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I' The Land Came.
'

By AROHEY CAMERON NEW.
(Copyright, 19X9, by the MCChire

Newspaper Syndicate.)
1 T\ OBf'WAKBl'IELD loved to bring
K flashes of delight Into Helen Gib

dsn's fine brown eyes with fro*
f. went presents of flowers and candy,
v and he wasn't averse to letting the
v world know that nothing on earth mat*

tered as much to him as the smiles of
her pretty oval face and the kisses
from-her laughing red lips. And she

, ftlt happily sure of him until the Mar'
. ley Heights Land company came into
its gorgeous belne!
With some trepidation, thoughtful of

> the responsibilities of bis approaching
marriage, Bob left a well-paying positionto take up his duties as head
salesman for that company. The lurt>
of the letters he received was too
much for htm to withstand.
"A most brilliant opportunity for a

wide-awake hustler," read the written
enticements. "We will spend thousandson advertising, free bns rides,,
brass-band concerts and refreshments'
to bring^prospective customers out to

tlook atJilarley Heights, the comtng
Utopia.' The sales will he phenomenal.All -you will have to do is to sign
up the buyers."
Bob bit, and to be fair, for the first

two weeks prospects looked wonderfullyrosy. He did make money, more
than he had ever made before, and
modest plans already made for his
marriage were gradually reshaped for
an affair more becoming to his more

prosperous circumstances. But there
were two flies in his ointment The
company Installed their development,
bnilt a pavilion for free movies, and
made a new bid for night sales. Bob
gritted his teeth and grudgingly arrangedto be on hand three nights a

week. f
And on the remaining four night3, i

Helen alawly discovered a new cloud i
on their horizon of happiness. <
"Ho edema distrait," she confided, 1

unhappily, to bar mother.- "I.I don't 1
belisvp he loves me.any more."
"Wh}?' asked her mother, sagely J

concealing a smile. <
"He doesn't tell me so any more," 1

TMntfvl Ttnlnn. "Ho wnnlrin't ovati nrt.
slit my dress was pretty. When I askedhim he just grunted and told me
not to be silly. 1.I believe he's got
another.girl."
"Maybe ho's run out of endearing

words." suggested that wise old lady.
"Or'maybe he's looking around a littlenow that he's making money. But
I guess he's getting tired and jaded.
Wait awhile sod see."
So Helen waited, but as time drew

on matters seemed to be getting
worse. Even his presents grew fewer
and his manner more reserved, until
Helen oould stfcnd it' no" longer. The
question aroser. Should she ask-him
about it? Nonsense, she mused, what
would be tbe use? He'd deny It. 8he'd
have him watched.that was it. And
then ars shuddered. What! Let anybodyknow now much she pared? Nov.er! But realizing her need of an ally,
she consultjed her best friend, Doris
Clayton, qnd Doris drew her father
into the plan. Sure, Mr. Clayton
would help her. He had an idea, he
admitted., but It would take nerve.
Helen assured him she had plenty of
that Arfd so they get their-heads together.^
At 2:3D the following afternoon a

party of three waited for a Marley
Heights-bus, at the end of the Eighth
avenue line. Opposite them a huge
sign eighty test high blazed forth in

v golden: letters the tre-men-dons oppor.tunlty at Marley Heights, with its
wide Btreets, modem sewerage, and
its bound-to-rise values.

ugu< Buuuuorcu out) oi- lie party,
a slender young woman in heavy widow'sweeds. "I hate to look at it. SupIifinds me out?"

won't, my dear," Doris reiser,'%t you'll let me do the talkiedoesn't know me nor dad,
aides, daddy will wait in the
He knowB Mr. Bartwell intl-he'sthe manager."

st Immediately an ornate limoubeledlh smart gray lettering
to. Marley Heights," drew into
id an alert young chauffeur, in
rnd'ent uniform, opened the door
fly to Helen and her party. He
fered them a handsome box of

ething to rogale yourselves
iring the short ride," he tola
mllingly. "Our company wishtueststo be content" Andjie
into bis seat and drove off.
fifteen feet a huge sign .greet;
r gaxe, proclaiming the 'mamossibUities.of this coming, mei,Marley Heights.' 'And then
chine entered a long court or
-tall, white-painted columns.
"The Road to Wealth." And .

oystlcally warned of their ap,the strains of a brass band
them as they rolled into a

pen space which'the signposts
"The Sauare.'.'
i'a heart gave a little ttig as
akefleld, with A winning smile
maculatelv ieroomed. hastened

& towardJthem. Helcrt and Doris met I
hlm,^whUe Mr. Clayton turned toward

p^Wrtcoine to^ Marley^ Heights, laen

s'hlyered-^he hadn't been that nice
rata her lately. "Will you follow mer*
''.a; And then, as he showed them over
g|llhe vast tract, explaining volubly itsE&'ynany advantages, Helen started to
j3£irow: distrustful of both. It seemed

ppafftto her that Doris was flirting

|cy "The greatest chance tn your life,|f miss," Boh was saying. "You" and
Kyonr mother should locate here. Yon
ggwlflparddh me.. I'm sure, it I say It,
Hnttrm only human. pretty girl ltfcaBjSyouought to do what she can to keepnhpUng attractive. .-And what is more

e than a pretty girl In a pret-
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SALVATION AR»
QUEEN REVE

Mary Damont, Los Angeles girl w
ration donghnnts to Yanks during live
to the Argonne.

By MARY DAMONT.
I guess I've made more doughnuts

ban any other woman alive!
1 used to think two or three dozen

vas "a batch." Now I've seen Yankee
ioldiers eat doughnuts during and aft:ra big battle.and I Khow that "a
latch" is not one doughnut less than
live hundred!
The Salvation' Army sent me to

France as a "Doughnut Girl" soon aftsrtho United States got into the war.
was born and raised in Los Angeles,

California, but when I got to France
discovered that all our own Yanks

bought Lwas French and they began
ill their conversations "p&rlez-vous
Vnglais?" (Do you speak English?).
ind then looked astonished when I
aughed.and answered "Sure!" After
hey found out I was an honest-togoodnessAmerican girl they came to
>nr hut from all parts of the Ameri:antraining area "just to look at me"
hey said.and I'm not so much to
ook >at either. I knew what they
ranted and just kept on making doughluts.There's a hole in a doughnut.
iwil -T
niu a iraitviv vuuiv a cm* uuciimuio uviQ

jj a doughboy!
To make "Doughboy Doughnuts" of

the kind the boys at the trout like
3est I found the following recipe the
rery best. The Quantities given will
make a batch of five hundred dough*
outs. That seems like a lot.but It
isn't when you're feeding boys. We
never thought of making smaller
luantitles. However, the ingredients

live here myself, and.well, you
know." And Bob managed a well-slmilatedblush. Helen shuddered. What
iuplicity!
"But why," Doris further shocked

Helertl "why can't you call -to see me
in town?"
"I'm so busy," Helen felt relieved to

hear him. ''I have so many people to
sell to.such a rush all the time. But
I'd love to have you and".turning to
Helen."your mother out here."

"It's entirely too bleak," came Helsm*** trrtA Jt«
9U a iv; UUbUUlOU 1 U Uie Ul 1UUCDUUIC*
bobs.' And as Bob looked at her
strangely she took Doris's arm and
turned toward the square. "Come, Dor
Is," she whispered.
"But, ladies," Bob interposed anxiously,"you can't judge from present

appearances. Think of the future.
beautiful homes, attractive neighbors,
tresh air,'thirty-five minutes from the
center of town.
The remainder of his speech fell on

ampty ears, as Heleh and Doris had
turned and walked away. Bob looked
titer thom a-moment and then, stampinghis heel into the earth, made a
bee-line for the office of the manager.
"Im through, Mr. Bartwell,' he announced,savaregly. "Business is rottenand "

"But, Mr. Wakefield," protested the
manages, ingratiatingly, - "It won't
keep up that way long. We're spendingthousands on advertising, work has
started on three houses, in another
week the crowd "

"WB1 wake up!" Bob* jerked out
rudely. "Ifn tired of all this glitteringsham.why, there isn't a thing

vioutraR IP
tmw CAMtH

" ;ni"1'' "" "* * ^<<<*»' *» :' '"''; =

JCIES FOP
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ho made and served thousands of SalgreatAmerican drives, from Cantlgny

can be reduced to make any number
desired.
The girl making doughnuts at home

has some advantages .over the girl
making them at tbo front For instancewe usually had to make them
ina dugout in some place underground,
using any old oards wo could get togetherto make a table, and our utensilswere often a wash-boiler, an old
rusty stove and a bottle tor a rolling
pin.

I used the top of a baking powder
can to cut out the doughnuts and tho
top of a shaving-stick can to make the
holes,
Put a large pan on the stove onethirdfilled with melted lard and allowit to come to a boil. Put 24 large

cups of flour In to a bowl, mix with it
20 heaping teaspoons of baking powder,4 teaspoonfuis of salt and 11 cups
of sugar. Mix well and work in one
cap of lard. Now, in another bowl
break 10 eggs and beat up with 2 large
cans of condensed milk and an equal
amount of water, 4 teaspoons of vanillaextract and 4 teaspoons of cinnamonor nutmeg. Pour Into the first
owl adding if necessary more water,
and work until you have a soft, workabledough.

Roll out thin portions of the dough
on your tablo, cut out the doughnuts
and the holes with suitable sized cutters.The dourhnuts are readv now

for frying. Place them in a wire basket,lower Into the boiling lard until
they brown. Repeat this operation untiloil are cooked.

real anywhere around hero. Real values,bah! Tbree-thousand-dollar lots
out of a cheap hundred-dollar acre!
Real neighbors, bunk! A couple ,otdirty old hicks that didn't know any
better signed contracts and I felt like
a pickpocket. Courtesy . why, I've
been making Tove to women, coddling
children.just to make 'em buy, till
I've been ashamed to tell my girl I
love her. And I do love her. I idolize
her. I "

"Tell that to her," spoke up a heavysetold gentleman with twinkling eyes,
who advance dsmllingly toward Bob,
who regarded him in amazement.
"She's right outside. But I'm interestedin this land, bo cutout the knocks.
I don't blame jmu, but you've got betterwork ahead of you:

' Follow me."
And then Mr. Clayton led the astonishedBob to the llttfotisine.
'Helen," he said, with a gleam in his

eyes, "Bob wants to tell you something
Qo ove rthere in that grove vrtth heV,
Bob."
"that's the use," yelled Bob Wakefield,leaping into the machine and

grasping her in his arms. "I can tell
her here. You're the most wonderful,
darling, .beautiful creature in the
world. I love you so much that..'
"Aro you sure, Bob," she asked, with,

a thrill In her tone, "that you mean
that?"
"The dev." and then he broke oft

his sentence against her starved lips.
«

The National American Woman SuffrageAssociation will hold its golden
Jubilee convention in St. Louis during
the last week of April.
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CHAPTER 144 Q|L_
Mary's Rsmarks About My Situation C

"Tott'ro a perfect little coots, Jane i

Lorimer! And It's high time somebody 1

told you sol" (This thct was from Mary Thomas
after she hod put me to bed in a neat
Uttlo room in her terrace and had jbrought me hot coffee and had listened
to a long recital of my troubles. Then
she hastened to Odd, as if she feared 1

she had .hurt my feelings:
"But, of course, my flat is exactly

the one place in town where nobody
will ever think of looking for you. So 1

'hide' here, my dear, as I6ng as you
want to I"

Certainly fortune had served me a ^
good turn when she brought me face
to face with the Queen of Smiles In
the depot. No JjO^mer would ever
think of finding mo under her roof. I
seized her band and pressed it.

"I'm awfully glad you were at th^
station. How did it happen?" I askefr

or bread and battor and milk to driryc;
dodoa'or SSffee with "cream and sugar.
Children should always have milk or
cocoa. When the purse permits, fruit
should be added to all breakfasts, and
a simple egg, meat or fish dish be
sometimes substittue for the cereal.
Lunch or supper -should include

fresh or cooked fruit, bread,-butter and
a beverage, with a salad or simple
soup or vegetable, if it can be afforded.

Dinner, the main meal, should includea rich soup or stew, or a meat
or meat substitute, with one starchy
vegetable or bread, one green vegetableor salad andf simple dessert. A
beverage may be served if desired.

8unday.
Breakfast . Stewed apples, boiled ;

hominy, with milk and-sugar, toast,
coffee or milk.
Dinner.rPot roast of beef, browned

potatoes, gravy, fruit salad, wafers,
ooffoe. - .

Supper.Cheese and nut sandwiches,cocoa, dates with marshmallow
filling.

Monday.
Breakfast.Stowed prunes, hominy

waffles, syrup, coffee or milk.
Lunch.Creamed fish flakes, toast,

coffee, ,:NEW

WAYS
WITH APPLES

By BIDDY BYE.
Apples, particularly the type known

as "cooking apples," are winter dcpendablesas nourishing and inexpensivefruits. Study new wiys to make
them palatable and interesting; new
variations of sance and baked.

Instead of sauce, pare and core
whole apples. Stuff the center with
stewed prunes, raisina or dates and
top ofT with maple sngar and butter.
Add a cupful of water, cover tightlyand stew over a low fire.
Another good applo dessort is to .

mix stewed and meshed apples with
the grated, rind and juice of one
orange. Beat the white of one egg
very stiff 'and- dry and beat into the
apple sauce. Serve with a sauce' made
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"Why. Tiny was leaving for a hig
mountain comp. I called at the 'Y' for
him and hia luggage."

"Isn't he cured yet?" I remembered '

that Tiny had come home because he
was gasred. i :!

"Almost, bttt the government will
not discharge him.until he is perfectly
m." L .

<

"And, men Tiny finishes his mountain-aircjfc then what?"
"Honestly, I don't know, Jane. Tiny

thinks me the one perfect woman un-
der heaven!" The girl caught her unilerlipsharply between her white teeth.
"Oh! I wonder if you nice, respectable
women ever can appreciate all that
your roodncsg moans to a man? Why,
it means so much that I know I'll
never, never be able to tell Tiny the. J
the truth.about myself!"
"Mary! Maybe we're both taking i

love too tragically," I said huskily. "I ]
wonder if it is worth while. Certainly

^MID-WINTE
By BIDDY BYE.

A general,, standardized plan for
each day's meal greatly simplifies the
whole problem of menu-making,
whether the amount spent for the
week's food is largo or small.
The general plan for a breakfast

menu for a family of modest means
should include far each person 1 portionof cooked cereal, with 4 tablespoonfulsof milk or cream and 3 teaspoonfulsof sugar, two generous slices

rolled oats, milk or coffee.'- " ' ' ' It
Lunch.Peanut: butter - sandwiches, jl

prune sauce, tea or cocoa. t
Dinner.Lima bean loaf with.toma-j i

to sauce, spinach (canned) with hard- j j
boiled egg. Iiidian pudding, coffee, j j

Friday. t
Breakfast.Half oranges, cream of 1

barley, toast, milk or coffee.t
Lunch . Escailoped vegetables,.]

canned fruit, bread, tea. t
Dinner.Salmon (canned) creamed ,

potatoes, canned asparagus and green ,
pepper salad, fresh gingerbrdhd, cof- .

fee.
Saturday.

Breakfast . Sliced bananas, corn'
moal mush and milk, toast, cocoa.
Lunch.Baked beans, brown bread,

fruit.
Dinner.Braised liver, .cfeamed peas

and carrots, head lettuce saflad, date
pudding. ,

by beating together two tablespoonfulsof mdple eyrup or honey and one
table spoonful of butter with the beat-r i-':' it
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ipens My Eyes To Many Things.
neither Hey nor Bob would ever
agonize over it as we do."
"Mary," 1 said, banding her the

breakfast tray and sinking back Into
the pillows, "I guess, If I'm. going to
to on living. I'll have to shut love out
ot my lifa. I'll have to keep My mind
Dn something practical. I'll cultivate
a tad, mayho."
"Hump! I can see you.raising canarybirds!" After this awful attempt

to be gay, Mary turned on me cud.
ienly with: "Jane Lorlicer you're
plain dippy! If you're so awfully In
love with your husband.add so practt
sal.act with "a .little sense! Win him
back!"
"Whit?" I screamed, suddenly sittingupright.
"Jane, it's a perfectly grand idea!

i wish I hud as good a one to help myselfwith. Why don't yon lead Bob
Lorimer on to make love to you all
over again.' Why. maybe you could
have another wedding too!"

I breathed hard, and then collapsed
in a heap.
"Why, T rover coaxed him on in tin

first place! I don't know how to," I
murmured.
Mary threw up her hands in a gestureof disdain. ^"Then you're a curosity! You're the

world's only living specimen of a girl
who doesn't know how to p'ck her
man and compel him to make love to
her!" I
"Anyway. Bob is going right back

to Prance." I moaned. !
"Then you'd better get into practice jbefore he comes home to stay!". ,

I only shook my head, whereupon
Mary fired her last bit of amunition,
rod it bit me hard: «

"Your Bob Lorimer is much too rich
ind good-looking to be let run loose. ,

[f you dor.'t get him to make love to j
you, some other girl is going to!" ,

Wmfitis
Dinner.Cream of tomato soup, corn ]

sticks, baked potato, apple and celery
salad, cheese, coffee.

Tuesday.
Breakfast . Corn meal muffins. 1

stewed apricot3, cocoa, '

Lunch . Baked couliflower and
cheese, graham bread, tea. <

Dinner.Baked beof hash, with potatocrust (left over) cabbage salad, 1
chocolate corn starch pudding, tea. J

Wednesday.
Breakfast.Cream of wheat, with

dates or figs, ooilee or milk.
Lunch.Bean soup, muffins, canned

fruit. 1
Dinner.Planked fish, with mashed 1

potato, oreomed carrots, lettuce salad, ]
sponge cake with custard sauce. {

Thursday. 1
Breakfast.Baked nears with honev. I
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en yolk of one egg. Beat three or <
tour minutes, add S tablespoonfuls of t
lemon or orange Juice and serve wtth
the apple pudding. 1
French Apple Fie.Line a pie tin i

with plain aatry. Cover the bottom i
with a layer of apples sliced paper* j
thhi, then cover wtth a layer of chop
ped raisins. Altortate layers until
pie is filled. Add two tablespoonfuls ,

pf water and cover the top of the pie
with a pastry lattice. Bake in modcr
ite oven.
Caramel Brown Betty . Fill a

greased pudding dlsb with alternate
layers ot bread crumbs and apple
sauce, one [nth thick. Bake half an ;
Jour and cool, then remove from mold.
Serve with a caramel sauce made by
ilssolving two tablespoonfuls of £ornstarchIn one cupful of water and boilingslowly with one cupful of plain
)r maple syrup. Flavor with vanilla.

Mail Dispatcher Cook
Is Back on the Job

Thomas E. Cook, dispatcher at the1 *

ocal poBiofflce has returned after" an
llness of two' weeks! According to
Postmaster Ijolt, everything is progressingAicely at the postofflce wHh
ew troubles so far In.evidence.
Miss ktbel Rogers on the East Park

bute still cbnllnues' as. the only wonanwho deHverv mail in Fairmont,
hough there are two women perform*
ng similar duties in Monongah. Miss
logors does her work admirably, startngat ntno in the morning and making
wo deliveries a day, with two hours
or lunch'at noon. Quipped with senilbleshoes, she can be seen frequent- *

y as she walks energetically along the'
itreets. She walks as though the work
vere quite the accustomed task of woncnand it. was reported at the post*
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