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' Helen saw her husband coming up
the path to the house, and her eyes
Bmiled a welcome, They lived about
twenty miles from the big city, and of-
ten lately his business had kept him in
town so that he had not come home,
Bometimes at night. Helen was a sen-
glble woman, she loved her “big boy”
Arthur, and as he always telephoned
When detained, she had no reason to
doubt that anything other than busl-
ness kept him from her. They had
been married about six years, and she
reasoned that one could not expect the
loverlike attentions of the honeymoon
to go on indefinitely. All women want
them, but they generally have to bring
philosophy and cold logic to their ald
instead, look the situation in the face,

. And not expect the impossible. Helen

had done this, and she lald the dimin-
ishing attentions to the increasing de-
mands of the practical life.
Arthur May was light-haired, tall,
and beginning to grow stout. He was
_thirty-two, and Helen had repeatedly
told him he was too young to let him-
Belf get fat; but May was not the self-
denying kind, and refused to limit his
food supply. He kissed his wife In
the hall, patted her cheek, and said he
was glad to get home. It had been
bad going, plowing his way through
the snow from the station. As he hung
up his overcoat it slipped from the
hook, and fell. In his haste to plck it
mp, he caught at the wrong end, and
#mptied several things from the pock-

fiHelen!” He Gasped.

¢t. Helen stooped to gather them up.
One of the articles was a small moroc-
co case with the name of a well-known
Jeweler on the outside. But he quickly
caught it from her hand.

“Let me hava that!" he said, and
thrust it into his pocket,

Helen said nothing. She stood still
fooking at him in a kind of wonder-
ment that gradually changed to suspi-
flon, and a stricken agony.

He began to stammer out: “Listen
fdear—you see I got it for you—and—
@aind it was not right—not what I
thought I was getting—and I don’t
want you to see it till I get the right
pne.” )

She said nothing, and followed him
dumbly into the living room. He went
from there to his bedroom, and she
began to think. After all it might be
Bs he had said. The thought that there
was some other woman in his life was
somehow unthinkable. She must be
more sure, But the evidence was—
WNo! no! she must be more sure.

At dipner he talked glibly on all
sorts of happenings, and she answered
as though nothing had occurred. The
next evening he handed her a small

. packet. Opening it, she found a pend-

L Bt set with a turquoise.

“T remembered the turquoise was

I8 'your birth-stone, and you liked to

wear it,” he said. “The other one was
' topun

It flashed upon her that she had no
reason to suspect him, and she thanked
him, and kissed him for the gift.

About a week after this a friend In
the city telephoned, Inviting her to a
matinee. She accepted, and took the
mext train in. Arthur had told her
he would not be home to dinner, and
she did not need to hurry home, After
the performance, Helen wished to
make a few purchases, and they con-
cluded to dine together in a nearby
restaurant. They went in early, but
the place was already well filled.

“This is a great place for stage peo-
ple,” sald her friend, Marian. “You
gee, they have to dine early.” |
| She pointed out some prominent peo-
ple of the stage. “Do you see that gl
‘pver there in the big blue hat? Wel
'she is in the front row in “The Gir
From Sweden.' Pretty, isn't she? Buf
! ly made up.”

The man's back was toward them,
and a walter at that moment quite hid

2 ‘ him from view. As the waiter moved

away, the man turned to speak to him,
Marian hoped Helen had not seen him,
but it needed no word to tell her she
had. It was her husband. He had not
seen Helen, and she hoped he would

! not. She hated scenes, and she went
, through a pretense of dining, though

her friend saw it was forced, and deep-

ly sympathized with her,

Gradually from talkative friends she
learned that Arthur May’s devotion to
this chorus girl was well known on
Broadway, She said nothing, but
waited.

One day in the eity, having crossed
the street, just as she reached the
curb, she heard a scream behind her.
A woman had fallen, and an automo-
bile was swerving away from her.
Helen was first to go to her, and help

able to walk, and a policeman of-
fered to call an ambulance. She re-
fused, asking him instead to call a
taxi.

“Wouldn't you like me to go home
with you?” asked Helen,

“Oh, would you?’ ghe begged.
“There isn't a soul there to do a thing
for me, and something has happened
to my arm.”

Helen got into the taxl with her. She
had recognized her fellow-passenger.
She was the girl in the restaurant, with
whom she had seen her husband.

“Good heavens!” walled the girl. “I
hope this won't lay me up. I've got to
get to the theater.”

It was a very pretty apartment,
handsomely furnished, that they en-
tered. Helen bathed and bound up the
injured arm. She helped to remove
the girl's clothes, get her into a neg-
ligee, and see that she was comforta-
bly disposed on a couch. The min-
istration of a sister could not have
been gentler or more considerate.

“I think you are an angel,” saild the
glrl; “just an all-wool, yard wide angel.
Won't you let me have your name, and
address?”’

Helen parried the question by asking
the girl's name,

“Oh, I'm Florrie Parks—in *The Girl
From Sweden.'”

She rose, and dragged herself, limp-
Ing, to the telephone. She called a fa-
miliar number to Helen. To hide her
agitation, Helen turned away. A dia-
mand pendant on the dressing table
caught her eye. She picked it up and
turned it over. On the reverse side
was the inscription, “Florrie from A.”
This was the jewel he had not wished
her to see,

“Arthur, dearie,” she heard her say-
ing through the telephone, “do come
as soon as you can. I'm pretty badly
banged up. There’s the dearest little
woman here. She’s done all sorts of
things for me. But she’ll be gone be-
fore you get here.”

Helen managed to delay her depart-
ure. In about 20 minutes she heard a
man's steps approaching, then the click
of a latchkey, and her husband en-
tered.

“Helen!” he gasped.

“I'm going to take the train now,”
she sald quietly. “I suppose you'll not
be out tonight.”

“Yes, I will,” he answered.

“I hope you'll be all right in the
morning, Miss Parks,” she said qulet-
ly to the girl, and she went. As she
did so, she heard in awed tones the
girl’s exclamation, “My God!”

The next day Helen said to her hus-
band: “I suppose you would like a
divorce.”

“Divorce!” he exclaimed, as though
it had never occurred to him.

“Why, yes,” she sald. “That seems
the only thing now; the only happiness
for you. She Is a good-hearted little
thing—a bit coarse-grained, but with
kind impulses; yes, very kind. I didn’t
blame her—I was just sorry.”

“Yes, she’s all you say. And you
better believe she made me see what
a rotten cad I've been to you. She
thinks you must have wings, and she
said if I hadn’t found it out, I'd better
begin right now. She dido't want to
Ee% me again till I could tell her I

a .’l

on as lawyers.”

Helen was silent, wondering at this
strange turn of affairs,

“I don't know how to ask you to for-
give me, Helen. But if you'll let me
take her advice I—I think it's some-
thing I can never forget."

She put out her hand to him, and
he drew her close in his arms, .

Valley of Huailas.

One of the most magnificent stretches
of scenery to be found anywhere Is the
valley of Huallas, in the Andes of Peru.
With all due respect for the virtues of
patriotism and local pride, it must be
admitted that there is probably no
mountain panorama in the United
States to equal it, nor have the far-
famed Canadlan Rockies anything to
show that can match it for color, con-
trast and splendor,

The valley is tucked between two
mountain ranges, the Black range to
the west, the White range to the east.
The low country between sometimes
parrows to a bare thousand yards,
sometimes broadens to a width of four
or five miles. From one of the low-
lying spurs that border the rocky gi-
ants towering all around the valley has
the appearance of some idealized paint-
Ing. The vivid green squares of al-
falfa, the little patches of vegetables,
the acres of grapevines, the orange
trees and the figs, are all like a bit of
the heart of the tropics set down under,
the very shadow of monster peaks
tapped with eternal snow. /

iy
Their Resources. ™ ~™
“The knights of old would have got

“Why, do you say that?®

her to her feet. She seemed scarcely |
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An Ineffective
Revenge

By ALAN HINSDALE

B

A vehicle stopped at the country res.

" idence of Mrs, Van Arsdale, and a man,

taking a phonograph from it, carried it
to the front door. Miss Birdle Van
Arsdale was sitting on the porch at the
time and asked him what she could do
for him. Presenting the phonograph,
he said:

“T am introducing the burglar alarm
phonograph. It is especlally designed
for unprotected families and renders
other defenses unnecessary. It is con-
nected electrically with such openings
in the house as would be considered
available by a burglar, wound ready
for use, and on his breaking the con-
nection the clockwork is set going.
The machine then addresses the bur-
glar, who, finding his presence in the
house to be known, beats a precipitate
retreat.”

The prelude to such encomiums as a
drummer knows how to pour out upon
what he has for sale caused the young
lady to call out:

“Mother! Come here.”

Mother came, The salesman repeated
what he had already sald and contin-
ved Mke a trotting horse en an endless
track:

“If the burglar is one of the desper-
ate kind any member of the family
who has been awakened by the phono-
graph's first words may move a slide
marked ‘Shoot!” and the report of a
pistol will be heard. This slide,” point-
ing to another, “is to eall the police.”

Mother and daughter exchanged
glances. They were deprived of man's
protection and never went to bed with-
out poking canes and umbrellas under
their beds. Mr. Van Arsdale was
obliged to spend his summers in the
city and was rarely with them, When
he came up he lay Mke a watchdog on
a wire inclosed portion of the porch,
and his wife and daughter slumbered.

Mrs. Van Arsdale asked the price of
one of the phonographs, drew a check
for the $100 asked, and after the new
owner had been duly instructed the
drummer departed.

It was Saturday evening. Mr. Vav
Arsdale had written that he would not
be able to spend the week end with his
family, and after the house was closed
for the night Mrs. Van Arsdale and her
daughter placed the phonograph at the
top of the staircase legding down to the
front door. The salesman had put in
all the connections, and there was noth-
Ing to be done cxcept make the attach-
ments, These things having been at-
tended to, the ladies went to bed, and
sleep and oblivion reigned over all.

Mr, Van Arsdale changed his mind
and went home.

It was just twenty minutes to 12
when Mr. Van Arsdale arrived at home
and stepped lightly on to his poreh that
he might not awaken his wife and
daughter. His out of door bedding not
being provided, he thought he would
go upstairs stealthily and get it. In-
serting his night key, he opened the
door and as he stepped into the hall
felt his foot catch in some obstruction,
such as a fine wire or light string.
What was his astonishment to hear a
sonorous voice burst forth:

“Aha! You thought to get in here
without our knowing it, did you? Agd-
vance at your peril! I've got the drop
on you! An inch further and you're a
dead man!”

It must be admitted that such a re-
ception on entering his own house had
a marked effect on Mr. Van Arsdale.
The only motion he made was throw-
ing up of his hands. He could not sce
the speaker, but he supposed the speak-
er could see him, since he had declared
that he had the drop.

At the first challenge of the intruder
Mrs. Van Arsdale and Birdie both slid
out of bed and made for the position
of the phonograph, reaching it just as
the talking machine pronounced the
words “a dead man.”

*“Is he going out?’ whispered Mrs,
Van Arsdale, shivering,

“No,"” replied the daughter. “I think
I can hear him down there near the
door.”

“Push the slide calling the police.”

Birdie felt for the slide, but, not be-
ing able to see in the dark, struck the
wrong one. There was a shot, follow-
ed by the words,” Well, then, take
that!”

Something was heard to drop in the
hall below.

“What have you done?” cried the
mother frantically. “I told you to
move the slide calling the police!
You've killed him!"

“Why, mother, it wasn't a real shot.
It couldn’t hurt any one.”

The imagination is powerful—at least
Mr. Van Arsdale found it so, for on
hearing the shot he felt a shock; his
knees gave way and let him down.
When he heardphis wife accusing his
daughter of having killed him, not feel-
ing at all dead, he called out in his
own true voice:

“Wkat in thunder is all this about?"

“Why, it's papa!” cried Birdie.

“Oh, Henry, are you killed? I mean
ure you frightened to death?”

“I-reckon that's about it—frightened
to death. Who's there to do the shoot-
ing?"

There was an explanation. Mr, Van
Arsdale turned on the lights and saw
the photograph. He spoke no word;
but, striding out to the tool closet, he
grasped an ax and, returning, made
kindling wood of the machine that had
scared him almost to death.

“Why, papa,” whined Birdie, “you’ve
spoiled our burglar alarm! You haven't
burt anybedy except mamma, who gave

Home Cookery

A Novel Fruit Salad.

Mix together one cupful of Inrge
strawberries cut in halves, two dlced
bananas, two slices of chopped pine-
apple and the yellow pulp from one
large sweet orange. Let the fruit stand
in a cold place covered for half an
hour, then drain. Place two heaping
tablespoonfuls of the fruit mixture in
each nest of crisp lettuce leaves. Pour
over a whipped cream dressing that
has been flavored and blended with
the drained frult julces and serve im-
mediately.

Pimento Butter.

This is such an excellent relish to
use with brofled fish and also as a
sandwich filling that it 18 sure to prove
a popular favorite, TUse the ecanned
Plmentos (drained), chop finely and
then mash to a pulp with a gpoon.
Beat a quarter of a cupful of butter to
a cream, add sufficient of the pimento
pulp to flavor to taste, a pinch of cel-
ery salt, a tablespoonful of lemon
juice and one heaping tablespoonful of
chopped parsley. Mix well before using,

Southern Egg Dish.

Heat an earthen dish over a moder-
ate fire and drop in a plece of butter,
Season with an onfon minced fine, a
little red pepper and a small saltspoon-
ful of fine salt. Break six eggs very
carefully into the dish and cook until
the whites set. Turn carefully, cook
until done and serve hot from the dish
in which they were cooked.

Lima Bean and Celery Salad.

Take two cupfuls of cold boiled lima
beans, a cupful of chopped celery and
four hard bolled eggs, also chopped.
Toss in mayonnaise, add the juice of
an onfon and lay up the salad on white
lettuce leaves. Garnish with strips of
red pepper.

Lettuce and Egg Salad.

Cut with kitchen scissors white let-
tuce leaves into crisp ribbons. Place
the cold boiled egg cut in pond Hly
fashion in a nest of the lettuce and
heap with mayonnaise,

Method of Preserving
Eggs In Water Class

When the hens are producing eggs
faster than they can be used on the
home table, or if a neighbor has an
oversupply of eggs, it is time to put
them away against the egg shortage
of fall and winter, according to the
Kansas College of Agriculture, which
tells how to do it:

Eggs must be fresh and preferably
infertile. The shells must be clean
and free from cracks. A single crack-
ed egg may cause the whole batek fo
spoll. Get water glass solution from
the drug store, dilute with nine parts
of cool boiled water and place eggs
in small crocks containing the water
glass. The solution should cover the
eggs to a depth of two inches above
the topmost layer of eggs. Cover the
crock and place in a cool place where
it will not have to be moved about.
Replace the water which evaporates
with cool boiled water occasionally.

Limewater may be used in place of
water glass. Make the solution with
three pounds of unslaked lime in five
gallons of cool boiled water and use
the clear liquid after the lime settles.
Contalners for eggs must be clean and
should be scalded with hot water after
washing.

Eggs preserved in water glass or
limewater should be rinsed in clean
cold water and used immediately after
taking them from the solution. They
can be used for soft boillng up to
November, frying until December and
after that, until March, for cmelets,
scrambled and in cooking.

War Vegetables—The Pea
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Why They Trained
Their Boy to Be
a So_lflier

By F. A. MITCHEL |

[——

| —

Julius Dabney, seventeen years old,
was his parents’ only child,. When he
was a little fellow he sald very smart
things, and they confidently expected
that he would seme day turn out to be
a leader of men. When he was not
saying smart things he was eating
candy. As soon as he had eaten enough
candy to upset his stomach the house-
hold was upset by his wallings and
complaints. Then his mother put him
to bed and spent most of the day try-
ing to persuade him to take medicine.

When Julius passed into boyhood he
developed a taste for athletics. He
would play baseball till he became ex-
hausted. Then he must be treated with
all the consideration due an invalid,
At fourteen he was a fairly strong boy.
An excellent skater, a fearless rider;
indeed, everything a boy should be,
except for an extreme repulsion for
work—that is to say, he could neither
bring himself to do drudgery nor could
he be driven to it. If his mother told
him to weed the garden, he would
argue the point with her as to whether
or no it was worth while, taking
ground that vegetables could be bought
cheaper in the market than they could
be ralsed,

As Julius grew older and more was
expected of him, there was proportion-
ate additional disappointment. Instead
of developing a taste for things useful,
he turned his whole attention to things
ornamental, lavishing all his artistie
taste on his own person. His habil-
ments absorbed his entire attention.

He was good looking and quite a fa-
vorite with the girls, but since they
were about his age and
Iy light headed, their liking for him
was no great compliment to him.

This is a brief resume of Julius’ first
sixteen years in a world which he had
come to consider had been created for
his comfort and pleasure. The outside
world liked him. He had a droll way
with him that usually renders one pop-'
ular. He was considered intellectually
above the average. But—

According to his own estimate, he
knew more than his father, his mother
and every other human beilng the
worid contained. It was next to im-
possible to get him to assist In any
apusehold duty not only on account of
als repulsion for work, but because he
would assume the entire direction of
what was to be done. Once in awhile
some of his suggestions of a way were
excellent. This was unfortunate, for
it convinced him that he was especially
fitted for a leader.

Julius’ parents on his seventeenth
birthday had a conference upon their
son’s worthlessness,

“I don't know what's the matter with
the boy 7" said his mother. “I'm afrald
he is physically wealk.”

“They don't take weak boys for foot-
ball,” objected his father. *“I know
what's the matter with him very well,
ITe has never been broken, Do they
expect a colt to be of any use until he
has been broken to harness?”

“What do you mean by that?"

“Both a colt and a human being are
animals, Both need training, but of a
different kind. We educate our boys
intellectually, but not practically. Nei-
ther you nor I am competent to break
in our son. I have a plan, The na-
tlonal guard has become lable to a
call from the United States. I have
heard it rumored that they are about to
be ordered to the Mexican frontler,
From the moment of their departure
they will begin to become soldiers.
They will learn to obey and to endure,
I propose to put Julius into the nation-
el guard."”

*ITow will you get him to join?*

“Buy him a uniform."

The youngster was tempted into the
national guard by the splendor of his
uniform, and a week after his enlist-
ment he was on his way to Mexico.
What he endured there, how he got a
knowledge of his real worth in khaki
as a private soldler, what respect was
paid—or, rather, not pald—to his opin-
ions by his officers, the contempt with
which his comrades treated any shirk-
ing—all these are too voluminous to be
detalled here.

One day in the following spring
Jullus, a soldierly young fellow,
straight as an arrow, whose uniform
sat well upon his stalwart figure, en-
tered the gate of his home, hurried up
the front steps and into the house. His
father was engaged in taking down a
stove. Julius hugged bis mother, who
was looking on; put his arms around
his father, drew him away from his
work, threw off his coat and, taking
the stove on his slioulder, carried it tc
an outhouse and deposited it there for
the summer.

“Well, my boy,” sald his father, “1
think you're broken in.”

“Yes, dad, I am. It was an awful ex-
perience at first, but after I got the
new run of things I liked it. I don’t
know as much as I did, but I've talsen1

a step backward to make several steps
forward.'

Julius had very little time In which
to fall back into his former habits,
even if he had wished to do so. It was
not long after his return from Mexico
that his country was caught in the
maelstrom of the world's war, and the
young guardsman was again ordered to
active duty.

This time, with his regiment, he was
ordered to guard some public works,
but by this time his training had be-
comse too valuable for him to be allow.
ed to remain a private soldier, and he
was made an officor. He seems to

have found his proper sphere and bids

Home Cookery
Luncheon | :tatoes.

Put through the 1.0d chopper the
ends of cold steak or any misture of
cold meats. Into a buttered baking
dish slice raw potatoes (cold boiled
will do) and sprinkle thickly with the
chopped meat. Over this slice a layer
of raw tomatoes or canned ones drain.
ed of most of thelr liquor; dot with
butter and season with pepper and
salt. Alternate the layers until the
dish Is full; sprinkle the top with a
layer of cracker crumbs moistened

with melted butter and bake until
done.

Sausage Rolls.

Make a baking powder biscult dough,
Yoll out In a shest about half an inch
In thickness and cut into small squares,
Have ready any good sausage mixture
—pork, beef or a mixture of left over
meats, well seasoned. Form into smal]
cakes; place a cake in the center of
each small square of the dough, bring
the ends to the top and press together
firmly. Place in a butfered baking
tin, the edges not touching, and bake
for about twenty minutes. Serve hot,
with or without gravy.

Escaloped Cheese and Eggs.
Butter a baking dish and put in the
bottom a layer of eracker crumbs, then
a layer of hard boiled eggs sliced.
Dust with pepper and salt and dot
with little pieces of butter. Then add
another layer of crumbs, then eggs.
Beason as before and finish with a
thick layer of grated cheese. Add
enough rich milk to cover and bake

until a delicate brown. Serve hot,

Blackberry Cake.

One cupful of sugar, one egg, butter
the size of an egg, five tablespoonfuls
of cold water, three heaping table.
spoonfuls of blackberries, three table-
spoonfuls of blackberry juice, two ta.
blespoonfuls of vinegar, one teaspoon.
ful of soda, one and one-half cupfuls of
flour, spices to taste. Any kind of
fruit can be vsed instead of black-
berries.

Corn Substitutes For
Wheat Flour Foods

As a substitute for wheat breakfast
foods try white or yellow cornmeal or
hominy grits served with eream and
sugar, butter, sirup or fresh or dried
fruit,

As a substitute for wheat biscuits,
rolls or toast the housewife can ems
ploy a dozen different forms of corn
bread, such as hoecake, dodgers, soft
or spoon corn bread, hominy bread,
cornmeal and rye Boston brown bread,
Zuni Indian bread, etc.

Fried cornmeal mush, fried hominy or
cornmeal pancakes made with very
little wheat flour will be found a pleas-
ing variation from wheat cakes.

Cornmeal codfish cakes, cornmeal
scrapple, cornmeal croquettes, corn-
meal or hominy cooked with meat,
fish, cheese, eggs or milk will supply

nourishing dishes for the hearty
courses.
Hominy grits and coarse hominy

(sometimes called samp) may be boliled
and used like macaroni or other wheat
pastes to serve as side dishes with
meat.

For dessert Indian pudding, corn-
meal and fig or apple pudding, apple
dumplings, cornmeal doughnuts, gin-
gerbread, cake, fruit gems, ete., will
contribute variety as well as nourish-
ment to the bill of fare.

The housewife who wishes to sub-
stitute corn for some but not all of the
wheat flour can make excellent raised
or light bread, pancakes, waflles, muf-
fins, rolls, graham flour Indian bread,
ete.

War Vegetables
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