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_ It is all cane, quick dissolv-
ing and of highest sweet-

year to save. - Buy
All the preserves you can use.

will appreciate

“supply of delicious preserves.
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» from what they anticl-
young woman at the lace
‘counter who has had no
' than measure off dainty

girl who has wedded' for love
She is glad to
the man she was
marry. The girl
teradl wedlock to escape
unhappy enough time of
is set about grudgingly.
) sats up whatever cheer-
. fulness there might have been In her
ure. She iz disappointed at the
way things have turned out and takes
‘pains to disguise her annoyance.
It does not take the average man
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‘| letters. Correct name and ad-

|sonal letters cannot be answer-

'|CRUEL HUSBAND MIS-

Ano parents or relative- to go to. Can-

)

TO YOUR LETTERS

Miss Libbey’s answers to your

dress must be given to in-
Write short le on one side
of paper only. Use ink. Per

Libbey, No. 948 President St,

Brooklyn, N. Y.

ODD HAPPENINGS,
AS WOMEN REG!STER

Bride writes: , “1 am a girl who ac-
cepted the honor of being a dear
young mans bdride in June. I hear so
much of the women's register as to
age, and I don't know what all, that
1 think lawmakers should change it.
Instapce:; 1 read of two who were
just wed going before the judge for
papers. Some fun at expense of each
other was related. ‘You aren’'t & wo-
man, =ald the judge smilingiy as the
man hesitated over his age. ‘I'm pret-
ty near one now,' he retorted glancing
at hiz new wife. ‘T'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.

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 ‘thealth, 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.” :

Your pitiful case calls for sincere
sympathy, It is hard to advise. Your
houseful of littie balrns meed your
‘care. You cannot earn a living, Have

end - his days ,end his temper Is;

\pone the better for the unfortunate
elat They do nmot pull together.
¢ irritable, me becomes
; fades away—and mutual
follows close on its heels. The
one of peace or content-
man; he finds more con-
comrades of his
corner cafe. She

oy
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uced to have an under-
correct their errors ere
A wife could revolution-
erything at once, if she met her
his home coming, with a
earnestly that they begin
love, i.onor, work for,
other, Work for
one loves is sweet Mar-
unhappy or happy just as
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not leave your husband, unfortunate-
|1y, Pray as you do, his anger is ever
|upon you. Case calls for law protece
tion. Seems terrible you are to stay
jwith him, and Continue to bear chil-
|dren. In your town, authoritiss will
make that husband deslst from bru-
‘ality &nd he will undoubtedly have
|to support his family, leading a better
| Ufe,

FASCINATING GIRL CHUM,

That you are right,

St
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time will prove.
Also her unworthiness will be proved.
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[ ToDAY'S POEM

LAND OF BEGINNING AGAIN

I wish there were some wonderful
place . z = 3

Called the Land of Beginning Agaln,

Where all our mistakes and ajl our

! heartaches

And all our poor selfish grief

Could be dropped. like a shabby coat,

at the door,
And never put on again.

1 wish we could come on it all un-
awars,

Tike 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 an old
friend that walts

For the cdrades he's gladdest to
hail

We would find the things we intended
to do

But forgot and
late,

Little praises unspoken, little promises

broken, "

‘And all of the thousand and oge

Little duties neglected that might
have perfected

The day for one lesas fortunate,

remembered-—too

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.

Bo I wish that there was some won-
darful place,
Called the Land of Beginning Again.
Where all our mistakes and all our
heartaches
And all our poor selfieh grief
Couald be dropped, like a shabby old
coat at the door,
And never put on again.
—Loulse Fletcher Tarkington.

INTITATE 25.

Enrico Caruso lodge, Sons of Italy,
initiated 25 candidates on Monday, the
second anniversary of the lnstitution.
Abtout 200 members and friends gath-
ereh for_ the c2remonies which was
enliverred by Impromptu entertaln-
moent among the members.

TO HOLD OUTING.

G. C. writes: “I had a fascinating
girl chum 'If I felt a bit blue, her
tears showed sympathy.
py she caressed me, winningly. She
wedged around, made trouble for msé,
and my devoted lover. Now I've lost
obth. Can [ convinte him I'm not in
the wrong but devited to him?"

Go n;:nkur. and explain the trouble,
Tell himl of yor lost confidence in the
fascinating ciron. If he belleves her
rather than you, the tle will sever,

TAKES HER LOVER |

If 1 was hap- |

The Swedish Anti-Tuberculosis as-
{ gociation will hold an outing and fleld
day at the Brooklawn baseball
| grounds Baturday. Special attractions
arranged for are an exhibition of
strength by Oscar Franzen, known as
| “The Swedish Iron Kink,” and other
| field =ports in which all will partici-
| pate.

E. H. Dillon & Co., 1,105 Main street;
are showing all the newest ghapes in

Her Dinner Gown
Takes These Good Lines

A Modern Queen

0ld rose tulle for & 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, which
as a surplice effect.

A A A A
IUORNER FOR GOOKS'I
U S

DEVILED SALMON.

One can salmon, 16 large crackers,
one small onion, two tablespoomfuls
butten

Flake or rub salmon with a silver
fork after removing bones and skin.
Roll crackers. Fill a well-buttered
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 lght brown,
which will take about 20 minutes.

MARSHMALLOW OOMBINATION
' DESSERT.

Take one 10 cent package of marsh-
mallows, cutting each piece In four;
one cupful of apples, two oOranges,
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 eup with milk;
put in mixing bowl, then add one cup
sugar, 1 1-2 cupe flour, 1 1-2 teas-
poons baking powder, one-fourth tea-
spon 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-half cun of milk. Roll buttered
berackers 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, two eggs, five tablespoonfuls of
melted butter, one-half teaspoonful
ealt, one teaspoonful powder and one
and one-half cups of flour.
° Mix milk and rice together. $tir 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—Cangway |
please, and make a place on yoxr|
Rand-MoNally for the little town of |
Saco, Montana, with a population of|
200, as per the 1810 census report. |

Saco has 32 of 'its male citizens|
eerving 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 York, Chicago and Phila-
deuphla could be Induced to give
theilr sons in the same propration”™ |
writes W. D, Miller, editor of the |
Baco Independent to the Marine |
Corps officlals in this city, “we'd have
some real preparedness.”

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

 colored felt hats and velvet covered
hats.—Adv,

Copper exports In July totalled 25, |
048 tons |

DOMESTIC

HELPf: AND

AIDS 1O HOUSEWIVES
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" 'ONCE TO EVERY

AUTHOR OF
MAN"

(Continued.)

They waited—the roomful of river-
men. Nothing stirred save the clouds
of filmy blue smoke floating against
the 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 walted, heavy breathed, while
Harrigan began to recover from the
disconcertment inte which O'Mara’s
coming had flung him. BSlowly 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 In_and mide of the
joking effort enly a rattle in his throat.
Beneath the stiff red stubble the flesh
was livid where those fingers had been
when he was able to draw breath
again. A

“'T'was only & bit av a joke,” he

and gulped and swallowed
hard. “'Twas only a bit av a joke I
was tellin’ the bhoys about seein' you
an’ w__

Stave's voice bit in and cumt him
short.

“Your turkey's ready, Harrigan!” He
pointed at the pack toward which the

—

“Thare’'s not room for beth of us en

this river.,” \
other had groped and then thought
better of the impulse. “You were go-
ing of your own accord, I see. Well,
I'm telling you to go now! The door’s
open. I left it so for you when I
came in. And I'm telling you, toe, be-
fore you leave that you'll do well not
to come back. There's not room for
both of us on 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 find—
fleeting flash of support or encourage-
ment—was hidden behind a common
mask of astonishment as blank as had
been his own. They were walting for
his answer. He knew they were walt-
ipg for that as he crossed to the door.
And whten he paused ther®, to turn in
sudden savagery, he realized that his
tardiness had robbed him of his
chance. It was too late to talk back
then.

‘“You're tellin' me,” he rasped out,
“and I was goin'—sur-re! But things
ar-re not yet finished between you and
me, for I'm pr-romisin’ you that I'll
be back. I'm pr-romisin’ you I'll be
wid ye agaln. TI'll be wid ye again,
come spring!™

Hg disappeared. And hard upon his
going Steve wheeled and fronted those
scores of sllent men. His eyes leaped
from pcint to point, as Harrigan's had
craftily flitted. Briefly, crisply, he ac-
companied the sweeplng survey with
a voice that was loud enough for all of
them to hear.

“Blg Loule! Fallon! Shayne! This
ls your chance to say so if you're go-
ing ‘o be lonesome, mow that your
song bird has flown. Speak up! 1
oa:::e down tonight just to hear you
ta -li

Nothing bot an indistinguishable

murmur answered him, a low growl|

that was neither argument nor eva-
slon.
ahead for most of them. They had not
yet had tlme to talk themselves to the
piteh of open revolt. They had merely
begun to listen to Harrigen, whose dlis-
elples in dissatisfaction they were.
And now in his absence they stirred
ancomfortably under the gaze of him
who remained. They dropped their
heads and searched for matches. But
Bteve f@t the welght of unspoken
thoughts when he. too. faced back in
the doorway. This time there was no
saming 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
| raflrond
that some of ron think you are cutting |
the ground ovt from under your l'c{:tl a'.ll._('il? Well, perhaps that's wisest.

through. I've heard It sald

Rebelllon was =till o long way |

with every shovelful of earth you lift.
You ought to know better than that.
You ought to know for yourselves that
there'll be peed 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 falr chance to tall
things over with you myself before
¥you decide to turn on this job? I want
you to remeimber that A man who is &
Har in one thing is mighty likely to
talk loose tongued, no matter what he
preaches."

And there, without lifting his eyes
from the floer, Big Loule cleared his
throat and made answer.

“Marybe,” he retorted—"maybe, and
maybe not so sure either! I have ls-
tened to blg words before now, me,
that have put no food under my belt,
Bo coat to my back.”

“If it's only food and shelter and
elothes for your back, Big Louls, you'll
not have to worry. But I'm net prom-
ising either, mind, that there’ll bo easy
money to blow on white whisky. Were
you expecting any?"

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

- L L] L] L - [ ]

It was minutes after Steve had gone
back up the Hill before Garry Dever-
ean reached out a hand in the dark-

stantly at his touch the shadow was
galvanized into life. It reared and
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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
complainingly. “Show a little apeed!
I'm supposed to be up there msleep.”
And then, grufily, “It was the Allison
girl, of course.” -

In spite of the hand upon his elbow
Garrett Deveéreau stopped short In his

tracks.

“Barbara!" he stammered. ‘‘Barbara
Allison? Joe, was that the girl he
meant tonight when he sald he was
golng to ‘marry one of those women
himself? "

Joe peered at him, trying to make
gut the expression upon his face. |

*Why not?’ he wanted to kpow.
“Why not? Ain't he good encough for
her?”

There came a pause; then Garry's
stunned rejoinder.

“Good enough!” he repeated sense-
lessly. “Good enongh?' He laughed
half wildly. as though he had sudden-
Iy hit upon a very fuony thought in-
deed. “That man in love with a girl
ke ber—good Lord!"

And Fat Joe, who had falled to un-
ferstand, swore agsiln benedath his
breath because there was no time left
in which to argue the matter. HIs
face was still very red from his stiug-
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
re-entered the cabin a momest later.
The latter object ruined the effect oi!li
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 stified.

“I was,” Joe assured him hastily. *I
was. I just stepped out to see that ev-
ervthing was tight and tidy for the
night; that's alL”

Qulizzical eyes contempinted the re-
volver now,

“Taken to carrying a weapon, after

“Got off mel Get off me, you fat ro-
mancer, youl®™

And blow out the light, will you, Joe?
I'm tired. You'll have to undresa in
the dark.”

Then Steve buried his face iIn his
pillow. But sundry sounds, escaping,
were unmistakably hysterical. . Joe's
mouth opened and closed, fishlike. He
stood and stared down at his side in
beautifully elogquent profanity, If a
stare can be both eloguent and pro-
fane.

“You need a nurse,” he stated sulki-
Iy at last. He finished the light with
a viclous blast. “You need a chap-
eron!™

But once again, just before he slept,
Bteve heard him mutter to himself less
injuredly as he heaved over in his
bunk.

“This has been a very busy even-
h(." he opined.

CHAPTER XIV.

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

A month earlier it had been Bteve's
plan to span that mile or so of swamp
and bridge the river before the cold
weather set in. Nor was his altered
order of campalgn due In any way to
the storm which had ralsed the river
and madé of the alder dotted stretch
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him was far less reassuring.

“1 wonder,” Joe mused aloud that
night—*1 wonder, now, Why any man
who knows anything about handlin’
timber should go to work botherin’
himself with skidways leadin’ down to
the river when he knows, as well as
Harrigan should know, that it aln't
comin’ out that way? It don't seem
good gense nor logic to me, unless™—

He stopped there and left his own|
opinion unfinisbed. 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 lps, that lumberman's red
head had been conspicuous only be-
cause it was absent from the land-
scape. So far Harrigan bad friled to
reappear. and Fat Joe's method of ap-
prising his chief of his return to the -
Reserve company's payroll was dis-
tinetly characteristic. But Steve's re-' |
ception of the news was littie more
than listless. He goemed to change
the subject entirely.

“1 don't see why it wouldn't be just
s easy or easier,” Steve replled, “to
cross here on pilings practically the
whole distance as it wonld bs ta 1! and
bridge too. And. if we were to look
at it in that light, ihen why wouldu't
it be still egsler to drive those pliew,
say, next February or March, while
the swamp is still crusted over and
hard? Tt would afford us some sort
of footing to work on thep other than
black ooze and liypads, Woulda': 1t
sermn 80 td you?"

“We'd still have that trmek north of
here to lay,” Fat Joo advised, “when
we work In from the south with steei.”

“Surely.” fteve ndmitted. “Of course.
But wouldn't that be a better bet thin
to stand to see our embankment and
bridge"—

He broke off there, just as Joe had
hesitated a moment before. The un-
dercurrent of imeaning for which tha
latter's ears were waiting came to the
surface, however, when Steve began

again.
iTe Be Contioued.)
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