me, dear,” said Minna. “It's that fun-
ny speckled strawberry, isn't #t? I
noticed it this morming."

“Yes, my dear,” answered John ina
choking voice. “And please remember
that it Is to be preserved very cares
fully.” But though he seemed calm
enough he was angry with Price
‘What right had the old fogy Insinuat-
ing that Minna was—

He knew why he was angry. Price
had suggested that Minna was men-
tally slow. And John knew it was

true. Pretty Miona Hilton was not an | jam

intellectusl woman, though she made
none the worse wife for that.

“All right, Johnny," answered Min.
na. “But 1 really

ever, I know how Interested you are
in the garden.”

She turned on her heel a little huf-
fily and John surmised that she had
seen Price's nudge. Minna was not

in a pot, and Price was to convey it
to a gresnhouse, and— .

It was, in short, a remarkable con-
spiracy against one poor strawberry.

Thursday was the day set for the
experimédnt, and on that afternoon
[ Price came to tea, Minna made them
have tea before going Into the gar-
den. But both men were tod much
absorbed in thought to eat much. In
vain Minna tempted them with her
scones and cakes.

‘““Won't you try a little more of my
?" ghe asked Price coaxingly.
“You know, it was you and Johnny
who are responsible for i.”

asked. =

“Why, I've made it tmm the best
fruit in the garden,” she @nswered,
“and 1 pat the blended strawberry in,
just as you told me—"

“What?” yelled both men in
chorus.

“Dear me, how excited you both
are,” sald Minna loftily. “Didn’t you
tell me, Johnny, that it was to be pre-
served carefully®" 3

“You—you puot the atn'bdiy
the strawberry in that jam?" inguir-
ed John Hilton, gazing at his wife

“Yes, Johony. Wasa't that right 7"
“Oh, yes, it wad Fight efough,” re-
her hushand. "Only—waell, you
.n_:e lost us a fortune, Minna, that's
Henry Price glared at the poor wo-
man and then, without & word, dash-
ed out Into the hall and thrust on
his hat. A moment later the garden
gate slammed to behind him,

This sound, indicative of his final
departure, relieved the tension of the
situation. Minna put her head down
upon her folded arms. John rose up
awkwardly and came behind her and
put his arms about her.

“Never mind, dear,” ho said, “It was
my fault, and you ocouldn't have
kfiown. I'll try again, Mihna. Pon't

i
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“How is that, my dear?™ John .




