" eottage.

« Big out at the village street.

" going to the city. But I can't live on
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Feeding
Cupid :

By LAURA MONTGOMERY
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@ 1922, by McClure Newspaper Syndicate.

Rose glanced about her wistfully as
she wulked up the little wooden walk
lending from the gate to the gray
stone that stood In front of the tiny
The long parlor, stretching
across the south front with Its wide
wincows, brought” back memorles of
the invalid father who had spent so
many hours fn the_sunny room, look
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.""No,” she decided, “1 shan't sell it.
T cannot bear to think of any stranger
.in that room. I wish 1 could get some
boarders, then I could stay home and
putter about my kitchen Instead of

nothing, and maybe | can save enough
to. come back here summers.”

Roge had taken domrestic science at
bigh school, and when she spoke of
trying to get boarders her old friends
had laughed at the notion.

“Why, Rose, country people like
good plain food. You learned to make
cream puffs and rut salads and all
that fluffy stuff, and, anyway, who
would board with you? We all have
our own houses to live in.”

“l know it,”” returned the girl
doubtfully. “Even the teachers live at
bome, but—" She lapsed into silence,
.turning over the ever-present prob-
lem in her mind.

How could she stay at home without

etting -into debt? The cottage had

een closed while she had finished
bchool in the next town, and her uncle
in Pontiac had advised her to sell, but
this she was reluctant to do.

“It's almost impossible for me to go
to ‘church,” complained plump Mrs.
Betts gs she stopped in to talk with
Rose. “Getting the children ready Is
enough for a body to do, but to try
and get things in shape for a quick
dinner is—"

- “Why don't you have a fireless cook-
er and put your dinner in there?”

" eou Said You Would Take Boarders.”

asked Rose, who was invarlably help-
ful.

"Mrs, Betts rocked vigorously: “I
just kmew you'd “come back full of'
theories, Rose. These newfangled
things sound all right, but my mother:
cooked on a big hard coal range, and
that’s good enough for me. ] suppose
you'd llke a washer, too, ta do the'
work for you Instead of honest rub- !
bing " 2

“Why, 'of course I would,” Rose's
face dimpled at her old neighbor's dls-l
may. “They are much easier on the
clothes and no strength Is requlred.|
I know that housework can be made,
simple by a little headwark. The men
don’t do things the way their fathers
did. They use machinery on the farm
and bhave leisure time where a farmer
used to work constantly.”

“You'd make a good housewife,
Roele, you have so much enthusiasm
for the common things of life,” sighed
Mrs. Betts, who had once had a four-
line poem published and who had
since languished for fame. “I like to
let my thoughts soar on better things.” ;

“] have a fireless cooker. Say, sup-
pose you alk come to dinner here Sun-
day at 2 o'clock, then you won't have
to bother before church amd I hate'
to eat alone. I'll be going away soon '

_and I'd like to have a little party here !

first. Suppose I have as many as I’
~cun get In—" Roge’s blue eyes
twinkled at the pleasure in the other’s:
face and she lost herself ia mental
calculations as to the number she

- could seat in the parlor.

Sunday morning the invited guests
stared In amazement as they saw Rose
in ber accustomed place in church.

Jim Deering, who had heard of the|
party at Rose's hoyse, smiled grimly
as he saw her. He had been a stanch
admirer of hers, but he, too, had heard
of the domestlc science course and had '
decided that the girl would be too
high-notioned for a common mau's'
wife: “She’'d be serving angel food
when a man wanted pork and beans.
I like an old-fashioned girl who can
make a home.”

“Rose, you didn’t forget about the'
dinner, did you?" Little Mary Betts,
tugged at the girl's arm as she went |
down the alsle after services,

‘him well.
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“No. Be there at Z 0'Clock snarp,”
smiled the girl,

Jim Deering, just ahead, turned.
“lI didn't get an ‘invite to your fare.

_well party,” he suggested.

The cool mentlon of her departure
stabbed Rose, but she rallied, con-
sclous of the smiles about her. “Come
to dinner, If you like,” she sald, try-

ing to speak casually; “you won't get |-

much, though.” )

He looked down at her trim suit
and soft hat,. with its drooping brim,
and ed, She was mighty attrac-
tive, but he needed a wife who would
be a home body. “I'll be there,” he
sald. 5

The dinner was a surprise. From
the delicately browned round of beef
to the thick apple ple, with real cream
over it, the meal was perfect. |

“Best coffee I ever drank” re-
marked Ed Betts, thoughtlessly, and
was recalled by a glance from his
wife,

“How could you have it all ready
and still go to church?' demanded
Hannah Meeker, accepting a second
cup of the amber coffee.

“I planned It all out, and almost all
the solld food was In the cooker while
I was gone. I baked yesterday,” mur-
mured Rose, looking embarrassed
under the shower of pralse—pralse
that meant something, coming from her
plain-spoken neighbors.

Jimm Deering looked at the light
home-made bread and then at the girl
whom he had thought too well edu-
cated to be a good cook. x

“Rose, you sald you would take
boarders if there were any,” began
Mrs. Betts, “why couldn't you serve
dinners here?” She looked around the
south room with its crisp white cur-
tains and shining casement windows.
“You would have all you could seat.
Some might come just Saturdays and
Sundays, others every day. We all
have so many children that it would
be wonderful to be able to step down
street and find a real dinner waiting.
Then, too, we would all enjoy meet-
Ing. It would be like having a party
every day.”

Rose surveyed her guests with shin-
Ing eyes. “Do you really mean it?”
she cried as a chorus of voices ac-
cepted, some for daily dinners, others
for the week-ends when housework
was heavy.

Toward evening when the last of the
guests had drifted homeward Jim
Deering still lingered. Manlike, he be-
gan to fear he might lose the girl as
he saw the esteem her culinary skill
had aroused in the village. Mrs. Betts
had sald that she knew the new min-
Ister, a bachelor, would be delighted
to have dinners with Rose and the
prospect irritated him amazingly.

“Rose,” he murmured. “I kept hesi-
tating because. I thought you had
grown too fine for me. I didn’t dream
that you would be willing to get right
down to tacks and cook real food. The
work will be too much for you. Don't
y&ithink you had better settle down
and cook for just one man?”

And Rose, reading the real love be-
hind the mask of the blunt, teasing
words, agreed. -

0DD “CURES” FOR BRONCHITIS

Widespread Belief in Some Parts of
England That Blue Beads Will
Do the Trick.

The quaint bellef that a necklace of
blue beads preserves children. and
especially girl children, from bron-
chitis, is vedy widespread. Herein
lies the reason for the sale of thou-
sands on thousands of cheap blue glass
necklaces in hundreds of-little gen-
eral shops In the poorer quarters of
London and. other big cities. They
come from Bohemia, and neither the
manufacturers there nor their whole-
sale agents in this country knew until
recently for what purpose they were

wanted. ;

The necklaces are made of beads
of a peculiar dark blue, almost vlolet,
color. No other beads will do. They
are never taken off, and should the
wearer die the necklace is buried with
her. ‘- Similarly, a-child with a sore
throat wears a coral bead necklace.
The same article of jewlery, when
worn by aduits, is supposed to drive
away depression and melancholy. The
wearing of a jade necklace Is belleved

. by many people to be a sure cure fer

kidney trouble. This bellef is widely
held by the Latln races, the very name
“jade” being derived from a Spanish
word meaning. “lions.”—London Tit-
Blts.

Greatness Seldom Appreciated.
No man Is great to those who know
Shakespeare was only one
of the players around old London.
Goldsmith was too poor to purchase
patches for his wornout clothes. We
think we would treat such men of

genius better, As a fact the next gen- '

eration will tell us what gumps we
were in not seeing the genius of our
own day. But don't worry about that,
you may not be it. To build big takes

the fire of genius. Great structures-

can’t be visualized at a glance. It's
the patient plugging that finally re-

-veals the detalls that commend the

entérprise.—Exchange.

Bark Lights Houses,
The cork= oak grows plentifully in
Spain, and the peasants make use of
the bark to light their houses at night.
The bark is placed In a Kkettle, from
which protrudes a-spout; and when
it 1s hot enough it gives off a gas which
burns with considerable brilllancy. If
the family sits up late, several kettles
of cork bark are used during the eve-
ning; but the lighting Is not expen-
sive, and the peasant is careful to
save the carbonized cork.refuse, for
he can sell.it, as it is known commer-
cially as “Spanish black,” one of the
{ntensest black-browns known among
pigments.—Columbus Dispatch.

U. 5. REPRESENTATIVE SIMEON
D. FESS, OMIO, CHAIRMAN RE-
PUBLICAN CONGRESSIONAL
COMMITTEE. - =

of the womanhood of the country.
This great piece of humanitarian leg-
islation is the first of an ambitious
program of progressive legisiation
espoused by women in their new
sphere of political activity.

The Republican Congress enacted a
new taxation measure. This new
measure reduces during the current
year the public tax bill in the sum of
$818,000,000. It increases the-exemp-
tions allowed the man of mederate in.
come; it repeals the “nuisance” taxes;
all of the transportation taxes, which
were a heavy burden upon agricultural
and industrial shippers; it repealed
the excess profits tax and reduced and
revised the surtax. >

In this connection it is interesting
to set down the actual reduction of
public expenditures which have taken
place since the Republican Party came
into control of the United States Con-
gress. The operating cost of the
United States Government in the year
1919 was $19,000,000,000. That year
the Republican Congress began to
function. It used a blue pencil upor
the appropriations asked by the Demo-
cratic administration chiefs. The op-
erating costs of the Government in
1920 were only $7,500,000,000. The Re-
publican Congress.continued to econo-
mize, and the cost of running the Gov-
ernment in 1921 was reduced to $6,
600,000,000. Much of this was the
residue of the Democratic administra-
tion. By close co-operation between
the executive departments and the
Congress in 1921, the expenditures of
the Government for the current year
are to be not in excess of $4,000,000,-
000, and economies which have been
put into effect give promise of cutting
this to $3,500,000,000. In connection
with this, Congress has enacted the
foreign-debt funding law, which au-
thorizes a commission to take imme-
diate steps to place our loans to
foreign countries in a collectible shape,
so that we may begin to receive the
interest and principal due us and
thereby still further reduce our do-
mestic taxation.

In summing up, it may be stated
that the Republican Party in March,
1921, found the nation with her rela-
tions with many foreign countries
strained to almost the breaking point,
her fundamental principles under ‘dis-
cussion, her historic significance in
question, her population surfeited with
the profits of war and wild extrava-
gance, her industries inflated by over-
expansion from war demands, and
problems of reconstruction compli-
cated and imminent.

Today sees peace again established
with all countries, foreign relations re-
sumed with honor to ourselves and
complete justice to others, the finest
attitude of the'world toward our moral
leadership as evinced in the arms con-
ference, a policy of proper regard for
the defenders of the nation's rights,
an economic administration upon the
soundest principles of economy, a re-
duction of our public funded debt to
the amount of $2,000,000,000, and a re-
duction of our floating debt of $700,-
000,000, a reduced taxation of over
three-quarters of a billion dollars per
vear, a rejuvenated agriculture and
industrial fabric sorely distressed by
the havoc of war, the prospect of gen-
eral employment of American labor

in American industries, the only coun-

try which not only is balancing it§
budget, but has really reduced the war
debt, has restored its credit, and dis-
plays signs of promise on all hands of
a resumption again of our happy and
promising stage which preceded the
inauguration of the Democratic foibles
of the new freedom and policies of
suspiclon and persecution of success.
Such is the achievement of the first
year of the Republican administration
in control of both the executive and
legislative branches of our Govern-
ment.

But it should be noted that all of
this splendid program has been car-
ried out in the face of the persistent
opposition of the solid Democratic
Party, which has attempted to defeat
every effort to rehabilitate the nation,
and which has opposed every measure
proposed, not because it b, anything
to offer in substitution, but because it
is habitually the party of opposition,
complaint and petty criticism.

The Republican Party gladly goes
to the country upon its record of con-
structive work, confident that the
memory of eight years of Democratic
misrule is too vivid in the mind of the
public to leave any doubt as to the
declslo\n of the American people as to
which party should have control of the
Congress during the critical period of
nation-wide and world-wide reconstruc.
tion.
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The Kidnaped

Princess

By DOROTHY WHITCOMB
N nE

Copyright, 1922, Western Newspaper Unlon.

“Her Serene Highness Princess
Beatrice of Luxemburg has joined the
fast augmenting ranks of women ex-
plorers,” sald Randolph at the club.
“She has left on a three years' trip
through Central Arabia, and expects
te emerge from the desert near Bag-
dad at the end of that period. It will
be remembered that her diverce from
the prince of Wessel, after four years
of married life made much conversa-
tion at the courts of Europe last sum-
mer.”

“That's Interesting,” put In Bruce.
“] dldn’t know princesses were hu-
man enough to be granted divorces,
By the way, what's become of Gardi-
ner?”

L]
i

“What has become of Gardiner?”|*

asked somebody else.

“I've- seen him,” sald little Jim
Barnes. “But either he has failing
evesight or he is living Incog. just
now. I saw him stepping out of an
auto in front of a house in Yonkers,
where I happened to be last week.
Ordinary house, ordinary auto, but the
lady he was with—say! She was
stunner, Black, flashing eyes, and
such an_air. I'd know her anywhere
In ten years' time.”

“Speaking of Gardiner,” said Treve-
than, “I'm going to tell you fellows
something. As you know, Gardiner
and I went to Europe -together some
five years ago. We stopped at a lit-
tle hotel in Spa. There were some in-
teresting people’ at our hotel. One of
them was a Belglan countess—at least,
so she called herself.

“I don't know how Gardiner struck
up an acquaintance with her, but be-
fore a week was out she and he were
always together, walking in the
woods, listening to the band, or sit-
ting outside the casino side by side.

“We three were sitting out in front
of the hotel. 1 could see the countess’
big eyes, fixed on Gardiner's; I could
gsee the tremulous fluttering of her
heart under her corsage. >

“I made some trivial excuse and
rose, promising to be back in half an
hour or so. I took a few turns up
and down the open space in front of
the hotel; and then a big, burly man
dressed like an officer and accompa-
nied by two smaller men, also in uni-
form, came out of the hotel and
walked stralght toward Gardiner and
the countess.

“I looked round after them. At the
sight of the big, burly man the count-
ess seemed to grow pale as death,
She rose to her feet. Gardiner rose
also, but I could see he had no Ink-
ling of the situation. Then, In the
twinkling of an eye, th¢ big man
raised her in his arms and ran back
with her through the hotel” dining
room, carrying her as though she had
been a bag of-feathers.

“Of course Gardiner went after her.
But the two men who had been with
the big man contrived to get In his
way and trip him, so that when at
last we reached the hotel door togeth-
er there was no sign of an automo-
bile or of the countess. The maid had
vanished, and the proprietor seemed
quite indignant when I questioned him
about the kidnaping, and accused me
of being Inebriated.

“Gardiner spent the night rushing
about the streets, In the wild Mope
that the countess was being held.

“On the lowest step of the hotel
Gardiner and I found a lady's visit-
Ing card. It had evidently dropped,
or had been thrown there by Intent
as the girl was being carried out of
the hotel. ' On it was engraved the
name of the lady who [s now, or was
till recently, Princess Beatrice of Lux-
emburg.

“So Gardiner had the clue, but that
was all. 1 went with him to Luxem-
burg and we stood before the big, old-
fashioned palace of the ruler, and
watched the sentry walking up and
down with his rifle over his shoul-
der. Not much use trying to get past
him! i

“We spent, I think, three days In
this sort of nonsense, and then we
read In the newspapers that the prin-
cess was llving In seclusion at the
court of Wessel, paying a visit to the
mother of the young prince whom, it
was rumored, she was to marry. Next
day the engagement was announced.
That day we left for America.”

“He never got over It,” Trevethan
contipued. “I am sure that he was
in love with her all the time. I know
that about the time of her marriage
he went big game stalking In the
Rockies without a guide, and was
away for months, living in complete
solitude. However, if you really saw
him In Yonkers—but I guess you were
mistaken, Jimmy. Gardiner isn't the
sort of man to go to Yonkers., He
hates the suburbs. Unless, he was
making a call there. . . . By the
way, I'd like to see that plece about
the princess In the newspaper.”

Somebody picked it up and handed
it to him, and Trevethan read it.

“Well, she still has the traveling
instinct,” he sald, “and if she eludes
the Arabs as deftly as she eluded her
father when she was at Spa I shpuldn't
be surprised if she did succeed in
crossing the peninsula. Why, here's
her likeness! She hasn't changed a
particle since those days when-I knew

her. But this doesn't begin to do her
justice. Hello, Jimmy! What alls
you?” =

Jimmy Barnes had picked up the
paper and was staring at the like-
ness.

“Oh, nothing much,” he answered,
laying it down. “Only this happens
ts be the lady I saw with Gardiner in
Yonkers.”

PAGE THRER
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Kathleen Myers

One of the new faces in the “movies”
—Miss Kathleen Myers—promises to
prove of much interest to the patrons

of the moving picture theaters. Miss
Myers is the daughter of a very suc-
cessful steel manufacturer. She ls
said to possess marked ability.

I
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EF my boss ees no preety careful

he gonna hava plenta trouble
somaday weeth da famlly, Seence he
buy da autmobeel he geeva too moocha
considerash for da car and no pay
moocha attensh for hees wife.

He tella me other day he taka hees
wife down one place to see some frien,
She wanta stay dat place and da
boss he wanta go other place. So he
tella her he come back and geta her
bouta half pasta nine.

Hees wife she waita een dat place
(or longa tigne bouta half pasta twelve
and da boss no show up. She getta
preety mad and go home weeth da
streeta car.

And when da boss come back wus
tree, four clock een da morning. He
say when he getta out leetle way
from town he getta miss een da car
and hava da blowout,

You know weeth da autmobeel you
can getta cheecken and hava da blow-
out mosta any time. But I no tink
ees r(ght for da married man, I aska
da boss who da cheecken was and he
tella me Re no gotta cheecken. He
say was Jjusa miss een da magneto
wot maka heem late.

But when he tella hees wife he hava
da blowout and getta Miss Mag Neto
een da cur she no care ver mooch.

.She say was too bad he hava trouble

dat way.

Now I dunno eef Miss Mag Neto was
frien for hees wife or not, but eef I
was her you betta my life I no trust
too mooch. Mebbe somaday Mag and
da boss hava da blowout and she try
maka love weeth heem. And den ees
beega blowup een da boss's family.

I no tink da boss gotta beezness
foola weeth Mag or any other cheecken
80 longa he gotta da wife.

Wot you tink?

(Copyright.)
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A LINE 0’ CHEER

By John Kendrick Bangs.

THE LIGHT-BEARER

OU cannot be the sun,
But you can carry light
To those whose paths must run
Through ways of night.

You cannot be a star
That lights the heavenly way,
But where dark shadows are
At close of day.

E’sen as the star anon

Leads to the morning clear,
So too may you lead on

To realms of cheer.

= (Copyright.)

#Cepyright, by McClure Syndicate)

g Partners for
z Life
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“Things look pretty dublous, you
see,” observed Lawyer Balley.

“There 1s no doubt that my fathet's
business Is in a critical condition,
Well, I am here to mend it."”

“I hope you do and you look as If
you are going to give the experiment
a good, hard try,” observed the at-
torney with an admiring glance at the
clear-faced, supple-limbed young man
before him.

Percival Deane had been called from
the midst of splendid attainments. at
college to realize the true aobllity
of a self-sacrificing father. Deane &
Marvin had been to the son a synonym
for stability and profit,

“The situation Is easily told,” sald
Mr. Balley. “Two years ago your
father's partner, Mr. Marvin, induced
him to agree to investigate a chance
to purchase a Peruvian concession to
cost $30,000. This they had every
assurance could be sold within a year
at an enormous advance. - Nearly &ll
the capital of fhe firm was turned
Into cash. Mr. Marvin departed on
his mission. He wired from San
Francisco and since that time not a
word has been recelived from him.”

“They think he was murdered—
robbed 7"

“That's the only way they can ex-
plain -this unaccountable silence,”
agreed the lawyer. “Cramped for
capital, your father has seen the busi-
ness fairly go to pleces. He kept the
true state of affairs from you. He has
even paid Mrs. Marvin the old liberal
drawing account of her husband. She
has a daughter, Elsie, just finishing
her education.

Percival Deane figuratively took off
his coat and started in to make time
and ability count. At the end of a
week he had the muddled affairs of
the firm on a tangible basis.

“It doesn't look very promising,” he
told himself. “The factory can do no
new work until the debts are paid off
and some fresh capital secured.

Deane & Marvin owned exclusive
models and patterns of a large number
of utilties in requirement daily all
over the country. The young man di-
rected a circular to all of the old
patrons of the firm. He stated the
conditions truthfully, offered a reduc-
tion fn price snd hoped for the best.

It was Satarday evening when he
paid a visit to Mrs. Marvin,

“We shall be able to pay you quite
a weekly allowance, Mrs. Marvin,"” he
stated cheerily.

“You are most kind and consider-
ate,” declared Mrs, Marvin,

“You shall recelve a share as long
as the business lasts,” insisted Perci-
val. “It is my father's wish and my
own as well, I understand that your
daughter Is within a year of complet-
Ing her education. We must see that
there is no break in that—"

“But there will be. I am not going
back to school,” broke in a gew voice
and Elsie Marvin entered the room.

“I could not think of belng a bur-
den on g your father and yourself. I
shall go to work.”

“But what at, my child?" inquired
her mother soticitously.

“Oh, 1 can surely fill in somewhere.
In the old busy days of the factory
you had some one to keep the books
and take charge of the office, Mr.

Deane. Can I not be of some service
there now?”

Percival said yes, and so It was ar-
ranged.

How harmoniously they worked to-
gether that first week!

Then came to Percival Deane the
disappointment of his life, A young
man came to the village. For two
days he was almost constantly with
Elsle.

Elsie came back to work more shy
and self conscious than before. One
day she came to where Percival was
busy. o

“Mr. Deane,” she said, “I find that
while you have been sending mother a
regular allowance, you do not draw
any money yourself.”

“Oh, that's all right,” insisted Per-
cival brightly. “I will take my share
when the collections come in.”

“But we must not be thus privi-
leged.” -

“I—I fancled perhaps you particular-
ly needed your allowance—just now.”

“Why, what do you mean?” inquired
Elsie innocently.

“I heard you might leave here. That
Is, 1 fancied—well, as you are ep-
gaged—"

“Engaged?” repeated Elsie vaguely.
“Oh, you mean to my recent visitor?”
and shée burst into a merry laugh, “He
was a very good friend, but anything
farther than that was never possible
with me and utterly out of the ques-
tion with him—when he learned how

poor 1 was."” .

“Yes,” observed Percival, “we are
both poor.”

“But, oh! so glad to share that

poverty cheerfully, almost happy—"

“You say that!” crled Perclval, un-
able to restrain his fervent emotions,
und her downcast eyes, her blushing
face told him that his love was re-
turned.

One evening a pale, travel-worn man
came to the Marvin ‘home—the miss-
ing partner. What a story he had to
tell of adventure, imprisonment es-
cape, the $30,000 safely hidden, the
final investment and*—wealth!

What a reunion it was, when Mr.
Deane was. called home to learn the
Joyful news! "\What glowing prospects
presented for the partners—and Elsie
and Percival partoers for life!




