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Hberalbufup aTfthe preserves you can use.
NextAgmter you will appreciate the economyofnfliountiful "supply of delicious preserves.

Pour preserves will jttxs& and look the better

"Get off met Get off me, you fat ro-

mancer, youl"
And blow out the light, will you, Joe?
I'm tired. You'll hare to undress. In
the dark."

Then Steve burled bis face in his
pillow. But sundry sounds, escaping,
were unmistakably hysterical. .Joe's
mouth opened and closed, flshlike. He
stood and stared down at his side in
beautifully eloquent profanity, if a
stare can be both eloquent and pro-
fane.

"Ton need a rnnn " ha ctataA anllrf.
ly at last ' He finished the light with
a vicious blast "Yon need a chap-
eron!"

' But once again, Just before he slept,
Steve heard htm mutter to himself less
lnjuredly as he heaved over in his
bunk.

the natural flavor and appear; actioe

mm "This has been a very busy even- - '

tagy he opined.
- '.

"CHAPTER XIV.
Law and Lumbar.
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that did not cease, even for
an hour. Bagged, smokelike

clouds hung over the valley at Thirty
Mile, dragged so low. by their own
weight that they not only hid the up-

per peaks, but shrouded the lower
ridges as welL They drove by lh in-

terminable files of gray, making sluice-

ways of every cut and drenching con-

tinually the men of the construction
gang, who, in spite of the chill of that
downfall, 8 till sweated at their labor. '
But both Steve and Fat Joe, for all
that they caught each day a deeper ,
note in the hoarse complaints of thos
same men a note no less ominous than
was that newer, hoarser one of the
swollen river nevertheless were duly .

thankful that the leaden sky had at
least a tinsel lining. It might have
snowed. - '

A month earlier it had been Steve's
yiau iv Bjuu luai iiuie vi av ui Bwauip '
ana bridge the river before tne cola ;
weather set in. ' Nor was his altered'
order of campaign due in any way to
the storm which had raised the river
and made of the alder dotted stretch
of flat bog meadow an oozing, quaking

'

morass. It no longer represented mere-- --

ly a positive not too alluring problem '
in engineering that strip of swamp
ana open water, it nuu uun vu
newer, strategic importance. And th '

change in Steve's pins, so far as the
work at Thirty Mile was concerned,
was as much dueo the news which.
Fat Joe branght home with him on ,

night toward the end of the next week '
as it was the result of the interview
which he bad held with Hard wick El-

liott himself.
Joe had been a whole day absent on

the north end of the line. Alone bo

JBarry vans

with every shovelful of earth you lift
You ought to know better than that.
Tou ought to know for yourselves that
there'll be need for more men in these
woods than there has ever been before.
But if you don't, if you can't see it
that way, why not come around and
let me have a fair chance to talk
'things over with you myself before
yon decide to turn on this Job? I want
yon to remember that a man who is a
liar in one thing is mighty likely to
talk loose tongned, no matter what he
preaches." ,

And there, without lifting his eyes
from the floor, Big Louie cleared bis
throat and made answer.

"Maybe," he retorted "maybe, and
maybe not so sure either! I have lis-
tened to big words before sow, me,
that have put no food under my belt,
no coat to my back."

If It's only food and shelter and
clothes for your back) Big Louie, youll
not have to worry. But Pm not prom-
ising either, mind, that there'll be easy
money to blow on white whisky. Were
yon expecting any?"

That , brain which v could cope with
but one idea at a time was fertile
ground for seed which such a one as
Harrigan might sow. Big Louie fail-
ed to reply. He sat quiets deep In
thought, when Stephen O'Mara closed
the door noiselessly behind him.

It was minutes after Steve had gone
back up the hill before., Garry Dever-ea- u

reached out a hand in the dark-
ness and touched, experimentally, what
had seemed to be only ' a shapeless
black blotch at the edge of light, a
rod or two from the door. And in-

stantly at his touch the shadow was
galvanized into life. It reared and
plugged and enveloped the slighter
man in a crushing embrace and bore
him over backward. With the muzzle
of a revolver chafing his ear Garry
managed to worry his head high
enough to free his mouth and nostrils
from dirt ;

"Get off me! Get off me, yon fat
romancer, your, be whispered fiercely.

An explosive grunt of dismay an-
swered him before Fa Joe let him rise.
Is a thin and profane tenor ' v.'ss
bidden to explain his presence tnere.

"I couldn't sleep," Garry replied, his
Toice still peevish,' "so I came out for
a breath of air. I saw him start this
way saw you following him with that
gun Is your hand. I Just slipped over,
too. In case .there might be doings.
What's the row, Joe?" .

Joe took him n gently by the elbow,
turned him about and started him up
the rise.

"An old grudge," he deigned an un-

gracious explanation. "It's years and
years old. Stove licked him once.
One when they were boys the folks
that live down next to Allison's dress-
ed Steve up like a picture book, the
nearest I can make out, and sent him
to town Harrigan, he

"I know! I remember!" Garry's eager
whisper interrupted. "That is, I didn't
know that Harrigan was one of the
mob Steve whipped that day. But that
wasn't what I meant Who was the

the girl Harrigan was talking about
when Steve when Steve''---,

Joe's fingers tightened a little as the
other evinced a tendency to lag.

"Hurry a bit, will you?" he urged
complalnlngly. ;"Show a little speed!
I'm supposed to be up there asleep."
And then, gruffly, "It was the Allison
girl, of course." -

In spite of the hand upon his elbow
Garrett Devereau stopped short in his
tracks. V.- - '" ,

"Barbarar he stammered. "Barbara
Allison? Joe, was that the girl he
meant tonight when he said he was
going to 'marry one of those women
himself?"'

Joe peered at. him, trying to make
ut the expression upon his face. '

,

"Why not?" he wanted to know.
"Why not? Ain't he good enough for
her?"

There came a pause; then Garry's
tunned rejoinder.
"Good enough V he repeated sense-

lessly. "Good enough?" He laughed
half wildly, as though he had sudden-

ly hit upon a very funny thought In-

deed. "That man in love with a girl
like ber good Lord!"

And Fat Joe, who had failed to un-

derstand, swore again beneath his
breath because there was no time left
In which to argue the matter. His
face was still very red from his strug-
gle for self restraint and his whole
mental balance so disturbed that he
forget 'entirely to conceal the blued re-

volver dangling In one band when he
the cabin a moment later.

The latter object ruined the effect of
his Insouciant rendition of "Home,
Sweet Home."

"Thought you were going to retire,
Joe?"

Steve was already undressed and
crawling Into bed. His question was
slow worded and a trifle stifled.

"I was," Joe assured him hastily. "I
was. I Just stepped out to see that ev-

erything was tight and tidy for the
night; that's all."

Quizzical eyes contemplated the re-

volver now. ,

"Taken to carrying a weapon, after
all, eh? Well, perhaps that's wisest.

13

' (Continued.) .

They waited the roomful of river-me-n.

Nothing stirred save the clouds
of filmy blue smoke floating againstthe rafters that and a bulky blot of
shadow outside which shifted a little,
noiselessly. Just beyond the patch of
light that streamed through the door.
They waited, heavy breathed, while
Harrigan began to recover from the
disconcertment into which O'Mara's
coming had flung him. Slowly the
former's lips twisted into a mocking
leer; mockery rose and swam with the
hatred in his inflamed eyes. He would
have spoken, sparring for time, when
Steve's hand leaped inland mffle of the
Joking effort only a rattle in his throat
Beneath the stiff red stubble the flash
was livid where those fingers had been
when he was able to draw breath
again. ,

" 'Twas only a bit ay a Joke," he
gasped and gulped and' swallowed
hard. " Twas only a bit av a Joke I
was tellln' the bhoys about seeln' yon
an", ,

Stsve's voice bit in and exit him
short '

"Tour turkey's ready, Harrigan!" He
pointed at the pack toward which the

"There's not room for both ef us en
this river."

other had groped and then thought
better of the impulse. "Too were go-

ing of your own accord, I see. Well,
I'm telling yon to go now! The door's
open. I left it so for you when I
came in. And I'm telling you, too, be-
fore- yon leave that you'll do well not
to come back. There's not room for
both of us os this river any more, Har-
rigan!"

The riverman's eyes shifted. Fur-
tively they flitted from face to face In
those rows of faces at the walls.. But
whatever he thought or hoped to ng

flash of support or encourag-
ementwas hidden behind a common
mask of astonishment as blank as bad
been his own. They were waiting for
his answer. He knew they were wait-
ing for that as he crossed to the door.
And when he paused there, to turn In
sudden savagery, he realized that his
tardiness had robbed him of bis
chance. It was too late to talk back
then.

"Tou're tellln' me," he rasped out,
"and I was goin' sur-re- ! But things
ar-r- e not yet finished between you and
me, for I'm you that 111
be back. I'm you 111 be
wid ye again, m be wid ye again,
come spring!" '

Ie disappeared. ,And hard upon his
going Steve wheeled and fronted those
scores of Bilent men. His eyes leaped
from point to point, as Harrigan's had
craftily flitted. Briefly, crisply, be ac-

companied the sweeping survey with
a voice that was loud enough for all of
them to hear.

"Big Louie! Fallon! Shayne! This
is your-chanc- to say so if you're go-

ing io be lonesome, now that your
song bird has flown. Speak up! . I
came down tonight just to hear you
talk."

Nothing bat an Indistinguishable
murmur answered him,, a low growl
that was neither argument nor eva-
sion. Rebellion was still a long way
ahead for most of them. They had not
yet had time to talk themselves to the
pitch of open revolt They had merely
begun to listen to Harrlgsn, whose dis-
ciples in dissatisfaction they were.
And now in his absence they stirred
uncomfortably under the gaze of him
who remained. They dropped their
heads and searched for matches. But
Steve fr't the weight of unspoken
thoughts when he, too, faced back in
the doorway. This timethere was no
earning of names. He embraced the
whole room when he spoke.

"They tell me," Steve continued, "that
there's talk among you of no more
work on the river when we've put this
railroad through. I've heard it said
that some of ou think you are cutting
the ground or.t from under your feet

ed
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That you ' are right, time will prove.
Also her unworthlness will be proved.

r TODAY'S POEM

LAJfD OF BEGINNING AGAIN

I wish there were some wonderful
. place , ; . .. i.-

- ' j ' ',
Called the Land of Beginning Again,
Where all our mistakes and air our

! heartaches .
'

.

And all our poor selfish grief . t

Could be dropped, like a shabby coat
" i at the door, ,

i And never put on again. .
.

,

I wish we could come on. it all un- -
'

aware,
Like the hunter who finds a lost

trail; ' ' '
And I wish that the one whom our

blindness had done
The greatest injustice of all '

Could be at the gates, like .in old
, friend that waits ,

For the cotnradea he's gladdest to
hail. . '

:.:;' ' '
. ....,-

We would find the things we Intended
tO' dO :" ' -- .'

But forgot and remembered too
". late.

Little praises unspoken, little promises
"

broken, ,..

'And all of the thousand and one
Little duties neglected that might

i have perfected
The day for one less fortunate.

.' ,

It wouldn't be possible not to be kind
In the Land of Beginning Again;

And the ones we misjudged and the
'ones whom we grudged.

Their moments of 'victory here
Would find in the grasp .of our loving

handclasp ,.'.More than penitent lips could ex-

plain,

For what had been hardest we'd know
.... had been best.

And what had seemed loss would be
.gain;

For there isn't a sting that will not
take wing

When we've faced it and 'laughed it
away;

And I think that the laughter is most
what we're after,

In the Land of Beginning Again.

So I wish that there was some won-
derful place.

Called the Land of Beginning Again.
Where all our mistakes and all our

heartaches
And all our poor selfish grief
Could be dropped, like a shabby .old

coat at the door.
And never put on again.

Louise Fletcher Tarkington.

INITIATE 25.
)

Enrico Caruso lodge. Sons .of Italy,
initiated 25 candidates on Monday,' the
second anniversary of the institution.
About' 200 members and friends gath-ere- h

for., the ceremonies which was
eniivei.ed by impromptu entertain-
ment among the members.

TO HOLD OUTING.

The Swedish- as-

sociation will hold an outing and field
'

day at the Brooklawn baseball
grounds Saturday. Special attractions
arranged for are an exhibition of
strength by Oscar Franzen, known as
"The Swedish Iron King," and other
field sports In which all will partici-
pate.

E. H. Dillon & Co., 1,105 Main streetv
are showing all the newest shapes In
colored felt hats and velvet covered

'hats. Adv. '

had been over every foot of that all
but completed stretch which ended at
the. border of swampland, there at
headquarters, troubling himself not at
all over the unevenness of the road--

he gained with every Inspected mil,
that a.tralnload of loga or a dozen '

tralnloads would . stay on the rails,
when the rails were laid and the day i ..

4 ' A Modern Queen
Old rose tulle for a train and panne

velvet as the body of the gown are the
fabrics used here. The tulle falls over
a voluminous drape of the velvet and
is' edged with fur. The velvet front is
caught up with two small roses match-
ing the huge one in the corsage, 'whioh
as a surplice effect

I COBNEB FOB COOKS )
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DEVILED SALMON.
' One can salmon, 16 large crackers,
one small onion, two tablespoonfuls
butteiv
' Flake or rub salmon with a silver
fork after removing bones and skin.
Roll crackers. ; Fill a well-butter- ed

baking dish with alternate layers of
salmon and crackers, seasoning with
pepper, salt paprika, onion and but-
ter. , Pour one pine of hot water over
and

:

through the mixture, which
should be finished with a layer of
cracker crumbs. Dot a little butter
on the top, and make a light brown,
which will take about 20 minutes.

MARSHMALLOW COMBINATION
t DESSERT.

Take one 10 cent package of marsh-mallow- s,

cutting each piece in four;
one cupful of apples, two oranges,
four chopped walnuts, one cupful of
cream, whipped. Mix apples, oranges,
bananas, walnuts and marshmallows
together and heap whipped cream on
top. This is delicious. '
' ' ". MARBLE CAKE '

Put in a cup one egg, half fill cup
with melted butter (or half butter and
half chicken fat), fill cup with milk;
put in mixing bowl, then add one cup
sugar, 1 1--2 cups flour, 1 1-- 2 teas-
poons baking powder, one-four- th tea-sp- on

salt one teaspoon vanilla. Beat
well. Put all to one side of dish but
about two tablespoons of mixture. In-

to that put two tablespoons of cocoa.
Mix well, then stir into the rest by
pulling spoon through two or three
times. Don't hurry.

HAMBURG LOAF
One pound of hamburg steak,' six

butter crackers, two eggs, salt and.
pepper to taste, a pinch of rosemary,
one-ha- lf cup of milk. Roll buttered
crackers very fine, add to steak; beat
eggs well, mix with milk, then add to
steak and crackers. Season and bake..

RICE MUFFINS
One cup boiled rice, one cup sweet

milk,1 two eggst five tablespoonfuls of
melted butter, one-ha- lf teaspoonful
salt one teaspoonful powder and one
and one-ha- lf cups of flour.' Mix milk and rice together. Stir in
the well beaten eggs, salt sugar and
melted butter, then the flour and bak-
ing powder, sifted together. Bake in
moderately hot oven about 20 'min-
utes. This recipe will make about
20 muffins, baked In ordinary size
muffin rings or pans. Time in pre-
paration, '15 minutes.

SACO, MONTANA, IS
PREPAREDNESS LEADER

Washington, Aug. 3 Gangway
please, and make a place on yovr
Rand-McNal- ly for the little town of
Saco, Montana, with a population of
200, as per the 1910 census report.

Saco has 32 of 'its male citizens
serving with Company G, Second
Montana infantry, now on the bor-

der, and another stalwart son serving
at Pekin, China, as a member of
the United States Marine Corps.

"If New Tork, Chicago and Phila-deuph- la

could be induced to givo
their sons in the same' propration,"
writes W. D. Miller, editor of the
Saco Independent to the Marine
Corps officials in this city, "we'd have
some real preparedness."

But in the meantime Saco wants to
cast considerable shadow from its new
place in the sun.

Copper exports in July totalled 35,
048 tons- -

,
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HEART
DOES WORK STOP, .

V

X WITH MARRIAGE

Win no 'on. tell Mm what she sings?
i 'Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow
For old, once happy far-o- ff things, ;

In the dear, old lone ago." ' . $

It la really a pity for a girt to look
forward to marriage,' not a the happy
blending of the heart and souls, hut
a a release from work. ;,v

. If she weds a young-- man who Is
rlchi' In love, hut poor In purse, who
must eaafo his bread by the sweat of
fei Kmv ,da Ann dificavera that one
cannot spend' the live long day en
idler If the other mu9t toll. If she is
a girt who has earned her" living In
factory, ehop, or office, ahe learns
that, by marriage,, she has exchanged
one system of work for another.

A sensible young man talks all this
over with his sweetheart at the time
ahe accepts his heart and hand. . The
young girls who are under the im-

pression that they are ' to graduate
from-wor- by'mansying find that they
must fit themselves for a different
kin-o- f life from-- what they antici-
pated.- The. young woman-- at the lace
or ribbon counter, who has had no
harder than measure, off dainty
goods, though she has grumbled un-

ceasingly over her "tasks." finds as a
wife, there's a hasty breakfast to pre
pare for her husband who must De on
hand at his place of employment' at
seven sharp, which necessitates her
rising at six. . Every day brings its
own round of work with never an idle
bour. There's no pay envelope con-

taining money all her own and which
ihe caa use as she pleases when Sat-

urday night comes. ' '

True, many ,a husband hands his
wife his envelope" each week with its
contents untouched, but, she knows'
these will De scarcely a aouar-ove- r

when the week's bills are settled.
The girt who has wedded' for love

makes no complaint. She is glad to
smooth the path of the man sue was
fond en'ough of to marry. The girl
who. has entered wedlock to escape
work has an unhanny enough time of
It. Each task is set about grudgingly.
EUscontent eats up whatever cheer-
fulness there might have been In her
nature. She is disappointed at the
way things have turned out and takes
ho pains to disguise her annoyance.

It, does not take the average man
Ion to discover the wife he has tied
hlnu-el- to, to slave to support to the'
end f' his days .and his temper" Is
none toe oetier lor tne unfortunate
revelation They do not pull together.
She becomes Irritable, ne becomes
cross. Love fades away and mutual
respect follows close on Its heels. The
home is not one of peace or content- -
tnent for the man; he finds more con-

geniality with the comrades of his
single days at the corner cafe. She
finds solace, as best she can.

Ufe would 'brighten 'for both if they
could be induced to have an under-tsandi- ng

and correct their. errors ere
it is too late. A wife could revolution-
ize everything at once, if she met her
husband at bis home coming, with a
kiss, asking- - earnestly that they begin
all over again to love, i.onor, work for,
and reansct each Other." Work fnr
those whom one loves is sweet Mar-
ried Hfe is unhappy or happy just as
you will It . '

i FCWKRAIi BOUQUETS
AND DKSIGN8. 'JOHN RECK BOX

packed at the refinery.
Ask for it by name

DAILY TALKS ON

MISS LIBBEVS REPLIES 4

TO YOUR LETTERS

Miss LIbbey's answers to your
letters. Correct name and ad- -

dress must be given to in
sure attention. (Initials printed,
Write short letters on one side
at paper, only. Use ink. Per
sonal letters cannot be answer
ed. Address. Miss Laura Jean

Ubbey, No. 948 President St,
Brooklyn, N. Y. 3
ODD HAPPENINGS,

AS WOMEN REGISTER

Bride writes; ; "I am a girl who ac
cepted the honor of '

being a dear
young mans bride In June. I hear so
much of the women's register as to
age, and I don't know ' what all, that
I think. lawmakers should change it
Instance:'' I read of two who were
lust wed going before the judge for
papers. Some fun at expense of each
other was related. 'Tou aren't a wo-

man,'
' eabd the judge smilingly as the

man hesitated over his age. 'I'm pret-
ty near one now,' he retorted glancing
at hl3 new wife. ., 'I'm' 47.' Glad wife
comes next.. Know not her age. 'I am
going to find out that' He learned
she was 37." ' ''

Every state differs." After all Law is
best. Brides to be are happy, this
way, that way, which ( way they can
be properly united... j(.

CRUEL HUSBAND MIS- -
TREATS WIFE AND BABIES

E. O. writes: "I. do not want to
pain you. yet I've a houseful of chil-
dren suffering, babe in arms. Left a
happy parents roof to wed this man.
Am broken in health, have little
strength. Husband drinks, beats and
abuses me cruelly. Can' I leave him
and support us, I pray? Can no long-
er keep up." v

Tour pitiful case calls for sincere
sympathy.- It is hard to advise. Tour
houseful of little bairns need your
care. ou cannot earn' a living. Have
no parents or relativer to go to. Can-
not leav your husband, unfortunate-
ly. Pray as you do, his anger Is ever
upon you. Case calls for law protec-
tion. Seems terrible you are to stay
with him, and Continue to bear chil-
dren. In your town, authorities will
make that husband desist from bru-

tality and he will undoubtedly have
to support his family, leading a better
life.

FASCINATING GIRL CHUM,
TAKES HER LOVER

G, C. writes: "I had a fascinating
girl chum "if I felt a bit blue, her
tears showed sympathy. If I was hap-
py she caressed me, wtnningly. She
wedged around, made trouble for mi,
and my devoted lover. Now I've lost
obtb. Can I convince him I'm not In
the wrong but devtted to him?"

Go frankly, . and explain the trouble.
Tell hiijl of ycrT lost confidence in the
fascinating tiron. If he believes her
rather than you, the tie will sever.

came to set wheels rolling, isui wa:
further report he' brought back with'
him was far less reassuring.

"I wonder," Joe mused aloud that
night "I wonder, now, why any man
who knows anything about handlln
timber should go to work botherin
himself with Bkldwaya leadin down to

,HIS riVcr UCU HIS MX1 c,, " ma

Harrigan should know, that it ain't ,

comin' out that way? , It don't seem
awut vnnao. tlAf InfHf tft TT1P. IITll A

He stopped there and left his own;
opinion unfinished. Since the evening'' ' ;

Harrigan had stepped out of the main
bunk house and disappeared, black
rage in his face and a promise to return
upon his lips, that lumberman's red
head had been ' conspicuous only be-

cause It was absent from the land-- '
scape. So far Harrigan had failed to
reappear, aud Fat. Joe's method of ap--

prUilng his chief of his returs to the '
Reserve company's payrou was us--

tlnctly characteristic. ut atevfrs i- - ,

eeption of the news was little more
than listless. Ho seemed to change
the subject entirely.
."I don't see why it wouldn't be Just, ;

as easy or easier," Steve replied, "to
cross here on pilings practically the

hoio distance as it would be to fill au&
bridge too. And, if we were to look
at it in that light, iheu why wouldu't
it be still easier to drive those piles,
say, next February or March, wbllo
the swamp Is still crusted over aud
hard? It would afford us some sort
of footing to work on then other than
KIaiL- - a anil lllmnrl- - Wftoldn? ft
seem so to' you?"

"We'd still have that track north of
here to lay," Fat Joe adrised, "when
we work in from the south with toe;.".

"Surely," pteve admitted. "Of course.
But, wouldn't that be a better bet than
to stand to see our embankment and
bridge"

He broke off there. Just as Joe had ;

nesitateu a moment oerore. me un-
dercurrent of meaning for which the
hitter's ears were, waiting came to the
surface, however, when Steve began
again.

(To Be Continued.)
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