.

$

- -

""--..

THE BEE:

09

1912,

3

Hee’

[o

me Ma

OMAILY, TUESDAY, OCTOBER

T — — —

gazi

- —
S—

—

“cpyright, 1912 Natlon

You Can't Judge a Chicken by the Parsley 'Round the Dish

nl News Assd'n.

Say HARRY CoulDNT wOW
USE YOUR INFLUEMNCE
WITH TRE JVDGE AND
GET HIM TO LET ME OFER
THE JURY JUST FOR TODAY -
~NOU KNOW THIS IS5 MY
O™ ANNIVER SARY AND
| WANT TD SPEND THE

Mi

WELL~ 'tk GivE

OF SOB STUFE
AND ASKE HIM

M AN EAREULL
(hE

|_ DAY AT A MEATRE
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F

NOV K0OW HER JUDSE
LITTLE JUROR NC 10~
$HE JUJT WANTS TD
GET AwAY TODAY-
GEE | KNOW THAT™
SHELL AYPREUATE

U-M= A = M=
SEND HER UP TO

T™HE BEMNCH -
| wuew | OPENM

S0 YOURE THE WOUNUy
LADN \NHO WANTS TD
GET AwAY T0DAY
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ME THAT THIS

1O WEDDIN G ANNINERSARY -
VOURE SO YOUNG
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WHY YOU DONT MEAN TD e

Is My TENMTH

————

Hunting a

The Widow's Gloomy Day in the Country is Brightened
by Some Pleagant Anticipations,

—

Husb;;l

/

By VIRGINIA TERHUNE VAN DEWATER.

Day dawned dull and gray on the
morning following the Minors' arrival at
Pleasanton, Beatrice, awakening late,
heard the drip, drip of raln from the
eaves over her window, and turned upon
her plllow with a sigh of disgust. The
the sentence, “As gloomy as a day in the
country,” came to her mind. She won-
dered who had ever =ald It to her. Then
she remembered that Robert Maynard
had once used the expression and that
she had laughed at the aptness of It
What could be more dreary than such &
day as this, her first In thls summer
resort? She pondered upon Dr. Haynes
sudden appearance last night, trying to
decide whether hia manner had been the
result of professlonal interest or mere
pity for a lonely woman. Bomehow, this
morning, the whole affalr seemed fiatg,
stale, and unprofitable.

“His brother!" exclaimed Beatrice, in-
credulously,

“Why, ves. Robert, you know. His
flancee has gone to the White mountalns
with her father and mother, so Robert
comes out often to see hls brother Paul
to relleve the monotony of her absence,
I suppose. He =ays Illttle about her,
even to me, and he {8 just as good to
talk to, you know, even If he |s engaged.”
She laughed again. She was evidently in
& good humor,

“Of course he is,'' responded Beatrice,
heartlly. For the moment she was think-
Ing less of Robert Maynard than of his
brother, Paul, of whom Helen had said
vesterday that he was wealthy, and «
bachelor,

“Come about 5 o'clock,” repeated her
friend. “Let Jack come over here and
play with Dan today, won't you? Put

The sound of Mary In the kitchen at
the other end of the bungalow was car-
rled to her ears. In the small bullding,
finiehed In wood throughout, wih no
plaster to muffle the sounds, a step on

any of the floors could be heard In ¢very for there will be only ourselves hers for

room, From Mary's vigorous handling of |
the pots and pans this morning one would |
infer that she was as gloomy as the day.
The acrid odor of kerosene smoke startled
the mistress of the house, and as soon
us she was dressed she hastened to the
kitchen.

“IMd 1 smell kerosene,
queried suspiciously.

The mald's flushed face attested to the
fact that she had been having her own
troubles wiih the range.

Bure, ma'am, it's years since I'va made
a coanl fire and 1've had & flerce time of
it thls morning. 8o I just put a little
kerosene on to hurry things along a
bit. There wasn't any fire in the stove
when 1 poured in the fle.”

Mary?' she

i‘aTong.

l8 rubber boots on and send him right
I'll send Tom over with the cov-
ered carriuge for you late this afternoon,

|and return the small boy at the same

time. Do not bother to dress for dinner,
that meal, And the men who may come
over this evening will not expect to see
city toge in this unfashlonable place”

“All right and thank you!" responded
Beatrlce. Do not send for me too carly,
for I would lilke to see my little girl
safely through her supper before 1 leave
her. She Is ever 80  much better today,
0 I do not think that even Dr. Haynes
could object to my leaving her this even-
ing."”

"“Of course, he couldn't” agreed Helen.

{ “T'o tell the truth, I thought he was over- |

careful about the child last night. 1 wish
you could have been with us, vet we
had no other company, after all, than
Dr. Haynes. He wanted Lo telephone
you just before he started for home and

Beatrice looked grave. “It's a risky thing

ask sabout Jean, but I would not let him

to do,” she warned. "You know, I sup-| .0 voy

pose, that if It could be proved that you |

used kerpsene in your range no !.nauram-e.l

could be collected If the house burned | oy

down
AN
house don't

seein' tha
remarked |

what's the difference,

"

belong to you?

“Thank you!" sald
Bhe did not think it worth while to tell

friend of the pyhsleian's uncon-
ventionally late call,
While Helen still talked, Beatrice de-

clded that thls evening she would wear

leatrice meekly,

Mary, with the Inconsequence of her kind. | an elaborately simple net and lace frook [
Beatrice did not wish to continue the (over & pale blue slip. Mor blue brought |
argument, and arouse her maid's com-;out the color of her eyves and*made her |

batlve spirit, so after & gentle request |look young. And slnce she had gone to
that she be very careful, she returned to | the expense of getting pretty clothes for

the children's
thelr dressing. Both Jack and Jean were |
in ecstasy at finding themselves In the !
country and thelr spirits wers not damp-
ened by the information that they could
not go off the veranda until the raip
ceased,

The downfall lasted all day. however,
and for a while domestic matters indoors |
seemed as unpromising as the weather
outside, for, soon after breakfast, Mary
sought out her mistress with an acoount
of her range troubles. 8he found that un-
less she had a very hot fire In the kitchen
she would get no hot water with which
tn wash her dishes, But thls same DbIg |
fire. she claimed, would make the small
kitchen unbearably hot.

“If wa only had some way of heating
water in & pot on top of the range with-|
out havin' a fire In the range itself!"" she
walled. ‘|

After the mald has returned to the |
kitchen, Beatrice moved by the necessity |
for advice telephoned to Helen Robbins
and proceeded to pour forth her tale of
woe. Helen, always practical and qulek-
witted suggested that BHeatrice and Mary |
bring up fom tha cellar an cll stove
which the former inmates of the bunga-
low had alwuys used during the summers

“Mary can heat water for the dlsheﬂl
on that without the dlscomfort gnd work |
of a coal fire.,” she explained. “'But, nr|
course, you will not have hot water In |
the boller for your baths.™

“Oh, never mind about that,” replied
Reatrice. “After all” she added, sar-|
castically, “what s the comfort of an |
entire family compared with the conven-
fences of one mald?"’

Helen laughed sympathetically, “Well,
dear,” ghe sald, "you know we all nave
to put up with that Kind of thing out
here. 1 am sorry that your flrst day |
should be so damp ond dismal. Wikt
are you going to do this afternoon?” y

“Nothing,” replled Beatrice, “except at |
around and get the blues."” !

‘“Nonsense!” ejaculgted her friend, |
“Make up your mind o come over hera

about 5 o'clock and stay to dinner. Uncle |
Henry was coming out, but he never
comes If it rains for''—with a wiggle— |

“the dampness gives him rheumatism in |
hisg poor old bones. 1 would not ask you If'
he was to be here, for he would bore
you to death. But he told me not to ex-
pect him on any day that was not clear
and bright. So as it s damp and raw,

we'll have g good, qulet time together

And perhaps I'll telephone down to the
Cedar CUft for Paul Maynard and his
brother to come vp and call this evenlng.”’ l

room to assist them in |this summer, why uot wear them when

she had the chance to do so?

Then she listened onee more to Helen's
remarks. They had been upon the
weather, and of no especlal Interest. But

'her flnul speech brought the widow to

attention.

“Thera |8 no loss without some small
grin' Mrs. Robbins was saying, *‘And
I am grateful to this pergistent raln for
preventing Uncle Henry's weekly visit
to Pleasanton today.”

“So am 1" agreed Beatrice. And in her
heart she knew that she spoke the truth,

—

— )
Henpeck on His Travels
%J

“Dan'* Bully, the former cotton king.
was talking on the plasza of hils hotel at
Wateh Hil, R. 1., about matrimony.

“You can easily tell.”” he sald, ““whether
or not & man is happlly married*

“How can you tell?" a guest demanded,

“"Well, for instance, there was a chap
came up here from New York In June to
engnge & room for himself.

“ 1 only want a small room,' he said,

‘for the month of August, while my wile |

s travellng in Europe.'

8o I showed him a small room;
he sald:

“'No; my wife wouldn't care abbut
this, A good view, you know, Isn't es-
sential, Haven't you something cheaper?

“I ghowed him a smaller, cheaper room,
but he shovk his head.

"My wife,' he explained, ‘doesn’t think
1 need to be on one of the parior floora,
Haven't you got an attic room?

I showed him the cheapest, smuallest
room in the house.

v *How much s this room,” he asked.

“T mentloned a very low rate.

0h, dear!” he rald, frowning: ‘my
wife thinks [ ought to get & room for
half that.' .

“Then 1 looked the poor chap right in
the eye.

© 'Qae here' sald I, ‘vou don't want a
oom. What you want |8 a divoree.' '—
Louisville Times.

but

An 014 Cuastom.

“There,”” sald the man who had pur-
chaxed a pedlgree that reached back to
the “coming over” of Willlam the Con-
quoror, & & gold snuff box that was
used by one of my great-great-grand-
fathers.” .

“Very interesting.” replied the gentle.
man who was examining the thing. “"Vary
Intercsting, Indeed. T had no Idea that
the ‘made In Germany’ mark had been in
use as long as that.''—Chicago Tribune.

|

TiS NEW YEARS EvE AT THE FISH
HORN CLUB. SILENCE PREYAILS
FOR BULK-EYE BiLL |5 RBoUT
TO RENDER THAT PATHETIC
LITTLE DITTY,” THE LACE ON THE
BARROOM DOOR* LEFT HAND
SALUTE] ENTER THE CLEAN UP
KIDS AND EXIT BUCK EYE BILL
HEAD FOREMOST. AS HE IS

DOOR SOME ONE YELLS FROM
THE TOP STORY, * IF CABBAGE
WAS A"HEAD WOULD THE
TOMATO KETCHUP?

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
' | WE HRVE WITH US THIS
EVENING®

o

PASSING SWIFTLY THROUGH THE

ORT ABAR SAYS-~
¢

THE BEST SUBSTITUTE FOR COAL’

WARM WEATHER (S ABOUT

S MASE Y |

GENTLEMEN BE SEATED
TA-RA-RA-RA

INTERLOCUTOR - WELL TAMBO
WHATS THE NEWS TO-DAY.
TAMBO=WHY, A LITTLE GAL O=
Six YEARS HELD UPA TRAIN
OUT wesT
INTERLOCUTOR=- OH, COME NOW,
TAMBO. SURELY YOU DONT
EiPECT VS TO BELIEVE THAT A
CHILD OF 51X YERARS COULD
HOLD UP B TRAIN OF ABLE-
BODIED MEN AND WOMEN
TAMBO-AH NEVAH SAID NUFFIN
ABOUT HOLDIN' UPA TRAIN OF
MEN AND WIMMIN. SHE HELD
UP A BRIDES TRAIN AT A WEDDIN,

WOOPS BY GOsH!!

THERES ARING AROUND THE
MOON

AL

GHIC LOVED muSIC BUT HE
COULDNT PLAY A NOTE. HE SAW
A SHLE OF PHONOGRAPHE
ADVERTISED S0 HE WENT
DownN AND BOUGHT A DOZEN
RECORDS. HE TOON THE MACHINE
HOME AND SELECTING ONE OF

THE RECORDS HE READ THE
NAME ON IT "SILVER THREADS
AMONG THE GOLD” SURE THAT
A GRAND OLD SONG. I'LL PUTIT
ON HE PYT THE RECORD ON
WOUND UP THE MACHINE AND
STARTED HER OFF A GENTS
VOICF SQUEALED,

‘IPDOGWOOD HAS FLEAS
HAS MAHOGANY 7"

FUMERAL AT 2R M.
SRICTLY PRIVATE

| [ATTENTION!
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IFlorencé Moore Télls “Ho\:i to Be Beéﬁﬁfu
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“Get right along out of here,”" sald Miss
Florence Moore, as she pushed her life
and stage partner, Mr. Montgomery, out
of the dressing room at the Broadway
theater, New York.

“I am going to be Interviewed on 'How
to be besutiful, though ugly.'"

Miss Moore perched herself on a trunk
as big as 4 touring car, and I sat before
her to take account of stock, so to speak.
She hud had time to wash off her makeup.
but T had not yet been able to reallze
fust what kind of a person was the gir!
who = called the funnlest young woman
on the stage.

You see It was like this: From an alsle
gseat in the theater I had watched Miss
Moore pick up Hanky Panky and walk
off with it. In the slang of the stuge.
iwith a physical vitality which seemed
 extraordinary for a person
& hulld, She acted her scenes with whirl-
wind quality that takes your breath
away, and she had besn genuinely whim-
gical and irrepressibly funny

In the first act, In a weird trouserette
gogtume, anyong but Miles Moore
would have besn vulgar, but some In-
definable quality keeps her [rom erring
in this way and a preposterois sense of

else

Itl.urru-r with & spontaneity which scems

MISS FLORENCE
By MARGARET HUBBARD AYER. absolutely natural wine the wudience from

of so slight |

!

MOORE

the [(irst.
Now funny women are very seldom
beautiful Junny faces are no beautitul
faces, though they may be lovable ones

#nd are often fascinating ones; As 1 uul|
and watched and studjed Miss Moore, 1!

wondered how she had ever come to de.
vote herself to belng a conmedienne, Bhe
lias a very serlous fact, the oyesm are
extraordinarily earnest and penetraling
with something of the viglonary look In

ke he was himself,

| tiue

, Though Ugly”

“No matter how you feel about it, or
what you really look like, the laughing,
humorous face, even If It lsn't mirietly
benutiful, is the face that people ke to
look at In a preference to the gad-eyed,
despalring beauty,”

“Hut do vou think a sense of humor
can be cultivated?"

“Yes, 1 do, and ! think 1t should he part
of thelr education, If women would learn
to look on the funny side of life, that
#ide would grow, and they would see more
funny and amusing things te
Interest them, Often when 1 go on the
stpge, feeling down, ns one I8 apt to do.
I see someone In the audience that strikes
ma a8 funny, and [ begin to laugh and a
whole Tot is Ufted from my shoulders
“Nobody knows what T'm laughing at,
and I suppose they think It's part of the
show, but sometimes I catch sight of
those sterm people who come (o the
theater with the flrm determination not
to be amused, and not to think any foke
funny, They sit there with the expression
that says ‘I dare you to make me laugh.'
I wlways take the dore, and nothing glves
me more joy than to bring o reluctant,
shiume-lfoeed grin on such a face

Y“"Where did you get all *troneth
from, Mixs Moare? “You certainly don't
look robust."

"Do you know I'm not the least con-
selous of It untll | off and look
ny kown, which genorally in |
fhreds after the performance. This dress
tells the story of how nard 1 work,” and |
Miss Moore looked ruefully at her span- |
gled frock to put her Mnger through
numerous teurs that bore witness (o that
evening's stronuous perfurmance,

Thoukh we wers getting on nicely in u’
conversational wuy, | hadn't found out
yot what was the secret power in this
extraordinary young woman who ocan
make & blg audlence laugh at her antics
on the stage, and who Is s0 earnest, so
simple and unaffected, o anything but
comio jn private life

Bhe was still sitting on the touring
trunk, brushing her long mane of ‘nn.lr.|
which unlike ordinary theatrical halr |
grows on her own head and not on the
dressing table.

“Mlss Monra, do tell how you do It
Your life & harder and more sirenuons
than that of the average woman in the
audlence. You have to be keyed up to a
certdln  pitch every night to get your|
audience, and yet you don’t look tired; In
fact, you look younger off the stage than
on It. Now confess, what you do when
vou get to this theater feeling that you
haven't any vitality or any strangth to
work with, and yet knowing that you|
must  play part with all your|
usual vivaoity 7 |

Mlas Moore looked at me with those

and more

your

came

I

over

your

them that In-l}mus to the religlous en-
thusiast. The mouth alone |= humorous
and very flexible. But she s pretty,

“Why didn't you go In for stralght act-
Ing, whers you could have heen the bent-
tiful lady of the plece?' 1 asked Miss
Moore

Oh. there is a so much bigger field in
this HUne of work, and It Is 80 muech mors
Interesting. Besides I think it's a fine
thing to make people Ia}ush if one can.
Laughter ls healthy and there 18 not half
enough if |t In the world, You must know
my theories about remalning young, and
ah. dld you eay beautiful? Thank yOu.
I've never consldered myself go, but all
tompliments  are gratefully accepted.
Well, I advise women to ocultl-
vate p pense of humor and train their
eves on the sunny side of |ife.

should

deop, penetrating eyes from which all
mirth and rogulgshness were banlshed and
im!d:
| *1 pray. I'm & Christian Sclentiat and
{it often happens that when I get out be-
fore that blg audience and feel my
strength oozing from me, and my audi-
ence getling away, 1 just stand there and
pray.

“I may be saying a joke with my lips,
but right down in the bottom of my
heart I'm praying for strength,”

Thers wan no need of questioning her
any further, for despite the fact that
she Is known as the funniest woman on
the stage, the secret of her power which
will be the secret of health and youth as
long as she needs it Is & deep and spirit-
ual one, which preachers and lecturers
talk about.

The Manicure Lady

-

]

sort of n world,”
the Manicure Lady, “"Today we are hore
and tomorrow In the Klondike,
ns one of them poets once sald,”

"This Is n funny

we e

sud I|

“That's where you are wrong, George"
fild the manfoure lady. “Wilfred's hond
Is too big wltogether
blggest heads for a young man that was

e has one of the

“What's the matter now?" asked the | aver set on two shonlders, That's the raal

Huemwd Buarber,
“Oh, Wilfred gol sore aguin the other

wits saying something about writing
comic opera and father told him he ought
to be able W0 write one, seeing whit a
I don't think the
old gent ought to sink the harpoon Into
brother so hard, T'he poor boy 8 only
& poet, and I guess, Qeorge, that lie |3
& kind of 0 minor league poet at that,
seeing that he can't get none of hig stulf
Into the papers, but that ain’t any reason
why the old gent should get after him
s hurd. 1 think a son ought to be o
friend to his father, but
father calls his won & Joke and says that

| man can't be a poet when he has n
| hend  shaped

ke n hubbard «quash, 1
guess that the son has a right to object
How {8 a hubbard squash shaped,
Geporge

“All 1 remember |s that it aln't round,
but kind of big at one end and small at
the other, 1 don't think It Ix right for
your father to compare your brother's
head v a hubbard, becpuse from what
postry you have shown me of his I don't
think his head Is big anywhere,'

[ night,” replled the Manicure Lady, "He | Milton and

trotible with him, George. He thinks that
when It comes to writing poetry he hns
Mister Dante looking like

B liwo deuces, and You know as well as Ido,

Guorge, that ain't any way for a young
man to think that never no pogms
pubitished except n fow flour nnd
fevd trade paper.”

“Well, what I8 all the chutter about?"
nsked the head barber,

“Oh, nothing much. T was Just talking
to you, George, so that there would ba
something running through your empty
hend. The way [ came to mention the

golL
in a

when & ' thing at all was that Wilfred showed ug

i lyrle that he thought was golng to be
the best lyrie In the comle opern he 8
Roing to write. Listen to It:

" "The moon Is Is shinlng on the lake,
And you Into my heart I'd take

If you would swesr by all the stars,
Ineluding the planets such as Mars,
That you would be my love, my queon.
You are the best I ever seen.'

“I don't blame your futher for Bawling
him out,'" sald the Head Barber. “A kid
that would write a thing llke that and
ocall It m Iyrio ought to be shot

It is bettér soup
than you can make--

simply delicious

DIAMOND

CONDENSED

SOUP Ioc |

It is made in the cleanest kitchen in the world—from the
hest vegetables—from the hest U. 8, inspected meats—by a
wonderful eook—and twice as much for ten cents as in a can.

You get it in the form of a powder
and dissglve it in bolling water.

You rurnish tha water and we furnish the soup.

Your Grocer Sells It.
OMAHA SALES (0., DISTRIBUTOR. TEL. DOUGLAS 3688

Cut off one-third HIGH cost of living for cereal food

Every famlly lo America, which REALLY waata to

|
Reduce the
High Cost of Living
S SR g e PO o e v g
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