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P*with sugar for sweetening all the w*.> 
•long and through every crumb or 
life, the raisins and currents and other 
fruits were rare days and events that 
were never to be forgotten, the rose
water, orange flower and vanilla 
the fragrance of happy days, tlie thick 
white frosting was the high white pur
ity that enveloped the whole thing. 
It was Just his fancy, dearie, and 1 
have never told any one but you—and 
you can guess why 1 have told you.'

That night Nancy went to bed with 
n comforted heart. She felt sure that 
wise Grandmother Marsh would find 
a way to happiness for her after all.

The next day the servants had a 
holiday and Mrs. Marsh and Nancy 
and the brown recipe hook took pos
session of the kitchen. “Your wed
ding cake, my dear,” explained grand
mother, as- she measured and tasked 
while Nancy’s strong, young arms 
stirred vigorously. “When it is done 
and iced, I shall send a piece of it to 
Bobby Everett !”

“Grandmother !” shrieked Nancy in 
outraged pride.

Mrs. Marsh waved a long spoon at 
the blushing girl. “Do you love him?”

"Yes.”
“And you know he wanted to ask 

you to marry him?”
. "Yes,” Nancy’s voice dragged.

“And you gave him a false Impres
sion?” insisted Mrs. Marsh.

"Yes, indeed—I was -•<> ashamed to 
be caught In that way.

“You are in the wrong—-lie was fool
ish not to "demand an explanation— 
the whole family thought you would 
marry him, poor fellow. If you will 
sacrifice your life’s happiness for mis
erable pride, why—I’ll give this cake 
to whatever girl he does marry—It’s 
Bobby Everett’s wedding cake !” cried 
the spirited old lady.

Nancy was very quiet the next dny 
or two, while the cake was cooling and 
receiving several coats of thick white 
frosting. There was no other deco
ration save the invisible one of Nancy’s 
secret tears find hasty kiss planted on 
the slice that grandmother cut and 
sent away to Bob Everett’s Philadel
phia address.

Months after that dny when Bob 
found Nancy copying the wedding cake 
recipe, he came buck to his office and 
found the registered package contain
ing the wedding cake and a letter ad
dressed in Nancy's handwriting. He 
opened the package first, and when 
he discovered what it was his eyes 
blurred so that he could not read Nan
cy’s letter. He brushed his hand 
across his eyes with a savage motion. 
"Dear Bobby,” wrote Nancy at grand
mother’s dictation, "I am sorry I did 
not listen to what you wanted to tell 
me that day so long ago—is it too 
late to tell me now? Grandmother 
gave me the recipe for a cake to be 
used In case I married some one she 
liked,” and a postscript which said. 
“Grandmother likes you!”
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05 JACK.

HILE this name Is, of * 
course, the diminutive of J 

John—or, rather, the Anglicised t 
form of the French Jacques— J 
it appears In English in a num- » 
her of ways which apparently J 
have no connection with the J 
name. Among these may be men- < 
tioned boot-jack, Jack-knife, lum- J 
ber-jack, black-jack, Union-Jack t 
and jack-tar. *

The reason for this usage Is # 
because the proper name or t 
nickname, "Jack,” has for many J 
years past been applied in Eng- , 
land to servants or laborers as J 

Jack Is a handy and t 
easy name for a waiter or a J 
caddy, or a groom, much as many « 
Americans apply the name J 
George to any negro porter. For * 
this reason, many appliances J 
which are subject to rough usage * 
.or which perform the tasks of t 
a laborer are known by the J 
prefix "jack,” with a noun which # 
designates the use to which they J 

The expression “Jack t 
Is another ex- J 

emplificatlon of the same usage, > 
while the substitution of the J 
name “Jack” for the “knave” ln J 
a pack of cards Is an Indication t 
of the hard usage ighlch this gen- J 
tleman undergoes at the bands * 
of the queen, king and ace.

(Copyright.)
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i BRAVERY.By F. A Walker

WHAT A MAN READS.

By ROSE MEREDITH.

A IX bravery Is not in death.
However glad and glorious— 

To breathe the gases’ toxic breath. 
Among the clouds a bird to be, 

Or to go gown within the sea— 
Oh, it Is brave to battle thus,

And yet not all of bravery.
There Is some bravery in life 

That never wins the world’s 
applause :

There is no thrill in daily strife
To set our pulses leaping high— 
Y'et braver men may live than 

die,
May suffer more in some good cause 

Than they who now in slumber

n
((£). 1921, by McClure Newspaper Syndicate.)

Everett found Nancy copying a 
recipe from an old brown book. She 
was seuted at her own desk in a corner 
of her father’s library and she rose to 
greet him with outstretched hands nnd 
an amazing color in her fair cheeks.

"Are you very busy?” he asked with 
mock anxiety.

“Yes, indeed, but not too busy to be 
glad to see you. There's the telephone.
Excuse me a moment, Bob.”

She flitted across the room to the 
telephone and Bob picked up the old 
brown book and rend the recipe: “Ye 
Bride's Cake.” Just as' he finished and 
laid the book gently down Nancy came 
flying across the room, lier cheeks scar
let and her gray eyes stormy.

“Why, you should not look at that 1” 
she cried. “It’s—personal.” She caught 
up the book and her copy of the recipe 
and thrust them into a drawer, which 
she closed and locked with a vigor in
spired by anger.

“I didn’t realize that you would care 
—and, oh Nancy, darling, you don’t 
mean to say that you object to my do
ing it—why, I thought—this very day 
I came to ask you—

Nancy was pale now, and one could 
see the hidden fear behind the stormy 
eyes—that is, any one save one who 
loved her. Bob Everett saw only that 
he had mortally offended the girl he 
loved above all others. What was the 
harm in his finding lier with the copy 
of a recipe for bride's cake—unless—.
His face whitened, too, and he stepped 
back.

“Of course I saw what recipe you 
were copying,” he said stiffly, “and I 
assume from your displeasure that I 
am not interested—” he floundered 
helplessly.

“Interested?” Nancy’s tone was 
freezing. “I am not engaged to marry 
you, Bob Everett!”

“That is not my fault,” he declared 
eagerly. “I came today, Nancy dar
ling—”

“Who gave you permission to ad
dress me in that wuy?” asked Nancy 
haughtily.

“No one—I ask your forgiveness, and 
I will take myself away at once. I 
didn't know that there was any other 
man—that is, I didn’t know you were 
going to be married.”

“I am sorry,” hesitated Nancy, with 
drooping eyes.

“Let me wish you happiness—all the 
Joy in the world.” muttered Bob and, 
snatching up his lint, he dashed out of 
the room, out of tue house, out of the 
city and he would have left the conti
nent but his firm required his services 
then for a hazardous trip into Mexico.
He started on this trip in a dogged, 
hopeless way, resolved fo put all his 
thoughts of Nancy Marsh away, to for
get ail his dreams of marrying lier, but 
Nancy hud encouraged him and his 
hopes hud become firmly rooted.

When Bob Everett had gone and the 
front door had closed behind him with 
a dull echoing, sound. Nancy stood pet
rified at the calamity she had wrought 
in her own life. If Bob had not seen 
that foolish recipe—If she had only 
kept her head, controlled her nasty an
ger, she might have been engaged to 
Bob this very moment instead of break
ing her heart about him.

But, she argued, how could she have 
explained to him that Grandmother 
Marsh, scenting an engagement in the 
air, had sent her favorite granddaugh
ter her own precious recipe book with 
Injunctions to copy the recipe for mak
ing the famous Mursh bridal cake!

And Nancy, her heart and pretty 
head full of nothing but Bob Everett 
and the mutual love which bad not yet 
been confessed openly—though Bob 
had tried to propose to her several 
times—Nancy, dreaming of her mar
riage to Bob, bad been caught copying 
down the recipe and had denied all In
terest in Bob ; had even allowed him to 
believe that she was going to marry 
another man ! It was enough to make 
any girl cry her heart out. Nancy grew 
pale and thin and declared that she 
wanted to pay Grandmother Marsh a 
long-promised visit.

“Well, my dear,” said old Mrs. Marsh 
as they sat before the fire that evening 
of Nancy’s arrival, “how is my old fa
vorite, Bobby Everett?”

"I don’t know,” said Nancy In a qua
vering voice.

“Tell me all about It,” said the old 
lady tenderly, as she saw hot tears 
falling on the ancient recipe book. So 
Nancy put the book in the wrinkled 
hands and her own bright head in 
grandmother’s nmple lap and sobbed 
out the whole foolish story.

When she had finished Mrs. Marsh 
patted the brown hook and laid it 
aside. “Your grandfather used to call 
that cake recipe ‘our recipe for happi
ness,’ ” she said quaintly. “He de- than mother does,” came the innocent 
flared that the flour and eggs and reply. And Frances didn’t understand 
butter were the rieli foundation of hap- why everybody but father laughed so 
plness, blended skillfully and combined ! heartily.

put them together. One side of his 
work kept hint interested In the other.

When a boy Is at school or college 
his reading Is divided Into two sorts 
—“voluntary” nnd “involuntary.” ne 
reads for pleasure and he reads for 
business.

As nobody’s education Is ever fin
ished the same division should mark 
Inter life.

SOMEONE has said that Charles E.
Hughes, the secretary of state, did 

not reud novels or verse while he was 
at the university, and that he was so 
absorbed In science ns to miss all the 
poetry and romance of college life.

To disprove this statement the li
brarian of the John Hay library at 
the recent commencement of Brown 
university showed in a glass case the 
very books that Mr. Hughes had taken 
out. They included the regular novel
ists that everybody is supposed to 
read, and such poets as Tennyson and 
Longfellow.

a class.
Mrs. Asquith in 

"Autobiography” tells how 
longed to a sort of society the 
bers of which agreed to do an hour’s 
serious rending every day.

Doctor Johnson said that If 
read any subject for an hour daily he 
could not help becoming “learned.” His 
own great difficulty was that he was 
unsystematic.

By reading certain things for 
atlon and at the same time following 
a course laid down in advance, a per
son gets the additional benefit of dis
cipline.

In the Eighteenth century they 
thought nothing of reading through 
Homer, Virgil and Shnkespeare 
a year. No wonder they were able to 
think In those days.

(Copyright. )

her celebrated 
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All bravery Is merely tills:

To live or die, as fate demands, 
But living, dying, never miss

The duty Conscience makes so 
plain :

To know the right, the right 
maintain.

Although it lose us life or lands 
And pay no recompense but 

pain.
To face old Death amid men’s cheers.

Yea, that is bravery indeed—
But to fight on through losing years. 

Some unencouraged task to do. 
Believe when none believe In 

you,
In public smile, in secret bleed— 

May God not count this 
something, too?

(Copyright.)
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4Variety in reading Is Just as neces
sary as variety in food.

Some good people did not under
stand this when they objected to nov
els on principle as frivllous and a 
waste of time.

A celebrated man of science of the 
latter part of the Nineteenth century 
used to find himself losing Interest In 
his work every now and then. When 
this took place he would shut himself 
•up with a great supply of dime novels 
and read nothing else for a week. Then 
he would go back to his laboratory as 
fresh as ever.

are put. 
of all trades”recre-

i
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0
0
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SCHOOL DAYS

\On the other hand, a certain French 
novelist, whenever he found himself 
In need of a mental rest used to read 
the Criminal Code.

Charles Darwin as he grew older 
lost all Interest in poetry, but found 
recreation in novels with good lively 
plots that held his attention.

One reason why detective stories are 
so popular with all sorts of readers is 
because they appeal to the love of 
mystery which Is almost universal. 

i< ' , i ■ • •
It has been said of Poe that he 

would have made a good detective be
cause of his gift for fitting together 
a criminal mystery. The idea was 
that he wonld have been able to take 
criminal pugales to pieces as well as

n
ytiiiiiimiiiiimimiiiiiiiimimiiiiiiimi'-
I THE GIRL ON THE JOB |
S How to Succeed—How to Get — 
E Ahead—How to Make Good E
I By JESSIE ROBERTS 1 
Ëmiiimiiimiiimiiiimimiimimiimiiiff 

LIBRARIANS.
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THE demand for the trained li

brarian is on the increase. But 
many young women are leaving the 
regular library to take up allied work 
that pays better.

The new demand outside of the reg
ular library comes from big business 
corporations who want their business 
organized. Special literature of alt 
sorts is part of their daily material, 
and they see the need of a proper in
dexing for all this material, and for 
making it available for immediate use- 
as the books in a library are available.

Aside from the bigger concerns are 
such clients as u lawyer or a doctor 
with a large practice. Such meu will 
often have a whole library that is use
less unless properly indexed.

Many women who began as librar
ians are now holding excellent posi
tions, where their library training 
proved the essential in their new- 
work.

As tlie librarian cun as yet look for
ward at best to hardly more than $1,- 
500 a year, the best trained and more 
ambitious women are following the 
commercial path.

But a librarian’s training is proving 
to be excellent for other work. Many 
girls do not stop at organizing special 
libraries for their new employers. 
They go on to become heads of depart
ments, undertake the Installing of bus
iness systems, of tiling and cata
loguing, and even run offices of their 
own.
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I THE GIRL ON THE JOB ||
How to Succeed—How to Get E | 
Ahead—How to Make Good 5 \
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TRAINING SALESWOMEN !
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In* a Japanese Household.

A Japanese parlor of ordinary size 
usually is a square six yards by four, 
with a few walls and many sliding 
paper doors. These screens and doors 
noiselessly open into adjacent rooms, 
or else cross a verahda that over
looked a little garden. A little gay 
folding screen in a larger corner adds 
variety to the room, and many win
dows with slender frames of wood, 
pasted over with this semi-transparent 
paper, give enough light to make it 
restful and comfortable. The floor is 
elevated about two feet above the 
ground and is covered with a thick, 
soft mattress. In the well-to-do house
holds when people sit on the floor they 
sit on a little padded cushion about 
three feet square and three inches 
thick. Besides this there is a little 
brazier placed in the center of the 
room. There Is no other furniture In 
the parlor. The panels and screens 
are changed according to the seasons.

T WAS a thriving little store In a 
small village in New England. I bad j 

some chintz to get, and she was a real j 
help In finding something, though the ! 
stock was necessarily limited. But she 
had tastet • and a sense of color, and ! 
she was t«tere$ted.

I found,that, »he,hud graduated that 
year front^liigh jS^'hool, and gone Into 
the store. to( (tarn .money during the 
summer, niW that she meant to go to 
the city «hi tàtÿ for thfe position of 
saleswoman In one of the large depart
ment stores. She asked me what I 
thought of her chances.

I advised her to go to the hlghest-

I w
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ing and when you know your possibili
ties.”

There are splendid opportunities for 
saleswomen nowadays. It Is one of 
the big professions now open to worn- 

But it Is a difficult one, with 
much competition and an almost end
less amount of training. It requires 

i hard work and natural aptitude. I 
class store of the kind she wished to j the girl I met that day Is going 
work for. I to succeed. She had the right Idea and

“Take a lot of pains with your ap- ; jove f0r jt> toc. But don’t think, 
pearance. Remember that you are not • when you hear of the big salaries and 
only applying for the Job that is now j wonderful opportunities In that pro
open to you, when you are Ignorant • fess!on, that you can get these without 
and untrained, but for the Job in the deserving them, 
future when you have got your train-

LYRICS OF LIFE
\ »

it : f By DOUGLAS MALLOCHen.

THE EASY CURE.

YOU had a little hurt today,
I know It by your face,

A hurt you hoped to hide away, 
And yet It left a trace.

You tried to wear the usual smile, 
Yet futllely you tried—

! That little trouble all the while 
Was hurting you Inside.

My, my, I wish that money, too, 
Would earn the Interest 

That ordinary troubles do 
We carry In our breast)

Inside ourselves deposited 
They grow and grow and grow. 

But not in gold—a load of lead 
Is all we ever know.

>
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: THE ROMANCE OF WORDS t ilI
t “YANKEE."I *(Copyright)

Maundy Thursday.
The thought of Easter, and Maundy 

Thursday, brings to the minds of many 
the ancient custom, still prevailing in 
England, of distributing alms or 
Maundy money by the sovereign. This 
money is given by the king to a limit
ed number of his subjects on Maundy 
Thursday.

The practice Is an ancient one. 
whose beginnings are lost in the haze 
of time. Most collectors are familiar 
with the coins which the king distrib
utes on this occasion. They are coined 
at the royal mint for this special use 
and occasion only. They are usually 
penny, two-penny, three-penny and 
four-penny pieces. It takes the four 
of them to form a set, and for a com
plete set numismatists often 
fancy prices.

HILE the genesis of the ? 
term “Yankee” as applied IsW

r by the English to Americans In 
j general, by Southerners to those 
I residing in the North and by j 
f Northerners to New Englanders, | 
I is shrouded In the mists of j

1 colonial antiquity, there are at f 
least two explanations which | 
bear the ear-marks of truth and £ 
logic.

The first, and most generally 
accepted of these, is that the 

I word Is a corruption of the 
* French Anglais or “English” 

used by the northern Indian 
tribes during the early days of 
the colonies. History states that 
"Yengeese” was as close as the 
Indians could come to the pro
nunciation either of the word 
“Anglais” or "English” and it 
Is easy to see how this. In turn,

I could have become transmuted 
f into “Yankee.”
! Another explanation, a trifle 
j more scholarly. Is that Yankee 
i came either from the Scotch 

"yankie” meaning smart or 
shrewd or from the Dutch 
“Jankin,” which was the dlmlnu- , 
tlve of Jan or John. One au- 

! thorlty goes so far as to declare 
that "Jankin” was the generic 
name applied to the English set
tlers of Connecticut by the 
Dutch settlers of New York.

The first known use of the 
term In print occurred In a 
poem entitled “Oppression,” 
published In 1705, In which ai>- 
peared the line “From meanness 
first the Portsmouth Yankee 
rose.” Hie coupling of the 
words Portsmouth and Yankee 
would appear to bear out the 
contention that the term was 
one applied principally to New 
Englanders and therefore orlg- 
Inally of Dutch origin.
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This Is a difficult world Indeed 

And people are bard . to suit 
The man that plays the violin 

Is a bore to the man with a flute.

ly, and Just before serving stir In the 
well-beaten yolks of two eggs. Serve 
as soon as the eggs are cooked.

iTomatoes With Ham.
.. _ . Cut medium-sized tomatoesHEN It comes to cooking for the | hal dlp Ü1 wawmed flour and f

family, the housemother does, on both slde8. Fry anothe*
indeed have a hard time to suit all small round slices
members, the, are not normal In JRS lhere ^ halves ofd
their appet t s. toes. Broil the ham until crisp. Place

a slice of ham on the tomato and pour 
over tlie bam gravy. Serve sprinkled 
with chopped parsley.

FAVORITE DI8HES. Now, I’ve a simple little plan 
I’ve used with little Ills,

I’m glad to tell to any man 
Who’s blue around the gills:

Just ask yourself: “This little sehe. 
This trouble, anyhow.

Just how much difference will It make 
A year or so from now?”

What was It that you used to want?
What was It made you sore?—

Your woes a year ago you can’t 
Remember any more I 

The thought of troubles you forgot 
Will cut the new in half;

And then, I bet, as like as not 
You will not smile—but laugh I 

(Copyright.)

Inw I

S
Honey Mouaae.

Heat one cupful of well-flavored 
honey. Beat four eggs Blightly and 
pour the hot honey over them. Cook 
until smooth and thick ; when cooked 
add a pint of cream, whipped. Put the 
mixture Into a mold, pack In salt and 
ice and let stand three or four hours.

PA.v

Every One but Father.If String Beane With Beurre Noir.
Prepare a quart of beans cut Into 

Inch pieces. Cook in boiling salted 
water ; drain and place on a hot dish.
Pour over the following sauce : Melt 
one-fourth of a cupful of butter until 

Wash and scrape eight medium-sized a debcate brown, add four tablespoon- 
• arrots. Cut them into tain slices. f'lls of viuo>f,r: "hen hot P°ur over

. cook in « small amount of salted j t,ie >eans a"d *erve 1,1 once- »■» pork , 7,rd/h 8c,e,nee'1 ,
1 rolling water with one thinly sliced ! cut ln sma11 dlce ,,m! frled unt" brown | » has ,nken th? 8clen lats « least 
onion ; season with pepper. When u,ay be„used in ‘,lu' e ,,f l,u,ter for this 8,000 years to catch up with the poets 
tender add two tablespoonfuls of but-: dlsh’ 1 our ,he f,,t’ "1,h the b‘t* of ; «nd lovers n respect to the myste-
tsr mixed with flour, stirring constant- browned pork over the beans. Irions force thrown off by the human

(©. isst, westers Newspaper union.) 1 eye.—Chicago Daily News.

At the breakfast table Frances, age 
five, said : “Father, you know more 
than mother, don’t you?” The father, 
being desirous of encouraging that line 
of thought before the mother and oth
er members of the family, asked why 
she thought so.

“Because you talk so much more

Carrots a la Poulette.
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ALL AROUND THE WORLDINVENTS “STEAM” AIRSHIP It is maintained that the new sys
tem will function at altitudes hitherto 
unamlnable with the ordinary type 
of internal combustion engine.

Tlie Invention Is said to do away 
completely with tlie ordinary boiler, 
the steam being generated by means 
of internal-combustion power or beat 
energy. The superheated steam heat 
energy is supplied to special steam 
motors which are reversible nnd can 
be controlled from a central control 
station. Only heavy oil is used as fuel 
and It is clnimed that the driving ma

chinery can be safely placed Inside 
the frame of the airship Instead of in 
separate gondolas outside, thus bring
ing ubout a great reduction In air 
slstance and

British Naval Officer Produce* Engine 
He 8aya Will Reach High 

Altitudea.

London.—Invention of a system of 
steam propulsion for airships Is 
claimed by Capt. W. P. Durtnnl, who 
was a British naval officer during the 
war and up to a year ago staff cap
tain In the chief mechanical and elec
trical engineers’ department of the 
royal air force.

Ninety per cent of the police of Bos
ton are veterans of the World war.

The duke of Northumberland draws 
about $1150,000 a year in mining roy
alties.

London omnibusses on a recent hol
iday carried more than 3,000,000 pas
sengers.

Absinthe was first used by 
French only as a flavor for 
baverages.

Germany has 1,400,000 disabled sol
diers.

(Mottling made of feathers as a sub
stitute for wool has been Invented by 
an Italian priest.

Moels hnve few enemies among pred
atory animals, hawks and owls ap
parently not relishing their flesh.

A patent covers a combined pick and 
shovel, so mounted that the same han
dle serves for both.

re-
consequently reducing 

the power required for propulsion.

Miss Gladys Unger, nn English play
wright, who has married her Persian 
collaborator, Kal Ardaschir, wrote her 
first play when she was seven, and In 
later years lias seen more than 20 
of her plays produced on the London 
stnge.
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