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(Continued from Yesterduy.) Cora: 1 am not Interested in the THE NEBB
Arabs, (Cort was possessed of a cer- S

V.

One night he gave a dinner at his tain B!'ill'nllive power. Her remark
house which was followed by a long conclusively put & quistus on sociol- R
sesgion at an imitatlon cafe chantant. oY)
They were six, Kit, Mary, Cora Bax- Boon
ter, Major Boon and a married pair,
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UNANIMOUSLY REJECTED! ™ WAD 1O
A R P uaY SEt P-MAACE
WANT PLE WHO ARE ~

PRIDE GOETH BEFORE A FALL.

* OuR APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHID
WAS UNANIMOUSLY REJECTED TODAY
AND YOU WILL FIND ENCLOSED MERE:
wiT CHECK FOR WOUR WWITIATION

HELLO . FANNY -NOU'D
BETTER ORDER A TURKEY FOR i
DINNER “TOMORROW — NO T'VE

YOUR PERSONAL O THERE'S A
MAIL, MR . NEBB .

MR WILLIAMS

(with a tolerant amlle, as
though to an attractive child): What
are you Interested Im, duckle, be-

asked with some vague ldea of chap- side: =
eronage; these, as they don't matter,| e el ASKED ME 10 oM i
and aren't going (o matter, may be idawicer T ast g A P e \-:?& \T TONou tR\S’TON CL%B WHICH ACCOMPANIED NOLR DECIOED NOT b 2 4 e MOR Y THE
particularly_inter /\PR APPL\CATION ¥ — CLUB — V'LL EXPLAIN “THE PREPERTY NEYT DOOR AND BUILD
REASON  WHEN 1 GET HOME A LIVERY STABLE - ILLGET

raferred to as A (the wife) and X.
Around two o'clock the conversation ested in you. I told you that the first

WELL WHATA NYOU JACK-ASSES AL

reached that mellow ease in which
Kit now found both the fullest forget-
fulnesa and the fullest sense of living,

Boon (returning with Cora from
dancing): That waiter's taken away
the end of my drink again. Tar
some, I never really enjuy a drink
till the fce i= all melted.

Cora: That's so; Englishmen hate
fce. "Ho! Funny. :

Mary: I don't know; T think this
tallc about English people being cold
{s mostly fiction, and rather cheap
fictlon at that.

Cora: My dear, did you ever Lry to
bring one to the scratch?

A (with a gurgle): Scratch is right!
Treat 'em rough, Cora!

Boon: Most of thi= talk about peo-
ple of different races being different
strikes me as tosh, T've trotted
round a good bit; Indla and Jamaica

, and Gallipoli and the Front, and I've

' found the game old gags work pretty
much everywhere. Love and money,
ambition and vanity—you never get
away from them.

IKit: Yes, most nationalistic talk e
ailly. People are always the same;
only thelr manners are different, The
best—

X (one of those red-blonded Amer-
{cans born with a constitution hate
of all races but their own, and espe-
cially the one that gave them birth):
Some manners are different. Some
are just plain had.

IKit: The hest mannered people T
ever saw were the Niaravans, and
they were also the most ignorant and
primitive,

Boon: The manners of most Orien-
tals are exqulsite, compared to ours.

Cora: Well, what does that prove,
except that manners have nothing
to do with elvilization? I've always
known that., That's why T've never
had any manners, or wanted any.

Mary: 1've always thought that 1.
mannered people were more sincere
than the others, but—

Boon: Ah, but—exactly! You lose
something by not having them. You—

(‘ora: Nonsense, I—

Kit: We're a pioneer race still, Walt
till we're as thickly populated as
Kurope, and you'll ses our manners
take a hrace.

Boon: Hold up—the Arabs have the
mosgt beautiful manners, and they live
ahoit tne to the square mile—

time, I met you.

Kit: And Boon didn't believe wvou,
and that’'s why he hangs round. The
snake and the toad all over again—

Boon and Cora (in one breath):
Thanks!

Cora. (her bored but naught.escap-
ing eyea on him): Newell, as a matter
of fact I'm rather interested In vou
We all are. We don't half know
about that island yet.

Mary: No one does, or ever will
He rcan’'t tell, and isn't fool enough
io try.

Cora: Oh, I don't mean women-—
that is, I don’t care about women—

A (silkily): No, darling, you're right
there.

Cora: T mean, what I remember of
him is a little boy in knickerbockers
playing with Bobby and not liking
him—as wha would?—in short, a nice
little man destined for Yale and Wall
street, Now he turns up—well, with
an air, Mystery. Concealed power.
You, Boon, with all the knocking
round you've done, haven't got half
his air. That's why I don’t want
to marry you. Teddy, my late la-
mented husband, had that air to per-
tection, which was of course why I
fell: for him. He'd =it behind the
wheel as Lloyd George might =it at
a ecabinet meeting, The fate of em-
pires seemed to hang on that man's
profile. What he was actually think:
ing of was Norma Talmadge, which
was of course why I left him, XNo,
1'll say frankly that if the Archangel
Gabriel told me [I'd have 1o marry
one man in this room, and could have
my choice, Newell would be the one.

Kit (taking a drink, highly cheer-
ful): Now isn't it nice to have that
gettled! The only doubtful point is
whether the Archangel Gabriel would
compel me to accept.

Boon: Acsording to Clara’s game,
obviously.

Mary: Oh, the Archangel Gabriel is
every one's champion. About the
only one.

X: And as he doesn't exist . . .

Mary: Yes, hence this world, I sup-
pose.

Boon {(eveing her thoughtfully).
What would yvou ask Gabriel to give
you?

Mary: In my more exalted moods
I'd ask to be married to & man 1
could love'all my life. In moments
of common sense 1'd ask for an
assured Income of a million a vear.

Cora: Silly, why ask for that when
with something else you could have
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RIGHT  THERE'S SN
NOTHIN SHE CAN DO

TO WEER ME OUT OF
™Y HOME

New York the fun of getting {t? I'd be eighteen ’Aw' DO e ]
agaln, keeping my present knowledge 2 Qt’ro T LET \‘OU’? WIFE
"Dﬂy by Dﬂy" and experience. Boon? '1— YO SHE CAINT KEFP

Boon (gfter infending for a frac HOU OUT OF YOUR OWMN HOUSE \

- tflon of a second to say something } T % HALSE YOURS-JUST
By 0. 0. WINTYRE. elae): A seat In the Shires, and twenty - { B ZOL1+
New York, Nov. 25.—All Broad-|thousand a vear, L T-HER WSNOVY THATY ey
RIGHT,

' | FORGOT
ABOUT HER

way is trailing to the XNeighborhood Cora: Newell?
plavhouss in Grand street on the
Jiast Side to see the foibles and fads
of the Great White Way patirized in
“The Grand Street Follies.” It i
all good, keen stuff.

In the midst of this teeming gheito
and surrounded by about $100 worth
of scenery, a group of hitherto ob-
=cure nplayers are displaving more
of the penetratingly humorous'facuity
than their brothers and sisters up-
town. -

They ars making hillarious trav-
esty of such Imstitutions as the
super-Drama leaguye, the self - con-
fcious serlous thinkers of tha Algon-
quin, ths tone poem, ticket apec-
wlators, tha Teapot Dome scandal,
Rarrymore's “Hamlet,” the South
Sea Tsland craze and Mother Janis

Kit: A cartain person allve who Is
dead,

X: A certaln person dead who Is
alive,

Al Oh—a really becoming face
cream. Thie s idiotie, you know.

Cora: It |s. We're all, you observe,
like those fools in the fairy stories
that ask for money or material hene-
fits of some kind. All excepl Newell
who's at heart a dear, but six months
hence he'd probably choose differ
ently.

X: Very lkely, but what does this
prove?

Cora: Tt proves the one thing I've
always helieved and lived by in the
course of a long and colorful life, It
proves that we re a race of moles. We
know that wealth doean’'t necessarily
bring happiness, and yet we ask for
it. Fven when wea'va got it and see
that we aren't happy, we haven't got

ES

1924 wv Inry Frarume Senvice. Ine

T

Creat Britain righ s reseried.

FIFTY PER CENT POSITIVE.

and Elsie.
the sense to go on and find out what
The skits wera fashionsd, of|is worth having. We admire reli

how “THe “TROU ™ Mou | ; NICE Look '
BLE W S “THIS +— NICE Lookn PaR

eourse, for tha sophisticates, And vet|gion and philorophy from a distance, c Tk
the strangs thing is that the natives|hut, Heavens! we don’'t Ask for them. Yoy o
of the East Side enjoy them fully A#|They make me tired. Why has no OuRE 00 SiRe OF THNES —Too POSITIE. WELL = TLL TR 1T REASOMABLE O oS =BRO™MERS |
much. Each night finds its - sprin- q:n_-l n'e; said tha?:.tlfhre!lzinn[;mﬁ Anp ABOUT MALF “THE “TIME NOURE = oot MR FIGSBY = - ARENT ey 2

1 philosophy were what thay re aal in (
;';I:]fmﬂ Bags  celepritieg <0 1he be, we'd all be St. Francises and Soc- \Nﬂok:f. Sosu Fio Nou CM.GC'I' 2 EUEN UMD T

It Is a eolorful audience. 0l4 wo- ret;:r:hharauu only a few of us can m“.?r SAEE:'IW"\'::‘":L Lean S\.’l‘%‘ﬁ ™M RIGHT TLL 1 Ty -
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nien and hearded Yiddish patriarchs
wiho do not remove thelr hats, Young
men in exaggerdted styles of the day
who still speak in broken English.

Full bosomed, red.cheeked %oung
girls who chew *gum. - ™Men about
town, Leading ladies and movie daz
ziers, .
A four-plece orchestra renders: the
rausic. Between acts the refresh-
ments econsist of charlotte russa and
varicolored * Inllipops,© "The - higest
priced seat 1s 21,50 and to their credit
nn tickets are placed In the hands
of speculators,

It there (s apything mora comic
than an imitatlon Fanny Brice play:
ing Ophelia ‘and ‘an- imitation Galla-

he.
Cora: Exactly—religion and phl
losophy den't apply! Damn it, what
good is differential calculus to a
bunch of moles? What good are the
Sermon on the Mount and the Dio-
logues of Plato to ua? Talk evolu
tion—blah! * We've had those things
hafors our eyea for iwo thousand
years or more, and still we've got no
mora sensa than to ask for a million
a year. Why doesn't it occur to any
one that something's wtong? Look
at tha war. 1 ask you, look at the
wai'—and at us now. 1 say, eliher
yvou've got to admit that the race in
a failure, a race of moles, or that
rellgion and philosaphy are, 3= ap-
plied to the race as a whole. Person
ally, I pin my faith to the moles, Eim

splsing awine!
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When a Feller Needs a Friend.

By Briews| ABIE THE AGENT
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gher and Shean ae Grava Diggera I|ple animal nature seems to me a safer
da not cara in ses it. After all, every|thing to bulld on than the visiona of MAMA WOULDN'T ™ -
' HAVE Hap wuTT
man reaches the age when he doesn't|d few pure vague gsouls. I think the L= e
care to fall out o: chairs in fits ot|°"lY things to admire are the old DaRLING BOY GET HIS HANDIES The Cause of Most Trouble,
o el animal things—lust and atrength and AND FEETSES COLD Fomr ANY=-
ecourage and plain eommon sense, In TiNG o NOW WHEN Y, ’-+:/ o
3 - = —— v [ J— - 4 e —— e IR TR . car BN

Grand street |s more than & mereé :t:zil-i;.hi:m:'sh;ln::m“ nﬁ:\-fnﬁku.‘w - Y To 'scHocoL You o, SR% i ""'( ® :‘:’ s R < o 3 VR T e
crosstown throughfare bearing that| ji; Brave! You're not— q Tevl T&‘.’p\c_ﬂem l »  TA TOMING WELL MIN /4 NO METTER How TRA
name. Ttistothe East Side just what| Mary: Brava, in this case. Adjec- MAMA SALD To Keep HER LUTTLe ) ’ 0 YOuR AFE ' 1"\5“. \ v A cw il
the name Implies—''a grand street '|tive, referring to performer.—Yes, I'll} | MAN CUT OF THE NASTY e | AR ) \F You AINY TRY I CANY InsuLT \ !
There 18 a flair to shops and stores,| sS4y brava, hecause Cord is coura i DRAVEH T- rY ouLD | p A ﬁNYHOlg_ ABE " 7 THAYT GREFTER AMINSK = \
over esach of which are tenement|®eous at least. And yet T don’t agree. ! \\ ) \
apartmenty, Sunday Is tha blg day of Hang it, I don't! What Cora says 2 : SHAME = \ NOC, 1 WONDER IF HE'WL S
the week. Wigged orthodox women muakes ma feel hot all over, and re- i - SHow up>

! aisting. 1 couldn't porsibly say whal 4 g

':_:t"" itho“door;va_vg as an anchronistic) v mean the way Cora does, and yet =

ote in tha life that swirls about them| j'p perfectly sure that we're not such
—girla with thelr beaux, father with| swine aa that. ‘
perambulators, street hande and Boon: Kasy on! Don't get to de

|

hurdy gurdies, Kosher mhop narches-
tram, racing, noisy children and
rplashes of old world costuming. The
children ara trained to take cara of
thamselves from the time they grad.
uate from crawling.

Are a hundred street gaming who
open doors of taxicabs bearing up-
town visitors, They seek a gratuity
and a half hour's watrhing 4id not
gain them as much as a penny,
which amount I8 thelr supremest de.

Mary (laughing): No, T won't, BEwline
are all very well in thelr way, and
e ara moles, and so are wasvils, Bul
—men are nelther moles nor weevils!
There!

Boon, Kit, X: Aha! The truth at
Inst!

Mary (her eves dancing, the pale
tan of her face pink with excitement)
Well, {sn't that what Cora sayvs we
are? 1 deny it, 1 say the same
things don't satisfy us, and can’t, 1
say wa've got to try,

Boon: Yes, Mary, wae helong to the

S ~

/Wewo t\rmvaoom—"_wg", YOU MAD A

sive, Tt takes insulting myrmidons m trying yariety of weevil. Even the
gold braid to make New York tf most weevily of us crave soma_ sort ]
e p- of spiritual satisfaction, HRut where MANBE NE 'l bo ‘fOU KN J '\K‘I"EEN SHIRY AND
A joes it lie? That's the question, 3 ow 3
by :‘:. ;},‘:}.. nl:jg:':;m::n:"n‘:,miyhh’::l:::' *Cora: Nowhere. That's the lfn-.-war. WONT = OY, NERE WHY 1 WAS /| A FIFTEEN COLLAR
y Mary: In merely trying, possibly QOMES THAY LATE 2° / NOUR WIFE BOR!
PHOOY PEST FROM Ywo DIFFERENT

1t I=s well buillt and figurea largely
in the life of many stare, Among
others whom the four winds have
wifted to lta stage are Yveble Guil-
hert, Ellen Terry, Emanuel Relcher,
Ruth Draper, Rabindranath Tagore,
Jacobh Ben-Aml, Tan Maclaren, Michlo
1tow, Nvota Inyeka, Edith Wynne
Matthison and Percy Gralnger,

Grand  atreet 1s filled with little
mothers—spindly-legged glrle who
dAevate all thelr time to faking care
of vounger membere af the famlily
while their parents toil in the factory
lofte

(Coprright. 10241

Cora: We have with ua tonight the
‘ata Jobert Browning. Oh, don’t
think 1 haven't gone through all

A: I'm getting so sleepy. 1 want
o danece, or else go home,

Mary: Yea, but was he g0 abEurd?
After all, we may-

X: Come along, then. You fellows
don’'t have to he at an office at nine.
Ciood night. Fine party, Newell,

The four others: Good night. Eo
long. Bas vou ROON.

Cora (watching the two retreating
fizures): And the hruté nevar aven
offered to pay his share—Not that 1
blame him

Boon: But vou do! Aha, the joint
in the armor!
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