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““CAPTAIN Blmn." a Vitagraph
picture with J. Warren Kervigan in
the title role, is an adaptation of this
thrilling novel.

SYNOPSIS,

Peler Blood, s young Irish bhysician,
has taken up residence In Bridgewater,
nfter yoars spent in the wars on tlu conti-
nent,  Chanee had sent him n_youth
rmluatln: from Trinity mllpp Dublin,
o ke serv lm- nlt the Duteh, who were
then .t wlr 3. nee,. He d a pre-

o sen and served under the
famnu- dr Ruyter. The forces of -
Duke of Monmouth had eome to battle at
0 glethorpe's farm. lood knew of the

dlnx engagement hetween the rebels
@ roymlists but he had remuined in-
lllfferenl. all.lmnﬁh he had seen the gath-
ering of the foolish pegsantry. He wﬂnt
early » and slept through the ru
hles of cannon. At dawn he woas n awnk
ened hy Jereminh Pitt, o young shipmus.
ter, who summonses him to go to the nid
nf lhﬁd (illdo:’. a follower of Monmouth,
d  been wounded nm! l:nd tnl:m
lllu-ller In the home of a yeo
|‘muli ; #%-;n amli m'tnvltll hlmell’t w‘i'th
rgcon’s instruments, mounts be-
Il!lul Pitt and rides the house of
Buynes, ., Peter Blood hul set out upon
his Odyssey.
(Continued From Yesterday.)
CHAPTER 11.
KIRKE'S DRAGOONS,

Oglethorpe's farm stood a mile or

80 to the south of Bridgewater on the

right bank of the river, On the

of Mr. Bavnes and her comely daugh-
ter,

Mr. Blood knelt to his task. Ie
wus still Intent upon it a half-hour
Inter when the dragoons invaded the
homestead, Hjs lordship showed con-
slderable alarm, and the battle-stained
Jeremy Pitt eped to cover in a
clothes-press. Baynes Was uneasy
and his wife and daughter trembled.

“Why, what's to fear?" Mr. Blood
reassured them. “It's a Christian
country, this, and Christian men deo
not make war upon the wnum!ed, nor
upon thosge who harbor them."

And then they came rattling and
clanking into the stono-flagged hall—
a round dozen jack-booted, lobster-
coated troopers of the Tanglers regi-
ment, led by a sturdy black-browed
fellow with a deal of gold lace about
the breast of his coat. The captain
stamped forward to the day-bed, and
scowled down - upon the grey-faced
sufferer.

“A damned rebel, and that's enough
for me. Out with him my lads.”

Mr. Blobd got between the daybed
and the troopers.

“In the name of humanity, sirl”
sald he, on a note of anger. "This is

The Arrest of

ns they had been riding out of

bridge,
Rridgewater, they had met a van.
guard of fugitives from the field of
bhattle: hoarse volees cried a warning
that merciless pursuit was not far
hehind. But as Pltt's direction was a
southward one, bringing them ever
nearver to Feversham's headguarters,
they were presently clear of that hu-
man flotsam and jetsam of the bat-
tle,

In the spaclous,
the doctor found
stretehed on a4 ecane

stone-flngged hall, {
Lord i I|itn\
day-bed in care
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least Parisian 5
Paris to him is
and the shops of the
These are
than Droadway

Rue de
more the real Paris
Now today

i prowled about in the |.sni:1I
Quayters ' I 'Adrovh over A pre-cf the |
comte little open Leed earrages with
a driver who must have been S0, He
was just as comic gs his vehicle in |
his patent leather high hat, veen |
coat and hreight yellow bow tli‘.. i

I walked Into the little |
¢treets that the ordinary visitor 'f<"“-':
not seo—the subtie, evazive and hid-|
den Parls. It was Junch heur and in |
the old houses Mama awd Papa
having their loaf of Liread and jug ol |

Is York

queer

were |

| your

| ]ilnrul

Peter Blood.

England, not Tangiers, The gentle-
man is in sore case., He may not be
moved without peril to his life." '

Captain Hobart was amused.

“o you think it's to benefit his
health we's taking him? There's gal-
lows being planted along the road
from Weston to PBridgewater, and
he'll serve for one of them as well as
another. Colonel Kirke'll learn these
| noncomforming oafs something
th(\- Il not forget in generations.”

“You're hanging men without trial?
Falth, then, it's mistaken 1 am. We're
in '!"::lu:.'v:'s. after all, it seems, where
regiment helongs

The captain considered him with a
kindling eye and soldier recognized
soldier.

“Who
exnloded.

“My

the hell may you be?" he

name Is TBlood, sir—DPeter

at your service."”

Codso! That's the name,

You were in French sarvice once,

you not? Five years ago, or

you were in Tanglers."”

I knew your colonel.”
“Falth, vou may be renewing the

sequaintance.’” The captain laughed

unpleasantly., “What brings vou here,

‘Ave—aye!
were

That is so,

.‘=.'J 4

“This wounded gentleman., I was
f« uh-ul to attend him. I.am a med
icus,”

“A doctor—yvou?* 8torn of that lie

—as he conceived ft—rang in the
heavy, hectoring voice, Mr. Blood's
smile annoyed him

‘1 am a physiclan practicing my

(& ‘|I|l|$. in the town of Dridgewater.”

Which you reached by way of
Lyme Regls in the following of your
bastard duke.”

It was Mr. tn sneer,

Blooil's turn
“If vour wit-were as big your
:olce, my dear, It's the great man
you'd be by thi= Ye'll be remember-

ng

wine—lunching ag is the custom IR ne captain, that Lord Goldoy will
the bedroom. | have friends and relatives on the
Youngsters In black smocks and| Tory side, \-.lm'll’ have HOME !:';.m: to
wooden shoes gaily shouted on H.-; gy to Colonel K ke if hig i*rdship
1 ke should he handled like a common fel-
sldewalks. 1 toiled up the many God |'.nT!. vou'll go warlly. captain, or, as
stone steps that lead one inte thefyig, oiq 4t's a halter for your neck
gordidly pletures: |u Thers WeIR| vo'll be weaving this morning."”
painters at the musiy attie windows, | Captaln Hobart swept the warning
seulptors on the of pe and aslile with a bluster of r--:'|ta'»n|[.t:‘1;;nl
tuoso wielding v -...i:-.- hows, ir!" -'Iir :-'-r: np\“Hl]_[I Il'l'llll'-?lhl' |--_--.;, “Take
v | " L up the day-bed srid he, “and convey
T h'q l'h the drab s lon from “huhi II:IT‘I on T.T'IHT to Bridgewater. Lodge
hlossoms more poetry .and rrmm--“|hlm n the gaol until 1 take orders
than any other piace In the worl 1 | about him."
Peoplea know how to live here |
scualor. It 1s not the squalor of '"I Ag hig lordship was carried out, the
Mew York tenemam It I8 the Ili””“m\"m””m 1u1'|a—|l<_ M;'. Blood saw
gqualor of men and women who are ne '1:": f\i" ::r:l e :!\1:' f!l;l ;.m:r-_-‘-_nl_v“-‘g."..l[
ready to starve for [deals, | day 1'1l be wishing you,” sald he,
And what a contrast to our freens “By my leave, you'll remain
wich Village with its jitney culls F-nll' iwhile,” the t';ml.l:n ordered him. Mr,
artificlal pose! LEven old men and | Blond shrugged, and sat down.
The captain opened the press, took

women who have fulled have not lost
the joie de vivre. It is a quality l"lﬂ-’
mon to all. It is a survival of youth

that refreshes the spirit.

Quarter one finds |
put in at a two:
for & light re-
e WwWias a

tine black and |

In the Latin
great friendiiness, 1
skiewanlk cafe
freshment, Acroass from
pale faced youta in
white hat and flowing tie ol the quar.
ter, He is & poet and rather
Iy showed me a slight volume of verse
he had written and published him-
self. Hers was a cheyalier In an un-
chivalrous age. He would aceept no
payment for his volume nor would he
permit me to pay for his pint bottie
of mild wine, A dreamer knocking
his head aguinst the stars and I
1eft him heavily depressed,

tanle

1
hesitint- |

Back at my hotel T was pleasantly
surprised by the beaming and cher-
uble face of R. M. Brinkerhoff, the
newspaper artist and magazine IHus-
trator, Many years agoe brink, il Pl 18
Webster, Ray Robp and 1 occupled
a walk-up Harllm flat. We cut our
own halr, wore ench other's neckties
and conked and washed dishes, He 18
living in Paris and putiing on ol
ture, T am for high ideals in Art—hut
a little Montmartre after dark, Later
wers joined by Tlamer Cioy, n fel-

we

low Missourian, who wrote “West of |
the Water Tower.”" Croy alsp s living
in Paris for a time, As he appears
Croy's new book “R. F. D. No. 3"
has probably been released. It s ane
other farm novel and as Croy ways
“gpens in the hog lot and ends In
1 mow: the g emotional
' i where the mules run off
with  the new Btudebaker wagon.™

“'he scene 8 lald on the eld Croy home
farm in Nordawny county where he
winx born, e m it will prob-
ably be the only mouey ever made out
of the farm, Croy. Hrink and I re
parired to a Cafe de ln Palx sidewall
table and annoyed a number of plavid
Parisians with our conver=ational
follery and high Jinking. It is salways
warming to meet old friends so far

oy

from home,
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THE OMAHA BEE: THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 11, 1924,
JJM f‘*‘m.%’” his doublet, and lugged him out inte|the young rehel. gaspod, But whereas thereafter| vou.” He pointed to Mr. Blood.|prefer it. It's merely a question: of| thrust by his guards into the count-
the open. “Faith, ye've sald it, Captain. This| voung Pitt digcreetly held his peace, | “Falth it will suit me very well,"” said| now or later.” yard, where Pitt and Baynes already
: “And who the devil's this?" quoth|is Viscount Pitt, first cousin to Sir|the captain rapped out a nasty oath. | he. “For Bridgewater is my destinn tude hands seized Mr. Blood. Pin.| waited. There were sounds of rend:
m | ) he. *“Another nobleman?"’ Thomas Vernon, who's married to “Fetch him along to Bridgewater. | tion.” ning him to the ground, they tied his|ing timbers, the shouts and laughter
Mr. Blood had a vision of those gal-| timt slut Moll Kirke, mister to your| And make fast that fellow also,” he “Your destination there will be the| wrists behind his back, then roughly|ef brutal men; finally above all other
* jows of which Captain Hobart had|own colonel, and sometime lady iIn|polnted to Baynes. “We'll show him| gaol.’ pulled him to his feet again. The|sounds came the piercing screams of
RAFAEL SAB.ATIN[ . spoken. On the spot he invented not|waiting upon King James' gueen.” what It means to harbor and comfort “Ah, bah! Ye're surely joking!" soldiers tralled out by ths door lead-|a woman In acutest agony.
only a title but a whole family for PBoth the captaln and his prisoner| rebels, And take this fellow with “There's a gallows for vou If vou|ing te the interlor. Mr. Blood was (Te Be Continved rmwl

LITTLE MISS MUFFET.

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

Barney Google and Spark Plug

ABAT THE “ SPARK PLUG
BARBER SHOP * ANOW - This
Q6 AD I GoT N 'S
PAPERS WiLL BRING N THE.
BUSINESS =. PRETTY SMART .
OF ME Ta PUT THiS
PARAGRAPH IN - "BCREBED,
HAIR , QUR

" SPECIALTY

l AU -. THE PECPLE WiILL WO

lll WHAT 'S THAT 2 {
Do WE BoB HAIR fa Tuny
SHMop 77 DL SAY OE Do -

YES MA'M . You
WisH An APPAINTMEN T ?
N FINE MINUTE S You'le
BE HERW ~ - AND YO
WANT A BoNISH
SHINGLE - NYES MAM -
WeLL TRKE CARw OF
You - ~-

YES,

LEAVE OUT Your
Taols = I'm GOMNA

A WSEMNIES HAR -
~A GoT A

Tbn'i Yo CAM ‘mk: Tus \
REAT OF THE DAY OFF.

Ty MY HAND AT 8088

LOT o AMBISH,

Sreat

FNE
ARE UP — SHE
OUGHT T GE HERE

HURRY UP, ToNY

MINUTES .

RIGHT Alow
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Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Cooyright 1924)

| WANT ALL ™MY

\

|

1
EMPLOYEES TO REALIZE-M
NO HLANVE DRIVER

3y

=

DID You

ME SIR?

[ \
B ¥
e K3
( f( % - S
T e
V' YW
I,\"J \L.,- /4
\o/
o
5
—

NES HOW
DOES THAT
MEW TOUNG
LADY ™IS
JONED SEEM
TO LIKE HER

NG FOR

PO TION HERE

Or: SHE QWU\T
SHE <9AID THE
JOB wWAS SUlH
A SOFT STAP

A

‘ SHE DIDN'T
7] N | THINK TRE
” H) PODITION {S A

'}_:'ﬂ, \ wWOULD LAST | {f
AQD — J'-_S
iy W TB rs

/3 |

\'f'.—-)

:j"l

#

@ 1924 v Iw L FrATURE Service.

Hruul' ﬂz!\t! remerved.

T
I II%E

Inc

JERRY ON THE JOB

."r: [T NOT Yol TR
MG DonT !
Lnge AT M LIKE
AT n::,‘\f:"ﬁ(/ | ,

1 UowT D0
H_}.ﬂ.‘"ﬁw_\. .};’

AT TM MAD
[ A1 =75 THETE FATWEADT “THAY
N MRiTE LETTERS On PLam

-
Srer

e |

*WaiE STARTED No '9,.
0. €Aty oM
"'L--i?-SUA‘(

SAnat.

/

Vi
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WHEN THE
SToP
A
Pl

\D BuY F

AMND - IN Twe

KO NG

Yeur 12AL
MAKE

WIFE ASKS You Ty
I A CERTAIN STORE
OR HMEAR ONE PAIR

S BLOOMERS , SI1z2m 26

) 1
|\ OH - MARIA

MEAMTIME
You WORRY ABoUT IT, NOT
JUus T WHETHER
S5 GOING Te
GOooD OR MOT

O 1ras 7 TEBNE, I

Fix

- AND You MEET AnM OLD PAL
To WHOM You TELL YouR. SAD
TALE, AMD HE SAYS HE Caw
IT FoR You, AS HE HAS
BEEN IN THE SAME BGOAT

AND, IT SEEMS HE TELLS

HIS STENOG, WiTh wHomM
HE CAN SPeai< FRANIKLY AS
HE HAS HAD HNER For A
LonNG TIME — © AnD SHE
SHE'LL

SAYS ALL RIGHT
BuY THE&M -

“AND

Ay A DAaCKAGE

THEN A BOY BRINGS

BLOOMERS SI2E
Ol H-H-BOY!
ANT IT A

%, GRRR-RAN

ArD

GLOR-R-R100S
FTEELINT
"--n..‘
o
s
~

"
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o | B b 4 w aie a
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It Would Have Made 1t Easier.

pr——

/ YOURE OUYT THE'RE\
NEAR THE ROUGN, r

ABE = FIND THAT | —
\ BALL WHEN IY LANDS )

o WiILL You?
‘.-l;“‘ Bagy — LS o

Km.b ANY T WHAT Do

|
|

18

I You MEAN |
\”ANV‘:‘ -
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| IN\HG AN‘D Jos
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Yoo

WHY DIDNY You
TELL ME = T'VE
, ONLY BEEN LOOKING
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