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CURRENT HAPPENINGS PICTORIALLY PRESENTED BY DARLING

- THE NEXT PROBLEM 1S TO FIND SOME ONE WHO CAN FILL 'EM,

THE BIENNIAL TUG OF WAR JS NOW ON. 5

AND IT WAS ONLY A LITTLE WHILE BACK SHE WAS REFUSING TO RECOGNIZE

HIM IN PUBLIC
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" IT WILL TAKE MORE THAN THE JUDGMENT OF A S0LOMON TO DECIDE THIS CASE.
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S& ARCHIBALD,
WHATS THIS
NEW ELECTION
ABUT THIT
Tive?
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1 DON'T KNOW
HAVNT PAID
NUCH ATTENTION
To IT—WHY?

¢ WEHAT ABOUT 1T
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You wWonNT
LooK,_So BAD
HOW WITH
THS ON¢
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THE MARRIED LIFE OF HELEN AND WARREN

BY MAPBEL HERSGERT URNER.

Night Before Passion Play in Remote Bavarian Village Shows Up Husband's Usual Lack of Sympathy With Wife's Wish to Read Text.

that quaint little

bage, Down the cobible-stoned road

URIOUSLY remote and dream-;hair and a spiritual fuce, took their
' llke peemed

village In the heart of the Ba-
varlan Alps.

From the train Halen had her

first glimpse of the white cottages

nestling beneath the grim Kofeal
mountain.

Oberammergan! For esnturies tha
saene of the Passion Play! The
very name carried a thrilled en-
chantment.

“It all seems so isolated—ao far
away from ths rest of the world,”

dropping Into her seat as the train
turned a curve obscuring the wil-
lage,

“Bet it'e cold up here in winter,”
Warren looped back tha Hressa-bil-
lowed curtain. “Golly, the wind
must whiz ‘round these mountains!™

"But there's something Inapiring
in thiz mountain alr. It says here™
taking up her amphlet guide,
“that only a mmj'mamous people
could produce the Passion Play. It
speaks of the bleak loneliness of

‘ the winters, the—"

“Now you haven't time tosmoon
over a guide book. Wa'll he there
in a minute,” gathering up thelr
tags

AL the station, a group of viilag-
erg in native Tyrolikn costumes
awaited the train.

It was thelr mission to recelve
and conduct the visltors to the
cottage homes to which théy had
been nEsigned

As the play lasted an entire day,
from 8 o'clock-in the morning until
duslk, every ticket of admission in-
cluded the two nights' lodsing.

A gaunt mouptaigeer, with long

he trudged on ahead, a picturasque
figure with his feathered hat, val-
vet jacket, bare knees, and shabby
leather breeches

"How much shall I
Johnnie?™

“Oh, a good tip! They're 0o poor
and they're charging so little for
the play. Did you notice his face?
What spiritual faces they all huve!”

“Not mueh doing for the barber
'round here!"

“They let their hair grow for the
play. They all take part. Out of
1200 Inhabltants, 905 ars in the
east.” glibly quoting from her guide
book.

Turning into the main strest, they
passed a team of oxen., Ewven the
driver, walking bheside his load of
logs, had the long biblical hair and
beard

*Thess wondarful paintings on
the houses!” anthused Helen. “Ars
they always like this or is it Just
for the play?"

On the front of every gabled cot-
tage was painted in glowing colors
some scriptural scene—The Last
Bupper, The Crucifixion, The Resurs
rection.

give this

That this walk would always
stand out In her memory, Helen
knew.

Even the crowd of tourists, over-
flowing the narrow footpaths into
tha streat, could not detract from
the charm of the old-world atmos-
phere. ~

Aegross & mountain brook that ran
through thea willage, past the one
chureh, and they turned in 2t a
quaint slope-roofed cottage.

A gentle-faced woman, o & blue

cotton gown, led them up steep,
walled-in stalrs’ to & smull, low-
cellinged bedroom.

“Danke schoen. Sahr gut," smiled
Helen, airing her few words of Ger-
man.

‘Dear, did you aver sea anything
60 clean?' when they wera alone.

"Yes, thia is all might,” his hands
in his pockets, Warren surveyed the
spotless room with its muslin cur-
tains and embroidered bed linen,

1t was sparsely furnished—a
carved oak bed, double washstand,
two chalrs and a blus porcelain
stove in the corner, The bire floor,
onge painted, was worn white” with
countless scrubbings. )

“Not quite five," glancing at his
watch. "Guess we'll have time to
explore the town before dinner.
Wonder when we eat here?”

“Seven.” cameé a hearty American
volee from across the narrow hall.

“Thanks,” Warren called back.
“You an old citizen?"

“No, just got here,” a tall man,
with humorous eyes, came to their
door. “But I asked her about din-
ner. My names Graham—from
Philadelphin.*

“Curtis—from New York,” as they
shook hands. "Mra. Curtis. Well,
what've you found out about this
burg?”

“Not much yet, axcept they're
mighty honest. simpla peaple.”

“Yes, they're not out to trim you,"
agreed Warren, “"We gathered that
from the price of the tickets They
ought to charge more"™

Whiie Helen smoothed her halr,
the men discoussed the trip from

Alunich, the cheappess of  svery-

of overcharge. 3

“Well, we're going to gilve the
town the once-over, See you at
dinner.”

Again out in ‘the cobbled street,
now aglow with the setting sun,
Hlelen drank in the allurement of it
all.

A peamant was driving a herd of
milk «eows back to their mountain
pasture, their neck-bells tinkling
through the twilight qulet.

the shepherd with his long hair,
beard, and crooked staff made it
seem like sdme old print of biblleal
times,

But the main street was still
crowded with the cosmopolitan
throng—pllgrims to the Fassion

Play from all over the world.

Everyona walked in the center of
the road, making way for an occa-
slonal rumbling ox-cart. -

Every language was heard—ave
Chinese. And at one-of the side-
walk tables sat a group of almond-
eyved Japs. Prlests and monks gave
the ecclesiasticnl nole.

“Dear, it's unllke any pluce wz've
ever been! Aren't you glad we
came?

“Yes, this is worth seeing” ad-
mitted Warren, having reluctantly
consented to this detour from his
business trip to Holland.

“They're all wood-carvers,” paus-
ing before a window of carved orna-
ments, crucifixes and boxes. “Dear,
thesp are the things to buy here”

Invelgled into the shop, Warren
bought lavishly of the artistic carv-
Ings of the villagars, until reminded

\ " Only @ falnt glow iit the weatern

thing, and the unwarranted stories|.

Further on came 4 flock of sheep, |

of the limited capacity of their bags, |

“That's the theater,” as through a
slde lane Helen sighted the huge
dome., *I know It from ths post-
cards. That roof's pver ths audi-
ence, the stage ls uncovered, 1f it
rains—they play just the same.”

“Ought to "be clear tomorrow.
Jove, look at that cross way up
there!”

Oh the very peak of the towering
Kofs]l mountaln was a solitary cross,
now but faintly outlined against
the dusky sky.

“Oh, that's been there for cen-
turies—s&ines they first produced the
play. A symboillc ahrine to gulds
the pilgrims*

As they approachad their cottage
weleoming lights shown from the
windows of the front room whefe
dinner was just baing served.

At the long table, thelr seats were
oppositas the Philadselphia doctor.

“Well, what dJdo you think of
Obsrammergau? was his greeting.

“The rea] thing!" enthused War-

ren. *“I like the looks of thesa
folks'
Before the simple meal was over,

the four Americans, two Englishmen
and the Australlan were exchang-
Ing bits of information on the play

and the maln .ocharactars—Lthe
Christus, Judas and Mary Mag-
dalene,

Their own host, whose wife in
the blus cotton gown now walted
on the table, was one of the Roman
judgea But like tha other chief
actors, he secluded himself the day
before the play to better llve the
spirit of his part™

An ominous rumble brought a
murmur of consternation, BSurely it
was not golng to rain! But heavy
drops soon pattered on the sloping
roof.

Would it rain tomorrow? It was
one of the Oberammergau traditions
that a performance of the Passlon
Play wae neveér canceled. And It
was always given on the open staga.
even though in a drenching rain.

It was 10 when Warren, having
had hils after-dinner smoke with the
doctor acrosz the hall, came In,
silumped down on the bed and be-
gan to uniace his shoes.

"What've you got there? Still
grubbing over that guide booki"

“No, this ls the text—It's wonder-
fully written!"

"Well, that show begins at 8. If
wa've got to be up at G:30—here's
where you get to bed!”

“Dear, there's just a
pageg to this first act.”

*Now yoiut chuck that and tura In!
Why didn't you read that in Munich
inétead .of writing those fool post-
cardes? Afraid everybody wouldn't
Know you weres coming here.
Where're my pajamas?™'

‘T wondar if they'll waks us in
time?" as she opened the sultcase,
ignoring his thrust at her postcard
propensities.

“They'll get us up 21l right. Have
breakfast at 7. How d'you enchor
this devillsh thing? struggling
with the fat fasther bed which sup-
plants tha comforter on all Bavar-
fan bedsteads.

“You can't tuck that in.
lays on top."

“Then sse that it don'f sllde off
on your eide, I'm about froze,” he
shivered in under it. “Jove, wouldn't
want to be hers In winter. Bet that
darn thing don't zive much heat™
scowling at the blue-tiled stove.

*Oh, I hops t'l1 clear up befora
morning,” she was opening the win-
dow., “Just think, if they have to
play a1l day in the raini"

“Well, don't stand thera mooning!
Hustle and get that Hght out!"

But after she had put out the light
Helen turned back to the window.

There was witchery in ths rain-
scented mountain alr,

Through the dripping darkness
shs visjoned tya‘ looming Xofel
with its far-off summit cross that
stood like a sentinel over the wil-

few more

It Just

| Aller dinmer, the el preventing!

inge.
The Passlon Playl The greal bls-

A

“Here, what's the I[deal”
discordantly on her reverle,
Bazing?

“Oh, I'm too excited to sleepl
Dear, just our belng hers Is llke &
dream—it seamg nll so far-off and

broke
“Star-

unraal! I can't 'help feeling
thrillagd——"

“You ecan thrill a]l you want to-
morrow,” with his usukl lack of

sympathy., “If we're to ha rousted
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sky when, through the deepening| further exploration of the village, ) toric spectacia in thia lsolated place|out befors daylight—jyou're mnot

twilight, they made thelr way back | Helen read the translated taxt of thikt she had always lenged to see | golng Lc: keep me “waks half Lh_e

to the cottage. the play, And now tomorrow—— night. Now be careful there! Don't

hog this blooming cover!"

(Copyright, 1922, by Mabel Herbert

Harper.)

Next Weak—A Hemarkable Story
—The Passion Play!

Broadceast From the Burying Ground.
S¢io Tribune.
A lot of people who don't advers
tlse think business is dead.

Her Stomach Made

Her Nervous

Was Nervous 12 Years Due to Gas on Stomach

"For 12 years T suffsred from Fs on
the stomuch and was nervous and short
of breath,
tie) Is fine—Iit has dons me mors good
than anything. Words cannot expross my
gratitude.™ (Signed) Lela Cock.

Inlestinal Antlseptic.

Thers s now offered to the public a
preparation having the DOUBLE wctlol
af an Intestinal aotiseptic and a COM-
PLETE system cleanser,. This propara-
tion, known sa Adlerikn, nets as follows:

1t tends to eiiminats or destroy harm-
fu! germs and colon baelll In ths Intes
it , thus guarding against ap-
pendicitls and othor dissases having their
piart here It l= the most complele sys-
tem cleanser ever offered to the public
acting on BOTH upper and lower bowe!
and tmaﬂnf foul matter which polsoned
the system for months and which noth-
Ing else can ﬂl.l:ﬂtlff!- It brings out all
gassay, thus immediately relieving pres-
suras on ths haart. It ls astonlshing the
great amount of polsonous mater Ad-
ferika draws from the allmentary eanal
—matter *ou navar thought was In your
mystam. Try it right &ftsr a natural

Adierika (intesiinal aotisep- | gns on the stomach an

l!]lﬂh‘!m&!}l and npotice how much more

fow mailer b brings outl which was

palsaning you. In slight digerders, such
as cccasional constipation, sour stomach,
d sick haadache,
one spoonful Adlerika ALWAYS brings
reilef, A fonger trentment. howeves, s
necessary in cases of obstinate constipn-
tlen and long standing stomsch troudle,
p‘r:;nmb:}' under direction of your physi-
clan,

Reports From Physicians.

copgratulate you on the good effset
m Adlerika nince [ prescribed
ned) Dr. L. Langlols

ave found nothing In my 50 years
ractice to excsl Adlerlia® (Signed) Dr,
ames Weaver,

1 uss Adlerika In all bowas! cames,
Soma require only one dese’™ (Signed)
Dr, F. M, Prettyman

YAfter taking Adlerika fee] batter than
for 20 years Haven't langu o ax-
présa thsa AWFUL I.\!PURITIW elimin-
ated from my aystem." (Slgned) J, E.
Puckett.

Adlerika s a constant surprisas to peo-
ple who have used only ordinary bawsl
and stomach medicines, on socount of
1t rapid, pisasant and COMPLETE ae-
tlon. It is soid by leading druggists
everywhele—Ady, . _
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