment on herself
aware that she was eavesdropping, the
tor's wife went slowly on up the gpay
her own bedroom. She stood with one
on the bureau. looking toward the wip
and the autumn dusk descending beyand
shivered. though the room was warm_, -
You must go awey. You must not siay g,
housc through this night. You mst I
and nerer come here again! she murmy
But when she went down an hoyr I3
get supper, the woman was stil} thepy_
was playing the piano, idly, though with
accuracy that betokened some tajent,
was reading, or pretending to read,
thought Micah would speak of Medora Je
and ask his father who Medora's lover
But Micah never mentioned Medora. Iy
Nell Peel who managed the conversa
And in the middle of supper the tee
rang and Haniel was called away. The
lett bov had broken his arm. Hanie] g
*Nan, can you come along and'help

<

SHE wanted to say, Mical'l! help you,
saw that Micah wanted it that way, too, by
she could not. She could not be ieft alone g
this house with Nell Peel. 3
So she went with Haniel, but there
much. she had to do after all. Mrs. Bartiej#l
was crying and she comforted her. s
“It's a perfectly clean break,” she
““He won’t have a bit of trouble with 4
When they came
of the house,
said, “Maybe yo
better walk back,
ought to go see
Jones.”
So she walked b
slowly, not wanting s
reach the’ house.
air was cold and felt%d
good on her face, Whes! 3
she got there, the hous:
was quiet. She went a
to her room. undresss
and got into bed.

.« Hir chef,

. Heused

of time, LI
“Nell  thinks M\e-
dora’s got a lover.” Micah put in derisively.
**She has,” Nell Peel said. Then she turned
directly to Nan Broome. ~"Hasn't she? ™
The doctor’s wife closed her book. keeping
her finger in the place, as il to assure herself
that order could be kept somewhere and all
the world was not this swirling thing her mind
seemed 1o be, * Why, ves, I think she has,”
she heard bersell saying. "\What made vou
think so? "
“Nother! Medora! Not really? Who?”
1 couldn’t say.” and that was her voice,
too, ouite calm and unhurried. Then again,
to Nell Peel: *\What made you think so?”
*Oh, a laok.” Micah answered for her im-
patiently. A look of firlfiliment. You mean,
actually? I don't believe it. There's no onein
town she'd look at twice. . .. You mean that
che sleeps with~all that?”
**No, I don‘t mean anythingof thekind. ...
I have alittle work to do upstairs, so, if you'l}
excuse me, Mrs. Peel?™

Hatrway up the stairs, she felt a curious
faintness. She heard them talking down be-
low. She was no eavesdropper. the doctor's
wife, but she could not move.

“Sometimes | wonder why 1 bother with
yvou.” Nell Peel said.

“Well, don't,” Micah said. It would be
better for us both if vou didn't.

T begin to think you're night.” that eold,
tired voice said again.

T mail. cold si

At ten Micah rapp
on her door and came in. He came directlym®
the bed. sat down on its edge. lit a cigarette. &
“Kind of 2 mess all around. isn't it? " he said-

“Yes. I suppose it 1s.”

“ Dislike Nell very much. don’t you?" >

*What do you want me to say? That | it
think she’s charming? ... 1 do dislike her.”.”

I didn't know whether vou would or not.
You're not always predictable, darling.”

“Are vou thinking of marrying her?”

*No." He bit the word off shortly.

“Well. then, let's not talk about her.”

*Dad's never going to forgive me, js he?”

*He may—ten or twenty vears from now. -
1{ you make a go of things.”

“But I'm not at all sure I will makeagool -
things. I'm not a bit sure I want to spend my
lifc thinking about art. It's just that | can’t
secm to bear the thought of stepping intoan-
other man's shoes, especially my father’s.”

“You could do worse. son.”

“Yes, ] know. Don't think T haven't giver
it thought ! I don't even know how important
it 15 10 be someone in vour own right. Seemt
tremendously important at the moment. &
rather dreadful necessity, in fact—but it
micht not be at all in the Jong run.”

" It's important.” she said.

“You dow.” he said with some stubborn-
ness. “You're yourself, How do you doit?

She felta shock. anecessity to cry out. Me?
o mothing. 1 eaw’t even gind wyseli—1 dow't
know sehere or wiat 1 am! How can it be tha!
e Soc me as real wehen 1 know 1 an not 7 Ok
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