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By JAMES OUI

LL at oace the world had crumbled
under pretty. Mrs. Goring's feer. She
stood for 2 moment like one turned into
stone, the letter in her hand, The pink
baby-Hush, which was her chiel beauty,
was gone from her cheaks.. Her blue eyes
were duil and staring, her lips pale and tense.
A choking sob rose in her throat, but she

hope in a thousand that her eyes had lied to| ~'"Fine."

her she read the letter again. “And you don t think she's too big?"

i _There was no doubt about he address. “Nota bit. Only-"

It was'to her husband. ~She b rfat—What2 000000

from his pocket as he had hurrled from the
house. At the bottom of the few- lines it
containerd. was Jack Collier's big, sprawling
signature. She read again: °

“By dear John —Dc-ua rall tonlght. Bo on
mly at el&hb a'clock, Wil meet you at

“the appulm:ed e— Ay, ey
man, and 34 aoou a8 [ make you acquainted I'm
going to turn her over to you. Yau've had more
experienco with lest company than [ and you'll
know how to handle her. And COLOR! I've
heard you rave about cornplexions, but hers has
o ever SaW. It watep-

roof, too—the king tha
E‘]U ha?ﬂy Just to look at her, ['ve pamed her the
anu I don's eare If she haa halt hunkrupced

Bhe's worth [

e, o MR- Cottter hasa's & suaploio
and tor Heaven's sake destroy this nnba )nur
wita catches on, we're lost.  In haate,

Mrs. Goring was not, hystenml Shc

did not cry.  But the sob rose in her throat,
a dry, partly stifled cry of pain. She had
come of a family of fighters, of a blood that
had never lost its dignity, eveq in the face
of disaster. Her father was a retired arrny
officer. Her brother had already made a
splendid record as a lieutenant in the navy,
Her great-grandfather had helped topitch
the British tea into Boston harbor, and her
grandfather had died at Queenstown Hights,
many years later. So she did not go to pieces
at this sudden discovery of her husband's
faithiessness. All her ideals had been wrap-
ped up in Joha Goring. She had married,
him six years ago, when he was a newspaper
reperter.  Her father had wanted her to
marry “in Her station ™ =arn army- officer,
oca diplomat. But John, with his happy-go-
lucky nature, his dreams, and ambitions,
had taken her heart by storm, and now—as
a fairly successful magazine writer and
novelist—she believed that his name rose

diplomats she had “ever kmown.  — Meome—
and more he had become her ideal. Ard
now he had iallen.

She clutched her hands at her breast,
and looked at the ciock. [t was seven-
thirty, A few minutes more and he would
be with her—the other woman.” Thé sob]
broke again from her lips, and then, sud-

¢ drew hersell erect, threw up her
head, and [aced the long mirrar in the hall.]
She was beautiful. A thousand times she
had thanked God for that, because John
Goring’s sensitive and romantic tempera-
ment demanded beauty. And she had
seemed to fill all his dreams. He had nick-
named her **Sunset,” because of the glorious
coior in her face and the red and gold Hghts
"I her soft hair, —In one way or another he
had made her the hercine of every story he
had ever written:
husband had—

With a hard breath she turned from the
mirror, and read once more those lines in
the letter—" You've had more experience
with fast company than 1, and you'll know

There was only oné thing to do: She
made up her mind .to that quickly. She
wanted no sensation, no scandal. Burt she

could never lock inte John Goring's face
again—as his wife., Fer father fived in a
city a hundred miles away, and she had
time to pick up what few things she wanted,
and catch the nine-thirty train. Mechanic-
ally she set about her task. Tt still lacked
an hour of train time when she walked
down the [ront steps of what had been her
home, her traveling bag in her hand. She
felt that the extra half hour in the epen air
would do her good.,” She had walked for
possibly a quarter of an hour when suddeniy
iz nccurred to her that she had placed jack
Collier's letter on the reading-table, and
had forgotten it.  The [etter was important.
She might nerd it.  Hastily she turned back.
Close to her home ghe had @ pass through
smalt park, She never went abroad at
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eﬂtly what you think of her, she heard
Jack Collier say.
Belore her husbands answer came she
had stepped lightly from the path, and stood
hstenmg
“She is ccrtamly a bcau[y, her husband
repllcd "I'm alraid wher my wife sees
her she'ly be jealous.™

"You like her color?”!

"She's got a——a funny smell”

With a gasp Mrs. Goring turnéd and
walked swiftly away. She was panting
when she turned on the Eghts and stood -
once more in their big living-room. Dis-

' i Ltinctly she had heard her husband say that
she would be Jealous when sh&E g s‘a\v—her*—“—— -

Did he intend that she—his own wife—
should become acquainted with this- other—..
woman—this—this thing with the wounder-
ful coniplexionand the funny smell? Mow-—
she was sure that she would never again

faw compelled her to do so, in the straight-
ening out of their affairs. She snatched up
the letter. At the same moment she heard
steps coming up the walk. Instantly she
recognized them as hec husband's. Before
she could move the front door had opened.
Withour any particular reason on her own
part she thrust the letter in the bosam of her
dress, put her hand-bag behind the piano,
ang threw off her hat and coat” She heard
Joha taking off his own hat and coat cut in
the hall, and stecled hersell (or the meeting. -
which she harl intended should never be.
He came in, Jaughing, chuckling, and rub.

bing his hands. He hurried to her, as usual,
to kiss her {ace and hair. Coldly she thrust
him back.

“You needn't trouble yourself,'” she :ald

"~ Goring’s" face suddenly became wvery .
serious. Fle stared at his wife.

[“Why, what's the mar.ter, Sunset?" he
asked.

“Your question Is an insult,'” replied
Mrs, Goring, like ice. “If you expect an
answer, o back and ask Jack Collter.”

~Gatinig dropped-his-hesd- - _
“So that——that's it?” he said. “I'm
sorry, Sunset, [—I really didn’t stop: to-———

think that I was lying to vou when I told
you tonight that I was going out to a busi-
ness cngagement, instead of with Jack
Collier. Henest, Sunset, it's the first rime
 ever lied to you in my life. Aad Jack's
to blame, confound him. You see, tomarrow

surprise for her. He was so afraid she would

find out what he was getting that-hemmade——
mé promise not to say a word to you about

it, and tonight, when we were going cut to

try it—"

“Try what?”

Why, if I must teEl ycumthe—the
automobife. He has bought an automobile.”

Mrs. Goring had turnéd her back to him.

“An automabile!” he heard her gasp.

"Yes—an astomobile.’! He came up’
behind her and put his arms about her.
She hid her face from him. "T'll never lie
agam. ' he promised.  ''Never.”
““What—what..color | is_im, ]ohn"' he "
keard her whisper. o

' Red;" he said,""“the reddest thing. you .
ever saw In your life.”

“Aad it's—Tlast?"”

He couid just hear that. She Had turned
her face a little, so that he could feel the
warmth of her cheek. .

Y Next thing to a racing machine. She's
certainly a peach, sweetheart, and the thing
['m afraid of is that you won't like our old
car when you see the Collers in such a fine
turn-out. But there's one thing about her
I don't fike. Her carburetor works like
a charm, but for ali that she's got the queer-
st smell—"

Whatever he might have said after that
was smothered by Mrs. Goring's kiss of
forgiveness,

Why The Turk Must Go.

HYE. Rev. De. David James Burrell, of
New York, recently cemarked: "I be-
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By CHARLTON BA”

ORN, once locked upor solely as a {hix
stock locd, and as late as twenty-five | he
- years agn used in a noember of Western | da:
States as {uel, has become the greatest single | lan:
source of revenue in the country, The coen | gre
crop of 1876 was 761,000,000 bushels, a quite | qut
respectable showing for any grain. Last {exc
year, however, our corn crop was 3,124,746,- | mo-
_____ 000 bushels, and was sold for £1,520,154,000. |in !
 The figures stigger one by their enormity:} per
This exceeds the total revenue from all other |of
cereals by more than $300,000,000. This [wh
over. three times the value of the cats crop | wic
and nearly three times the value of the wheat }in .
crop.  Yet as recently 2s twelve years ago, |oth
farmers—in-Kansas_burned cocn_to heat | pec
their hauses. oldh.
The Nationa! and Muagazine, in an mter-_

estlng' articie on “The Ascendancy of Corn,”
quotes the fallowing from the Encyc(opcdm
Brittanica {ninth edition 1883), on the use
of corn.asafueli

“In the treeless Western prairics maive
is often grown for fuel, as in many places
" fuel can be procured so cheaply in no other
way. A hundred bushels of ears is equal in
heating power to a cord of hardwood, and
may be grown for 2 price less than a cord
of hardwood brings in the large cities,”

Many remember when; except in the
South, corn was vsed only as a stock food.
The sweetness and desivability of corn hread
was early realized in the South where it
came.to be recognized as ;he 'poor_man's
staff of,life.” "' Corn pone,'

" baked alf day
in a slow oven was quite as much esteemed
throughout the South as “brown brezd”

was in Boston, In recent years the popu-
larity of corn bread has spread through-
out the country, and everywhere the hest

. restaurants and _hotels give it a cons
uous place on their mend” Not o™
corn bread sweet: ard palatable, but corn
iz remarkably rch in nutriment. [t made

. good fuel {or the farmers on the prairie, and

it makes equally good fuel for the body.

Corn contains 4.6 per cent: fat, 9.z per cent.

protein, 75.4 per cent. carbohydrate and

produces 1,700 calodes nf‘energ'y per pound.”

Such.a. perfectly_balanced food js corn that

one may subsist on it alone, 25 did ‘many

a Southern soldier during the Civil War.

But the most remarkable thing about corn
in.the new products that have been derived
from ir, the many new uses which science
and American gemus have created for jt.

ifferent products
the most familiar being syrup, sugar, breake

—-— fast—fonds—shortening,

materials and candies. “Of course,’ ‘says
the National-Food Muagazing, " this growing

R @impetition from a~wew afd unexpected

source has caused great antagonism toward
corn products from many rival interests,
. and the products have had to fight hard for
recognition. The millers af wheat did not
like it when corn bread began to cut in o
" thé dale of Whiat four; well we can imaging
how the rna.nufa.cturer of cane syrup ob-
jected to the growing popularity of corn
syrup:  how the manolacturers of Iasd

___viewed with &latim the rivalry-of corn nil:

and we rather fAncy that the sugar manu:-

facturers have not relished the importance
that corn syrup has assumed in the candy
and preserve industry.”

But complaint is as yet to be fieard from
the farmers and the genecal public. The
new uses discovered for corn have freant
& doubled price ta the farmer for his preduct,
aad cheaper foods for the consumer. The
industry has been the target of attack,
however, from Dr, H. W. Wiley, both when
he was chief of the Bureau of Chcrmstry of
the Department of Agriculture, and. since
his retirement from pubilc office. Comment-
ing on a recent magazine attack by Dr.
Wiley upon corn syrug, the Natiznal Foad
Maopazine says, " Aside from his insinuations
and asperstons it takes the doctor nearly
twelve prinied. pages to come out boldly
and sav that glucose is not as sweet as ane
sugar, that it is not healthier than cane
sugar, and that it should* not be catled cacn
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NEW YORK £. 0. Box

smade-Kinesford's the finest Corn

161

Maore and more housewives and cooks are learning that the

resfect syrep for putting up fruit is made with part KARO Crystal
White and part sugar.  This syrup will give you jams, jellies,
sescrves and canned fruits dcher in consstency--—Tounder and
nore fruity in favor, becauss KARD Crystal White blende nat.
wally with the juices of the fruit and will slsa prevent crystallizas
ion of sugar in jame and jellies, Crder KARQ Crystal White
rom your grocer,

How to make and use this syrup is told in our KARQ Fre-
ercing Baok, 11 contains the most practical sort of helps for
sulting up good old-fashioned preserves that will kezp. )
Wiite us & request on a pest eard and we will send you a

opy—FREE.

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO.
Sept. T NEW YORK Box 161

me. She's worih 1E, Mirs. Coltter hasnbs suapision,

and tor Hesven's aaks destroy this note. your
wila catches on, we're Ioat.  In hasts,  Jaex.”
Mrs. Goring was not hysterical.  She

did not cry. But the sob rose in her throat,
a dry, partly stifled cry of pain. She had
come of a family of fighters, of a blood that
had never lost its dignity, even in the face
of disaster. Her father was a retired army
officer. Her brother had already made a
splendid record as a Heutenant in the navy.
Her great-grandfather had helped topitch
the British tea into Boston harbor, and her
grandfather had died at Queenstown Hights,
many years later. So she did not go to pieces
at this sudden discovery of her husband's
laithlessness,  All her ideals had been wrap-
ped up in John Goring. She had married
him six years ago, when'he was a newspaper
reporter. Her father had wanted her to

oradiplemat. But John, with his happy-go-
fucky mature, his dreams, and ambitions,

‘| had taken her heart by storm, and now——as

a fairly successful magazine writer and
novelist—she believed that his name rose
far above those of all the army officers and’
diplomats she had ever kdown—Maore
and more he had become her ideal. And
now he had fallen.

She clutched  her hands at her breast,
and looked at the clock. It was seven-
thirty. A few minutes more and he would
be with her—the other woman. The sob
broke again from her lips, and then, sud-
denly, she drew hersell erect, threw up her

marry “'in her station"—an army officer, |

unce Wi LB g v Wit i
tinctly she had heard her husband say that
she would be jealous Wwhen she sdaw “hert—
Did he intend that she—his own wife—
should become acguainted with this other
woman—this—this thing with the wonder-
ful complexion and the funny smell? Now—
she was sure that she would never again
ook Tnta John Gotlig's face, ot untessthe———
law compelled her to do so, in the straight-
ening out of their affairs. She snatched up
the letter. At the same moment she heard
steps coming up the watk. Instantly she
recognized them as her husband's. Before
she could move the front door had opened,
Without any particular reason on her own
part she thrust the letter in the bosom of her
dress, put her hand-bag behind the piano,
and theew off her hat and ceat; She heard
Ichn taking off his own hat and coat out in
the hall, and steeled herself for the meeting —-
which she” had intended should never be,
He came in, Jaughing, chuckling, ard rub-
bing his hands. He hurried to her, as usual,
to kiss her face and hair. Coldly she thrust
him back. . .
“ Yo needn’t trauble yoursell,” she said.
Goring's- face - suddenly- became. very. ...
serious. He stared at his wife.
"“Why, what's the matter, Sunset?” he
asled. ’ s
“Your question is an insaly,’. replied
Mrs. Gering, jike ice. “II you expect an
aaswer, go back and ask Jack Collier.”
[~ Goviag dropped-his-héad, -l
4Gy that—that's it2" he said. “I'm
sorry, Sunset. [—1 really dida't step-to-----
think that T was lying to you when [ toid
you tonight that 1 was goiog out to a busi-
ness engagement, instead of with Jack
Coliier. " Honest, Sunset, it's the first time
{ ever lied to you in my life. And Jack's
to blame, confound him. You sce, tomarrow

lur

head, and [aced the long mirfor in the hall.
She was bezutiful. A thousand times she
had thanked God for that, because fohn
Coring’s sensitive and romantic tempera-
ment demanded beauty. And she had
seemed to Al afl his dreams. He had nick-
named her " Sunset,” because of the glorious
color in her face and the red and gold lights
in her soft hair, [n one way or another he
fiad made her the heroine of every story he
had ever written. And all that time her
husband had—

With a hard hreath she turned from the
mirror, and read once more these lines in
the letter—''You've had more experience
with fast company than I, and you'll know

| how to handle her."

There was oniy oaé thing to dor She
made up her mind to that quickly. She
wanted no sensation, no scandal. But she
cauld never look inte John Goring's face
again—as his wife. Her father lived in a
city a hundred miles away, and she had
time to pick up what few things she wanted,
and catch the nine-thirty train. Mechanic-
ally she set about her task. Tt stil lacked
an hour of train time when she walked
down the froat steps of what had been her
home, her traveling bag in her hand. Ske
felt that the extea half hour in the oper air
would do her good. She had walked for
possibly a quarter of an hour when suddenly
it occurred to her that she had placed Jack
Collier's letter on the reading-table, and
had fargotten it. The letter was importaat.
She might need it. Hastily she turned back.

a small park. She never went abroad at
night without John's céscort, and when she
saw that oue of the beaches ahead of her
was occupied by two men she experienced
a momentary thrill of uneasiness, for it
was a lenely little park, and there were no
other people insight. But the two men were
=0 absorbed in their talk that they. paid ao
attention to-her as she passed. All at once
her heart gave a big jump. She distinctly
heard both voices. One was Jack Collier’s,
the other was her husband's. She lstened
intently.

“Now that you've seen her, tell me hen-

In nnawerdng advertisernents please mention “Lealle’s Weekly,"”

Close to her home she had to pass through |7

is his wife's birthday, mmthe’
surpeise for her. He was so afraid shewould
findl our what hé Was gefting that ke made—-
me promise not to say a word to you about....
it, and ronight, when we were going out to
try it—" : .
“Try what?" -
"Why, if | must tell yow-the—the
automobile. He has bought anautomobile.”
Mrs. Goring had turnéd her back to him.
“An automobilel” he heard her gasp.
"Yes an automobile.”” He came up™
behind her and put his arms about her.
She hid her face from him. “T'll never le
again,” he promised. M Never" :
-~ UWhat—what. color_is _i__John?™ "he”
heard her whisper. . -
-+ Red," he said, “the reddest thing you ...
ever saw in your lile.”
"“And it's—-fast?” - - ,
He could just hear that.” Sk Had turned
fher face a little, so that he could feel the
warmth of her cheele. . - B
Next thing to a racing machioe. She's
Zertainly a peach, sweetheart, and the thing
I'm afraid of is that you won't like our oid
car when you see the Colliers in such a fine
turn-out. But there’s one thing about her
I dan't like.. Her carburetor works like
a charm, but for all that she's got the queer-
est smell—"' :
“Whatever he might have said after that
wis smothered by Mrs. Goring's kiss of

forgiveness.
Why The Turk Must Go.

HE.Rev. Dr. David James Buorreli, of
:New York, recently remarked: *1 be-
fieve the Turk must go. . There'ace three
‘thingsthatareopposed to progressin Turkey:
Stavery—It it the only natien practising it.
All over the rest of the world the freedom
of man nbtaing, and even the Turk does not
attempt tosell his captives save to the bar:
barous and semi-barbarous countries of
Africa, Polygamy~—The Koran permits it,
and taught its foilowers to regard women
as but little better than kine. War—The
Koran is the warrant for war, and teaches
that war is to be made upon the infdel’till
all peoples bow to Aflah”

crop, Yer as recently 2s bweive years au
- e farmers- in--Kansas _burneel corn to Aol
their houses.

The Nafional Food Magazire, in an inter
esting article on ** The Ascendancy of Corn,
quotes the following from the Encyclopedi
Brittanica (ninth edition 1383), on the us
e ofcormasafuel:

“In the treeless Western peainies maiz
is often. grown for fuel, as in many place
" fuel can be procured so cheaply in oo othe,
way. A hundred bushels of ears is equal i
heating power to a cord of hardwood, an
may be grown for a price lese than a cor
of hardweod brings in the lkrge cides.”
Many remember when] except in th
South, corn was used ooly as a stock foud
The swertaess and desirability of corn brea:
wag early realized in the South where !
came _to. be recognized as the "poer man
staff of life.” "Corn pane,” baked alf da
in a slow ovenr was quite as much esteeme:
throughout the Scuth as "brown bread’
wag in Bosten. In recent years the popu
larity of corn bread has spread through
out the country, and everywhere the bhes
. _restaurants and hotels give it a conspic
uous place on their menu.” Not onbe i
corn bread sweet anfd palatable, but cor
is remarkably rich in nutriment. [t mad
good fuel for the farmers on the prairie, ans

" it makes equally good fuel for the body

Carn contatns 4.0 per cent. fat, 9.2 per cen:
c...protein, 75.4 per cent, carbohydrate an
praduces 1,700 calories of energy pér pouar!

- -Buch a perfectly balanced {rod is corn the
one may subsist en it alone, as did mar-

a Southern soldier during the Civil War.

But the most remarkable thing about cor:

int the new products that have been derive:

from it, the manry rew uses which scienc

and American genius have created far it

| Cora-now eaters.into 150 different_product
the most familiar being syrup, sugar, breai:
~———{gast~{oods,—shortening, szlad oils,. dese:
materials and candies. “Of course,” say

the National. Food Magaaize, ''this growin
“Tmgnfmpetition from a=esw and - unexpecter
source has caused great aatagonism towar:.

corn products from many rival ioterests

. and the products have had to fight hard for

recognition. The millers of wheat did not
fike it when corn bread began to cut in oo
“the sale 6f whedt Rour; well we can imagin:
how the manufacturer of cane syrup ob
jected ta the growing popularity of corc
syrup; how the manufacturers of] lare
iewed with glacifi the rivalry-of corn oil
‘and we rather fandy that the sngarmanu
facturers have not relished the importanc:
that corn syrup has assumed in the cand:
and preserve industry." T
© But complaint is as:yet to be heard froc
the farmers and the general public. Tk
new usés discovered for corn have gear
a doubled price to the former for his produc:
and cheaper foods for the consumer. T
industry has been the target of attact
however, from Dr. H. W. Wiley, both whre
he was chiel of the Bureau of Chemistry -
the Department of Agriculture, and sim
his retirement {ram public ofice. Commen
ihg on a recent magazine atiack by D
Wiley upor corn syrup, the Nudional Fo
Meogaginesays, ©' Aside from his insinuatio:
and aspersions it takes the doctor near’
twelve printed pages to come out bold
and say that glucose is not as sweet as ca:
sugar, that it is not healthier than ca:
sugar, and that it should  not be called co:
syrup.” .

Dr. Wiley became particularly bitt
against the industiry when he was overrui
Jin his contention that glucoese, which in t!
country is made exclusively from sheli cor
should not be called by its-more descripti
name of corn syrup. The Board of Secs
taries. of M¥r. Roosevelt’s Cabinet, 3
Roosevelt himself, Secretary of Agriculte
Wilson, and later President Taft all oo .
curred in the opinjon that corn syrup w
a proper name for a syrup made from <o
As a public official Dr, Wiley never ga




