The young bride is always preseated
with several copies and advised
to study them

vised to study them carefully Chis
is a reprehensible practice and will
have the condemnation of every man
who prizes his stomach at its true
worth, Man was not put upon this
earth to act as an experiment station
for some courageous female who was
not allowed to do anything prior to

fon and testing the fortitude of loved
relatives to the last notch.
The modern Cook Book furnishes
plans and specifications re-
quire more material than the kitchen
of a New York hotel. Kvery once
in a while some husband will com-
plain of the monotony of the daily fare
and clamor for a change, but when his
wife shows him a few of the menus
in a late Cook Book, which call for
the entire stock of a wholesale groc-
ery house, he decided that it would be
better to stick to the denatured cereal
and buttered toast. The woman who
tried to fodow the lay-out in an up-to-
date Cook Book without throwing her
husband into bankruptcy would soon
have to sell off all of the furniture in
the house and mortgage the sleeping
| porch.
| The only Cook Boock which is
| worth the price is the kind which mo.
{ther uses. A Cook Book may be bound
{in full calf and printed on deckled-
{edged paper but it will not tell a nerv-
| ous bride when the macaroni is scorch-
led on the bottom. Many a bride who
|relied on an indexed Cook Book for
{results has had to gallop down to the
|bakery at the last minute in order to
}he able to put something on the table
!besides the doilies and the iced-tea.
The Cook Book is all right for spe-
cial occasions when people come
iprepared for the but it is a
poor excuse for an old-fashioned cook
with a keen, pulsating nose

worst,
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NEAR RIOT

THE EVENING STORY

It was generally known that a new
inmate had arrived at the Wilton

|
|

|
|

TICKLE OF CLOSE SHA

GERMAN SPY DRESSED AS WOMAN

Bernstorff's Aid Detected By

Scratched His Chin Where the Razor Hurt.

Savannal, Ga
that the age old stories about a wo
man’s instinct are not just legendary
and that some women, at leuast
sess a sixth sense, is the
of Mrs. Arthur Clark, wiio by
power was the cause ol the
one of the most sought

Sept \—Proving

do pos
adventure
this very
capture of

America, after this count ad
ed war

Mrs. Clark is a Ngw York woman
now living in S 1ah, so as to b
near her son, 1as a position at
cne of the shipbuilding vard

Shortly after the German Ambassa-
dor, Von Bernstorft had left this coumr
try, Mrs. Clark 1! occasion to travel
from Floric e she had been
spending thie to her home in
New York

Sitting across the aisle from Mrs
Clark in the Puliman car was a wo
man who attracted the New Yorker's
attention immediately in a very pe-
culiar manner, She was rubbing ler

1 agency in

VE BETRAYS I

| cheted shoulder

Mrs. Arthur Clark When He

after he has shaved. and he strokes
lis face in just that manner. 1 am
perfectly certain that is no woman,
but a man.” The conductor contem-
plated the situation for a few mo-
ments and then, so as to be on .the
safe side, telegraphed the Pullman
Philadelphia for instruc-
tiens

The Pullman people turned the mat
ter over to Secret Service meg
ind the totally unsuspecting “woman"
was met at Philadelphia by two detec
tives, who informed her that they had
instructions to take her off the train
and search her.

Mrs. Clark was also requested to ac-
company the detectives and the sus-
picious traveller to the police .\l:«tum.(
where the searching took place 1ty
was there discovered that Mrs. Clark's |
sixth sense had served her well, and|
that the, woman was no other than|
one of Von Bernstorff's

attaches, a
young German officer, for whom the

the

tho

town farm, called by some the county
poorhouse; so it was with no sur-
prige that the old inmates of this small
admirably conducted institution re
ceived the newcomer in their midst.

Supper was being rved in  the
dining room, a long, narrow apart-
ment opening into a side hall which

ran straight from front to rear of the
farmhouse wing. On the upper floors
were the sleeping rooms of the fe-
male contingent of this heterogeneous
family, and across the lawn was the
little square house where the men
were sheltered. At meal times they
all met with more or less social amen-

The door opened and Miss Flecker,
superintendent’'s daughter, was
seen to cross the threshold with a
frail, black c¢lad figure beside her
The stranger's faded blue eyes looked
timidly out of a faded face, which
held an indelible imprint of sweet-
ness, and two wisps of hands clasped
nervously the ribbon ends of a cro-
cape.

This is Mrs. Hunter, ladies and
gentlemen. Come to live with us.”
The superintendent’s daughter spoke
and impressive cheerful-
her smile was sweeping

loud
and

with
ness,

“I'm Glad Your Name is Alice.”

THE NEW INMATE.

(Copyright, 1918, by W. Werner.)

’m‘ eating it I'll have to give you a lit-
Itle table in the corner by yourself.”
The reproved one smiled over her
shoulder and dropped her hands into
her lap. Some of the others at the
table smiled also; but old Matt, the

cripple, seated at the far end, drew
his dark, ugly face into a scowl which
made it darker and uglier

Old Matt always scowled at Miss

Flecker's jokes. Sometimes he would
even mutter in return, but the super-
intendent’s daughter had never been
able to learn what was said in these
mutterings.

Ignoring any look of appreciation on
the part of her: small audience, Miss
Flecker rested a hand on the frail
shoulder of the late arrival. “Enjoy
yourself, Mrs. Huntor, and don’t let
anybody impose on you,” she advised
“‘There's enough for all, and if you
don’t get your share it'll be your own
fault.,”

After her full voice ceased and the
door slammed behind her it seemed
very still in the dining room The
new inmate, glancing up slowly, met
the steady look of a pair of eyes op-
posite her. They were faded and blue
like her own, but the surface of those
eyes presented a crisp frostiness and
the old cheeks held the flush of a win-
ter apple. Silver white hair, sparse
on the top, fell in a waving fringe be
low. the crown. The chubby face was
amiable and scarcely wrinkled—more
like the face of a boy than a man who
had lived three-score and ten. Yet,
looking across the table into those
steady, frosty eyes, the new inmate
felt oddly comforted.

At her right a fat, flaccid hand was
scattering crumbs with more than
usual recklessness. At her left Mrs
Hunter saw a lean, brown arm reach.
ing furtively toward her plate. Sit-
ting in stricken surprise, she heard a
sibilant whisper across the table:
“You let Mis’ Hunter's butter alone—
you, Joe Cripps!” It was an awful
whisper, vibrant with dire threat; yet
the chubby face had not lost any meas-
ure of its amiability. Only how
those frosty eyes did glitter!

Another silence followed in
the new inmate began to satisfy her
scant appetite Then came a soft
auery from her opposite neighbor: “Is
your name Alice?”

Soft as it was, the alert waitress
heard and shook a finger at the
speaker as soon as she had set down
her cups of tea. “Her name is Mrs,

which

“Its about time then." Hetty turned
pert. “He's been asking everybody
who comes if their name's Alice.”

A dispute arising on the new in-
mate's left diverted general interest
Joe Cripps had been caught again in
the act of helping himself to a neigh-
bor’'s butter and the two men were
wrangling over its possession.

“Stop your poise!’ commanded
Hetty. “And for that you shan’t eith-
er of you have any butter.,” She
whisked away the coveted article.

“l never git nuff butter,” whined
Joe Cripps. “Ef you give me nuff I
wouldn’t hev to snitch it.”

The new inmate sat upon the nar-
row side porch a little while after
the evening meal. There was a grow
ing chilliness in the air and she shiv-
ered slightly under her crocheted
shoulder cape. But ehe sat there
alone, staring mistily into the gather-
ing night until she heard a cautious
rapping on the wooden rail.

“I'm helping with the night chores,”
came a mild voice which she would
have recognized if she had not seen
the silvery fringe waving below the
close cap's edge. “But I saw you here,
and I want to tell you I'm glad your
name is Alice. Of course I'll call
you Mis’ Hunter. But Ali a pretty
scunding name My wife's name was
Alice.”

“l thought so,"” whispered back the
new inmate.

“Yes Alice was a good woman.
And she took good care of me, Al
ways took good care of me till she
went away.” A deep sigh followed.

e 44 own-rul.\

Tired? Well, just a trifle. I've been

Give mo another pillow and raise my head a bit, /
Today 1 am feeling fine, nurse, and soon I shall be quite fit:
I know I'm minus a leg, nurse (that bomber had got a good aim)
But I've got my.eyes, and I've got my hands, so I'p 6till ahead of the gamé

It must be the English sunshine, a-flickerin’ on the walls, :
That started me thinkin’ of home, nurse—I
Singin’ their songs to the mountains, and when I close my eyes
I see the pools where the loon laughs and the trout rise to the fifes,

can hear the waterfalls

Lyin’ here racked and helpless, I've plenty of time to dream
Of hills all green with maples where popldr
Ot silver birches gleamin’ like ghosts in haunted dells,
And pines stand at attention, tall silent sentinels!

8 guard the stream, -

Homesick? Of course I am, nurse, and proud I'am of it ,
That is the land I fought for, and I'm not ashamed a bit,
And he will fight for his own, nurse, who claims to be & man,
And if he won't well—let it go—HE AIN'T' CANADIAN!

talkin’ quite a string

(That Fritzie sure did get me with his bloomin’ lucky fling),
So I'll lie and dream of home, nurse, till twilight spills and falls,
And blots out the English sunshine a-flickerin’ on the walls.

J. SYDNEY ROE.

IMPORTANCE OF P

“The discovery of potash in Canada
in quantity will prove of the utmost
fmportance to our country as well as
to the Empire” stated the Hon. Wil-
liam Sloan, minister of mines, when
asked for an expression of opinion
regarding the recent reports of the
staking of large deposits in Sas-
katchewan. It was to be hoped that
the potash would prove to be every-
thing that was said of it as, in such
an event, Canada might look forward
to contributing materially towards
breaking the monopoly of which Ger-
many took advantage to such a large
extent on her economical develop-
ment before the war.

Mr. Sloan asserted that representa-
tives of both the British Columbia and
the Dominion governments had been
looking for potash in British Col-
umbla, it being a matter to which spec-
ial attention had been given since the
outbreak of hostilities. So far they
had not met with the same success
which had attended the search for min-
erals urgently required for war pur
poses. It was not very material from

in my hands. And there wasn't any-
ody else.”

“And 8o you came here?"”

“So I came here,” repeated the new
inmate.

The figure at the rail straightened.
“It's a nice place, Mis’ Hunter. A
nice place,” he pronounced. He drew
his coat collar higher, “They keep
it right warm in the winter time,” he
said. “I never 1iké cold weather.
Getting cold now, ain't it? I better
be stepping along.” Then he chuck-
led softly and peered at her through
the darkness. Alice was always for
bundling me up,” he said. “The last
muffler she made me wore out two
years ago. They think you ought to
get used to the cold here. And p'raps
if I wasn't so old or Alice hadn't
pampered me——But you'll be warm
Mis’ Hunter, 'cause you can s&tay in-
side. It's a nice place.”

“We've got a fair lot of old folks
here, ma, when you compare .them
with what you see in some poor
farms,” Miss Flecker was complacently
remarking to her mother. “But that
new one—little Mrs. Hunter—we can
make a star boarder of her.”

“She seems above the others—quite
a refined person. I guess we won't
have any trouble with her.” Mrs. Fleck-
er spoke with benign tolerance,

“We'll have a pair of them now to
show off when visitors come. Martin
and Mrs. Hunter.! Miss Flecker

laughed. “I hope Martin don't get
jealous. He's always been our blue
ribbon exhibit.”

The superintendent’s daughter

knoeked smartly on the door of the
new inmate’s room the next day soon
after breakfast and followed up her
knocking with her breezy presence.

announced. “Is there anything you
want, Mrs. Hunter.

The frail old lady was already hand-
ling her thin purse. She had been
counting over the few dollars left from
the sale of her last meagre posses-

yarn

She spread out small
“My joints hother me

ckin and cheek in the meditative man-|ge ot Service men had t he Hunter, Martin,” she admonished. ; sions. It was little enough, but she un-
ner that is commonly employed by a|po oo SVl AL A Beel On the iy, it here, Mrs. Hunter. 'This is| “I know, I know that, Hetty.” The|“Going To Do Your Bit, | Suppose.”|finchingly handed ont a two-dollar bill.
man after a close shave. Mrs Clark it wag ”mug‘\” I“'xd chap;a i \11‘.;1: Joe Cripps on your left. He's been!old man spoke gently. “But it might| *“I know. I didn't have much time|“I'd like you to buy me some
watched and the longer she watched| g e y most around the world, Joe has; but|be Alice, too!"” to take care of my husband, I lost{Miss Flecker. Enough for a muffler
the more certain she became that her| M Olark 5.t 1 2 3 he found there was no place like “It {8 Alice,” said the new inmate.|him so soon. But I had a nephew—|good sized,” she answered, with wist
voman's instincts and her power of ob } AR, Lo 8 hie proud POSSESSOT OLjome after all.” Her smile broadened| The chubby face  brightened.|Ben—just like a son. We lived to-|ful glance. “I'm going to.try to do a
servation had not betrayed her jTREY ‘“mplm?"“mr-‘ letter, Which g4 then vanished quickly as her|“There! It is Alice. It is”” He|gether for years." Mrs. Hunter |little knitting.”
Calling aside the conductor, she told [S!!® received from the Attorney Gen |giance fell on the new inmate’s right|chuckled softly and nodded his head|sighed in turn. “Ben got hurt and gnarled fingers. b
him of her suspicion. “I am a mar |eral, thanking her for the big ser-inang neighbor. *“Look at those|at the waitress. “Can't say lvwasn't I took care of him to the last. Butjsome, but there's times they re not so
ried woman,” ehe said, “and 1 have|vice which she rendered to her gov-|crumbs again, Miss Wooten. If you're|right, Hetty. Can't say I wasn't right|I wasn't strong and I'd strained my|bad. I'm going to try anyway.
eeen my husband hundreds of times|ernment lgoing to play with your food instead|that time.” back lifting him and got rheumatism| Miss Flecker took the bill, smiling
WEDLOCKED. —By LEO.
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“I'm going to town to the stores,” she admiring crowd s

OTASH DISCOVERY

a national standpoint, however, whe
ther potassium mines were opened up
west or east of the Rockies o long
as they were found and their product
definitely established as being what
was 80 much needed by the allied na-
tions,

In this connection, Mr. Sloan dir-
ected attention, as emphasizing the im-
portance of the reported discovery,
that Germany had threatened to hold
her enemies to ransom in an indus-
trial sense by virtue of her pothsh
resources, It was common know-
ledge that scientists in Great Britain
now were engaged in experiments with
a view to the recovery of potash as a
by-product of her vast industrial plants
in order that, when peace came, the
country might be independent of Cen-
tral Europe,

Late reports indicated that thesa
efforts were likely to be crowned
with unqualified success, but there
was no doubt that the location of
mines in Canada, or anywhere else in
America, would materially aid in the
solution of the problem.

ESPECIALLY THESE DAYS.

June—He got married on hin nerve.
Bob—" ‘ise guy; that's the only safe
thing to ge: married on.

broadly. “Knitting, eh? Going to ‘de
your bit," I suppose. You're all right,
Mrs. Hunter.” She went out, thinking
how she could make a pleasing little
story to tell at the next board meeting,
Mrs. Hunter stared mistily at the
closed coor. “She thinks I'm going to
knit for the soldiers. Well, 80 I am—
for an old soldier of fortune.' She
pressed her misshapen hands togeth-
er, “I hope I can get the muffler done
before real cold weather,” she thought
anxiously. “He minds the cold so.”

OUR SHORT STORY

HELP WANTED.

It was a rough, rough sea, and she
was the only bather daring enough to
risk swimming beyond her depth. An
tood on the  beaeh
and watched her, when suddenly she
san;tl for the second time.
“H'm, that's funny!” e;
of the watchers, ML
“I thought it was funny whe
sank for the first time!” exclllni;hog
twj) of the watchers,
ust then she went g
third time, and all the o\yantch':ru !;n;
gan to think it was funny.
“l«llelp!“ she cried. “Help me!"
“I'll get her!” cried the three life
guards. They argued about it a while
and then tossed a coin and it fell to
the lot of Ambrose Risty to go and
rescue her. Fearlessly he dipped
(i)tne foot idn llhe water to see how cold
was and plunged in. The big wav
battered him about and the!. lltt.i:
waves took a shot at him because
they saw the big waves doing it.
- ?lt‘ne":las ((;llng down for the elev-
n e, when well nigh
he reached he=, B
“I'l help you,” he
“I don't think %'¢ s=y use,” she said
regretfully. “It was my favorite ring,
too. 1don't see how it ever slipped oft
my finger.”
Recognizing from the pictures on
the posters that she was Belle La
Blanche, the diving mermaid frem the
Hippodrome, he asked her with tewry
in his eyes to please help him in, and
she did amidst the plaudits of the
stil admiring ‘crowd.

+ Dog Hill Notes.

Clab Hancock, who is a tive
candidate for oifice, was nonm&.c take
B voter behind a tree Saturday after-
noon, -and when they came out the
man was smoking a cigar. Down
with politics!

Atlas Peck, who has been hiding
his light under a half bushel for eo
long. enlightened an audience at the

gasped weakly.

Wild Onion " school house %
|niznt. o N

i@ower of your own you
that the consequence

in a variety «
In the same manr
Buman sewer is obstr
‘m generated, waste
materinl is absorbed
over the body of the
‘Iskin diseases break o
over with pain in yo
ithe rebisting power ¢
iinfectious and other
e

Many disease whic
ending trace their b
common and so ofte
ment—oconstipation.

It is quite as impor
intestines free from
fal as it ic to supply
whioh is essential to |

What is tho situa
tube thirty fect long
it the large intestin
for waste matler, tw
the caliber of tie o
the small intestine.

In the large intes
valves and folds, grea
capacity while the e
tube is 80 elastic it ca
to hold gallons of ma

1f this mnaterial is p

AAAAAAAAAAAAS.

Sufferer—I1 have a |
and want somethin
Friend—Now, you
x m
Lo

same?
Sufferer—I think I

at home now?

“I thought you saic
thing about cooking,
geant. “I did say s
Erastus Pinkley. “V
make hash?” “You ¢
jes’ accumulates.”

Makes a DI
Tommy—'Ow far

mate?
Native—About foiv
crow flles.

Tommy—Well ‘ow
ing the crow 'as to
bloomjns xifle

Mr. and Mrs. Lov
together in ‘the eve
and then to ¢
They as-
sured their friends
that it broadened
their outlook. On
one such occasion
Mra. Lovebird re-
marked:

“The war is keep-
ing us all guessing,
{en’t it, Harold?”

“1t is,” answered
can say when Greec

“And’ it's just ti
bacon,’ assented Mrt
1. “I've been dowr
man every day thi
keeps saying it'll c©
ute.”

{

The Irishman can
“Bridget,” he said
“Glory be!” eaid ]
tired of supporting

“Sure,”
should I be wantin
got a job as night
can only sleep in t

said Pat

Can You

Lady to carpet ma

this one well; it's n
it was down.
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Jack tar, on leav

fu his native towm.

formance & very o

lion tamer entered

beckoned a savage 1
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