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*4 ADVENTURES OF BINDLE^^ 'T t ?*""* •* »"• "'• •»»"* the onlyflung they don't tax as war profits."
^

Jl*^V''* *° •* ""^ "•'« tte lodger

"Lockers ain't to be trusted," said Bindle

monqr-box orf they goes with yoir mbsis:

tffteydon^ pond. a,, canary. Nol"hec,^ndudS
w^th conviction, "lodgers ain't to be depended

"That's right, go on ; but you're not hurtinc
me. snapped Mre. Bindle, rising to clear awa^

now I m to feed you on your wages." She stood,
her hands on her hips, looking down upon lindle
with chaUenge in her eye.

" My wages I why. I'm gettin' "

\i!i ^rT'^i"^'!.^^**
y^'^'^* getting." interrupted

Mre. Bmd^e. "You eat aU you get and more,
and you know it. Look at the price of food
and me waitmg m queues half the day to get it for
you. You re not worth it." she concluded with
conviction.

^r ' f^'^'
^'*'- ^"" ""^P"^^ ^^^« good-humour-

e(Uy I am t worth 'alf the love wot women 'ave
ad for me."
Mrs Bindle sniffed. " You always was fond of

your food, she continued, as if reluctant to let
slip a topic so incontrovertible.


