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paper—and they’re gone—on to make n

graph; it’s a portrait, And the man who was the
subject of it is gone. -

What a lonesome place the world is, somehow. Just

as you get used to people and learn to understand them

and to know them and to rely upon them, just as they
know what you mean without you're stopping to ex-
plain it, and just as you know they like you, anyway,
no matter how ugly you look in your new hat, or whe-
ther you remember to call them up at the right time or
not, just as you have learned to smile when they pre-
tend to be cross, and to feel like crying sometimes when
they're trying to pretend to smile—there’s a telegram,
or a telephoneﬂl and a little announcement in the

ew friends—anyvhow, to be entirely out

THE photograph éame today—mno, it isn’t a photo-

of the reach of their old friends.

This man whose portrait came today was a big man-—a great, big man— |,

¢clever and brilliant, and world-wise and simple-hearted, and courteous and

kind.

He knew this world of his as few people ever get to know it, and he

was just as much at home in the presence of a cabinet minister as he was
sitting back in his chair and listening to the troubles of some humble ac-

quaintance, who sought him out with an unerring instinct.

man,

He was a gentle-

borr. and bred, if there ever was one. Yet he had sympathy with the

humblest and he understood the plain, primitive emotions as it is given to few
to understand. \

The Portrait “Speaks.” }

The snow lies deep upon hjs grave today. 1 hope his heart is at peace.

And tere is his portrait.
that satirical mouth, those keen and knowing eyes!
but a photograph instead of a portrait?
things that the cameras
#n instant!
of joyous vindictiveness.

1 hate bad photographs.

How 1t almost speaks—that whimsical eyebrow,
What if it had been nothing
Just one of those lifeless, colorless
can make us believe in? I wouldn’'t have kept it for
1 would have tossed it into the fire and watched it burn with a kind

They're an insult to the friends we love. I found

one the other day in the bottom of a drawer-—silly, smirking, affected, empty-
headed thing—cold-eyed, a hard face, a gorgeous frock and a real lace collar. I
tore it into all the pieces I could—it made fine little sparks when it burncd.

The ideal
WHo made

dressers to get

My dear, sweet, generous, gentle friend to look like A‘that!
her put on that dress? Who dared to send her to the hair-
her hair twisted and curled and brilliantined? Just as if she

didn’t look a thousand times better with the way she wears it every day. I've
geen her in a little gingham gown, now, with an embroidered collar turned in at
the throat and her hair in a simple, fluffy knot, and you knew she was an angel

the minute you looked at her.

if she'd worn that dress, now, and stood in her

fittla sun porch feeding her bird, you'd have felt your heart melting at the very

sight.

1

of her.
Why “Primp Up?”

ut no, she had to dréess up and trim up and primp up and lace up until

ghe looked—why, just like anybody! ‘
sand Mrs, Nobodies in their best frock, trying very

agreeable at the same time.

She might have been any one of a thou-
hard to look grand and

wish I could take pictures. Do you know what I'd do? I'd take my

camera around to people’s -houses and I'd get a picturueu of Mother in the
kitchen rolling out cookies, and of Sister Susie on the side porch beating up a

cake.,

& new pattern,

and of Aunt Mary up stairs in the sewing room cutting out a dress from
and looking worried to death over every slash she made, T'd

take Father in the big chair hefore the fire, when he’s forgetting about the
office. I'd take Uncle John reading his paper, and Brother Joe striking a match,

and I'd make them look the way they really
¥4 put in every little

do look.
wrinkle that we love, and every expressioh that looks

Yikp home. And I believe I'd sell some of these portraits when I couldn’t make
even a poor relation keep one of the old-fashioned onesg for a minute.

The faces that we wear—how much they do mean

before we get thru!

At first they're all a good deal alige—two eyes and a nose and a mouth—but

after

Stories of sacrifice and of devotion,
gtories of honest

some years of living—ah, then, what stories they tell!
stories of true love and deep fidelity,

promises, honestly kept, and sometimes—oh, how bitterly often!

msatories of treachery and deceit, and sly spite and foolish self-indulgence.
When I die I want to leave behind me a portrait—not a photograph. -And

% want it to tell to my children

just exactly what I am, so that they will love

me and remember me, in spite of what I was not, and never even tried to be—
alas. the day! ) &
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Household Helps

another half-cupful orf malk in which
to dip the lightly browned toast. Pour
the omelet mixture on toast and serve
at once,

Here are several inexpensive des-

Delicious Ways
To Use Up the |:

serts to be made out of leftover whites

of eggs:

Almond Cake.
% cupful of butter
cupful of sugar

AR,

E 1% cupful of milk
. 2 cupfuls of flour
gg Leftovers 4 teaspoonfuls of baking powdey
1 X -
By ISOBEL BRANDS Ve teasp?optul of almond extract
3 egg whites .
How often it happens that, in spite Salt 3

try
e need egg whites for ome dish we
ill rneed the yolks for something else
. the same time, we still find our-

yelves
white,
pver,

faw portion in a cup, cover it with a

lamp

ber band around it to keep it in place,

it will

lor later ‘use.

wer,

ise up the part just as soon as pos-
iiblo—at the very mnext meal, if ‘it
jan’'t be used at once, b

Here are a few dishes which can be

hade
fome
pade

4
L
1 ta
%
Y

eRe
cupful of sour cream

cupful of sugar
teaspoonful

ing to plan cocking so that if| I, cupful of almonds
Cream the butter and sugar. Sift
together the flour, baking powder and
salt. Wdd this dry mixture and milk
witernately to the crcamed butter and
sugar. Finully add the almond extract
and fold in stifly the beaten whites
of the three eggs. Blanch the almonds,
split them in halves, and garnish on
top of the cake.
Pineapple Pudding.

3 egg whites

4 tablespoonfuls of sugar

4 tablespoonfuls of cornstarch

2 cupfuls of boiling water

1 téaspoonful of lemon juice

1 cupful of strained grated pine-

apple

Mix the sugar, the cornstarch and
salt, add the boiling water and boil for
flve minutes, stirring. -Then place in
g double boiler and cook for 30 min-
utes. When cool, add the lemon juice,
fold in the stifly bealen whites of the
three eggs and add the pineapple, from
which the juice must first be pressed

needing just a yolk or just a
Result, part of an egg left
Unless you immediately put the

cloth and tie a string or a rub-

harden or become unsatisfactory
The best scheme, how-
ip to make a special effort to

of simply the half of the egg.
very toothsome cookies can be
of leftover ecgg yolks:

Cream Cookies.
volks beaten until thick

blespoonfil of butter

of baking soda

% cupful of flour out. Place in a mould., Serve either
t’;’:l . with the pineapple juice or wilit whip-
P ne

Cream the butter and the sugar and
the
isgolve the soda in a little hot water

i

ped cream if preferred.
KNEW HER WEAKNESS,

beaten yolks. Mix thoroly.

A rosy-checked youngster - dressed

mpd add to the sour cream, then pour

ito the egg mixture, and add the|in his best clothes entered the village

lour, salt and nytmeg. Bake in small | postoffice and~carefully laid a huge

puffin moulds. slice of iced take on +the counter.
Here is another recipe for using up “With my sister's, the bride’s com-
po leftovér yolks of s=veral eggs. This | pliments, and will you please eat as
an be used either as & breakfast or a|much as you can.” he said.

kncheon dish:

H sl

1 €3

The postmistress smiled delight-

fully.
“How ver

Egg Teast

ices of tapst Zind of the bhride 10 re-

= membei me,” she cried. “Did she
ks, of eggs know of my weakness for wedding-
1 tablesgpoonful of minced bycon imkv T
%5 cupful of milk q | did.” answered the voungster,
% tablespocouful of butte: | co “and she thought she’d serd
|

Cayenne
Melt the butter in
beat the exgs,
k‘.li cook in

yer of it
take the edze
she pos=ted

| ver a Dit afternoon just to
off yer appetite hefore
any boxes off her

add the
the melted

¢+
14s}

IN A MEASURE.
MAY—Are you giving up Bridge, too, for Lent? .
RAY—Oh, no! But Jack says we should cut down the limit.

carried on“for scme of  the more
valushle products of the land, This
traffic has opened sonie parts of
Lushai to easy agcess,

One of the oddest sights to be seen
in this strange country.is the separate
building erected for the sole use of
the ycung men of each village, Like
all Lukhai houses, these buiidings are
laid on piles. They are thatched with
grass and have a curtain of bamboo
matting, which forms a wall to with-
in four feet of the ground. Just in-
side is a barrier four feet high, de-
signed to prevent ‘the easy ingress of
pigs and .other cattle. The only way
to enter one of these buildings is

LET'S ASK MOTHER

By FLORENCE HOWARD

Three-Minute

Journeys
By TEMPLE MANNING

“I dread to think of making over
clothing,” said the caller, “it means
so much ripping and my scissors al-
ways seems to have trouble with its
points when there is a lot of ripping
to do.”

“Mother had half a dozen (resses
made over for us last fall,” said Lois,
“and she ripped everything and pressed
the pieces before the seamstress came,

Wherethe Bachelors of a Town
Are Housed Together.

¥ you will turn tc your map of
India you will find ‘in the north-

wesl corner of Assam, between |first to duck vour head and avoid the [She didn't seem to mind it a bit. Let's
Burma, Cachat and Manipur, the | matting, then to leap over the innerask mother how she manages tﬁe rip-
district that is known as the home | barrier.. ping.”
of the heiad hunters of "Lushai. It is In the centre of the house-is a clay “I borrowed some of your father’s
a country og long  and precipltous { yiearth in which ‘a fire is kept burn- |safety razor blades,” said mother.
mountain ”'1“88'5*‘-‘}‘“1“”?‘ all run|ing in winter. At the farther end of |“Those with just one sharp edge are
porth and wuth—“{hwh fill nearly the | the room is o raise1 dais on which and |easier to handle, tho any sort is a
entire area, Oceasionally a peak 'may | around which the voung men  sleep. |great labor saver when it comes to

"be seen rising ahbove the lower hills | sometimes there are as many as 200 |ripping. One can work so much faster

i(én:‘;ﬁdhmgn; _of ?“MVST‘F' ".T“h‘e u:l'- voung men living in these bachelor jand there is much less Jiability of
ghruwwlzlr‘h 3:’“‘?‘;‘:“;“"”@”:1’“1‘Junfé-j dormitories together, " They while the {cutting the goods. The used blades
the locks' ) er among h»;z;;‘ winter evenings away with stories |are just as good or better than those
. of the bravery of theitr ancestors.|which have not been used, and any

Tor years beyond the recorded his- | These storics are ag  old as the| user of a safety razor will gladly do-

Lushais themselves and are often re- used blade to such a

tory of the region the Laushais have 4 nate a good
lived in this country as veritable | P¢ated, but the listeners never seem | cause.”

children of nature. From the first | to grow tired of hearing them again.

moment the young Lushais boy could [t is to this dormitory that the

hold a weapon he was taught to use | bove ¢f 14 or 15 are brought by their HE RECOGNIZED HIM.

it, and wus fired with the ambition | parerts, with whom they are not per- 5 . X

to gather human gkulls, This custom | mitted .to live after that age. Each '.\EendVeI persons formed the subject

led to the most fearful wars among | night thereafter until they are mar- ﬂ,’ u‘)g\'ersation at b social gathering

the various tribes. ried they live at the “club.” Strangers recently, when David F. Houston, the
secretary of agriculture, told this

irom other villages are also wel-
comed here when they have no other
friends in town with whom to stay.

about the doctor:

The doctor was very thin, One
afternoon a small newsboy entered his
office, and on opening the door to the
inner room, he was confronted by a
grinning skeleton. He gave a terrified
yell, and dashed for the middle of the

Not content with internecine war-
fare, the Lushais started ocut to war
upon the coolie tea gatherers on the
nearhy Agsam plantations. Success-
ful in many of these head-hunting
a8saults, they grew bolder until they
cdded the skulls of some white men

WIFE’'S PERVERSITY.

0ld Crabton is particularly severe upon

Polly and Her Pals

Copyright, 1916, by Randolph Lewls.

S |

to their collections. These ynen, being | his wife in argument. During a recent gtreet, panting for breath.
Englishmen, the British Government | P38sege-at-arns between the two his “That’s all right, little boyv,” sooth-
now entered upon the scene, and for | Viie managed to interpoze .with: ingly said the doetor. who had hast-
more than forty years has been in |y, ¥ dear T wish you wouldn't be 80| ened to the door on hearing the yell.
continual contact witn these Jo. | very positive about everything. Remem- | «Come in and I'll huy one of yi
S ! vitn these people; . there are alweys two csides to every Yy one ot your
teaching them wholesale respect for stion.” papere.
peacc. her Old Crabton roaral back “No you don't!” was the rejoinder of
) 4t her: ‘“Well, that's no reason why you | the boy. “You can’t fool me, even if
Today there s 2z regular commeree | should aiw e vou have got your clothes on.” °©

ays be on the wrong gide!”

HER PROBLEMS Soieis o Annette Bradshaw‘

s
| Revelations
i of a Wite

|l==—-By ADELE GARRISON===='

What Happened When Madge Went to
See Mrs. Stewart.

“What's the big idea?”

Dicky looked up from the breakfast
table with ‘a mildly astonished air as I
came hurriedly into the room dressed for
the street, weanng my hat. and carrying

my coat over my arm. ¢
“I'm going into town withk you,' I-re-

turned quetly: .
“shopp.ng, 1 suppose.’”’ The words

sounded idle enough, but I, who knew
DICKy 80 well, rec the noate of
watcnfulness in the query.

“I shall probebly go into some of the
shops before I veturn,’” 1 said carelessly,
“but the real reason of my gowmg into the

cuty is Mis, Stewast, I should have gone
10 see her yesterday.” ; 3
Dicky frowned nvoluntarily, but his

face cieared again in an instant. 1t was
the second day after he had brought me
the terminle news that Jack Bickett, my
prother-cousin, was reported  ldied
“somewhere in France.” ‘Ihe news had
been sent to Mis, Stewart, with whom
my mother, Jack and myself had board-
ed for so many years, that her house
seemed like home to us—-indeed, was the
only home we had. I knew that Dicky
in his heart did not wish me to go o
gee Mrs, Stewart, but I also kney that
he was ashamed to give voice to his re-
luctance.

I was sure that he remembered the
preceding moming as vividly as 1 did,
when, efter a mght of sorrowful bat-
tling with my own heart, I had vieided
to my husband’'s unspoken wish, a/n'd
agresd 'to give up my brother-cousin’s
property, which was Jack's last wish I
shou'd have. After that big concession
I was in no mood to consider even the
slightes: objection on Dicky’'s pa;t against

Stewart's.

my trip to Mrs. i

‘When Dic: spoke at last, it was with
just the right shade of cordial acquies-
cence in his voice.

The “Usual’”’ Notlfication.

Tar better than Dicky could guess I
kfiew what the day's ordeal would be.
Mrs. Stewart had been very fomd of my
brother-cousin, With my mother, she had
hoped that he and I would some day care
for each other. With her queer pantisan
ideas of loyalty, when Dicky had been
so cruelly unjust to me about Jack, she
had wished me to divorce Dicky and
Jeck, even tho Jack himself had
never whispered such a solution of my
life’s probtem. That she believed me to be
responsible for his going to the war, I
knew. 1 -dreaded inexpressibly the idea
of faci her. Y .
But 3&'ghe,n after a rather silent trip to
the city with Dicky I stood again in Mrs.
Stewart’s little upstains sitting room, : &
found only a very sorrowiful old woman,
ul one.

1 thought 'd come today,” she said,
and her vodc);uivas tived, dispirited. I
felt a sudden compunction seize me that
my visits to her had been so few since
Jack’s going. Tan :
“] couldn't have kept away,”. I said,
and then iny old friend dropped my hand,
which she had been holding, and sinking
into. a chair, put her wrinkled old hands
to her - face. I saw the slow tears
thru her fingers, and I knelt by
and drew her head against m

up
trickling
her side
shoulder, comfomting her as she once
comforted me.

Mrs. Stewarnt was never one to give way
to emotdion, and it was but a few moments
before she drew henself erect, wiped her
eyes, and sald quietly: i

“p'11 show you the cablegram.

She went to her desk, and drew out
the message, clipped, abbrevieted in the

. | puzzling fashion of cablegrams.

“Regret inform you, Bickett kitled, ec-

nch front. Detalls Iater.
Shoh e “CAILLARD.”

ed) . g
“(J(Zhjg:rd? Cailiard!” Where had 1 heard
that name? ‘Fhen I suddenly rear_rembered.
Paul Caillard wes the friend with wihom
Jack had gone across the ocean to the
Great Wear. I examined the paper eare-

fully. ; :
“] thought Dicky said you received the

usuai official netifivation,” I remarked.

“That’s what I told him,” she replied.

“That's it.”

5 For Madge's Eyes. oi i

“Rut this isn’t an official message,” I
persisted. -

“Why isn't it? :

1 explained the difference haitingly, and
spoke of the wonderful system of iden-
tification in the French army, with every
man effectually tagged with a metal

“You wiil probably receive the official
notification in a few days,” I commented.
A queer startled expression - flashed
intor her face. She opened her mouth as
if to speak, and then, looking at me
shamply, closed it again. Reaching out
her hand for the rcablogram she folded

of some-

it- mechanically, as if thinking
thing far away, then going to her, dqek.
away, and stood as if thinking

at it
crly:)epky for two or three minutes, ‘which
seemed an hour to me. ;
Ai last I shw her body straighten. She
gave a litle shake of her shoulders as
herself, and, turning from the

if rousing
desk, came towand me. I saw that she
held in her hand a bundle of letters.

“7 understand that vou and Jack made
some fool agreement that he was not to
write to vou. and that you were not
even to read his letters to me. I'm not
expressing my opinion about it, but now
that he's gone I'm’ going to turn these
letters over to youu I''m not blind, you
know. Most of them were all really writ-
ten to.you, even if I did receive them.
Poor lad! It seems such a pity he should
be struck down just as a lttle happiness
seemed coming his way.”

She put the letters in my hands,
turning swiftly went out of\ the room.
knew her well enough to reaiize that she
would not return until T had read the
messages from Ji But what in the
world did she mean by her last words?

and

MERMAIDS HAVE NO TOES.

Patience—Ever see a baby mermaid?
Patrice—No.

! “It must bs disappointing for one that
|tries to put its toes in its mouth to
| digcuver it” hasn't any.”-—8t. Louis Post
Desgpatech.

Suffé_ﬁng Cats kae tc;“Lbok'a-,t a Par;de

=2

I |dream.

FORMAN
MYSTERY

By GEORGE HUGHES.

(Continued From Saturday),

—

As he climbed into his car and ghot
the gears into place his whole mind
was intent upon something else, Whag

did this latest move of the police pore
tend? Had they possession of infor-
mation that might lead to Marden's
conviction, or were they on the trail
of evidence that would lead to his re-
lease and the apprehension of someone
else?

He sghot out into the main street,
and his mind instantly changed from

to piloting his car thru the thronging
traffic,

which he reslded did his mind again
revert to the question.

Intuition told him that the *“some-
one elge” referred to by Barton was
Edith Forman. In some way
had managed to obtain information es
to her participation in the Forman
tragedy. He recalled that, ag they
left the Forman home féllowing the
tragedy., Barton had remarked that
Edith ¥Forman knew more than she
cared to tell concerning her sister's
death. And holding this theory, had
Barton followed it up and transformed
it into fact?

And the straqger-—wha’c of him?
Vaguely Warrenei' sensed that he and
the detectives were co-workers in the
elucidation of the miysatery surround-
ing Ethel Forman’s death. The man
was an enigma to Warrener., On the
frequent occasions when they had met
he had behaved in a way that had
aroused Warrener's suspicion as to
his honesty of purpose. Evidently the
man was afraid of him, else why
should he hurry away or hide him-
self whenever they met?

Warrener returned his car (o the
garage, entered his office, still preoc-
cupled. And the more he debated the
matter within himself the stronger
became his belief that the efforts of

dp‘ected toward -the downfail of
girl he loved.
Three days went by, and still

the

the

newspapers contained no new de-
velopments - in connection with the
Forman, case. Rupert Maxrden, the

aceused, was still in durance vile,
and Edith Forman had evinced no

further interest in the matter. Ap-
pa.}‘ent]y she had forgotten her pro-
mise ito Warrener, that she would

assist in the release of Rupert Mar-
den by imparting to the proper au-
thorities the extent of her knowledge
in, respect to the events surrounding
her sister's sudden end.

Even when he informed her of Bar-
ton’s prophecy she evidenced noemo-
tion whatever. Instead, her 'manner
was abstracted, and in, her eyes
dwelt a faraway look. Ie feit her on
the morning of the third day with a
vague feeling of unrest, and resumned
his journey thru the suburbs {o "the
numerous homes of his patients. »

It was well past noon of that day
when he returned home. He was
wearied mentally and physically, apd

‘his head throbbed with a dull pain
The day vas hot and sultry,and the
oppressive atmosphere was an inél
bus that rendered him weak and
listless.

Mrs. Rooney 'met him at the door,

and the moment he 'saw her he knew
something was amiss. She was flur-
ried, and her florid face was now the
color of an over-ripe beet with ex-
citement.

“Oh, doctor,” she
stepped into the hall,
has left home!”

Warrener halted as ons struck hv
lightning’s shaft, For a momen! he
wag bereft of speech, aud . his jmund
was numb and incapable of thonzh!
The blow had come suddenly, and its
effect had been disastrous.

“Miss Forman—left home!” 'ic re-
peated, when his voice returned. He
felt old and uscless, and the weight of

gaspzd, as he
“Miss Forman

the world scemed to have descended
upon his shoulders. He stared at Mrs.
Rooney uncomprehending. “1 don't
quite understand vou, Mrs, Rooney,”
slowly groping for words thru the
mental fog. “How and when did she
leave?”

Mrs. Rooney led the way to the sur-
gery before she answered.

“Farly this morning, I understand,
sir,” she replied, Wed hand on the
white doorknob. “Mrs. Forman tele-
phoned to see if you were in, and
when 1 told her you weren't, but ex-
pected you in any minute, she decided
to come down and see you. She’s in
your office now.”

She opened the door, and Warrener
strode into his surgéry as one in a
Mrs. Forman was seated om
a chair near the table, her chin in her
hand, gentle eyes gazing ahead into
vacancy.

(Continued Tomorrow).
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gontemplation of the Forman mystery

Only when he was thrn the
press and had reached the compara- '
tive seclusion of the neighborhood in

they =

the stranger and the detectives were °
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