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Mrs. Wilkins reads the Ladies

Home Journal

BY DOROTHY DWIGHT TOWNSEND
New York Office

THE kitchen clock struck eight. Mrs. Wilkins
looked up at it as she took off her apron. She had
finished the dishes in good time tonight.

The sink and drain boards were wiped dry, the
dish towels rinsed out and hung up and the cereal was
in the fireless cooker, ready for breakfast.

Mr. Wilkins did not look up as his wife entered
the living room. He was settled down in his Morris
chair—the picture of comfort. He had spent three-
quarters of an hour on the city evening paper and
had now picked up the town’s weekly gazette. It was
three nights old but there was a chance of finding
something overlooked.

At the desk in the corner Junior fought his way
through his lessons.

Mr. Wilkins was a lumber dealer in a town of 25,000.
He was doing well. Last year his profits went into
five figures.

They had built their house seven years before. It
stood at the end of a new avenue lined with bungalows.
Stiff little trees and half-grown shrubs made it still look
underdone. The house was not unlike its neighbors—
eight rooms, a generous porch, 500 square feet of lawn
and a garage of concrete blocks. What it lacked in dis-
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tinction and charm it made up for in cleanliness and
convenience. They were perfectly contented with it.

They kept no maid. Two days a week Mrs. Sheehan
clamt,hon Monday to wash and iron and on Friday to
clean.

There was a vacuum cleaner in the kitchen closet, and
an electric iron; an electric grill on the tea wagon Mr.
Wilkins had given her for Christmas and they were
discussing a washing machine.

Their chief worries were what to do with Helen
who was fifteen and beginning to be silly about clothes
and boys; whether to sell the old Saxon for a new one;
and whether Mr. Wilkins was getting fat.

Their chief pride was Junior, who was smart in his
lessons, and their home, which was clean.

Mrs. Wilkins sat in her rocker and was reaching
under the table for the darning basket when Junior
turned his head.

“There’s a new Journal, Ma, I left it over on the
couch.”

Mrs. Wilkins put the basket back and started up.
If she had known this she would have hurried through
the dishes. Junior had been looking at it. The corners
were bent. She wished he hadn’t.

She held it off and looked at the cover—a pretty
girl in a yellow dress. She liked the baby covers best.

‘here was one two years ago. She had it pinned over
her bureau.

Mrs. Wilkins opened the cover with a sigh. She
took her pleasures with deliberation. She had two
hours to enjoy the most irresistible parts and there
would be much left for tomorrow evening. In fact a
week from tonight after her darning Mrs. Wilkins
would still be fingering these same pages.

She did not know that she had a program for reading
the magazine but she rarely varied in her practice.

First a careful turning page by page straight through.
She read the titles of each story and the captions under
every picture. Sometimes she got caught by a bit of
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