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[ . (Contimued from Yesterday.)

One October afternoon he played
ning holes of golf with Flora Lee—
or rather he began them. On this
oceasion she seemed less fond of golf
than usual.

"I wonder who ever thought of this
damned game?"' she asked, having
lost her ball a second time, ‘“Some
Beotch person of title, I'll bet. If it
was, Mary Queen of Scots I wish
they’'d chopped her head off with one
of their hideous mashies. Golf balls
have & nasty little intelligence of
their own, the way the can crawl
inta worm holes and make faces be-
hind your back. Heigho! I'm half
dead.”

She saved her strength by sitting
on a stone wall while Admah and his
caddy beat the grass. A lovely dot
of color she made in her pink sport
sult; or it was as near a sport suit
as Paris knows how to make—such
A costume as Psyche might have
worn to chase her hutterflies. She
wore a veil over her impertinent lit-
tle hat which flashed with an-indigo
feather. Altogether she was charm-
ing and quite out of place on a golf
couree,

“Admah,"” she called lazlly, ‘I've
forgotten my cigaret case and [ wish
1 had a drink.” He grinned and
brought a flask from his hip pocket,
earning the reward. “Indispensable
treasure! There's a silly little spring
house up. the path, and we can swig
out of a dipper.”

S0 the game was abandoned as
lightly as it was begun while the
two worst players in the world re
pairedl to a place where good spring
wiater could be tainted with Scotch
whisky.

“Listen to me, abysmal brute!” The
first dipper HBd been emptied. 8he
gat’ with her feet crossed in front of
her; her right hand held a mashie
daintily as though it had been a para-
s0l. He sprawled at her feet, yuite
content to leave the course and be
alime with her.

“Are you listening?” she insisted,
tapping him with her mashie.

“1I'm always listening,” he replied,
linguid in the autumnal air.,

“Albout that Hallowe'en party at
the Sycamore, I'd made all sorts of
plans to take you, and we'd have our
own table and our own crowd. It's
one of their big blowouts of the year.
But the Sycamores are getting.such
a =welled head—"

“aren’'t me going?' He made that
much out of her preamble.

“How can we?' she asked, wide
eved. “They blackballed you yester
dav.”

“You den't say so!” Blood mounted
ta hi= choeeks,

“T aon’t blame you for getting mad,
I'm hopping.”

“There's no reason why they should
want me,”" he decided.

“2i{llv! Do you think I'd have put
your name up if they hadn't? No,
gir! 1 know who dropped the black
bean on you. Hunter O'Neill."

New York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. M'INTYRE

On a Mexican Ranch, Jan. 26.—We
landed at the ranch near midnight
aftey an eventful trip through the
desert, dog tired and in about five
minutes 1 joined the adjacent snorers
with my almost perfect alto, Mike
anores a deep base. Raymond ls our
soprano.

We were up before daybreak to
see a herd of wild horses ranging on
the north, The leader was a magni-
ficeni sorrel stallion who stood poised
and then with a flirt of his head was
off with the herd of thundering hoofe.

I'pon our return Pinto, who was a
gangly pup when 1 saw him last but
now a keen graceful fox terrier, was
frantie with excitement—yipping and
frisking about madly. He had discov.
sred a ruttlesnake in the sage brush
and it was promptly dispatched.

Skillets were sizzling with bacon
and czus and to say we did them
jnstice is scarcely an exaggeration. I
learned that my friend Sancho, the
sheep hevder who was the tople of a
magnzine article on my last visit, had
passed away.

Sancho eould tell the time of day
to the minute by the sun. He went
for many months without seeing a
human being yet he knew much of
life and was content. He was found
fead in the wilderness with his herd
~—faithful to the end. K

Aftey bhreakfast we sat about smok-
ing and listening to a Mexican work-
man singing his native tunes. They
were not exactly heautiful but some-
how the fitted In with the atmos-
phere of solitude, I hegan to fret
about might happen while I have

n away,

The desert seems to have a strange
affect upon Its peopla. Ranchmen
will tell you of workmen who will go

. sometimes for several days withour

speaking a word 1o a soul. Then they
bave spells of garrvulity bubbling and

“enthusiasms,

Toward noon we motored over to
the clearest stream I ever he held, Tt
wias some 20 feet deep and you cotld
see the rock bottom with crystal
sorts of fish swam
about and the nimrods in our party
had a happy half-hour. In my excite-
ment over oue mnear catch T did a
Brodie off the embankment. and cama
out looking wet, foolish but managed

. to retain my girlish giggle.

As a hunter and fisherman T imag-

“ine I could make a good lce skate

saleaman In Florida, When one trout
got away a consoling old darkey
sald: “Neber min,' p’haps you'll get
one of his kinfolks,” But I didn't.
For lunch we had a deer's head
eooked all night in & mud casing and
some venison roasted over an opon
fire. Agaln we ate our fill, There Ia
total freedom from worry about your
appetite on & ranah. Even the chronle
dyspeptic becomes a glutton.

In the afternoon we passed through
the *most completely deserted village
1 ever beheld. Most of the adobe
houses had crumbled through nge
and others had been sacked and pil-
laged by bandits, With o total of
about 70 houses there were only five
inhabitants, Two of them past 80 with
elouded minds. A mangy half waolf
and half dog stood In a doorwny and
bared his fangs menacingly as we
passed by.

We returned to the ranch house
arofind dusk, I never knew hefore
how friendly the gleam of a coal oll
lamp could be, Tt has mors warmth,
aheer, and friendliness on n desert
that the most magnificently lighted

ahandslier to be found In New York.
|

isn't dead

“So Yhat's it—hum—and he’s crazy
'bout you."

““Hasn't he a sweet way of show.
ing it!" she cried, but Admah's tone
was mild as he urged, "Now don't
you give it a second thought. Just
keep your table and go to the party.
Enjoy yourself. Never mind me. '«

“How c¢an 1 help minding you?"
She was a listle shrill. "I was holding
that table, expecting you'd be elected,
And 1 wouldn't think of going to
their old party without you. It would
be perfectly spoiled.”

Admah reached for a sprig «of
honeysuekle, From this he plucked
a leaf and tasted it experimentally;
an instinctive effort, perhaps, to he.
lieve his s=enses, He had heard her
say that his absence would cause her
pain.

“Look here, Flora Lee,”" he hegan,
“"it's awful nice of you to say that.
Bt about thiz Hunter O'Neill busi
ness, You used to he good friends,
and T don’'t want to make any trouble,
I reckon he's got his own ideas, and

the Bycamore elubh don‘'t mean so
much to me, except that you're
there—"

“T won't be any more,'" she sald
quietly.

“*S8hucks! On account of me?"’

"Who else?’ Her look seemed to
draw the heart out of him, yet he
sat llke a lump, failing utterly in his
role as a lover. He mustn't take too
much for granted; that was his con-
trolling thought.

“What I'm trying to get at 's this"
he mumbled, “"Why should T stir up
a lot of trouble for yvou? I don't want
to be the cause of any feud between
you and Hunter—"

“Don't be a =silly jack!"
sought, humor returning.

“But 1 reckon you're mighty fond
of him."

“Hunter? He was nice to have
around at dances—until he got too
tight. He played - a good hangd at
bridge, and he could he the life of
the party—when he wanted to. Bul
I've never known him to have his
mind off his precious self for more
than twenty minutes, When it eame
to a pinch he was always a right
poor excuse for a friend.”

Again she lifted her fine exes,

“Am T—"" he began thickly, scarce.
ly knowing what he would say.

ehe be

“After what wyou've done for me,
Admah,” sald her swéet, low voice,
“I'm mighty glad to do this little

thing for you."”

His vanity flamed. Bold questions

were ringing. Showld he ask her
now? Would she consider him? What
would she do if he, her abject slave,
should reach out and enfoldl her prec-
lous, fragrant hody? How much
would she do for him who wanted
her so achingly, yvet scarcely dared
lonk into hér eves? But still he sat
Immovable ag the stones that held

him. He glanced shyvly down at her
adorable face, so meek, &0 Inviting.
But not for me! his conscience wailed,
and In the hegitation he lost her, She
changed the mood with one of her
gslangy inspirations, which was quite
like Flora lLee,

“Adraah, let's hit 'am in the eye!"

"O'Neill?”" he asked with a sort of
flerce relish.

“Lordy no. Huntle’'s dreadfully
clever with his fists. But listen. Let's
give a ball on Hallowe'en night.”

‘“What sort of a bill?" In Flora
Lee's vocabulary a “ball" was any-
thing that lasted late,

“0Oh, a~ whopping big one. Hire a
floor .of the Hamilton Hotel, stuff it
full of American beauties and jazz
bands and food and drink and pretty
girls. I've found a new hootlegger,
He's a precious darling and can get
you anyvthing—even champagne. Not
good champagne, but it fizzes and
lonks dreadfully impressive.” {

“Tn get the Sycamore's goal?’ he
asked.

“Why not? We ean stampede their
whole darned party right over
ours.” Her face was suffused with

Inventive fire. “I ean take anyhody 1
want away from the Syvcamore, We'll
invivte every man Jack of 'em that
from the neck up, and
when the poor old left-overs get out
tn the River for their dance they
won't find anything but the decora-
tions.”

Had Admah Holtz been himself—
what lover {s quite sober?—he might
have considered the ethics of Flora
l.ee's plan, Instead he stretched out
hi=s legs, grinned and said:

“All right, T'1l furnish
and you de the inviting."

“Falr enough! she echimed.
“Wouldn't it be fun if we invited a
circle right around Huntie O'Neill?"

“Well, I wouldn't miss him at all,”
admitted Admah.

“1 wonder If it wouldn't bhe more
Insulting to ask him,"” she mused,
then got bhored with sitting in the
spring house and held out her hand
for a lift-up.

“What does thig sort of thing mean?
Where's it getting me? What am 1
doing, putting up a bluff with a lot
of people 1 don’t belong to and who

the ball

don't want me to belong?

These guestions came to him again,
unanswerahle, the morning after his
talk with Flora Lee on the Country
club court. She wasn't for Admah
Holtz; and in saner moments he saw
that clearly. But the grandiose din-
ner Whereby, according to Flora Lee
many eyes were to be knocked out,

was being attended to with.a prompt-| mal.
ness unusual t
o'clock she telephoned to his office,
radiating plans for
eyve-knocker,
ger of

the

Browne Folsom, mana-
Hamilton Hotel,
would do anything for her, she in-
formed Admah.
out cards to make |t shriekingly for:llurked for reasons Af his own.

o her, By eleven

her magnificent|for the craz
would | dance?

And they must get|her® perfectly

bles for the frumps.
be rather peppy to send to St. Louls
Saxophone Eight—the
ones Dot Wheeler had for her dinner
And about the booze.
had telephoned to Scuddefville where

And they must have bridge ta.

And wouldn't it

She

darling bontlegger

Although their Hallowe'sn dance|ail her life had

was planned (o be as formal as it was

This was literall¥

ghe worked so hard.
true.

—of what? Certainly not of the prank
her sister was playing on the Eyca
She thought it quite

expensive, the haste of preparation Margaret Peake looked on with| more Club, !
gave it an excitingly impromptu|amused detachment. When Admah|meritorious Hallowe'sn Joke.
flavor. Or mavbe it was the influ.lcame to her with questions her lips (To Re Centinued Tomorrow.)

ences of Flora Lee, slways always ex | held the smile
citingly impromptu. 8he was charged
with a msurprising energy. After a

week of 1t ghe declared that never in

managed tn ex

worked Gloconda,
saving little. Cheerfully agreeing, she

of a rather hard.

seeing much and| Den't fal tn mee the

Da Mille production of *

21, —Advertinément,

press her disapprovall Tanuars

orgenus Cecil B
he Golden Bead
at: fhe Steand Theater starting Saturday,
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BARNEY KEEPS UP APPEARANCES.

N ONIAEIE
Twug GRLAT
MERALTM WETER

MRS, NERS WAS W AND
ASKED ME O WMAVE NOL SIGN
“THESE AND SEND “THEM N

— SHE HAD VERBALLY Zi:io/

THE ORDERS

# —
AIG N
EVERY SwiG

WHRT'S THIS 7 REDECORATING HOME - \O SETS OF DRAPES,
CURTANS, AND SHADES $A85%°. AND FROM THE CATLRER
—DINNER FOR THIRTY - 83°° A PLATL - FLORAL DECORATIONS,
YERWS, ETC. $40°° “TOTAL8130%", “THIRTY PEOPLE AT
ERNIE'S WEDDING ! SHE MUST BE PAYING SOME OF
THEM T0 COME. Ou COULON'T GET

THIRTY FOLKS TO CoME “TO HIS
5 TUNERAL TOR NOTHING.

™

N

1 WONDER “WHY THAT GLY COULONT H
OFF QUIETLY AND GOTTEN MARRIED LIKE FREEST
DID INSTEAD OF MAKING ALL “THIS NOISE

GH - WELL \WHAT EVER "THE PRICE \S 1T'S WOR™

Dou
GLY RID OF THAT GuY ! BUT OW How N
iy ?rourwuml \EIQA%&K\OlU %"‘

SO MUCH To M

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

(Copyright 1925)

FOR MY

“THE “TIME MOVE

LOOK MNGR%
&’?—?&' %%%:# HAPPINESS BUT
NOTUWG

LAST DAy

MY LIFE EVER MEANT
ERNIL'S

LN RITR G 01

L ETITm

(Copyright. 1925, by The Bell Syndicate. Inc) _
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ALL THE GATE MONEY = TLL
CALL OP THE JockeyY CLUB
AND FIMD QUT How MaNY
. TICKETS HauE QEEN

BY GOLLY, I NEVER THAUGHT MAY PaLs
WOULD DRILL ALONG WYTH ME

WHEAN 't ON MY UPPERS - TwE

IDEA oF PULLING A BEANSEIT For
ME ALMOST MOVUES ME To TEARS «
FEBRUARY SEVENTH THEY TURN OVER
Tue RACE TRACK T ME AND I GEY

LI

T LU L
YEW, BARNEY, THE
TICKETS ARE SEUING
UKE WOT CAKES «
ABOLT GO0 1N
Tue GRAND STAND
ALREADY = 4 QW PER«
YOUVE GOT A LoT
OF SYMPATHIZERS IN
TowN «\TS Gonna
BE A GREAT DAY

|

_ b, Bl -
. by King Features Syndicate, Inc

Six HUNDRED

SEATS «TNSLUE

Cireat Hritain rights reserved

HUNDRED BUCKS -

&OWIE !

AND THIS IS ONWY
THE SECOND DAY

THE TickeTs
HANE BEEN

. g - = -

You PIECE OF CHEgse!|
GET OFFA THE STREET!!
YOoUu'RE SUPPOSED To BE
STARVING Ta DEATH =
DNE “THINK Tue PuBLIC'S
AONNA BuY BENERT
TICKETS For You & Youkg
DANRING ARCUND]

(Copyright 1925)

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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wi LET THE
PLBLIC SPOT

ME I THAS
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" BILL WAS RIGHT!

BeTTER PLAY SAFE

Registered
U. 8. Patent Office

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE

IN FULL

PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

SAY DINTY ! MAGGIE JUST
WENT OUT AN’ LOCKED ME
N MY ROOM- SHE HID THE
KEYS UNMDER, THE EROMNT
DOOR MAT- COME UP AN
QT 'EM: THEN TIE. 'EM TO
A BRICK &N THROW 1T IN
™MY WINDOW -
T DULGAN - THE
DALL ‘PLAYER TO

THROW

BRICK -

WELL M ALL READY -
DINTY QLUHT TOoRE
HERE ArMNY MINUOTE"
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A GENY ENTMED

'S OWT "THERE =
\WHAT'S “ThE

Real Folks at Home (the Milkman)

ARCHBALD GRoSEOR f{ ENERYBOOY Tm oy

SORRY =TS B
B8RO Looks Like SoRRY -MR = UK«
VERY SORRY. A

HE'S OUT.

FURTHER INFORMATION

Cresl Brism rights reserved

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Copyright 1925)

L E’ DID | THROW | _1 YOu OI1D)-
IT I THE : | CAN'T
RIGHT “1 UNDERSTAND
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=31t DOESNT SHOW
4 uP
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WANTED.

{Cooyriz

AND \WHES \WILL HE
BE Baek 2?2

Gee=1
Dunno.
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RS e Tere Feabiid Siwinee dw
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IT'S Sin
THIRTY =
WHAT MADE
You <So

TerRIBLE - -

g

WELL » For ONE TrMinGg JERAY
1S SMOOTH SHOD AND HE SLIPS
THEN THERE'S

HEAVY SMNOWFALL ArvD IT'S -
I AND OUT L
o : JUGHTA

~

SMORNING - - DRINKI
EAVE \T--
Jupp STAGGERN'
|\ HELPED HiMm
uP WS &Ir:PjJ

e

HAD AN EXTRA BoT OoF GRADE A

SAW OoLD mMmAMN
I~y AT

NIT To
FIVE - ALL RIGHT:: -
RUMNNING ExTRA
GoOD LATELY
ey ™

TR e e

HEH- HEH- HE'S ABOUT THE
WURST O MY RouTeE - - 2
GIVE ME A DoLtam - S0 TuATS
T3 GRADE (§

S

-HE

STERRIBLE

"%

THIS MORNING
SHOWIN' LAST MONTH
WAS SEcConD-

e
ARRY

SHoD Teo-

I'VE GOT To G Down AnD
HELP CHECK UP on EM'TUES
| HAD THE BEST]

.

GoT To SCE BouT
JepryY GETING | ’t

AR

Cusat Bryewem roghty ewooed

" Drawn for The Omaha Dee by Hoban
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HE GOES ON THME RCAD \‘
AND 1 DON'Y MERE A WORD '
. FROM HIM = NOT EVEN A

A, LITTLE TELEGRAM
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H°:é:°“-‘“ I'M GOING YO ¢
SALESMAN | FI\RE Wim = BEFORE

HE SENDS A TELEGRAM |

'\&THE feoat:_."_ /| AY MY EXPENSE,

v’ ME SHOULD kNOW |
q’ s WHAT HE WANTS
- TO LAN:

\ DID You EVER
KEAR OF SuUCH A _
TH”\G = WRITES A
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THISY —

: \‘TS IN A TELEGRAM !/

" Drawa for The Cmaha Bee E_|y Hershfield

A Real Rick at Last,




