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H usy and happy all day was she, not safe. You know papa said so, and 1 should "HAT Y INOW r hd 71
: : g : i ' & WHAT HE KNOWS ABOUT STUFFE apd 7p.
Helpful and happy as child could be. think Tom would be ashamed of himself to go \ 0 ”'/‘\vm deiiabi L sr. Pr
His «1 love you, mother,” again they said— when it is forbidden. Please come home,” o bl
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