Misﬁs Harper was going home, al-
though the night was wet and
nasty. Miss Harper disliked traveling
at any time, and she particularly dis-
liked traveling on this dirty small bus,
which was her only way of getting home;
she had frequently complained to the
bus company about their service, be-
cause 1t seemed that no matter where
she wanted to go, they had no respect-
able bus to carry her. Getting away
from home was bad enough, Miss Har-
per was fond of pointing out to the bus
company, but getting home seemed
very close to impossible. Tonight Miss
Harper had no choice: 1f she did not go
home by this particular bus, she could
not go for another day. Annoyed, tired,
depressed, she tapped irritably on the
counter of the little tobacco store which
served also as the bus station. Sir, she
was thinking, beginning her letter of
complaint, Although I am an elderly
lady of modest circumstances and must
curtaill my fondness for travel, let me
point out that your bus service falls far
below. . .

Outside, the bus stirred noisily, clearly
not anxious to be moving: Miss Harper
thought she could already hear the
weary sound of its springs sinking out
of shape. I just can't make this trip
again, Miss Harper thought; even see-
ing Stephanie isn’t worth it; they really
go out of their way to make you un
comfortable. “Can I get my ticket
please?” she said sharply, and the old
man at the other end ol the counter
put down his paper and gave her a
look of hatred.

Miss Harper ordered her ticket, de-
ploring her own cross voice, and the old
man slapped it down on the counter 1n
front of her and said, “*You got three
minutes before the bus leaves.”

He'd love to tell me I missed it, Miss
Harper thought, and made a point of
counting her change.

The rain was beating down, and Miss
Harper hurried the few exposed steps
to the door of the bus. The driver was
slow 1n opening the door, and as Miss
Harper climbed in she was thinking:
Sir, I shall never travel with your com-
pany again. Your ticket salesmen are
ugly, yvour drivers are surly, your ve-
hicles indescribably filthy. . .

There were already several people
sitting in the bus, and Miss Harper
wondered where they could possibly be
going; were there really this many small
towns served only by this bus? Were
there really other people who would en-
dure this kind of trip to get somewhere,
even home? I'm very out of sorts, Miss
Harper thought, very out of sorts; it's
too strenuous a visit for a woman of my
age: | need to get home. She thought
of a hot bath and a cup of tea and her
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own bed, and sighed. No one offered to
help her put her suitcase on the rack,
and she glanced over her shoulder at
the driver sitting with his back turned
and thought: He'd probably rather put
me off the bus than help me; and then,
perceiving her own ill nature, she smiled.
The bus company might write a letter
of complaint about me, she told herselt,
and felt better. She had providentially
taken a sleeping pill before leaving for
the bus station, hoping to sleep through
as much of the tnip as possible, and at
last, sitting near the back, she prom-
ised herself that it would not be un-
bearably long before she had a bath and
a cup of tea, and tried to compose the
bus company’s response to her letter of
complaint. Madam, a lady of your ex-
perience and advanced age ought surely
to be aware of the problems confronting
a poor but honest little company which
wants only. .

She was aware that the bus had
started, because she was rocked and
bounced in her seat. and the feeling of
rattling and throbbing beneath the soles
of her shoes stayed with her even when,
at last, she slept. She lay back un-
easily, her head resting on the seat
back, moving with the motion of
the bus, and around her other peo-
ple slept, or spoke soltly, or stared
blankly out the windows at the pass-
ing lights and the rain.

Som.etime during her sleep Miss Har-
per was jostled by someone moving into
the seat behind her; her head was
pushed and her hat disarranged. For
a minute, bewildered by sleep, she
clutched at her hat, and then said
vaguely, “Who?"

“(;0 back to sleep,” a voung voice
said, and giggled. “I'm just running
away from home, that’s all.”

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT J, LEE

Miss Harper was not awake, but she
opened her eyes a little and looked up
to the ceilling of the bus. *“That’'s
wrong, ' she said as clearly as she could.
“That’s wrong. Go back.”

There was another giggle. ““Too late,”
the voice said. ““Go back to sleep.”

Miss Harper did. She slept uncom-
fortably and awkwardly, her mouth a
little open. Sometime, perhaps an hour
later, her head was jostled again and
the voice said, ‘I think I'm going to get
oftf here. 'Bve, now."

“You'll be sorry,” Miss Harper said,
asleep. “‘Go back.”

Then, still later, the bus driver was
shaking her. “Look, lady,” he was say-
ing, “I'm not an alarm clock. Wake up
and get off the bus.”

“What?'' Miss Harper stirred, opened
her eyes, felt for her pocketbook.

“I'm not an alarm clock,” the driver
said. His voice was harsh and tired.
“I'm not an alarm clock. Get off the
bus.”

“What?" said Miss Harper, again.

“This is as far as you go. You got a
ticket to here. You've arrived. And 1|
am not an alarm clock waking up peo-
ple to tell them when it's time to get off;
you got here, lady, and it’s not part of
my job to carry you off the bus. I'm
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“1 intend to report vou, Miss Har-
per said, awake. She felt for her pocket-
hook and found it in her lap, moved her
feet. straightened her hat. She was
stiff. and moving was difficult.

“Report me. But from somewhere
else. I got a bus to run. Now will you
please get off so I can go on my way?”

His voice was loud, and Miss Harper
was sickeningly aware of faces turned
toward her from along the bus—grins,
amused comments. The driver turned
and stamped off down the bus to his
seat, saying, “‘She thinks I'm an alarm
clock.” and Miss Harper, without as-
sistance and moving clumsily, took
down her suitcase and struggled with it
down the aisle. The suitcase banged
against seats, and she knew that peo-
ple were staring at her; she was
terribly afraid that she might stumble
and fall.

“T'll certainly report vou,” she said
to the driver, who shrugged.

“Come on, lady,” he said. “It’s the
middle of the might and I got a bus to
run.’’

“You ought to be ashamed of vour-
self,”” Miss Harper said wildly, wanting
to cry.

“Lady,” the dniver said with elab-
orate patience, “‘please get off my bus.”

The door was open, and Miss Harper
eased herself and her suitcase onto the
steep step. “‘She thinks everyone's an
alarm clock, got to see she gets off the
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bus,” the driver said behind her, and
Miss Harper stepped onto the ground.
Suitcase, pocketbook, gloves, hat—she
had them all. She had barely taken
stock when the bus started with a jerk,
almost throwing her backward, and
Miss Harper, for the first time n her
life, wanted to run and shake her fist at
someone. I'll report him, she thought;
I'll see that he loses his job. And then
she realized that she was in the wrong
place.

Standing quite still in the rain and the
darkness, Miss Harper became aware
that she was not at the bus corner of
her town, where the bus should have
left her. She was on an empty Cross-
roads in the rain. There were no stores,
no lights, no taxis, no people. There was
nothing, in fact, but a wet dirt road
under her feet and a signpost where
two roads came together. Don’t panic,
Miss Harper told herself, almost whis-
pering, don’t panic; it’s all right, it’s all
right, yvou'll see that it’s all right, don’t
be frightened.

She took a few steps in the direction
the bus had gone, but it was out of
sight, and when Miss Harper called fal-
teringly, “Come back” and “Help,”
there was no answer to the shocking
sound of her own voice except the
steady drive of the rain. I sound old, she
thought, but I will not panic. She turned
in a circle, her suitcase in her hand, and
told herself: Don’t panic, it's all nght.

There was no shelter in sight, but the
signpost said RICKET'S LANDING. S0
that’s where I am, Miss Harper thought;
I've come to Ricket's Landing and I
don’t like it here. She set her suitcase
down next to the signpost and tried to
see down the road; perhaps there might
be a house, or even some kind of barn
or shed, where she could get out of the
rain. She was crying a little, and lost
and hopeless, saying, Please, won't
someone come?, when she saw head-
lights far off down the road and re-
alized that someone was really coming
to help her. She ran to the middle of the
road and stood waving, her gloves wel
and her pocketbook draggled. ‘“‘Here,”
she called, “here I am. Please come and
help me.”

Through the sound of the rain she
could hear the motor, and then the
headlights caught her and, suddenly
embarrassed, she put her pocketbook 1n
front of her face. The lights belonged
to a small truck, and it came to an
abrupt stop beside her and the window
near her was rolled down and a man’s
voice said furiously, “You want to get
killed? You trying to get killed or some-
thing? What you doing in the middle of
the road, trying to get killed?” The
young man turned and spoke to the
driver. “It's some dame. Running out
in the road like that.”

“Please,” Miss Harper said, as he
seemed about to close the wmdow
again, ‘“‘please help me. The bus put me
off here when it wasn't my stop and
I'm lost.”

“Lost?”” The young man laughed
richly. “First I ever heard anyone get-
ting lost in Ricket's Landing. Mostly
they have trouble finding it.” He
laughed again, and the driver, leaning
forward over the steering wheel to look
curiously at Miss Harper, laughed too.
Miss Harper put on a willing smile, and
said, “Can you take me somewhere’
Perhaps a bus station?”

“No bus station.” The young man

shook his head profoundly. “Bus comes
through here every night, stops if he’s
got any passengers.’’

“Well,” Miss Harper said, her voice
rising in spite of herself; she was sud-
denly afraid of antagonizing these young
men; perhaps they might even leave her
here, in the wet and dark. “Please,” she
said, ““can I get in with you, out of the
ran?’

The two voung men looked at each
other. ““Take her down to the old
lady’s,” one of them said.

“She’s pretty wet to get in the truck,”
the other one said.

“Please,” Miss Harper said. “I’ll be
glad to pay yvou what I can.”

“We'll take you to the old lady,” the
driver said. “Come on, move over,"” he
said to the other voung man.

“Wait—my suitcase.” Miss Harper
ran back to the signpost, no longer car-
ing how she must look, stumbling about
in the rain, and brought her suitcase
over to the truck.

“That’s awful wet,” the young man
said. He opened the door and took the
suitcase from Miss Harper. “T’'ll just
throw it in the back,” he said, and
turned and tossed the suitcase into the
back of the truck. Miss Harper heard
the sodden thud of its landing, and
wondered what things would look like
when she unpacked. My bottle of co-
logne, she thought despairingly. “Get
in,”’ the young man said, and, “My
God, vou're wet."”

Miss Harper had never climbed up
into a truck before, and her skirt was
tight and her gloves were slippery from
the rain. Without help from the young
man, she put one knee on the high step
and somehow hoisted herself in. This
cannot be happening to me, she thought
clearly. The young man pulled away
fastidiously as Miss Harper slid onto
the seat next to him,

“You are pretty wet,” the driver
said, leaning over the wheel to look
around at Miss Harper. “Why were you
out in the rain like that?"

““The bus driver.” Miss Harper be-
gan to peel off her gloves: somehow she
had to make an attempt to dry herself.
“He told me it was my stop.”

“That would be Johnny Talbot,"” the
driver said to the other voung man.
“He drives that bus.”

“Well, I'm going to report him,”
Miss Harper said. There was a little si-
lence in the truck, and then the driver
said, ““Johnny’s a good guy. He means
all right.”

“He’s a bad bus driver,”” Miss Harper
said sharply.

The truck did not move. “You don’t
want to report old Johnny,” the driver
said.

“I most certainly " Miss Harper
began, and then stopped. Where am I?
she thought. What 1s happening to me?
“No,” she said at last, “I won’t report
old Johnny."

The driver started the truck, and
they moved slowly down the road,
through the mud and the rain. The
windshield wipers swept back and forth
hypnotically, there was a narrow line of
licht ahead from their headlights, and
Miss Harper thought, What 1s happen-
ing to me?

“We're going down to the old lady’s,”
the driver said. “She’ll know what
to do.”

“What old lady?"" Miss Harper did
not dare to move, even to turn her
head. “Is there any kind of a bus sta-
tion? Or even a taxi?”
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THE BUS

“You could,” the driver said consid-
eringly, “you could wait and catch that
same bus tomorrow night when it goes
through. Johnny’ll be driving her.”

“I just want to get home as soon as
possible,” Miss Harper said. The truck
seat was dreadfully uncomfortable, she
felt clammy and sticky and chilled
through, and home seemed so far away
that perhaps it did not exist at all.

“Just down the road a mile or so,”
the driver said reassuringly.

“I’ve never heard of Ricket’s Land-
ing,”” Miss Harper said. “I can’t im-
agine how he came to put me off there.”

“Maybe somebody else was supposed
to get off there and he thought it
was you by mistake.” This deduction
seemed to tax the young man's mind to
the utmost, because he said, “‘See,
someone else might've been supposed to
get off instead of you.”

“Then he's still on the bus,” said the
driver, and they were both silent, ap-
palled.

Ahead of them a light flickered, show-
ing dimly through the rain, and the
driver pointed and said, ‘“There, that’s
where we’re going.”” As they came
closer, Miss Harper was aware of a
growing dismay. The light belonged to
what seemed to be a roadhouse, and
Miss Harper had never been inside a
roadhouse in her life. The house itself
was only a dim shape looming In
the darkness, and the light over the
side door illuminated a sign, hanging
crooked, which read

BEER
BAR & GRILL

“Is there anywhere else 1 could go?”
Miss Harper asked timidly, clutching
her pocketbook. “I'm not at all sure,
you know, that I ought ——"'

“Not many people here tonight,” the
driver said, turning the truck into the
driveway and pulling up in the parking
lot, which had once, Miss Harper was
sad to see, been a garden. ““The rain,
probably.”

Peering through the window and the
rain, Miss Harper felt, suddenly, a
warm stir of recognition, of welcome.
It’s the house, she thought; why, of
course, the house is lovely. It had clearly
been an old mansion once, solidly and
handsomely built, with the balance and
style that belonged to a good house of
an older time. “Why?” Miss Harper
asked, wanting to know why such a
good house should have a light tacked
on over the side door, and a sign hang-
ing crooked but saying Beer Bar &
Grill. “Why?”" asked Miss Harper, but
the driver said, ‘““This 18 where you
wanted to go. . .. Get her suitcase,”” he
told the other young man.

“In here?” asked Miss Harper, feel-
ing a kind of indignation on behalf of
the fine old house. “Into this saloon?”
Why, I used to live in a house like this,
she thought; what are they doing to our
old houses?

The driver laughed. “You’ll be safe,”
he said.

Carrying her suitcase and her pocket-
book, Miss Harper followed the two
young men to the lighted door and
passed under the crooked sign. Shame-
ful, she thought; they haven’t even
bothered to take care of the place; it
needs paint and tightening all around
and probably a new roof. And then the
driver said, “Come on, come on,” and
pushed open the heavy door.
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“I hope they're not figuring on going under the North Pole!”
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“I used to live in a house like this,”
Miss Harper said, and the young men
laughed.

“I bet you did,” one of them said,
and Miss Harper stopped in the door-
way, staring, and realized how strange
she must have sounded. Where there
had certainly once been comfortable
rooms, high-ceilinged and square, with
tall doors and polished floors, there was
now one large dirty room, with a
counter running along one side and
half a dozen battered tables; there was
a jukebox in a corner, and torn linoleum
on the floor. “Oh, no,”” Miss Harper
said. The room smelled unpleasant, and
the rain slapped against the bare win-
dows.

Sitting around the tables and stand-
ing around the jukebox were perhaps a
dozen young people, resembling the
two who had brought Miss Harper here,
all looking oddly alike, all talking and
laughing flatly. Miss Harper leaned
back against the door; for a minute she
thought they were laughing about her.
She was wet and disheartened, and
these noisy people did not belong at all
in the old house. Then the driver turned
and gestured to her. “Come and meet
the old lady,” he said; and then, to the
room at large: “Look, we brought
company.”’

“Please,” Miss Harper said, but no
one had given her more than a glance.
She followed the two yvoung men across
to the counter; her suitcase bumped
against her legs and she thought: I
must not fall down.

“Belle, Belle,” the driver said, “‘look
at the stray cat we found.”

An enormous woman swung around
in her seat at the end of the counter and
looked at Miss Harper. Looking up and
down, looking at the suitcase and Miss
Harper’s wet hat and wet shoes, looking
at Miss Harper’s pocketbook and gloves
squeezed In her hand, the woman
seemed hardly to move her eyes. It was
almost as though she absorbed Miss
Harpe: without any particular effort.
““Hell you say,” the woman said at last.
Her voice was surprisingly soft. “Hell
you say.”

“She’s wet,” the second young man

said. The two young men stood one on
either side of Miss Harper, presenting
her. “Please,” Miss Harper said; here
was a woman, at least—someone who
might understand and sympathize,
“please, they put me off my bus at the
wrong stop and I can’t seem to find my
way home. Please.”

“Hell you say,” the woman said, and
laughed, a gentle laugh. “She sure is
wet,”” she said.

“Please,”” Miss Harper said.

“You’'ll take care of her?”’ the driver
asked. He turned and smiled down at
Miss Harper, obviously waiting, and,
remembering, Miss Harper fumbled 1n
her pocketbook for her wallet. How
much ? she was wondering, not wanting
to ask; it was such a short ride, but 1if
they hadn’t come I might have gotten
pneumonia, and paid all those doctor
bills; I have caught cold, she thought
with great clarity, and she took two
five-dollar bills from her wallet. They
can't argue over five dollars each, she
thought, and sneezed. The two young
men and the large woman were watch-
ing her with great interest, and all of
them saw that after Miss Harper took
out the two five-dollar bills there were
a single and two tens left in the wallet.
The money was not wet. I suppose I
should be grateful for that, Miss Har-
per thought, moving slowly. She handed
a five-dollar bill to each young man and
felt that they glanced at each other
over her head.

“Thanks,” the driver said. I could
have gotten away with a dollar each,
Miss Harper thought. ““Thanks,” the
driver said again, and the other young
man said, ‘“‘Say, thanks.”

“Thank you,” Miss Harper said for-
mally.

“I'll put you up for the night,” the
woman said. “You can sleep here. Go
tomorrow.”’ She looked Miss Harper up
and down again. “Dry off a little,”” she
said.

“Is there anywhere else?”’ Then,
afraid that this might seem ungracious,
Miss Harper said, I mean, is there any
way of going on tonight? I don’'t want
to impose.”’

“We got rooms for rent.”” The woman
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half turned back to the counter. “Cost
you ten for the night.”

She’s leaving me bus fare home, Miss
Harper thought; I suppose I should be
grateful. “I'd better, I guess,” she said,
taking out her wallet again. ‘I mean,
thank vou.”

The woman accepted the bill. “Up-
stairs,” she said. “Take vour choice.
No one’s around.” She glanced side-
ways at Miss Harper. “I'll see you get
a cup of coffee in the morning.”

“Thank you.” Miss Harper knew
where the staircase would be, and she
turned and, carrying her suitcase and
her pocketbook, went to what had once
been the front hall, and there was the
staircase, so lovely in its proportions
that she caught her breath. She turned
back and saw the large woman staring
at her, and said, “I used to live in a
house like this. Built about the same
time, I guess. One of those good old
houses that were made to stand forever,
and where people ——”

“Hell you say,” the woman said, and
turned back to the counter.

The young people scattered around
the big room were talking: in one cor-
ner a group surrounded the two who
had brought Miss Harper, and now and
then they laughed. Miss Harper was
touched with a little sadness now, look-
ing at them, so at home in the big, ugly
room which had once been so beautiful.
It would be nice, she thought, to speak
to these young people, perhaps even
become their friend, talk and laugh
with them; perhaps they might like to
know that this spot where they came
together had been a lady’s drawing
room. Hesitating a little, Miss Harper
wondered if she might call “Good
mght”” or ““Thank you™ again, or even
“God bless you all.”” Then, since no one
looked at her, she started up the stairs.
Halfway, there was a landing with a
stained-glass window, and Miss Harper
stopped, holding her breath. When she
had been a child the stained-glass win-
dow on the stair landing in her house
had caught the sunlight and scattered
it on the stairs in a hundred colors.
Fairyland colors, Miss Harper thought,
remembering; I wonder why we don't
live in these houses now. I'm lonely,
Miss Harper thought, and then she
thought: But I must get out of these
wet clothes; I really am catching cold.

Without thinking, she turned at the
top of the stairs and went to the front
room on the left; that had always been
her room. The door was open and she
glanced in; this was clearly a bedroom
for rent, and it was ugly and drab and
cheap. Miss Harper turned on the light
and stood in the doorway, saddened by
the peeling wallpaper and the sagging
floor. What have they done to the
house? she thought; how can I sleep
here tonight?

At last she moved to cross the room
and set her suitcase on the bed. I must
get dry, she told herself; I must make
the best of things. The bed was cor-
rectly placed, between the two front
windows, but the mattress was stiff and
lumpy, and Miss Harper was frightened
at the sour smell and the creaking
springs. I will not think about such
things, Miss Harper thought; this might
be the room where I slept as a girl. The
windows were almost right—two across
the front, two at the side—and the door
was placed correctly. How they did
build these old places to a square-cut
pattern, Miss Harper thought; how
they did put them together; there must



be a thousand houses all over the coun-
try built exactly like this. The closet,
however, was on the wrong side. Some
oddness of construction had set the
closet to Miss Harper’s right as she sat
on the bed, when it ought really to have
been on her left: when she was a giri the
big closet had been her playhouse and
her hiding place, but it had been on the
left.

The bathroom was wrong, too, but
that was less important. Miss Harper
had thought wistfully of a hot tub be-
fore bed, but a glance at the bathtub
discouraged her; she could wait unti
she got home. She washed her face anc
hands, and the warm water con.fortec
her. She was further comforted to finc
that her bottle of cologne had not
broken in her suitcase and that nothing
inside had got wet. At least she could
sleep in a dry nightgown, although in a
cold bed.

She shivered once in the cold sheets,
remembering a child’s bed. She lay In
the darkness with her eyes open, won-
dering where she was and how she had
got here: first the bus and then the
truck; and now she lay in the darkness,
and no one knew where she was or what
was to become of her. She had only her
suitcase, and a little money in her pock-
etbook. She was very tired, and she
thought that perhaps the sleeping pill
she had taken much earlier had still not
quite worn off ; perhaps the sleeping pill
had been affecting all her actions,
since she had been following docilely,
wherever she was taken. In the morning,
she told herself sleepily, I'll show them
I can make decisions for mysell.

The jukebox noise downstairs faded
softly into a distant melody. My mutl*{er
is singing in the drawing room, Miss
Harper thought, and the company IS
sitting on the stiff little chairs, listen-
ing; my father is playing the piano. She
could not quite distinguish the song,
but it was one she had heard her mother
sing many times. I could creep out 1O
the top of the stairs and listen, she
thought, and then she became awarec
that there was a rustling in the closet,
but the closet was on the wrong side, on
the right instead of the left. It 1s more
a rattling than a rustling, Miss Harper
thought, wanting to listen to her nmtl_wr
singing; i1t 18 as though something
wooden were being shaken around.
Shall I get out of bed and quiet 1t SO
I can hear the singing? Am 1 too warm
and comfortable: am I too sleepy’

The closet was on the wrong side, but
the rattling continued, just loud enough
to be irritating, and at last, knowing
she would never sleep until it stopped,
Miss Harper swung her legs over the
side of the bed and, sleepily, padded
barefoot over to the closet door.

“What are you doing in there?” she
asked aloud, and opened the door.
There was just enough light for her to
see that it was a wooden snake, hfead
lifted, stirring and rattling itself against
the other toys. Miss Harper laughed.
“It’s my snake,” she said aloud, “it's
my old snake, and it’s come alive.” In
the back of the closet she could see her
old toy clown, bright and cheerful, and
as she watched, enchanted, the toy
clown flopped languidly forward and
back, coming alive. Then Miss Harper
saw the big beautiful doll sitting on a
small chair, the doll with long ,u,uldprl
curls and wide blue eyes and a still
organdy party dress. As Miss Harper
held out her hands in joy, the doll
opened her eyes and stood up.

“Rosabelle,” Miss Harper cried out,
“Rosabelle, it's me.”

The doll turned, looking widely at
her, smile painted on. The red lips
opened and the doll quacked, out-
rageously, a flat, slapping voice coming
out of that fair mouth. “Go away, old
lady,” the doll said, ““go away, old lady,
go away.’’

Miss Harper backed away, staring.
She slammed the closet door and leaned
against it. Behind her, the doll's voice
went on and on. Crying out, Miss Har-

per turned and fled. “Mommy,” she
screamed, ‘“Mommy, Mommy."”

Screaming, she fled, past the bed, out
the door, to the staircase. “Mommy,”
she cried, and fell, going down and
down into darkness, turning, trving to
catch onto something solid and real,
crying.

“Look, lady,” the bus driver said.
“I'm not an alarm clock. Wake up and
get off the bus.”

“You'll be sorry,” Miss Harper said
distinctly:.

“Wake up,” he said, “wake up and
get off the bus.”

“I mntend to report you,” Miss Har-
per said. Pocketbook, gloves, hat, suit-
case,

“I'll certainly report vou,” she said,
almost crying.

““This 1s as far as vou go,”” the driver
said.

The bus lurched, moved, and Miss
Harper almost stumbled 1n the driving
rain, her suitcase at her feet, under the
sign reading RICKET'S LANDING. I3

The word is light.,

The cigarette is

Carlton.

A milder cigarette than

you’'d ever imagine.

Higher in smoking pleasure
than you’d ever expect.

On the pack, in the smoke—

Carlton says it all.

Carl’on
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E\TR.. CARLTON CIGARETTES ARE MADE ESPE. |
. CIALLY FOR SMOKERS WHO SEEK EXCEP

BHLD TIONAL MILDNESSINAFILTER CIGARETTE |
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Carlton...lightest smoke of all.
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