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lud had.ud,. bright pupa. Ah.butonedu>uld«ehowrf«rt^ over h« book. .11 the tiine. NertJ^i^!
w«t«>tjytogetherintothehigh«=hool.

bt c^
Jew«not««lyfo,thehigh«choolyet,anditwMZrt
^.njtetoletduldrenmth.tway.Iw«tooylTS^^
they had a puU, you understand. Oh ve* fo/„. Ik

.»-j If ..
"'"=""y- o™ oent down and straieht-

•n^» V w^j'^'** *^'"^ ^- like hU^S^nbutter? Well, he could have aU he wanted!" But"^Lttle boy paid no attention to her. He had madeIZm<^. ambuion birred in hhn. he had tasted the dellgtu

S.r^*'!'"*?^ «"-'-<'»'utterhad£m ma erteem. He wished to repeat his former successand cried out shriller than ever:
"Hey.there! Getup.youoIdUzee-bones!"
But Ins father corrected him- his mother ought notto encourage him to be nirio "Ti. »• ^

""gnt not
-8 "lui 10 oe ruae. That s not right. Oscar "

heob^.3haldnghishead. " You must be^kd^tL

Vandover was sitting back on his heels to rest his backwaitmg till the others should finish
'

JT'^v'i.?^*'" ^"'^ "" l""^" i" hi- thinTo.ce. Vandover nodded. But his wife was not saTil!

whde her husb«.d held a lighted match for her. "Mthat's something Mke," she said finally
It was nearly seven. Vandover prepared to go home a~condhme. The litUe boy stood in f^Zf hi^iXngdown at hun a. h. made his brush and «g.ZiZm


