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GOLDEN BED”

By WALLACE IRWIN.

“Produced as a Paramount Picturs by Cecile B. DeMillo From a Screen
1T Adaptation by Jeanie Macpherson.
(Copyright, 1824) .
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: (Continued ¥From Saturdey.)

L 4Tt's gho' 'nuff time you was askin'
“that question,” drawled Mrs, Stek.
“*“You've made right smart o' trouble
fer vo' Ma, and that's a fact. But let
~ib be a jedgement on her. She had
little enough charity fer me an’ mine
in time o' trouble an’ distress, And
now when her own boys has turned
agin ‘er—"

“\Where's Ma?"' he repeated sullen-
1y, tempted to fall upon the woman
and rend her,

“In the County Hospital where she
should o' been long ago. Last week
we found her with lung fever, wan-
derin’ on the Fort. Said she was look-
in' fer ver Pa. Nod that I hold much

agin® 'er. 8he's had her burdens.
With such a pair—"
“Where's Jo?' ha asked, too

‘stunned to cateh the full import of
that awful story.

»Jo? ©Oh, he's long gone, It was
him that busted her, I reckon. When
she learned that he'd backslid his
woliglon and ran away to marry thut

-ty
» He found himself covering his ears,
rushing away from the woman's hor-
rid clatter. He ran clumsily like a
wounded man, hastened by the siliy
idea that running would do some

and. It would take him to the Coun-
v Hospital in time to help, to

straighten things out, to be some use,
He had killed his mother. Killed
her, that was it. With his own ur-
feeling hands. . . . But he could fix
everything if he got there in time, . ..

But running did no good.

“She's been asking for you,” sald
the nurse in her stereotyped tone as
she led him through the ward., They
had drawn a screen in front of the
woman's bed so that her dying might
he & little private, Embarrassed by
all this official cleanliness, Admah
stood in his rough clothes and gazed
down at the skeleton face on the pil-
low. Scanty gray hair was combed
straight back, showing skin stretched
tight over & narrow gkull. There was
dignity In the thin hooked nose and
sharply closed lips. The knotty hands
on the white coverlld twisted in and
oul. in and out, unable to stil the

tions of work.
m?\dmah gazed in wonder, bathed in
sflence. It was a noisy public ward;
two alsles heyond a thin-velced wom-
an was laughing =shrilly at one of
ey 6wn jokes; an old man sitting
up in bed, was coughing like a slex
horse, Nurses and internes moved
casually ahout, thelr cheerful gossip
unrestrained, Yet to Admah all the
world seemed still. It was like a
great church in which she !a}'. carved
ia alabaster. . . . It couldn’t be nis

4 New York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. M'INTYRE.

Wew York, Dec. 28.—A page from
the diary of a modern Samuel Pepys:
Up after a night of no sleep but my
tiead full of what I thought fine
thoughts which I set down on pa-
per, but Lord! to read them in cold
daylight was a blow.

Through the town with Braley, the

poet, and we discussed shaving soap,
patent garters, and whatnot. And &
flre wagon came dashing by and I
off to follow it, nor could he under-
stand such oafish whims.
" Home where came Ben Bernle the
randman, and teld some gay storles
about the glum Willie Hammerstein
when he ran the old Victoria variety
house.

Ir the evening to & dlnner to Jack
rait and Percy Hammond and all
roasted them to a crisp brown but
in good fun and among those speak-
ing were Wilton Lackaye, W. A.
Brady, Joe Laurie, Lowell Sherman
and others. 8o home late and to bed.

The servant problem in New York
is the most difficult perhaps in the
world, It is not unsual for homse
owners to have two and three sets
of servants a month, That is the
why of the sudden growth of apart-
ment hotels—there being now more
than 150 in course of construction.

Out of the flood of high wyaller
shows on the Rialto a year ago only
a few remain. Bissle and Blake in
thelr chocolate revue are still with us
Here are two colored musieians who
are sald to have made & fortune of
mora than $100,000 each. They have
written seven song hits and have
furnished skits for a half dozen re-
vues besides writing their own play.
They are still good natured fellows)
who have not taken their success too
#arfously, Sissle s building an all col-
ored apartment house in the Harlem
Black Belt with his savings. Bert
Willlams at hig death was reputed to
be one of the richest colored fellows
fa New York. Now the palm falls
to Hissle and Blake.

A New York detective has re-
turned from a trip that took him
almost around the world with & con-
femped murderer. His ecaptive was a
desperate criminal who it was pre.
dlgted would not he returned alive,
or more than flve weeks there was
not a moment the prisoner was not
Handcuffed to his captor, They ate,
slept and walked shackled. The de-
tective turned hls prisoner over to the
jallers, walked out of the prison to
the sidewnlk and s!lumpted to the
ground in a faint. The strain had

too much.

There 18 a cafe in New York that
charges 32 for a single order of alli-
gator pear salad! It consisis of a
half pear with a dressing, Because It
is expensive New Yorkers order It,
vet the alligator pear is the food of
Costa Rican billygoats ,

What dees an ordinary evening's
éntertainment cost In New York for
two persons? A man about town has
fisured it all out, Dinner at any
firdt clnss cnfe Is about $10 with the
tip, Good geats to a relgning theatrical
hit are at speculator's prices—and
they have good seats—810.50, A night
eluh couvert charge |8 32 ench. A
baottle of talle water $1 and a mild

repant Is anhbout $4, Figure taxl fare
about 32 and you have a total of
$3L50. This 1= not conmlidered a

splurge, for if one orders a bottle of
marreptitious wine the bill {8 around
$60 for the evening.

The searcherg for addresses in the
New York postoffice are men of keen
reasoning. Thousands of letters pour
fnto the clty dally improperly ad
dressed, It is thelr job to send them
as quickly as possible to the right
address. Of all thesa lotters pnot more
than twa per cent fall to find the

proper destination.

(Copyright, 1924.)

mother.” He couldn't fancy her so
helpless, dolng nothing for herself.
actually giving trouble to other people.

“Ma!” Me whispered it, leaning
clcee to the motionless head.

Eyelids so thin that the eyes them
Bclves seemed to be showing through,
fiuttered slightly, then slowly they
opened.

“8o, you done came home?" she
asked In a voice so natural that le
could not believe but that she was in
ber old health, merely shamming
sickness,

“Ma, T came fast as I could.” He
spoke rapldly to steady his tone. *'1
cculdn't let you know where 1 was.
But I came fast ag T could.”

“I know you did."” Somsthing in
ker throat seemed to thicken, and
her words grew indistinct. ‘I been
powerful hard to git along with some-
times, 1 reckon. I ain't always been
the sort of mother—"

“You have, Ma! ©Oh, you have!”
Losing his shame in the presence of
the stark white nurse he fell on nlas
knees and- drew one of the gnarled
kands to his breast. Never in all hia
clumsy, incoherent life had he shown
her so much tenderness. *“Ma, dear!
I ain't never done anythin' I should.”

Even in her dying breath she sa‘d
a dry thing: “You're powerful Nke
yo' Pa, Ad.,”" And then she softened
it with, “I reckon 1 was mighty fond
of him.”

He mumbled incoherently, asking
her to forgive him; poor Admah nav-
er had the words with which to un-
burdan his troubled heart.

“That's all over,” she told him with
one of her gqueer smiles. “But now
that 1 got to go, son, 1 want you to
promise me this—I want you—" A
deep, terribla cough seemed to tear
her from head to feet, but after the
nurse had laid a spoon to her lips
she went on, "I want you to promise
--y0ou wasn't born to be pore trash,
Admah. You got somethin' hetter. 1
never give you no book-larnin’, Adq.
But 1 always wanted you—"

“I'l be a man, Ma,"” he whispered.
“I won't go this way any longer.
I'll make you proud of me, Ma."

"I reckon so."" It came like a sigh
“You believe me, don't you, Ma?
Honest to God—"'

But the nurse had brushed him
aside, and leaning over the white
bed had slowly raised one of the sick
weman's fallen lids.

“You'd better go out for a while,"
she said coolly, and beckoned to a
pasging interne, “Dr. Holmes, would
you mind—"

Almost the first thing Admah rec-
cgnized when he went down the front
steps, feeling his way like a aloep-
walker, was a young man in a petu.
riu colored waistcoat who sprang to-
ward him and held him tight across
the shoulders.

“You need a bracer, boy,” he said.
“Just shuffle along to the corner and
I'll throw a slug o' rye under your
belt.”

It was the Spring of 1913 when
the noble marquis, Carlos Domingo
de San Pllar, squandered a few
months of his abundant time in order
to follow Mliss Flora Lee Peake from
Paris to America; he was kind to all
the reporiers and was complimentary,
If not exactly accurate, in his obzer-
vations of the lady's native town. "o
representatives of the Star-Eagle, the
LUnion-Democrat and the Evening
Duemocrat he expressed the opimion
that he had at last met the thing
for which he had plned since early
yvouth—the ideal American city; so
what-you-call hustling with men “who
must be very powerful and coura
geous to make those soulstirring
gonnds of jron everywherpe; and such
striking, primitiyp grt on all*the bill-

heards to remipnd the stranger of
Ameriea's Indlan origin. And the la-
dies' So beautiful—ah! They make

the lovellest Jadies of Spain look very
pile by eomparison.

When Jimmy Wilder, the celebrat.
ed city editor of the Evening Demo-
erat, heard this observation nbout
“pale by comparison’ he made a long,
wccwmate shot at the office splitcoua
anud remarked:

“I reckon he's referrin’ to the col-
ared population.'”

The coming of San Pilar provelied
much argument pro and con. Among
those pleasantly affected Wy the news
the second Mrs. Garnett Peake stood
&t the fore. Garnett had married her
in 1506 when he had found her, a
protty divercee lUving somewhere on
tho outer edge of Satsuma. Shghtl;
interior. according to the Peake gtand
aras, she had never taken complete
command of the big house in Inness
Street, By 1913 she had grown quite
far and Garnett's constant nagging
had reduced her to a jelly-llke statle
of pacifisma She was all a-flutter at
the though of entertaining so noble
a lord, and the night before his arri
val she had the temerity Lo suggest—
in the presence of Garnett and the
withering Judge—that Flora Lee's al-
liance with a noble house would, in
a vmy, have [tg soclal advantages.

| Almanac
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de Gotha,” quoth Garnett,
standing stiffly before a cold fireplace
in his father's library.

“8ix,"”" creaked the Judge, looking
sourly up from the chessmen which
he was arranging for his evening

at Nice,”
Which closed
Flora Lee's designs on o foreign
onet,
showing - signs of
since the Taft inauguration, and of

the argument as to
oor-
The old gentleman had been
irritability ever

her smoke or hear her swear without
shaking his
turkey gobblep,
than once -he had seen his own grand.
child standing
room, i clgaret in one hand, a glass

wnttles like

in an

And cocktails.

women. And the way they danced.

an ancient| Buch dances and such mugic a8 he| garet now
More | would pot have permitted out in the
Negro quarter, With Margaret
open drawing|now, it was different. He wasn't
sure he liked her way any better.

Who were

bov: he'd been hanging around Mar.
for seven or elght years,
the Carters, pray, to ex
pect the Peakes to wait on them?
was affecting Margaret's health, He'd
have to speak to her about that Car-

was glven the state chamber which,
during her "f?%l‘l‘l’. had belonged to
Grandmother Pelke. Zeno Washinge
ton, # nimble young mullatto with
something of the worldly alr which
we associate with Pullman I\Ortlf&;
appeared to “wait on' the affable:

It

game, “8Bix. That is, if you count|late he had wreaked his ill temper|in the other. Her voice was becom:| Flora Lee had been engaged a dozen | ter fellow. . .
Cousin T.aura who married that Ital-Jupon the modern young lady. No|ing harsh. These motor corg were|times and brdken it off and been all The Peakrs were prompt with thelr]| young Marquls.
fan scoundrel and starved to death|purist himself, he was unable to see|playing the very devil with vounglthe liveller for it. But that Carter|hospitality. ‘The exalted Spaniard (To Be Continued Tomorraw.)
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THE NEBBS

ERNIE'S COME TO STAY.

HIS 1S SUPPOSED ™TO BE
MY RESIDENCE —BUILT AND
b TORNISHED FOR MY
AND ALONG COMES MY \WIFE'S
cenl BROTHIR AND GETS MY ROIM
f AND 1'VE GOT “TO SLEEP ON
A Couclh ANMD DRESS
N TRANSIT

ComMroRT

RUODY, SEND “THE CAR
BRACK BY NOON — ERNIE
MAY WANT 10 TAKE A
RIDE WHEN HE GETS UP

P

N

O
W

T T ——

‘ AND HE BROUGHT A TRUNK- WE
HASN'T GOT THAT MUK CLOTHES -
I'LL BET HE'S GOT EVERYTHING HT
OWNS AND A LOT OF "THINGS WE
BORROWED \N “THAT '1Rmix5/ﬂ_*" :

i I 2

__ (Copyright, 1924, by The Bell Syndicate. Inc)

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

(Copyright 1924) .

AND WE CAME 1O SPEND 1'»4!:
MOLIDANS — “THAT TAKES
DECORATION DAY -

AND LA
WHIAT A
AS

N
TOURTH OF JULY
OR DAY “To0 — ERNIE!
WEET BOY ! HE'S AS SWEET
A QUINCE AND AS LOVABLE AS

ART
A WART HMOG

s

Your Hor
A WEEK, ENTER Mim )N
WELL SPLIT THE PURSE
OF CauRSE,

WINNNGS =

) BRoke
FIATTER'N A WHEAT GAKE = 1Lt TAYE

S€ OFFA “GUR MANDS Fon
A RACE, Aup
IF HE WiNS =

OU GOTTA PAY AL/
“TraNING EXPENSES QuT oF Y:::G'

1M To UAVE CompLeTe

CHARGE AMD You WONT BuTT
\I:S_K_AY ;

YOU'RE A Gooo
PAL, SULLY = “TAKE
SPARKY FOR A WEEK

| CMon, BABY, HERE S )
NoUR NEW PAPA !
FoR A'Few

A\

BARNEY GETS POSTED.

GEE, LM LONESOME WitooT |
MY “BROWN=EYED PREE@IOUS" = .
1 HOPE SuULLY KNOWS WHAT =

‘HE'S DOING = HE SAD Sump) =] DUER To SuLlN'S

AND Mg = { MEN g

icamaeﬁﬁ:i(ttt: = ABout A 43000 22 PyRSE El AND FIND ouT ABoUT
o HE THOUBHT SPARKY eouLp =\ THoseE TRAINING

CoP = “THAT woulLh GWUE
ME tlljoon_o --LESS THE
TRAINING EXPENGES =
WHICH. WILL BE ABoDT-"--
B

Aaou\"‘. e

ID BETTER MoseY

3

= \ EXPENSE<S -

Great Britain _rights resecved

‘RACE .. ’
NEXT  SATURDAY . () o
WiLL PAY SPECALVET--

MNISSHT AND o

ORSES VALET.

NIGHT

DAY NURSE - -

MAGBSEUR, .- =2
STABLE BOY -nsrssae=

DAY WATOUMAN o Aosye 3208

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyright 1924)
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SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE IN FULL
PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

JERRY ON THE JOB

]

BE HOME EARLY-

LATE NOW*

ON'T HOME;J
WONDER |F

TWO HOURS

TO GO TO THE LIBRARY
TO LOOK Le SOME.
WORD%S FOR My
CRO%SS WORD PUZLLE
BO0OK S -

—

(Copyrieht 1924)
. goicrs St -
BY oLty HOH! THIS 15 ( OH! IM SORRY | KEPTY s MNEXT AIVE ME ABROCUT
TOLD MAGGIE (O QUEE-R'M*\C;(_.IE i A 3 YOU V/AITIN BRUT | HAD DAY TEN OF THOSE

Copyrght. 1924 by Imt] Feature Seroee Ine
Grest Britain rghts reserved ]

CRODD- ' WORD . pe-s
PULLLE BOOKSTHEY
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WHY TAKE A CHANCE.'

HEY ="THIS 15 "THE Skacon OF
G000 CUBER. LAND ALL “HAT == 4O

~ou ook AS Sav as
AN OLD (MDERTAKER

™

3,

“There are five of us already in the

The ViMe

SLeved “TRAuGcH

Tke Da

iy '
Ny
L) i)
N

RIS
X
N

L

1l

¥
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THE CIRLS

'\Iﬂ

f hp Y TR (e

Ce

B SIR Now BUCHK
You LET ME 'LonE —
DON'T You DARE
WASH MY FacCe
oR-I'LL TELL YouRr
MOTHER You SEE
i DON'T

OIME = AND BE moRE

H CAneryL. Do
; LET ‘s OnE-
P Do “THE Same
NG,
i e

SHUSH SHusH = HERE'S ANGTMER-

L

T —
- — -

—rTT

QY AND IT HURTS ME
| TERRIBLE = I'LL RUN ULP
L QUK BY DOCYOR SAMBUR /
\AND KETOH 1Y IN TimME '.'.F/_:

ﬁé m :Ab Witk You
QUY ON YOUR HAVE To i
J SEwW v =

MAYBE ?

o

MUCH WiLL
I COSY ME?

— =

FIEDY 7/ 1 DONY WANY

DOLLARS | EMBRO\DERY =
JUST FLAIN

STITCHING




