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Jen's eyea gave a certain gleam.
FAnd suppose I did?"
¢ M1 mightn't he polite—I tell you,
it's no use. Just because 1've noth-
ing to do T won't set up to save the
world. I've got some honesty left,
at least, and self-respect, and I don't
Jdo a thing that I hate so that the
world can sit around and say ‘How
fioble.’ When 1 do that, my name is
mud.”,

“This was papier-mache, as he well
*new; there was no cause for indig-
nation and he was refusing to join
den bhecause he preferred New York
10 California. And Jen knew It glso,
Me got up, and his eyes met Kit's
terribly.

“Did you ever stop to think,” he
asked, “what your name actually is?
And what it means?” Then he walked
out of the room and the house,

11

One morning early in June the ex-
pected happened. He chanced Lo T

breakfasting with Mary, and she
handed him a missive which she
found in her wmail. 1t consisted of
a small white card on which was

engraved in script

'he Viscountess flieldes
and under that, added in pencil, the
simple legend “Hotel Plaza.”

A councll of war ensued. TL was
elear that Vi was throwing herself
on them in time of need.  Mary was

a Uttle caustie, falling to see quits
why the merey of casual American

sequaintances should be pre ferred tof*

that of friends nearer home, DBut o)
gecond thoughts she decided to
kind: to canll on Vi, try to find het
a milllonaire. Perhaps, she added
ask her to the v Also con.
fegsed to a secret affection for two
small ffs. and remarked (Kit could
nat but admire hey honeaty) that Vis-
countesses looked pretiy well over
here, however they looked at home,
Kit went out for the day hoping (1)
that he would never Vi Fielles
again as long as he lived; (2) that
he would find her installed in the Dhest
e bedroom when he came in. The
latter wish was granted. Mary in
formed him that Vi was in the house
aiig also using her (Mary's) mald,
netehaving one of her own any more

gqeQ

Probably nothing conld have given
Wit & more vivid ea of her pov
ery.

The three spent the evening alone
yveties of the sen-

nid

in the housze, the g

ihiy wa

in an exceeiingly smart

of robin'segg and mauve.
oh! o brave, and laughed with heroie
shrillness as she announced that she
only had six hundred pounds a year
to her name There was a good dea
§f hilarious but semi-serious discus
sfon of prospects; names of elizilie
bachelors and widowers were men

£ New York

--Day by Day--

She was

J | turned away, but If she had it would

By 0. 0. M'INTYRE

New York, Dec, T.—A page from
the diary of a modern Samuel Pepys:
Up early and drova to Great Neck
with *Tad,” the cartoonist, the mer-
rlest golemn-faced fellow I know,
and “Bugs” Baer thers with Eddie
i-‘o}"s son, Brian.

deper I hey eyeglassz, “"Kit, seraph
I'his out Tibby. Tt's true, is it?”
“Quite. They're to be married next

| weels.™
Violet cioged her eyes and sighed
gontly. Nothing eould express the

And we talked of plays, wars and
Yooks and then fell to eating some|
hot mush covered with thick cream|
and ate until we were in misery, 80/
up to “Tad's" sleeping porch tn['
gleep a while, like gluttonish dogs.

Back home on the tram and fell

in with Hazzard Short, the stage
divector, and we played at match-
ihg pennivs until we thundered lntni
tha stotion. |

In the evening with A, M. An-
drewn and Karl Kitchen and our
falr ladies to o review., And 1 laug-
ed so uproarously at Jimmy Salvo

that all were emnbarrassed, 8o home

late and to bed

A gentleman in evening clothes
with an alchollc Hst attempted to
gtep from a fast moving Broadway |

surface car In ithe middle of the|
block., He turned a couple of sormer-|
saults, skidded on his side and '!.uu-l—|
ed In a ridiculous postare near thp-i
gutter. The car stopped and the
motorman rushed back with pad to
get his name and call an :-rul-u-:
lance., The gentleman arose with
uch dignity and, waving him

I always|

away, said: "S'all right,
g2t off that way.”

Last nights of plays are proving
as popular as first nights. Broad-|
way calls it *“clowning the show."
Unbtidled license_is glven players.
They do what they please and de-|
mpite the fact that means “At Lib-|
arty” for them they burlesque the
whole performance, Broadway Is
flocking to this sort of thing and
seats for last nights sell as high ns
thqlu for premleries. At one the
other night there was a knock at
a slde door, the butler opened it
find across the stage an actor slit
the canvas wall and stepped
through. It was supposed to be a
serious moment of the play and
the audience howled. Later the
tfelephone rang. The actor answer-
ing it Inquired: “Where are you?"

ere wos a wait and a plping
volce in the orchestra pit sald:
“Here T am?" He had taken the
trap drummer's seat,

Down at police headquarters
there is a room called “the mumble
voom." It 18 a part of the third
degree. Prisoners who are bheing
pressed to confess serlous crimes
ure placed there. There {8 an ar-
yangement whereby all during the
Torturous hours of the night he
hears the mumble and wall of
volees.

~ A scurrylng red cap at the Grand
Central kicked a wnallet that sent
& sheaf of gold back notes to the
winds. He stopped, pleked them up
and found there was wmora than
$700. He turned it over to the sta-
tlon masir and the loser culled
and claimed them. To add to hia
«hagrin 1t was discovered the same
‘?Qr who found his money 18 one
avho toted three heavy sultcasens
from the train for which he gave
A five cent tip. The porter refused
tn take a $20 reward. "I think
need your money more than
he mald,

The Waldorf is —-l.lm last of the

you

I

ULig hotels to sacrifice jta  wide
open lobby spaces to small shops
he change I8 now heing made. The

Baltimore is dolng the snme thing

The hotels now being built have |
postags stanp lobbles no longer |
1hen the average writing room of
20 years ago.

| Vi there—in fact I wrote and asked
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tioned, discarded, approved. Dinner
was rather pleasant.

And then presently eame the mo-
ment when Mary went to the piano
and the two others sat side by slde
on a brocade and rogewood sofa. Vi
looked ke a very young girl as she
lay back and listened, and in point
of fact she was only twenty-five.

“Oh, this is too angelle of you!"” she
breathed, her eyebrows flying into
their ineredible arch, *“Seraphs, both
of you. You don't know what I've
been through. Appalling.

“Not the money, you know,” she
aald, quickly drawing it away again,
“1 could stand being poor, "T'was the
people—the way they lnughed. Flelds!
It wag funny to them, ‘parently.
Why? 1 ask wyou, why? 18 these
something so sereamingly amusing in
poor wieetched litle Vi Fieldes being
rulned? 'S not, mind you, as if 1'd
ever put on side . . )"

She proceeded onasweet and stac-
cato srraignment of the British up-
per clasees, the new rich, the gov.
arnment, taxes, Germany and the en-
tire science of economics: then at a
bound became personal agaln.

“And so, Kit, angel, 1 thought of
you, You see, yvou have hearts in
America. Always felt that with

Americans, always.
Kit said he
pleased,
Vinletr hesitated,
wrls and sapphires from

Darlings."
was glad she was
fingering a chain
which

depth of her resignation or her lack
hitlernoss,

“Kit, 1T feel—I feel T must tell you,
You undd'stand But you wmustn’t
blame Tibhy—oh, no! "Twas fate, Oh,
fate's an appalling thing, Kit! Oh,
Kit, you lucky beggar! Never been
disappointed, have you"

“Well, perhaps not in that particu-
lar way.”

Violet clogsed her eyes once more,
shivering. “You see, he'd promised
to meect me at Sturton—the Lem-
mings'—and . . And he didn't
come, Simply dldn’t eome. Not a
word, Nol one, I cried-——Heavens!
But youn won't blame Tibby, now?
Promise”

Kit promised,
conscience,

“That's right' =aid VI, apparently
immensely relieved, and gave a lit-
tle flop toward him, Fer hand fell
lightly on his thigh. “You're rather
a dear, Oh,"” she breathed, just audi
bly, “what Fleaven this is, Heaven !
Friends. Real friends, at last."

She wnas absurd an infantlle
sprawling there with cloged eyes, that
appealed to him. He hent his
head nquickly and kissed her,

Then things became different,
her eyes opened wide in reproach,
whichi was superfinous, and warning

o

« Bee

with a fairly easy

5O
sho

as

which was discordant. “Kit, angel!
Mary!” She glanced toward the
plano,

Mary had not seen them, heing

not have mattered in the least. He
had kissed Vi as he might have kissed
a puppy, or at least In the jocular
sort of way that a man can kiss a
woman In his wife's presence. VI did
not see that, 'and was merely anxious
that Mary should not have seen. That
made it bad,

He knew it was bad, but as he
turned to look at her in regret and
surprise he suddenly found that he
warted to kles her again, and not in
that one covld possibly want
And that made it
He shuddered, and

"I'.‘.' w k‘
to | a puppy.
infinftely worse.
soL up.

BV
night he did what he
supposed wis a most difficult thing,
though it did 1 seem so. He sup-
poeed that was bhecause it was Mary
whe had first enlightened him on hia
He came into their

Later that

fecling toward Vi,
hedroom and said:
“Soe here, Mary,
woman, It's better to have f{t
1 afraid aof her.”

I'm afraid of that
out.

irned as she sat bLrushing
: halr, "Who? Vi7"
. gueer, 1 can’t

huve her round here. 1 can't be re-
gspansjible If she stays.”

Mary paused, “What do
me to do about it?”

you want

“(3et her out of the house, as quick-
ly ns possible”

“But I've just got her into it, with
your consent.”

“Yem, T know, it'lIl he Aiffcult.”

Mary returned to her mirror. **Now
lat's gee. Tomorrow we go to Tuxedo,
Clarks', and Vi will just have to
stay here alone. T told her that,
From Monday till Thursday we'll be
here again, and then we go to the
Bluynes' at Glencove—hy the way,
there's a small house there that might
o for us. 1 thought we could take

yvou'll be pretty safe. That takes us
till Monday, the fourteenth, with only
next Monday to Thursday to bother
about, Can't you go awany for those
daya?"

“There's Cora's wedding, Wednes-
dﬂy.n
“Yes, but that'll be easy. Stay on
at the Clarks’ till Wednesday morn-

Ing—Hubert Clark loves to hnve some
ony to fish with, That'll keep you for
ten days, and by that time 1'll have
some idea of how to get rid of Vi
Or she may he married.

That was what might be called con-
structive thinking, and he was grate-
ful. But he sat down and watched
Mary swiftly brushing her long dark

strands with a sense of Incomplete-
ness, of walting.

“The week after that,”” went on
Mary, “the week of the fourteenth,
we g0 to Newport, and undoubtedly
I ean get Vi asked there, too, and
you can stay away on business. Then
after that—oh, your Commencement

comes along then, doesn't it?

“Yes. The yvacht will be ready, and
I thought we migzht use her."

“Well, then, | don't see but what
it'llh be pretty easy for as much as
three weeks. It really only leaves
next Wednesday and the week-end
at Glencove . ., '

Amazfhg woman. There was no

more hysteria about this than about

bridge hand, He
glad you see it

the planning of a
got up. “I'm—I'm
this way, Mary."”

“I dof't see any other way to sec
it,” sald Mary.

Fifteen minutes later sghe wan
asleep in the bed, next his; he could
hear her regular breathing. Asleep!

He knew little about women., But

he was sure that in Mury's positlon—
really an appalling position to place

a wife In—Onaut! would have made
conslderably more disturbance, and
even Naouea a little more. Vi cer-

tainly - would have, nlso Maud Hof-
fington. Assuming that they loved
him, of course , . .

(Te Be Continued Tomorrow.)

THE NEBBS

A POOR RICH KID.

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
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GREAT KD

You SEE ANY
NEBB IN HiM 7

- EW)/ HES GOT SOME OF
NOUR HAIR ALL RIGHT
— NOW \FHE GETS
SOME OF HIS OwnN
HE'LL HAVE A N\CE
HMEAD OF HAIR

T

BETSY —THAT'S A FANCY
“BuGGN* FOR A BOY -
LOTS o;‘ Rga‘?oqgsqgsgt
“HING S—

NOT TRYING 10 MRAKE
A S\SSN &g OF “THAT

WALK I'™M GOING TO BuY
HIM A SET OF BOXING GLOVES
AND A POLICEMAN'S CLUB AND
e S o

A
WHAVE “TROUBLE WiTH ME

% FAIR START

JUST AS SooN AS WE CAN

ANNONE TALKING
HIM STHEN'LL

K\D “TO WANE

W
WANT TS KT LERST

A ‘&-\ERMOM‘&T
“HE TWWE AWNT
(] na;r MY
MOTHE
“IHEM ON THE SOAP-

NEST)

\DS THAT'RE RAISED LIKE ORCHIDS WiTH
B o ER STICKING \N THEVR MOUTH
GOT "THE CHANCE I WAD.
WAY FROM THE CRADLE .
DIDN'T HAVE RIBBONS OR “TIME 0 TIE
BOX THEY USED FOR ™y
NOR LISP BABY TALK TO ME -

NEVER BRAGGED
gs&qGBCUNNlNG UNTIL
BRINGING MONEY HOML

HALF
1 WAD
My

S SnereD

(Copyright, 1924, by The Bell Syndicate, Tnc.)

Barney Google and Spark

Yeu GaT 2
Te WAVE

NEYAH "SPECT

MNUFFIN

)“"""‘""":-l"‘\“-..‘"-’/_:i#,_;»'.__'_. LT = .i&'phl' “|
/SUNSHNE, ) AH AINT GoT .eﬂ |'u'.-
| How MueH NUFFIN - NEVAHW Y| 7 7 o N ~The

| MONEY HAVE | HAD NUEFIN AN | Wil 7/ / BEEN SO

AN
1 e

ONE I'D
INTo

I GUESS WE'RE BATH
SAME SK\FF =\T

SEEN A DIME (\F T HWAD

Anyhow, Barney’s Heart

T

Ik

LONG SINSE DVE.

GET \T MADE
A FINGER

AH SHO AN
DISCOWAGED

WIF DIS HEaH
JaB . MISTAH
QUCGLE
SMIF SNIE

Copyrght, 1904, by King Features Syndieats, Ine

Is in the Right Place.
T
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Xou MUSTN'T BE SAD -
Yau KNOW BHAT I™M GONNA
D6 = BEGINNING TaDAY

IM GONNA RAISE YOUR
WAGES 3JIUST DOLEBLE!
How MUCGH AM I PAYING

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyrivht 1921)
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BRINGING UP FATHER

\J. 8. Patent

Registered

Office

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE N FULL
PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

MY HEART'S
[ W THE RIGHT
\ PLACE!

Drawn fc;::rhe Omaha Bee b_y MeMi;;

(Copyrizght 1924)

OF YOUR STANDING

LAST WwWORD

1S THE
1 TRAVEL.!

\

(HOW-HR.\MC.-::-AMAN

SHOULD OWN AN AUTO-
NOW THID CAR | REPRESENT l

T
™~

THIS CAR
SPEAKS FOR,

ELF! WHAT ARE.

YO TALKIN'

-
AMND LET ME TELL
OU - THIS CAR,
Wikl PAY FOR

© 1924 o¥ IntL Frarune Seawneg, Inc

WELL -
IT DOES -
SEND 1T
AROUND !

WHEMN
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JERRY ON
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Julia Blayne {f we might. There'll
he a lot of people round, and \'i'lll
have to work for her millionaire, so

N THE JOB

[ \NEWL = HE MERRY OLD Koas 1\[
PaEstnTs 4RE BEGNG “To (ome™
& T JusST GOT A CHECK Fory
Five BUCk OFF MR GRUSS,
; *‘(\‘;Nlu. Vo Cagh 'y

I'T5 A Good GiECK Au—
RIGHT= BYT 1 Cawy CTasu \Y
UNTIL ou EMDORSE 'Y

OBEYING THE RULES.

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

(Copyright 1924)

The Days of Real Sport '

WIHAT WE wWANTED
FLSE 1IN TueE WORLD

M:.‘.'l-‘tt-‘ "I.nr;uu__q, THEIJ,
| CONTA NS NOWw,

Tue Magic Lantenn

WAS A MAGIC LAMTeERN.,

MAORE THAM ANMY THIMG
(Ah-.i.D FinAaLLY GoOoT |7
1T COMTaIMNE T
THAr A MOUIE CAPALT A

GeEE-MINY CHRISTMAS!
HOW'D YA LIKE TA HAVE
SANDY CLAUS BRING YA
THAT BULLS EYE LANTERN

/ "

-TLL R A L LN, S ‘ i

BUY

| ==
e

[ 1V WANY Yo \\‘i

THERMOMETER
PLEASE!

Z ﬁ;‘
A

AN I
Z, 2\

T

A } ' KIND 2 /

4
’

STEND THIS
NO LONGER

| ( wa_ 7 ONE THAT Wi}

CouLdNY

KEEP THE Room ]
ABOUY SEVENTY |
DEGREESY: /

. ""/




