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' “THE GOLDEN BED”

By WALLACE IRWIN.
Produced as a Paramount Picture by Cecile B. DeMille From a Screen
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“Yus'm." The old negress would
step forward and assume the respect-
fully critieal pose of one who, in
bondage, hoad enjoyed her privileges.
_“Linda, have you lost your mind,
smugglin' my child away in the
mawnin' before I'm so much as
awake?"

“Good lah, Miss Sally!” Linda

would exclaim,
she had baby-nursed, “Ef Flo' Lees wuz

till you woke up she'd grow
mushyroon, nevva seein' daylght.”
“Oh, hush, amnd stralghten up the
room a little, will you,
mantha's perfectly useless since she

got  married.”

“Yas'm, Marviage takes ‘em Lhat-
a-way somotimes,” Linda would phll
osophize, stooping to sort out the Iit-
ter of shoes, letters, lUngevie, vibbons
and paper-covered novels which
strewed the rug lke objects hurled
before a high wind.

Sally Peake, propped up mkl-ed, her

f:lI\'m'Ht‘ daughter across her Knees,
would study the little girl’'s eyes with

a sort of wild gentleness, running a

tawny curl thoughtfully across her
forefinger. Then without any ac-
accountable  motive she would lean
down and klss one of the siall feet;
it wns a foollsh act, as though Flora
Lee were a bare-toed baby,

stone Place without feet—'less I had

“They ought never to touch thed “Someone musl always carry

ground, except to dance,” the mother] my dear.” Generatlons of self-inditl
would exclain, pride and pathos in gent ghandmothers spokes through he

her volce,
“How could 1 get to the Livin'-|lips.

wings like the swans?' Flora Lee|to be carried.”

wag fascinated by the golden guar- “Somebody always will Ahvays—"
i dlana on her mother's bedposts.

(To Be c«Mme.)

il

(Continved from Yesterday.)
Stature .aslde, the Peake girls dif-
fered only in subtleties. TPhysically
Flora Lee was a shade the tiner; a

purer blond, softer skinned, smaller|

boned. Her hair was not so heavy
a8 Margaret’s, but it held the pallid
gold of an Italian figurine., Margar-
ot's eves were the more beautiful;
they had the candid guality of ery-
Atal against warm gray velvet. Flora
l.ee's were shot with hazel—the
youthful portrait of General Horatlo
Peake, Continental Army, showed
eyeg like hers, accounting possibly
for his record as a duellist and an in-
stigator of duels, From infancy that
Jdagh of hazel gave Flora Lee an ad
yantage,

The Livingstone children fancied
billygoats. They kept a barn full of
them. RBillygoats in every stage of
worn-and-halr development. With the
afd of Rol and Jeff Carter and the
whole resident tribe, Including sev-
eral anomalous negroes, they would
torture these animals into harness,
hitech them to wagons and race ex.
citedly up and down the drives. The
svort amused Margaret until the day
ahe discovered that Rol always want-
od to bs Ben Hur. Then she fell
out of her chariot and did the very
thing he most detested.

ghe went over to one of the stone
gute posts, climbed it by dint of eon-
siderable exercise and personal expo-
sure, and got herself astride the ram-
pacing, tailraised iron lion which
was planted there 10 howl defiance
ppeainst trespassers,

sMargaret Peake, you come down
from there!” commands the angered
Lrother,

wyou sald I couldn't do at. Louk.
1 can—"

The law of gravitation spoils her
{ttle human boast. She loses her
Lalance, sinks down on all fours and
«aves herself by a lucky clutch at the
monster's unylelding mane. i

“J'1l have to tell grandmother this,’
savs HRoland, frowning.

srattle tale!”

“You get down from there."

“Nobody can make me,"” says Mar-
garet. Nohody does,

On a bench not far away Flora Lee
Teake is being “read to' by old Linda,
who doesn’'t know one letter from an-
other, hut follows the text by the
pictures. Flora Lee's languid eyes
are on the crude {llustrations '.'f
gleeping Beauty; during Margaret's
adventure she hasn’t taken th_e

‘ouble to look up.

i\ Stl;l{ geolding her, Roland is he]ulng
Margaret shin down frol!:l the lion’s
pedestal, But Flora Lee's eyes are

i New York

.-Day by Day--

By 0. O, M'INTYRE.

New York, Dec. 17.—1 have,
despite the current number of ex-
callent plays, been cleaving to my
First love—vaudeville—Ilately. 1 have
the vokel mind that finds romance
no doubt in the commaonplace.
vaudeville to me |is teeming with
romance. I love the bladder-whack-
ers of burlesque too.

There is a beauta'ul young girl
instance, who

in vaudeville, for
shares plaudits with a trained ape.
[ wounder if there is jealousy be-
yween them. He seems L0 run away
with the act. And what happens
to the performers when the animal
they have spent 80 much time
treining dles?

It seems to me the only sure fire
mothod of winning applause in
yvaudeville is to be a dancer and be
able to hold one foot in the hand
and fump through it with the other.
In all my experience in the halls
I have never seen it fall.

Vaudeville children live in a
world apart. Their life Is jumping
from one town to another—sleep-
ing on trunks and in hotel rooms
I wonder if they know how Lo play 7
Off stage, they are the =hyvest
children I ever saw. Behind the
footlights they are the worldlest,

And why does a nut song never
fail to ring the bell? “Mr. Gallag-
her and Mr. Shean’ is still raging.
8o are a dozen more As genae]|ess,
("log shoes with hells have a wide
appeal. And there never waa a
Puteh  wooden shoe  daneer who
didn't get a hand, no matter how
frigid the audience, 8

There is one thing the
vaudeville audience lacks and that
is respect for the last act on the bill
No matter how good it may be the
hotise walks out. There lias never
been a solution for this problem.
vaudeville needs a *"Stay for the
Finish” ecampaign.

My love for acrobats and jug-
glers 18 unbounded—including the
Scandinavian. Twice daily they risk
necks for the faintest of applause,
But did you ever see them lose
their respect for the audleace?
On a legitimate stage the treatment
they receive would be rebuked with
a stinging curtain speech.

Rellevue's psychopathic ward has
a strange alcohollc case, He talks
and writee backwards, He asked to
sehd a letter to a friend and with-
out effort he wrote thusly: “I ma
ereh ta Buvelleb dna yveht kniht 1
ma yzarc, Dnes pu a knird"”

New Yory's most famous boot-
legger was 10 vears ago an Indif-
ferent professional dancer. His en-
gagements at the second rate cab-
nrets were few and far hetween.
Today he has geveral cars, a fine
home and his wife 18 one of the
best dressed women In town, Nightly
they occupy a bhest table where the
smartest crowds go. He does not
Arink. Neither does she, They still
dance every dance bhut it Is noticed
that no one ever talks to them.
Perhaps they are happy but one
doubts {t.

The theaters, by the way, are
presenting almost every country,
Where are plays In Russian, Yiddish,
Trench, Chinese, Czecho-Slovakian,
Japr—ese and Scottish. Why not
Turks in “Halitosis?"

Was tha famous fewel rabhery
Auring the prince of Wales vislt on
T.ong island a publicity stunt? A
keen mociety reporter hints at it in

this fashion: “Anna Held had her

milk baths—e0 why ehouldn't a
eertaln T.ong Island famlly have
their fewel robbory?” One thing 1=
ceriain a lot of panpls never before
in the social registry have landed
there hecaunss the prineca took them
1p. It im almont impoesihle 1o e
lieve there Is mich milly #nobblirh-
ness in the old wonld.
Copyrighty 10340

on a shabby boy of thirteen who in
defiance (or is it ignorance?) of Liv:
Ingstone rules, has shuffled into the
gate, a market basket over his arm,
The boy with the market basket
stops dead in his tracks and stares at
the two bright-haired girls. He ree-
ognizes the name. To him the Peake
women are like the goddesses whom
Aeneas knew in passing by the frag-
rance of their tresses,

“He's the Candy Boy!" shouts Mar-
garet, speaking of him as she would
of some inanimate object. “Lend me
a dime, Rawl."

“Lend you nothin'!” grumbled Ro-
land, and rejoins his goat,

The Candy Boy, gazing with the
fascinated look of a wild creature.
fumbles an instant with his papec
bags, then relinquishes a half-formed
plan. The girl's crystal-gray eyes are
studving him, whether in disapproval
or sympathy he does not know. TFer
look stings him. Shuffling away, he
hesitates in front of the bench where
the little girl sits with her nurse. Her
hands and her eyes go out to him,
coaxing with a sort of proud mendi-
cancy. He has no power, no wish
to resist her; his action {8 hypnotic
as he reaches into hia basket, brings
out three peppermint drops and lays
them in her soft, warm palm.

" “Hey, boy!" he can hear old Lin.
da's scolding tone following him
through the gate, “What wvou doin’
in Jin'rel Livin'stone's place? Ain't
you got no sense” Has you lost vo'
mind, Loy, givin' ecandy to Jedge
nchillun®™

Penke's g

dred and tifty feet of lawn at the in
tersection  of  Archer  and Innes
Streers, Thiat conjunction Ineant
much in the horoscope of vesterday.
Judge Peake's was not only the hest
residential lot in town, but it held
upon it the finest resldence. There
was a flourish about the Peake house
which the Cato Livingstones, with
their pallid creole stucco, French win-
dows and Iron fillgrees, had never
quite achleved. These two mansions
stood facing each other, separated
only by a street’s width,

The Peake house was completed
nineteen vears before the Civil War
Horatio Peake huilt it for his bride,
Miss Randolph of Albermarle County,
Virginia. A gentleman who traveled
much in wyouth, Horatio Peake di
gressed considerably from the Amer-
ican taste of his day and, like Thomas
Jefferson, bullt to his own ideal. Ho-
ratio Peake’'s experiment was Renals.
sance rather than Georglan; the por-
tico, shading the entire lower portion
of the facade, was semi-circular in
torm with tall Corinthian pillars, The
panes of the upper windows were
marked off in graceful ovals of a pat-
tern seldom encountered in that re-
gion of the South, A French archl-
test named Pitou had suggested these
windows together with other niceties
of design,

Only Sallle Peake's hedroom, on
the second floor overlooking the side
garden, had escaped Grandfather's
{tch for improvement. Little Flora
Lee, horn with an Instinct for Ver.
sailles, had loved this room since she
could see Iit. Mornings before her
mother was up—which was any morn-
ing in the week—the small girl would
stand peering in, refusing to be bul-
lied away by Linda's awesome warn
ings. The room was charged with
tascination. 1t was oval in shape,
paneled in yellow broeade; and from
the candelabra dripped crystals that
tooked like ladies’ earringe. The giit
chalrs had futed legs, too slender
to support any but the lightest of
princesses I'pon the floor an en-
chanted carpet was spread, flowered
with roses and garlanded with launel.
Then there was Mother's bed. Horatlo
Peake had brought it from Venice,
Flora l.ee was to learn years latel
when she owned that bed and slept
in it. As a small child she peeked at
it and thought of the Sleeping Beauty.
... There wera golden flowers, aspho
dels perhaps, twined all around the
headboard, Upon the aplces of its

gwans, their wings spread, their
heads drawn back belligerently on
serpentine necks. . . . Like lovely,
graceful dragons they stood all night
and guarded dreams, . , .

An Hesperian wanderer, this bed
in lund where Georgian mahogany
reached the splendor of its polished
severity A state barge out of some
hvperhorean channel, #t had floated
into the tall house in Innesa Street;
and a rather worn woman with bronze
hair and eyves that lost thelr wrinkles
when she slept lay all morning, every
marning, crumpled languidly between
fte« guardinn swans. Sometimes she
would open those eyes like pansies
caught fire in the center, and beckon
to the lttle apy in the dom

“Flora Lee, honey, come here an
kiss me good mawnin''

“Mother, Linda =ays T must go in
the Park,”’ the child would eormplain,
throwing herself into arms more lan
guid than her own,

“Linda!"”

J

THE NEBBS

/HELLO FANNY, _THIS |S RUDY . SAY. HONEY.

1 WON'T BE HOME FOR DINNER - ONE OF OUR

|| GOOD CUSTOMERS FROM OLTOF TOWN 1S

' VISITING HERE AND 1'™M GOWG TO TAKE
0 DINNER AND MAVBE A SHOowW — N

TELL HER You

THE WORLD'S
GREATEST
HMEALTH

-
k‘.Su E AS EARLY AS 1 CAN /7
[ (It T .

WILD

OATS.

Ow SHE WAS SO SWEET —
SHE SMD."TAKE CARE OF
NOURSELF AND HAVE A

GOOD TIME "— SAY.NOU'LL

WAVE TO BuY AT LEAST A
ST OF WATER So 1 CAN

PO NOT MAKE A FIBBER
OLT OF MYSELY

EALIH

o’

CONSIDER NOU A CUSTOMER

THATS ALL RIGHT. K1\D -
1LL BUY A GALLON BUT
W YOUu'RE GOWG To SPEND

THE EVENINZ N REMORSE
NOU MIGHT AS WELL &0

HOME — 1'M NOTLSED
“fo RLUNNING AROUND
N, \WITH AMATEULRS

Directed for The ©maha Bee by Sol Hess

: (Copyright 1924)

TR i L R i
I BELEVE EVERY MARRIED MAN SHOULD ® |
HAVE A NAGHT OUT OCCASIONALLY = T
MAKES HIS HOME DEARER TO WM. _ RUDY
1S A GOOD ANERAGE HUSBAND - HE WORKS
WARD 10 MAXE US COMFORTABLE AND ,
HAPPY AND “THEN HE HM_"_T% é:ge:l? AN
~ (V)
OCLASIONRAL EVENL G E T EVEN

AIHO ARE -
CUSTOMERS ¢ ONGENIAL TOHIM

|
(LS

-

!)\

&
> S .S .-/,'.,\
' 1924, by The Bell Syndicare. Tnc.)}

The Peake house centered a hun-|

Barney Google and Spark Pl

i

B0SS. Yo ALl DONT HWANE.
To FWET - AW JEST WAD
|PAHKY ouT Fo WIS DALY

pozen AN HE

i It SPARKY LOSES THE RACE A !ghith
|/ DAY AFTER ToMoRROW I'M GONNA |
BE IN A FINE MESS = ALL THOSE

1.0.U‘S I GOT OUT AGAIMST
ME = DS5CI PLUNKS AND NQT
A THIN DIME To QaverR MY

GO LAK A ]
s [ O
LI\GHTAUN - UOHAT A

WE SHO AM LOAD OFFA
Gona AT Ul MY CHEsT |

| OAT QDDAM HOSS
NEX' SATIODY

Canyighy '3e by King Pasiures Synduas Inc

t | as
350y T
TuaT'Ss WHAT Tk
COLLERT = ITLL PUY
ME on Tee.
BOLLEVARD FoR
LIFE! |

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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/7 LADY . WILL Yeu X,
TRUST ME FoR A ;
PENQIL AND A 8IG
PAD OF WRITI(NG )

PAPER  * I WANT |
Ta MaKE A FEW .
MORE BETS oN |
MY HORSE ')

BRINGING U

Registered
u. 8. Patent Office

P FATHER

1

L
’ o
o e,
r———- J""" /
| IO R
o_ o

[ 'WE \WORN THAT
|| LD HAT UNTIL
A (L IM SICK OF 1T
1 Ive JUST GoT
|| TENM DOLLARS
_;;l_ ANTILL GIT MY,
={=\ HATTER TO

L D\ SEND ME OP

| NEED TEM™N
DOLLARS TO Pay
THE DROLGIDT -
HELL BDE HERE

ANY MINUTE -

st T )

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

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Copyright 1924}

AMND DADDY |L
MUST HAVE. Five |
DOL.LARS FOR
THE. HAIR - |
DREDSER!| /

: |
,.__{."f)"f GOLLY! YOUL S q_\
; NEARLY OT AWANY | ¥

four =hort pusts perched xihl-u!'

A SLIGHT DELAY.

“Rut Linda says I'm gettin' too old

Drawn for The Omaha Bee b_y_Hobnn

(Copyright 1924)

JERRY ON THE JOB

I —

| GosH DaRn THOSE BLOTS « THEV'RE.
{ BUMMG O "THE JOR AGAN =
StAnOmG THERE LIKE 4
.\(ouw.s OF TRhEES

e W /
1LL HOP OUT AND e\ = GET\To

SPEAK T ‘BW,
MR F\GSBY = 1S
THAY AGREEABLE.

f [\WoRk! SP
K STaDING “THERE.
| LIKE A COWDLE OF
BLati \WALWT
STREET. :
J

-

/

W Ya T
At o

e

/ Get Srawren ( Ok STaE MER ‘*.'m.-"] 8
WERE Gow Yo /.
Saegd OUT e =

AL WATIY ROOM e

<

— “:‘H’/Wf :
e N ]

B
A

a4 o lav o Foarums Sencce I

Real Folks at Home (The Freight Elevator Man)

By Briggs

b ;- -

1S SUPPER Qon IS4

; You GEORGE'
READY 7 AP

TouvaH DAY

MADE EIGHTY Two
TRIPS MOST OF ‘€M
i To TK' ROOF AND
A LOTTA STOPS
THAT'S WHAT

HURRY A~D

WweELL | HAD A
GET WASHED
)

You SHOULD
ASw Fol
MORE. PAY

MOST oF Tum STUFF
WA S BARAEL LOTS
AND | HAD To HELP
LOAD = SHORT OF
MER AGAIN-" IF o
Th' UNMiOn GETS WISE
S ———— - tﬂm ouT

Ok Zcoﬂ(—:(—‘_

¥

PEOFLE RUN

\2ra MARX FOIMT.S ABOUT 'EM
TiEey PRoOMISED ME
TiE FRONT JOB AS
soon AS THAT SweEDF

M A GunTSs

OVER You

P

THEY PROKISE D

A SOFT CusSHION -

FoR Your STool
BUT Do You GET (T,

weELL | DUNNO &
o WET Tme'Y's Jome GooD

N g ELEVATORS

weELL CARRIE )
CARN'T DO ANYTHRING
A Jod'S A J08 mowus
DAYS,., THE TEIMANN
ProPLE SAID THEY WAS
PUTTING (M) SOME NEW

A D wiiLL
KEEP ME

‘ 1IN, MIND -

Near Enough,

W COMMENCE !

SHE LOVES-

ME ANDI
LOVE HER"

NORBODY U

i
N

T
mugtiL

‘},r.'-" NOO, HERE HE 15 AGAN,
(\ THAY PEST =NOW ITLL

' MARRY YouR N\ S

SILTER AN You ] [NAw

AINY GOINGTO |

STOP ME, E(THER: /
[/

-

- 5 _"1'

{ You TNk |
SO, HA!"
J

NOU PE A 1 wndrs e aﬁ}"ﬁﬁm o 3
NO GOoD i
PHOOY Qm ABOLY 2 A

PREVENT A
SECOND COUSIR
FROM GETTINg
ANY CLOSER !
= 4

.1 ARGUMENY IN

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hersnfield



