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father i?:e ah!rt:;lr-
domestic drudge of t winble
"::?her mother does little except

: bas “seen Lriter
the fact that she who works 11 a

h'z.' .r h“ﬁﬂm ul:i Maggie has to
: hﬁlﬂ tclm she sarts

:‘t-o Bor job in the Fiveand-Ten Cent

There's 8 mew at the Fiveand :I'en.
Joe Grame. He tells Maggie rhat he has lieen

%o work as her helper in the <tock

room. seems sather dumb, but Mziie
i bis first day at the re

ber lugch with him in a culiby-

him
ole of a plage that belongs to a maitress
aesft door te the Five-and-Ten.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

L1

1

sure 1 do! I read it tu a
" she said, heginning on her cwn
milk, and talking through, or aroind,
the straws. “You have to eat iron
and starch and—arkl fosters,” she suid,
somewhat uncertain of the last word.

“Iron and starch lnd—-whatjj’ he

fishing for the extraordinary
:r*a'?' But ske would not be baitcl.

“All sorts of things,” she said cva-

sively. “These sandwithes are tum

fish and ?'—M"re always the oncs
that are left. We never get the chicken
o ham omes, but we don't carc. do
we?” she ended & Ittle anxiously.

“] don't!” Joe said, ravenous.

“How'd you happen to find this

™ he asked, nypruving of it.

“T waa after some ideels in our bie-
mient,” she said. “An’ I seen this win-
der. Ain't it mice in here?” £

“Yeu were after some what?” he
interrupted. )

“Some ideels. Some of them little—
well, sorter prayers they have all
coloured up, on cards,” Maggic ex-
plained. “Like 'No man 1 useloss
while be has a friend,’ an’ ‘Tq carn
a little, to spend a little less, an
“There’s so much good in the worst
of us'” she went gn. But at such
i ing s that Joe could not
make 2 beginning or an end to what
she said. He burst out laughing.

“You laugh like you were much
alder than you are,” said _'.\!a_u.gu.-.

stk with some sudden suspicion
m  almost twenty,” Joe
“J thought you was a kid" Mas-
ie said frankly. “That's” she ended
:ﬂ'&l\tly, “that’s why I sorter took
an interest in you.”
“How old are vou?" Joe countered.
"Are you thirteen:”

*Thir, 1" she echoed. afirouted.
“I've bgnw::rk' ' four years. 11l be
cighteen my birthday. 1 wis
seventeen last Valentine's Day !”

And s both were cmbar-
rassed, and ¥ stuppcd'ualkiug. in
some confusion of spirt,

“But when I first went to work,”
Maggic resumed, "I was awful little.
I opened a door an’ checked unbrellas.
You'd wonder they let me in at all
Three dollars a week, they paid me.”

“Pretty tough!” Joe commented
sym %‘octically-.

*Oh, I've had my share!” she re-

sponded. “We ought to have some-|

thing green with this,” said Maggie
in, dktending toward him a fresh
mly of the brokem biscuits.

“Where'd you get all this
stuff 7’ Jos asked, diverted.

“Oh,” she flashed carelessly, “the
evenin' papers has it, always, a health
column.”

“But you don't believe all you see
in the papers!” Joc teased.

“I do some things Maggic coun-
tered uncertainly, after a moment's
thought.

“And do you do all the things the
papers say to do?” Joe asked.

“I'm doin’ one now,” she answerced,
moving only her lips. “I'm relaxm’.
Relax ten minutes after meals, if
you're thin. Stand if you're fat, Ex-
ercises every mornin'—"’

“We have twelve minutes,” Jue said,
lancing at his wrist. “Aud do you

lieva all the ideal cards, too?” he
pursued.

“How do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, don't they all have rules for
life on them?” Joe suggested. “‘l.cst

we (nr',' and ‘I am the captain of
my soulf and all that?”

“Was you readin’ them to-day?”

diet

she asked, nurgnud' :
*;':io. But know that kind of
t}'

“'Let us then be up an’ doin’,'”
¢ was muemuring, as if she
the words for the first time.

" ‘Laugh, an’ the werld laughs with

you,

“Oh., gosh, it makes me sick at my
stomach!” Joe said faintly, between a
laugh aud a groan.

Maggic laughed, puzzled but sym-
pathetic.

“It sorter doesn't mean anything,”
she conceded. “But the 'Si sezzes’
are funny,” she submitted doubtiuily.

“The whats?”

“The ‘Si sezzes’—we call them that,”
she elucidated. “They all begin, "Si
m n L

“Bunk " Joe commented disgust-

edly. .

ghe was stewing at him, faintly sus-
picious.

“Joe," she began after a monnt,
“i» this your first job?”

“What makes you think it isn't?”
he parried.

“Becauz—becauz fellers of nincteen
don’t usually begin on what you're
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“Why-—how old did you think I was "
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“’specially when they talk like you
do.” ;

“1 worked on a farm awhile,” Joe
said. “And I travciled with a circus
and worked in a bicycle shop,” he
added imaginatively.

Maggie was sati>ied. She reverted
to a more mteresting  tepic.

“My mother says hat all that news-
paper stull about budgeis and systes
and all that is the bunk,” she offered.
“My sister has to keep her hands
white becauz  she  demonstrates a
beauty cream, and my maother don’t
get round much.” “But my mother
don't like Liz to use make-up-—and
che won't let me out my  hair——she
savs it ain't ladylike for girls to bob
their hair.”

Joe,” she added, concernedly, as they
walked toward the cerner together,
“Next week won't be so hard. An’
I guess it felt pretty good to get that
pay envelope to-day, didn’t it?” she
asked encouragingly.

“Sure, it did,” Joe answered briefly.

“Do you go up?” the girl asked.
“I live on Goat Hill over there—my
iather waits for me at the corner, Sat-
urday nights!”

“Ilive down the island,” Joe said.

“The ideal life—oh, my God!” he
said, thinking of the hard job she had
left, of the sort of home to which she
was probably going. “You've got a
i fine chance to lead-the ideal life, Mag-
|oie Johnsou!™ Joe said with a bitter

lauge.

“The way to bc-in livin' the ide

“Father living?" Jue ashal

She hezitated.

“My father's a—a wontorinl man,
Yes, he's hiving.” _

“What's his pror.ss—wint's he £o77
Jue asked.

“Ie—he's a travellin® man”
heae she wanted | e 4o arde i {
Al i reathier’s " ] Vlaa
gie delieateh

SSWeell, T'H tell o one thine ™ |
Joe, as they hesa o gl e e 1l
‘ii'_f‘.!'-n of thar 1. v
return upstairs too the s
vor ene thine Towonldi'n Bike yore
sister.”

“Oh, Joe. why not!”

ok
sl
|!t Salh

oot

o T don't know. T just hnow that
Andd here's another thing, that ndset
true.”

I Magypie's beantiiv] blue eyes widened
almost as 11 pui

“Oh, Joe, | don't belicve it” she
said again,

He was cross.

“All right, don’t believe i
what do you thiek the newsps, .
print it for "

“You mean so much for grocerics
and amuscinents ard clothes el den
tists*7 she demared, acresting hita
witiv a small clatching pand on e
arm.

“Cerlainly 1"

She seaned ta droap.

“Aly motler'd vover do 1t, thougl!
She hates manaes

Vi ell, hevause yoar wether wonlin't
do 1, Maeww,” bBoosaul unplexsantly,
“doesnt make it b true, does it2”

“Nu," she sand
Jue suddents relt o lieaced of bimselr.

Fle save her o aeadyvarr haud as
they scvamblod back through the two
windows, and over the bales and boxes
in their own bascment, just i time
1o hear the song ennt its sharp double
ring. Lutonee again in the roar and
rish of the store apstaivs, he noted
that she did not omite restore him to
the Bunthar footing upon which he
had been before.

At ten o'cluck two old women, armed
with pails and mops, made their ap-
pearance far at the back of the store,
and purchasers began to take on a
slightly apologetic note,

Then, suddenly, a gong struck, and
a hundred saleswomen were jamming
through the black back passage, past
the enormous service elevator into the
wet street. Jue, stoopmg toward a
heap of rubbish that was advancing
steadily ahead of a charwoman's wide
broom, picked something up and cut
through sthe crowd to follow the sod-
den little coated figure that was Mag-
gie Johnson.

“Here,” he said, handing her a bent
card. “I just found this. It wa-
thrown out. Since you helieve every-
t}ling the newspapers tell you, how's
this

“*The way to begin livin" the ideel
life is—to begin,’'” she read slowly.
And she looked up blankly. “Begmn
what?” she asked. “That’s all there
is. It doq't finish it.” -

"It's all bunk,” he said. trying t
laugh.

“Well, T don't know, Joe!” she an-
swered, with a flash of animation

Poou’ joerate de
| i TS

and system and cooeney talk s alt ocw

wliy, bricily. And

" she read slowly.

)Tt tureel abruptle and walked a
! = :
Pl ried Bk westaand, elancing be-
Thive! Bin: o be cure he bad escaped
bl Lo aine tide Tresn the Mack.
Dt i the second Bl e stopped
| beot ot a hands e rvoadster, parked
Paeore a row of unpretenticus homes.
b oend ante i fhel a lev from
: : torront ilue street,

e e parre the B ear meoved
Dol e e the edty, passed
bt it s fhee tacte iy olistriet and
Qe sesittors P Hohts of the hoembler sab-

o oyl v ee b the splendid troes
el oy oopent wvrdis sl ontes of Blim-
pingelalb heane of 3he nclest smnd most
St e bl o amed owomen of that
particular part of the world

In between certain magficent posts
tonie sl bricks went Jee o his
a1t the sude s an opes of
Jieopmost Bovosiing oiail the noansions
Jicre. Aa elderty batler, sdmitung
without question the dirty aud weary
Cateek boyv of abe Mazk, verurel so
ar s to lay an enger, welconme hand
i !1i~_ AT
“Mr, Joseph-—sir! 'inozlad to see
e back saiely, sir. What with-="
te conghed debicatelv—"vhat with the
Bl poplvisontiess vesterday  inorn-

f!'_l'

i, sk, e b L oii o evonr very ephatic
Tromnn s toonwe s on the subject uf
e peerents = cheinle=potle,  and
e vear ot wtermag Let might or
ey, cithey a0 Dancheon or dine
jaer

" all right. AV o, and you were

‘a Brisk to be car the iob 1o let me in,
Umdate becadise T poaog job”

1 A

© "You mean
i Mr. J(IL’:-.

“T mean I really am.
You're not going back to college,

N

“Not on your life!"

vorr really are working,

the older man, distressed, “your father
vever meant a word he said yesterday
merning; nor your mother, either.”

“Allen,” Joe giterrupted, slipping his
arms into the diessing gown the man
held ready behind lum, “can yon keep
a secret?”

“Anything you told me in confi-
dence, sir " he began rcluctantly.

“Well, then fisten. ['ve got 2 job in
the Mack Merrill Department Stores
—the Eighth Street one.”

_"A job in the Mack Merrill Stores,
sir?” The butler was actually pale.
“In the office, sir?” :

“In the office nothing! In the shop.
Carting wall papers and ink and clean-
ing brushes .and earrings around the
place. I'm going to show my father
that he can’t stand me up in a corner
and throw mud at me! He can't call
me a thief and a liar——"

1 “Mr. Joseph, sir, he never called you
“hat—I didn’t hear that,” the horrified
vid butler interrupted.

“Hear him! Evervhody in the neigh-
hourh‘:md heard him! No, sir, he
dnf.-snt get away with it,” said Joe.
“Now, you run along, Allen, and keep
mum, and tell ‘em I'm all right and
I'm home!” - .

The megsage was unobtrusively car-
ried to a handsome middle-aged man,
who was playing bridge with three
other men in the library. Tt pene-
trated into a luxurious dressing room,

crossing her pale, dirty little face.
“What you said to-night made me!
kinder wonder. I've bren doing all!
these things about eatin’, and exer-1
cise, and washin',” she said eagerly,]
“but I guess this thinkin' is just as|
important. I've been handlin’ them,
ideels, and crawlin’ over them, and,
hearin’ about them for three years,

doin’, stockroom work,” said Maggie,

an’ to-dav’s the first tire 1 ever rllyi
luoked. at one! I guess you're tired,

where a beautiful and aristocratic
woman was making up her face be-
tween a dinner dance and a late ball.
his woman merely raised her eve-
brows at the news. !
And in a little while she mounted the
flight of wide, palm-decorated stairs
that lay between her suite and his, and
appeared, expectantly, in his doorway,

CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

“Why, but look here, sir,” pleaded -

FREE! FREE!

YOUR 1931 LICFNSES

'* J d LUES
ADE STIMULUS JF REAL VA

A TR GOES WITH EVERY USED CAR
- " " soLD IN THIS

Trade-Getter

BARGAIN SALE
Used Cars

Good Business Dictates that Used
Cars Move

" Publie reception of the New 1931 “Bizeer an 1
Better” Chevrolet Six has beea enthusiastically
favorable—in fact, greater than at any time mour
historv as a Chevrolet Dealer. Good business die-
tates that we further reduce cur used car stock so
as to he able to handle properly the scores of trade
ins being offered on the new meodel.

For that reason we have cut the prices on our
used cars & in addition will present to every pur-
: chaser of a used car until January 30th a set of

. --nh—--t-l e

Yopryme

i L,

- Legal Blanks for Sale
~ at Journal Office

| Here Are a Few cf the Sglendid

Er ' 1929 Chevrolet Sedan, fine upholstery, a

| i _ casings, a good ear ... ... ... .. . ... $250.00

licenses free. Santa Claus himself never treated
vou better than we are willing and prepared to do.
This is vour opportunity to get a car that will give
vou comfort and dependable transportation thru
the winter. -

1931 LICENSES I'REL
~ PRICES CUT FIRST

Our sale will be successful only if we offcr
real bargains, <o we have reduced prices on our
fine stock of reconditioned cars.

: P ~ _ THEN FREE GIFT ADDED

Then we offer yvou FRI ! vour 1931 Licences
as our gift to vou in this Sale.  Ruv from us he-
fore January 30 and we will imrrish your licenscs.

Bargains

1930 Chevrolet Coupe, new casmps, execl-

lent condition ... ... .. .. ... . $425.00
Late 1930 Club Sedan, latest mcdel, wire

wheels, perfect condition . ... $625.00
1930 - A Model Ford Coupe in splen-

did eondition ... ... . .. . $325.00
1929 Chevrolet Coach, good ecasings, an

unusual value ... ... . ... . _ $32500
1928 Chevrolet Sedan in good condition... $250.00

s

real bargain ... ... . . .
1929 Chevrolet Coupe, good paint, vood

----------------

1927 Chevrolet Sedan, this is a spendi<1 huy$225.00
1929 Chevrolet Phaeton, this is a mi: hty

200d €ar..... ... e
1927 Chevrolet Touring, has had the hest

of care, an exceptionally fine car
1929 A Model Ford Roadster,

good mechanical condition. . 930
1928 Chevrolet Touring, very serv uuble$ 0

ineveryway... ... .. .. _ $200.00
1928 Oldsmobile Coupe, a very fine car |

and a bargain __
Trucks—almost any year el fromy e Y

$15
$150to... . . -.-.$400.00

Jackson Chevrolet

COMPANY

Sylva, North Carclina




