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By L M. Monigomery, Author of “Anne of Green Cables” i

OMORROW being Saturday I'm going
to look after Mrs. Haymond's twins
while she goes to Charlottetown to
the funeral of some relative, Anne

Shirley told Rebecca Dew, the rosy maid-
of-all-work at her boarding house. Rebecca
Dew pursed her mouth,

"Do you know what you're letting your-
gelf in for, Miss Shirley, Theém Raymond
twins are notorious."

“But I love children, Rebecca."

“Children, yes . . . but them's holy
terrors, Miss Shirley. Mrs. Raymond doesn't
believe in punishing children no matter
what they do. She says she's determined
they'll have a natural life. They (ake
people in by that saintly look of theirs but
I've heard what her neighbors have to say
of them, The minister's wife called one
afternoon . . well, Mrs, Raymond was
very sweet to her but when she was leav-
ing a shower of Spanish onions came fly-
ing down the stairs and one of them
knocked her hat off. ‘Children always
behave abominably when you ‘specially
want them to be good’ was all Mrs
Raymond said,"

“Mrs, Baymond was a wonderful help o
me in the Dramatic Club last winter,” said
Anne, “and one good turn deserves
another."

“Well, don't say I didn't warn you,” said
Rebeccn,

Saturday morning Anne betook herself to
the prelty, old-fashioned coltnge on a street
that stragpled out into the country, where
Mre, Raymond and her famous twins llved.
Mrs. Raymond was ready to depart, rather
gaily dressed for a funeral perhaps, but
looking very beautiful. The seven-year-old
twins, who had inherited her beauty, were
sitting on the stairs looking quite angelic.
They had round, cherubie faces of pink and
white, large, china-blue eyes, and aureoles
of fine, fuffy, pale-yellow hair. They
smiled with engaging sweetness when their
mother introduced them to Anne and told
them that dear Miss Shirley had been so
good as to come and take care of them
while Mother was away at dear Aunty
Ella's funeral, and of course they would be
good and not give her one teeny-weeny
bit of trouble, wouldn't they, darlings? The
darlings nodded gravely and contrived,
though it hadn't seemed possible, to look
more angelic than ever,

Mrs, Raymond took Anne down the walk
to the gate with her,

"They're all I've got . . . now,” she sald
pathetieally. “Perhaps I may have spoiled
them a little . . . I know people say 1
have. People always know g0 much better
how you cughl to bring up your children
than wou know yoursell, haven't you
noticed, Miss Shirley? But I think loving
is better than spanking any day, don’t you,
Miss Shirley? I'm sure you'll have no
trouble with them. Children always know
whom they can play on and whom they
can't, don't you think? That poor old Miss
Prouty up the street . . . I had her to
stay with them one day but the poor darl-
ings couldn't bear her. Sé of course they
teased her a good bit . . . you know what
children are. But they'll just love you and
I know they'll be angels. COf course they
have high spirits . . . but children should
have, don't you think? I like them to be
natural, don't you? Moo good children
don't seem natural some way, do they?
Daon't let them sail their boats In the bath-
tub or go wading In the pond, will you?
I'm so afrald of their catehing eold . . their
dear father died of pneumonia. Don't
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worry if they quarrel a little . . . children
always do quarrel, don't they? But if any
outsider attacks them . . . my dear! They
really just worship each other you know.
1 could have taken one of them to the fun-
eral but they simply wouldn't hear of it
They've never been separated for a day in
their lives, And I couldn't look afic. twins
at a funeral, could I now?"

"Don't worry, Mrs. Raymond. I'm sure
Gerald and Geraldine and I Jwill have a
beautiful day together, I love children.” .

“I know it. I knew the minute T saw
you that you loved children, One can always
tell, don't you think? Poor old Miss Prouty
delests them. She looks for the worst in
children and so of course she finds It. You
can't conceive what a comfort it is to me
to reflect that my darlings are under the
care of one who loves . . who under-
stands children, I'm sure Il quité enjoy
the day."

“You might take us to the funeral"”
shrieked Gerald, suddenly sticking his head
out of an upstairs window. 'We never
have any fun like that”

“0Oh, they're in the bathroom," excluimed
Mrz, Raymond tragically. “Dear Miss
Shirley, please go and take them out.
Gerald darling, you know Mother couldn't
take you both to the funeral, Oh, Miss
Shirley, he's got that coyote skin from the
parlor floor tied round his neck again by
the paws. He'll ruin it. Please make him
take it off at onece, I must hurry or I'll
miss the train.

Mrs, Raymond sailed elegantly awsy and
Anne ran upstairs to find that the angelic
Geraldine had grasped her brother by the
legs and was apparently trying te hurl him
out of the window,

"Mlss Shirley, make Gerald stop putting
out his tongue at me she demanded
fiercely,

"Doeg it hurt you?" asked Anne smil-
ingly, i

"Well, he's not golng to put out his
tongue at me,” retorted Geraldine defiantly,
with a baleful look at Gerald who returned
it with interest,

“My tongue's my own and you ecan't stop
me from putting it out when I like. Can
she, Miss Shirley?"

Anne ignored the question.

"Twins dear, it's just an hour to lunch
time. Shall we go and sit in the garden
and play games and tell stories? And,
Gerald, won't you put that coyote skin back
on the floor?"

“But I want to play wolf," sald Gerald.

“He wants.to play wolf," eried Geraldine,
suddenly aligning herself on her brother's
side,
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“We want to play wolf,” they both cried
togelher,

A peal from the door-bell eut the knot
of Anne's dilemma.

"C'm'on and see who it is" cried
Geraldine. They flew to the stairs and by
reason of sliding down the bannlster got
to the front door much quicker than Anne,
the coyote skin coming unloosed and drift-
ing away in the process

"W pever buy anything from peddlars,”
Gerald told the lady standing on the door-
step.

“Can I see your mother?" asked the Iady,

"No, you can’t., She's gone to Aunt Ella's
funeral. Miss Shirley's looking after us,
That's her coming down the stairs, She'll
make you scat,”"

Anne- did feel rather like making the
caller “scat" when she saw who it was.
Miss Pamela Blake was not a popular caller
in town. She was always “canvassing” for
something and it was generally quite
impossible o get rid of her unless you
bought it, since she was utterly impervious
to snubs and hints and apparently had all
the time in the world at her command, This
time she was “taking orders” for -an
encyclopedia, something ne school teacher
could afford to be without. Vainly Anne
protested that she did not need an encyclo-
pedia . . . the High School already pos-
sessed a very good one,

“Ten years out of date,” said Miss Pamela
firmly. “We'll just kit down here om this
rustic bench, Miss Shirley, and Il show
¥You my prospectus.”

“I'm afrald I haven't time, Miss Drake.
I have the children to lock after . . .”

“It won't take but a few minutes, T've
been meaning to call on you, Miss Shirley,
and I call it real fortunate to find you
here, Run away and play, children, while
Miss Shirley and I run gver this beautiful
prospectus. e

“Mother's hired Miss Shirley to look

after us," said Geraldine with a toss of her
aerial curls. But Gerald had tugged her
backward and they slammed the door shut.
“You see, Miss Shirley, what this encyclo-
pedia means, Look at the beautiful paper
+ « o the splendid engravings . . . the
wonderful print. And all for eighty dollars
« + .« ten dollars down and eight dollars
a month tll it's all paid. You'll never have
such an another chance . . . we're just do-
ing this to Intreduce it . . , next year it
will be one hundred and twenty."
“But I don't want an encycl di
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than the general run of children. Af
lunch Anne washed the dis. getting
Geraldine to help dry them, and Gerald te
put them carefully away in the cupboards
They were both quite knacky at it and
Anne reflected complacently that all thi
needed was wise training and a little

ness,

At two o'clock Mr. James Grand 1
Mr. Grand was chairman of the 4
School board of trustees, and had matters
of importance to talk of, which he
to discuss fully before he lefi on Monday

Miss
Drake,” said Anne desperately.

"Of course you want an encyclopedia
+ « « everyone wanis an encyclopedia . , .
a Nationnl Encyclopedia. I don't know
how I lived before I became acquainted
with the National Encyclopedia. Live! 1
didn't live. I merely existed, Look at that
engraving of the cassowary, Miss Shirley,
Did you ever really see a CASSOWHTY
before.” 5

“But, Miss Drake, I, , ,"

“If you think the terms a little 100 onerous
I can make a special arrangement for you

wie s Iaix dollars a month instead of elght.
You simply can't refuse an offer like thar,
Miss Shirtey,"

Anne almest felt she couldn't. Wouldn't
it be worth six dollars a month to get rid
of this terrible woman, who had evidently
made up her mind not to o untll she had
got an order? Resides, what were the
twins doing? They were uncannily quiet,
Suppose they were sailing their boats in
the bath-lub? Or had sneaked out of the
back door and gone wading in the pond?

She made one more pitiful effort te
escape,

“I'll think this over,
You know . ., .*

“There's no time like the Present,” said
Miss Drake briskly, getting out her fountain
pen, “You know you're going to take the
National s0 you might Jjust as well sign for
it now as any other time, Nothing is ever
gained by putting things off. The price
may go up any moment and then you'd
have to pay one hundred and twenty, Sign
here, Miss Shirley.”

Anne fell the fountain pen being forced
Into her hand . . . another moment . . .,
and {:(hen there was such a blood-curdling
shriek from Miss Drake that Anne dropped
the fountain pen under the clump of golden
glow that flanked the rustic seat and gazed
in amazed horror at her companion,

Was that Miss Drake? That Indescri-
ahl_e object, hatless, spectacleless, almost
hairlegs? Hat .-, , spectacles . . . false
front, were floating in the air above her
head, half way up to the bath-room win-
dow, out of which two golden heads were
hanging, Gerald was grasping a fishing
rod _m‘ which were tied two cords ending
in fishing hooks. By what magie he had
contrived to make a triple catch only he
colld have told, Probably it was sheer
luek,

Anne flew into the house and upstairs:
bylthe time she reached the bath-room the
twins had fled. Gerald had dropped the
fishing rod and a peep from the window
revealed a furlops Miss Drake retrieving
her belongings, including the fountain pen
and the prospectus, and marching te the
gate. For once in her life Misg Pamela
Drake had failed to land her order,

Anne discovered the twins seraphically
eating apples un the back porch. It was
hard to know what to do, Certalnly such
behavior could not be allowed to pass with-
out a rebuke but Gerald had undoubtedly
rescued her from a difficult position and
Miss Drake was an odious creature who
needed a lesson, Stil] .

“You've et a
Gerald, "I saw
throat,"

Migs Drake, and let

greal big worm,” shrieked
it disappear down your

Geraldine laid down her apple and
promptly turned sick . , . Very sick, Anne
had her hands full for some time. And
when Geraldine was better it was lunch
tme and Anne decided to let Gerald off
with a very mild rebuke, After all, no
lasting harm had been done to Miss Drake,
who would probably hold her tongue religi-
ously about the incident for her own sake,

“Do you think, Gerald," she said gently,
“that what you did was a gentlemanly

action "
"Nope," sald Gerald, “but it was good
fun, Gee, I'm some fisherman, ain't 17"

The lunch was excellent. Mrs, Raymond
had prepared it before she left and, what-
ever her shortcomings as a dlsciplinarian
might be, she was a good cook. Gerald and
Geraldine, being occupled with gorging did
not quarrel or worse table manners

OSSR

to attend an educational conference in'
Kingsport. Could he come to Anne's
boarding house In the evening? Unfortu=:
nately he couldn't, . il

Mr. Grand was a good sort of man in his
own fashion, but Anne had long ago found
out that he must be handled with gloves,
Moreover, Anne was very anxious to—get—
him on her side In a battle royal over new
desks and maps that was looming up. She
went out to the twins. 1

"Darlings, will you play nicely out in the!
back yard while T have a little talk with -
Mr. Grand? ' It won't be very long . . . and:
then we’ll have an afterncon tea-picnie
down on the banks of the pond , . . and -
I'll teach you to hlow soap-bibbles with
red dye in them . the loveliest things!

“Will you give us a quarier apicce if we.
hehave ™ demanded Gerald,

“No, Gerald dear,” said Anne firmly, “I'm;
not golng to bribe you. I know you are
going to be good, just because I asked you,
ag & gentleman should."

"We'll be good, Miss Shirley," promised
Gerald solemnly,

“Awful good" echoed
equal salemnnlty

It is just possible that they would ha
kept their promise if Ivy Trent had
arrived almost as soon as Anne Wiase
closeted with Mr. Grand In the parlor, Butx
Ivy Trent did arrive, and the Raymong;
twins hated Ivy Trent . . . the impecenl 8
Ivy Trent who never did anything wrong,
and always looked as if she had just stepped
out of a band-box. On thizs particular after-
noon there was no doubt that Ivy Trent
had come over to show off her beautiful’
new brown shoes and her sash and shouldar
bows and hair-bows of scarlet ribbon, M
Raymond, whatever she lacked in son
refpects, had fairly sensible ideas abo
dressing children, and Geraldine never
the chance to parade the street in the style
of Ivy Trent who had a dress for ewqr_-,‘
afternoon in the week. Mrs, Trent always
arrayed her in “spotless white.” At least, &
Ivy was always spotless when she lefti,
home; if the were not quite so spotless
when she returned that, of course, was the
fault of the “jealous” children with whom
the neighborhood ubounded, ;

Geraldine was Jealous, She longed rnr"}
scarlet sash and shoulder-hows and whits
embroidered dresses. What would she nolhi
have given for brown shoes like that? -ten)

"How do you like my new sash- their|
shoulder-bows?"  mimicked Gerald.q ;
tauntingiy.

"But you haven't got
said Ivy grandly.

“But you haven't
squeaked Geraldine,

Ivy looked puzzled

“I have so. Can't you see them?®® o

“They ain't paid for," said Gerald. Tk

Ivy Trent had a temper. It showed ilsepoe "

(Continued on Next Page.) tk,

Geraldine, with
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Continued from Page Twenty.)

face which grew as red as her
r-hows.

are, too, My mother always uu\rs

mother always pays her bills'
Geraldine, She was very happy in
_brilliant idea of repeating everything
id scornfully.
was uncomfortable. She didn't know
. gactly how to cope with this. So she
ened (0 Gerald, who was undoubtedly
fi# handzomest boy on the street, Ivy had
fide up her mind about him,
“game over Lo tell wou I'm going to
you for my beau,” she said, looking
wenily at him out of a palr of brown
that, even al seven, Ivy had learned
o devastating effect on most of the
boyz of her acquaintance.
ald turned crimson.
won't be your beau,”
lut you've got to be"
you've got 1o be
g her head.
on't be,” shouted Gerald furiously.
don’t you give me any more of your
B Ivy Trent,”
! ¢ ou hove (o be,”
f] Hou have lo be
\ glared at her,
¥ou just shut up, Geraldine Raymond."”
guess I can talic in my own yard," said
dine. !
#'Courze she can” said Gerald, "and if
' don’t shut up, Ivy Trent, I'll just go
to your pince and dig the eyes out of
doll."
I¥ mother would spank you If you did"”
Ivy.
h, she would. would zhe? Well, do
know what my mother would do to
it #he-did?  Sha'd just sock her one on
nose."
"Well, anyway,
u," sald Ivy,
subject.
ML, ., T duck vour head In the rain-
arrel”’ velled the maddened Gerald. "T'I
B rub your face in an ant's nest . . . I'll ...
AT tear them bows and sash off you ... "
5 itriumphant]y for this ot least was possible.
L “Let's do it," squealed Geraldine,
They peunced like furles on the unfor-
tunate Ivy, who kicked and shrielced and
potried to bite, but was no match for the
Fitwo of them. Together they hauled her
b oacross the yard into the woodshed, where
= her howls could not be heard.
e "Hurry,” gasped Geraldine,
irley comes out."
No time was to be lost. Gerald held Ivy's
egs while Geraldine held her wrists with
one hand and tore off her bows and sash
‘with the other,

“Let's paint her legs,” shouted Gerald,
his eye falling on a couple of cans of palnt
left there by some workmen of the previous
week, “I'll hold her and you paint her.”

Ivy shrieked in vain despalr. Her stock-
dings  were pulled down and In a few
moments her legs were adorned with wide
ripes of red and green paint. In the
rocess a good deal of the paint got spat-
ered over her embroidered dress and her
As o finishing touch they filled
er hair with burrs. She was a pitiful sight
hen they finally released her. The twins
owled mirthfully as they looked at her.
Long weeks of airs and condescensions from
Ivy were avenged,

he said,
said Ivy serenely.
said Geraldine,

sald Ivy stubbornly,
sald Geraldine.

you've gol lo be my
returning calmly to the

“‘fore Miss

St i L

“Now you go home,” said Gerald, “Thiz'll
“teach you to go round telling people they
ave to he your beau."

“I'll tell my mother,” wept Ivy. “I'll go
ght home and tell my mother on you,
ou horrid, hateful, ugly boy!"

= “Don't. you call my brother ugly, you
tuck-up thing,"” cried Geraldine. *“You and
your shoulder-bows! Here, take them with
. We don't want them cluttering up
our woodshed,"”

Ivy, pursued by the bows, which Geraldine
“pelted after her, ran sobbing out of the
yard 'md down the street.

let's sneak up the back

[RINE,
EYES

Fon
nil"
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stairs and clean up, 'fore Miss Shirley sees
us," gasped Geraldine,

Mr, Grand had tolked himself out and
bowed himsell away. Anne stood [or o
moment on the doorstep, wondering uneas-
ily where her charges were. Up the street
and in at the gate came a wrathful lady,
leading a forlorn and still sobbing atom of
humanity by the hand.

“Miss Shirley, where is Mrs, Raymond?”
demanded Mrs, Trent.

“Mrs. Raymond is

“1 insist on seeing Mrs, Raymond, She
ghall see with her own eyes what her chil-
dren have done to my poor, helpless, Inno-
cent Ivy. Look at her, Miss Shirley."

“Ch, Mrs. Trent, I'm so sorry. This is all
my fault, Mrs. Raymond Is away and I
promised to look after the chi rdren
but Mr. Grand came

AN

“No, it isn't your fault, Miss Shirley, 1
don’l blame you., No one. can cope with
those diabolical children. The whole street
knows them. If Mrs. Raymond isn't home
there is no point in my remaining, I shall
take my poor child home, But Mrs, Ray-
mond shall hear of this indeed she
shall, Lilsten to that, Miss Shirley! Are
they killing each other?”

“That" was a chorus of shrieks, howls,
yells that came echoing down the stairs,
Anne ran upwards. On the hall floor was a
twisting, writhing, biting, tearing, scratch-
ing mass. Anne separated the furlous twins
with difficulty and, holding each firmly
by @ squirming shoulder, demanded the
meaning of such conduct

"She says I've got to be Ivy Trent's
beau,” snarled Gerald.

S0 he has got to be,” sclenmed Geraldine,

"I won't be . .

"You've got to he , . .

"Children!" sald Anne. Sométhing In her
tone quelled them. They looked at her
and saw a Miss Shirley they had not seen
before. For the first time in their young
lives they felt the force of authority, "“You,
Geraldine," said Anne quietly, "will go to
bed for two hours, You Gerald, will spend
Lhe same length of time in the hall closet,
Not a word! You have behaved abomin-
ably and you must take your punishment
Your mother left you in my charge and you
will obey me."

"You you've no right to separate
us . .., .. we've never heen separatdd,
mutiered Gerald.

"You will be now.”

Anne was still very

qulet, Meekly Geraldine took off her
clothes and got into one of the cots in
their room, Meekly Gerald entered the

hall closet. It was a large, airy closet with
a window and a chair and nobody could
have called the punishment a very severe
one. Anne locked the door and sat down
with a book by the hall window. At least
for two hours she would know a little peace
of mind. A peep at Geraldine a few min-
utes later showed her sound asleep. Look-
ing s0 lovely in her slumber that Anne al-
most repented of her sternness. Well, a
nap would be good for her, anyway, When
she wakened she would permit her to get
up, even if the time limit had not expired.

Al the end of an hour Geraldine was still
sleeping.  Gerald had been so quiet that
Anne decided he had taken his puni

dous sp]nsl!. by Gerald's side and almost
gave him another ducking.

“Gerald, are you drowned?” cried Ger-
aldine. "Are you drowned, darling?

“MNo, no, darling,” Gerald sssured her
through chattering teeth. They embraced
and kissed passionately.

"Children, come in here
said Anne.

They waded to the shore. The September
day, warm in the morning, had turned cold
and windy in- its late afternoon. They
ghivered terribly., Their faces turned blue.
Anne, without a word of blame, hurried
them home, got thelr wet clothes off, and
got them into their beds with hot water
botties at their feel, They stlll continued
to shiver. Had they got a chill? Were they
headed for pneumeonia?

“You should have taken better care of
ug, Miss Shirley,” said Gerald reproachiully,
“'Course vou should," said Geraldine,

A distracted Anne hurried downstairs and
telephoned for the doctor. By the time he
came the twins had got warm and he
assured Anne they were in no danger. If
they stayed in bed till the next day they

would be all right.

He met Mrs, Raymond coming up from
the statlon on his way back and it was a
pale, almost hysterical lady who presently
rushed In. *“Oh, Miss Bhirley, how could
you have let my little treasures get Into
such danger "

"“That's just what we told her, mother,”
chorused the twins.

“1 trusted you ...L told you ..."

“I hardly see how I was to blame, Mrs,
Raymond,” sald Anne fclly, "You will
realize this, I think, when you are calmer.
The children are gquite all right , . . I simply
sent for the doctor as a precautionary
measure. If Gerald and Geraldine had not
dizobeyed me this would not have hap-
pened.”

"I thought a teacher would have a little
authority over children," said Mrs. Raymond
bitterly.

“Ower children, perhaps . . . but not young
demons," Anne longed to say, but sald only:

this minute,"

AR

"Since you are here, Mrs, Raymond, I
think I will go home. I don't think I can
be of any further service to you and I have
some school work to do this evenlng

Gerald sat up in bed,

"1 hope there'll be a funeral every week,”
he said. *“'Cause I like wou, Miss Shirley,

Twenty-one

and I hope you'll come and look alter ua
every time mother has to go away.”

“So do 1" sald Geraldine,

“Ever so much better than Miss Prouty,”
aid Gerald.

“Ever so much,"” said Geraldine,

“I'm ., . I'm sure you meant well," said,
Mrs, Raymond tremulously.

Anne found Rebecca Dew In the garden,
gathering late pansies,

“Rebecca, I used to think the adage,
‘Children should be seen and nol heard
entirely too harsh. But T see it has its
points."

"My poor darling, I'll get you a cup of
tea," sald Rebacea Dew. And did not say,
“1 told vou so.”

MYSTERY SOLDIER IN NEW TEST

What may be the last attempt to estab-
lish the identity of the “living unknown
soldier,” who has baffled sclentists since
he was taken to Parls just aller the World
War, iz to be made by three eminent
French psychologists, Nineteen years ago

the man, whose name was belleved to be
Mangin, was found wandering in the
streets of Lyons, France, dressed in

soldler's uniform. He knew nothing about
himself or his doings, and could not rems-
ember his name. Mangin was sent to an
asylum, where he was questioned by
famous doctors for year after year. Never
once did they get a lucld statement from
him, Meanwhile, men and women from
all parts of France have claimed him as
husband or father or brother. More Lhan
200 letters have been received trying to
identify him, but without success.

SHARK FISHING PROFITABLE

Norweglan [fishermen report that shark
fishing off the Shetland Islands is now more
profitable than trawling. They say that
this season they have been able to make
catches worth §2,500 to §4,000 in a few days.
Large galvanized iron swivel hooks 50 fath-
oms apart on stout lines are baited with
haddocks, The sharks, from 10 to 14 feet
long, are hauled ahoard by means of der-
ricks. Every part of the fish s used, flesh
being salted for food and skin preserved as
fine leather. While the shark lines are in
the sea the fishermen shoot dolphins, which
are used as food on silver fox farms,

*CROC" GETS TROUSERS SEAT

While wading across the Limpopo River
near Messina, South Afriea, o piccanminy
was attacked by a crocodile, which grabbed
him by the arm, When it released him
for a moment the boy ran for shore, but
the “croc” snapped at his coat tail only to
pet the seat of his trousers, The lnd's arm
was badly torn,

Make Jams

«CERTO

Only then can you save.time and money

and Jellies

like a man and mighl be forgiven. Aflter
all, Ivy Trent was a vain little monkey
and had likely been very aggravating, She
unlocked the closet and opened it
There was no Gerald in the closet. The
window was open and the roof of the side-
porch was just beneath it, Anne’s lips tight-
ened. She went downstairs and out into
the yard. No sign of Gerald, She explored
the woodshed and looked up and down the
street, Still no sign. She ran through the
garden and through the gate Into the lane
that led through a patch of serub woodland
_ to the little pond. Gerald was happily pol-
® ing himself about on It, In the small flat
that was kept there . . . . . . something
he had never had a chance to do befere.
Just as Anne broke through the trees
Gerald's pole which he had stuck rather
deeply in the mud, came away with unex-
pected ease at his third tug and Gerald
promptly shot heels over head backward
Into the water.

Anne cried out involuntarily but there
was little cause for alarm. The pond at
its deepest would not come up Lo Gerald's
shoulders, and where he had gone over it
was no deepez thun his waist, He had
somehow got on his feet and was standing
there rather foolishly, with his aurecle
plastered drippingly down on his hepd,
when Anne’s shriek was re-echoed behind
her and Geraldine, In her night-dress, fore
through the trees and out to the edge of
the littie wooden platform t swhich the flat
was commonly mooréd. With anoclther
despairing shriek of “Gerald!" she took a
flylng leap that landed her with a tremen-

I'VE FOUND
CERTO THE
SURE, EASY
WAY. WITH
THIS SHORT
BOIL,NO
JUICE HAS
A CHANCETO
BOIL AWAY.

IMAGINE «+ ALL S
FINISHED -- MY JAMS
AND JELLIES HAVE
BETTER TEXTURE

1 FINER FLAVOUR[

AND I'VE 10

GLASSES INSTEAD
OF 6, THERE'S
ECONOMY./

'l You see, jellies are
* boiled only ¥4 min-
ute (jama only a little
longer). All the flavour
stays right in the juice
instead of boiling away
in steam.

2 You're through in Im than 15

minutes after your fruit was
prepared . . . half sy much again
jam from your fruit than by the old
long-boil method. Follow Certo
recipes exactly.

glass labels,

Send the label from one
bottle of Certo and a 3¢
stamp to Consumer Ser-
vice Department, General
Fooda, Limited, Cobourg,
Ont., and receive, FREE,
an attractive book of jelly

Ceriois pure pectin—nothi
=it is the natural jellying substance
extracted from frult. Makes jams and
jellies with any fruit or fruit jwice. g5

Free Recipe Book

77 tested recipes come
under the label of every
bottle of Certo— a sepa-
rate recipe for each fruit.
Remember, Certo recipes
simply won't work wﬂh
anything but Certo,

is added




