THE FARMINGTON ENTERPRISE

s a Picnic Getting Ready for a Picnic-

| ! If you choose .

"Spanish Olives Pickles ' Sweet Relish Ham Loaf Veal Loat
H Chicken Loaf:  Frut Preserves Jelies  Apple Butter
: Luncheon Meats ’ Pork and Beans

"Ready to Serve

Food Prpdﬁcts’

Instst en Libby’s at
your grocer’s

Libby, ‘M¢Neill & Libby

Chicago .

Modernizing the Roundup.
Each year seems to'give the auto-

WAITED LONG FOR PROBATE!

After Twenty years Son Produces Fa-
ther's Will—Testator's instructions
Had Been ' Obeyed.

mobile o new Hold oo lite. The war
brought it to the forefront in a new
fleld. The soldier. of tbe present day
goldom makes loog forced marches
like Sherman’s march to the sea. He
travels by motor car. As a result, the
automobile casualty lst is tremerm
dous; the average life of a car in the
battle line is estimated at thirty days.
But It is not only the war zone that
has lost part of its pleturesqueness
through the use of the automobile,
The latter has begun o rob the ao-
nual cattle roundup of some of fts
thrilis by replacing the horse. This
year has seen the ubiquitous car with
2 cowboy at its wheel on our westera
prairles. discouraging the cattle from
| attempts to escape from the ever-nar-
| rowing circle In the roundup. Meny a
! steer which has given a cow horse 2
sired, it was not thcught necessary run must feel disconcerted when it
to probate the wu?m that time, | bucks up against the four-wheeled

The son says tie property Wil nOw | steed—Wall Street Journal.
be divided between his“tvo brothers ) _—
and himeelf, since his mother died in-|
testate. The exect value of the estawe
has not been determined, but it is
made up almost entircly of parcels ol
rezl cestate.

JUE
Temporary Reverse.

Fogarty (a moderate drinker)—11
bet ve th' Rooshians are beginuing t'
feel th’ loss Iv vodka.

Flaherty (warmiy)—Don't ve lose
any slape over it. Marrk me wur-ruds,
theyll retake It agin before long—
Puck.

Undiscovered for nearly twenty
years after his death, the wlll of Jo-
hana Michael Muller has been offered
for probate at Baltimore by hls som,
John G. A. Muller. The testator dled
March 13, 1596, having made his witt
on May 31, 1889.- :

The paper, yellow and musty with
age, left all Mr. Muller's property to

, his wife Elizabeth 'Barbara Muller.
Yy Sbhe died Ap: 1915, and her son
* wns appointed administrator of her
estate. He had known of the cxist-
ence of the will for several montbs
rrior to his mother's death, but since
1l the preperty had been enjoved by
Muiter as her husband had de-

Bertin Society.
! wyhat are you wearing that long
| tace for, professor?” .
“Reason enough, doctor. I've just
been to call on my old friend Privy
Councilor Schulze—nnd - what shouid
1 do but leave my bread ticket instead
of my visiting card.”

The Result.
“Sire, the allles’ aviators
dared to bombard us.”
~Ha! Then they ehall Karlsruhe
it

have

Corn on the Cob
—the Roasting Ear

Is not more delicious than the

New |
ost Toasties

In the growth of com there is a period when the
ot with a ve%emble milk, most.

kemnels are plun.\ped

nutritious (roasting cars). As it slowly ripens this
hardens and finally becomes almost flinty.

is cooked, sea-

This nutritious part of the com -
: process which

soned, rolled thin, and toasted by a new
enhances the true com flavour.
:‘Different from ordinary comn flakes, the New Post

Toasties have a distinctive form and flavour; and they
keép their ‘appetizing crispness, even after cream or
milk ig added.

" These Superior Corn Flakes come ovensfresh in
tight ‘wax-sealed ges; and they cost no more than
ordinary “cgrn flakes.” Insist upon having

inw‘lvPost Toasties

y

TheMarried Life of Helen and Warren

————— By MABEL HERBERT URNER =

Originator. of “Thelr Married Life” Author of iThe
Journal of a Neglected Wife,” “The Woman Alone,”" ete.

Helen Sees Something of the Weakness and Brutality of
Another Woman’s Husband ' :

(Copyright, 115, by the McClure Newspaper Syndicate.)

“You mustn't repeat such things.”
reproved Helen sharply. “That can'f
be true!”

“Thelr maid
told me herself,
ma'sm. She sald
they're tryin' to
keep anybody
from knowin® it
~—they'Te  afrald
it'll get in the pa-

happen — wha
time last night?”

“She said around
one o'clock. He'd
peen drinkin’ and
didn't know what
he was dofn"”

“Oh, 1 didn't
thinle Mr, Colburn
drank,” murmured Helen regretfully.
“And she's so young and pretts.”

“Rosie—that's thelr matd—sald ho
lost a sight of blood 'fore they could
get & doctor. She sald she came down
to the laundry ‘fore daylight to wash
out the sheets and things—so no-
body'd kmow. They've got & nurse
now and they're tellin’ everybody tlat
he ‘wes just taken sick.”

“There's your kitchen bell, Emma,”
interrupted Helen bastily, feeling that
she was encouraging the girl to tatk.

She never allowed a mald to bring
her news of other tenants, but this
had been too startilog wholly to dis-

Mabe! H. Urner.

miss.

«“Iy'g Rosfe, Mrs. Colburn’s mald,
ma'am,” Emma returned with the alr
of one beering an important message.
“She wants to speak to you.”

Wonderingly, Helen went out to the
kitehen where the girl was waiting.

“\Mrs, Curtls, Mrs. Colbura wants
to know {f you can come up for 2
few moments? Mr. Colburn’s been
taken very stck.”

“Why, yes, of course!
be up right away.”

IWithout waitlng to change her
morning gown, Helen slipped over ita
long coat. Not taklng the elevator,
she ran upstairs.

Helen knew the Colburns only
slightly, thelr acquaintance being due
to one of Pussy Purr-Mew's runaway
escapades. Yet the few times she bad
met them, she had liked them both.

Her heart beat fast as with o sbrink-
fng dread Bhe nNOW entered their
apartment. Even the hail was perme-
ated with a strong smell of antiseptics.

She was met by 8 tralned nurse, 2
capable, but gevere-looking woman,
whose rigid white uniform only em-
phasized her austerity.

“I've been trying to persuade Mrs.
Colburn to sleep, but she Insisted on
sending for you. She says she knows
no one else here. Will you come into
ber room?”

The room was close and overheated.
l’rhe biinds were drawn and a single
| shaded light glowed on the dressing
i table. Mrs. Colburn, with ap em-
\-broldered Japanese robe over her

nightgown, was sitting on the edge of

tho bed. .

*She started up as Helen entered,

with an excited, breathless, “I want

you to'help me! Help me to keep thls
out of the papers! A reporter just
phoned—TI told him it wasn't true—but
Ihe didn‘t belleve me. Can your hus-
band stop the story? It he'll stop it
in his paper—*
“Hig paper?” repeated Helen blank-

Tell her Il

1y.
*TWhy, yes—the Star! They told
me he was the managlng editor.”
“Np—no, the Initials are the same—

7 Curtis—but he’s not even & Tel-

1* it was Hke g wall of despalr
as she sank back on the bed.

“I'm so sorry,” murmured Helen.
«But we dou’t know anyone on any
of the papers.” Then hesitatingly:
“Is Mr. Colburn gerlously—"

“No, he's only weak from loss of
blood. 1—1 haven't seen him since
the doctor lett, I dom't want to," bit-
terly. “Oh, it T can just keep 1t out of
the papers—that's ail I ask. Isn't there
apy way—"

Here the phome beside the bed
shrilled out, and she caught Helen's
arm with a- convulaive, “It's another
reporter—I know it 18! You answer—
I'm afraid to!" i

“What shall T say?" bewildered.

“Say it len't true—that Mr, Col-
purn's only fll. ‘That it'g an outrage
for them t§ intrude like this!"

“Mr. dley of the Eveuning News
t¢' calling” announced the hall boy
when Helen took down the recelver.

“He's downstairs,” whispered Hel-
en, her hand over the mouthplece.

“oTell him 1 can’t see him—I can't
see anyone! O, theyil all have 1t—
every paper will have it!" moaningly,
as Helen gave the message. *
theyTl have all the rest, too.”

»The rest?” turning from the phone.

“How he's been drinking for months
—the hall boys know how he comes
home at night. 1 thought it would be
me he'd try to kill—he's threatened it
enough. Oh, yes, he's elready killed
all the love I ever had for him.”

“Love ian’t_so_esslly, Hiled,” ven-

tured Helen gently,
‘ “Oh, I know, 1 suppose I still care

e v our grécer has them now.

| in & way. But you can't respect, much

less love, & man after a scene like last
night”

“Yot Mr. Colburn always seemed B0
quiei—so much of a'gontleman.”

“Ho is when he's not drinking—but
alcohol changes his whole nature. OB,
it you knew,” shudderingly, “what Tve
gone through in the last six months.”
“J wouldn't think bf that mow,” gen-
tly. .

“How can I help 1t? Do you think
I can ever get those scenes out of my
mind?  And last; night—ob, T'm
through—T'm through! Last night de-
cided t! When he's over this—T'm

1

\

- Good kortune.

«f found n fourleaf clover on my
lawn today, said’ Mr. Crosslots.

] suppose you,think that's Tucky?”

4] d0. I'm lucky to find anything
in that lawn except. dandclions and
ragweed.” .

. ° Easily Pleaset. 2

“Quess 1'd better order & few going
away gowns," sald she brightly.

“Nix on the going-aWaY EOWDE, mY
dear,” said her husband gloomily, “I
can't afford to take you anywhere
this summer.” o [

“All right,” was the -cheerul ré
sponse. “Then TNl just orde a few
staylng at home EOWRS.".

_—
Insects 'and Crops.”

1t has loug been a belief of the

Apache lndians that the appearance

of insects {n early spring indicates &

—_ e —
The watchmaker sells watches and
.- | good erop.

the Jaiter watches cells.

The Effects of Opiates.

HAT INF. pecnliarly. tible to_opium and its vari
‘preparations, all'of which are mmgc, iz wel!oinown. Even in 2!‘:;
smallest doses, ed, in the func-

Nervous
rors are & result of dosing with opiates or narcotics o kee children qniet
thelr infancy. The rula among physicians is that Chiliren should mover

yoceive opiates in the smallest doses for more than a day at & time, and

o adm tion of Anodynes, Drops, Cordials, Soothing Syraps and
other narcotics to children by any but a physician cannot beg worr:tmngly
decried, and the drug{gmt shoald not be & party to it. Children who areill
need the attention of & physician, and it is nothing less than a crimo to

golng to leave him,”
“I'm going to maké my own living—
somehow.” | .

“That's very foolish,” Helen stroked
the hand that had clasped hers. “You
xnow he wouldn't let you go off like
that.”

“What do you think be sald last
night?” her eyes ablaze. “That it 1
left him—he'd never give me 3 cent.
He éays that’s his hold over me—that
I'm afraid to leave him because 1 can't
support myselt!” |

“But he never says those things ex
cept when he's drinking?"

“No, but he must think them. Peo-
ple don't say things, even when
they're drunk, that baven't been in
their thoughts. "Last night he sald all

women were parasites—that nine-l

tenths of them lived with their bus-
bands because they were too lazs or
too incapable to work. That 148}
wanted my pay—I'd have to stick to
my job!" . ’

“But ho wasn't himeelf,” pleaded
Helen, “What he did proved that”

19 “How—how dld

willfully with narcotica,
Catarrhal Fever

Castoris contains no narcotics if it bears the
3 10 § doges often

signature of Chas, H. Fletcher.
Gennine Castoria always bears the signature of!
core. .
B Loens bottle BPOHN'S gmaraniced o cutaa case.
Si%e fof ony mare, horse oF ool

ﬂ‘i
(o ., cn boules B et It of Aragyists, barness dealers of direct from

Do
N manufacirars. express pald.
N < TR LS provertivo of al forms ot Qlsteupet.
SPONMEDICALCO,
Gosh: Ind., U.8. 4.

AROMATICA

The Great Drogless Dyspepsia Food Remedy
ea. coffee an T

The Standard
Remedy

the ' safest, most reliable
and most ‘popular—for the
common ailments of_stomach,
liver and bowels, is always

BEECHAMS
PILLS

The Largest Salo of Any Medicine inthe World
Sold everywheras In boxes. 10¢., 25¢.!

st
Neat, ciean, an
S\ camental comrenient
chean. Lagts 8l
Madeat

expre:
A

BAROLD EOMEZZS, 150 D Kald Ave., Bebolyn, B. ¥

Then hs 8 it
happen? Was it right after—"

She nodded. “He came home in an
ugly mood. I went to my room and
locked the door—but he banged on it
unt(l I let him in, His face was awful.
1 never saw him so infurfated. He al-
ways keeps a revolver, but it's never
loaded. - 1 djdn't think it was last
night, until |re showed ms the . éar-
tridges. Evdn then I wasn't afrald—1
suppose 1 aifin't care. Oh, I don't re-
member whdt he sald—but at last he
Jeft me and|went back to his room.
Then I heard the shot.” |

She shivered snd caught her breath.

“ found him lylng on the fioer, the
pistol beside him. Rosa and 1 got him
omr the bed and phoned for & doctor—
1t seemed bours{ before he came. Oh;
it was awful, trylng to stop the ‘blood!
The doctor stayed with him until the
nurse came, and 1—1 haven't seen him
sinee: H

“Has he. asked for you?”

She nodded. ;
nd you refused to see him
Yes,” bitterly. "I mever want to
sec bim again.”,

“Don’t you |
harg?" L K

“You " wouldn't think so it you
knew." N -

A tap on thejdoor and the purse en-
tered, :

“Mrs. Colburp, your husband keeps
calling for you. He's exciting ‘himself
gnd hig fever'd very high. Won't you
come—just for'a moment?”

“Oh, I can’t,” recoilingly; * 1 can't!
Don't ask me.”

“I think you should,” urged Helen.

A moment's silery struggle with ber
bitterness and outraged pride, then
with slow reluctance Mrs. Colburn
rose to follow the nurse.

“Don’t go,” appealingly to Helen.
“Walt for me.”-

Drawing 2 chair to the ehaded light,
Helen took up a book. But she could
not read; she was picturing the scene
fn that other Toom.

Fifteen minfites—a half hour passed.
Then the nures came n,

. "He's sleeplng mow. ~Mra. Colburn
wants you to come to the door.”

Helen followed her across the hall
to the darkehed room. Mra..Coiburn
was sitting :by the bed, fearing to
move lest she awaken her husband,
who was now sleeping quietly, one of
her hands tightly clasped in his.

Her whole face had softened. She
smiled up at Helen, 8 tremulous un-
certain smile, that seemed to acknowl-
edge her wenkness, the weakness of
love—not 6, dependency.

Very gently Helen closed the door,
and, knowing that she was now na
longer needed, went down to ber own
apartment. |

On the hall rack hung one of War
ren's overcots. With a rush of emo-
tional tenderness she buried her face
in its rough folds, which held the faint
man odor of tobacco and downtown
soot.

How fine and strong and dependable
Warren was! How trivial his faults
of irritabllity and temper now seemed,
How much she had—how much more
than that poor little woman upstairs!

From the wide fiap pocket she had
drzwn out'a heavy gray ‘glove, Slp-
piig her small hand into it, she wrig-
gled the long unfilled fingers with 8
fedling of xultation st Warren's size
and strepgth. He was 80 big and
lstrong and sirile—so wholesome and

clean-hablted-rubbing Her cheek lov-
ingly against the shaggy coat. She
had neverirealized before how deeply
grateful she should be that Warren
was i

clean-habl?crl!

a

think  that's rather

always that—wholesome and |

Natural Procedure.

TWhen telling the story of the Pil-
grim Fathers to the children of a pri-
mary grade ia a lgrge city the leader
tried to impress upon them the fact
that the country was barren at that
time. Later.they wer¢ told of the
planting, the harvest, the great feast,
and the thankful attitude af those
early settlers. Fipally she asked:

“¥hat did the Pilgrims do after the
great feast?”

After a moment’s silence a lttle
girl sald, “They went by the moving
pletures.

Fooling the Enemy.

Rain was falling steadily as the
weary cyclist plodded on through ‘the
English mud. At Jast he spied a figr
ure walking toward him through*the
gloom,

Gladly he sprang off his machine
and asked the pative:

“How far off is the
pleton?

“Just ten miles the other way, ir,”
was the reply.

“The other wa; exclajmed the
cyclist. “But the lust sign post 1
passed said it was in this direction.”

“Ah,” sald the natlve, with a know-
inc grin, “but ye see, We turned that
there post round 0 as to fog those
sere Zeppylings!”—Pittsburgh Chron-
fcle-Telegraph.

LOOK‘YOUR BEST

As to Your Halr and Skin, Cuticura
Will Help You, Trial Free.

village of Pop-

-
“Tommy's Prize.
wiett, Fommy, 1 suppose you are
entitled to sométhing nice as a re-
ward for graduating from the public
school.” said the friendly aunt. “What.
bas your father planned for you?"
“He says I can help take care of the
garden during the summer vacation,”
gaid Tommy, “and etery time ! think
of it T wish I had failed- in my,exam-
inations. )
O
Equipped.
“Who's golng to umpire the ball

The Soap to cleanse and purity, the
Olntment to soothe and heal. These
fragrant super-creamy emollients pre-
gerve the natural purity apd besuty
of the skin under conditlons which,
if neglected, tond to produce & state
ot irritation ond disfigurement.

‘Freo sample each by meil with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere—Adv.

———

ame

“Let's get Bliggins.”

“Yhy, he'd mzke a good umpire.

e basn't any popularity to’lose.
i S

sounds Like a Stadium Picce.
He—Have you ever seen the nebula
of Andromeda?
She—-No; where was

University of Noire Dame

NOTRE DAME, INDIANA

Police Would Get It.

The talk of parents at home about
conditions in the police department
made & deep impression on the micd
of a twelve-year-old boy who was be-
fore Judge F. J. Labr in juvenile court
for stealing a blcycle. The court had
Jectured the boy and his three com-
panions on the disgrace of stealing
and finally asked the boys what they
thought of stealing.

“Now, suppose everybody were to
steal,” the court suggested, “and then
‘what do you think would become of
all of our property?”

“Oh, the police would get every
thing,” was the boy’s quick response.
—Indlanapolis Newa.

it played?

one co
Modern

Cymume emistr

Enginceriog, Archltecture, Law.
Peeparatory School, Tarioun courses.

For Catalogaes address

BoX H, NOTRE DAME, INDIANA
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Tye Bemedy for Red, Weak, Wate!
Granaisted ~Brolldy; ‘Ko Szarings

comfort. Writs for Book of (he Bya

oo, Marine Eyo Bewmedy Uo.. Chicase
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Developing any size Roll
postpaid, 10 cents,  DET

Don't this.

AGENTS iiiss Ssiisniene
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Make the Liver
Do its Duty ,
Nine times in_ten when the Yiver is
right the stomach and bowels are nghb/
CARTER'S LITTLE

PILLS

Flim,
ROI

His Preférence.

A gentleman in delivering one of B
gerles of addresses excused: himself
one evening for belng unable to speak
on several points, the mice, he sald,
having destroyed part of his notes.
Later, while visiting in the neighbor-
hood, he asked one man: i

“Were you at any ot my lectures,
Rooney?”

.Rooney—Indeed 1 was, yer honor;
atl of them.

Lecturer—Which one did you like
best? .

. Romey—The one the mice waa at,
yer honorl . .
—

use Red

Wash day is smile day if you
therefore g

Crogs Ball Blue, American wmade,
the best made. Adv. i

Eating.
SMALL PILL, SHALL DOSE, SMALL PRIGE.
' Genuine must bear Signature

Wrong Document. . .
7 The “Tominy” on lesve from the
ftront had been given a freé railway
pase to take him home to see his
people, and utilized part of his briet
holiday to get married. On the re-
turn journey, when the ticket inspector
dsked'to sce hie pass, he produced by
aceldent his marriage certificate.
_ The Inspector handed the paper
back with a glimmer of s smile.
“This 18 & ticket for a very long
and wearisome journey, young man,”
b2 sald, “but not on this line”

B e ———t
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