
EVERY LliTLE iJIT HELPS

Esmeralda. " And you people seem to

think it's a comic opera! You make
me wild! \\1iy don't you stop your silly,

easy pretenses and lielp?
"

" \Vv at least are doinor something,"

n^plied Mrs. DeWynt with dignity.

It is you who are doing nothing!

AVhy don't you do omething besides

criticize?
"

\ light came into Esmeralda's eyes.

]M; inly an idea had struck her. There
was a little pause.

"Is that all?" Esmeralda said

sweetly. " Because, Aunt Sallv, if

you're (juite through, I'll go. And, by
tlu- nay, if it's not interfering with your
Ncr\'ants too much 1 might suggest that

you begin knitting a small sweat.-r for

(iaston, your chef. I've just been talk-

i!ig to him, and I find he's going to en-

list—as a cook."

^Vnd then, before w^e could recover
from the :.hock, Esmeralda was gone.
Distantly the front door slammed. Mrs.
DtW'ynt and I looked at each other

speechless.
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