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CHEESE IT, THE COPS! Do you have any,
idea of what it means to be caught with th
goods on you, and still be completely innocent?
That almost happened to me, and a more ridicu
lous, frightening predicament I never hope to b
in again. Once, riding on a Fifth Avenue bus, §
reached up to grab a post while standing, when
my herror and amazement [ realized that I b
walked out of the Lord and Taylor depart
store with a handbag on my arm, which [ had j
been looking at and did not buy. In confusion
embarrassment, I leaped off the bus and rushed back to the store and confesse
my error to a salescierk, who took the hay and examined it in a puzzled way. "
madam, this is not a Lord and Taylor bag—it's a Bonwit Teller!™ All T could do
to creep away with the guilty evidence =till on me and go on to the other store.
simply could not face repeating my confession to another salesgirl, so I did th
really dangerous thing. which was to slip the bag back on the counter whea
one was looking, which would have convicted me of shoplifting had a sto
detective seen me do it. Inez Haynes [nwoe

PARDON THE OVERSIGHT. | spend about half of
my time traveling between my home in St. Louis and
points north, south, east and west—not excluding
Jour¥iL headquarters in Philadelphia where I have to
check in with my editors every so often. My husband,
a busy St. Louis lawver, usually counts on meeting mie
at the airport for week ends and driving out to our farm,
One week end last summer we were on our way from
the airport ta the country and stopped en route at a
service station, [ left the car and returned a few min-
utes later to disecover that my husband had gone.
"Where's my husband?” [ asked the service man. “Oh. he’s gone, ms’am-
waited just vamg enough to give him a chance to get to the farm, where he o8
drove by himself. and phoned him. Knowing that six receivers go up when
phone rings on the party live. we confined our conversation to “"Hello, Joe
his reply “Oh . . . ['ll be right oyer!™ Marcarer HicKl

FAMOCS LAST WORDS. When [ was a young reporter on the Des Mo
Register, my city editor sent me over to the Associated Charities headquar
intervig, y
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