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'Yy T enraptured, “How sweet of you." |round? 111 be here all afternoon.|himself called by ngme and found Joltom echunks of candy, answering|iarly. e always took coffes for arrayved themselves for the highly
H 9 “Not ab all, ma'am. I was only|Suppose you come in to tea."” at his elbow, complaining that he|questions which, as far as he under- breakfast and only accepted tea as alliterary rite. Dress suita? Probably
I wonderin' should I send it round to “T—I =hould be right glad te,” he|could never use¢ the telephone since stood them, might have been spirit-| sort of medicine when he had & head:[not; at thp Hamilton Hotel where he
¥ you or would you stop in at the|responded so faintly that he wondered| Ad got chawin' the rag with thel|tappings. She had asked hin to tea.|ache. Rut rich folks liked it. He|had, up to then, veceived his social
BJ’ WALLACE IRWIN. stora—"" it she heard. dames. Ten at the Peakes. Tea with the|had read about it in the novels of|training, he noticed that only waiters
“ Produced “Oh.” Just an_instant to consider,| “That's awfully nice of you. Then| Only vaguely did Admah hear these|young Diana, sipping out of a golden| Mre. Humphrey Ward which Myrile|wore dress suita in the daytime. A
? as a Paramount Picture by Cecile B. DeMille From a Screen ||then the invitation which stopped the| we'll see you at four, Mr. Holiz?" veproaches, Jor a space of time he|cup, bathing him in the lquid beauty | borrowed from a branch lbrary. Over|stovepipe hat, maybe, and A long-
Adaptation by Jeanie Macpherson. beating of his heart. “If it isn't too| Maybe he replied to this, He was| moved about in a dream, serving shad-| of her oyes. Tea. the counter Admah racked his brains|tailed cost like a nigger preacher, . . .

(Copyright, 1924) much trouble, couldn't you bring itlpever sure. A Jittle later he heard|owy customers, weighing out phan- He didn't care for tea, met particu-|for some recollection of how folks (To Be Continied Tomorrow.)
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“  (Countimued From Saturday.)

*Flora Lee,” sald Margaret almost
sternly, “if you can keep your mind
om anything for twenty minutes, 1
wish you'd try and show a little con-
gideration for Carlos. He's dead in

“Oh, I'm in earnest all right,"
laughed Flora Lee, a little harehly.
“Do you think I'd let Rim go—with
al] those titles and castles in Spain
and everywhers else? I'm crazy be-
cause it's convenient, but I have my
Juecid intervals.”
uMyVell, you'll have to turn over a

ieaf. Carlos isn't going to stand
mich more—"

“How do wyon know how much
men will stand?"

In that question there was an im-
plication that brought a sting to Mar-
garet's cheeks. A tart reply was on
her lips when Flora Lee broke in.

“Don't get peeved with me, Peg.
I wish I could be as good and sweet
a8 you are. And you've got twice my
looks, Only you don’'t know how to
put science into your game."

“"He's downstairs waiting for you
1o apologize,” said Margaret coldly.

“Carlos?" She fussed with her hair
a half minute, *I thought he would
be.”

‘earnest, {f you'res not."

A -

.. "Well, you'd better dress and go
down."”

__ "Oh, give him time to feel sorry
for himself, THe's got to get over one
or two things. He told me tonight,
¥ou know, that T have a vulgar taste
i1 men. Wasn't that sweet?”

Bat sat contemplatively, touching
the edge of a brush to the halr over
her temples. Suddenly she turned
on her gilded stool, her face glowing.

“He's got such funny ideas, Peg.
Do you know what 1'd like to do? In-
vite somebody's chauffeur to lunch
and pass him off as one of my near-
et and dearvest. Tt would give Bun-
ny something to tallkk about for ages
and ages. 1 think I shall ask that
candv king, if I can find his address.
He etole by vanity case, you know—"

“The lovely one Major de Pinzon
brought you?"”

“Yes," said Flora Lee absent-mind-
edly. Her thoughts apparently were
far from her loss. She sprang to her
feet, threw aside her negligee and
picked her pink dress from a chair,

l' New York

-=Day by Day--

By 0. 0. M'INTYRE

@omewhere in North Carollna,
Jan, 11.—I suppose all this “Mam-
my Song” propaganda has done 1ts
work for hers I am heading for
Georgla. It has always seemed to
me ihat the perfect adventure
would be to decide to go some
place and then buy a ticket for the
first place that plopped into mind
T am bound for Atlanta with no
definite notion of where I will wind
ape This is my first peregrination
into Dixfe. T think I would have
pecognized it had T been trans-
planied here without knowledge be-
torehand. There is a ‘'feel”’to the
gouth.

And T don’t know but what this
rather intangible ifmpression comes
from the darkies. They ars blacker
and more polite, The little cabins
detting the country side run to
form—a black mammy on the door-
step, pickaninnies playing in the
vard, A flea-bitten mule and a
heound dog.

It Is early morning and the sun
Hamga llke a big ball of fire in the
cast, Never have I beheld such
gorgeous heavenly tints. Workers
are drifting to the cotton mills, The
mills T have seen from the train
WMindow are sanitary looking and
well lighted., They beat New York
factory lofts.

It seems to mae that the world
aver every little town haa {ts ac-
complished depot whistler. He is in
working clothes but his work 1is
whistling and scuf@ging with pass-
ersby, HMe is alwavs calling out
cheerily to the Als, Harry and Jakes.

The red clay of tha Carolinas s
like that of New Jersey—only red-
der. Bomehow it depresses and then
you thunder into the smart cities
as metropolitan as ars to be found
anywhere. They bells the rather
specioua reasoning of an Indolent
south.

Bkyscrapers are flinging their
way to the clouds. The' main thor-
oughfares bustle with life. Thege is
the snap of a people commercially]
alert,

X _—

1 tested the comparative honesty
of the northern and southern news-
boy en route, In a New York station
¥-handed a half dollar through a
caf window to a newsle for an even-
ing paper. He handed me a paper
but Instead of giving the change
thumbed his nose at ma and scooted
away, At Balisbury the same scene
was enacted. I proffered a half dol-
lar through the window for the
Charlotte Observer. 1 not only re-
eofved the change but a polite
“Thank you."”

One thing T intend to achieve on
this trip: I am going to go where-
ever I go and back wthout calling
a Pullman porter George.

Gettlng started anywhere Is a su-
preme effort of will with me. I am
fnelined to take root wherever I
happen to be, If I remalin in a hotel
a week I leave with regret. 1 be-
come attached to things around me.
1 once raised chickens but didn't
have the heart to sell them,

The man opposite me in the din-
or s no doubt an expqrienced trav-
elér. He had a way of making the
walter Jump. He sent several dish-
e8 back complaining they were not
up to the mark. He recelved more
attention than anyone else and
when he left he tippeil the waiter
a dime. My digestive apparatus
balks if 1 engage In a verbal tilt with
& walter and so I must suffer jnat-
tentlion in ellence and as a result T
am always poorly served, Bome of
these days—timid soul that T am-—
1 intend to snap my fingers at a
walter even If T have to go hungry.
This may bolster up courage to the
starting point of golng out to con-
quer a world or so. Great careers
have started as Inconspicuously.

An appealing thing to me in the
south is the sunhonnet. I haven't
se8n one in more than 20 years,
There was a Ildyllic flash of beauty
in  northefn CGeorgla—a  preity
gir! swinging down a country lane
wearing a sunbonnet and carrying a
milk stool., How far away wseems
New York's roar!

all h‘] one long swooping movement.

“'Qnh, well,” she drawled, "I s'pose
Bunny's cooled down by now and can
be reasoned with,” Leisurely she
stepped Into her rosy working clothes,

Since Jo had been on duty the
night before it was Admah who
opened the Candy Holtz establishment
next morning. He was earlier than
usual, having slept feverishly, wak-
ing and tossing between dreams of
an enchanted lady who came from
the moon and lay against hias shoul-
der, =sighing in her sleep. In the
practical light of morning her vanity
cage worried him. Perhaps he should
have returned it the night before.
Time and again he turned the fool-
ish, expensive trifle in his hand, won-
dering what to do about it.

Had he cared less he would have
thought nothing of running his Ford
up to the FPeake house, ringing at
the front door and handing the thing
in to a servant with his compliments.
But a memory of last night's magic
aroused his self-consciousness, What
if the Peake girl—the littla one—
should hesself come to the door?
Nothing could have been more suil-
able to his taste; he made up a num-
ber of handsome speeches with which
to lay the precious square af silk in
the hand which had once closed on his
gift of peppermints, Then the idea
would fill him with bashfulness. He
couldn’'t do it gracefully, he felt. He
knew so little about women—nice
women. After his mother, Mabel Stek
had been the nicest, and she, events
proved, wasn't overnice.

Down at the store, as soon as he
had scolded the colored roustabout
for laying his dirty mop on a new
showcase, he went to the telephone
and called the Peake residence. A
haughty African wvoice answered his
request for Miss Peake,

“Which Miss Peake, sub?"

Oh.” Up to then Admah had given
them the simplest possible classifica
tion: the Big One and the Little One.
S0 he thought for an instant, then
asked, “How many are_there?”

“They'ra two, suh, I reckon,” sald
the wvoice, It became Immediately
suspicious with the question, “Who

is this talkin'?"

“I'm Mr. Holtz." Then hecause, an
uncordial silence greeted his explana-
tion, he went on, “I wanted to speak
to her about a purse she dropped last
night Iin my car.”

“0Oh." decided the voice, and grew

warmer, *“that would be Miss Flo
Liee."
“Well—"' he cleared hiz throat with

the awfulness of his request—'could
I speak to her2"

“Miss Flo Lee? law, Mister Holt,
she ain't outa baid vet.”

“Then I'll call her later, huh?”

Come what would, Admah was de-
termined that his conference over the
lost property should be with the
young lady herself. Like many an-
other knlght, he was anxlous to claim
a share of credit for his deed.

“She mos' ginerally gits up 'bout
laven o'clock, suh,” explained the
voice.

“1'll eall her then," persisted Ad-
mah and hung up the receiver, won
dering vaguely at the customa and
habits of the aristocracy.

Promptly at eleven—hs had lald
hie dollar watch on tha counter in
order to keep closa track of thw time
—he went again to the telephone and
anked for the Teake number. Be
cause ha was in total ignorance of
what had transpired behdnd the
Peakes' ground-glass door the pre-
yvioug night, how the Little One had
kissed her mobla fiance, then snapped
her fingers under his nose with a
boast that she associated with hooli
gans and could show him a few of
her friends that would make his halr
curl, Admah was not prepared for the
surprise  that greeted him that
morning. i

This time he had no dificulty iu
speaking to Miss Flora Lee.
+Oh, hello, Candy Holtz!" she cried
in a tone of sweet famillarity.

“czood mawnin', ma'am,"” began Ad-
mah, and rummaged his poor mind
for a graceful way to continue the
conversation.

“I hope you didn’t eatch cold, lend-
ing me vour coat and everything. L
was reat worried about you,” This
in her most woolng tones,

“Josh, nn,”" he mumbled, and Was=
at once ashamed of the inslegance.
“I'm right tough, ma'am—I mean
to say—'"' Stalled llke his Ford on &
bad road, he floundered and stopped.

“I never saw anything so sweet In
my life,”" shea assured him, wherefore
he took heart to go on.

“Say, Miss Peake, T got something
of yours. 1 reckon yvou thought may
be I'd skipped away with it.”

“How could you think such a
thing?" Her voice mellowed him like
the drunkard’'s first glass after a
night's debauch.

“Well, I've been totin' it round in
my pocket—" He fajled to mention
the article becauss he wasi't sure

of its nams, .
vanity caszel'" she Nﬂ,
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SAY « YOU'RE “THE FUNNIEST
"SHMAPED GUY _ 1 CANT GET
YOUR LOUNGING ROBE MALY
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wiLL GO &0 FAR
Down NOU'LL HANE
5o CUT ENC-HOLES

N IT -
DON'T “TAKE bAY

COLLAR OFF L\KE
A HORSE - OVER
MY HEAD

MY HAT - IT

AND I

THE WIFE'S BROTHER.

—

Nou SMOKL SULHM WEANY
BLACK CIGARS —TWEY MAKE
ME DIZNY AND TTHEY'RE NOT
GOOD FOR MY WNERVES
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THEN WONT WURT
ME IF YOU SMOKE
1 EM AND YOU'LL
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| BREAK-DOW
NERVES WILL LWE
TOR HOURS AFTER
YOUR HEART STOPS

' BEATING
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SAY ,RUDOLPHO, I GOTTA
TAKE HOPE KLOTZMENER
T N oy g
Ty N
|| NEVER GET A NERVOUS | SHOW SHOPS AROUND
N - “YouR BTowN 7 EVER GET ANY
f PASSES OR ARE YOU ONE
d OF “THOSE GuUNS THAT LWE
(N B TOWN AND THE oNLY
Ow WHO FINDS T
S THE GUY “THAT GETS

u&;x PAN FOR EVERNY THING
1 = WHY DON'T NOU TRV IT?
NOURE GETTING ALONG INYEARS
~NOWLL HAVE TO START SPENDING
MOMEN §0Mr. TME - START |
WITH A CENT AND WHENYOU!
GET SO You CAN SPEND A

CENT WITHOUT SUFFERWNG
SRV A NACKEL AND SooN
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orRY ?
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WELL, HERE WE ARE 1N \
NEW ORLEANS ..- FIRST TiME
WEVE BEEN IN THE OLD Town
IM TWO YEARS = ' TM GLAD
NONE OF MY PALS DOWN HERE
KNOW IM BUSTED = “TUEY
PROBABLY THINK IM JUST AS
FLUSH NOW AS 1 USTA BG e
WELL SHOOT RIGHT oveRr,
—To TWE HOTeL
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Barney Goagle and Spark Plug

WELL ,BARNEY ,HoW ARG You - 2
SO You FINALLY CAME BACK —22
AND You'RE GoNNA ENTER
SPARKY IN “TUE RACES DOWN

I~ HERE T -THATS FEiNe Y

SHALL 1 @IWE NOU THE SAME
. SUITE OF ROOMS You
OCCUPIED TwWO
YEARS AGo?

I

/©1925, by King Features Syndicate. Inc:

Barney Arrives.
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SOME SwELL
10INT For A
GUY To BE LWING
IN AFTER HE'S
BUMMED HIS WAY
FROM NEW YORK

PEG To PUT HiS

OOOHH ..

ND AINT GoT A

HEY- .

; SUNSHINE Y
. You AND SPARKY
AND RUDY WAIT
TOWN “THERE - -
ITLL TAKE MB
A FewHours
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Such Is Life in a Big City.
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