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Adele Garrison
“My Husband’s Love”

The Question Vital to Her Happiness
With Dicky, and to All Who Are
Married, Which Madge Had
to Ask Herself,

Is there some mysterious, magical
thing which lles at the heart of every

marriage that is completely happy?

This Is the question which tugs at
my heart strings as I look back to
the long ago perfect wedding day
and honeymoon which were Dicky's
and mine,

And then there comes to me the
memory of the phrase which on my
wedding day I wrote {n the little
diary that never has left me—to which
I have devoted an hour each day since
we were married—my “thinking hour"
my lttle mother used to call it. To
glve the full flavor of that phrase,
1 shall copy here the sentences which
preceded {it3

“I do not know what has come to
me, I worship Dick. He sweeps me
off my feet with his love, his vivid
personality overpowers my more com-
monplace self, but through all the be-
wildering intoxication of my engage-
ment and marriage, a little mocking
devil, a cool, eynical, little devil, is
constantly whispering in my ear:

" “You fool, you fool, to imagine you
can escape unhappinees! There is no
such thing as a happy marriage!" "

Swiftly my mind sweeps back over
the joys and the sorrows of the years
which lle between the hour I wrote
that sentence and this instant. Dicky
insisted I give up my work, and
against all my convictions I ylelded
to his wishes, only to go back to work
when the war took him away, to find
the money I needed and to have a
sedative for the heartache of lonell-
ness, I returned for a time to the
teaching I gave up when I became
Dicky's wife. So I know that the
magle I am seeking lies not in work
of my own.

Madge Is Perplexed.

The coming of our adorable son
seemed to promise that his lips would
lisp the magie secret. Yet unhappls
ness even more poignant than before
his sunny smiles lighted our home,
haa been mine in moments of deep
sadness,

Is the fault mine alone that we
have missed the magic formula of per-
fect happiness? Is it Dicky's only?
Are we equally at fault? Or is there
reed of constant adjustment—daily

battling with self—to find the never:
abiding but always-to-be-grasped hap-
piness for which our hearts yearn?
Or— -

My mind wanders over the lives of
my own little mother, now dead and
gone, and my father still haunted
by the memory of moments which he
will alwaya regret.

Dicky's mother—dear Mother Gra-
ham-—loyal, never complaining about
any hour of her years with Dicky's
father, now dead, and et sometimes
watching me with sympathetie, un-
derstanding eyea,

Katherine and Jack Bickett—how
sure I was that they would find to-
gether perfect peace! Bhe seemed
ideally constituted to bring enduring
happiness to the cousin foster-brother,
who once had asked me to be his wife,
and with whom at times I had be-
lieved I might find true happiness.
But Jack s far away on business,
and Katherine—because of his unrea-
sonable command that she Immure
herszelf in loneliness—secretly took up
some vital government work under

the direction of Lillian Underwood

and brilllantly finished it,

Lillian and Harry Underwood—how
strange it seems even to link their
names! Is Lilllan's real reason for

not divorcing Harry, coldly separated

and poignantly unhappy as they both
have been for so long, her desire not
to bring her little daughter's name
—dear little Marion—into divoree pro-
ceedings? Much as Lilllan loves Rob-
ert Bavarin—perfectly as he worships
her—does Lilllan fear to chance
again the hazards of happiness in
marriage even with her [deal lover?

Alfred and Leila Durkee, so recent-
ly wedded and yet sometimes so
strangely restless in thelr happiness
—why! i

Why?

This is the word as small as a
grain of dust, and yet as big as the
earth, which shines before my eyes as
though writ In letters of fire!

And then there comes this saving
thought:

Like all the rest of life itself, mar-
riage demands of those who would
make it a success, forgetfulness

unhappiness the fact that we who
marry 8o thoughtlessly, so ardently
and =0 eagerly, idealize the loved one
and then are plunged into the nether.
most depths of woe when the be-
loved proves but human?

Inte my heart another thought
sinks, and I ask myself this ques-
tion:

Is there in every marriage a time
when each one asks: “Is it worth the

of
the faults of the other. Is the root of

effort to try to keep my wife's, my
husband’'s love?"
An Unexpected Call.

With the fierceness I would thrust
away a dagger ailmed at the heart of
the son both Dicky and I addre, 1
thrust this thought from me when
first it rose into my mind. Yet it re-
turns agnin and agaln—but I push
it from me with the cry I gave upon
our marriage day and set down in my
littla book:

“I will be happy! I will! T will!"

Today the prospects seem brighter
than they have shone in many weary
months, Out from the shadows of un-
happiness caused by Dicky's inno-
cently silly escapade with Claire Fos-
ter, so perfeetly proper that no one
save a jealous wife could look at it
with eyes capable of finding a real
fault—out from the black shadows of
terror which engulfed my father,
Katherine, Lilllan and me, and even
swept Dicky Into thelr menace for a
time—we have come to quiet, peace-
ful, happy hours, which seem like the
blessed days of a honeymoon returned
to bless anew.

Worn out with the problems of
those days before Lillian and my
father and Allen Drake captured the
gang In the interests of the govern-
ment, still shocked by the surprising
escape of Grace Draper from the net
so carefully spread, Dicky and I have
taken a wee furnished apartment in
the heart of the city. It's a strange
little place, and yet already it bears
tha charm of home.

Unlika the farmhouse with its wide
expanse of rolling flelds and far hori-
zon of the blue of the never-placld
sen, its floods of sunlight, and its
solitude upon the lonely countryside,
this home looks out upon a bustling
street, Brick and mortar, steel and
stone, asphalt pavements and the roar
of never ending traffic fill the eyes
which look from these windows and
throng the ears that eannot shut out
the ceaseless sounds. Here sunshine
#eldom enters, each makes sunshine
for—

An unfamillar knock sounding on

| the apartment door interrupted me. |
| When I had crossed the living room |
land the little hall traversed by three |
steps or less, and had opened the door, |
thera stood a woman whom I had|

seen, but had never met bafore.

Her ample, yet still pretty figure
.was wrapped in a brilllant blue ki-
mono, on which Japanesa embroidery
flaunted great birds and "Wossoms of

|pmk, vellow and black. Above her

chubhy face—sao child-like and yet so
caleulatingly wise—was piled a riot of
bleached yellow halr over eyes as in-

nocent as those of a chlld, and yet

as sharp as one who holds the wis-
dom, all the goodness and the wick-
edness of the world compressed with-
in thelr compelling, lovely depths.

“Say! Pardon me, for running in
so unexpected neighborlike—I live in
tha back apartment—my kitchen's
right next to yours. The smell of the
dinners you cook that nice looking
husband o' yours just wafted through
the wall and—m'm-—they told me you
were the kind of woman who would
like doing a neighbor a favor. I al-
ways sald that one wife can tell how
good another wife is just by smell-
Ing her cooking, and this minute my
eyes tell me I'm right, Say, dearie—"

“Teach Mo the Way—"

“What ean I da,for you?' My tone
wisg perhaps more business like, more
cold than I thought.

“Well,” - her keen eyes met mine
firmly and a twinkle lit them for an

instant. “Lend me an onlon, will you,
dearie?"
“Of  course,” I smiled, left her

standing there, obtalned what she
asked, and returned just in tima to
see@ her shift from where she had
leaned agalnst the door—and perhaps
from craning her very short neck—to
take in all the detalls of our home,

“Here you are,”" I sald as sweetly
as I could manage under the clrcums-
stances. “Are you sure there's noth-
ing else—"

“That's dandy! Nothing more to-
day."” Her volce held a little laugh-
ing Hit. “I'll bring its sister back
some day I got more time and make
a longer call. B'long!"”

Back at my desk, head on arms
folded across the fragile shelf on
which I write, eyes searching the slit
of blue sky that I can see from here
when I turn my eyes upward and
hold my head just so, I cry:

“Teach me the way to happiness!
Disclose unto me the magle which lies
at the heart of every marriage that
is completely happy! I will be pa-
tient—I shall seek®-pray God that I
shall find!"

Burgess Bedtime
Stories

By THORNTON W. BURGESS,

Johnny Chuck’s Feelings.
Pity one who can but wait
In helplessness approaching fate,
—Johnny Chuck.
Johnny Chuek's first feeling when

he was safely up In that tree and
looked down at Bowser the Hound

umph. Bowser couldn't get him, and
he knew it. He could afford to grin
down at Bowser, He tingled all over
with the joy of having actually
climbed A tree, More than once he
had thought he could climb {f he
really tried, but until now he had
never known positively that he could.

ing of Bowser got on Johnny's nerves,
Then when S8ammy Jay and Blacky

SBo It was that he discovered Farmer
Brown's Boy coming down the
; Long Lane,

was making Johnny began to grow
anxiows, He wunderstood perfectly
that, though he was safe from Bow-
ser, he was at the same time a pris-
oner. 8o long as Bowser was at the
foot of that tree he must remain a
prisoner, He couldn't leave, no mat-
ter how much he wanted to,

Now, Johnny Chuck is rather a re-
tiring person. He doesn't like too
much attention. He wants to be
where he can get out of sight when
he feels llke it. Perched up in a tree
as he was, he was altogether too
plainly In slght, 8o his feeling of
triumph and relief gave way to a feel-
ing of worry, and this feeling grew
with every passing minute, Now and
then he looked anxiously this way

jand that way, to see if all that noise |

| was attracting the attention of others.
{80 it was that he discovered Farmer
| Brown's Boy coming down the Long
| Lane before Bowser knew anything
about It.
\ Johnny Chuck's heart sank and
sank and sank and sank. It seemed
to mink a Jittle bit lower with every
step Farmer Brown's Boy took. For
a long time Johnny had looked on
Farmer Brown's Boy as a friend. But
| that was when he, Johnny, was
| where he could dive down into his
| home at the least slgn of unfriendli-

was one of relief mingled with trl-iness, Now he must stay right where

land more with fright,
But after a while the persistent bark-|

the Crow discovered him and added|
thetr volces to the racket that Bowser

he was, and he knew that he wuuld!hrnllwr. Generally mother stays tn_f In Doubt: The man who has no
be at the mercy of Farmer Brown's|meet a caller, sits and talks for 15 or |ldeals and no desire to make a "
could |20 minutes and then smilingly says |against his own weaknesses can ba

Boy. Farmer Brown's Boy
climb, Johnny Chuck had seen him
do it more than once,

Nearer and nearer drew Farmer
Brown's Boy, and Johnny shook more
The worst of
It was there wasn't a thing he could
do about It. He must stay right
where he was, Perhaps you can
guess how he hoped that Farmer
Brown's Boy wouldn’t look up in that
tree, That was a foollsh hope, Of
course, Farmer Brown's Boy was
bound to look up in that tree because
Dowser himself was looking up In
that trea all the time and making
It perfectly plain that there was some
one up there,

“l guess this is the end,” thought
Johnny mournfully as Farmer
Brown's Boy stopped at the foot of
the tree and looked up. If he hadn't
been mo badly frightened he would
have had to grin at the look of sur-
prise on Farmer's Brown's Boy's face
when he discovered who It was that
was up in that tree. DBut Johnny was
too frightened to grin. Yes, sir, he
was too frightened to do anything
like that., Never had he felt 80 help-
less. He couldn't run; he couldn't
fight; he couldn't do a thing,

Then Farmer Brown's Boy spoke,
and somehow the very tonek of that
volce made Johnny Chuck feel a wee
bit better. A tiny bit of hope sprang
up in the heart of Johnny Chuck., Tt

grew as Farmer Brown's Boy made|

no attempt to do anything to him.
Then as Farmer Brown's Boy turned
and started away, taking Bowser with
him, Johnny Chuck's heart

ness.
(Copyright, 1923.)

The fext story: “Johnny Chuck's
Bitter Disappointment,”

Beatrice Fairfax
Problems That Perplex

How to Entertain Him,

Dear Miss Falrfax: What shall 1
do when a young man gomes to spend
the evening with me? I met a nice
young man at a dance and he sald he
would llke to see me again. 8o 1
dsked him to ecome up to spend an
evening some time. And a week later
he telephoned and asked if 1 were
koing to be home. That sounded as
it he were interested enough to he
my friend if T knew how to go about
making a friend of him.

I've a nice little home which 1
share with my mother and younger

BARNEY GOOGLE---

_"_-.‘::-\;-‘-_‘: 'l _.'mm“_‘~
i SPARKY, WAIT HERE 1
I GOING IN AND SEE on Bboaniip g
IF WE CAN MEGOTIATE
7 A HANDOUT = WHY
i A NOT 3 WE'RE STARVING = A HGH-CLASS

OH ,BABY, look

Capyright, 1973,.by King Festuses Syndicate, fue.

ME « I ™ MR. GOOGLE, OF HERE BEVORE
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IT"S THE FATAL FIFTH FOR BARNEY.

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyright, 1823)

SRS

BRINGING UP

FATHER--- v "t

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE
PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

IN FULL

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Copyright, 1923.)

HO-HUM! I'M GONMNA
HIT THE HAY EARLY
AN IT A <ocD

SLLEEPR!
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MOTHER -1 HSEE BY THE | WONDER
IFHE. WENT
HEAVERS BALL |S TONIGHT TO BED?

™M D0 GLAD THAT DADDY 1SMNT
QOING ~HE JUST WENT TO Bep
- | BELIEVE HE 1S

Py CHANCING
e HIS \WAYS!

PAPER THAT THE COAL

[ OH! '™M 90 GLAD YOU HAVE

RETIRED \NSTEAD OF OSHEAKING

OFF TO THAT HORRIO COAL ‘HEAVERS,
BALL TONGHT -

—
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i

r

-
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BY LOLLY' | HAD
FORCOTTEMN THAT
TONIGHT 'S

THE NIGHT !

almost |
burst with gladness and thankful-|

|thut she knows the yvoung folks will
| excuse her if she goes to do some
writing or reading, or something.

8o far so good,

But the minute mother gets out of
| the room, things drag. ] don't wnow
{what to talk about. 1'd feel silly
starting the phonograph and acting as
|1 I couldn't do a thing but dance.
| The evening is years long. The young
|man endures it until 11. Sometimes
| my brother comes in and things pick
up again for a little while.

Almost never does a young man
come & second time. They may take
|me out a couple of times to theater
|or the movies, But even there I can't
hold the men 1 seem to attract, 1
don't put it down to my being un-
willing to indulge in “petting parties.”
I don't think that has much to do
with ft as that T just don’'t know how
|M entertaln. Can you prescribe for
ime? Is it that I'm stupidl—or anly
| shay and awkward? SARAH.

Most of us are shy and awkward.

Most of us wand =0 much to be
pleasant and entertaining that we
either strain to the point of being so
| nervous that we drive folks half crazy
{by our restlessness, or else we get
dumb and tongue-tied as another ef-
fect of overstraln.

Remember this—the young wman
who comea to eall is shy, too. It I8
your home, It Is your place as &
hostess to make your guest feel at
home. If {t was at a dance you met
and you already have music and danc-
ing In common, [sn't it a silly affecta-
tion to refuse to play the phonograph
and wstart ahead from the pleasant
point where you were last night?

A simple quegtion such as this:

“Did you work hard today?’ may
open the conversational gates and
give the ghy young man a chance to
express himself.

The observing girl listens when her
guest talks. Bhe makes mental notes
and asks Intelligent questions. BShe
may think of an experience the day
vielded which is right in tune with
what the man has heen telling her.

The girl who is honestly, frankly
land warmly interested In a girl is
'bound to interest him. We all Hke
to talk mbout ourselves, and men are
 very grateful to the woman who
|shows the good taste to prefer hear-

| ing about them to talking about her-

self!

Simple
sweetness, the kindly warmth of feel-
|ing which says "I like you,"
dainty appearance, and intelligent
response to a man's moods will make
any girl sufficiently entertaining to
hold the attention of a worth while
man who appreciates the things a
| fine girl has to offer.

| Helpless: I would have to know
more about you before I could give you
helpful adviee. Having had no busi.
ness experience, I would strongly ad-

| vise against your coming to Omaha.
|If you want a business career, why |

not fit yourself for mome particular
line of work best suited to your tal-
ents. I might suggest a kindergarten

| course, secretarial work or nurdnz.i

ADVERTISEMENT,

ORAS

Lift Off with Fingers,

6
[.)
L)

Doesn’t hurt a bit! Drop a lttle
“Freszone” on an aching corn, in-
stantly that corn stops hurting, then
shortly you lift it right offt with
fingers. Truly!

Your druggist sells a tiny bottle of
“Freezone” for a few cents, sufficient
to remove every hard corn, soft corn,
or corn between the toes, and the
calluses, without soreness or irrita-
tion.

Movie of a Man Drinking From a Folding Paper Cup

By Briggs

! PRYS OPEN
cue

WATER CoOmMES
OUT OF SIDE

FILLS <cvp

VERY LITTLE
WATER GOES
N MOUTH »

DREADS (T

No SATISFACTION
WHATEVER ,J
Lip CUT

e —

THE _APPROACH

.ST!L\.
THIRSTY

ABIE THE AGENT--

It's Never Too Late to Mend,

MR. ABE kABIBBLE,
DEAR SIR,
WOULD

Nou CONSIDER AN (:-t'!'-Eltj
T TAKE CHARGE OF OUR PECRIA BRANCH?
SALARY $100 PER WEFK.REPLY

HARRY REICHEWBACH, PREL
B&A AUYD Co

MR.HARRY %EE!C\B&BMH.

RECEWED YoUR OFFER, BUY (UnL
POSITIVEL. NOT TAKE POMITION FOR \ELS
THAN 2200 PER

AR SR,

WEEK.
NOLRS YRULY,
ABE KAB\RBLE

- -.‘-u-‘—f—”—
MR. ABE KAB\BBLE, .
DERAR S\R,
AM SORRY, BUT THE LETTER
WE SENY You WAS A MISTAKE = Y
WAS INTENDED FOR SOME ONE ELSE.
NOURS TRULY,
HARRY REICHENGACH

LETTER WAS INTENDED FOR BCES
NOY ACCEPY, T WILL!

unaffectedness, gracious
plus .

nd

{much of a protector to the woman
| he marries. And as long as life lasts,
woman must look up to her man and
feel that he {s strong and sturdy and
eapable of making something of his
life If ehe wants to be happy in link«
ing her Jife with his.

vigor,

purifies the blood
Weariness, a general slowing
, is a wamning that you must
purify yoyr bt:&i?g' renew your

stre ., An up your pow-
ers of resistance.

Ask your druggist for
medicise. 1o gust he thine r+{
s .
g’mlt. It relieves that tired -
proves appetite,

It is an all-the-year-round medicine,
wonderflully eflective because it removes

impurities {rom the system and

tothe blood ertirs so ensentialto

he:ileh uda?m.llow vigor, Aul.ldr"nmm
The tonic for that tived feeling

HOOD’S
SARSAPARILLA,

ADVERTISEMENT.

| An Unfailing Way
To Banish Hairs

| (Beauty Notes)

Ugly halry growth can be removed
in the privacy of your own home If
[¥ou get a small original package of
delatone and mix into a paste enocugh
of the powder and water to cover the
| halry surface. This should be left
on the skin about 2 minutes, then
| removed and the skin washed and
| every trace of hair will have vanighed,
| No harm or inconvenience can resuit
| from this treatment, but be sure you
| buy real delatone.

ADVERTISEMENT.

'You, Too, Can Have

Beautiful Hair

|
|
? The mnovelist eays'—"Her halr,
i

soft as pilk—"

The movie scresf recites—' "Her
halr, rich, brown and lustrous—""

The poet sings:—"Her hair, like
| spun "’.\M——"
| FEweryone recognizes the charm of
lheauurul. soft gloasy hair, Yet few
réatze that beaut¥ul hair is mainly
a matter of care and cleanliness.

A FITCH EBHAMPOO twice &
month will keep your scalp clean
and free from dandruff and the
pores open. It will remove dirt and
unnatural olls from the halr, leay-
ing it healthy silky and lustrous.

Don't sit by and watch your halr
grow thin and lifeless. No amount
of curling, patting or tucking away
of stray locks can compare with a
natural wealth of halr in clean,
healthy condition.

The FITCH EHAMPOO is on sale
at first class tollet goods coumters.
In two sizes, 75 cents, §1.50 for fam-
{ly package, Complete directions in
the package. Applications at leading
bharber shops.

KEEP LOOKING YOUNS

[t's Easy—If You Know Dy
Edwards’ Olive Tablets,

The secret of keeping young s to feel
young—to do this you must watch your
| liver and bowels—there's no need of have
ing a sallow eomplexion—dark rings under

your eyes—pimples—a bilious look ia your
| tace—dull eyes with no sparkle Yeur
| doctor will tell you ninety per cent of all
sickness comes from inactive bowels and
liver,

Dr. Edwards, s well-known physician
lin Ohio, perfected a vegetable nm_-l
mixed with olive oil to met on the liver
snd bowels, which he gave to his patients

tor years,

D:. Edwards’ Olive Tablets, the sube
stitute for calomel, are gentle in thelr
action yet always effective They bring
sbout that natural buoyamey which all
should enjoy by toning up the Hver and
slearing the system of Impurities.

Dr. Edwards' Olive Tablets aie knowsn
by their olive color. 15¢ and 30a

If Ruptured
Try This Free

Apply It te Any Rupture, Old o2
Recent, Large or Small and You
Are on the Road That Has
Convinced Thousands.

Sent FreetoProve This

Anyene ruptured, m woman or ehl
should write at once to W. & Rice, 888,
Main St., Adams, N. Y, for a free

of his wonderfal stimulating appl

Just put it on the rupture and the m
begin to tighten: they begin to bind
gether 5o that the obeming closes maturally
and the need of & support or truss or 8-
pliance is then done away with. Dom's
neglect to sond for this frea trial m
it your rupture doesn't bother you

is the use of wearing supports all your
Hef Why suffer this nuisance, Why ren
the risk of gangrene and such

from a small and innecent Hitle ruptare,
the kind that has thrown thousands on
the operating table? A host of mem and
women are dally running soch risk just
because thelr ruptures do not burt nor
prevent them from gelting arcund. Write
at onee for this free trial, as it s
tainly a 1 tiing and has

in the eure of ruptures that were as

st & mans twe f(ists. Try and write ab
onee, using the coupon delow,

Frea for Rupture
Ww. Rice, Ine,
€651 Maln St Adams, N, Y.
You may send me entitely free &
Rample Treatment of yeur stimulating
application for Rupture.

Rtate e AR ARt L Res s sen s SN SRS
Name®  isssnsanssssssssstsvyayonavs
Address -.-..-.-.--.o-nt-u-o--uov'
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