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Maybe a Peanut.
“Why do you think he has a family

“Because he’s a nut.”
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“That’s good. My wife gays I am

always dolng things I cannot afford to,
and this will prove she {s right”
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The Rear Thing.
Little Lemuel—Say, paw, what s
gratitude? B
Paw--Gratitude; son, is the thing
_ that shows up when o rich old bach-
elor dies and léaves sli his money to
the woman who once rejected him.
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Sympathetic,
Meeker-~Poor man!
Bleeker—To whom do you refer?
Meeker—The chap who 4s golug to
marry my former. wife.
Bleeker—But I'thought he was rich.
Meeker—So he {s—poor man!
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Wear qualon 2nd Natore
will telieve ‘or free your foet
from these ills.

Forthe whole family, $1.35 to
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* The Married Life of Helen and Warren

By MABEL HERBERT URNER

Originator of “Thelr Marrled Life” Author of “The
Journal of a Negledgd Wi!e," “The Woman Alone,” etc,

Helen Works Herself Up Over a Trivial Care Only to
Find She Was in the Wrong

“That’s the way to cook spinach,”
approved Warren, holding up & whole
leaf on hig fork
“Loathe It mashed
into =a green,
slimy pulp.”

“Yes, she does
cook this hetter
than Nora."

“Huh, she’s for-
gotten more about
cooking than
Nora ever koew,”
as he agaln
carved Into the
the lamb. “How
about. some felly

this?”
i’ en Touched
the bel

“Emma,” a8 the girl appmred. “you
may bring In that grape jelly.”

In & few moments she came in with
& gleaming, quivering mold. '

““Why, you've opened & fresh glass!
I meant the one we bed last night.”

“There Wwasa't moren a. spoonful
left, ma'am.”

“That's the second time ebé's done
that,” declared Helen in low-volced
indignation when the door swung to
after her. “Why, we hardly touched
that felly last night!”

“It che likes sweets, So much tho
better. That means a nonalcoholic
taste, and she’ll let the wing alone.”

“But the pefruit—she has half a
grapefruit/every morning,. just’ the
Three always last-

"Oh well,” shrugged Warren, "08
long as she does her work—guess we
can atford to give ber what she wants
to eat”

“Qf course,” flushing, “you know I
always want the girl to have good,
nourlshing—"

Here Emma came In for the salad
bowl, and Helen began talking hur-
riedly abont something else.

She had engaged this girl through
an.agency the day after they landed
—just a week ago. In that time Emma
had cleaned the whole apartment,
washed the woodwork and ofled the
floors. She was both fast and capa-
ble; yet she had an assertive air that
Helen found very {rritating. N

No “other girl had “ever expected
grapefruit every morning, and as this
was something Helen did not like to
speak of, it rankled all the more.

Though she did not bring it up
again, Helen keenly resented War-
ren's attitude, for ft made her scem
penurious about the girl's food. She

.| knew that she was much more gener-

ous with ber maid then were most
women. Her own mother was not
balf so lenient, and Carrie locked up
everything. * .

" It was after efght when Emma, hav-
ing finished her dishes, appeared at
the library door.

“Mrs, Curtis, do you mind i{f I go
out for a little while?”

Helen looked up from her sewing
with a brief, "Very well.”

“Where's that draft coming from?”
demanded Warren s little later, scowl-
ing over his paper at the windows.

“No, they're all down in ‘here—it
must be from the dining room. Wait,
dear, I'll see.”

It was the kitchen window that
was yp, and the pantry door opeo.
Turning on the light, Helen put down
the window, and then glanced arcund.

Everything had been left in spot-
less order. Emma had washed out
all the tea towels, and even put a
fresh hand towel on the roller.

Helen looked Into the ice box. It
was clean and sweet-smelling.. And
the girl was certainly saving. There
was the bit of spinach left from din-
ner and a -spoonful of mashed pota-
toes. But where was the felly?

With increasing indignation, Helen
searched through the fce box and
pantry. She had noticed particularly
that over half; the glass had been
lett,

And they had so little jelly only

what was left over from last year,
for they had been away all fall and
it was now too late for any fruit.
. Dragging forward the stepladder
chalr, Helen climbed up to the felly
ghelf. There were only nine glasses
of currant and' fourteen of grape. If
the girl was so inordinately fond of
Jelly, might she not occaslonnlly open
a;glass for hergelf? _ -

“Over the refrigerator was g glass-
doored cupboard that could be locked. |
In a fladll Helen decided that was the
place for the jelly.

Even those high shelyes had been
freshly washed and lined with paper,;
but just tow this evidence of Emma’s
industry fafled to-fmpress her.

«“Hello; what fn blazes are you
doing up there?” Warren, his hands-
It his pockets, stood at the pantry
door, staring at her,

‘Tm putting this felly where 1
can lock it up,” steadying herself on
the stepladder. “There .wasn't &
spoonful left of that glass we had at

dinmer. IS * outrageous! 1 never
heard of & girl baving the: presump-
tion to eat Jelly like that.”

“Look - out, - theré—youll fall!
rather pay for.&-fow-glassies of.

rd
Jelly

- (Copyight, 1915, by the McClure Newspaper Syndicats.)

than a doctor's bill for & brolen leg.”

“There!" as Helen locked the door
and climbed down. “Now do you
¥now what I'm golng to do? I'm only
golng to order one grapefruit a day!"

“Well, if you don’t want the girl
to have grapefruit—I'd rather "tefl
her than do a thing like that, Jove,
you can be mighty smill.”

“Warren, I'm not small!” passion-
ately. “That's what you always say
because you knmow it hurts' me. Do
you think your mother or Carrle
would furnish  threefor-a-quarter
grapefruit to any mald? You know
they're more strict in such things
than 1 ever could be! You alwhys
saild I was too gaod to.Nora—that I
fet t her run gver me.”

“So you did. But now that you've
got a girl worth six of her—you're
sore about what she eats. You've
got no sense of proportion, that's the
trouble with you. You get hipped on
one idez, and you can't see anything
else. What's the matter—pinch your
finger?”

Exasperated, Helen had turned
back the stepladder with a resentful
Jerk and had caught her finger at the
most painful part of the neil. Brush-
ing by Warren, she ran to the bath-
room, where she bathed the brulsed
naf] fn witch hazel and nursed her
aggrieved sense of injury.

It was after ten. Too hurt and in-
dignant to go back to the Hbrary, she

turned on her bath and began broed- i

lngly to undress.

Why did Warren always try to
make her feel emall and mercenary?
She was furlous with herself, furfous
with him, and above all furfous with
Emma for belug the Indirect cause
of it all.

She was in bed, her arm over her
eyes to shade them from the ifght,
when Warren came In.

“Still sulking?” One ot his shoes
dropped beavily.

Helen d1d not answer, and her lace-
trilled sleeve shaded her face.

When he had taken his bath, he
threw up the windows and turned off
the lights. 8t{ll Helen lay motfon-
less; she had not stirred.

‘Thinking about that grapefruit
she's golng to eat tomorrow?” jeer-
ingly. a8 he got Into bed.

Helen could have shrieked. In-
stead she bit ber lips, and angry tears
wet the 6leeve of her nightdress.
Warren gave bis pillow a punch, set-
tled it under his head, drew the bed-
clothes around his shoulders and was
soon dozing off.

But for Helen, who had worked
herself up to a state of feverish
brooding, sleep was fmpossible. Tt
had been an unhappy and humiliating
evening-tand it was all Emma’s
fault. Her resentment against the
girl deepened every moment.

What was that? Raising herself on
her elbow, Helen listened tensely. A
faint, scratching sound! It was Pussy
Purr-Mew—shut up somewhere.

Hurrledly Helen got up and began
a shivering search. The hall closet,
the closet in her dressing room, her
bureau drawers—for Pussy Purr-Mew
bhad a troublesome hablt of creeping
any place that was left open. Again
the scratching—It was from the din-
ing room.”

‘Helen darted straight to the china
closet. When she opened the door 8

turrufiled kitten leaped out from the
lower elf. As she stooped -.to
smooth the rumpled table eloths

Helen saw something on the shelf
above that made her gasp.

It was the grape jelly—just as

Emma had taken it from the table at
dinner! 8o she.had not touched it!
She had sensed Helen's displeasure
at thers being mome left from the
night before, and had purposely not
even taken it out to the kitchen.
. Unheeding the cold, Helen, in only
her thin nightdress, for a long time
crouched thers on the floor, while
‘Pugsy Purr-Mew, grateful for her re-
lease, purred exuberantly but ummo-
ticed against her.

At Tleast in this she had been
wrong! She plctured Emma’s hurt
surprise’ In the morningd when she
found the Jelly locked up. It was a
reflection on her homesty, which aft-
er all, Helen had no real reason to
doubt.

When she arose, stiff with cold, it
was not to go back to bed, but to get
the key of the locked cupboard. Tip-
toeing out of the kitchen, stealthily she
drew the chair before the refriger-
ator. In the Wdad silence It creaked

alarmiogly as she climhed up to the |

shelves.

It was a.cold, shlvering taek, but
she got the jelly back to its accus-
tomed cupboard. Then, numb with
cold, she crept back to bed.

“Eh, what's that?” muttered War-
ren, half aronsed by the sudden chill
as Helen cyddled sgainst him for
warmth. .

“Dear, I—I was wrong about that
Jelly. Emma hadn’t touched It—it
was In-the china closet. And I—I un-
Iacked the rest and put it back.”

' But apparéntly Warren was too
drowsy to grasp the full purport of
this, fof his only comment was the
mumbled, meaninglegs phrass,’ "Well-

whnt—dovyvm kg0 W-Rbout thnﬂ'

Could Spare Her.

‘Tommy’s mother was an inralld, s
his Aunt Lavinia Jooked after him and
the bouse, And she never missed a
chance of polnting out & fault or ex-
pounding a precept..

“Oh, dear,” sald Tommy one day,
after auntie has lectured him for ten
minutes, “I wish I had wings!" -

“Why, my pet?” asked mother,
pleased at this angelic lnsplration.

“Oh, I'd fiy up in the air with Aunt
Lavipla, and I'¢ifly. and fly til I
couldn't get any ‘higher.”

“Yes, dear,” sald mother proudly,
as the little chap paused impressive-|
ly. “What would: you do then?”

“I'd drop t Lavinia!” gald
Tommy savagel Stray Stories.

AT THE FIRST SIGNS

Of Falling Halr Get Cuticura.
Works Wonders. Trial Fgee.

it

Touch spots of'dandruft and itching
with Cuticura’ Ointmept, and follow
next morning with a hot shampoo of
Cuticura Soap. This at once arrests
falling halr and promotes hair growth.
You may rely on these supercreamy
emollients for ail skin trou

Sample each free by mait with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Adv.-

Summer Plans.

“You are going away for the sum-
mer?"

“Of course,” replied Mr. Bliggins;
“that s to say, my family will go
away. Il stay here.”

“But the ﬂlmate won't be comfort-
able.”

“I don't care anythlng about the cll-
mate. (All I want ia rest and quiet.”

The Noiseless Age,

Diggs—Would you like to joln our
soclety for the suppression of useless
nolse?

Biggs—Don't know,
golng o start? :

Diggs—With the next politfcal cam-
palgn. We are going to have the pum-
ber of cheers reduced from three to
one,

When are you

A Lona Vulgarian. ‘o

“This seems to be a very exclusive
restaurant.”

“Yes, infleed. :Why, even the wait-
ers are perfect gentlemen. The only
coarse person one ever sees here 1s
the propritor, and I don't suppose it
would be possible to exclude him.”

The Usual Thing.
Mrs. Askitt—Do you keep a servant?
Mrs. Noltt—Yes, and several of her
relations.—Indianapolis Star.

Its Outcome.
“Whp won at the tea ﬂghl"’
“Nobody. It wae a drawn battle."—
Baltimore American.

family * remedy wuniversally

and

you will feel improv
few doses will

For Indlgestlon and Biliousness-

those focs of comfort and weIl bemg, 1‘.11@.:“!131 is one

‘corrective of deranged condmons of ‘the’ ofgans of
digestion. . Present suffering is - relieved promptly,
worse sickness prevented by timely -

BEECHAM’S PILLS

Let this wonderful remedy tone your stomach, stimulate
your liver and kidneys, regulate your bowels - and
ﬂm)ughout your entire system.
ve to you why,,
common &nd minor axlment-x of life, Beecham

| -Are the Right First Aid

In baxes,
M‘Vdnn!n«ulb wWonn\dl.h lv-ryBax.

best

use

for . the
Pills

FOX-HUNTERS IN THE WAR

Thousands of Men Who Enjoyed That
Sport In Britain Are Now at
the Front. -

Waterloo, according to the duke of
Wellington, was won on the playing
flelds of Eton. Should Britaln emerge
triumphant from the present conflict
we may find someone rising to clalm
.that the campaign {n Flanders was
won In the English shires. The shires

‘buntl

Bruln the Hugger.
—Speaking of animals, which
1 your favorite?
Hazel—The bear. . .
Aary—Oh, ses; ot course.

The Blg Idea,
“TWhy do you want me to remaim
engaged to him another year? By the
end of another year he won't bave
enough money left to get married on.”
“That’'s what I was thinking.”

are the headquarters of f
which most humanitarians denounce.
George Bernard Shaw, for example,
has no words strong emough to con-
demn it with. Mr, Jerrocks, the hero
of a sportiig novel, describing fox-
hunting as “war without ita guilt and
only 25 per cent of its danger” It
has to be admitted, however, that
they who follow the hounds have an-
swered magnificently to thefr coun-
try's call.

There are, it proves, 150 masters
of hounds with the British colors,
3,000 members of hunts and 1,600
hunt servants. To -them must be
added the officers of the regular drmy
who are acustomed to ride {o hounds,
likewise numbering some thousands.
The total §s an Impressive one. It
suggests that the real attraction of
this sport may be that it is, as Jer
rocks says, “a sort of war."”

Flne Chance for an Orator,

“Who i8 the principal speaker, now
being introduced?”

“I don't know. I heard the master
ot ceremonies mention his name when
he began 2 te‘J introductory remarks,
but that was do Jong ago I bave for-
gotten what it was."

Puffed Injuries:
Redd—He seems to be all puffed
over ‘his new automobile.
Green—Oh, dld it hurt him as badly

“Phe line of battle 1o Earope just
now reminds me of our telephane ex
change.”

“How-50?" .

“It's 2 line'that’s always busy.”

Forced to Make Up tor Lost Time.

‘Whenever I'm yur in Kay See,”
stated Sandstorm Smith of Rampage,
Okla., who is for the nonce in the
city’s midst, ‘T dont go to bed with.
the chickens, by any fanner of means,
and yet I'm inever trifito’ around so
Iate at night that 1 don‘t see hundreds
of prominent; people scooting through
the scemery 'In automoblles.” Strikes
me that folks yur are scandalously be-
hind with their riding."—Kansas City |
Star.

R Question of Supplles. N
“Daisy,” remarked her Sunday
school teacher, “don't love your cat
too much. ‘What would you do It it
died—you wouldn’t see it again?”

“Oh, yes, teacher; ¥ shomld see it
in heaven.”

“No, dear, you're m!.s‘lsken, anf-
mals cannot go to heaven like peo-
ple

Dalsy's eyes filled with tears bat
suddenly she exclaimed trlumphsnd],
“Animals do g0 to heavenm, Tor thee
Bible says the promised land is flows
fng with milk and honey, and,
there are no salmals, where do thef™

as that?

get the milk?”

dowxr/ in* cream as the

These Superior Corn

After playtine—for lunch

Ask y_bur Grocer for

A Good Time For
New
Post Toasties

Crisp, delicious and better than ever
béfore—they have a body and form that
kccps O}mm crisp and firm—they don’ tmush

only a delightful breakfast food—they make
an appetizing lunch at any hour of the day.

And how the kiddies do enjoy them!

crinkly brown flakes just hit the spot.

ordinary com -

Flakes are-not

or supper—the

. Post Toasties are macle of the choicest lndlan corn; steam cooked, dan:kﬂy sea-.
soned, Tolled and toasted to a delicate go]den-bmwn.

Thcy reach you ready to sme—rmghty good wnh cream or any kind of fruit.

New Post Toasties ' .

-the Supenot Com Flakes




