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To Save Meat.

A.Pm ]‘l_"‘gi['l'l(! and pa[riﬂﬁsln agree on sa\'ing

meat in Summer. When the hot days come we long
for the fresh flavors of “green things” from the garden—
if we have Leen provident, from our own garden. Read
Good Housekeeping and learn just how to preserve your

h "‘,...,é
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" THE PLOTTERS

Clifford Tells

CHAPTER XXXIL
AD Elizsbeth Wade suspect-
ed whot reslly took place
between John DButler and
the evening of
the

H

d’ﬁ!nrﬁ Chapin on
he departure of the lailer fo
West her thought= wotld have Laen
&ven more agitated ihen they were.
i_ﬂulltr was certaln that Clifford
in had some ulterior motive
suggesting Lhat he drive a part
the way to Midland with him,

Hs did not suspect what this mo-
was, but was rather curious
y find out His instinct told him
it was comnected In some WAy
th the girl whom he knew as
‘s cousin
{Perhaps, he mused, the farmers
was going to request the young
man to be less atientive to
relative.
At is $dea Butler smiled sar-
ly. Miss Moors might be
n's cousin, but she wWas =0 far
superior that it was difficnlt to
te them even In thought
1 3lizabeth Wade had been in But
lar's mind and In his heart ever
since his first conversation with her.
Bad tried to banish her from
fancies, but all in wvaln He
argued with himself that even
it were posaible o win her love
would not be happy with him
in the met to which he belonged,
t he appreciated that such argu-
were futile,
t*The one thing of which he was
jutély surs wss that with each
ng he cared more and
ré for this girl
ndér such conditions it was irk-
to feal that a man like Clf-
Chapin hed upon her the claim
kinship. To be sure, such &
was only an accidental one.
Putler chafed at IL
it was with a start of
jef—which his companhn mis-
tor consternation—that he
Clifford amnounce that Lizzic
e« was not his cousin.
The Seeret Oumt.
“He did not malke this statsment
he had driven to the Four Cor-
at which John Butler had
to leave him and the car
walk home.
During the three miles bafore the
tn the sutomeobile reached the
designated Clifford had talked
dly about himself and his busi-
ss apd his business projects, his
ends and his smusements—in
about almost everything that
knew except the subjeet which
mow was uppermost in bis

Butler listened, making only an
onal nt, determined mot
guestion his companion, but to
force him to introduce the “busi-
sess matier” to which he had re-

ferred eariler im the evening.
‘At last, as they approached the
on of the four roads, Butler
nded the driver that his part

the trip was ended

41 am golng to get out now,” he
“and walk back heme. So

2 stop right hera™
=All right™ Clifford assented,

ADVICE TO THE
- LOVELORN

{° By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

¥:! Was It Proper?

lD EAR MESS FAIRFAX:

Do you think It proper
fer & young lady of twen-
'ty-two to accept the Invitation of
is widower of forty-five to an
! pmusement resort?
:" 1‘sm wery, vary well acquaint-
ied with him, baving been & friend
‘sf his sister-in-law for about
| twelve years, though recently I
, guarreled with her, and my moth-
gr and friends cbjected to my ac-
.¢epting his Invitation Personally
| T feel I bave done nothing to be
{hshamed of. He is a very intalll-
¢t man sand seldom Gnds women
){:ﬂhu own age who can under-
stand him. He han lived a lonely
jife since the loss of his wife,
and bis children take little inter-
eat jn him. The day that cxised
all ths trouble, I met him wan-
gering around alone, and jnvited
him to our quarters, thinking be
wonld like to see his wisters-in
Jaw, They recaived hlm very
coldly. and made things unpleas-
ant Tor him I. therefore, acoepl-

'ed his invitation and consl
tknysell justified In every Tes]
' jiia actic were those of o gen-
idlerman at &1l times, mnd 1 felt
Thet 1 nelther deserved noer en
couraged the slapder of my repu-
jstion.

1 am too proud to dafend pay-
er f, and therefore sllowed the
sl Do you think 1 vught to du-

A. 4. G.

Fend myselll

I: Your trip with the widower serms
to Lave ralsed 0 tompest 1 tea-
Fot, 'rom my poink of wview |1
Gan't spe any objection fo a gHl of
fwenty-iwo going te 2 place of

nt with a man of forty
five, T evervthing |3 aa you repre-
fented in your letter. Your fami-

Yien have long been acguainted, and
fhe man In quertion ix, as You say,

pn entirely creditable friend for a
Pﬂ to kave
' The cbiectiuns of 3cur mo’her
d friends are not at mil clear to
e. unléss Lthey disaprove of yuur
‘fniﬂg about witli some one s moc]
Qlder than you are Or pechapa
Shey think, having euarreled with
e widowess “in-lawa’™ it would
tis more dignified for you fo ne-
sept his Invitation. But all this

§eems preily far fetched 1o me.
1i Suppose you try to [magine your
If some one elsse—Mary Smith, for
stance—and then decide why
ry Emwith’'s mother cbjected 10
or going to Coney Island with a

= [Aower of forty-five? 1 am In-

.

wiined to helleve that your sym-
painy s making you care more
Sbout this man tham ron -ealize
mad | dare say your mether wontd
ﬂgr Lt yOU EMVE Youl duw

te shme ane Dearsr your ow "

age.

applring the brakes. “But first 1
have something to tell you™

“Hurry up, then" Butler sug-
gested,

Cliford brought the car to a
dead stop before ha made his mo-
mentous sanouncement. His hr of
having something of great pignifi-
cance to impart irritated his com-
panion.

“Well, what do you want to say®™
Butler demanded, brusquely, turn-
Ing so that he faced the man sested
by him.

“The girl you met at the farm’is
not my cousin” Clifford. announced,
solemnly,

At Butler's start of genuine as-
tonishment and relief he repeated
bis sssertion.

“No, she's pot my cousin _l(lr.-

over, her name {s mnot ‘Lixzie
Moore'
His manner was so portenious

that Butler laughed aloud.

“Well. what of that?™ he scoffed
*T am glad it is not her mama, I
think ‘“Lizzie Moore' s an ugly
name, anyway."

He was not as Indifferent as he
msounded. He longed to ask who the
girl was,

A Swift Attack.

But he would not discuss her with
this man. Instead. he started to
Eet out of the car.

“If that's all you wanted to n}'
you went to a great deal of trouble
to say it,” he commented care-
lessly. *T will say good-night now!
And,” with a calmness that infur-
jated the farmer's son, "I might

Butler a Secret About Elizabeth and Gets
‘ Knocked Down as a Result. '

A Serial of the |
East and West

sdd that it was hardly worth while
to bring me all this distance to tell
me such & trifie as that. Neverthe-
less, 1 will have a good walk

back—and it will do me good™

“Gogd-by! I hope you make
train without any trouble™

“Hold on!" Clifford burst forth.
“You act as If It made no difference
to you who that girl is, but it
does! And I'll tell you why."”

Butler had stlepped from the car
and now turped suddealy upon the
speaker, who still sat at the steer-
ing wheel.

“Be careful what you tell me,™ he
warned. “You may be laboring un-
der a grave mistake.”

Clifford was too enranged and cha-
grined to heed the anger that vi-
brated In the volce of the man
whom he was heping to shoelk.

“Mistake!” he feered. “I1 guess I
know what I'm talking about. Wade
sent that gir} here.”

“Wade!™

The exclamation eszcaped Butler's
lips without his volition. The siate-
ment had indeed surprised him to
such an extent that he was off his
guard. But only for an instant

“Tex!" Cliford exulted. *“That
{:l- you, dm: ItT Ithought it would.

ade sent her here. He's k
her—he's—* e

“You d—— hound!”

Before the farmar’s son knew what
had happened, the slight young col-
lege man had seized him by the
collar and was dragging him from
the car.

Te Be Continned.

Vacation Dangers
AND HOW TO GUARD AGAINST THEM

By Brice Belden, M. D.
O NE takes a vacation with the
hancing one's health, and
yot, too often, the summer
health. Let us inquire into some
of the reasons for this. and how
Nothing Is more common than
for people to go to some place for
to the general sanitary conditions
prevalling there, Even aftar they
quiry as to sanitation, but are con-.
tent to mecept falr weather and
tien in Meum of certain casential
health conditions
Ings, with congenial people and
the best kind of cuizine will not
Comfortable beds will not nullify
the effects of unclean milk
proximity of & well or othe™mource
of water supply to privies and
mand upon the water by the in-
ercased population in the summer
will draw from, while at the same
time the privies and cesspools will
the increased amount of sewage.
In this way many & case of typhold

idea of comserving or en-
outing ends in aciual loss of
such & misfortune can be avolded.
their vacation without any idea as
grrive they make no wspecial in-
sports and pleasant social activi-
Recreation in beautiful surround-
offset a poiluted water supply.
Partcularly dangerous (s the
cesspools, for the greater the de-
timna, the greater the area the well
drain to a greater area because of
fever is contracted Iln August.

another In instituting regular sani-

Then,

State, a resort will be shunned un-

Unless flles are screcned agalnst

and proper precautions tak
prevent the encouragement ogr'n;f
breeding, food will certainly be in-
fected. Where thers are outside
tollets from which flias are not
properly excluded, or where access
may be had by the-flios to garbage
and putrefying material, illness
may be expected to result

In the case of milk, there
be certainty as te the dul:l';::::
eof the cows, utensils and hands of
the miikers. Rad methods of han-
dling milk are more or less evident
to tha intelligent observer, even If
he isn't a dairy expart. Where
shiftless methods prevail with re-
spect ta thp milk, the place bein
otherwise unobjectionable, mtcurl-:
ization of the milk wil] protecl

Once upon a time hatel preprie-
tors would doubtless have been of-
fended If questioned about what
rowadays we conaider ordipary
convenjences, We would not toler- |
ate today for & moment the Iincon-
veniences that our forefathers put
up with,

The next generation will have the
eame peoint of view about unsani-
tary conditions, and then summer
resort proprietors will vie with ona

tary imapections by experts snd in
offering analyses In proof te the
public that their products are clean.
in the absencs of certifics-
tion by experts by or acting for the

A Smart Frock of Grdy Taffe?&

And a Boudoir Cap of Hand Embroidered Net with

A Floral Design Ap-' &

pliqued on White Net
Makes the Apron
Front of This Attrac-
tive Afternoon Frock
of Gray Taffeta.

til cleaned up. .

Easily Explained'

A elty merchant was called away
from his office for the greater part
of the day. ©On returninag he ob-
sarved certain symptoms of idieness
on the part of his clerk.

“Hickkson," he askod, “why hasn't
that typewriter been working™

*It has been working.” defensive-
Iy anawered the clerk. “1 was us
ing it lces than ten minules cgo.™

“Then,” ssid the merghant, polnt-

ing a convicting finger, “how comes
it that there is a spider on the ma-
chine and that it has woven a wob
over the kerboard™
“A filv got in the works, air" re-
plied the clerk, “and rather than
wasie time In trying to catch it ]
introduced the spider!™

Tomboy Taylor Has Always Been the Terror of the Apple Men That
Come to Her Nei

By FONTAINE FOX.

g TIERL Jie wy e s eeces  SPEELSeis, e,

.

Photo by Tulernational,

A Feature of This Attractive Boudoir Cap Is

the Arrangement of Flowers Over the Ears.

So;gs of the City

CLEVER NEW SERIES IN RHYME.

By William F. Kirk.
OHEMIA®' Home of the wise
and witty! We
whirl when we first hit the
cily Wa 1 T Madame
Nina ani Clarence e Jingle, both
vedded 1o Arl but otherwise «ingle.
We Gonga Tuniah, a

Eavée you a

met

Hindu swell, who Wwrate
corse that was deep as 3 well We
met Vern Vane, a psychic young
W dow, who studicd the weml and
called  overyone L TN Dl But
brightest of sif that remard 4 sol
wis e Laney O'Lietlly. in’s
pet.

Fre Laney wiuld sit in scme Ted
Ink afe fram the shank of the
avie till the dawn of the day. He
dabbicd tn verse, he dabbled in
patnt, looked sad ns 'a hearse and
pale as A saint. One sonnet of s,
called “The Quest nf the Sod;™ was
so terribly  deep that it sounded
quite droll, He was kpown to the
srolip 0s A solemn younz Sphinx,
who believed in free love, frea
varse, and free drinks. Tle cleimad
that eonvention was stifling and
erade, and he favored his knife
when attacking his food.

Wwo saw young lwm Lancy In
Braoklyn todsy His form was more
plump and his halr showed some
gray. The auit that he wore was

#0 spick and a0 span thut we hardly
belteved he could be the same man.

Flis neckife was pre . his straw
hat was swell —no hint of spaghetti
ndorned his lapel Wa spoke of
lLiohetnin later st lunch, Quoth De
Lancy (¥Viellly, “I'm off on that

bunehk ™
1t seema ha had followed hie
Soul”™ il a Long

teft him his roll
nir with the roll went a country
place, too—the best that & Lo
l1aland uncle could do! Then Ik
Lagncy had walked to the altar one
day with a Long Island ducklim.
named Gertle O'Shay. And now he
was happy —all farming, no play-—
and would 1 drep down amnd seo
them mome day?

No mors, sa he sald, 4id _he mest
ihe oid bunch whno discullssd Mr,
Ibesn sach day at their lunch. MHe
saw no mere charm im Uhd Wine

glasy’ clink, for work on the= farm
spolled his taste for red ink. Hias
soul had found harber, he wiashed to
allow, and he went to the barber
more fregquently now,

0 Weanlth! Thus 1o rescue a man
from the mob and knock a bohe
mian out of his Job! How qulckly
a dreamer, once given a store, be-
comes a fal schemer out gunning
for more! What wonderful sonnels
were lost for all time when O'Reil-

1y got rich and forgot how to rhyme:l

How sordid, how petty the soul of
n skate who will throw dpwn spa-
ghettl to grab an estate! Hohemia
stiil In its ecobwebby Ilair and
mourn® for O'Reilly, who used to
be there,

Yes, atill in thoss haunts =it his
ecomrades that were, with their tatl-
tle and taunts and their glitter and
glare. And still the red ink shows
it ruby-iike flame In the place
where O'Reilly once ordered the
same. But O'Hellly has gone from
Bohemia's pack—and we don't think
O Nellly will ever come back.

NOT ATTEMPT 7O FOLLOL ' TViO 3ATS OF]
"‘_}WON‘Q MO PWTTER Mt LOOD BOTH

« MAY BE, A% 1T
3 POILAGE . WILL VR TRELY

i L =y
——— B
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Frea books of Instruction sn can-
niog and drying, Issued by the Na-
topa! War Garden Tommiasion,
may ha obtalned at any of The
Waskington Timeas distribuling sia-

tions.

A STORY OF LOVE AND MYSTERY

. tion Pass Gypsy Camp Where
Basil Is Held Prisoner.

Continmed From Yesterdsy

He had net, however, gohs many
paces when a heavy hand was laid
upon his shoulder, and he was
brought to a sudden balt He had
not seen or heard the man whe
thus stepped cut of the fog and Im-
peded his further progres, but now,
halting, he beheld one of the gyp-
slax to whom he had spoken on the
subject of Paul's death. "

“Sir. you are ecarly.” sald the
man.

“] was going away.,” replied Basil,
stoutly, *“I can stay here no long-
er.”

“Is it well to steal away in the
night™ asked the gypsy placidly.
“You are our guest and you treat us
with little polftépess. It In cold
and there ir a heavy fog. You will
find it warmer in the van. Pray—
return there—I will show you that
way.”

"“No,” said Basil curtly, “I must
Eo. Please let me pass.’

The gypey was a man of huge
proportions. Also he was armed,
and he did net fall to let Basil sea
If It had come to & tussle betwesn
them. Basil would have stood mo

chan¢e.
“We will talk of your going when
the day is further advanced™ Tha
man showed no Inclination to lose
his temper. The game was too
clearly his for that

“As your hosts we cannot allow
you to depart so "
He spoke with the sccent and in-
tonation of & gentioman. Basil won-
dered at this wden he remembered
it Jater in the day.

*I sapposs  you will prevemt my
going by foree™ he asked.

“If neceasary—but I should be
grieved ™

Without anpother word Basil re-
turned to his van. It was evidemt
that he could do nothing in opposi-
tion to this man, and It was sense-
less (o threw his life away In use-
leas struggle. The gypsy accom-
panied him to the door.

Basil threw himself down on his
couch,

“The eyes—the eyes,” he mut-
tered. “They are fixed upon me
and 1 cannot go to Esther, though
sha call me in every truth™

Punctually at th time a nted
Harold Borradsle met Lillan and
Ercher (n the hall, and a fow mo-
menis later th ecarriage drove up to
the , Lilian's luggage was put

y

Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.
£ soon as the castle grew qulet
Puss tiptoed over to the door
of his room and ftted the
key, which the raven had
brought him in the last story, you
remember, In the lock and then very
carefully opened the door and crept

down the stalrs

But, oh, dear me, there in the
great hall slept a number of ihe
rebbers. Some were lying on the
couches and others on the floor, so
that Puss had to jump over two of
them, but before he did that he
took off his boots and held them In
bis paw. -

And wasn't it lucky, the great
front door was ajar, so that he
could just squeeze through, and as
poon as he was oulside lhe raven,
who was walting for him, . sald:
“Come, put on this little coat It
will make you imvisible” So Puss
put it on and then the raven led out
a big blsck horse from. behind &
Lree.

“Jump into the saddie, little Sir Cat,

And ride away fast as you can,

For the robbers might wake and
then they would take

And kill little pussy cat man!™

80 Puss Junior jumped into the
saddle and away went the black
horse as swiftly as the wind, and
before long they were away, far
away (rom the wicked robbers’
castle. And then raven, Who had
flown along with Puss, sald good-
by, and Pusa went on alone on the
big black horse untll he came to a
place where a big glant was chop-
ping wood.

“kHa, Ha!” sald the giant “here us
a fine horse, *I must catch # and
give it tn the king of this coufitry.™
But the giant couldn’t ses Fuss, for
he had on lis imvisible coat, Yyou
know.

“This I» my horse and you cam't
have him,” shouted P as loud as
he could. And then yoti should have
setn the glant jump, and he looked

all around: but, of course, he
rouldn't see Puss, not even a whink-
er.

“Who ever you are, I don't care™
said the giant, and he tried to take
hold of the bridle, but the biack
horse jumped to ons side, and as
he did so Puss ran his sword into
the giant's arm.

wrhunder and blunder!" roared
the glant, “a wasp has stung me!™
And then he picked up & great rock.
#Cgme, come, Mr. Giant” said
Puss Junlor. *“If you will promise
not to harm me, I will show my-
self.”
“1 promise,” said the glant,
~I promise to be good,
And if you show yourselfl to me
I'll kesp on chopping wood.™
And he picked cp his ax and made
the chips fiy, and then Puss pulled
off his magic coat and sald, “Hare
1 am., son of the famous Fuss in
Boota” And when the glant saw
him ha put out his hand and sald,
=ilad to meet you, little Sir Cat.
Have no fear of me!™ And In the
next atery you shall hear what hap-
penad after that.
(Cepyright. 1018, David Cery.)
Te Be Comfimmed.

' To
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on snd the lttle party started.
The drive lo the station was un-
eventful As they passed the Dasy
encampment Eather gave a startled

ery.
“They have moved the
ahe exclalmed. “They

the
family, who had occupied the hoase
on other cccaslons when It had biem
left smpty.” s

“You need have no fear when you
return to the *Towers,” continusd
Harold. “Even If you d0 s0o |a =¥
company.”
in the traln Harold tried to alk,
to force conversatiom, but It was
evident that it was an effort for
him to do so. He Iapsad into silence

at last, and It was in silence hax *

the journey was ended. Esther was
when the Maflpon
house was reached (n Bafety,
she nd Lilin RDLU RDL U
she and Lilian were once more
alone together. v

“1 don't kmow how I can eadure
it, Lillan" 3

tell you. Harold Is so strange, and
bis manners frighten me. Just
now he looked af me, and I would
have given worlds to know of what
he was thinking.”

After dinner Esther was glad

Lilian with her.

“I' wish you could stxy with me
tonight™ She shuddered . as aba
sank down iato a low chalr .
and very frightened, yet I canmot
see that I have done wrong, and if
I were placed in the same position
& second time I should act exactly
as I have 1 can_do nothing
Harold topight—I feel too
and (il mysetf—dut mm &
he is stil]l of the smame
face the situstion I he i
a doctor It would be eas
T am sure he would mever
Yet it seems wrong and wick
let him go on killing himself If
thing could be done to save hil

“He will probably send hi
off to sleep to-night with his driy,
sald Lillan *“1 am sure he
have dosed himsslf with Iv
dinner, for he was mo strangs M
manner. You will never do him
never. It would

i

iii:ﬁ%ﬁia

him I am ready to make any sacri-
fices. I cannot forget that Hareld
is Harold, however much he may
have disgraced himself. Who can
tell what the future may bring
farth? Harold may take me inte
his canfidence about the Borrsdale
myatery, and we may be able o
fight it together. The point abeut
it which is most inexplicable to me
Is that no ons appears able to Aght
the harrible thing. RBefors we ware
married Harold was most energetic
in his protestalons.

“Don't you remember how he sald
that he would cleanse Adderler
from garret to cellar? And yet'sa
soon a8 the whole truth Is com-
fided to him he becomes worse than
his father, he whoem 1 thought
strong mentally, as well as phyei-
call., In barely & year he has
brought himseif to this state of
abject prostration. What can the
mystery be, Lillan? 1Is it indeed
something supernatural that It may
not be fought and conquered? AH
we know is bad enough: Zoraka—Is
not that the creature’s nameT™—
and the others at Adderley or who
were at Adderley—but that Is
nothing to the trouble which bas
driven Harold to such desperstion
Oh, if we could only fathom the
mystery! Perhaps then something
might be dome for Haroid. If this
can be fought, ought we mnot to
Aght it? Is It not our duty™

“Shail we do so, Esther?™ Lillan
was standing by the fireplace, one
foot on the fender.

“But can we—how" creid Esther.

Lillian thought a moment before
replying.

“As you know,” she mid, "“my
advice has always been that anv
interference with thls mystsry s
dangerous and ill-advised. Edgar
Swan was very
same opinion. I wstill
best left nlonme, and
wisest course would be to separate
yourself from Harold, who seems
now to be himself actually a part
of the mystery Put from what
Harold =aid, It seems that If you
were (o leave him, you wonld not
be safe. Then agaln, if he died,
how would you be affected by the
recret? You would be the only Bor-
radale left. We must remembar
that, and that perhaps it might be
well to be forearmed.”

“What do you propose™ asked
Esther

“Why thls We will form our-
selveas Into a small army to do
battle with the Rorradale Curse.
You and I and RBasil Flestwood,
and Guy, perhapa, If you think he
can be truated”™

“I am wsure that he would take
up arms energetically and devoted-
Iv." maid Esther, smiling, “but he
has 8 way of bringing about tha
very disasters he is struggling tle
avert. Still, let us inciude him In
eur army.”

Be Continued Tomorrow
Coprrighted, W. R Hearst.
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'Esther and Borradale on Way to Sta-

“



