;-naucln; her,
,‘eould be ravenous.

., hungry?"

"o
i aince—"" »

" Wa can say it plain,
married. What's tha uss of dodging

,, couldn't let it go on.
. words,

-+ ghe stayed—stayed within the reach
. of it—anywhere but beyond the hori-

AL was,

ASaness

-
.
.
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(Contimved Frem Yestorday.)
Suppes. He began to eat without

Ehe wandered how he

- “What's the matter? Arent you
He had become aware of
the pretenses.

“I don't feel very well.”

“Shaking her. That's what 414 for

., ¥You." His mouth opened and a look
'+ of reminiscence fixed him. BSuddenly
., he crouched forward. “‘She does hate
* Aunt Abble."

He shot this eut with a kind of

' inmane intensity,

“We'd better not go Into hating,”

11 Jo Bllen said slowly.

"She does. She's begun to hate me.
wasn' that way before. It's

He stopped stupldly.

‘“Bines you werse hurt.”

“Hurt?” His face contorted. “No.
Since I was

1t? Since I was married. Since she
hegan hating vou and you hegan hat-

ing her, Hating. Everything's hat-
ing., If you two could've got along
'+ together. . . ."

. . and
. She
There was no
grind of the
go away, If

This woulr‘l'htve to go on ,
she would have to listen, . ,

‘way of stopping the
But she could

zon—her head would go wreng, her
. eyves would get to look like his, . , .
His eves followed her when she
went into the kitchen. She felt rath-
er than saw bhis excitament when
he came for a moment to the door.
Afterward, while she rather blindly
fumhbled with the dishes, she fanciea,

'with nothing to ald the surmise, that

he had gone to his ligquor, wherever
Perhapa the sickening feeling
would 1ift if she could write the line
to Stan Lamar.

She found paper and an envelope.
There was a stamp in her purse. Mar-
iy was not in the living room when
#ha sought the handbag.

Hhe would go out to drop the let-

.Jer in the mall chute at the very last.
VDelaying it seemeidl lke an assurance

(«that she had not hurried thes atep,
‘fhat the thinking out had demanded
,.tha utmost of time, She slipped the
‘detter under her blouse,

vy Thers was a numb silence through
‘which a drip In the kitchen sounded
« plereingly, She went to the sink and
tightened the offending tap. Only the
| @ound -of the blood jn her temples re-
mained.

It sha eould find Mrs. Simma' pel
lets, . . . Here they were. But how
many should bha taken? She sat be-
side the table looking at the bottie
with the red marks, People had dif-
ferent sorts of headache. Perhaps
thers were no pellets for her kind.

P Mo Vork

--Day by Day--
[ —_
By 0. 0. McINTYRE.
™ Parls, Bept, §.—We sought out one

- ,f the cloistered nooks of Montmartre

today for breakfast. And drew up in
the rear yard of an old house which
}bears the name Cafe Coucou. It pro-
Yided an excellent view of Parls,
! Hens wers pecking in the yard and
fhere was the constant yipping of the
packs of dogs that rove the distriet.
Afterward thera was a stroll through
fe quarter—viewing the tiny shop
‘lnrlnws abloom with their varying
Jumble,
« Parls lives to eat and drink, Snalls
are the plece de resisiances and to see
windows of the allmy, crawling
things doesn't whet a ham and egx
appetits, Sidewalk vendors were
hawking a new fangled needle that
pleases the ladies, Manipulating it
they may close "runners’ {n sllk hoas,
Back near my hotel I sought the
ministrations of a barber. It was &

#real molon and the lone barher took
S pride in his art. When 1 asked for
* a manicure {t was quite a surprise to
* be attended to by a black whiskered
* gellow of middle age. 8o this is Paris’

On the Rue de 1a Palx—that short
strip of fashion paradise—one notices
that the skirts are shorfer than ever
bafore. The smartest frocks are only
s fow inches below the knees. The
Parisian women are the best dressed
i the world and the men ths worst.

¥he hangouts for Americans at the
famcheon eocktall hour are the Ritz
Ameriean bar, Harry's New York
Bar and The Arizona. The latter

fs run by a Frenchman, and
=. Arisona atmosphers (s provided
a lone chalk drawing of a cow-

)

the New York bar thers s &
at prohibition In the siates {n
twe signs reading: “Try Our Scofflaw
Cocktall" and "A Drink with a klck—

iv

*Try the Three Mile Limit.”" The us-

ual orowd of bar fllss thal gracea
the old sorner saloon i{s thers.

1 bought & Paris Times In front of
Maxim's today from a newsle wheo
used to be stationed at Brooklyn
Tiridge. He came over on a tramp
steamer just for the trip and went
broke here threes months ago. Now he
in going to wtay. He sayvs he la aver-
aging 3200 & month sslling newspa-
pers to Americans

At luncheon in the Cafe Ade Paris
were two rosy cheeked and plump
Franchmen — evidently iwins—and
alike aven to their shiny bald heads.
Pach bore & legion of honor ribron in
the lapel. They ats exactly the same
dishes in almost perfect unison and
not once dld they exchange a word.
“Two of the richest bachelors in
Paris,” the headwaiter told me. And
alvly: "A palr of gay dogwe."”

One learnes in Paris that “Dnglish
Spoken Here" wmigna often do not
mean a thing, In many casess it Is
a mers lure for the tourist, I have
Lieen trying out my menu French on
various unsuspecting innocents with
the wusual result—they ahrug thelr

shoulders and walk away.
N

The saddest note in the world's
gayest city Is its army of nymphs du
pave. Most of them are in thelr teens,
When the ilghts come on they swarm
on the principal avenues tossing en
gaging smirks and suggestive winkms
to passershy. Their direct appronch
ja to aak for a clgaret, Parls makes
no effort te msuppress them, Indeed
groups of them Indulge in bantering
conversallons with gendarmos, [t 1w
nrot unumsal for a Aone man o be
halied by six or seven in a block
1'he guldes who show yokels the hid.
den wickednesas are also just as plen-
titul, They are mleek and well (rossed
and with regret one saea that half of
them are young American boys.

(Copyright, A0Z4)

‘| With arms upon the table her head

drooped.

She heard him coming. 8he re.
fused to move. No, she would not
go on. Not a syllable. The wheels
stopped at the threshold, Then the
erash through.

“0 my God!"

She lifted her head and saw his
lps working.

“Have you taken 1t?" he screamad.

“No, no!"”" 8he made a weary ges-
ture.
“I thought—" He was gazing et

the bhottle, as If reading the largest
red word,

“My head aches—'' ahe began.

He snatched up the bottle and
emptied the while heap of pellets into
his palm.

She could reach the hand that held
tl:m bottle. The other hand eluded

er,

‘I got & headache!” His volce broke
In a shreik.

Her leap and a sharp blow spilled
the white heap. The little pills pat-
tered on the floor,

“Go on!"—he was sobbing with a
strangled hoarsenesg—'go on! Say it!
Call me a drunken mot! O my Ged!
Why didn't you let me take it? A
mouthful. Then you'd—"

He spun the chalr and rolled out
through the doorway. She could hear
his throat noises tralling as ha moved.
Her own soh vented an exhausted
compaasion. . . .

A sound that eomes bark to the
brain some momentsa after it has hap-
pened, or perhaps a ecurlosity kindled
by her compassion, set her to listen-
ing intently. What was he doing?

The lving room, the bedrooms, the
paspaga to tha roof door . . . The roof
door was open. She knew this first
by the chill of the wind. . . . Wide
open.

A blade of light showed the wheel
chalr at the coping, '

“Marty!"”

She called am sghe ran. She knew
while 2he called that the wheel chair
was empty, And out of the dark
arose something that was not a sound
. . an appalling emanation, as if
those =paces below wersa making
eclamor of a thing for which they had
no mound, vet which was rising, ris-
Ing to the mtars,

8Bha eclutched the coping for a mo-
ment ., . . No, she could not do that.
8ha could not look down, even inio
a dimness that would show her noth-
ing. She could run with a frantic
atraightness, through the rooms, over-
turning a chalr, then freeze at the
sound of the apartment bell. It was
inoredibly soon. Thera had been but
a few mpconds . . .

Arnold Pearson. She shrank against
the wall opposite the door when she
had flung it open.

He didn’'t know. You eould see by
his face that he didn't know,

“Marty . . ." 8he polnted, "From
the roof."

He uttersd a cry, an unintalligible
nuegtion, as he leaped past her. She
atood, her back to the wall, untll he
returned from the roof.

“Stay here,” he commended,

She would stay, stay and listen,
walking back and forth for frightful
minutes, listening as If volces in the
street eould rise so high. Soundless
volces came, whispering that she was
free. Fres. That was ona of the
meanings of this thing, which in a
flash . .
it. 8She was the only one there to
prevent {t, .and she hadn't. If ahe
had guessed . . . But who could have
gueseed? Marty! The boy who had
sat beslde her on the high place . . .
And she was free,

A deep hoom came from the river,

fthips, Her hand went to her breast.
‘The letter. She took it out. Each
minuteat incident of BStan Lamar

tushed through her braln with an
extraordinary swiftnessa and clear
ness: the tingle of his hand In the
empty house, the warm preasure of
him under the dock, the dance, hi=
kisses, the cautious volce, the shrewd
powerfulness that belonged to a kind
of man not at all like Marty, He
had taught her about herself .

fearfully. He had shown her a way
to he free. And now she was free
without him., He was to hayve apened
for her a dAreadful imprisoning door.
Now, suddenly, terrifically, the door
stood ajar, without his hand, 8ud-
denly she saw him as he was . . . She
saw herself as she was, with the
world widened agaln, the world that
had been tight, that had seemed to
have no one to loosen it but Btan . . .
Stan, with whom she had shut her
eyes. Now her eyes could be open.
£he could look straight . . . at avery-
thing. She could seés that he would
have meant escapa rather than Ilib-
erty, Perhaps it had often been this
way with women, when people talked
about the lure of the flash . . . Thare
had been the lure of the flesh. XNo
use lying about that. But passion
wanted ita liberty with the right one,
with ona to whom vou eould give In-
f'nite trust. Looking out from a pris-
on the utterly right ons didn't seem
to matter 0o much. Now, in the
crashing reality of thils ehange, she
knew that Stan recaded, The shad-

she had never wanted herself to know, Real yolces. She stole closa to the

in the middle of the piace, with al—through a erimson haze.

take the chalr.

He might be thinking
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J - . ows that had always hovered bhehind|Not knowing had been part of the|outer door once more. stony straightness. She was tearing| “Poor Marty!” She saw him .uln,Tthat she would crumple. She could
' him seemed to be swallowing his|thrill, that thrill as of & man, name- “He knew which side would mean|into samall fragments goms whita pa-|and there were met streaks on hialspesk to him. She could let the 10l
image. A lightning flash was help-| less, mysterious, who should come out|a finish ., ., . Until the old folks come|per that dropped at her feet like the|face. He had been to the street. It|rent of the story gush out. If whe
! ing to show what happened. He was|of the dark. Wondering how much of | home." flakes of A first snow. He dld not|would be what he had sean that made|could tell him -\‘pryr};:!ng ‘1;1' hend
no longer the other one. He stood|a crook he was belonged with the| It was the night man. She walked|know why she peered at the litter on|him look at her that way—at her, the| might stop cracking. FEverything
By ALEXANDER BLACK. Copyright, 1924, liglone . . . And alone he was only|rebel feeling. Now, when she was|unsteadily away, the floor., He did not kmow what the|other one who was freed. He would be there when Mis
Stan Lamar, the truth about whom|fres . . . Arnold Pearson saw her standing|white fragments were spelling for her| He came to her. Shes would not|Simmas came back.

THE END.

. 8he might have preventod
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Barney Google and Spark Plug BUSINESS BEGINS

AT HOME WITH BARNEY.

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyright 1924)
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