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Here ls a basie Fecipe which
may be varied with any flavorieg
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Tator overator is sleo quesiioned. Mo | flung back at him. “I've told you ol o e orBng g 78 L ave s m:: :mut';: ot By Max Trell “Oh, no,” said Mr, Punch, hast- | cooked dessert offers mamy ad-|cook watll the taploca s
not see Sewell return. A young | evertyhing I'm going to tell.” spector?™ amother. e s fly, fee the of his head. especially to those who | parent (about an how ).
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mesl, acquire an unnatural pallor,
and really keep
during the process.”
The gir]l slammed the door.
-Marx telephoned below for a
detective to follow her. Then he
turned to the doetor.

book.” and, as they combine well with
milk, eggs and fruit, ihey may be
served as A one-piece meal com-
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g eu-ig K. Place the milk in a double boil-

enm:?u:::—s::i mia d:l:::: er and scald. Slowly add the farie

Mij, Flor, Hanid and Yam—
the other little shadow-children
with the reversed mames — nod-
ded. So did Mr. Punch.

“I am worried,” said he. “In
fact, I'm very worried.”

-“What's the reason?” Inquired

prise. She has a :
“Give her a hat,” sald Mij.
“What's the use? She'd only
stand on her head and ruin it.”
“I think,” said Filor, “that you
ought to give her a Dbirthday
cake.”

The reporters hurried ont. They
had a story. With incidental eon-
.jecture, loeal color, and direct
quotation from the Inspector,
they had the makings of a very
exciting. story.

“And what's more, | mean it,"”

Pudding
One gquart of milk, twe table-
spoons farina, four tablespoons
sugar, one-hall teaspoom salt, one
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hickens. Add
do mot believe. “Now whst do you think ofly. red the doctor when the | Quite sure you woudn’t Mave,|Yam. Mr. Punch glanced around | “Judy doesn’t eat cake,” said |, the tropical cassava plant, |28 and stir until It thic
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“l dfdn’t want m' notortety | eas o tiiis,”” replied the doclof | i be an arrest in this case in- | “What do you méan?” “de- |in a guarded voice.~ “Tody Is|could eat it for her, but she might |5 the palm tree. They are mour: | 0 y , |

easily. “Mrs, Edison came here
for a purpose. I rather think it
was something she wanted to hide
from you. I suggest her photo-
graph. But one can’'t be too sure,

fohing and lly digested. But 2| move from fire, add the beatenm

they are naturally imsipid, ™y
need special treatment to make
them palatable. Any fruit ean be
used with a cold cooked tapioea

manded Marx,

“If it should so happen, In-
spector, that you cause my elient
any undue aanoyance,” the law-
yer was not smiling now, “your

not lke that No, I'm sure she
wouldn’t like that.”

All at once Knarf gave an ex-
clamation,

*“] know what you

July's birthday." -
“That's nothing to get worrk
about,” exclaimed Hanid. “You

ought to be happy.”
No,” sighcd the puppet. “I'm

side of foriy-eight hours.”

“] hope you arrest the right
person,” ventured the doector.

“If I dom’t, you tell me,” said

eggs and the flavoring, stir well
and pour into mold. When it cools
place in refrigerator to chiil

mented dryly, “your love for Bew- Serve with any stewed fruit, like

ought to

Marx, “But just thi inute I got
;ﬂu w'wu. f';rwll{ the _qullty of :);;.n'tu log:lcll. !nlp.c. ‘tor. tht:n -h! ; 2 huneh.” ‘j . - departmental progress might be| worried because I can’t think of!give her,” he cried. - or sago pudding—{resh berries, currant, raspberries, cherries, ap- ) |
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“] didn’t come here to be In-|mesn, & Wo iy in love 'What is it? Affected,” He raised a hand pro- | what to give her for a preseat. ‘What Is that?™ asked [\Mr.| . oches pineapple, orange, dates, | Ticots. |

Cornstarch puddings, to please
the family, are variable.-Some like
them hard, some like them soft-
er, Here is a moderate mixtures:

Chocolate Cornstrach Pudding

Ons quart of milk three table-
spoons cormstarch, four ounces of
checolate, one-guarter cup sugar,
three eggs, one teaspooniml vanil-
la,. dash of salt. = = '

Place the milk in a double boil-
er and scald, Dissolve the corm-
starch in & little fold water and
add to the hof milk’ Add chocol- |
ate and cook for 30 minutes, stir- {
ring occasionally to make sure it |

testingly as Marx glowered. “You other shadow-
can easily ve what I am tell- | her birthday,” said Knarf. “Then
ing you, and I assure you, Mr. In- | you domn't have to give her anmy-
spector, that I'm helping youa. My '!thing.”
client knows nmothing of the mur- “That would be nice,” said Mr.
der. You'll leave her out ot i.|Punch, “only she hasn't forgotten
Good afternoon, sir. I hope you |at all. She's been reminding me
get the murderer. It’s quite an in- [of it for a year. Every day she
teresting case. People are talking Hloocked at the calendar And said:
about nothing else, Good afier-|‘Well, now jt's only 230 days to
noon.". . my birthday,” or 153 days or 79
The lawyer bowed himself out.[or 18 days, just as it happened
Marx glared at him, 40 be. Why this very morning at
“Well,” said the doctor, “I take | breakfast she said: ‘Do you know
it that there wom't be an_arrest | what today is?’ i
within foriy-eight hours.” “Today is Monday.” T replied.

Punch and the
childgen.

“You ought to give her your
best wishes. Nothing it so pretty
as best wishes. They don't cost
anything, so yop can give her
thousands of them.”

At first Mr. Punch was doubt-
ful. Littie by little, g8 he thousht
it over, he became favorably im-
pressed by Knarf's suggestion.

“But are you eceriain she’ll be
surprised with this 'gift?" he de-
manded. -

“Sure she will. She doesn’'t ex-
pect anything like it, does she?”

“Wait and see.”

“You're mot going to
Mra. Edison, I trust?”

“w“t u‘ IOB.."

llmm.rll

“You wait and see.” , _

And the doctor had to remalm
content with this. But bhardly had
the reportersg gone, when Mr. Bur-
dette C. Winney, one of the city’s

“Maybe she's forgotten that it's plums, and 50 on.

With the addition of cream,
plain or whipp8d, the dish be-
comes as alluring as ices, (There
is an instantaneous tapioca which
can be sprinkled in bolling water,
but the ordinary tapicca is soaked
over night to soften.) 2

sulted!” flared the girl.

*Just why did you come here?”

odemanded the doctor.

The girl stopped, as if bewil-
dered,

“Surely,” said the-doctor, “youn
don't want us to beliesve you
spent a day and a night in this

< room, Because you didn’'t. Now
‘. why don’t you tell the truth?”

“But I did tell you the truth,”
the girl almost screamed. "“What
do you want of me? I don’t know
anything about it.”

“My dear Mrs. Edison,” sald

with Sewell would hardly talk the
way she talked. She woudn't
wouldn't worry abont the mews-
papers. She wouldn't worry about
the consequences to her.”

“Now I'm goirg to get hold of
young Mr. Edison and ask him 2
thing or two,” Marx promised
tl“-lllllnlf. “Why was he following

? What was in his mind? He
may Bave been downatairs all the | He was small with & danser o
time during the murder, and then | the color of straw. asd
sighed. “Gosh, I always knew igiraw He had a, disarming man-
these damn society murders will | por a]) his own.

arrest

_ Mr. Punch disappeared inte the
little puppet house. For a moment
there was silence, Then suddenly
there was a loud scuffle and the
next instant Mr. Punch came fly-
ing out of the door.

the doctor, “if your story is true, | ruin me yet.” vl “Ins o : - ' . -- h hick, add ,fh
» ! pector, he chirped An hour later young Mr. Edi- Humph,' ehe said. ‘And what Mr. Punch shook his  hesd. —and take your wishes with |is smooth. When t ; d ;the
aud you lay on this couch for sev-| -Further pessimism was**®ut|moment he arrived, “my e;ut:: son faced-Marx and the doctor.|else is it?” “She- doesn't expect anything like |you!" they heard Judy shout. beaten egg yolks and vamilla and

eral hours, it would be 2 good

_ short by the telephone announe-
deal more rumpled than it is. An-

Mrs. . Edison, telephoned me to | He seemed to have aged im the “I thought a2 while and them I!it al all. Thank you,” he said. “I'll “Wasn't she surprised?’ in-|remove from ‘the fire. Whipe the

- Ing the presence of numerous re-| gee you. She seemed most dis-|two days that followed the umus-|sald: ‘It's the 17th of June.’ go and give her her present at]quired Knarf of Mr, Punch. egg whites and fold into the pud-
without l:::‘.::’,::: ;Il:!tf:: Nr't;;..ﬂ;ht send them up,” said tressed.” ual parity at the mnight clab. His “‘And what elee s jt? once. I'm ever so much obliged.” “] should say she was!" he gald | ding, When cbo_!.— “uitl. Serve with
’ » ' “Is that 80?” mocked M face was lined, his mouth hard. * “‘It's wash day.’ “Don’ i ot , he li A lain creais . ige
would have been real. And, as a|Marx. And them to the doector: e = - y Do.l.' t ment °n_“ Sald Enarf. vl .mped off.. ol ——

medieal man, let me assure you |“I gotta kid 'em along of they'll
4hat it wasn't. You came here aft- | be on our necks.”

er the murder—not before. You
camé here to get something. I
wonder If it was your photograph
«—or your clothes, Eh?"
_+ The girl shook her head deff-
antly.

““This story of being dragged
liere ig really not worthy of youn,”
censure dthe doctor. “Apd you
are holding back something, Mrs,

. Edison. What is it?"

“Why should 17" demanded the
girl. “Why should T say I was
here when he was murdered when
I wasn't? Why should I lie to
you?”

- “If 1 knew that,” the doctor
pmiled. “I would also know the

“I did tell the trutn,” /the girl

insisted. “I told you everything I}

A dozem respectful but alert
newspaper men scon filled  the
room and formed a semi-cirele
about -

- emen,”” began Marx
heavily, “the inquiry is progress-
ing satisfactorily. We have cer-
tain clues, important pleces of evi-
dence, which we can't make pub-
lic at this time, Thaf's all T ean
tell you, boys. The frst chanee I
get you'll have the story.”

But the reporters made
move to go.

“Inspector,” said.one of them,
“fs it true that Mrs., Edison is
involved in this case?”

“Where did you get that?” de-
manded Marx. The reported smil-
ed knowingly.

“There’'s nobody Imvolved in
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Thinking Along One Line Causes “Ruts” in the | TILLIE, THE TOILER By RUSS WESTOVER '
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a Rovis 18 AWFUL G ONNA YOoU'D GUNE| S NOT TO 60 | vo GO, MAC ,BUY ME TO WONDERING, MAC
. Uynited gumss'.mm %'2. LONE SOME HERE|| I'T ANY BE ON “YOUR A3 'FOR MH[L% JACK'S FIRM CHANG E — ’ N\ ’
: Pormer Gommig o o B Tn N ek iy, WHILE TILLIE 3 || BY HOLLERIN vq_'cﬂlg?.l, _ NIETY 'a.ué ITCHED HIS g VACA&M 5
' U will be going away for the Summer vacation pretty soom. | \ ;ﬁ g‘goﬁMTo&Ls A TAKE
& D'llb:l;ir you will be doing a lot of reading. At least 1 hope YAKE MINE WH\'—?M NOWWS , THEAS ’
T390 i = - Don¢ ;
4 1 regard reading as one of the means of promoting health. A ".'.‘;‘I%E% - GO- WHST : .
or few days ago I talked with a Senator. He is a DIDAY Wq :
: very serious minded man, and devotes his every m“/_‘E‘:‘:‘cAT .
energy to the good of the country. [ asked him :
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