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THE OMAHA BEE: SATURDAY, JANUARY 24, 1925,

I .h - !tllllnt-_ he recalled n night when the Dyou know.” sald Admah, look | must be that gin he makes at home. [ lessons and be a lady She comes| Madan “You n ustn't think U've forgotien,

| O I D 99 cireus was in town and he had thrown| ing sheepishly around to gee that the| Do help yourself to a clgaret—and{down on old Linda every time the Hut yon told me to—' Aamnh P \ A Monday.)

| A drunken tent moan down a fAight of [dining room door was closed, “for a|let’'s bave Linda mix s another | rent = due Aln't family pride a holy L know L mav a lot of things, Bul (Ta Be fontinue e _’:'
: - 4 v y slalrs nickel 1'd have smaghed that jack | rickey. Lindn! And when the re-|thing!™ everybody ealls me Flora Jee, and When gas heaters are connected
BJ’ u-“"f.ACIz IRII IV. . “We'll all see the radio,” chivped| ass" sponse, “Yas'm!" came creakingly “Yes, It Is, Madum,” replied .\m..nn' why shouldn't you?"' with flues, to carry off the polsoncus
Produced as & Paramoun s Y Hebe. She took O'Neill by an arm. “Uh, would you?™ Flora Lee| Flora lee explained to her guest) stiffly. Al right, Miss ~ roducts of combustion, they bacome

t Picture by Cecile B. DeMille From a Screen "Well, good night, Florn Lee, Nice| brought her Hitle hands together and| “The poor thing's doddering Bui she Flora Lee lnughed, a pleasant, teas ‘We all eall vou Admah i ._‘“.. "‘t 1 :I.I"trl...r 'u-‘}ll‘l‘ 'l‘:.“
Adaptation by Jeanie Macpherson, party worshipped him. “Poor Huntle! He'#| has ¢ work because her nogcount]ing sound. “Oh, do vou, Miss Flora Tee?' Hel® "."' . Wy =5 - i
(Copyright. 1924) S0 they got _|lllll ot uf the door, elting tog awful for the zoo. 1t] grunddanghier wanis (o give music “For goodness sake, stop calling mel was overcome, :"“'"‘ uf dunger.

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

(Continned from Yesterany.)

He wasn't to be ouldone in man-

v, Yet he had an uneasy sensa-

ion In the back of his dinner jacket

if nll the eyes In the room were
urning glasses, 8till talking, the
larquesa fluttered back and took up
per cards Again the game gettled
nin the monoayilable state. , . . Ad-
mah sat reticent as a hoy. . ..

You've trumped my ace, Madam,”
he heard O'Neill say very distinetly.
shot yp!" commanded Flora Lee,
and the game went on.,

Avdmah looked hungrily toward the
auter door, longing to go home; but
like many another ahy person, he
ilreaded the excuses and protestations
which his sudden departure would ne
cessitate.  Under the lamp he found

pile of magazines, also several
mper-hound  bhooks which gave him
nothing for the simple reason that

oy were French.

linda bhrought in a drink in a tall
glu==. It had the turpentine flavor
o« home-made gin. He gulped fever.

hiv, appraising the PPenkes in their

changed estate. Quite a difference,
e thought, from the spaclous Inte-
or of the Innes Street house, The

wallpgper was of a poisonous green
il the woodwork a »illy, glassy vel.

low  llke badly pulled taffy, The
chalrs and sofa, covered with faded
machine-made tapestry, had the im-

pertinent look which cheap counter-
felts usually wear,

Hiz evea missed no detail, having
plenty of leisure tg onhserve, He took
in the eoarse portieres and wondered
phoit the scratched  slding  doors,
half closed at his elhow. Through
the aperture he got a glimpse of imi-
tation Wedgewnnd platters on  a
greasily varnished plate  rail, A
shadow moved against the edge of 3
dining room table; then he saw Mar-
waret Peake, a drawing hoard propped
against her kneeg, sketching under
the ugly overhead light. Her chest.
nit hair gleamed red, and in that un.
suspecting moment her face held the
severe heauty of a Sybil. An instant
luter she reached out toward a hottle
of India ink on the table and in look-
ing up her eyes met Admah's,

“Ii'% lovely to ses you again,'” she
vried, giving him her hand as he came
in. "I wes so up to my ears that
1 didn't know where I wags.''

She showed a confusion
with her usual ealm,

“1-—1 just dropped in."” he hegan
Jamely, catching embarrassment from
embarrassment as bashful men usual-
v do.

csit down, won't you?
time to talk to me?”

“f reckon 1 will," he confessed. 1

New York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0, MeINTYRE.

Itousten, Tex., Jan, 23.—Last night
we had a chicken barbecua at “Tall
Yimbers.” From the porch in a clear-
ing we could sea the white-jacketed
negroes Charbecuing” the fowla over
a roaring log blaze. The barbecue was
hirought in steaming hot and eaten
hefore @& fireplace at least 14 feet

at odds

Yoit'll have

-~

w,'le,
The log fire i= something we mias

where Hving is more cramped—where
a kilehen Is a kitchenetie and a lving
voom 18 1 combination #ining and hed-
oo, Before a log fire we somehow
pleasantly weave ounr thought= tn the
dancing flames as a spider might at-
{ach Its gossamer weh toga spray of
rose bush.

To hreak the revery is like recelving
a dush of cold water. 1 think Hodin
must have gathered sulistance fur his
Crhinker” before a lok fire. The
hyrberue was chiefly for the VO NEer
tulkk —bove hume from eastern univer
sitjex and glrls from boarding schools

As a rule T am lost for conversi

flun among Youngsters, Lt these
seemed Jjust a lttle different.  You
drifted mnaturally  into conversation

with them. 'The only one wha seemed
diftident and detached was like my-
self from the east. "

On our way home we passed a little
candle it eabin on wheels. A colored
woman and seven plekaninnies were
moving across the spaces to new
fields, 'Their Progress had bheen
stopped by the vnorther.” She wis
rocking away erooning a Jullahy—per-
fectly content.

| ;--.lnld not help hut think of the
ywiray and fussy people of my world
whe fret all day if thelr commiutation
frain Is a few moments late. We
knncked at the door just to see if
there was any help we might offer.
the waddled to the door grinning—an
adipose creatura of amiability.

We ecould do nothing, Soon skies
wauld he clearer, the earth dryer and
they could go on in thelr prosale ad-
The shy litile plekaninnes

venLure,
he hed and

peeped at us from under 1
‘ behind chalrs.

As one who lives somewhat from
dny 1o day on the products of a pen
{ind myself just a little jenlous of

the great fortunes mnde here In the
pouthwest. A man buys a stretch ol
land and in & few years It hax more
than trebled in value. Duwn here &
mwn may find an oll .
buck yvard and be as rich as LUroests
over night,

gusher In his

Sintster magle lurks In a Aurk coun-
tirv road., Now and then a cotton tall
h\-|nm|lmd hy the auto wenrchlights
woild stop in the road, then bound
away inte the brush. An old man
w hn.-u- fare was full of gnarled lines
passed us on a mule, A huge sack
of provislons hung from either sida of
hix saddle. Near a ravine groups nf
vagabends were hovering about the
charred emhers of a fire. Now and
then ths moon tried to show It8 faco
through dull clpuds. Far away was the
Wood cudling ery of the eovote, Hi
lence—and the screech of an owl 1
was glad to get back to the comfort
ing coverlets of the xleeplng pore h

I have alwayvs fooled myself with
the idea that 1 could live anywhere
1 happened to be, Hut it In a petti
cont mirage. I find more that 1 nm
slwave anxlous at the end of a visil
tio get back to New York. My hoappl
ont venrs have heen cust there And
‘hl.l.! I never feel It Is really hoine,
ft ix the nearest
And that,
poinething,

v” Phiz evening I attended a dinnei
. at n club, 1T wus Intvoducsd as a0

New Yorker from Hannlbal

Know,
winhd, Is

hoe 1
hin

o

Hm FOReone

typleal

Mo 1 wonder If the toastinastes
conld have been thinking of Mark
rwain? Platisburg, Mo, should not

e so neglected,

surt of thought 1'a
ut home, 8o 1 called.”

OH, LET IT BE SOON.,

(Copyright 1925)

Margaret drew In u corner of her
mouth and sald with one of her drey
smiles: “Many call, but few are
chosen."

He didn't llke that in her; it showed
& tendency to he disloyal, Rage as
he might at Florm Lee, he resented
any eriticlam ot her, Margaret might
have heen jealous,

“You won't mind my working while
we talk, wlll you?" sghe asked, and
resumed ‘her drawing. “1 promised to
get these things done tonight.”

He Roked over her shoulder and
saw what she was dolng. S8he was
Inking in a fashion drawing; It pore
!lt‘l_llr'ti a lady with polinted finge.s,
pointed toes, pointed hat: her angles
affectedly twisted, showed hetweon
pointed skirts=: her mouth was a little
round dot, her eves, Idiotically wile
apart, were represented hy two lira-
er dots,

“"Oh. That's for the Fashion Page.”
he ventured.
"My stars!”
of her mouth,

She drew in a coriey
but  didn’t

g
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7 CONGRETULATE ME FOLKS |
™M ENGAGEDTO BE MARRIED
TO HOPE KLOTIMEWER -
SHE'S NOT THE HANDSOMEST
G\RL W TWE WORLD Bur
SHE'S SO SWEET AND
WORMAN LY

|\ A

" ¢, "~ Ly
sy / kTS
Ny e *
' . *
e
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AANnTH YOU UNTIL AFTER
MARRIED WERE

WE RE GOING TO BE MARRIED W ABOUT A MONTH - WE
DION'T SET “TWE EXACT DATE — WE WANTED THE DATE
<0 BE SAT\SFACTORN YO YOu -

'™ GOWNG TO REMAWN
HE WEDDING AND
YouR PERMISSION V\{E SHOULD LIKE TO GET |

[ 7]

\WAT
Ow ABOLT

O “TWRAT'S
FINE , ERNIET
TMm SO GLAD
. :‘ -
0 ISR
L]
9 .
L]

THE DAY AFIER

TormORROW ? 1VE

GOT NOTHING TO

DO “THAT DAY
R0 —rr

T

22 5l
7

WELL “THIS LOOKS LIKE MY NEST FOR
ANOTHER MONMTH BUT THERE'S ONL SAT\IS-
FACTION — 1 AT LEAST WKNOW WHEN HES GONG
AND “THROUGH THOSE DARK AND DREARY THIRTY
DAYS VLL BE LOOKING FORWARD “TO TTHAT BR\GHT
AND SHINY ONE - “THE DAY OF HIS DEPARTURE -

AND WHEN THAT DAY COMES L'LL FEEL LIKE
FEET THAT WERE RELEASED FROM A

PAIR OF TIGHT SHOES ON A HOT DAY

/(0 A CarbSon =

Copyright, 1923, by The Bell Syndicate, Inc.)

look  uj.
“You don't mean to say you read
the Fashion Page' yp

“Everybody does, T reckon,” said
Admah inadequately,

"I do two a day like this, T can
do them in my sleep, You put in
dota for the eyes and one hand up
and one hand down and one foot
twisted around like a rooster's, 1'mi

going 10 write some blurh about Real
Lace for Real Ladies. But I musn't
be too darned superior or people

Barney Googl

won't pead me”
“I heard you were on the Evening
Democrat,” he said.
“Who told you?"
quick, keen glance,

She gave him »

“Mr, Wilder, I think it was,"
YOh!" She resumed her drawing.
and presently said, T was mighty

glad to read about vour success.'

"It ain’t that, yet," he replied, but
was pleased.

“T think it will be. T haven't for
gotten what vou =said about the duck
on the edge of the diteh. 1'm on the
edge of the ditch now, and 1 really
love to paddle, Only it's queer, rath-
er. Just as 1I'm beginning to learn
how, here you are up on the lawn,
spreading your feathers,”

“I've often wanted to talk to you,”
he admitted,

“"About what?”

“Well, I'm in a Business T had to
learn overnight, I took it on a bet,
you might say. And I've often wan!
ed to come around and talk te you "

“"Me? 1I've never made a plyw n
my life." she laughed, .

“T reckon vou could,” sald Admah

\
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wWHo's

Tue #1000 HawDIeAP 2

“SPaRx PLUG \
"NELLIES BONES T .

“SusT

"BYE BYE BUMLA"
" TUREE FINBERRD IKE ™

“A BONE AND A HaNK OHAR
| RP VAN WINKLE S ALARM

. sLoew”

"BARBER'S 1Tew" ®

“ AL BULL— A YARD wWiDE
" Two ROOMS AND A SINK'

" EONE

" TOLEDO ToDOLE "

and Spark Plug

MAYBE SPARKY'S TONGUE-TIED.

GONG To wiN
ENTRIES
(4]

A Wi 1N THE DARK'

DOWLING'S TooLkY

4l N

IN 2 MINUTES THE
HORSES wiLL BE AT
THE PosT

Features Syndicate. Inc Great

THEY:-RE
CFEY

full of cool admivation for this admir

Juoges:

Jo®k BANMOM =

“SPARK PLUG .
AND 'JUST A WIS IN THE DARK"

IN DEAD HEAT
2 MOST SPECTACULAR FinisH

N HISTORY OF
THE TURE !

"NELL\E'S BONES”

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

(Copyright 1025)

MARK EISNER = JOE RITCHIE = NAT BURKAN =
MARTY FORKING = COL. HAM & HARRY HOUDIN =
BILLY SEEMAMN =

JoE HILLERL = AL BLOCK

You Bum!

Ay WHY DIONT
You STiex ouT |
: YouUuR ToNBUE

AT THE

W,
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able woman,

“If you want my
walited until she had
long, affected shadow
Ing—""this is what I'd Jike to say
Don't fool with the rainhows, 1f you
want 1o congquer, keep yvour mind on
vour army. Caesar was Pl yight, vou
know, till he went to Mgyvpt and got
to playving round with—"

The sliding door came back, a thun
derous racket, and Flora l.ee stood
on the sill,

“Oh, Peg!" she eried, confronting
them both, a vivaciousa figure, & tip
tre in her little high-heeled slippers

pdvice-—""
rushed in »
befure resuin

s8¢

short hale swirling, a sidereal glory,
“You've stolen him right under my
nose!"

“Yen'" Muargaret smiled at  lies
drawing, “He was going home,”

“You weren't so0, were vou, Mr
Holtz?" and then to Margaret, as#

though he were not here, “He proig
el 10 stlek It tl we played out the
“1 think you're perfect little devils
rubber. Do come help me, Mr. ifoltz,
Huntie O'Neill's mad and we're all in
a mnerfectly delightful rage.”
Margaret did not look up as he =lid
otit of the room, obediently following
her sisler.
to run awav llke this'" Flora Lee was

BRINGING UP FATHER

CALL UP MR . JIGge
ON THE. PHONE. AMND
TELL HIM I\WANT
TO VPEAK TO HIM-

U. 8. Patent Office

Registered

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE

WHO 1N “THE
WORLD CAN

W

IN FULL ¥

PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Copyright 1925)
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(OH: HELLO-
| WHAT 1977

JGags?

El‘a THIS MR,

WELL-
MRS Jags

—~ = — i
ALL RIGHTJ@T
WHADDA YOO =~

saving to the Ballingers, who had pnt

on thelr coats, “You ought to =ik
around and get pevenge, 'l coax Me.
Toliz to take a hand! Hes fright
fully Jucky, aren't vou, Mr. Holtz !

Admah neveyr feil un
Flora lee stlied on

rsuonmetimes,
fortunste when
Lim,

“1 wish we could,” dimpled th
piessant Hebe, “But #f vou give ban
anothepr of those mvnthetic rickeys
heaven knows how 1’1l manage him,

“You've studied it out before,” Intl
mated Dan, hisg kindly brown eyes
awimming.

“And, Huntie! What are vou
doin'”" Plora loe made a pretty play

at taking off his overcoat

“Tust lemme be," commanded Tlunt
er. drawing bhack with an unconth
gesture, Ballinger and hisn wife ex
changed swilt glanres.

SWe've promised to take Huntie
home and show him the new radio,”
explained Ballinger mallantly

“fine  excuse good as another,
O'Nellt's  awnllen  evellds eame  to
gether like baga and his mouth was
unpleaxant as he leered at Flora lLee
In Admah the look aroused old hlood

'
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1 Oown
QuTsios Guard For Mo,
OFsiCE = But 178 So

1 Cawr Set.
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JERRY ON THE JOB

e ——

GET OUT “THERE LAND
Do AfF YouRE
“TowWw = An0
Sray “THERE'

T MD BEIN “THE.

OUT "THERE

A PoLaR, BE4R'D B
GET PNEUMONMIA

MILITARY OBEDIENCE.

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban
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MR PASTEOVER »

WELL-1F 1T 1SNY

TeL MR FIGSBY
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GO 1N AND

1 WAaNT o

Frarmt Sievid T
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1 AnY
ALLOWED I8

There’s at Least One in Every Office

WE GO SouTH
AND

GOLF Jim

T e S TR

WHAT Do You sSAY

HAVE SorE

I Donv'T cARrRe

WHERE WE Go
JUST 30 WE STay
A LoNG TrmE

By Briggs| ABIE. THE AGENT

WON'T wE HAuE
Fun ¢ LET'S
START ToMORROU
MY \WOR 15 1
GooD SHADPE

Ye &

SHAPE HERE -

RUNMNIMNG OoRDX

\ Ccarnn STAaY

A MONTH IF You
SAY SO - | VE GoT
THINGS I GooD

EVERY-
THING IN SPMOOTH

ME [Bo35 1S5
Gomi A-war-HA

erq.- Y TRiEEk gl

WAN T W
Haur Fus

9

- ; — . 4
:' WELL WEwL ./ FINE, GuuTa = Y
P HOow'S YouR ARy S E

/N o

WEw |

1 MEAR JoE GLUTS %

'S A COMEDIAN IN
VAUDEVILLE, Now /|

)

b

e
NES 1 SEEN ‘4
I HIM IN A
TEAYYER LASTY
NIGNT = NE
WAS A FLCP!
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"JUSY FoR FUN,
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=\ COMES TR GuY How Wis
 Now! COMEDY (S GoiNg»
\ ~C 7~ \HE KNOWS 1 SEEN

'THE THEATRE 1M1 PLAYING |
| AT, \$ Too Big= THEY é__‘
CANT HEAR ME! /|

7 AND YC_L:'\:\
CANT
HE AR
= L THEM!
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