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rNo Kitchen Worry
No servant problem in the home

where

SHREDDED
WHEAT

is known. We do ail the work and ail the
worrying for you when you serve Shredded
Wheat Biscuit. Made of the choicest seiected
Canadian wheat, steam-cooked, shredded and
baked - a Canadian f ood for Canadians.
Our kitchen is your kitchen.

Aiways heat the Biscuit in oven to restore
crlspness. Two Sbredded Wheat Biscuits wlth
hot mllk or cream wll supply ail the energy
needed for a haif day's work. Dellclously
fleuri shing when eaten lni combination wlth
baked apples, stewed prunes, sliced bananes,
canned or preserved fruits. Try toasted Triscuit,
the Shredded Wheat wafer, for luncheon with
butter, cheese or marmalade.

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited
Niagara Fa!!., OntarioC,

Toronto Office: . .. .

49 Wellington
Street East
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Esther meant to keep it a secret
until sucli tirne as she biad accumu-
lated a considerablo surn. She ofton
amused hersai! witb pioturing SoI's
surprise when some day sbe could
show hlm a bank book crediting ber
witb a thousand dollars or wben If,
Heaven forbid, tbat tîme should ever
corne, when Sol noeded money and
was ln despair, and she could give
it to bim. It was one of bis pet su-
perstitions that sho could, not save
money, and Esthor ivould as soon
have thougbt of picking bis pockets
as of robbing hlm of IL.

Sbe bad neyer beon temptod to
toucb thls lIttle fund before, but now,
why not? The rnoney would be just
as safe in up-state land as in tbe bank,
perhaps safer. Sho believod that sbe
would put it thero, but she would
have to, tell Sol and endure bis ridi-
cule, but then-would. sbe?

If Sol wa-s told be would be sure
to bo angry and to forbid ber to make
the investment, and ail the fun -)f
saviug tbe monoy would be gone. No,
sho would forget ail about tbe o13
land and never go to Mrs. Rumple-
meyer's again. That was ber decision
when sbe went to sleep tbat nigbt,
but the next rnorning ber mind
promptly opened up tbe wbole ques-
tion again, and try as she would sbe
could net forget it.

For two days sbo struggled vall-
antly, and on tbe third drew ber
money out of the bank. "Of course, 1
could write a cbeck," bh told ber-
self, "but tbere is notbing liks roady
casb." She put the map in, ber purse
and took an early train for Knox-
ville.

The proporty was just beyond the
edge of tbe town, and Estber hired a
carnlage and bad herself driven tbere.
Tbe driver was a loquacious native,
and be voluntoered a groat deal of in-'
formation. Witb bis belp, sbe found
tbe stakos marking off the lots she
htad almost decided upon.

"What do you think of my cboiceT.
she askod.

"I take At that you're meanin' to
buy'?" said the old man.

Esther noddod.
"Wall, sinct you're a lady, I'm a

goin' ter butt In and adviso you to go
kerrful and slow. Thoy's sometbing
queer about this here property.

"Rigbt stralght along fer a moxith
tbey's been agents bere on tbe ground
all tbe time, an' two excursions down
from the eity. Lots of folks couldn't
see no great shakes of a buy bore and
didn't tako no lots, but quito a few
did.

"~fi Y snnaw tbought tboro was
66MIgong t. be a boom, and

sasbayed up to, the office ln
the city to buy thoes ere vory idonti*
cal lots. Wben be got tbore and givo
the numbers thoy told hilm tbat
they'd took tbe land off'n the market
ani wouidn't soul anotbor foot, not
for ne prîco. There ain't been nary
a agent bore since; sornotbin' crook-
od, 1 say, lady."

Suddenlly be raisod his baud and
pointed. So ovor tbere by tbem.
treos-tbom four fellors? Tbey came
this mornin' and tbey've boon tramp-
Iu' over overy inch of tbe tract and on
the othor side of tbe river--Grand
Jury men, l'il warrant you."1

"I think ll go back to, the station,"l
salti Esther. On the way, she noticeti
a omail cottage surrounded by gar-
don. "Their back yard runs rlght
down to the river," she remiarkod.

"Yes, ,marm, It's a rIgbt pretty
place. Old feller named Mendel-
baurn an' bis, wifiQ an' son own It andi
raise truck for tbe marktet. They've
had a spoîl of bad luck lately an' I
guess the olti feller would ho right
glad enougb now to sell his patcb o!
land. Tbore was a party tryin' to buy
lt a speli back, but Mendelbaum ho
wouldn't soUl."

Presontly tbey were overtaken by
an automnobile bolding four mn be-
sides the chauffeur. "Tbem's the fol-
lors I told you'about. Guoss they're
going to anake the 1.40 train baok~ to
town."

"That's the train 1 want," saiti
Esther-

Wbeu Mrs. Berger reached the sta-

tion she founti the four mon pacing up
aud dowu on the piatform noar the
open windows of the waitiug roorn.
She took a seat Just out of their view
and sharnoiessly and attontively
iistened.

The station was quiet, as there,
were very few people about, and sb'o
managed to catch the greater part of
their conversation whicb Iuterested
ber very mucb. She watcbod thom
board the train, and thon sbo bunted
Up the old carniage driver again.
"Take me out by Mr. Mondelbaum's;
1 tbink maybe ho is a landsrn o!
mine, and would like to se@ me."

Wben Esther boarded the train for
home J.ate that aftornoon, aftor hav-
Ing made a trip to the Knoxville court-
bouse witb the agod Mr. Mendelbaum
and bis wifo, she was minus every
dollar of ber savings, plus a red sealed
document and a happy smlle.

Honr maid of ail work, Rifka, greetod
her witb au old servant'. pi-ivilegod
manner. "Ach, Gott, Mrs. Berger, 1
tbougbt sure you was, killed; you're
so late homo again. The dinuen ls
spoiled. Even Mr. Berger ho aiu't
beon borne yet; ho telepbonod and
sald I sbould tell you he's got a out-
of-town customer to tako to dinner,
and be Is sucb a bum that ho can't
bring hlm up bore."

"Thanks bo to gooduess!" thouglht
Esther. "May Heaven blesu hat cus-
tomer."

T WO days lator, au Rlfka. was
sorving coffoe, the doorbeli
rang. Sbe anared and

came back, blusblng furiously. "Oh,
Mrs. Berger! Please excuse me, 1
fongot to tell you about this bore gen-
tleman wbat's now in the parlour."
She laid a card before ber mîstroas,
and avoiding Sol Berger's stemn oye,
bastened on. "«He was bore this
aftornoon, wble you was out. Ho said\
be's got to aee you rlght away. 1
told him you would sure be borne to-
uigbt. This bore le bis card."

"Mn. A. G. Howo, represontlng the
B. T. Z. Railroad. I tbink 1 know
what ho wants. 'roll bim I shahl be lu
by the parlour lu a few minutes; that
ho sbould pleaso wait. Thon you
have your dinnon, Rifka. and next
trne don't forget."

Sol was too amazed to reprimand
the maid wbo breatbed a grea4 sigb of
relief, and escapod Wo the kitchon.

Esther handoti tho card to ber bus-
band and sipped ber coffee.

-Who is this bore foller?" domand-
ed Sol, a gleam. la bis oye."

"I don't know any more than you
do. I don't thlnk 1 bave eyer soon
hlm, but 1 guess ho bas corne Wo buy
my land up by Knoxville."

"Explain younsolf, Esther."
'ýCome on lu by the parlour, thon,"

and sho leditho way.
"This is Mr. Hlowe, yos?" abo bo-

gan. "I arn Mrs. Berger and "hi bore
ls my busbanti."

The visitor bowed. "I bave corne
to make you a cash off or for your
Knoxville property," said Mr. Howe to
Soi."I don't know notblng about it;
talk to my wl!e." Sol subsIded Into
the noarost chair, too ainazoti to con-
tribùto a word to the conversation.

"I presume you bought that land
for speculativo purposos, Mn.. Ber-
ger?"

"Yen. I thougbt the B. T. Z. rail-
roati mlgbt maybo nleed iIt bail enougb
for thoir repair yard to maybe buy It
from me."

Mr. Hlowe hooked siaggerod for an
Instant. 1I beg your pardon, ,but how
on oartb do you arrive at that con-
clusion?"

"I heard you say no, yourself,"* an-
swored Esther smiling.

"Really, I don't understanid."
"Last Tuesday, at the Knoxville

station, on the platform, you andi threo
othor gentlemen. You sald, 'We'vo
got options on or olso we own ail that
land west of the river oxcopt the li.-
tlo truck farrn. I'd bave settlod that
yesterday, only the olti Goninan Jew
that owns it can't spoak Englisb, and
bis son won't bo home for two dayý.
Wo ouglit ta bo able to get bis land
for a thousanti dollars at the outside,
andi it would be botter to give hlm
two thousand than Wo give Rurnpl,ý-

No Business Woman
(Continued from page 8.)
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