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“THE GOLDEN BED”

By WALLACE IRWIN. *

Produced as a Paramount Picture by Ceclle B. DeMille From a Bcreem
Adaptation by Jeanle Macpherson,
(Copyright, 1934)

(Comtinned from Yesterday.)
“Never mind, Admah,” she smiled,
“He'll tell me all about it as soon's
yoli're gone. Susie Sweet's boy jest
futched a mess o' jack salmon from

the river., We can have those for
supper and plece out with ham and
satisage and spoon bread. Now you
bovs go right on talkin' and don't
mind me. Lordy knows I got plenty
o' troubles on my own hook.”

But Uncle T.afe made no further
move toward the confidence which, =so
Admah felt, had been trembling to
he horn, During the heavy meal
the Captain concentrated all his ener-
gies on the work of feeding. Finally,
nfter a dessert of four apples baked
1 a jelly, he seraped his plate neatly,
luid down his knife and sat back
with & wheege.

Hrownie,"” he thundered, “vou look

oy

tired. Don't she look like hel', Ad?
oo much setun’ up nights. Now

vou go to bed, sweetie, and git a lit-
tla rest.”

“And leave the jug out, T suppose
said Aunt Brownie with as much ran.
cor as she could employ.

Aln't she wonderful, AA?" he
nslied, getting his aged sweetheart
around the waist and regarding her
with loving pride, “That's the way
with her. Jest thinks of everything.
knows durned well I can’t talk busi-
ness  without gittin' drunk. Yes,
Jeave out the jug, cutle, and kiss
Admah good night."”

When her footsieps had echoed up
the staire Uncle lafe bawled hoarse-
1v: “Look here, boy. How much
muney ahve you got?”

I eould yraise seveniy-five thou.
aand, T reckon, sald Admah, sur-
prised Into a quick guess, “Arthur

de l.ong—you know, the oldest of the
e Long—you know, the oldest of the
singer's. T still own half of the Red
¥rant store, but I wouldn't want to
sel] out on Jo. Then there’'s the
scudderville store.”

i'ncle Lafe fished Into his mud-
colored coat to bring out a rrubby
gerap of paper. This he unfolded be.
tween his large, cracked thumbs to
show the letterhead of the Principal-
iiv Trust Company with smeared blue
columns of typewriting below, Ad-
mah could make nothing out of the
rows of figures with additions that
went up Into the millions. 1t was
grotesque, this important scrap of pa-
per coming out of the hog farmer's
ghabby voat,

“What's it all about?’ asked the
nephew, puzzling over A column |
marked “Lilabilities.”

“hat,” wheezed Uncle Tafe in o
mighty whisper, “is the T. & P. as
she stands teday, She's takin' in
witer faster than they can pump.'

v(3nsh.”” The T. & P. What visions

of superhuman power flashed into
his« mind at mention of that well re.
membersd name! Puzzled and I
pressed, Admah sat staring at tlu-I
figures, ’

e

--Day by Day--

| By 0. 0. M'INTYRE.
~New Orleans, Jan. 16.—A visit to
| New Orleans !s not complete without
a stop at the Old Absinthe House on
Bourbon and Blenville streets. This
waa once the headquarters of the
celebrated pirate Lafitte. The floor
js cnated with sawdust apd there is
the musty air of antlqulty,

The ancient bar remains even to
the marble slah that has been worn
into grooves hy the many glasses un
der the abginthe drinker. The ancient
circular stalrway, patched and shaky,
j= 175 years old, There are many
private rooms where high carnival
privacy has given way Lo the sipping
of soft drinks.

A bartender of the pre-Volstead
davs—halr roached back and fierce
mustachios—tells you of the depart.
ed  glories, Ile tells . of the hard
drinking dass when night before
rovaterers came to the absinthe house
with dawn and quaffed three or four
abainthes for plckups.

No old haunt 1 have ever visited

| retalny 80 much of the past. You
somehow expect to hear the rattle
of the saber, or to see A swash-

tuckler In ecape and high top hoots
l pop oul from one of the myriad turn
| ings with a knife in his teerth,
' Many duel challenges were made in
| the 0Old Absinths House and were
| fought at sun-up on the duelling
grounds which has become a beautl-
ful city owned park.

A short distance from the 0Old Ab-
ginthe House is the old slave mart.
The slave block is in the center of a
('reole  baleonied court. Here men
and women were sold “up the river"”
to the highest bidder.

New Orleans awakens much In the
pame fashion as Paris, The people
greet dawn with a #song. Darklies
whistle along the street. There is a
zip to pedestrians. You get the idea
here ate a happy people looking for-

m';u'd joyously to another day.

'his afternoon we decided to Tlet
Fassett Blakely act ax guide, He led
ux to an oyster bar and permitted us
1o watch him devour 18 oyvsters. His
dlamissal as guide immedintely fol-
lowed.

It interesied me to know what ef-

fect prohibition has had on New Or-

! leans, It has always been sa'd that

the law would strike the hardest blow

at New Orleans and New York galely.

T saw no evidence of it. The cafes

are flourishing and there ls a light

Teartedness about the city that one
expects to find.

It seems to me 1 saw the. perfect
type of my visualization of an old
gouthern gentleman today, 1t was &
the French quarter. He was tall and
ns stralght as an arrow, A homespun
cnpe was close around his shoulders,
In hie right hand he carried a gold-
knobbed silck. He wore wide-
brimmed hat at a jaunty angle and a
huge cameo pin decorated the front
of his starched white shirt, His all-
ver halr and goatee gave him an un-
usual dlgnity, You felt Instinetively
that here wa® a man who Was a’'cap.
able judge of horseflesh and whisky,

Hurprisingly enough T did not wee
one feminine clgnret smoker In New

Orleans,

And 1 upm-lu-ll_\r like the way the
nen greet tha ladies with a wide
aweeping flourlsh of the hat and n

>

“Where'd you get this?’ he asked
finally,

“Hm Atterbury give it to me yes

terday when 1 was to town. 1 guess
You know Jim, don't you?"
_"'I know of him,” admitted Admah.
Everybody knew of Col. James W.
Atterbury, president of the Princi-
pality "Trust,

“I been sellin' hama to Jim for
twenty years now,"” explained Uncle
Lafe. “And 1 been on the board of
directors gince 1610."

It was all mo ecasual, Thers he
sat, In the dim light of # Kkerosene
la_mp. his sleeves yolled back to show
his red flannel undershirt, relics of
hig enormous meal strewing the oil
cloth table cover, a corner of his
crooked mouth stained with tobacco
—and he had been a director in the
Principality Trust since 1910, It
would have surprised Admah less had
h;;- faid. “I'm the lost Uzar of Rus.
sia.

Uncle Tafe went thundering on—
Admah had a mental pleture of Aunt
Brownie upstairs taking in every
word—"1 been Kkeepin' my eyes on
this here T, & P. 1It's bein' run by a
lot o' windbags. Look at that smart-
elick, Garnett Peake."

“He's got money in the T. & P.7'
This was news,

“If you call it money. Everything
that pinhead touches turns to dirt,
Now that the Juydge |s dead and the
house is up for sale Garnett's gone

down to Charleston to live on his
wife, That's about his s=ize. This
here Tool Worka made some money

durin’ the war, but they lost It all
trvin' to git their machinery back on
a peace hasis, or whacha-callit. Any-
how, they couldn't supply the de-
mand, and when they started making
tooks again, what happen®i? The
farm market went flat and you can't
sell a hoe from here to Kalamazoo.”

He took more Bourbon, renewed
his quid, slammed the glass on the
oileloth and roared:

“Ad, if you was Jo I'd have to put
this here idea on the phonograph and
play it before you'd catch on. But 1
guess vou know what I'm drivin' at.’

“To buy the T. & P.—"

“It can he done,' said Captain
Lafe, and his volce grew unusually
quiet, “Tneir common stock's now
down to nine, The Principality Trust
owns 'em, soul and britches, 1 was
talkin® to Jim only yesterday, and he
told me how we can get a lot for our
money, you and me—""

.« DIg gamble,"” murmur®d Ad-

' mah,

rald to gamble, huh?™ twitted
the retired skipper who, in his day,
had thrown hams and table legs Into
the furnace to win a race up river,
He sat stolid as Buddha, admiving his
owh paunch while Admah walked
around the room, considering what
to do. 1t looked like a rash plunge;
but Captain lafe wasx shrewd. He
wasn't spending his money to impress
a girl who had comre back from Spain
io eall him a Candy Man. Candy Man.
The phrase hummed in Admah's ear
like a polsonous insect. . . .
“Jim Atterbury,” said Uncle TLafe
out of the sllence, “has spoke ta me
about vou."”
“What did he say?"' asked Admah
thickly.

“He thinks you're the man to
make 'er float.”
Admah came back and sat down

heavily. Unele Lafe's whisky seamed

o differ from all others in that it had
a charming effect on the imagination.
The first time he had tasted it he had
dreamed audaciously under the moon
and meét Love on the roadside. And
tonight his fanecy rar‘-.d again,
Vigions of empire. Alexander, con-
quertng for the lust of conquest, pick-
ing up little kingdoms and squeezing
lhem as a child squeezes a ripe to-
mato.

“There's consid'rable risk,” Uncle
Lafe was saying, “and T ain't such
a old fool that I'm goln' to go hroke
on |t But 1'll gamble twenly-five
thousand on what Jim saye'

“Phat wouldn't give us rontrol”
gild Admah upon a lasg effort of cail-
tlon.

“Who wants 1t? Why don’t you
and me go o Allerbury and have s
talk tomorrow? If vyou want an)
thing I'ncle Lafe sat turning his
quid, “"What do you want, Ad?”

g e President of the T. & P.' he
replied calmly.

After that they stared mcross the
kerosene lamp, these two able repre
sentatives of a family which, accord
ing to iocal tradition, should mever
have ralsed its head above the mudl
flat where It was spawned.

When Flora lLee, Marquesa de San
Pilar, came back from Spain =he had
gloried in her Oval Chamber, wait
ing for her just as she had left it, a
blulsh Venstian mirrer casting cool
reflections, four gilded swans raising
haughty wings to greet her, Across
her bad she had lald the embroidered
coverlid with its dogs=, swanas and

viewed without one thought of trl
umph, another of regret,

If she was irritated to know that
the house was crumbling for shame
of its owners, that Its every stone had
been appraised by tradespeople who

had profited on the Peake tradition|the numbered tags fastened to every:| her door. It was ar

3 g postmarked Madrid.|a powder rag, a jar of cold cream, a|vou merrier still,
g 18 O seor form to ask the price|thing. Huving taken  too many| ~My Dear Flora Lee, it ran, ‘J|pencil for outlining the eyebrows. Also|a divorce, but since you have re fairy fair face.
of anvihing, yet the thought of im-lwretched I'vohibitlon  cocktalls  shel had the pleasure this aftérnoon of un-la curions device of bronze wire, whatlturned to your own, why should you

pending bankruptey touched her nev-
er-falling sence of humor, They were
intending to auctlon Peake property!
What a silly, butter-fingered business!

Returning late the night before the
public sale, she tlitered emptily at

.wn_c willing (o see the joke and Ik
gleeful bhecause she had turned the
key and kept their nasty tags from
her own beloved things, She laughed,
too—or made a face like it—at the
letter which she found on a table by

wrapping a mummy in the Roval Mu
seum here, She was & very old young
lady, this mummy, having dances
herself. to death at the age of seven-
teen in the period of Amenophls 111
Buried with her were Immortal rellcs:

vou call a ‘rat'—contrived to deform
the hair into a fashionable headdress
It was all so very touching, and re
minded me of vou, Flora Lee.

“I am mo pleased to give you youi
freedom and to hope that it will make
My religlon forbids

your law?
anything 'within my power to give-—
except,
married relations,
rant white

not be seversd from me according to

lease cull upon me for

n resumption of
1 kiss your frag-
and salute your

“San Ilar."
{Ta Ne Continued Tomorrow.)
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INVITED
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COME ON,HOPE , THE F0OD |S READY —
DON'T STAND ON CEREMONN BUT MAKE
NOURSELF AT HOME AND DON'T LAUGH AT
MN BROTHER-IN-LAW EATING CELERY -
YOL'LL TTHINK A PACKAGE OF FIRCCRACKERS
ARE GO\NG OFF

1 HAVE “TRAVELED

TWO OCEANS — TVE DI

FAR AND WIDE — SNIFFED
THE BRINEY WATER OF

IN RESTALRANTS, HOTELS
AND PRWATE HOMES
BUT, FATIMA , YOU'RE W'
GREATEST COOK N THE

WOoRrRLD !

A RECOMMENDATION WITH A BACK SPIN.

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

(Copyright 19825)

1 DIDN'T NEVER TRAVEL
MUCH BUT I SEEN ALL -
KINDS OF PEOPLE AND 1

NED NEVER MET ANNBODY

DAD
NIGHT- WATC(HMAN

S

WHO SLEPT ASMULH 'N
BED IN TH' DAY TIME AS
NOL DO. NOU GOT MY

EAT AND WE'S A

I'™M DYING
MENER -

PRIZE “TH
MAVE BEEN
INTELLECTUAL AN

(9
snyright, 1925, hy The 1l Syndicate, Inc) _—~

WELL HOW'RE MOU K\DS GETTING ALONG 7
No CHANCE FOR CONGR

=0 CALL YOU"S\STER"
\F You GET ERNIE YOU'LL GET “THE
AT “THOLSANDS

“{RVING VOR -
D “TALENTED,

— AND HE HAS “THE wiHOLE
RELT OF H\S LIFE TO MAKE W

RATULATION NET-EH h{
MISS KLOTT-

OF OTHER GIRLS
ERNIE 1S NOT ONLY

BUT GOOD LOOKING

WORLD AND THE
S FORTONE N/
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Barney Google and. Spark Plug

Tovav s
RACE
POSTPONED
Tl ¢
NEXT WEEK

S
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DELAY CAUSED
BY SPARWK PLUG S
GEMERAL

CompiTion
DU To CHANGE
OF CLIMATE,
| ETe
ETYC

BOSS .- WHA
1S SPAHKY.S
OAT BAG T,
TS LUNEHd
TiMmE

©1925, by King Features Syndicate, Inc.

WELL= TLL SHAVE,
SKIP OVER Tp THE
HOTEL AND TJOIN “THE
BONS e AS LONG AS
THE RACE IS OFF _
*TiLL MEXT WEEK

. 1 60T NOTHING
“To WORRN ABOUT

Creat_Britain_rights_resarowd.

shine Now.

\$ MY NEW
SILK HATZ
1 GUESS L LEET

1T N THE

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyright 10825)
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BRINGING UP FATHER

Registered
U. S, Patent Office

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE
PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

IN FULL

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

WHERE'S MY
TICKETS FOR THE
SNOW: SHOVE LERS
BALL TONIGHT
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1 JUDST SENT

THEM UPTO
YOUR HOUSE
BY A
MESDENGER
. BOY . —~1

pheasants; a rvelic which she neve:

JERRY ON THE JOB

INTo “THigunE HES

i

HEY = IT'S 4 SHAME 4BOUT VOUR
BROMER “THINKING HE'S SUCH 4
Bum = HE AwY $o Bap —WE
OLGHT “TO-TRY ~T0 BUILD Him

BY GOLLY! THAT
CUY DUGAN 1D
DUOMBER THAM

HE LOOK S

8
8

: l
| | FOR THOSE

1925 o InT'L Fratume Seav

WRONG

D0 YOU CAME BACK
WELL - THEY ARE I

YOUR ROOM AND
THAT'S WHERE TOU

Great Brtam nghts reserved

(Copyright 1925)
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AGAIN

LIKE POR |NSTANCE ~THERE- |
MUST BB SOMETHING W Can
D0 BBTTER “ThAN ANYSBODY
ELSE — READING WIS OWR

WRITING = THAT'S ONE..

B - Tl
SPEAK TO HiM-

HEY You=
BROTHER. OF
MINE = Nou
AIN'T So 8AD
LIKE N THIN

“THeRe's ONB “THinG Nou
Cann Do DETTER A AnY
OTiER GUY = SUCH AS

REAOIN MOUR OWN

WRITIN' = EW?
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DAY - DUGAN - YOU FAT }
HEAD - | JUST WANT TO
TELL YOU THAT | GOT
THE TICRETS BOT | CANT
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Drawn for Th_e' ___Oma.__h_g Bee by Hoban
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There’s at Le=st Oné in Every Theater

Goed To
THEATRE
To HAVE
A GooD
Tirag -

S6 poEs
SHE

deep bow, Noew Orlegnn sein her
jadles on a high pinnacle, And de.
servedly so for they sdre’ vrikingly
Lsautiful (o hehold

(Copyright, 1026}
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He's Some Observer,
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Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield °*
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