What do you usually wear in the house—cast off laddered sheers?
Well, we put it to you, Wouldn’t it be more practical to buy some
really good serviceable stockings to wear about the house? You

would certainly look neater and you would be ready to pop down to

the shops or do a spot of gardening without the fear that someone

special would notice you had more ladders than stocking. Moreover,

 these stockings take really hard wear, and they stand up to rubbing’

when they're mud spattered after a rainy day.

Watch out for Bond’s

House Hosiery—Superay high grade rayon are 3/8 a pair—semi- .
sheer Bemberg 4/11, Sheer Lisle ‘51'—5/3 and ‘Adora’ pure silk
and rayon 6/6. At these prices they are wonderful value so why not

get yourelf a couple of pairs?

| House
Hosiery

2.9

MOTORISTS
CAMPERS

12 Cupfuls boiled In six
minutes with the “Ther-
mette’” Chip Heater. No
speciol fuel required — only
twigs, paper or rubbish,
The more wind the quicker
it boils, =

BOILING WATER
6 MINUTES

Campers and  Motorisne
carry one in your car,
16/3, Post 8d, (Cooking
Grid 3/6 extra).

L

SKEATES & WHITE Ltd. 3t5en et

"WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE—

Withont Calomel-—And You'll Jump ost of
Bed in the Morning Fuli of Yim.

The livee should powr out two pounds of
fiquid bile into your bowels daily. If this bile
s not flowing freely, ;gur food doesn’t digest.
It just decays in the bowels. Wind bloats up
your stomach, You get constipated, Your
whole system Is poisoned and you feel sour,
tired and weary and the world iooks blue,

Laxatives are only makeshifts, A mers bowsl
movertent doesn’t get at the cause. 1t takes
those good old Carter’s Little Liver Pills to get
those two ‘pounds of bile flowing freely and
make you feel “up and up.” H
yet amazing in making bile Aow fresty.

Ask for CARTER'S Little Liver Plils by names
Stubbornly refuse apything else. 1/83d.

Distribulors : Fasset! & &olmmn, Lid., Loy
ddi aingiow, Cy

Bwildings, Masners Sireet,
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OMEWHERE about midnight
on December 29 we went
aboard the De Grasse at

Southampton. She had come that
day from Le Havre and there were
not many more than a hundred
passengers to join her in England. The
ship was brightly lit but seemed de-
serted. It was very cold.

I was Razing in a jeweller's shop win-
dow in the main entrance when I met
my first fellow passenger.

“Say, have you just come on?”

“Yes,”

“Wal, I hope you enjoy it. Boy, is this
ship dead!”

“Have you been on since Le Havre?
One day?”

“Yup.”

“You haven't given it much time.”
He shrugged.

“Long enough,” he said gloomily. “It
stinks, I'm telling you. Wal, maybe I'll
see you to-morrow.” He went below.

Not long afterwards I followed suit.
My cabin in the second class was far
below and small. The other occupant
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“What d'you mean, you don’t know?
That's ridiculous.”

“It's impossible because they are both
so different.” He made a gesture of con~
tempt and addressed his remarks to the
Frenchman beside me.

“France for me any time. Chamonix.
That's the place. Give me a bit of honest
French dirt.”

“Ah, yes.” said the Frenchman, “It is
a pity about the Swiss.”

“What's a pity?” 1 asked,
the matter with them?”

He spoke deliberately. “They are too
clean and too sad. No, don’t laugh, for
it is so.”

“Why are they sad, I wonder?”

“Because,” he said, ‘“they are tao
clean,” and with a melancholy air he
sliced open an apple.

On the third day Miss O'Connell got
up for lunch. She was soon back.

“Oh. hullo.” she said. “Isn't it awful?
I'm going to be sick again.” She realised
her expectation with silent efficiency
and sat down on ler bunk.

“All  that lovely f{ruit.” she
sombrely and then brightened.

“What's

said -

was already in bed

- “I'm

sitting all

but not asleep.
“Hullo.”
“Hullo. You're in
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by myself with three
men and they don’t
say anything so I
have to chatter all

bed early.”

“I thought I might be sick.”

“Oh, a bad sailor?” I tried to sound
casual. .

“Awful,” said the voice and its owner
laughed lightheartedly. I raised by eye-
brows and looked at her as she turned
over. She was young, pleasant-looking,
and the name on the suitcase was Miss
Mafy O’Connell. We said good-night, I
undressed in silence and clambered up
into the top bunk. Always the ruddy
top bunk, I thought, and then it was
morning again and we were heaving a
little somewhere down the English coast,

There was a storm over Europe and
it-had already caught us up. Inside the
ship it was hot—too hot, and brilliantly
lit; outside the wind screamed through
the stays and hail lashed down upon the
streaming decks while, oblivious to all
but their mnauses, prostrate bodies
moaned in deck chairs, wretched figures
wove faltering paths along the corridors,
and the lounge and bar were almost
empty. .

“Lucky thing, you can still eat,” said
Miss O’Connell, and she looked at me
in wan admiration before turning her
face to the wall,

“WHERE are you from?” asked the
‘American at my table. He was peel-
ing an orange delicately and looked like
Robert Taylor.
“New Zealand.” )
“Been in Europe? What countries?”
“France and Switzerland.”
“Which did you like best?”
“1L don’t know,”

the time.”

“Do they understand what you're say-
ing?n .
~“I hope s6. Only one is a foreigner.
A Czech. A beastly person.”

“A Czech sits next to me and he’s
nice.”

“Oh, this one’s all right, really. But,
you see, I sit with my back to the din-
ing-room and can’t see a thing and I
asked him to change places with me
and he laughed and said that I must
think, him a very silly person and he
was a Czech, not an Englishman, ‘The
others laughed, too, and I felt such a
fool. The nasty thing can speak good
English. Can yours?”

“No, we'wve only French in common.
He comes in and says Good-morning,
Madame, and I say Good-morning Mon-
sieur and he says you slept well? and
I say Very. well thank you, and you?
and he says I also, thank you, and then
he says The sea is very calm and the
weather is good, don’t you think? and I
say Yes and feel cross because 1 was
going to say that myself and he beat
me to it.”

LEFT Miss O'Connell giggling and

went to lunch, finding the Czech al-
ready seated.

“Good afternoon, Monsieur.”

“Good afterncon, Madame.”

“You are happy to be nearing the
United States?” I said.

Pardon, Madame?”

I tried it another way. “You are
happy to leave Czechoslovakia?”

(continued og next page)
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