_ the Test }: :
4 at him ang’
: waddled i 38

" !mw," said Mr. van Loomis like Val-
but Pheasant was insistent and said,

hot milk ang] '

it. " You iy k- wwhat is it, Pheasant?” He saw she had
ncl:i'\:{bc“g " . of McGinty. ~Well, has he woken?”
ncli m

van Loomis. ~"How is he?”

‘S:ina;:: oo gnt drew a deep breath. “He isn’!”
elv.v s}t\i:k)' g ’J Loomis spun round in his chair.
ale, .1

n he is dead ?”" Sweat broke out

r and he was cold with horror, but
by ot rolled her eves and shook her head.
- gought he was better,” said Mr. van

yread it on !
s on that. *
omis knockag

! cofle'm body bettah.” said Pheasant,
M@l sab. his sense don’ gone. Him lak a
il He jes’ don’ remembah.”

i yan Loomis turned his chair away

in at his
-ith the setf
\ipino had ga

wTiting, he b back to his desk. She was telling
n ".'“k; ac ber. he had known and did not want to
I’g{‘e'_si,‘el > Nonsense ! he said, and more loudly,

: * He pushed back his chair and
# down the corridor and into McGinty’s

: eyes and @ i
Ssi Pheasant hurried after him.

plane or

teane mus! o * gaid Pheasant.  Jes’ look.”

1 mus! how ¢ room was not shaded now, the slats
3he kno'ckd ; # open and the evening breeze came in;
no ansv.e;a 3 Claty had been washed and his hair
?\‘_‘a’i :",‘::.:ng .  his bed was scrupulously neat. He

quite still. looking at his finger.

<ak 10 yOU" § Jooked up at Mr. van Loomis and

2" asked Vali
-s” dutifully as
ked down at i
veand he piciel

word and stang

¥

kFie fronds of the orange creeper stirred
) round the window and tapped and
tied. Pheasant went to the door and took
i Nz 2 steaming bowl of soup. Webster
g behind with a dish of fruit. McGinty
st Webster, who
back. He seemed

you. A great
Loomis-

there appalled.

oll you,” said} nty,” he said U7¥ObYihehorsepowerafun- i piiine had made.
. 3 . bt McGintyonly derstunding. —EMERSON. i Heis good but he makes
nune. R wp and smiled at  Ee————————we  bad,” said Niu, and Mr.
: much as he had van Loomis had to agree.

B & Webster. “Are vou . . . quite “If he goes while you are still here,

saked Mr. van Loomis. He did not

alentine. he asked that except that

iine. ] looked happy-.
hear 1 wot hank vou,” said McGinty politely
nis with ‘ id 1o look at his fingers.
sa:da\n:l - back.” said Pheasant. "Fo' sho’
u g
now he v pamis noticed that someone had
wrote POt of marigolds by McGinty's
ame eyeﬂ}f!ﬂz the islanders believed that
. Mario wal Bwed with madness was holy, and
: ca}mer sacred flowers. " Take those
At him to W d sharply 10 Pheasant,
ab his hmﬂt P ok them away. hut next time
: T:;;tg[thé Study came to see McGinty. they
TS
HOmis SF}"“‘ . ﬂxis saw the servants and
. to speak W at him and yuickly away
1o had 4 e met them: they scurried out
sred who Yam so potent.” said Mr, van
T they wil} be glad to be rid of
;g‘a.\\ay- b Bt sound like a joke. He had
“Not-a e % that Mario stared at him,
. '~ d his head on hie hand
‘;ght fo;'dil st his eves 1o jelt he wanted
he cou 9

alone here. !
nore cruel ¥

% g K * e -
zpmtltmu}.m . hLlza\ € 4 SOt of exaspera-
ep Mano o "l‘ eves. Niu was standing
van Loom S 1t only Tsula Valentine
O Lkt VO disturbed s

- Wlane gy YR gy
Wit pRE——y . .-
ght .- .

hor o

hus, e

g8

2 o
kel W MRt good will and
g . C10 e %, but Mr. van Loomis ' Enthusiasm is the leaping

lightning, not o be meas-

~1
-1

N

““Tsula, you once said —'
*'I was only trying to frighten him.”
‘“Don’t frighten him, Tsula. Do it. Send
him.” Niu's breast heaved. *“Send him
away.”
“But . .. heis the best boy on the island.
There is no one like Filipino!"
" There is no one like Filipino.” For the
first time there was feeling in Niu's voice, a2
feeling of passionate alarm. “‘You heard
him, Tsula. How can I stop him?"”

“INoTHING can stop Filipinos,” said Mr.
van Loomis. He heard an echo, a slow inex-
orable beat. * Nothing can stop Filipinos."

“There is Resurrection,” pleaded Niu.
“That is a good quiet boy. Everybody loves
him and trusts him, but Filipino is nothing
but trouble. Trouble! Trouble! Trouble!"”
cried Niu passionately. ‘“No quiet. No rest.
Nothing but mischief. He is an uneasy boy,
he stir us all up, all the time. To the young
men he is like yeast. How can I stop that?”

“I will take him with me,” said Mr. van
Loomis.

If you take him, Tsula, he will come back.
You heard him. Nobody comes back from
Zambun,” said Niu.

“'But he is your grandson!” said Mr. van
Loomis. Niu did not answer. Mr. van Loomis
said, ' You can't be afraid of a boy.”

“I am afraid,” said Niu calmly. *‘1 am an
old man and a boy is strong. You told us, we
shall lose the island.”

*‘He is only a boy. He will quieten.”

“‘Resurrection is the quiet one, Tsula,”

‘“‘But Filipino is a good boy.”

“He is good.” The admission fluttered
from Niu like a sigh. Mr. van Loomis knew
what that sigh meant, He
had felt it with Filipino
himself. He remembered
the trousers; he remem-
bered the coffee machine

Tsula —

"I have told you. no!” said Mr, van
Loomis. "You must learn to deal with
Filipino. It's no good trying to stop him. If
vou put your hand on a water spring to stop
it rising. what happens? It comes up some-
where else. What you ask is wicked, wicked!"”
said Mr. van Loomis with heat. “1'm not a
devil or a witch doctor. Nor are vou.” Niu
did not answer, and Mr. van Loomis said
sharply. “You hear me, Niu.” Niu nodded,
but there was no change in the hardness of
his face. “You must deal with Filipino in
vour own way.,"” said Mr. van Loomis. “‘when
I put the island in your hands.” And he
looked at Niu's hands, thin and dark against
his white cioth. He remembered aith a feel-
ing of coldness how he had thought of them
peeling the silk-thin apple skins, rigging those
cobweb boats, sending those arrows steadily
to their dead-line mark. He saw the cock
flapping its wings on the stone and the smail
dead hand.

“Niu!” he said sharply.

“Yes, Tsula.”

Don’! be absnrd, thought Mr. van Loomis,
hut his spine crept and he began to talk
eloguently and earnestly to Niu of how he
was 1o manage Filipino. Niu stood in front
of him and said. "*Yes, Tsula” . . . "*No,
Tsula,”” but his face did not change or relax.
The banes stoad out under his dark skin and

the iight as if they were polished. He
it - v ooosadl thousht NMr. van Loom)s‘
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== MINUTE & TaPioos

Ml

Got an urge to splurge? An occasional shopping spree can be good for your soul!
Just remember this—feed your husband his favorite dessert and then break the news. He'll be
meek as a lamb if you've given him creamy-smooth, supec-luscious Minure Tapioca—the
real, genuine homemade kind. Try this

Degeitdelight

Simple to fy...simply luscious...made the real Minute Tapioca way!
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CRANBERRY HALF-AND.HALF

Wash and grind 2 €ups cranberries. Add 1
€up water and simmer 10 munures. Add 1!
lc)um sugar: bring 1o a boil, Drain cmn-‘
2:::;55; agd cr{)qugh Warer to juice to make
Tamoc; ng 'ne 3 wblespoons Minyre
' w4 teaspoon salt, and juice and
WALer In saucepan. Mix well. Cook o

medium heat upy) mixture comes (o 1 r'ucllr

boil. sarring constantly. Remove from he
Add cra‘nbcm’cs and ! teaspoon grar::i.
orange rind. Cool: srir occasionally. Chill
Divide pudding in half 4nd fold % p
creamn. whipped. inro one half, Serve’3 ILAUP
and cream puddings side by side in fhelrn
bet glagses. Seeves ¢ For“cuunrrv-ki}chen'j
desserts no ready-made desserc cap match

Letreal, genuine Minure Tapioca :od;\" )



