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To separate lettuce remove the 
core, then let water from faucet 
flow into 
of water 
»till firm 
water to

©NOORIS

the head until pressure 
forces leaves apart. If 
let head stand in cold 

cover.
• • a

Unsightly scratches on dark­
colored furniture may be covered 
by wrapping a swab of cotton on 
a toothpick and dipping in iodine. 
Apply to the scratches and when 
dry rub with furniture polish.

To tightly fasten corks in bottles, 
boil the corks for five minutes to 
soften them and then, while hot 
press them into the bottles. When 
cool the seal will be perfect.

• • •
The constant use and washing of 

silver gives it the “butler** finish 
you find on heirloom silver.

♦ • •
When soil in which house plants 

are potted becomes more like clay 
than loam it may be lightened by 
adding sand to it. Plants grow 
best in this kind of soil.

CLASSIFIED
DEPARTMENT

MISCELLANEOUS
REINCARNATION of the 

SOUL Demonstrated 
ft is a necessity. It affords time and 
opportunity for the accomplishment of 
the purpose of our existence upon earth. 

Price 10 Cents
WM. DREYER

» South Eighth St. - Newark. N. J.

THE STORY SO FAR; An orphan. 
Charlotta (Cherry) Rawlln«» know» al­
most nothin« of her early history when, 
acceding to Ute withe» of her guardian». 
Judge J nd ton Marthhanh» and Emma 
Hatkell. the become» the tec re tar y of 
Mr». Porleou» Porter, wealthy San Fran- 
ciacan invalid. Ru»y a» »he 1», Cherry 
see» the Judge from Ume to time and 
meets the member» of his household: his 
dictatorial old mother; Amy Marsh- 
banhs. debutante daughter of hl» dead 
brother, Fred; and Fran, hl» gay young 
•econd wife. Cherry toon learnt from 
Emma that her mother (never married) 
had been Emma'» titter Charlotte; that 
her father wa» the Judge'» brother Fred 
—Amy'» father—and that ahortly after 
Cherry and Amy were born Cherry'» 
mother had switched the two babies. 
The poor Cherry Rawlings 1» really the 
rich Amy Marsbbankt! The Judge con- 
Srmt the amazing story, but to protect 
Amy hl» mother burnt certain papers 
that would have proved It» truth. Mean­
while Cherry had fallen in love with 
KeUy Coates, a young arU»t (who for a 
lime had been Infatuated with Fran 
Marthbanks); and Amy It determined to 
marry Count Mario (Gogo) CoatlanUno. 
The Judge Is shot to death in his library 
and everybody Is under suspicion. KeUy 
ha ally convinces Cherry that be Is over 
his infatuation tor Fran and the happily 
agrees to marry him. Amy flies to Reno 
to marry Gogo. Cherry discovers there 
are gunpowder marks on Fran's negligee. 
Police And love letters KeUy bad written 
to Fran, but be assures Cherry they are 
harmless. Returning from a restaurant 
to the Marshbanks home KeUy and Cher­
ry And four officers walling at the door.

Now continue with the story.

CHAPTER XVH

PERSONAL

Are You III or Unhappy?
Many hava found relief from sickness. 
Thousands have had problems solved 
when all doors seemed closed. You may 
be helped also. A little book tells aU. It’s 
positively free, there's no obligation.
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DON’T LET

CONSTIPATION
SLOW YOU UP

• When bowel» are sluggish and you 
feel irritable, headachy, do as millions 
'do - chew FEEN-A-MINT. the modern 
chewing-gum laxative. Simply chew 
FEEN-A-MINT before you go to bed, 
taking only in accordance with package 
directions — sleep without being dis­
turbed. Next morning gentle, thorough 
relief, helping you feel swell again. Try 
FEEN-A-MINT. Tastes good, is handy 
and economical.A generous family supply 

FEEN-A-MINT
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ZYOU WOMEN WHO SUFFER FROM

HOT FLASHES
If you suffer from hot flashes, dizzi­
ness. distress of "Irregularities", are 
weak, nervous, irritable, blue at 
times—due to the functional 
"middle-age" period in a woman's 
Life—try Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege­
table Compound—the best-known 
medicine you can buy today that'« 
made especially for women.

Pinkham's Compound has helped 
thousands upon thousands of wom­
an to relieve such annoying symp­
toms. Follow label directions. Pink­
ham's Compound is worth trying!
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Kidneys Must 
Work
For You To Feel Well

34 hours every day. 7 days every 
»reek, aarer stoppln«, tha kidney» Altar 
waste matter from the blood.

If more people were aware of how the 
kidney» must constantly remove sur­
plus fluid, excess acids and other waste 
matter that cannot stay In tha Mood 
without injury to health, there would 
be better understanding of why the 
whole system la upset when kidneys fall 
to function property.

Barnin«, scanty or too frequent urina­
tion sometimes warns that »omething 
Is wrong. You may suffer nagging back­
ache. headaches, dizziness, rheumatic 
pains, retting up st nights, swelling.

Why not try Doan't Pilht You wffl 
be using a medicine recommended tho 
eouotrr over. Doon’» stimulate tho func­
tion of the kidneys and help them to 
flush out poisonous waste from the 
Mood. They oontaln nothing harmful. 
Get Dooa'e today. Use with confldenoe. 
At all drug stores.

“You go upstairs and get into dry 
things,” Kelly said to Cherry. “No 
use your catching pneumonia."

He sat down at the desk, and 
Cherry reluctantly went away. May 
was waiting for her in the hall and 
not only personally managed the hot 
bath but descended afterward to the 
kitchen for tea and toast

“If you aren't in for flu. I'll miss 
my guess!" said May.

When she came upstairs with the 
tray, it was to ask Cherry if she 
would have her little midafternoon 
meal in old Mrs. Marshbanks' room. 
"She don't feel very good and she 
asked if you wasn't too tired would 
you come in and see her.”

“Well, of course.” Cherry said. 
Feeling achy and dull, 
only vaguely flattered 
posal. but she was glad 
pany on this dreadful

Cherry found her grandmother 
restless and uneasy. But to Cher­
ry’s great relief she seemed dis­
inclined to speak of the 
the moment.

The clock struck four, 
woman looked across at
panion. her voice sounded oddly flrm 
and clear in the silence.

*'Judson was an honest man,” she 
said, "but he never was fair to his 
brother. Frederick—”

Cherry was unable to speak. She 
felt her throat thicken; tears 
her eyes. The proud, stiff old 
went on.

“I would be very sorry to
that anything I had ever done had 
hurt you." said Mrs. Marshbanks. 
“When something surprises you and 
—and distresses you, sometimes you 
act without thinking.”

“I don't think it matters much 
now." Cherry said, with some dif­
ficulty. “It might have been unim­
portant Nobody knew what was in 
that envelope.”

“It was unfortunate. I suppose," 
the old woman said reluctantly and 
proudly, “that my boy inherited his 
disposition from me.
be crossed."

“You are much 
your father,” said
banks. The girl felt an odd sense of 
pride. It was something—even on 
this strange, terrible day—to have 
won the respect of her strange, ali­
enated old grandmother.

“You can stand what would have 
broken him," Mrs. Marshbanks pres­
ently added. “You know, I suppose, 
that Judson left you a little proper­
ty in his will? What I have will be 
yours, too,” she went on, unemo­
tionally. “It is not what you might 
have had, but it is something.”

“Thank you,” Cherry said sim­
ply. There was a tap at the door and 
she sprang to it, her heart ham­
mering wildly. It was Kelly.

He looked tired, and was graver 
in manner than she had ever seen 
him.

“Fran and I are going out with 
these lads a while," he said, without 
preamble. "I wanted you to know. 
See you later.”

She caught at him, her eyes fright­
ened. He smiled and was gone.

Mrs. Marshbanks and Cherry sat 
quietly, saying little. It was a relief 
to both when Greg came in.

"What's happened?” he inquired. 
“Martin looked like Boris Karloff 
when he let me in."

"Nothing's really happened; at 
least we don’t believe it has,” Cher­
ry told him, choosing her words 
carefully. “But Fran went sort of 
crazy today and told them a long 
story about how she killed your fa­
ther.”

“What do you know about that! 
Greg commented scornfully, 
got on her nerves. What’d 
do?”

“Well, she and Kelly Coates
out with them—to police headquar­
ters, I suppose."

“Coates, too?”
“Ha!” Greg ejaculated, more se­

riously. I never knew there was 
anything going on there!”
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SEWING CIRCLE PATTERN DEFT. 
14» New Montgomery Street

San brandirò Calif.
Enclose 30 cents in coins for each 

pattern desired.
Pattern No. ...,.••.•••. Size........ .
Name •••■•«•••••
Addi ess ..................  •••••••••

PATTERNS^
SEWING

ma-
till

■nd

with short sleeves. 34« yards 3» Inch 
terlal. ’» yard contrast for collar, 
yards machine made ruffling.

Due to an unusually large demand
current war conditions, slightly more time 
la required In tilling orders tor a tew of 
the moat popular pattern numbers.

Send your order to:

Even Cupid Is Living Cp 
To the Rules These Days

Cherry answered 
hide her

“It was
stated.
to be married," she added, after a 
pause.

“It sounded 
didn't say . . 
banks stopped 
ing keenly at

■'Yes. we planned it only a few 
days ago." Cherry said dully.

“Fran knows it?" 
“Nobody knows it" 
“But if that's the case, how 

she possibly have -quarreled 
Jud about him?"

“That's one reason why I 
she didn't"

"You mean you're to marry Kel­
ly?*’ The older woman still found 
it hard to believe.

"Some day,"
simply, looking away to 
filling eyes.

"And how long has this 
ing on?”

“Ever since I first saw 
me. He walked into my life,' 
ry said, “and he's never walked 
out"

"Well." said the old lady dryly, 
“that complicates matters.”

“I should think it would simplify 
matters; I should think it would let 
Kelly out of it at least" Greg said.

“I don’t think anything any 
more,” his grandmother stated 
wearily. “I guess I’ve lived long 
enough. So you got him away from 
Fran, did you?”

"That was all over. They hadn’t 
seen each other for months. But 
Fran suddenly got all worked up 
about it She had letters from him 
that the police found.”

"Those letters!” the older woman 
said scornfully.

As Cherry was about to leave old 
Mrs. Marshbanks. Amy and Count 
Gogo burst in.

“Gran, darling." Amy said with 
her kiss, "we were going through 
town on our way to Del Monte 
we got homesick, and so we're 
ting off our honeymoon, and 
came home to see you! You 
her, too. Gogo!”

Cherry informed the newcomers 
that Fran had been asked to go to 
police headquarters "to explain 
something,” and that Fran had 
“sort of broken down" earlier in 
the day. and they were questioning 
her.

"But why? She doesn’t know any­
thing about it!" Amy exclaimed, 
aghast

"You kennot possibly know zat, 
de-ar,” said the count

“She said it was on his account” 
“The thing is. Gran." Amy burst 

out “that yesterday when I grabbed 
some 
there 
table, 
and I 
look at them until this morning and 
then I—we—Gogo felt—we both felt, 
that it might be important, and that 
we ought to talk to someone about 
it”

“If it is for Aimee’* comforts, zen 
it is important to me,” Gogo said 
impressively.

•'You say it’s business, Amy," old 
Mrs. Marshbanks said, with a level 
look at Gogo. “What sort of busi­
ness?”

"It's from some lawyer, Gran,” 
Amy explained. “Mr. George Com­
stock. He says that owing to the 
sudden death of his father. Judge 
Thomas Comstock, 
flee— I’ll read it," 
herself.

■*'Affairs in the 
in some inevitable 
to the recent sudden death of my 
father,* *’ she read aloud. " 'My 
partner, Mr. Edward Brace, and I 
have been attempting to the best of 
our ability to straighten out his af­
fairs. We now discover that a docu­
ment deliverable to you on the oc­
casion of your twenty-first birthday, 
November seventeenth of this year, 
has been overlooked, and is now 
eleven days overdue. The envelope, 
sealed, was deposited here at the 
request of your father, the late Fred­
erick Archibald Marshbanks, at the 
time of his death. The accompany­
ing instructions request that we also 
get in touch with Charlotte Rawl­
ings, whose whereabouts we are 
now endeavoring to ascertain. As­
suring you of our regret in the un­
avoidable delay ..." Amy stopped 
short, lowered the hand holding the 
letter looked blankly at her grand­
mother. “Wlidt on earth does it

been go

him—for 
” Cher-

and 
put- 

we 
kiss

things to go and meet Gogo 
was some mail on the hall 
two or three letters for me. 
took them along We didn’t

affairs in the of- 
Amy interrupted

office have been 
confusion, owing

Being of a very kindly nature, 
tho foremun of the munition plant 
took a great interest in the love 
ttffuir of one of his pretty "munU 
tioiicttca.”

Then one day he was surprised 
to hear that it was broken off. 
But that very evening he was even 
more surprised to see the young 
lady in question out with the newly 
discarded young man.

"Why, Doris," he said chldingly, 
"I thought you had finished with 
that young man. And here you 
are out with him.’’

"That's right. I have,” was tha 
reply from Doris; "but I hud to 
give him seven days' notice, 
didn’t I?”

So Feminine.
EVERYTHING'S there—« young 

two-piece with simple moulded 
lines, feminine frilly trimming and 
expensive looking details.

• o o
Barbara Bell Pattern No. 1783 B. de­

signed tor sues 10. 13. 14. IS. 1» and >0. 
Corresponding bust measurements 3». 30. 
33. 34. 3A and gfl. Size 13 (30) requires.

‘It Can’t Be Done’

What la the moat welcome gift 
you can tend to a man in the 
service? Well, surveys among 
service men themselves show that 
one of the favorite packages from 
home are cigarettes. And first 
choice among men in all the serv­
ices is Camel, based on the actual 
sales records in Post Exchangee 
and Canteens. Though there are 
now Post Office restrictions on 
packages to overseus Army men, 
you can still send Camels to sol­
diers in the U. S., and to Sailors, 
Marines, and Coast Guardsmen 
wherever they are.—Adv.

*’ the old woman be- 
"I am sure there isn't 
what Judson said: It 
such a terrible posi- 
child.'* Amy's grand­
in a burst of anguish.

mean?” she demanded. 
"Why. I don't know, 

tered the old lady.
"Aimee has tolt me 

toll by Cherie here." 
gan anxiously,
sing to do wiz zis?

“If it 1» a duplicate of that paper 
Uncle Jud said he had had . . .** 
Amy added, again leaving her sen­
tence unfinished.

“If II Is to
sen we must
put In.
"Cherry, did

Amy demanded.
“The Comstocks were greatfriends 

of your father." old Mrs. Marsh­
banks contributed. “But I never 
heard . . ." She stopped short, 
shaking her head.

“It seem to me zat I should have 
known of zis, Aimee." said the 
count.

“Gogo, why should I tell you a 
lot of family rubbish that I didn't 
believe myself!" Amy answered 
sharply. “Up to now—up to the 
time I got this letter, there wasn't 
any proof of anything!”

“I am sure, 
gan faintly, 
any truth in 
put Amy in 
tion. Oh. my 
mother said,
“why did you marry until this mat­
ter was settled’’ How could you rush 
off without telling us—without . .’*

“But you are not saying zat Aimee 
perhaps will be robt of all ze money 
her grandfazzer gave her?” the 
count put in, in a tone of stupefac­
tion.

There was a brief silence. The 
count moved to Amy and touched 
her on the shoulder.

“It will be very hardt, it will 
seem very strange to my frienz, my 
frienz zat I have promise to help." 
he said in an annoyed tone “I tell 
zem to come and stay wiz me, I 
tel) zem zat my horse—my house, all 
is for zem." His reproachful look 
swept tiie circle; he spread his hands 
open, appealing for sympathy.

"Your room is ready. Countess." 
May said, from the doorway. Cher­
ry saw a little pleased look, a molli­
fied expression, come into Amy's 
face. The title was impressive to 
them all.

“The first thing that Gogo said 
when we read this horrible letter," 
Amy said, looking first at her grand­
mother, then at Cherry, “was that 
it wouldn't be fair to me—it would 
put me in a false position for him to 
have married me thinking that 1 
was—well, was rich and that I could 
help out all these people he has 
promised to help, and that he could 
pay up some bills. As if,” Amy di­
verged suddenly with an attempt to 
speak scornfully that Cherry found 
infinitely pathetic, “as if money 
mattered! It was only—Gogo says 
it’s only that he expected something 
different 
and now 
to carry

"We’ll

Sign in a motor engineering 
works:

“According to the theory of 
aerodynamics, and as may be 
readily demonstrated through wind 
tunnel experiments, the bumblebee 
is unable to fly. This is because 
the size, weight, and shape of his 
body in relation to the total wing- 
spread make flying impossible.

“But the bumblebee, being ig* 
ncyant of these scientific truths, 
gift s ahead and flies anyway—and 
makes a little honey every day.*’

NONE
wiain uutiiii itnta at w

I

TABASCO
Tha •napplear »»wunlng known, end 
tha world'» moat w(dely dlatribured 
food p«>duct I A daah nt Ihla piquant 
snuca gives a rata flavor to any food. 
TABASCO— the aanaonlng eecrot of 
tnaairr cbefe for mora than 7» yawrst

CLABBER GIRL

HAUT I INDIANA

BAKING RECIPI
Guard against baking failure» by choosing 
proved ingredient»... Guard against watte 

be sure of results with Clabber Girl, the 
baking powder that hat been the baking 
day favorite in millions of homes for years 
and years .. . Asi Mothor, Sho Known 
Clabber Girl never fails on baking daysl

and made all these plans, 
of course he won't be able 
them out.
know tomorrow," Cherry

said, one hand over her aching eyes. 
“He says, Gogo says, that It's a 

bad sign that they want to get In 
touch with you, Cherry,” Amy ob­
served, as she trailed away discon­
solately, leaving Cherry alone with 
her grandmother.

The old lady extended a hand to 
her, and as Cherry went to stand 
before her, grasping it, she drew 
the girl down so that Cherry’s ear 
was close.

“She's destroyed her life!” the old 
woman said, in an electric whisper. 
“The money was all he wanted." 

Crossing the hall, Cherry could 
hear Gogo's voice speaking high and 
angrily in Amy’s room; she heard 
nothing from Amy in reply.

With a heartsick pang of sympa­
thy for Amy, Cherry turned away 
from her own doorway, and went 
downstairs. When she reached the 
lower hallway Fran and Kelly were 
just coming in. •

Both looked beaten. Kelly's face 
was gray, and Fran was obviously 
exhausted. Her eyes, sunken in 
rings of pale violet, went almost 
without recognition to Cherry'». She 
said faintly she was going to rest 
before dinner. •

“You'll want your dinner upstairs, 
Fran," Cherry said, all sympathy.

“No, no,” the other woman said 
feverishly. "1 don’t want to be 
alone. I'll lie down for a while!”

(TO HE CONTINUED)

DON’T Let Our Fighting Boys Down; ★
★ Subscribe NOW for U. S. War Bonds
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Thera’« nothing to prepare or 
mix when you serve Kellogg'» Corn 
Flakes. No pans, skillets, or stove to 
clean up. Even the dishes are 
easier to wash. Ton know how 
those things oountl

Save time 
fuel—other foods, tool

»•Ilo«'« Cor» FlakM art ra­
ttorta lo WNOIE »»AIN SU 
TRITIVI VALUES of Thlsmla 
(Vitamln B, ), Nlacln and Iroa.

FLAKES


