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Little Mr. Turton bustled to and
fro in the silk department of Man-
ley’s great stores.

“Come, come, Miss Blake! Can't

u find something to do? Suppose
i:r. Manley himeell came in and
found you wlling in business hours!
It is not businese—not business !’

He-darted away across the floor, |.

bowed obseqhiiously to a customer,
Jed her to the right counter,
saw that she was properly served.
““Now, Mr. Harrop,”’ he said to
“first salesman, ‘‘we must push
business to-day! It is most impor-
jant that we should beat the record
for this menth last year!” b

“K is always most important,
said Harrop to his chief. ‘‘You're
pever content unless we beat all
out past records!’”

“J¢f a busincss does not advance
it goes back 1"’ said Mr. Turton anx-
fously, ‘‘and I can’t let the depart-
ment go back. Mr. Manley has no
patience with a department that
gets behind ¥’ - ;

“¢T-hope Mre. Turton is better to-
~day,” said the salesman kindly.

“I’ve every hope that the new
doctor will do her good. It's a long
‘business. But she said to me her-
self this morning that after eightéen
months in bed. she must take a turn
soon. Yery kind of you to inquire,
Harrop! * Mrs. Turton will ‘be so
pleased when I tell her. Oh, dear
me—dear me! Here are Miss Ban-
ders’s ehelyes undusted again! I
i shall have.to fine her. Miss San-
ders, if you please!”

A girl stepped forward.

"lﬂ- look at these shelves—ne-

lested again' Suppose Mr. Man-

‘eame in, and saw them! What|

would you dot’”’ :
The girl shrugged her shoulders
indifferently.
“He would probably discharge
ou on the spot '’ eaid Mr. Turton,
awed tomes. ‘‘And what pros-
pect- is there for any young lady
who has been summarily dis-

" his tiny office at the end of the de-
' partment, and p'etended to be
' locking over invoices.

‘ His own daughter—Rule 471 The
terrible rule rsn through his mind.
It stated definitely that any employ-
ees flirting in business hours would
be instantly dismissed. Poor Ma-

| pel! She would have to leave Man-
| ley’s! To Mr. Turton it seemed as

if she were being cast out of Para-
dise. And her salary would cease.

And that forty pounds a year had

been so helpful in paying the terri-

‘ble dectots’ bills. How could she—

his own daughter—dare to violate

such an important rule!

“] wonder,”” thought Mr., Tur-
ton, ‘“‘whether I might caution her
against any future offence.”

Then there came back to him the
case of Miss Webber and Mr. An-
.drew. He had been obliged to re-
' port them, and Mr. Manley had
cast them out in summary fashion.
It was true that they hal married,
and now had a prosperous little
shop at Streatham. Still, they were
outside Manley's! And though
they were both quite friendly to-
wards him, and said that he had
been their best friend—still, he al-
ways felt like an assassin when he
gsaw the young couple.

How cou'd he overloock the viola-
tion of rules by his own daughter,
when he had reported it in others?
Then his wife would have to know!
The news would be sure to set her
back! - !

Poor ‘‘conscientious’’ Turton
bent back over the pile of invoices
in‘agony. J
{ At last.he made up his mind. He
had to be fair to all. The rule must
be enforced. He wondered whether
Mr. Manley might be disposed to be
merciful, considering that his son
whs mainly responsible, and.then
dismissed ' that possibility from his
"mind. Mr. Manley always boasted
that he made no exceptions, and
had no favorites. .

At last ‘he felt that he could hide
himself in the office,no longer. He
came out, and drearily attended to
his duties, though utterly lacking in
the cheerfn] alertness he had always
commended to young salesmen. His
do;t:ighter, noticed his sad face, and
sad: S

“from Manley’s Stores?! 1. ther, have you?”’

. and recalled joyous-

“No, dedr. Please attend to your
duties,
: conversation in business hours.”’
At last, when his dinfier-hour

| came, he went slowly downstairs to

Mr. Manley's office. * He heard Mr.

-| Manlej’s great voice thundering|

away at the manager of the lace de-
p:x:nent, and trembled as he heard
it. : ;
| “Improve or go!”’ roared Mr.
Manley. =~ : ;

The head of the laces crept igno-
miniousely out of the private office.

Mr. Manley looked up as Mr.

A"iﬁ-ﬁowéwhw in a rush of | Turton entered.’

he tiad forgotten to put

: after serving-a custom-
“had promptly fined himself

' ‘his error. =
‘business set in steadi-

on pervaded the de-

it were, every-

““His returns down three morths

nning [’ grunted Mr. Manley.
““Can’t stand that, Turton, can 1?
What do you want? Morning re-
turns down ¥’ - -

] really don’t know, sir.”

> “Don’t know!”’ sghouted Mr.

‘When I managed a depariment

| thirty years ago I knew my returns

loudly

. R
™ g

- before, and denounced:
. girl whe

_ Mz. Tirfon leaped into the gulf,

took over the awkward customer

If, eonyinced her that she had

: “the.old pattern somewhere

else, sold .her something suitable,

4Cnd Jed her, a commaratively amia-
“ble woman, to the:-elevator. .

Mr. Manley made a sign to him as
he returned. -~ -

*Mr. Turton hurried across to him,
trembling, o S

“Don’t waste too much time on
‘these old catse!’”’ remarked Mr.
' Manley. » =

““I prefer, if possible, to satisfy

" them, sir. - It hurts me if the de-
partment misses sales.”

Mr. Manley nodded. And as the
occagsions were seldom when he did
not express vigorously his discon-
tent wth what an employee had
done, Mr, Turton walked away with
an air of pride, like some.subaltern
‘who has been commended hy his
genera! on the battlefield.

Everybcsv felt happier when Mr.
Manley moved away to worry an-
pther department. -

‘There was a flow of good business.
The returns wetre undoubtedly go-
ing un. Nonme of the staff violated
any of the sixtv-five business rules.
- Mr. Turton gaily calculated that,
as thinge were going so well, he
might take his full hour for dinner
that day. Then. by eatine his din-
ner in five minutes, he micht con-
trive to rush home to Camden Town
snd spend ten minutes with his
wife.

It would be a treat for the inval-
id, and he might venture for once
% be away from the premises.
Cheerful in the prospect. he bus-
tled around the department, and
then, turning round a corner sud-
denly. he beheld, thouzh unseen
Mmself. voune Prank Manley kiss-
Ing his daughter Mabel !

It rame as & tremendous shock to
The little man, He moved away to

e[ to & balfpenny I”’ :
1 1 beg pardon, sir, but T have|-

 ‘much upset. I detected an

ployee in my department violat-

{ing Rule 47.”

- *Flirting in business hours! This|
d denot 1:-low )¢ | is a business house, not a marriage
‘said they had never stock-ragency. Oh. but it takes two to

 flirt. . Vho were the people ?”’

. ‘“Miss Turton,”’ stammered Mr.

Turten. - . L pa
“Your daughter! ~Well, a ru{e's\

a rule. She knew about it. You

ter! Tell her to.leave to-day. Who
was the other—a customeri”.

“It was Mr. Frank, sir.”’ '

“H'm! Well, T ought to have
brought him up better, I suppose.
7’11 attend to him. You know. what
to do with the girl. Anything
more ¥’

“**No, sir.”’ ~

“Rght! You zee I'm busy?”’

Mr. Turton went back to his de-

dinner. He sat in his office, and

before Mabel got another place.

sumfarily dismissed from Man-
Jley’s. He thought he would not tell
her ti'l she went home. Then he
would break the news to her. She
would do nothing all the afternoon
if she knew, and, after all, she owed
a duty to the firm. Then the dis-
grace, too! How could he face the
| department a‘terwards?

He contrived to struggle through
the dreary afternoon. Mr. Manley
once wélked into the department,
and Mr: Turton. to his horror, saw
him watching Mabel. It would be
the last straw if Mr. Manley roared
out at her that she was to get her
things and go: but. after a terrible
five minutes. Mr. Manlev moved on.

At six o’clock the departmental
telephone rang.

_“Mr. Turton, vou’'re wanted in
the private office,”’ said a girl.

He hurried down the stairs, spec-
ulating what the new trouble would
be. Perhaps Mr. Manley would pro-
pose to get rid of the whole familv!

He entered the office. and saw
Mr. Manlev standing by the fire-
place with his son.

““You’ve had no bad news of mo-.|

Rule 11 - prohibits casual}

Manley. “I put you there to know. |

.ought to have brought her up bet- |

partment. He never troubl=d about!

He speculated whether ary firm
would take a girl who had been|

“8it down, Mr. Turton,” said
Mr. Manley. :

Mr. Turton tumbled into a chair.

‘“There’s more in this than I
thought,”” proceeded Mr. Manley.
“Frank, here, tells me that he’s en-
gaged to your daughter.’”

‘I assure you, Mr. Manley, that I
had no knowledge of it.”’

“Mr. Turton is quite correct, fa-
ther.” ’

making in his department, indeed I’’

“I agsure you, sir—"' began Mr.
Turton.

““‘Well, there’s no question about
it—the girl will have to go!”’ inter-
rupted Mr. Manley. ‘‘Can’t have
this sort of thing in business hours!
Do you think it fitting that my son
should be engaged to an employee’s
daughter 1"’

“YI've done my best for you, sir,
and iét’s been ‘a dreadful surprise to
me.

“Well, I've- talked things over
with Frank. He won’t give way,
eo, you see, Mr, Turton, I don’t see
how I can keep you as manager of
the silk department!”’

Mr. Turton sat dumb. The ex-
pected blow had fallen. He was de-
posed from his high position!

. ‘‘Ouite impossible—you must see
it—that the future head of the firm

of anr employee I”’
Mr. Manley paused impressively.
“So I've only one alternative.
I've been looking for a trustworthy

| to-morrow, Mr. Turton, and at the
next board meeting you will have

thing !’ :

Mr. Turton sat speechless.

“I suppose Frank had to marry
someone,’’ ocontinued Mr. Manley,
“and 1 was always afraid of him
getting one of those golfing, motor-
ing, extravagani girls.  One of
them can spend more than any three

““He ought to have known. Love-

ghould be engaged o the daughfer!
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Dainty Dishes.

Orange Eggnog.—Two tablespoon-
fuls syrup stock, juice of one orange,
one teaspoonful lemon juice, one-
half cup cold water and one egg.
Mix together syrup stock; orange
and lemon juice. Separate eg3z,
beat yolk light, combine, addiug
water. Pour on to stiffly beatea
egg white, beat well and serve at
once in a tall glass. To make syrup
stock- for sweetening acid drinks,
boil together two cupfuls sugar and
one cupful water for five minutes,
using as needed.

Grape Juice and Egg—One egg,
one-haif cupful rich milk, one table-
spoonful syrup stock, one-quarter
cupful grape juice. Separate egz.
Beat yolk light and add milk, syrup
stock and grape juice snd pour into
glass. To the beaten white add a
little powdered sugar and a taste
of grape juice. Serve on yolk mix-
ture. Chill all imgredients before
using.

Oyster Stew.—Three-fourths cup-
ful rich milk, six oysters, one-quar-
ter cupful hot water, one teaspooa-
ful butter, salt and pepper. - Wash
oysters, discard
over hot water till edzes are curled.

. o ach | Scald milk, add to it the butter, pour
an to take Harris’s place as'gen- |in steamed oysters and liquor, sea-

eral-manager ever since he broke'gon and serve with' hot _toasted
down? You’ll take over the duties|crackers. g

‘Seraped Beef Balls, — One-half

€ 1 | pound round ‘steak, one toast round.
his place on the directorate. Now, | Wipe steak with damp clotlﬂ.}o

a director’s daughter is a different ion plate and scrape up meat fiber

Place

by means of a broad-bladed case

‘{knife. Form pulp into little balls,

and lightly broil in heated pan,
rolling them about until slightly
browned. Salt lightly and serve on
a hot buttered bit of toast. Do not

oil or grease the frying pan.
Junket lee Cream.--One-half cup
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| TURK‘,HELPS AWOLUNDED BROTHEER.
The Turk Has a HMeart Despite Ilis Bloody Reputation.

men can make honestly. Now he’ll
be marrying a .girl who knows the
value of money, and how hard it is
to make. Why. I married his mo-
ther from the hosiery department of
Webb & Timmirs before I was his
age. Best investment I ever made.
She’d a business head. Well. she’s
a smart little girl, Turton, and has
a nice face. She managed a spiteful
old lady this afternoon in a style
that convinced me she-could man-
age a husband. :
“Put, Turten, mind vou discharge

“hér to-night!”” he added, in conclu-
wondered whether it would be long |

sion. “How can I go raising Cain
in the departfnent if I know that my
foture daughter-in-law’s got her
eye on me ?’—London Answers.

— e

Peanwut as Civilizer.
The peanut seems to be playing

| the colonial distriets of

returans four bushels from his crop,
and since the yield in good years is
twenty-fold. the black man general-
ly has a surplus that he can sell at
the rate of a =hilling a bushel. From
a single station in Senegambia
there were shipped in eone year
20.000 tons. Small boys and scien-
tists have long been in agreement
as to the value of the peanut; now
statesmen also will have to do 1t
honor. since it seems likely to lead
the native African into the paths of
agriculture.

The ['sual Result.

“She married him just for his
morney.”’

“Did che get 1t?”’

“Yes., but now she wishes he was
poor and decent.”*

cream,-one-half cup milk, two and
one-half tablespoons sugar, one-
third junket tablet, two teaspoons
cold water, two-thirds teaspoon va-
pilla. Heat milk until lukewarm.
Add sugar and vanilla, and then
junket tablet dissolved in cold
water. Add cream, and when cold
beat thoroughly, turn into baking
powder can and freeze in three
parts ice to one part salt by turn-
ing the can and occasionally scrap-
ing down the ice cream as it stiff-
ens and adheres to the can.

Junket Eggnog.—One egg, one

' cup milk, one tablespoon sugar, two

teaspoons rum, brandy or wine, one-
‘quarter junket tablet. Separate
egg and beat white and yolk very
light. Blend. Add sugar dissolved
in rum ; heat milk lukewarm, stir in-
to egg mixture and add tablet dis-
solved  in cold water. Pour into

the part of “civilizer’” in some of | g q1] warm glasses, sprinkle with

Africa. | N
. rated nutmeg over top and stand |
| Traders give a negro a bushel of 8 &

nuts for seed on condition that he | p,t on ice to chill.

in warm room undisturbed till set.

Coddled Egg.—One egg, one-half
| teaspoon salt, speck of pepper. Beat
' eggs and seasonings together sligiit-
'ly. Have milk scalded. Pour into
%egg mixture, return to double boi-
‘ler and cook until set. Serve on
%butternd toact or wheat crackersiy

Ladies Aid Society Cake.—Put -

'to a saucepan the following ingredi- |

lents and boil together for three
' minutes, then let them get cold:
| One cup of sugar, one cup of water,
! two cups of raisins, half a cup of
lard (home rendered), a quarter tea-
spoonful of grated nutmeg and the
same of salt, one teaspoonfyl of
ground cinnamon and one of cloves.
When these are cold, add two cups
of flour, into which has been sifted
half a teaspoonful of baking pow-
lder. Add to the mass a teaspoon-

liquor and steam

serve the beauty of her hands.
| Bome one advised to try.clothes|

-|other one with far better results.
‘| Have you ever seen the little clips

e o ik

Bake in a slow oven. This cake will
be improved by adding half a cup
of chopped nut meats.

fal of sods dissolved in hot W!

GRLINTHE SRV BABY -

Keeping Lamps Frimmed.

Despite the reign of the electrol-
ier the lamp still has many follow-
ers. Many take to lamps because
'they must; some because the-light
‘it sheds is softer, more becoming
and better for the eyes.

When a lamp fails to give a good
light do not waste time reviling the
manufacturing, but look to your
own duties. : a Lgiees

Perhaps the_ wick is crooked, oF
too short or not in squarely. Rub
off the top of the wick each day with]
soft paper, and if it fails vo draw,
put.it up on the caiches or get a
wWew one, Unless sure you can put
in the wick correctly send the lamp
to a store and have it done properl

Perhaps a new wick is less feces-
gary than, removing the oil wit
which it is clogged. Boil in vinega
and water and dry thoroughly.

Fill your lamps daily. Never light
a lamp that is nearly empty, as it
increases danger of explosion. Fill
a lamp by daylight; if it must be
done after dark keep away from a
‘ﬂ_:;me and wipe all o1l from the out-
s1Ce.,

Even with the best oil a poor light
results if the burner is not clean.
They should be washed once a month i

has been: added a tablespoo
washing soda and a little soap.
several hours, pour off

ing water, soap and soda, boil five
minutes, rinse in clean, hot water
and rub dry with a clean soft cloth
that is not linty. ' e

Lamp chimneys may be rubbed
off with soft paper daily, and when
smoked should be washed in hot
ammonia water, rinsed in cold
water and polished with s tea towel
and soft paper. Far

Little Hints,
A simple little idea that to pas

on to the housewife was suggest
the other day by seeing a bridé of
a few monghs struggling to wield
a/broom while wearing her hus-
band’s cast-off gloves to save her

in epite of this they were making
ther hands hot and uncomfortable
and- sweeping
tions was most trving.

nly necessary

the thumbs. The protection to the;
hands is a3 good as with the ori-
ginal gloves and the discomfort is
reduced to ncthing. This cannot be

|done, of course, with rubber gloves, {1405 1
‘| intended to protect the hands when{ 4 cop

forced to dip them in hot water or
soda, but it is a useful hint for the
housewife who does her own sweep-
ing and mopping and wishes to pre-

pegs to attach cheesecloth to the
jar when straining fruit for pre-

cheesecloth strainer is used. The
idea is not bad, but there is an-

that photographers, amateur .and
professional, use to dry pring’sf The.
little clips are strung in a line, and
the prints are clipped«at the cor-
ners and left until ready to mount.

These clips are little wooden -af-
fairs, less than half the size of a
clothes peg and much more suitable
for clipping the cloth to the edge
of the pan or bowl thun a clothes
peg would be. They are for sale in
a photographic stock house or iu
the pphotographic department of a'
store.- They are cheap and will be|
found useful in the house in a num-
ber of ways. A wire arrangement
in the centre permits a string to be
run through them without interfer-
ing with the clipping part, and they
can be strung acioss the room and
used for drying small articles.

The possibilities of the brush in
the kitchen have by means been ex-
hausted. The ufMecessary waste of
time and epergy in cleaning jars of
any kind is evident when you see a
woman struggling to get at the cre-
vices of a narrow necked preserve
jar with a cleaning cloth. It is as
bad as the struggle to clean the in-
side of the lamp chimney. Reams of
paper have been used to present to
suffering womankind various new
methods of getting at the interior
of a lamp chimncy when it is neces-
sary to wipe it out, but there is no-
thing about cleaning the interior of
preserve jars. Get one of those five
or ten cent
and just see how simple and'|
easy a job it is to dip right down
into the edge of the interior of the
glass and remove every bit of dirt
L without effort of any undue kind.

Another suggestion for the brush
in the kitchen is to get a stiff nail
brush for use when cleaning celery.
You will find it useful in a pumber
of ways when cleaning vegetables.

He

It is easy to tempt those who sitI
around and wait.

‘Privates in the army eat more
than the officers.” ‘‘Is that right {"’
«“Yes. There are more of them.”

A smile goes a long ways and is

in & quart of cold water, o which | 5

the black-| “He

ened water, cover with fresh boil-| political
help o 1

‘hands. The gloves were, of course,| ™Y
|a good deal too large for her, but

under such condi-| 1
Now to make the vld gloves usable | Fing
| for housework it is :

|to split the backs along the seams}
{and then cut a slit or two a

serves, or for similar work where a|>

long-handled brushes |

REGRETS THWE LOSs OF IER
BEAUTIFUL HAIR.
The Fatlmf, Having No Son, Zxdi
Her Swear to Fight Turks
H War Came.

A correspondent of the Londor

| Daily Mirror, who has beem with

je Serx an Army in Macedonia,

nds a story of a young woman whe
hus won «listinction for herself as @
soldier in “the hard marches |
fighting that have marked this cam-
paign. She is Miss Sophia Yovanos
vitch, who is described as being 1

.'ly,j fair, slim, of medium height, od

% dark b

lue ¢yes, with

and carrying & earbine, looking a
mgger u%mg; :olg‘izr” o2
e cojrespondent had a
with the girl at Uskub, aud this is

what she said: e

“I was born at Belgrade on Jan.
26, 1893, and my parenf. were com-
fortably well off. My fatl
his parents at one time owned &
great deal of land in ‘Macedonis,
and had puffered much at the handa

Jervia Free.

nly interested in any
vement which ~might
seve his ideal «f a freo
Servia. For over twenty years he
pelonged. to a- comitatie, an inde-
pendent and irregular band of
Christians who helped to keep the

Albanians at bay. g \
“My father’s one sorrow was that

hand his. rifle, When he was on

his deathbed in September, 1911, ho

o his side, and, placing
-over ‘his heart, asked me

Wh#’#ﬁi"“‘h his ‘memory and our
od | name that ifiever the occasion arose

1 woild take the place of a son in
fighting the Turk: gifs‘!’;:f'e that 1
wotld do o, and @ver after thad
oath way like something burning in

S
Vi

o was talk in Sep-
yossibility of war with
 wrote the Committee
ety, and begged them

me an audience of the

‘to join the army.

the King was

that they could do

pproached King Direet.

“] was eating my hear! out with
grief, but, of course, eould do noth-
ing, ' Tien one day I had & hapoy
_approa e hing
-m]'iﬁng Peter
v ina, and then
s Majesty implored

gerve -with his sol-

ther on, but had left instructions
for me. T was sent to Proc

and ghere T was taught how to nse.a
rifle and was made ‘,’M‘immber,of a
w}?it;iﬁ”' : é:-\-;‘“_-, = Sty
er- & fortnight’s stay we
moved on to Vrania. I then had
‘my hair cropped quite short. \I am
afraid that I did mourn the loss of
my hair, of which T
been so proud.

A day before 4

comitatie was fifty strong, and the

full share of the work. ;
Threw Bomb al Foe.

band of Albanians-attacked us. We
entrenched ourselves behind a kar-
aul (stone b

command ] took aim’and fired.

“Afterward I was hoisted on
the top of the block house &nd]
threw a bomb at the enemy. There
is something fascinating about the
sound of rifle firing.. I don’{ think
I hothered about the danger.

‘Then we marched to Czernatche
ourka and had a long struggle
against the Albanians, Being town-
bred I suffered much in hill climb-
ing and sprained my foot, but that
did not stop me from aking part im
the fighting.”’

Miss Yovanovitch's sweetheart is
a fellow member of the comitatie.
He is an engineer, and said he was
going to England next year, and
a‘ter a short stay there wouid pro+
ceed to the TTnited States. Directly.
after the campaign the covple wers
to marry.

e

Obvious Regson.

My husband has deserted me and
I want a warrant,”” announced the
large lady. :

‘““What reason did he have fory
deserting you?’’ asked the prosecu-
tor.

“I don’t want any lip from you,
1 want a warrant. I don’t know
what reason ‘he had.”

“T think T understand his rea

sometimes a far better traveller |

than a punch.

gon.”” said the official feebly, as It
oroceeded to draw up a warrant.

| *“hair "cropped, dressed in rough .
but serviceable militaty uniform,

er and

he had no son to whom he could,

upje, .

ad aimaya

war wo crossed the frontier. Our.

men were just like so many big bros ; A
thers to me: but of course Idid mp

“Our first fight was on the day o
before the declaration of war ab -
Veyaglave (Veya’s head), when & -

- house), when the .
enemy fired on us. At the word ofy,
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