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Wives Can Spend All Their Time From Day of
. Marriage to the Grave Wondering About
+ Their Husbands and ' Most of the
‘Answers Are Elusive

‘The alibi of the philandering husband is always that his wife doesn’t
understand him. Of course, she doesn't. No woman ever understands
any man, and of all races, t:Tbes, cults and sects of man none have 50
many curious pecullarities as husbands. Each
i3 a cross-word puzsle that his wife spends
her time from the altar to the grave wying
to work out, and among the things that keep
her guessing are these:

Why a man is so different before and
after marriage that his wife wouldn’t know
him for the same individual if he didn’t have
his marriage license tag around his neck,

Why the man who before marriage spent
hours telling her how beautiful and wonder-
ful she was and how different from all other
women, and who complimented her upon the
way her hair was fixed and her taste in
dress, never mentions the state of his attec
tions after marriage, or notices what she has

on and whether she Jooks like the wralh of God or a bathing beauty.

Why the man her father had to practically throw out of the house
before marriage in order to get rid of him she has to lock in if she wants
to spend an evening with him after marriage,

Why a man can remember all of his sweetheart's tastes and her most
casually expressed desires, but a husband never kndWs what his wife l1kes
or wants, and is as deaf as an adder to all of her hints,

Why man marries for a home and then spends as little time in it
as possible. Why a man marries & girl for one thing and then expects
her to be something totally different. Why he picks out a Dumb Dora
for a wife and is bored by her because she isn't brilliant, Why he marries
& living fashion-plate and complains about her dress bills, Why he sel-
ects a career woman for a wife and feels that he has been stung because
she isn't a crackerjack cook.

Why husbands in general do not feel called upon to treat their wives
a8 if they were lads and why they say things to their wives that they
would not dream of saying to theiy st or clerks or any woman
who had an able-bodied brother.

Why husbands who are witty and entertaining and set other people's
dinner tables in a roar so often never open their mouths at their own
tables except to put food in them or to complain about the soup having
too much salt in it, or the roast being overdone,

Why the man who before marriage could keep up with his own be-
longings and take oare of himself becomes as helpless as a baby as soon
as he is married, and can never afterward find a clean shirt or locate &
handkerchief by himself.

Why men who have been acoustomed to paying staggering restaurant
aocksare under the delusion that a woman can run a home on practic-
ly nothing and conjure good meals and home comforts out of the air.

Why a man will trust his wife with his name and his honor, but not
his pocketbook. Why men think that heir wives have no desire for fin-
ancial independenee and actually enjoy them for eVery cent and
m?g" asked: “What did you do with that qu I gave you week before

Why any husband has the nerve to speak of " his wife
when she works fourteen hoArs a day to make a comfortable home for
him and his children and to save his money. Why husbands think that,
justtbeing married to them is all the dlVersion that any woman could!
want.
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“Daughter Of Venus”

BY ROBERT T ERRY SHANNON

CHAPTER I

Juliet looked at O’Hara coolly,
let her eyes run over his Iface, his
clothes, his hands. All at once she
was trembling—but she didn’t know
why. Never before—except once

way. Never before , . .

“I wish youd tell me, Mr.
O’Hara,” she asked in a strained
voice, “just why it is that you don’t
like me.” Lol

It was Madame Hubert who an-
swered.

“It's because he knows I admire
you and he’s afraid you'll get his
Job.”
Juliet tried to flash her most daz-
zling smile. “I'd love to have &
whack at Mr. O’'Hara’s job!”

O'Hara got up from his chair.
This time he was in earnest and he
was leaving, .

“Okay with me,” he said quietly.
“You've got the job right now Miss
Rankin. Good night and goodby.”

His broad departing back plowed
its way out of the laughing and
dancing and dining throng.

“Don’t you worry, my dear,’ said
Madame Hubert placidly to Juliet.
“He'll be at his desk by 10 o’clock
tomorrow morning — and so will
you.”

It was at this precise instant —
when O’'Hara’s face was gone—that
she remembered him. It all came
back with a swirl that tore like a
wolf at her heart . . . that brought
a stified cry of anguish to her
bright seductive lips . . .

. . . .

Madame Hubert began making
preparations to leave the Cocoanut
Grove which, as midnight ap-
proached, was getting more crowd-
ed, and noisier, and smokier and
gayer.

“Then it's settled, my dear,” she
told Juliet. “Youre a member of
the staff now. We'll discuss salary
and all that tomorrow I'll wait in
the lounge while you run upstairs
and get your wrap.”

“You want me to go somewhere
—now?” ,
“We're going back to the Insti-
tute,” said the older woman with
surprising energy. ‘I don’t need
much sleep, and you shouldn’t at
your age. We have a dying woman
on our hands — a patient—and
something has got to be done.”

The Madame got to her feet and
Juliet saw that she was a mere
wafer of a woman, a dry croaking
whisper of humanity. When she
was upstairs in her bleak lttle
room Juliet put on her wrap and
paused to give her luxuriant hair a
quick combing.

That man O’'Hara . . .

Her heart kept twistnig and
bleeding until she felt dizzy and
faint as she continued to think of.

Why husbands think that cooking and washing and baby-tending is
8 pastime of which worilen never tire, although being shut up in a house:|
for a single day gives them the heebeejeebies, and taking care of the baby
on a Sunday afternoon gives them nervous prostration,

Why husbands believe that becamse their wives loved them when they,
medmemlmc ey sre bournxt to go on memmtheend,sd
18 o necessty of tyying to retain a wife's affections,

Wby husbands empeot_their wives to forgive them for philandering fo;
which they wouldt drag their wives into the divorce caurnph ne for

And, most of all, wives why when thelr husbands know that
o few tdnder' vomds nd e wasn't fust out of cold wolsa
make them happy and mt*:ann-m worth wlmwe, they mdeom
them. DOROTHY DIX.

. SWAM HANDCUFFED WHO GETS THE FEE?

: LESBON, Portugal—Three refer-

L

‘minutes. established a new world's | foul crept in and referee No. 2

record when he swam handouffed, | walked off. Referee No. 3 finished
. 82 hours, 40 minutes. the game, and the question is who
gets the $2.60 fee.
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Spring Fashions Feor
Home Dress-Making |

And believe me, that little
maiden of yours will just love any
.oportunity to wear a darling outfit
like this one.

White dimity with yellow spots
is pictured. The hat is banded
in yellow silk grosgrain ribbon.

It's very quaint and pretty of
sturdy gingham in blue and white
check for playtime with white

occasions when you
Swahit daughter to look as darling
as possible, it’s adorable in crisp
pale blue organdie.

young legs.

Style No. 301 is designed for sizes
2, 4 and 6 years and includes pat-
terns for dress and hat.
requires 1% yards of 39-inch mater-
-ial with % yard of 13-inch or wider

stamps or coin (coin is preferrad.)
‘Wrap coin carefully.
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her like a merry-go-round. Girlhood

him. The handsome line of his pro-
file, his lack brows, the turn of his
head and the swing of his shoulders
brought back vividly the old anguish
she had hoped to bury forever.
O’Hara was the living image —
the breathing photograph—ot her
dead lover . . . .

Juliet’s past life whirled before

in an orphanage. The Middlewest-
ern family that adopted her at
eighteen. Their death and the in-
heritance of five thousand dollars
that had taken her to Chicago. The
wild fling at clothes, theatres, ho-
tels, books, dances, all the dreamed-
of luxuries of a hungry-hearted
girlhood. Then poverty again.
Next, New York, with a few incon-
sequential bits on the stage and a
luokier fling at art modeling.

Love came to her like forked
lightning out of the sky — he was
an aviator, a stunt flyer, younger
than O’Hara but with the same
brows, the same eyes, the same
strong masculinity of profile,

Nature, by some cruel caprice,
had reproduced, physically, in.
O'Hara even the mannerisms of
that boy whose plane crashed him
to death five years ago.

The funeral was held on the day
they had set for their wedding . . .

Juliet burned all his photographs
and letters. After that nothing mat-
tered. It was no good trying to keep
alive something that was dead. A
Job as social secretary, a better one
in an advertising agency, a small
stroke of luck with a few stocks.

Grass grew over his grave and
the wound in her heart was naught
but a scar until O’Hara — tonight—
had torn it open.

And now she knew why she had
trembled in O'Hara's presence, why
those old seething currents
surged once more in her veins. The
swift new pain of it was like the

laught of some d ous emo-
tional madness.

‘The aching stress of it was almost
more than she could bear, but she
knit her resolution together and
tried desperately to obliterate all
memory, all sensation.

In the lobby O'Hara, waiting,
emerged from the depth of a great
chair, Without a word he walked
beside Juliet and Madame Hubert
escorting them to the Madame's 1~

—had any man affected her that|

it.

mousine. This act of repentence for
rudeness kept Juliet from utterly
despising him.

8he was getting a grip on herself
now and was able to ward off the
agitation he radiated.

“Good night, Madame,” he said,
holding the door open.

As his hand touched Jullet's el-
bow, assisting her into the car, a
faint cwrrent ran through her
nerves.

“Lots of luck, Miss Rankin.” He
stood there with a derisive smile as
they drove away.

The tawny grayhound of a limou-
sine sped through streets strange to
Juliet—streets with sleepy houses
and quiet lawns and drowsy trees
slipping past. The Iate night air
swept around the car, saturating it
with crisp coolness.
fad Hubert, touched Juliet's
arm. “Look!”

Over on the right, an ivory-col-
ored tower of a building, bathed in
iflumination, lifted its graceful pro-
portions in the direction of heaven.
The whole city seemed to circle
around it. At the base, other biuld-
ings were dark and squat and dis-
pairing.

said

Mad

“The I
Hubert, with a glow in her voice.

Somehow it was as though a song
began to throw in Juliet's heart.

“It's—gorgeous!” she breathed.

“Thought you'd like it!” chuckled
Madame Hubert. “I built it myself
out of my own Ko

Juliet could not tear her
from the softly luminous Institute.
It was a pillar of light, a phosphor-
escent spire upward flung toward
the stars in promise of some mys-
terlous fulfillment. So beautiful it
seemed that mist came stealing into
her eyes, leaving her feeling piti-
ably small and excited.

“Why did you give me this op-
portunity, Madame Hubert?” she
was surprised to hear herself ask-
ing. “I'm a stranger—you know
absolutely nothing about me.”

“Nothing wrong with you, is

there?”

“Not that I know of,” smiled
Juliet. “Nothing, at least, that
would interfere with my employ-
ment.”

“I didn’t think so,” Madame Hu-
bert told her. “The only danger I
see in you is that you might be too
attractive to the men. You won't
get very far in our business if you
start playing with fire. We shall
see. Why did I hire you? Well, we
need a beautiful thing like you at
the Institute to, offset my own ugli-
ness. But that isn’t the real reason.
I'm taking you on because I have
an instinct that amounts to genius
for finding the right people when I
need them.” .

The immediate need of Madame
Hubert and her Institute was a so-
lution of the Gottlieb case. Perhaps
the old woman had clutched at
Jullet's fresh mind for that very
purpose.

At any rate, she laid the whole
dangerous situation before Juliet
while they were yet in the limou-

sine.

“O’Hara’s brain has gone stale on
So has mine, and so has Von
Guerdon’s. All we do is quarre] at
each other, Perhaps you'll have a
good idea. We shall see.”
(To Be Continued.)

YOUTHS PADDLE
TOWARD PACIFYC

WATERWAYS, Alta, Jul
(@.P.)—A hot northern smyx g:;
down upcn two struggling canoeists
today, far up somewhere in Cane
ada’s sub-Arctic. Their objective
was the Pacific Coast, and thetr
rout 1lxiigy c»lver 1,000 miles of swift-
runn. rivers, hard
wide lakes. portages and

F. Dixbury and T. J. Wood of,
Lakefield, Ont., spent much of
thelr time canoeing in Bastern
Canada. They thought they would
like to paddle across the North-
West Territories and the Yukon. So
they packed their duffle and head-
ed for this “end of steel” 200 miles
nerth of Edmonton. )

The two left Edmonton July 14.
From there, they, travelled by river
boat to Fort Norman, 950 miles
farther north. There, they set their
canoe upon the water of the
mighty Mackenzie River and
headed for the Pacific Ocean. They
expecte the trip to take two months.

From the Mackenzie, Dixbury
and Wood will paddle in to Rat
River, then portage across to the
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The Ferry Comes to Him Who Walls
S

yo.‘.l‘v., %ln said the 3 "'!
allus vowed as I'd never wed till Ig
8 reg’lar income week in, week out.

“Indeed” responded the aquire.
“And now you've ot it at last?”

“Ay, zur,” sald Jarge. “I started
drawin’ me old-age pension last
week.”

New Deal for Biddlecombe

The battered, mud-bespattered,
broken-down old buggy groaned its

hill it for a smooth, silent, sighing
Rolls or the like to slide over, but
not for this relic of the past. Pat-
ient little pink-nosed, bespectacled
Biddlecombe sat at the wheel with
an apologetic look on his face. They
were almost at he crest of the hill.

o loﬂ.: dorg er’s 1 he saw &
over ver’s face as
toll-house at the side of the road,
at the very top of the hill. As the
car asthmatized its flagging way
the last few yards, an official step-
ped out of the toll-house, and stop-
ped the car with a look.

“Three and
he, curtly.

The little man groped his way out
of the anclent cock-pit, the cares of

gaze | the world fallen from him.

“Done,” he said.

[ cook’s
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GRAPE-NUTS ICE-BOX COOKIES

Two and a half cups sifted cake

flour, 1 teaspoon soda, % teaspoon

salt, % cut butter or other shorten-

ing, 1 cup sugar, 1 egg well beaten,
3% cup grape-nuts, % cup sour milk,

1 teaspoon vanilla, 1 teaspoon cin-
amon. ’

n
Sift flour once, add sods and salt,
and sift again. Cream shortening,
add sugar, and cream together until
light and fluffy. Add egg and grape-
nuts, then flour and milk alternate-
ly, & small amount at a time, Beat
well after.
vanilla. Ohill dough until firm.
out small amount at & time on well-
floured board to %-inch thickness.
Cut with floured cutter. Place on
greased sheet. Mix sugar
and cinnamon and sprinkle over top
of each cookies. Bake in hot oven
(426 degrees Fahrenheft) six minu-
tes. Makes eight dozen cookies,

SCOTCH SHORTBREAD

Two cups flour, 1 cup butter, %
anilla.

Mix
hands, then add sugar and vanilla.
Knead the peste smooth, roll out
half-inch thick, and cut in small
sq Pinch the
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Bell and down that st into the

had Porcupine River. Finally they will

reach the broad Yukon River,
which will bring them out to the
Pacific Coast,

PLAYS OLD VIOLIN

MONTON, —(CP.)—A violin
186 years old is still in use here.
Owned and played by Robert
Buchanan, it was made at Mitten-
wald, Germany, by Bartholonew
Kramer in 1750. The instrument is
valued at more than $1,000, It has
carried down the decades a glori-
ous mellow tone.

cover with the ure.
Place for a moment or two in the
oven until the wh.

8

stertorous way up the steep hill—a |.

oll
When dry, this looks like varnish.

YGJNG and old,
picks Shredded eat
for its delicious flavor and
rich nourishmeat. Fi

or each
: biscuit is
c'g;p*. golden-brown s
added, nothing taken away.
And it
iy Aoy b
breakfast for tomorrow
mormiog.

COMPANY, LTD.
MNiagars Falls -
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SHREDDED

WH

MADE IN CANADA - OF CANADIAN WHEAT

Fashions -:- Literature

12 big biscuits
in every box

EAT

The HOUSEWIFE and
HER ACTIVITIES

HIKING SONG

Swinging alone to the MK of a

song,
Never a thought of the smooth,
Rough road and smooth,

Come where the purple heather-
bell grows
‘Midst bracken golden brown;
Over the moors
Far from the lures
Of the hectic life of & towm.

Let us forget the worry and fret
Of our daily toil for bread;
Come then, and pack

Your haversack,
A ocarefree road we will tread.

There where the lofty fir trees
grow, :
Where the clean winds blow 80
free;
Through Highland glen,
Round loch and ben,
with me!

Come take the road
M. B. MAOAULAY.

‘WOODEN BELTS.

hook and eye devices.

VENETIAN BLINDS
Venetian blinds must be washed
with a good, mild soap

slate. After washing,
with a rag dipped in linseed,

TABLOID
When making ngmm?:m"“
the maxim, “Soup 508D
spolled.” The soup should be cook-
ed gently and evenly.
Vinegar and whiting will take the
“bloom” off podshed surfaces such
as planos. . 4o

Always use clear shellac on the
floor before painting when the floor
has been waxed. The same shellac
is used on linoleum before paint-
ing. )

GARDEN FURNITURE

More and more each summer does

garden furniture feature in the
kinds—

MIDSUMMER MADNESS

At this time of the year a form
of midsummer madness seems to

been shown and there is s lull be-
fore they start work on the sutumn
models.
Strange bisarre thoughts come
into their breins. Here are a few
ideas—

with them and are adequately fit-
ted inside with containers for
money, make-up, handkerchief and
all the other items of the hand-

bag.

A cartwheel hat of wired tulle
trimmed with a garland of lilies of
the valley has a matching muff of
ruched tulle lined with silk, with &

SIGNATURE COLOR

Sarah Fabyan who with Helen
mateh for

SANTA SONG LANDS
CHEERY MAID IN TUB

A Winnipeg business girl arose in
and hummed

Her family held themselves man-
fully in check until she had finish-
ed dressing and had applied the
Mwmdmmwdm

Then they threw her, fully =
ed, into & tub of water.

8he is not singing “Santa Clause
is Ooming to Town” any longer.

OLD POTATOES MAKE A GOOD
SOUFFLE

This is s light and  nourishing
dish and ‘an exoonen;“:nv of

Today’'s Short Wave
Radio Program

(AR tmg is Eastern Standesd)

FRIDAY, JULY 31
Moscow

4 p. m.—The Fight for Peacs,
RNE, 25. m., 12 meg.
Berlin

25.56 m., 11.77 meg.
Rome

60:0 p. m.—News bulletins in
English; concert of music of the
17th and 19th Oenturies; “Rome's

Voice;” Neapolitan songs.
2RO, 31.1 m,, 9.63 meg.
London

6:48 p. m.—"A Little More
Dreama. Extracts from “Bast
Lynne,” “Under Two Flags,” and
“Sweeney Todd, the Demon Barber
of Fleet Street.” GSP, 19.6 m,, 15.31
meg., GO, 19.8 m, 15.14 meg,;
asD, 25.5 m., 11.T meg.

Madria

7 p. m.—Music; time signal;
Spanish lesson. BAQ, 30.5 m., 9 87

8:30 p. p.—Folk Muic. DJD,
254 meg., 11.77 meg.
London

9:00 p. m.—"“Fairground.” Typi-

cal sounds and characters from

m., 11.76 meg, GSC, 31 3 m,
meg.
Parls
10:30 —News in English. TPA4,
25.6 m., 11.72 meg.

Regina
12:30 a. m. —Moon Ripples.

OJRO, Winndpeg, 48.7 m., 6.16 meg,
Winnipeg, 25.6 m, 11.72

1§

cream, two beaten egg yolks &
teaspoon chopped parsley, salt and
pepper, and beat all well me'-hﬁ'l
three egg whites to a st
and fold into the mixture.
in a well-buttered souffe-
fireproof baking-dish ﬂ;\:j
moderate oven (
half an hour.

OCOVER CUT ONION

Tt is unwise to use an onion thal
been ocut into and left from &
previous day, because oniond

absort any germs which
may be present in the air. At the
same time it is often unnecessary
to use a whole onjon, and it seems
watefl to throw the unused part
away. If the onion is left on the
cold slab in the larder and tum-
bler inverted over it to exclude the
alr it may safely be used another
day. The same method will keep
& lemon fresh.

TAKE -+~ MECCA

E

A
TIN OF

ON HOLIDAYS

Den’t let Sunbum, Windburn, Polson Ivy,
Mosquito and Insect Bites spoil your hc?l-
day. Mecca Ointment is almost magical in
soothing and healing skin irritations. No
camp or cottage should be without

are children.
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OINTMENT

JUST KIDS




