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They would have to walk home. The dusk fell rapidly; and before 
the two had gone more than a mile, it was absolutely dark. They 
trudged on and on, for the most part, in silence. Radish was foot
sore and weary, and just a little scared. But he kept a brave 
front, taking the role of manly protector. Molly’s feet hurt. She 
had gone barefoot all summer. On this occasion she had donned 
the heaviest pair of shoes she could find, and they were kill
ing her. She wept quite frankly. Radish soothed her and helped 
her as best he could. Somehow, after hours of misery, they reached 
home. Tim gallantly escorted his companion to the door of the 
girl’s building, and started to trudge away without a word.

“ Oh, Tim!’’ The call came faintly. Tim stopped and turned. 
“ You’re awful polite. Goo—Goodnight,” and Molly turned and 
fled.

The next day Molly sat in the playroom, looking out of the 
window. Her mood was different from the one of a few days 
before. To be sure, she didn’t have a fellow even yet, but—•. 
Molly smiled and gazed dreamily into space.

Suddenly she was startled from her sweet revery by the 
sound of a raucous voice. All attention was focused on the tow
headed, freckled-faced youngster, who had strutted into the 
playroom. One hand was hidden in the mysterious recesses of his 
overalls’ pockets. But in the other hand, held triumphantly aloft, 
he bore a paper bag. “ Hey, Molly! Molly Evans! Tim Dennis 
wants to know if you’ll be his girl.”

Molly’s face assumed a peculiar expression. She turned slowly 
gave the boy, candy, and all, a look that was a perfect expression 
of utter boredom. “ Oh, well, tell him I ’d just as lieve,” she yawned. 
With the same bored expression she looked into the bag, and 
then drew our a beautiful cerise-pink candy heart. Written large 
on the glowing heart were the words, “ I love you.” Molly drew 
a deep breath and slowly stuffed the heart, message and all, into 
her mouth.


