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"I haven't got any of my own,” she
sighed. “But 1 do believe they ought
to be brought up the right way and
made to do as thev're told. Dear little
one!” she nodded ber grey head and
clucked brightly at the Laby on Francis's
knee.

She talked more than any of us,
mostly in little threads of reminiscence
that seemed to be frail and wbite and
easily broken, or maybe discoloured by
snatches of gossip.

“1l hope you don't let—somebody—"
she tossed her head back towards the
door. “Do as he likes. It's such.a pity
the way some of these young mothers
say no to their children and then let
them have yes.”

“Oh, no. Paul doesn’'t have his own
way—not now that Harry's nome,”
Francis said.

“I'm very glad to hear it,” 1
Caverley turned to smile at Harry.

“Children need a firm hand,” Harry
remarked. :

“But you can be too hard on them,”
Francis smiled unhappily at Mrs.
Caverley.

* *

ROBABLY all this seems to have

very little to do with whether
Francis and Harry were happy together;
and yet when you come to sum up
the whole story you can see that Mrs,
Caverley when she was talking to them
brought out all their little points of
difference. She said that she thought
Francis might be right. She then askéd
how Francis liked the people in the
street,

It wouldn't be so bad if they only
had some fences, Francis told her. It'd
be much nicer with them up. Some of
the people were all right, like the Will-
dens next door, who had a baby that
Francis had helped look after. And the
people on_the other side were not bad;
Harry got on all right with the husband
because they K both worked in the gar-
den. The wife, though, didn’t know how
to look after a baby. Francis could
scream every time she saw the poor
little thing running round without any
napkins on. But she couldn’t stand
those people across on the cerner. They
had six children and the mother was
always out dressed in a fur coat and
the children were allowed to run about
in all sorts of rags. And they were little
rips, never played at home, but always
on other people’s front porches. And
their father’s politics were enough any-
way. If the children were an example
of what it meant to think that way,
then Francis didn’t want her children to
grow up with .the same ideas.

“But I can't see that a man’s politics
have anything to do with the way his
children behave,” Harry interrupted with
a great air of tolerance that made me
wonder if Mrs. Caverley could see it
was put on especially for her benefit.

“Oh, you men always stick together!”
Francis passed it off lightly by, pretend-
ing to be angry. Her next remark showed
that she was a little angry, too. “Thank
goodness we won't be here any longer
than we have to stay, anyway,” she
said.

“But it would be a pity to go just
after getting settled,” Mrs. Caverley was
quite surprised. “This is such a haven
after all you've been through.”

Francis was getting tired of the way
they seemed to be against ler, and I
said, “Oh well, you'll do what's best
in the end, anyway, so it's not worth
worrying about it, really.”

And Francis brightened up guite a
lot at that.
* % *

Y/ HEN Mrs, Caverley had gone Harry

called up outside to look at the
way his potatoes were coming through
the ridges again, Francis
smiled half-resignedly
and indulgently at me
as we went out.

She leaned over the
! rail and looked down at
her stocks while Harry
was saying what a great
> crop it would be if it
didn’t rain too much.
And she didn’t seem to
be listening to him; she
was tapping her fingers

on the rail. And then
she moved suddenly,
pointing down into the
garden.

ook at that!” she cried out, her
voice high and quevering. “Look—one
of my little rose cuttings is gone! And
it was just coming into leaf, too.”

“All right, don’t tell the world,”
Harry said impatiently. “Where was
it?”

“There, can’t you see? Her face was
colouring and she flashed a look at
Harry that should have made him wither.
“Those kids over the road, I'll bet, They
were here this morning. Look at all the
footprints on the garden.”

“How do you know it was the kids
from over the road?” Harry said. “It
might have been Paul for all you know.”

“It wasn’t Paul!” Francis turned
roupd on him quickly. “You'’re too fond
of taking it out on Paul” And she
hurried inside, her hair ruffled forward,
half-covering her face. :

It might easily have been Paul, too;
boys are boys wherever they are. But
the least Harry could do was to go
in and say he was sorry for acting the
way he did.

It was then, when I looked at him,
that he said, sulkily, that his wife
couldn’t understand him.

For a few seconds he stared down
at the potatoes, the corners of  his
mouth drawn down and an angry sort
of sneer on his face, And suddenly,
catching me unawares, he turned and
looked straight at me and I ‘couldn’t
meet his eyes. He seemed to have dis-
covered something. And then he brushed
past me and slammed the door as he
went into the house: I heard him talking
to Francis. N S

I haven't been up there again since,
and 1 don’t suppose I ever will again.
It would be nice to see Francis egain,
I suppose. When a man suddenly be-
comes as hostile towards you as "Harry
did, though, you might just as wall
keep out of the way. And it's very
difficult not to think of Harry; every
street you go into. you’re reminded of
him.
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What a friend!
If YOU have ‘

INDIGESTION

When food
lies like lead on
your stomach
and after-meal
pains take all the
pleasure ‘out of eating,
you need help, And
what a friend in need is
the sky-blue canister of De
Witt’'s Antacid Powder.
Immediate relief from pain ...
stomach soothed and settled
. . . discomfort disappears...
what a relief!

De Witt's Antacid Powder neutral-
ises excess gastric acidity so quickly
that even after one dose you may feel
the pain dispersing and your sour,
disturbed stomach beginning to settle
down. Such speedy relief is a godsend,
but De Witt's Antacid Powder does
more than ease immediate distress. It obviously need? Get the sky«
soothes and protects the inflamed , blue tin from your chemist,

ve VEANTACD POWDER

For Indigestion, Acid Stomgch, Heartburn, Flatulence, Gastritis
and Dyspepsia.  In large canister, orice 2/6 (plus Sales Tax),
A product of Mesars E. C. De Witt & Co. (N.Z.) Ltd.,
9 Herbert 8t., Wellington, New Zealand.

stomach lining, so that your next
meal will not further irritate an
‘upset digestive system. For that
reason the prompt help of De Witt's
Antacid Powder often prevents simple
digestive upsets from developing into
chrenic dyspepsia. )
So, if indigestion is making
you turn from the very sight
of food . .. if you are always
wondering dare 1 risk It?
before eating the things you
like . . . surely it's time you
turned to De Witt's Antacid
Powder for the help you so

If you’ve a Baby

You'll find that Baby cuts his teeth more
casily when habits are kept regular and -
the bloodstream cool. Use Stoedman's
Powders. For over 100 years mothers
have relied upon Steedman's — the safe
and gentla aperient for children up to 14
years of age.

BRINGS BACK o darkened -
blopde hair the rich, golden
beauty of childhood.

PREVENTS light hair from
darkening with age. s

Write sow for Frae Bhkm :
‘Hinss to Mothers®
Van Staveren Bros. Lid.,

-
) 9{;@‘,‘ Lr. Taranaki St., Wellingzon

'STEEDMANS

Contains ne dyes or injurious bleaches

THE BLONDES OWN SHAMPOO
Fassess & Johnson Lid., Manners Ss., Wellingtan, | - ERS
A | FOR CONSTIPATION Y
- 23




