long legs of his could carry him, bank of the Big River a little way,

THE OMAHA BEE
Peter didn't stop once until helbut that water looked too cold for

toward the place where the I.uughlngl--ut in the open with no place to hide. }km-w that they had arrived from Hm‘n:d Br
he

7 "
BURGmS BEDTIM E STORIES] Brook enters the Big River. 1t was ul But Peter was letting curiosity get | Sunny South. Sammy had told P wr.|1n.-'.:., Nowhere could he ate Needy redched the bushes near the mouth of | swimming. Peter -Ihl\'rr-d siban
. oIt i= still very early.” muitered | Fox or Old Man Coyote or any of the the Laughing Brook. Then he drew & | looked at it. He isn't fond of the wa

long way over there. At lcast it was|the better of sense. 1le fairly ached

lar Patch and sat up for a long

By THORNTON W. BURGESS - a long way for Peter in broad day:-|[to get over there and see Mr, and|DPeter. “The way seemg to be ciear.| Hawk family. Ft:-l.l-j‘nly he ‘n;m::ﬁ‘;"" long breath. MHe falt :;lfe uvr‘;' u;;:. te ;; you l'v\:‘.-nn"l B o
i p v or - It . ‘ d rightly that|I can hide over there somewhere un- | his mind to go, and away & ‘1“S8ammy =ald that Mr. an ] " or a long, long " r Wan-
I'eter Discovers the Quacks. Briar Patch. Peter poked his head out |light., It was po time for any Rabbit | Mrs. Quack. He guessed rightly can hida over th », us fast as those Quack were in the Big River near|dered back and forth without finding

. s § e that vet |til night.” He hopped outside the dear | lipperty-lpperty-lip,
SBammy Jay had left the dear Oldland looked across the Green deow.lwlth the least bit of resl sense to be |Sammy Jay was the only on ye oOpPRea o . here.” thought Peter. “T ought to be|a sign that Mr. and Mrs. Quack were

THE NEBBS PUT THAT IN YOUR PIPIE. Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess|abie to find them without wny. trou|anvwners henr, ooty bo W0 W0F g

| ~ began to make his Way |dead grass. He decided that he would

| WHY DON'T INEVEQWED‘(E.T B'th:'le;lon the Laughting Brook [take a nap there, Tie 4id take a nap.

THRT BRD CERTAWNLY HE PUTS ™ ARQUT FORTY -FOUR \ /TH‘-QE HE GOES e{ﬁ&ﬂ\l—“‘!’{s&-f & SMOKE THAT Y wm-HOUT SMOKWN' AND l ::;:rl.f:l'me ‘,1:“ wh(-re‘ﬂ enters the | When he awoke he couldn’t think for

NEB® S _ wAS A LOT OF TROUGLE HOURS A WEEK — TWENTY-TWO PIPE DIDNT CO&-wO'JAsE-QBm ND OLD DIPE O \F YOU WANT ME 1O Bix Rivec, There it is wide. For quite |a moment ar two where he was. Then

3 KEEPWNG THAT PIOE LIT | GOES FOR ME AND THE REST CENTS UUHEN 1T INE GOT NOLR QNN'“ME.7 PATCH URTHIS PILE OF a distance out from shore wild rice [ he heard a low, soft quack. Tnstan®l

: s“CK"NG A - \-E.'S USF.D th (m t& S‘QETC’H"NG AND Si K"‘NG (i ey “ND STED \F ~ou W'ST ROTTEN \‘A\ND&T \T :\nd rushes grow in the shallow water | he remembered where he was and

; . ! e mTCHES Kig ot M ‘p‘pﬁ L‘G‘-‘T‘NG O‘m TEN w-'-ms Nﬁ S{’\OK.E AQWND MU;ST B‘('-WE JUST ks of the Big River. Of cgurse these | what had brought him over there He

; | ALOT OF HAS O™ <+{E OLD ™~ AT ALRERDY S BEN DONE AND W were now hrown and dead and all| peeped out toward the Big Iliver. In

S HOI"’\ESTE‘“) me TO-COQQ?.LT troken down, ‘They made a wonder-[a Jittle open place close to shore sat

DbuaM N * 5 SQM T DOWN oL ful place for Ducks to hide. Mrs. Quack. While he watched, Mr.

I I "7 b ap.\j A N Peter reached the edge of the BIE | Quack with his handsome green head

1 -‘Ht. °L° g‘:&z AND ALL (T | tiver and sat up to Jook this way land white collar came swimming out
| And that way. He saw nothing of Mr. | from hehind & clump of rushes

gov\ts\'im \é‘n&é:(é?“s%‘s E{% and Mrs. Quack. If theye were any- Jovourly Peter sprang out from his

mp.%co where about there they probably were | hiding place. But at his first mova

— Nou'vE hidden under some of that bent and My, and Mrs. Quack disappeared

broken widld rice. Peter hopped along |among the rushes and wild rice. You
down the shore of the Big River,|see they didn’t know who it was, and
stopping every other hop to =it up and | wisely they would take no chance
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]
' ¥ look, There wasn't a sign of life, He (Copyright, 1924.)
| FO“. returned to the mouth of the Laugh- Y, =i
-‘“\“NG ing Brook, He wished he could get The next story: “Peter is Borry for -
§ i A | arross it so that he might go up the!'.\ir. and Mrs, Quack.” n
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|CORDELIA THE MAGNIFICENT

P | By LEROY SCOTT. (Copyright, 1924.) ‘
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SYNOPSIS, that she would win out over Gladyw,

. . Mot 4]
Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck ;hﬁf;.?:imf: N ing isure|and she now. let her full powers exs

Barney Googlé and Spark Pl " Yes, Barney Will Continue His Investigation., ' T o deies tne Mngnilicent ” whoee |PTess themselves in the pleasant ef

o T SO

|mother has had an annual inceme of (fort to attract Jerry.
— | Ilation, mdvertises for =  position.

y 5 AT TR il i TR 22 < g | Among the uanswerrs reeelved is one An Interruption,
ERE T \S MBNIGHT ! ALL DAY-IVE I BARNEY , THIS 15 AR T f [ o o— ‘ lost_her fortune | - |

4 '::.E-;'N 'tmtln(.lv%- LOCATE THAT WEEMW STURDEE = EXCUSE ME ;“l||[1 -!Ii"'lj l’.' f:r'[l’ |I J 'I‘[. “ l' Ir; ,',J 922 =gl | m..'."‘.’a.?.'.'.t..'::'.":t...‘-.'m. Mawyers, wie, |mT_herc came an Interruption: Lils

| v, BY THE NAME OF "@1RDIE” = Too WHO 1N CAESAR'S AJAME l vor -waxinG You —aut| |11 i Ijl!jh“ 9 L ot Y o g B WMy AL hﬂ‘_'““;:‘: on 13011‘ table, foliowed by
Vaap MY PAL. STURDEE, DORSNT an BE CALLING M uP . T JUST GOT A GLIMPsE " I1]|'7 %0 | K50,000 ® year. thowsh she awked but 830 [gon Tother e ox- Nimsklin.  Caty ;
% REMEMBER HER LAST NAME & I OF “BIRDIE™ AND ~ R R - i» week for her services. Cordella sccepts rodu the two men. They g
( il s, | This HoR 18 ThE ] B Shen totaer |ihe Smicymens ‘whes, esvwrod she Wit |DQed and shook bands formally. |
OH MM -~T . MORNING ~ N & e thing disbonorable, Cader aereoment| . Just what Mr. Franklin is that ¢ ‘

;THE LOBRY Pown

| STARS == G000~
NIGHT sz TM GOING '
HOME = SEE oL |
“TOMORROW -~
(euen)

[With Cordelin Mr. ¥rankiin aotifies Mrs.|Cordelia?” Jerry asked, when he and
1§arlﬂu that .I&'Ind been defrauded by |Cordelia “were aglin alone.
her | brokers tn.::l lm:'-:fumﬁ &”ﬂ'f A unCordteih ftr:kal him about Mr, Franl
$ under i 3 i not quite everything,
| ires eimnmntis b 't ok el | 80 hew that aering. 1o b sure
| Meadows, the country home of Glad " r. Franklis 4
‘ s your family's new lawyer,” mused
ih&“ st and “observe” conditions |Jerry. “He should prove a real helg
| S mgs r'cd.. .mu notes that mml, to you. I've heard quite a hit abouf
| in the household mnd ov s conver- |DiM. They say he's an able citizer
_;:tl“ -mw':- lusr. Miss Norworth and |and a comer."”
| BT iy, Benlly ftevens. Bom witlch | “At” another tabie the irepressible
riage and that one of the women may | Lily was whispering: ‘T say, Mr.
have been mother of s, & boy |Frankli F { ,
wham they represented to be o l"‘n-e‘ p '}," n._“h't do you think of that
orphan they had . _Cordelia re-|P2Ir? Tl bet you Cordelia marries
W' axpressce. gratification 8t what he |
had learned and arranges to visit b *at| “Indeed! remarked Mr. Franklin
llofllns ] ndam.H_' g o 8l He glanced across at Cordella and :
(Continued from Yesterday.) .:;!;r:.ln:d his pleasant expression
But then, Lily was young; perhaps|y. . oo G2ANge. "If appearances count
her manners and practices were '.nu"f_’lw an_“”‘“" Miss Lily, you'll likelv
more than a pose; perhaps she wasl“m your bet, for they do look a

merely passing through some hrief “",'-’,'Yr'ﬁ:;f:.':d.';z“;;u‘ht . Bl
oy b . nk-

A e cormienn s = R e : : M {phase of adole e ;
BRINGING UP FATHER Regiatered e o By o B Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus }/i% of adoiescence; perbaps i aiiin's gaze upon her  His plessun:
TR 1L Ny re

MIGHT A% WELL GO wacK To 227 Ak kw3 -
Tue HOTEL = MY DOGS FEEL
KE TURY WweEIGH A

Ton =: Ll CONTIMVE

MY INVESTIGATIONS

A ..__1 % | wen
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U. S. Patent Office PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE —or shmething might happen to her locked warmed into a pleasant amile.

that would tear her loose frowm or L:_]_’i: ':1’1:‘; :‘:’!’b"'.”-‘r"’ifl‘:(t; \I{nde;d she
Mo A 0 be nic Mr rank-

TUT-TOT: | | KNOW YOU ARE VERY f hnlpl.w:.- c;::t of all such things. |}
COULD ST OP || TIRED-NURSE -YOL MAY ordelia In the lotny of e 197! Yea—this was simply & wondertul
ALL NIGHT -1 || HAVE THE EVENING OFF- peann tham, | Cordelia ‘hadnt seen Jerry| ! g
FACT | FEEL VLL 9IT UP WITH MR IG5 || yaoame:

since the evening before she had =
WEL L ENOUGH gone out to Rolling Meadows. Her CHAPTER X.
TO Q\T UD.'__J'—'

YOU ™MUST DO AS

/ZE DOCTOR HAYS-
YOU MUST 4O

TO SLEEPR!

HOW EES MISTAIRE
JEECSH TONIGHT?

[1%

—_—

e s

-unﬂl’
N

heart pumped warm pride through all Mitchell Is Investigated.

her arteries as he came eagerly, smil- Cordelia drove :

|Ingly, toward her; he wasg ®0 hand.|Meadows In marm;b.:pk:ru;o.ngnﬁf

,some, 80 easy of manner, so distin-|gratifying day in town. Her tho hts

guished, such a splendid figure of|were inclined to play about "}‘.m |

the kind the world just naturally|Plimpton, and that brilliant futura i

:bf)“‘i to. whose brilliance was to be jointly i’
i

Ay

| As Cordelia and Jerry moved|hers and Jerry's. But the practical
'through the dining room to the table A%pecis of her situation intruded upen
he had reserved. she had an even|thess pleasant prospects, ang 4
stronger consclousness than on Firth‘fun.\' she let practicality force fancy
lavenue that eyes were following her | Into subsidence. Before she could
admiringly and enviously; that people 'TY¥ t0 turn theses dreams, which in-
were whispering that there went thnl]'l‘fh‘ded Jerry, into a permanent real- “* |
famous pocial beauty. Cordelia Mar- | !t¥, she had to clear up this situa-
) T~ flowe, and that terrlbly rich Jerry|tion at Rolling Meadows; and asg her
. Plimpton—and what a handsome|roadster sped on she considered what
_L. ©\/ eouple they made! should be her next steps In trying
——
© 1924 sy Inr'L Frarune Semvice, Inc.

Just being with Jerry, though she|to discover the fundamental facts of
knew nothing important was going|the mystery,
'to be said or done, seemed the proper| But when, toward 6, Cordelia hur
:culmmation of an expansive, glorious ried up the terrace at Rolling Mead f
| day. OWs, there was Mitchell, again in his

T 7 (ON " - 0O ‘While the luncheon pr ., and formal black coat, starting into the
JERRY. ON THE JOB ANOTHER MEMORY TEST Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban| iy itiies bsin ot Soetime: o pac | doorway with the tea. sras. e s
4 . . (Copyright 1924) {tieular, Cordelia definitely came to her and waited with that impersonal
. la decision. Some day she was going|formality of his until she was upon
i - to marry Jerry Plimpton. He was th: porch.
personally delightful; he had all those| ~SOAIl I serve you tea, Miss Mar.
splendid accessories which she knew|'o%®’ 1
how to use so well and which would| “Jf you please, Mitchell. Have
make .all the years to come years) liss Norworth and Miss Stevens had :
of unbroken happiness and triumph; th't.irs_ .
and she knew that no woman could| “Theyr finished just a few minutes
fill the place of wife to him—a high!|880. They are now playing with
place that of his wife, successor to|»aster Francols.”
|his great mother's glories and tradi.| She thought rapidly. “If I am to
|tions—with so much grace and dis- Dave tea alone, then bring it to my
|tinction as herself. sitting room.”
She knew that Jerry admired| "Tes, Miss Marlowe. I'll have
{Gladys. That was not to be won.|fresh tea up there for you within
dered at, for Gladys had real looks; five minutes.”
|she had real position; she had rmre! A Fine Opportunity,
money than any other unmarried! gne hastened R e
young woman Cordelia knew, and gaop a glow of -npride\ . :
. her public manner was very Agree-|h.r sist ) ‘I' de'on hlt‘ll‘l.: given
R L uf o |able—only her intimates suspected ghe \m:rt:u-:‘h:lm f“lﬂﬂ:‘helrapld pace
= |that Gladys might have her little/jon 1t '-l‘f'dfha“nl.to;ided‘:‘:ka prob-
L faijlings. The possession of Jerry|sve on her. She felt ax th =R :n j
| Plimpton, and the splendid things he|ywere th 3 ’ ough "_ .
i - . the bread winner of the family
l%lﬂ"‘t | represented,. indubitably lay between ...

" |Gladys Norworth and Cordelia .\larAl Her thoughts switched back to Mit-

1 o8 my Iut s Braciey Simvice Inc -
: —_— abie vy s e R UL o FEL AR R B TR e : - ilowe. And Cordelia did not ""‘“l“ichelr‘ She thought she saw her

e = |chance to learn somethi i
The Days of Real Sport AGENT Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield it w..’ couli e et enougn.
| l “1 saw you in the clty todn:r: Mit-
Safely First, Regardless of Ex chell,” she began as he set down the
Peiss tray before her.

“Yes, Miss Marlowe. I had a few
hours off and 1 went in to attend
to a little business. '™
| T thought you saw me."

“Yes, Miss Marlowe.”
| "But you refused to meet my eys
'to speak to me."” » -

“A butler who knows his place, =
Miss Marlowe, does not expact to ba
recognized in public by the guests of
his employer."

He stood respectfully before her,
|With the air of being entirely at her
command. Never beforq had he
,seemed more the perfect butler: nev.

ter more bounded by the rigid conven.
tions of his position.

“But you do not seem like the aver
age butler, Mitchell. You seem to be by
—well, something wvery different.”

"1 once hoped and intended to be
spimething different.”

“Then how did it happen that you
became a butler?
| !"tt started in college when ="

“Then you're a college man?"

i “Yes, Mias Marlowe.”

“1 wnee You're trying to hida

yvour identity®"
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“Yes, Missa Marlowe., 8o long as
I remain a butler. Telling you my
college might somehow betray my
identity.”

Not His Real Name.
| "“Yes, 1 see. Then I suppose Mit.
|chell is not* your real name

“"No, Miss Marlowe."

“I understand, You started to tell
me how you became a butler, Won't
you please go on?™

“It's really a commenplace exp
ence, Mi=zg Mariowe. My people wers
|;-mu- and ¥ had to work my wav

SSREg———C RS S ———

» " thmugh  college For four yoars [

TeacHing HER | ! | o s e
|.|“' I ’ ’l’, ' ing club My first two = TTIY W

< \ h“"r | 1 was a walter in a big resort hotel -
'I! ! . 'hat was the best paving w

{ | o {II U ould get during summers, Then one

l I [ l:l'!‘l m I stmnmer 1T was chief steward on bosrd

% ‘V ] I : l & A private sacht. The owner lked me,
77/ Coppeight, 1984, N. ¥, Tribuse Ine. TR seemed to have confidence in me. and

. ~ - _— the next summer he put me in charge

f | of hi= country house 'as butle

(Te Be Continued Tomerrew.)




