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Peler Is Sorry for Mr. and Mrs.

gt

where about.
didn*t know what to make of it. Then
him that of course they
had heard him, and, not knowing who
Mr, and Mrs, Quack had dlh:lillll':rl.:'-l.:

Quack, !ﬂﬂ' as completely as If they were no-‘n-mn-ktmi,

came to

had hidden
“They

wis,

A! Hrst

are as smart and

Peter Rablilut|cie

wh

nt once, Peter

ver ae ever,” thought he. “1'll just

thump once or twice to lat them know

0 Im here"

Bo Peter thumped. Almost at once
the brown head of Mra, Quack was|so glad to see vou safely
thrust eut from a mase of dead, wild

1924.
rice. She looked sharply to see thatiway down in the Bunny Soulh
Peter was alone. Then ghe swam | Mre, Quack shook her head, “No,
out, and behind her came Mr, Quack.|sald she, "we didn't, We had n terrl ]
“Welcome back!' eried Peter, 'l‘ml'--i« winter
back here!]l Peter opened his eves very while
|

I suppose you had a wonderful winter| "Was It so cold as all that down|,
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HOT DOG!
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HERL COMES MY DOG
WM Y LUNCH — wE
WNOAWS MOREL TTHAN A
LOT OF HUMAN BENGS
— \F WE COuLD RERD
AND WRITE HE'D TBE
MANOR OF THLS TTOWMN

TID YA 1

OF EVERNTHING !

WELL « CARDO " You BROLGHT
DADS LUNCH TO HIM — Nou DIDN'Y
PEEK IN TO SEE WHAT WE HAD

DON'T WORRY —
YOoU'LL GET A LITTLE
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fuCH FUSS OVER YOU

HE'S A MGHTY SMART DoG !
ILL TAKE WIS dUDGEMENT O™~

/WS FATHER WAS T’ DUMBEST DOG
[ EVER SEE — NO BRAINS AT ALL —

|

N OVER MY OWN — F HE UT SUST SET AROUND ALL DAY AND
muas ATUSS OVER “THEM “YOUL %&Q}:‘ D FOR NO taeaso:( - W
CAN BET THEN'RE ALL RIGHT — WE COULD'A TALKED LIKE L
1 NOTICE ME DIDN'T tMAKE COLLD BARK I'D OF RUN

(u.D\.CAQhSnM-

[iee by Sol Hess

Barney Google and Spark
COME .COME . SPARKY , CGET THar <AD

Lok OUT OF YOouR B\G BROWN EYES - PAPA l |
N SEATTLE MUcwy il
LONGER -= ALL IM STICKING ARCUND For | !
1S T™ MEET THAT WONDERFUL WEENIE i
MY PAL WAS TELLING- ME ASouT - T
KNOW ITS TOUGH PICKIAYS WHEA T DOAT
EVEN KNOWw HER MNAME OR ADDRESS -
OoR WHAT SHE LOOKS LIKE ==
PAPA GOOD NIGHT = T'M GOING BAC
To THE HOTEL AMD TuRN Hu'-q-c .

WoN'T KEEP You HERE

I ANT HAD A Goop
NAP SINCE We WAT

KISs YOUR

Copyright. 1924, by King Features Syndicate, Ine.
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CLERK {7

HELLO — 15 THis THe HoTel
SAY = L\STEM & THIS 1§
BARNEN GOOGLE TALKING - RoOM ROI
202 - 803 = I'M BACK AFTER A
HARD DAY = \F ANYBODY CALLS

ME I DONT WANNA BE
DISTURBED = I AEED A

LT OF SLEEP = I ™M AS
“TIRED AS A NEW CQP »

e

BRINGING UP FATHER

HE WON'T EAT ANY THING
DOCTOR ' V'VE TRIED AND
TRIED TO GET WM TO'!
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HUM! TTHAT'S
BAD HE MUST
EAT!
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MAKE ONE EXCEPTIO
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S\ OVER

WORRIED

1% THAT
~OU ‘NURSE?
CO™ME OVER

L1

y {Copyrirht a4
WE CANT FINE: | LOVE
4ET HiM TO REEF TCA AN
EAT A THING: J&U&:& CRACKERS!
OFEF TEA
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1F “TukT "BLOT “HAT LOST WS
MEMORY \SnT Ay BETTER TODA:

11 e TVE &Y 4
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AN EVER TODAY = WE
CaST EVEN REMEMBER.
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WELL +OU Tt ME LITIE “HNG
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T 6 HARDER Nou
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A
7

(.
okl

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

Copyright 19824)
KB THAT BaBY ‘WAKES
W 1 BETCMA WELL Bupa W Shin™
REMEMBFR. “TWinGS “ThaT o vy
AT NEVER A

HAPPENED.

¢
o
NS

-

here?’ he exclaimed, Tou sea Peter l}
iden of w bod winter was a cold one
If Mrs, Quack had been feeling her-|

self she would have laughed right
lout mt that, But she Jdidn't even
chuckle. "It wasn't cold,” sald she.

The weather was pleasant enough.
It was something worse than cold.”
“Were hunted with terrible
guna?’ eried Peler
| Agaln Mrs. Quack shook her head,
1t was worse than being hunted with
terrible guns,” sald she,
Peter's eves apened wider than ever,
What could be worse”'" he demanded,
Instead of answering this question
directly Mrs. Quack said, “Take a
good look at us, Peter, and tell us how
we look to you.”

you

Peter did as he was told. Then he
remembered what Sammy Jay had
sald about how poorly the Qu‘ncku
lnoked. Tt was true. They were so
thin that they didn’t look like them-

selves at all. Somehow their eyves
seemed dull instead of bright. The
beautiful, colored feathers of Mr.
Quack somehow seemed dull. They

ppeared not to have been taken care
f. Instead of havimg the brightness
f a new spring suit, they appeared
like an old wornout esuit,

i

“Why—wh began Peiar and
rtopped

“Why what?' demandsd  Mra,
Quack,

“You—-yvou—yon don't Jook Ilike
yourselves at all,” stammered Peler.

“Wa dof't feel like ourselves at
ul,"” replled Mrs. Quack. “The truth

in, Peter, we have been starved almost
'o death, and wa have been sick and
now we haven't any strength left,
We have reached here, byt 1 really
don't see how we are going 10 go any
further. When | think of that long
lourney to our home up In the Far
North what litile strength I have left
in my wings seems= to leave them."

“It in the same way with me,” sald
Mr. Quack How we ever got as
far am this I don't know."

“But what does it all mean?" cried
Peier ‘1 thought the Runny South
wat a wonderful place in which
spend the winter., What happened to
yvou down there?

to

“It 18 a long story,” eald Mrs.
Ouark,
“I have all the time there (s, so

tell It to me.”
(Capyright

Peter, bhegged
1924
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CORDELIA THE MAGNIFICENT

By LEROY

SCOTT.

electrical engineering. But before |
bad finished by course my money gave
out and I started to work for a firm
of engineers. HBut when the war was
over, and I was demobllized—""

“Then you were |n service?"

“Yer, Misa Marlowe.”

“Under the name of Mitchell,
your own?"

“Under neither, Miss Marlowe. 1
Joined in with the Canadians at the
beginning of the war, 1 was afraid
my enlisting might cause complica-
tions with my own country, so 1 took
|another name—just as many other
| Amerlcans did."”

“Go on, please.”

or

“l was among the last to be de-
| mobilized. You will recall what a
|hard time the goldiers, particularly

those who were last discharged, had

n getling their old jobs bhack, 1|
could mot get mine, nor any other|
like it. No one geemed to want an|
ex-soldier; eapecially a sickly one, for

“What vou have told me has been|
most interesting. Dot bother about
fresh tea, for I'm quite through. You
may take the tray.'

He had picked up the iray and
was starting from the room, when
| she thought of something else, |
| "By the way, Mitchell, last nigh®
|vou began to tell me something, or
18k me something. I suppose [t was
something important]”’

| "Yes, Miss Marlowe.” |
“Important to you?" |
‘ “Yes, Mizsa Marlowe." !
| An Insinuation. !
“And perhaps important to other|
personse?" sha suggested, !
“Well—yes, Miss Marlowe."” |

| “Perhaps you have changed your

|mind, and would llke to tell me as
you first intended.’

“That impulse of last night.was
wrong, Miss Marlowe. I think 1

should not tell vou." He waited for
a moment. *“Is there anything you
| wish, Miss Marlowe?"

“That is all, Mitchell."”

After he had gone Cordelia
| considering the things he had
her. She had trapped him in
liem. He had said he had not met
fGladys and Esther in France; she
happened to know that he had known
them in Paris very well indeed. He
had spoken about still being wvery
weak from having been gassed; she
recalled the ease with which he had
Hifted her from the floor the previous
| night, recalled the esteely strength
|of the hands that had supported her
lup the stairway.

| Am Cordelia sat thinking, a dis-
quieting doubt filtered Into her con-
| scious.  Alter all, had she really been
| the person who had directed that in-
terview? Mitchell's story, such as
it wag, had come ocut with surprising
| enme, requiring no urging at all from
| her. 1Instead of her having adroitly
{drawn his story from him, might the
fact not be that he had been adroitly
And

mat
told
itwo

thrusting that story upon her?
| ls so, what was his purpose?

And again she wondered what was
that thing which he had been upon
|the point of telling or asking her.
| He piqued her curiosity more than
|ever. More than ever did she feel
that the matter of first importance in
her business was to get at the truth
{behind this man.

The opportunity to go through his
affects came after breakfast the fol-
llowing morning. Cordella was in
Fsther's sitting room, and she and

Ain’t It a Grand and Glorious Feeling
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ABIE THE AGENT

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

Skillful Maneuvering

I DONYT SEE SIGMUND NO

MORE SINCE HE MOVED UPTOWN,
S _=HE AINY ESKED ME To
VISIT HIM, NBVER = ALWAYS ONE oF
THEM "qm' INVITATIONS "

| 'I“'

: RN

OFF

MY LUCk, RIGHY Now &
TO RUN INTD THAYT
SHRIMP = 1 SUPPOSE
TUL NAVE To MAKE

AT T WANT

|rather than

(Copyright. 1924.)
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w“ltantlnm-d from Yesterdny.) .'_:s:hm' and Gladve were plaving with
My parents needed financial help|Francols, as was the custom while
Just then: | could earn more, at least|hix governese  had her hreakfs ..l;.
could save more, am a butler than|There was & knock und \tl:r:nl]
by doing anything elee: 80 | remalned stepped in [
with this gentleman as butler for “Fixcuse me.” he sald “1 have
over a year. | had managed to save|come for Muaster Francols ™
more than my parents needed so | Esther looked up from the 1 ped
started to take a special course in|elephant she was cutting out, an;:

regarded him coldly.

“You need not bother. Jeanne will
be here in a few minutes.”

"‘.la:mne wanted 1o look after Maste:
Francols' laundry, and | promised
her 1 would take him out for his
walk." He turned to the bov, “Would
Master Francols like to come with
Mitehel) 7

“Yes, Mitchell!" the boy cried jump.
ing up and running across the room.
hie paper menagerie fluttering to the
floor. “Youll tell me a story?"

A Friendly Couple.

“After I've taken you for a walk
and shown you the bunny T bought
¥ou in town yesterday. It came this
morning

Examining the details of the inter.
view on: by one, she could not find
a single item which she felt she could
safely regard as a fact, As an fin-

vestigation, the Interview had been
a failure,
“A bunny—oh, Mitchell! A really

live bunny that can really eat™"

“It ean really eat, Master Fran-
cojs.""

“Come on, Mitcheli'!  Let's run:’

Master Francois must first say

good-bye,”

"“"Good-bye, Mother Esther—goal-
bye, Mother Gladys—good-hyve, Moth-
er Cordella. Now come on Mitchell!”

Francois seized the man's hand and
excitedly led Mitchell from the room.
t‘ordelia caught a quick flush in
Esther's cheek and a swift angry
flash in Gladys' eve: and she wondered
again what was Mitchell's real pur
hose in courting the boy's liking; to
show his velvet power’—to taunt and
irase them?—or might his impulse he
& real affection for FrancolsY—a fath-
er's affection?

But this was no time to follow ur
these conjectures. Here was her
chance; Mitchell out on the grounds,

the other servants at breakfast. Cor
delia excused herself and, once out of
the room, she hurried for the wing
containing the servant’'s gquarters.
Mitchell's room adjoining the trunk-
room; if seen in this part of the
house, her explanation would be that
she had come for some article she
had left in a trunk.
Bold Venture.

Of course his room was probabiy
locked. Cautiously she tried the door.
It wa= not locked and breathlessi:
ethe sllpped in. Her quick glance
showed her a room whose formsl
orderliness matched Mitchell's butler
personality, She did not expect to
find a great deal here: Mitchell was
too shrewd a person to be likely to
leave anything of real importance
about; the most she had hoped for
was a bare clue either to his identity
or to his power over the housghold.

There were a number of books—nut
many. To her on her present busi-
ness they were vaguely suggestive,
definitely informative.
There was a number of volumes des!-
ing with problems of olectrical engi-
neering, and a few novels—"Tom
Jones,” "“Vanity Fair,” “Gil Blas.”
“Don Quixote,” Meredith's “The Ego-
tiet.”” RHapid as was her survey, she
retained a 4im impression that the
man's fictional preference was toward
comedy and satire

She turned to his drawers and wen:
swiftly through them, then through
his closet, serutinizing sach garment
and then replacing each artigle as she
found it. His clothes wera all of the
best, even of the quality a Jerrv
Plimnpton might have worn, but aside
from the makers' names. they wers
unmarked or bore the admittedly ase
sumed name of Mitchell. Only two
articles of any possible mignificance
A4id she come upon. One was a hank-
book in Mitchell's name, showing a
credit of a trifle over $300, the plaus-
Ible savings of & sarvant: it made her
think of a safe deposit box, where his
real savings, the tribute he bhad onl-
lected here, and his important docn-
menis were doubtless hidden awav,
and it begot in her a desird some
day to lean the seirels of that bax.

The mecond article was a letter
which she found in the coat Mitchell
had worn the dav before in town. It
was adireased care of General De-
livery, New York Clty, was stamped
as received on the previous day, and
wans upon the stationary of a Cleve

land hotel: and addressed. contents
and signature were all tvpewritten,
with many clumsy, amateuriah

erasurea angd corrections in the body
of the letter, The letter read
Dear Buddie:

That last 2,000 you sent Was &
Nie saver. A million thanks, Per-
haps 1 have been tryving to sxpand
the business a little too rapidly, but
the profita will prove this has bean
the right course. Of course 1 couM
have done nothing without the heip

§ MES = AND \F YOURE
EVER IN TTHE NE\GH-
BORMOOD, HAVE

SUPPER WITH
Pia 282

AINYT IN THE l |
NEIGHBORNOOD. i |

THEN WHAY |

|

1

I not

| open up

k

of vour money, and vou are soing to
have half the profits sven if you won't
partnership in the business,

tnke a

| T'm still keenine my name out of the
| tiroy

-atill atlcking to ‘Excelsior’—so
that we can use your name if you
change Your mind and decide to come
in
or

conrge 1 don’'t hame vou for
wanting to come out here and
buckle down to this routine drudgery
when vou are ¢leaning up so much
coln in New York I wish you would
and tell me how you are
making all that doygh 1 didnt
know that an entsider had a chance
New York husinesse

sharps sl unle=s a fellow went Inlo

e tandit or hantleggine bosiness

You are vertainly ihe best and

yunrest pal & guy ever had!

Rut sav, bay, for a clever business
maen you ara runnine a big risk in
sendine vour remittances 1o me In
the form of drafia pavahle to “UCash

and ' Heaver Any professional matll.
looter would give three silent chears
{to get hin hands on one of those

Relter he more careful

(Te Ba Centineed Tomerrew.)




