Tills BEE: OMAHA,

FRIDAY,

JANUARY 5, 1912,

RIGHTD
RyUT™-
GEE BuY
| PREL VIR E
\l\lﬂ\lffﬂ
| iM TRl S Rie
WELL | MOV
hn-_mﬂ. ~UM =

wWikk BE A |

LOVELY WEUDIMNG -

M 82 GLAD OO

THAT HARR HAS
| REFORMED =

IENOW MR L.
BE HAPPY
NOW 4

e ——
(Oli- I Enow T -,[
|
|

- e e o= f -

_.-_AJ"."‘ 4.8

. f(‘

D The Heey Home Magazing

Y TAKES A BRODIE FROM THE SPRINKLER

b
+
-

*
WHAT'
LANT TinD
m.qnq_F § \

T T &
e 10 ."r \
ek dillediha~e

ANS | PRD
Spues 1(-Rl
™E iR
Mg SCEMERY

Sk MAT HARAS

L ""P'Tﬁ""l::f - . [,,1 GNER M TME (AuRTHOWIE ’\‘i"‘“ m*“";: ON:_
R SUDSE LAST SORE-TAM SIL AnD 1al Ga pOwA TO THE s S e are P
iy GHT AND HASNT | ALOY EXUTE N5 gk - SEE IF WE CANT WE BGT MIM LAST ;

PEEM SEEM I/ MLE -
ENERNBODNYS S ]l
EYCITED AT },

L THE CHuRLN

NYSELR NOW T HEATE
L & WA

OF

HEY FED M o AU

HiM - WAHBE MHE
WMELD v AD FRISKED
TOR e 5 DOWIrH =
THE. O0Pi= GET A
WIoGLE OM NOW -

\ L

ME SAID THAT ME
[LEUTEN AT (
HANE wou SEEN) O
ORMEARD OF A
SHRAIMP W TH

LA SiLK HAT !

rik SEE

e ———

TEARY SKYRERCFLE
AN A CHIRTF

WAS

™HE JUDGE
OROPPED THE (™)
WHIP AN | BOT

- OFF TA GET 1T

[ Married Life the Third Year

No. 1—For Helen the New Year Does Not Begin So Hap-
pily After AlL

I|
N - =
By MABEL HERBERT URNER.

Tho only sound in the room was (he She found the eane and brought it to
oceaslonal rustle of Warren's paper. It him. He had his coat on now and wWas
wik New Year's Day, and for Helen it earefully smoothing lils silk hat e did
had been Tar from a/ happy day, not lock up as Helen stood the cange |

Warrenstiil

lagainst the hat rack and then went back |

malntalned toward |imn tha sitting room.

her the sullen si- | Would he go out without telling ler
lance of the past goodby ¥ Except th ask for hig eane, he
week Bince  her had not spoken since he had started In

determination naot
to Ko to his sinter

10 dress
her this way?

Ijm-ri-vﬂ SURL e | Only tha louwd ticking clock accentuated
v .‘I :1..'.”‘, ki:r the =llence. Why was Le lingering out in
l,_:dh,t.:j“m: iy |the hall? Was he still smoothing his
1t was mnow al- hat? Or was he trying to diolde whether
most  five,  Flelan |!n come In and tell her goodby or (o go
know Carrie's din- on out without a word?
ner Was to bb at To Helen the moments seemod ondless
weven, And that befors she heard his resolute steps toward
shis wanted War- the hall door, Then the opening and
ren Lo come enrly closing bf the door—and he was gone,
to make the punch, With an effort to swallow the lump In
Was It possible her throat, she ran to the window, A
that he was not moment later she saw him oross the
going? He had street and walt on the corner. Yt he
sald nothing of did not once look up, his eyes were fixed
dressing. For the last hour he had been | on the approaching car. Did he feel that
reading stendily without even glancing at [she was watching him?
the clogk. In his smoking Jacket and! <o without an upward  glancs, he
slippers and with the paApers and mag- o,...0 on the car. When It had disap.
agines about WM, he seemed settled for petirsd Helon turned back nnd gased
the evening. Could it be that after all arotnd the toom. S0 this was to bo her

he had decided to say with her?

New Year's evening?

Her heart  leaped at  the .ltmusvht he e only one: tHIie Vo do=work!
¥ven though he was nt'ill ll"é(‘l!,n:'i‘::.: It would be useless to try to read, No
though he spent the evening th o i book eould hold her attention now. And
sllence— if he would only stay!, If

he would not leave her alone this New
Year's evening!

All day she had had a headathe,
throbbing headache, brought on she
knew by brooding over It all, which
made oven harder the thought of the
evening alome.

Suddenly Warren
paper and glanced
Heart sank—then
golng'

e ryome from hia chalr,
strotdhed, thrust his hands into his pock-
elw and Strode over to the window. For
several moments he stood there Iwoking
out.

At last he swung awround with an ab-
rupt, “So you're not going Lo« hange your
mind? You're determined nol to go?”

Why., Warren, 1 couldn’t g0 now If 1
wiinted to. You know I'm sick
with this headache ™

Headache! You've sald
you weren't golng. Why put
hendache now ™

i'm not. 1 merely sald 1 couldn't go
with this headache, but 1'1l also =ay that
1 shiowldn't have gone anyway

Tlelen was Sorry as ns she hid
suld this, Always above everything elss
wanted not to irritate him, and yet
at times he goaded her Into making some

a

his
Haor
wns

down
clock

he

flung
at the
after nil

vRWned,

almost

nlong
on “

ull
It

s0o0n

to sit down and brood, to give hersdf up
| to her sense of desolation and self-plty
would only mean that sha would cry her-
self 1L, )

l WQuickly she got out a walst, the collar
of which necded altering. and resdlutols
lwont to work., Della was off for the
afternoon. Winifred wis asleep, Neéver
{ had the place sesmed so silent and lone Iy,

Try ns shis would, Helen could not keep
her mind on the work (n hler hands
Persistently hor thoughts followed Wuar-
ren. Now he had reached the house.
Now he was there. 82ha plctured them
greeting him.

Would they nsk about her? Or, know-
fng why she had not come, would they
delfberately avold mentioning her name?
When they were seated st the table how
marked would be her absence—with all
the family there except her! And War-
ren—could he laugh and talk and enter
into the spieit of It wll? Would her ab-
sence cast no shadew on hle New Year's
dinner?

And then her mind went buck over (he
pasl year, over all thelr disagreemonts
and the constant warring of their tem-
peraments

Then the whole two years of their mar-
ringe passed before her. Bhe saw the

gradual drifting apart, the Jessening of

such retort common interest. 1F they bhad drified so

That's & pleasant speceh,” earchsti-| far In two yeurs, what would be Lhe
cally “I supposa you know this Is & nlee | thirdT What further cstrangements id
way to begln the now year,” as he Kicked | the new year hold? A year they had

nalde the paper he had dropped an the
floor and started into his room (o dress,

begun In this way—=how might it not ¢nd?
| Oh, If this was only not New Years!

“Oh Warred, you don't know how I re- | Of 41l days, how could Warren leave her
gret all this—how 1 wish T could go. But [glpne today? Bhe tried to think it only
how . can [ fier the way Carrle treated |5 foollsh  superstition—the belisf that
mpn Christmns? 1 can't go to her howse [ gany unhappiness on New Year's day
for dinner. 1 don’t think I ever can—|would shadow the rest of the year. But
and certalnly not now.,” the tears s0 blurred her eves that she

Wall you're not punishlng anybody could hardly see to thread the nesdie
but yourself, Don't get 1t into your head What was that? Helen started from
that anyvbody's golng to care, Carrfe's | her chalr. It sounded like the apening
Mpner wil aff ne well without yvou,  of the hall door. Surely It was too early
and probpably . bloomirig  vight  better | for Delin! But how cauld any one olse-
than If you'd go and make & seene @an | Then the sitting room deor opened
you did Christroas," “Oh, Warren! Warren!" as she rushed

Helan Wit her lip. Ever since Christmas | toward him with & sab of Jo
day at his father's, when sbha had In- “There, there,” patting her clumaily on
dignanily carried Winifred out of thie shiouldery as she clung 1o Bl N A
1o0m to got her away fram tl naliviour gan't be a liitle wse!  Carrle’s down
teaning ol rrin's of iraer Warren Nl | etalrs in o taxi. She sayn she's not guing
called 1t a "seene ' THHe was plways & back untll you come with Now If
cusing hier of "making roenes that was  ghe's done thisn much | can muet heér
i favorite stoek phrdsge of his becunuse he | half way, ean't 3oul
now she slirank from It “Oils, ves—yes! OF course T will)

e had gone Into the bedroom now and “That  the girl! Now hurry up and
plammed the doot He was dressing rap- | get ready, they wobti't smit down wntil we
idly. She could tell by the sounds of his |eome."
moving apbaur the roum and of drawer She drew his head dawn ta her ind
being horviedly opened and closed, el with flerce, tendes tle

In & few moments e wolld be gonas o8
And sha would be left alone to spend the b you eouldn't—you ecouldn’t have
evening slone--New Year's ¢ ng All ft wlane New Years evenlng-—could
cay the loars ad betnh very nekr., but ¥l
he forced them back. Long exporlence] “Well | baven't have 17 Naew, don't
bad taught her that tears frritated | be foallsh' Run along quick and got
him Lo further hambinesa, 1..-,.:. theyre walting dinner for us

In a fow moments he Ame ou War- now
ren wis always well grommed, Hut ha |
looked particularly well In  evening Ouce Was Enough.
clothe l One day Mark Twain was being shaved

“Shere's that other cane—the nus 7 |b¥ & very talkative barbar, and wes
just had & new ferrule put on™ f-,:.:‘m] to Ustenn Lo many of his anecdotes

*tan't It on the hall rack™ The barber had to sirop his resor, and

Ha strode oot in the ball. “No. Ii's not when he was ready, brush in hand, to

3 vommeses agnin, Lo asked
MR .l.' L e WG hE Stiull 1 go over |t again™
where'-— No. thunks,” drawisd Mark I's

*Oh, than Delia must tave pul it in the srdly necessary. [ think | can remyan

glosst. Wadt, 1D get i ber every word' ' —Eversbody's Magssioe,

And pow was he going to |-‘|I‘.'1'b

|
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WAS STANDING ON HIS METAL?
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ANIWER THE COP O HIS EAR
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By GUS MAGER.

Copyright, WL, Natlone) Sews Asen,

The Adventure of the Bombarded Cigar Store

SHERLOCKL |~
A BURGLARY |

SHORE
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Tou ARE
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)

WASNT

AND Funmeanoae,]
NOT ONE OF THESE Ex- \
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BY JOVE THAT SigM 1
MAKES ME SORE , NOW |
THAY I'E Swomn oFF |
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U SAY Tou DID SwEAR
OFF EMCHING MR, GROUO
| EHOW 1T MAKES A MmaN
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EACLSE TOU FoR TMasy -
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sed Ma to Pa wen ha calm from e oftis!

for dinner. & what s It Lhat

you have In
yurd arme

Well, sl Pa, 1| will tell yon, this In &
Parshun Rug, & my anser to vare first
wud Pa, will reguire a Hooel wmoms |
®wot in & fle.withh a Husshun
& 1 hiad & shade over him,
seeinn 1o be & shade oaver yure
eye, too, widdl Ma, Kind of purple, ke o
purple twllite,. With wich hand did the
Russhun smite thee® Ma anked Pa

It was all my way, Pa sed,. You see, 1t
war llke thie. T wos walking nlong the |
ptreot with this Porshun Ltug

questin
tme, 1
P wed,

Thare

wiah )
wanted to give you for & Holllay pres

bilig

ont, & along calm & follow

with

'

whiskoers, He kind of butied Into our
crowd, Pa med, & he semned vary nloe st
first, his manners was fine, The boys all
took 1o him & thay even let him trest
onst out of his turn, sed Pa.

Then, Pa sed, sumihing was sed about
Mister Bhuster, the fine yung financeor
wich has got chased out of Peraba right
in the middel of a lot of valuable work,
& the man with the whiskers on hie fuoe
sed What business has he got thare? Then
1 toald him, sod Pa, that & man wich
i & Ameriean cliizen has business sny-
ware he wants Lo gn, Thon he called me
an Amoeriean pig, sed o, & sumthing
swoonped thru the mir llke a faleon, Pa
wud, and Mt on the end of his beak. It
happoned 1o be my fsl, I'a sed. Look
at them knukels, he sed, they are all
swollen, ’

Deerest luv, wed Ma, T wish you wud-

fam

dent fte, Fiteing brings out all  the
brutal instincis of man, sed Ma, |

-—

| == — o =
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‘ Little Bobbie's Pa
\kz-— - 3= e . — e — |
By WILLIAM F. KIRK,
What In the matter with yure face? I doant follow you, sed Pa, 1 think

that fiteing with & wife or a child,
Instens, wid be a pritty good sort of
pham battiing, but wen o Russhun with
& Mront wiskers cally ma a plg, Pa
then f(ltelng bescums  nonbal, like

I wmure did put & few oaver on that
Pa punch 1 latded
monst his wiskers down his

fur

slde
il
n b,
paby, sl i
knooked
throte
D you tellefons ull the palpers & tsil
them dbout yvure glorus vietory? sed Ma
As far back us | reemembar our married

of

Hee, med Ma, | do not reecall another
argument wich you have won. Why
doant vou send all of the oity sditors

good pleters of you. | will tite & poem
under 1t, Ma sml, & will enll it Bmite the

Muscovite. 1 will tell them, Ma sed, how

o mussed up the Grand Duke.

But 1 dident tell you that he was a
srund duke, Pa sed, I jest sed he fought
grand.

Hobble, wed Ma, yure father admits that
he fought grand. He thinks, [ guess, that
we ought for to see the other fellow, [
wish 1 eud bhealeeve him ot that, sad Ma,
After what I have been reading In the
news luitly, wed Ma, 1 doant think that a
Cirand Duke more or leas wud malk much
differns, & 1 wish them Pershans wud
kil m 1ot of them MMassocks,

Them what? sed Pa.

Haoassooks, sed Ma, them troopers, Ias
Uk,

Ha, la, Ha, sed Pn. Hobble. he sed,
A you hear what yure mother calls
Conmacks?

Then Ma got good & mad & she wud-
dent talk to Pa any monr,

f

Give

(Hve, und thou shalt receive. Glve

There thou shalt fiud the lamp

By ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.
—(Copyright, 1911, by Amerlean-Journal-Examiner.)

thoughts of cheer,

Of cournge and puccess to friend and stranger,
And from a thousand sources, far and near,

Strength will be sent thee in thy hour of danger.

Giive words of comflort, of defonse, and hope,
To mortals crushed by sorrow and by error,

And though thy feet through shadowy paths may grope,
Thou shalt not walk in lonellness and terror,

Giive of thy gold, though small thy portion be.

Gold rusts and shrivels in the hand that keeps (t.
it grows in one that opens wide and free,

Who sows hils harvest Is the one who reaps It.

Give of thy love, nor walt Lo know the worth
Of what thou lovest, pnd ask no returning.
And wheresoe'er thy pathway leads on earth

of love-light burning.

: Life is a Privilege
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Hy ELLA WhEELEKX WILOOX,

(Coprright,
Life I8 a privilege

1911, American-Journal-Examiner.)
Its youthful davs

Shine with the radiance of continuous Mays.
To live, 1o breathe, 1o wonder and desire,

To feed with dreams the

heart's perpetual fre;

To thrill with virtuous passions and to glow

With great smbitions— in

The depths and helghts of feeling

hour to know
God! In truth

aone

How besutiful, how besutiful s youth!

Life Is a privilege, Like

s0me riare rose

The mysteries of human mind unclose.

Whut marvels lie in earth and alr and sea,
What stores of knowledge wait our opening key,
What sunuy roads of happiness lesd out
Beyoud the realms of indolence and doubt,

And
The

Lire
And
Tho

whut large pleasures
busy avenues of

Is & privilege

smile upon and bless

usefulness.

Tho'
shudows fall along the winding glades; .
Joy-hlooms wither In the Autumn air,

noontide fades

Yot the sweet gcent of sympathy (s there.
Pale sorrow leads us closer to our kind,
And in the serlous hours of life we find
Nepths fo the soul of men which lend new worth

And majealy to this brief
Life i8 n privilege.

span of earth,

If some sad fate

Hends us alone to seek the exit gate

If men forsake us us the shadows fall,

#till does the supreme privilege of all

(C‘ome in that reaching upward of the soul
To find the welcoming presence at the goal,
And In the knowledge that our feet have trod

Paths that lead from and
|

mwust lead us back o God.




