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(Comtinsed from Yesterday.)

Admah looked around and saw her

- #seated In a group of laughing admir-
ors, some of the young married set
from the Sycamore Club. Her hagzel
eyes were vivacious, her mouth was
open, showing straight white teeth,
her yellow hair, cut short, clung
round her forehead like a gilden
eloud. Vaguely Admah recognized
other members of the group. Hunter

O'Neill, who had been married and

divorced within a year, was muggling

a flask under the edge of the table,

Admah should have put a stop to it

But his resolution evaporated, as it

always did at sight of Flora Lee.

How beautiful she was! He stood
two yards from her chair, unaware
of the businesy around him. Amidst
the friendly cackle of her audience
mshe went hilariously on:

“Some day I'll write a guide book
and tell the world what to avoid in
Spain. There's the dear little flea—
the only SBpanlard I ever met with any
pep. Except the mother-in-law—if
you've never been to Spain you've
never seen a mother-in-law. Mamma
San Pilar! She used to go round the
place counting my cigaret stubs.”

“Must have been some counter,'”
suggested Hunter O'Nelll, adoring her
with_bloodshot eyes.

“She was the human adding ‘Mma-
chine., She used to walk in her sleep
--like Lady—you know that one In
Shakespeare—and when she walked
she counted. She counted my halr-
pins and the buttons on my under-
wear and the bottles under my hed. 1
certainly knew all about the Spanish
Inquisition when I got through with
Bunny's mother. And before I'd mar-
ry—" Was it an accldent that her
ayes lit on Admah Holtz and lingered
an instant without recognition? ‘Then
she finished, “I'd marry a jockey."”

““They're doin’' right well this year,”
suggested O'Neill, unscrewing the
stopper on his generous silver flask.

“What's the style in America?"’
drawled Flora Iee, “Do we drink
etraight out of the bottle?”

O'Neill looked around, and epying
Admah, held up a finger with a pleas-
ant, patronizing, “Hello, Mr. Holtz!"

“Good evenin’, sir.” Recovered
from hls surprise and from the emo-
tions which, for an instant, had
gnashed at each other like savage
dogs, Admah came forward.™ The
eyvea of the group were upon him, but
he saw only Flora Lee's. They were
splendld in their lazy indifference.

“Say, Mr. Holtz,” began O'Nelil,
lowering his volce, “I wonder if you
ecould send us a quart of White Rock
and some glasses. We've got every-
thing else.” He raised his flask un-
der the table edge and wagged it sig-
nifieantly.

“I'm sorry, Mr. O'Neill,” replied
Admah with a sort of cheerful cold-

“It's against tha law, you

know."

Admah sensed a dbarbarous joy In
O'Nelll's discomfiture. He was glad
to have the upper hand, and for
mixed reasons. Thesa high-toned peo-
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New Orleans, Jan. 15.—This is per-
haps the most expensive clty in
America in which to die, Unti] re-

. cently no one was burled under
ground and the magnificent mauso-
Jeums constitute one of the wonders
and showplaces of New Orleans.

The most famous of the burlal
grounds is the Metairie cemetery. It
containg among others the monu-
ments of Gen. Albert Sidney Johnston
and Gen. Stonewall Jackson. The av-
erage monument costs around $30,000
and a few cost $150,000.

Sightseeing wagons ars at every
hotel to take visitors to the burial
grounds, The approach to them are
through picturesque groves with
ohains of artificial lakes. There are
pretty walks, white shell roads and
huge live oak trees festooned with
gray Spanish moss,

A few miles away s T.ake Pont-
chartraln, where General Jackson
janded in 1814, Near the old Spanish
fort is a glimpse of Holland with the
myriad sails of the oyster Juggers.

Returning from the Spanish fort
we drove through St. Charles street,
one of the finest residential streets
in the world, It was dusk, and the
lights were bheginning to blaze In the
fine colonial structures. In the yards
ons saw many stately palma and
tropical plants.

In the center of a wide atreet Is
a grassy mall where the sireet cars
run. 'This strip was once the open
sewers of New Orleans which has
won a herole fight for panitation.
The water is pure and pestilence has
been wiped out,

The French quarter is, of course,
the plece de resistance for the eight-
peer. In these narrow streets where
old homes with their picturesque bal-
conles have withstood time vallantly
is to be found the gaiety of New Or-
leans. Midnight cabarets flourish and
smiling ladies sit at tables to encour-

’  age drinking and get their percentage
therefrom. The cabarets are colorful
but not ornate.

—_—

The old French market occuples
four clty blocks, More than 20 lang-
uages are spoken there. The market
offers the greatest varlety of frults,
vegetables, meats, fish and game to
be found anywhere. The sharp bar-
galning creates a babbla of tongues.
The New Orleans marketer knows
how to drive a sharp bargaln.

New Orleans loves the sport of
kings. The racing forma are eagerly
sought and everywhers you see people
studying “past performances.” Bev-
eral dally turf papers are published
here. They tell of gambling house
runners but I did not encounter the
gentry, Perhaps my gay shirts gave
them the idea I was one of them,

1 met the “New Orleans Kid'" an
odd bit of human flotsam who has
roamed the world but always comes
back like a bad penny to New Or-
leans. “The Kid" belleves In taking
life as he finds It. “When I wear
out my shoes I find T am on my
feet,”” he sald with a phllosophle
grin. His last quixotic adventure was
in Spain where he sald he wns asked
to leave merely becanuse he remarked
that Spain would be a nice place Lo
siart something.

Th
their beauty.

C'reole In_tliwl are famed for
And they ars Indeed

beautiful but there ia a haunting
melancholy about them il seemns 10
me. They suggest moonlight nighis,

& balcony and a Spanish  gultay
(Copyright, 1§25,)
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ple could make game of him in their
own homes. Good. But Hersinger's
belonged to Admah Holtz, and they
should know it.- Even though he
looked away, he could feel Flora Lee's
eyes. His revenge was an unworthy
one; but most revenges are,

“When did you join the Anti-8aloon
League?” asked O'Neill.

“1 ain’t joined it, and [ don't sup-
pose I ever will," replled Admah, *I
don’t mind takin' a nlp once in a
while—off the premises, Rut Her
singer's got a reputation to keep up,
Mr. O'Neill,”

“That's funny,” grumbled O'Negill,
rather clumsily, pocketing the flask.
“I've had bootleg here twice at least,”

True, no doubt, Like many another
of his profession Admah had been
obliging. Even he was surprised at
his sudden rush of Puritanism.

“I'm afrald it's the last time,” he
was beginning when a movement
from another chalr caused him to
turn and stare into the face of Flora
Lee Peake. 8he had arisen and was
regarding him with a look that was
childlike and bland.

“Well,"”” she drawled, “If it Isn't the
Candy Man!"

Admah, who had steeled himself to
be self-possessed in his deflance of
Satsuma rights, withered suddenly
under the artleseness of her attack.
So this was the Candy Man! Her
look was bright, her volce like honey.
She might have spoken just mo had
she recognized one of her grand-
father's old slaves, wandering bare-
foot along the waterside, He found
himself mumbling something inane to
the effect that he was the Candy Man.
But her Interest had fled.

“It's messy here,” she was sayving
to her companions, “I know the love-
liest little Wop dump down on Nes-
tor Street, Why In the world any-
body wants to live in this beast of
a country—"

And In the hest of mpirits; volley-
Ing the new Hersinger's with pleas-
ant abuse, Flora Lee led her spright-
ly train out through the store and
into the street. Admah Holtz stood
stil]l, just where nhe had stricken him,
hi® hedd whirling. He had defied the
Tradition and had been felled by a
slmple phrase. The Candy Man.
Well, ha was the Candy Man. But
why should she have remembered that
one thing about him?

A crowd was constantly coming and
golng In the husy Saturday trade, but
he saw lesa than their shadows. Glar-
ing after his victorlous enemies, he
wondered what had possessed him to
make this petty demonstration? O
if he hated them, as was hls right,
why hadn't he gone berserk and
made a loud, healthy scene of {t?
Morbidly he recalled a gold tooth
which O'Neill had shown. Why
hadn’'t he almed at that tooth and
let Hersinger's go hang?

He strolled abstractedly over to a
table where a company of Margaret's
paper dolls simpered like Clreassion
slaves, begging to be hought. He
started a little when he found Mar
garet thers and realized that she
must have witnessed the ascene in
the back of the store.

“After all,” she sald quletly, “you
were right aboyt the llquor. ‘This
Isn’t a saloon.”

“I didn't mean to bhe rough, he
mumbled, and was panic-stricken with
the terrible feeling that he wanted
to ery.

“It's hard mot to he sometimes,
isn't it—and to be honest?'' she ob
served, Then came a sensitive, sar
castiec turn to her mouth, and she
said, "But voun mustn't mix guinine
with vour ecandy. It's good for peo-
ple, maybe, but they don't like it.”

“You've said something, Miss
FPeake,” he agreed, and found himself
laughing as he showed her out of
the store.

That laugh was not for
through the afternoon's hard work
he struggled to control himself, 1o
down the bitterness that was rising In
his heart. Flora Lee had come
back. . . .

Jn her absence he had fought the
world methodically, had succeeded
beyond his hopes and grown satisfied
with hia position, seeing little heyond
He had even contemplated an alll
ance with one of the De Long girls;
her: father, the rileh hotel map, had
waxed richer en war speculation and
people were forgetting that he had
been a headwalter. Admah might
have married Hortense, joined a plu
tocracy, lived moderately happy
Then Flora I.ee had come to town
and called him the Candy Man,

In midafternoon the sweetest smelt
of Hersinger's sickened him to the
core and he went charging out Into
the wstreet. Head down, hs strode
through the press of Saturday shop
pers. Now and then one would call
his name, but Holtz was oblivious
Candy Man! He'd ghow them what
he was. Who werea they to call
names? Nit-wits, four-fillshers, mam
ma's boys. Half of them an the
verge of bankruptcy. And Ilnok at

long.

the Peakes! Nobody carried their
accounts any more, ‘Thelr Inness
Street house was for sale, but who
wanted to buy the old shell, now that
Niggertown was two blocks away?
Candy Man, indeed!

Finally he wandered back to Her-
singer's and turned the store over to
Charley Finch who, from a thin-wrist-

ed boy, was growing into a stout and
capable If somewhat garrulous citl
zen. Admah mentioned his health,
coughed mysteriously, took his over-
coat and disappeared in the direction
of the sgtore garage where his new
roadster was reating on its llly white
tires, .

At Dell's Landing he eaught sight

of Uncle Lafe, his slivery halr blow-
ing in the river breeze as he toased
fodder over a fence to make ddlight
ful frenzy amidst a company of little
red hogs, Aunt Brgwnie was shoo
ing chickens out of the flower beds
while hep black servant carried water
from 1he pump. A= fine a rural
geene as any professional melodrama

tist might have devised. Upon sight
ot Admah Captain Lafe moved his
great bag of a body toward the road.
“Well, Ad. How's candy?”
“1 reckon I've 'bout jost my taste

frank.

for bein' Candy Holta." ln":m}"‘_"t:' ts T.ate's)whisped s e i i

“You don't say?" Uncle Lafe's eyes| “Hush!” Uncle Lales! g0 than Indi
grew round and shrewd as he took|tled the bricabrac. Aunt Heugien F:ol::"nlllnﬂy ¥
an enormous bite from his plug. was coming fn with the supper dishes, |gestion at €7 "

“I've done all right with the stores.’

persistad Admah,
“1 reckon 1 could raise right
smart o' money if T only found the

“What are you two boyss hushin
about?" she asked.

“Rusiness.” explained Uncle lafe
meekly. “And now, Brownle, You
wouldn't understand a word of it

(Te Be Continned Tomorrow.)
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1 GUESS

NOU'RE A NICE KIND OF A
GuY ,PEDRO, GRABRWNG
“IHAT CHECK LAST NIGHT ¢
WANTED —TO SHOW M™ME
UP BEVORE MY GAL

1 DIDN'T GRAB 1T —
DION'T EVEN *SNEAK
UP ON IT - T WAS
LANING \N ONE PLACE
TOR “TWO MOURS -
AFTER “THEY STARTED
Yo STACK “THE “TABLES

AND OUR WALTER BEGAN
NAWNING I THOUGHWT \T
WAS TIME SOMEBODY

HOME HOME, SWEET SWEET HOME.

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hest

{Copyright 1026)

~0 STOP GRABBWNG CHE
A CENT: S0 LET THIE

AND AFTER YOU
NEVER EVEN SAD
HER HERE “To DINNER 1O

BETTER

~ 1 WAS GO\NG “TO PAN NOU BUT TALKED “THE
MATTER OVER \WITH MYSELF AND CAME “T0
CONCLUSION THAT THE OnNLY

RABRGED 1T YOU ACTED MAD —
"guog%uawr‘ “TO =OPE -

X
BUY HER SUARE NOURSELY

R

WA 10 TEAC
CKS
BC A LESSON T

MORROW NIGHT 50
oF CANDY

1M A B\G GuyY I aM
AND EVERNTHING W 'T
N "mg.u B:%t:acm <o
PEST E L)

ABLE TO STAND
OM HOW LONG WiLL T BE m\a\ouv‘t'o

o RIGHT UPSTARS

Yo CHOoOSE BETWEEN VS BUT SHE MIGHT
CHOOSE ERNIE )

(Capyright, 1925, by The Bell Syndicate. Inc)

- 1 OWN “TwiS HOUSE
AND HERE I'M SETTIN'
AVOID “THE GABBIEST
— MY WIFE'S BROTHER.

WITHOUT MATRIMONIAL

NOW AWD TELL MY WIFE

NEH- SPARKY AIMT
USEDTO THIS NSW
ORLEANS CLIMATE ®
10D LIKE To POSTPONE
“THAT RACE ToMoRROW
“TILL NEXT WEEK «

ALL RIGHT, MR.GOOGLE
ILL KTTEND To \Te
THE COMMITTER WiLL
UNDERSTAND THE
SITUATION -~

SPAHKN.§
- IS -

GWAY HAHS W

JuLwsg
CRESAR Y
1TS OLD Age=-\%
\F e Joekey eLul
FINDS WIS ouT
SPARKYLL BE &
L.

Not to Run?

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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ComE OM,
BROWN EYES - -
W8 GOT To WORNY
FAST BEFORE THOSE
RARE TRAGK OFF CIALS
START SNOORING
AROUND

-—
S

\
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ABIE THE AGENT
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He Knows Human Nature,

}Vf 1VE INVITED

(| JUST A SELELY

|\ FEW,ABE = (WILL
You COME»

7 WHERES MISTER '/
LACHMAN =1 I

DONT SEE Him |
ARCLUND
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KITONEN = HE !
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SEND You INTHE
MOMENT You CAME
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TAND MORE PEOPLE
ARE MERE THAN I
" INVIYED! 1 HAVENT
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