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( g F B “Come awn {n an' shet the do’,” she| it to his halry lips when Admal|zhaken him to a rag since then, . . .Jand the scaly legs of unclean birds.|hi= bede'se table. But the table wasn't|a pleasant voice with a pronounced i
L1 L] commanded, spurned him like a blowfy. Presently he stopped ranting, threw|. .. This was the life! . . . The chiange-| there, He coughed, caressing his fore.| Yankee accent, “lHere, try this bro- y
'D There were three cunningly con: “Take it away! Over there!” He|back his head and slid under the|Hng who appeared 1\_Ilore Admah| head which seemed to beat witly a|mos, old son.” A blue sleeve with a \
\ cealed steps in the diigy hall; Ad-| pointed to a vacant table in a remote|table. Nobody noticed it. A fight| Holtz had sat arose boisterously and| thousand hammers, making a nfise| strip, go bold that it hurt the invalid's t
By HALL{CE IRF/I"V mah would have pitghed forward on|corner. The scarecrow, creaking out|had started in another corner. A addressed his companion devils, . . .|like the T. & P. shops going full eyes, was passed o ross the bed :».r]d :
> g his face had not the big woman|a series of sounds that might have|back door opened quietly and some-| He wanted all men to be free and|blust, ' The T. & P. . . . . W white hand, luxuriously 1'1!II:-"f!.I held |
Produced as a Paramount Picture by Cecile B. DeMille From s Screen caught him by the coat tail, heen either thanks or curses, van-|body was thrown out. To Admah it|equal, or summhing_ lke fhat. i e opened one eye and zr.rumd_p--ln. A flezy glass, _\-hn:;:: _ drank ::11;-::?- i
Adaptation by Jeanie Macpherson “Wanna bust yer fool neck?” she|ished into the jumble, was all a picture, or a scrap of some| No snobs or high-tonéd swells to snec’ fully across the room. Queer. Xverwy.|ily, and dozen aguin, r".‘:--n he .'[\'.u'_': '.
-~ i » snarled. “Now look yub, boys. We Admal laughed and took a drink|fascinating nightmare to which he vour face, but just goo@ fel-[thing was turned around. He didn't|and sat bolt upright? The detalls of -
\ (Copyright, 1924) J ain't sellin’' likker,” that blaged its way down his gullet.| had bound himself by drinking with fows. . . . ! ! remetaber that funny Uttle door in his| the shoddy  little room W ere quite
“Show yer monev,” whisperedq the| The room seemed to be full of|the Bad People. “Shet up or git out! old Moll was| bedroom, or that dog-eared art calen-|cle now, but clenrest of all he saw
(Contincad From saturday) stone jugs and deny God—possibly|scarecrow. n chuckles, tortured, dizzy, knowing| Hucrah! He didn't mind the Hquer,| bawling at him, having swum into his| dar, showing a bold-eyed virgin with|the ussertivels fashionable person
“Yossa, Kunnel." for very fear of God's wrath—weren't Admah fished into his pocke. and|chuckles. Ol Gray Label, which Moil| after the second gulp. This was the| ken out of nothingness, a white kitten. And what had hap | who stood grinning at the foot of his
By mow Admak had reached the|happy. Wo, that wasn't the solution.|brought out a crumpled bill. The old| had proclaimed as rare, was common | life, thought he. None of your high- o1 yeckon I'lll git out,” agveed Ad-[pened to the walls? They had been| bed. He had on a hlue collar and &
nout of intoxication where one imag- Toward & wharf downstream the|woman held it under a leaky gas jet,|encagh. There was a bottle on every | toned clubs with critlcal eyes peer-jmah in an instaht of Ag the | ynaccountably covered with some| La r'a pole tie In the splend o}
ines one's e=1f a being singled out|little River Ferry was plyving her|and bemused though he wasg, he saw|table, and around cach faces grim-|ing out to count your drinks and|sky shows monentarily through ol smudgy looking paper that had| his o and th e .-’ll_im‘-‘-'* of s
¥ Bacchus to be Immune from alco-|{Wway. An ugly thing by daylight, un.{that he had given her twenty dollars. | aced, doddered, blinked. Now nnd | decide you weren't quite a gentleman, | storm’s blackness he looked throuzgh| s e in places, e opened hboth » was guite o different lodl
woli ) sning. Cool and sober, in|«der the quiet stars she was a royal “Come In yuh!” She pointed to a|then one of the animals would let| Who wanted to be quite a gentleman?| his drumenness and saw ‘clear lght. | eves and, tried to sit up, but sick f one whom .\_-l""n.‘l nae
¢ own estimation, lie jolted through |barge, 1t for a festival. Her mast|table in the lowbrowed, cluftered|ont a howl, to-be suppressed by a| What ‘had it ever brought to Admah|O'Neill. He couldn’t he far away.| negs reome him. . . . li ] venrs  hefore But
the evening streets, philosophizing on|light twinkled daintily on high like|room. Before his eves the pleture|snarl from its keeper. Two negroes| Holtz except headaches and heart-| Asleep or awake, he'd find him, . . . Men he sought methodically to re | he S 10 sl Elmer Hem
thg things that made him slek, Grand|the jeweled tip of u wand. Pres<ently | wavered, fuzzily outlined like some|crouched on the floor, shooting craps,| aches and eheap compliments from Moll guve him a shove from belhind| trace hils steps, much as tl 1081 | ingw I Junchwagon  promot
Lvente had turned {tself into a little|she bumped the wharf and began the|badly printed engraving. Admah had | muttering short voeodoo incantations| people who stuek out their tongues|and he stumbled on the infernal steps| huntsmian  counts ™ the trees, !-IJ';!-.'.l o1 yelali nd geotleman adven
shoddy Broadway, eleciric light signs|nolsy business of disgorging puassen- taken a chair: then hazlly he hezan| with every throw, Several wharf!ehind his back? But he'd show ‘em|leading to the exit, She helped him| therei to recover his trail. In the | tuvs _ )
Llinking on and off or twisting round| gers. loustabouts shouted, crates|to realize that half the men in the|vats—they might have been Zeb's own|again, What time was {t? He found| up, and an instant later he was out|(irst place, this wasn't any voom b | AW bt the 1 it Admah pleas-
like llumminated garter snakes. All|banged, hogsheads bumped, a woman|rroom Wwera negroes, He saw | brothers—gathered avound and wag | his wateh and studied the dial, but]in the alley. a sodden wind blowing) had ever lieen in before, any | ] . &
acrose the frort of a movie palace|laughed. Then along the planks cama large halry mole on the woman's goit- | ered small coing, couldn’t quite make out. Anyhow, it]|across his face, He clutehed at :'ll'u-r-u in the Hamlilton, He 1 | I'hst i 1 ve last night
a scareeyed hiapde in riding boots|the klop-klop-klop of a solitary horse.|ered neck as she leaned down to slim “U'h, Come a haby Blan!" “Nh.| wuas getting late and he ought to go|post to =ave himself from another| pemoenrber jumbled nolses in a tervibl: | ned  150m I [ doy the
was silding her flery mustang in a|It might have been the sound of-Old|a bottle on the table, mouthing gome: | Lay an alg for you' momma!’ “Ul| home. Wouldn't do to go into the|rall; then out of the shadows bl place un un slley; a negro man had | all i not on my nind t my
sap from cliftf to cliff. Goofer's Ra- John's poor tired hoofs, blundering|thing that sounded lke, “Reel ole| Bus' ‘e wide, boy!” Annusl Meeting with rum on  his| shapes began to  move. Slowly,| been prenching about Jonah; n "i"l:"! and whadda-1 see? Admah R
lio Store was going full blast; some-|along With no more knowledge of|Gray Label, mister. Not much o that} An clderly negro, very deunk, with| hreath.  Atterbury would be there.|stealthily they closed in. Was itlwoiun with a golter had sold him | Holiz, prosidem the First Natlonal
ihing with a howl and a twang in it|life’s meaning than dwelt in Admah | Stuff left!"” divty rum’'s wool over his ears and| Atterbury, the stiff-backed, clammy |part of his wickgd dveam? A great] coniething  she  calley Whikky—0Olu} pnni, o whaleser it I, soused to
{aat sounded, in  passing, like,| Holtz that night of his undoing. Two tumblers, which she had heen|shockingly ragged clothes, sat alone|pld fool,  Never you mind, some day| hand gripped his shoulder. 1t wua|Gray Label. On the way home #oimn the gille o
‘Ba-a-a-by, 1 got the twitchy-itehy The fight ain’t over, not hy 2 long conceuling under her apron, came|and preached in a melancholy sing | Admab Holtz would be sitting in At-f all so dreadfully quiet. Admah had| body, or something, had jumped atfvwaieh b 1
naola bla-ea!”  An Hleetrical Wizard|shot, he decided, and hrought hie|down beside the hottle. » song: “An'de Sperrit of de Lawd come| terbury’'s chafr up in the Principal-| opened his mouth to shout, but noj jim cut of the dark. When did you i
Lad devoted his great mind to in-|hated fists down on the planking. My “He'll keep you comp'ny.” “she ex-|to Jonah. an' He say, “What 50" donef ity Bullding. . . . sound came, He struck out blindly, Vhat time was it? Rainfully turns] chumpagne at old
venting those ear-splilters and eye- liquor's dying in me, and 1 reckon|plained with a ghastly smile toward|swaollered? What do’ totin® dah in The  roommr was going round and|felt his knuckles cracking against| ing hi= head he descried a \gvisted il “What were 3
itehers and brain-addleras. Well, they[that's a good thing. I'll go back to|the epecter named Zeb. Then, her|side yo stummick? Heave up mah|ypund, . . . Wicked, interesting faces.( flesh and bone. Then they werc onjof bills, his knife and some small| asknd Admah  thickl
ollted people up, lkept the poor old|town and get a rooin at the Hamilton. attention turned teo a guarrel at the | Prophet, Whale!' An' de whale done| Scraps of song llke rags torn| him and he went down and was blot-| vhange on o cracked marble burcau.| Eimer was not a conti
wapld from sticking in the mud. This|I've got a thing or two to say out|other end of the room, “Hye, you nig | hove up de Prophet, an' de Sperrit of | from cheap garments, . . . Walpurgis| ted out. No sign of his watch. drenm,
last thought was refreshing. in meetin® tomorrow that'l put a|gahs! I tole yvou onct an’ I ain't ggin'[de Lawd say, ‘Go an’ €in no mo'" " Night when corpses of hanged men . . . How hard and hot the pillow “Hey!" ha moaned, cloging lile eyves.|  —RBusiness,” sald Eime nd winked
Admal helieved in advertising. Good| erimp in the Judas Iscariot club. Too |tell you agin."” | Throughgthe haze Admah recalledfcgme up from the ground to dance|felt against his ear! Without open-}“fWhat's the game here? Hey'!" a wicked eyve. *I =old old Maoll the
thing, advertising. If he hadn't ad-| bad, though. that Atterbury saw me Already Zeb had reached hungrily | O10 Tarris, whom he had seen driunk| with warlocks, troll, vampires, night| ing his eyes he turned over, clicked ¥rom somewhere a door opened |jine o hooeh that knocked voy cold.
vertised, where would he be today?|comin’ out of the Pickwick that way. | for the bottle. He poured his tum:[and preaching at the Peake front door | haes and those soul-sick, unclassified| his fuzzy tongue and reached for th#|footsteps approached. o R et
Whera would he be? With a jerk oi| But he can’t do a thing without me. bhler full to the hehn and wis raising! the day of the auvction, Life had!geyvils with swollen bodies, pig snouts! thermos bottle which always stand on “Well, t:kin' a brace, .ryl’." askml (To DBe Continued Tomorrow.) ‘
the car around @& sharp corner he| His hands are tled, and 1'll show him ¥ -~ »
came to sufliciently to ask himeelf:| just where. And Flora Lee—pshaw, THE NEBBS RUDY WELLf WELL! WELL! D"ected for The Omaha Bee by Sol He..
Where was he now? His wife gone,|she's had a tantrum, she’ll be back. by . . . (Copy right 1825) 3
his credit gone. What was it Flora 311: ‘Tl'm goin' to shoot that man et = e et ol _ o Jn
l.ea had sald about his hands? She|O'Nelll. ; A —— =
dfdn't like them to touch her. And| He had half scrambled to his feet NESTERDAY You 3 NO, SWEET-HEART, 1 CANT AFFORD i:l :‘AE"E%;FEEDB\%T;EQ ‘dm‘ “s‘:ce‘w"é-\{ POOR RUDY — ™I LOOKS A )
that damned Frenchman—Sav—what|and would bave arisen had not an RUOY GoT OH, RUDY, YOU'RE 70 LIC IN BED — MY BUSINESS SUCH A TRUSTING ,LOVING FUL BUT HE JUST WONT GWE .
was {t—Savarac. . What sort of|eery aspect of the water, directly un- : Lo NOT GOWG TO THE, "NEEDS ME AND I'LL GOIF 1 HANE < ’HEQ UP- 1 WiISH BROTHER ERNIT
hands had he? Had Admah heen Jike|der the pier caught his eye and fas 1 UP EARLY FICE ? YOUDBETTER G AFTER THE WIFE - 1 R‘E.vD.TOFQQL BROTHER HAD HALT OF WS AMBITION
some terrible ape to her, annoying|cinated him with superstitious con- | OFF\CE 7 ou TQ DRAG ONE LE BUT I COULDN'T- HEG GOT SUCH A TOI'M AFRAD ERNIE WILL
her with his caresses while ghe|jectures. Under the stars it seemed ] AND WASHED STRY HOME A FEW DANS OTHER * IM FULL OF AMBITION SLow WORKING MIND THAT ¢ 5 [EVER AMOLNT 7O MUCH
At to waille Uke & don? Take &|aninats, like o (OWNOE, BAD. 4. | S NOU MIGHT HAVE — 1 SIMPLY CAN'T LIE IN BEO WANY TO FOOL HIM O “THE [ N : WG
doll? Like an angel] Something softered and gray-haired, beating himsel{ i “THE SPOTS g - . ~to BF DONE T OF APRIL NOUVE GOT To ({ UNLESS THEY START OPEN -~
shining, so far above him that he|to death against the rough timber. OFF H\STFACE A " START NEW NEAR'S DAY BUS,QJE,SSH LVSES 2
wag flattered when she looked down|Admah had opened his dry mouth 1o
on him to let him know that she felt }c:’\!l “l'hnn heraw the true cause of - ¢ :
his worship. . . . & alarm. ust a wave fronf the
'Ir:nrlf w}?\r hadn't he Yilled O'Neill| ferry boat, striking the piles. = THE ONLY -)
the first time he saw him leering at| But it had given him a start, and '
her over a glass-topped tn'l-ln'.'h v ;:'ktlhitl a8 -"lﬂwl'ulf 'lll'mmzht had come. PERSON WE
The Ford stopped suddenly beside|Pa lloltz hadn't fallen into the river,
a deserted d,_u;kfl just by accident, because he woas FOOLED WiTH
tetween itz gentle hanks the River|drunk, THe'd been drunk, all right, ‘THE |
atole away, ealm and melancholy be- but the preacher whoe preached the I}
neath a sheet of stars. White meén|sermon and the neighbors who had SM&\.L-PO"
had first come downstream in canoes|come to shake Ma by the hand hadn't SCQEE WAS
and rafts: like parasites that dwell onjtold er right. Admah saw it clearly A {
leaves they had been swirled against|now: the steep bank with the eddy IS WIFE
that bank to fasten on the living|below and Pa Holtz, smoking his pipe,
herbage and to multiply and to de-| waiting for darkness. That's the way TANNY
vour. Men had carved the River's|to clean the slate—when you can't
hanks to an ugly pattern of civiliza-j make head or tail of the figuMes, just
tHion and cities had polluted its waters;| rub 'em ouft. Fascinated by this easy 2
et under the etars as Admah Holtz| thought Admah cragled on all fours i
erouched on the pler, lonely and de-|to the very edge of the wharf and | 17 1
pressed, he comd feel the divinity of poised there an instant like a gar- b e Wi
the stream, its power and its glory.|golye. . . o ) \ /
He had heen the River'm child almost.| “Hey, mister!” -‘L[ L .,

ITis first memory was of a ride behind
@ld John down to the ferry whart on
te other bank.
The other bank . ., . just by that
span of waters had his life been
changed; he could see faint lights in
1he trees and imagine that they came
from the settlement where he was
horn. He might have remained to im-
prove the soll and to marry one of
the nelghbor's girls, Would he have
been happier? Pa Holtz hadn't been
happy. Men who drink alone out of
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By 0. 0. M'INTYRE.

New York, Feb, §.—A page from
ihie diary of a modern Samuel Pepys:
Marly out and _ to breakfast with
Verne Porter and we ate but little in
aur zea) to think out a slilly word for
1 eross-word purzle, A pity, too, for
he pald the check.

Flome where came a hox of avoca
dos from R. Reeder in Miami and 1
gt. my stint until William Boyd, the
play actar, dropped in to talk of this
that and the other.

In the late afternoon tn walk with
my wife and to eee a brave picture
in a gallery and I was for buying It,
which would have made me niore than
bankrupt.

To dinnér with Bill BEdrington and
Tavin Cobb eame down from the floor
ahove latey came Earl Carrvoll
and all in high humor at a story
Cobb told about a mule skinner. So
home and to bed.

and

Along PBroadway she i{s known as
“Rubberneck Rose.” She is one of the
many colerless creatures who sit In
the lantern-hung sight seeing wagons
a8 a decoy for other passengers. She
aits for hours knitting or reading a
Wook and when the ™Fap wagon” fllls
sha steps out and waits for it to come
back for the next load.

“Rubberneck Rose" !s pald %3 a
day, Never does she feel the romance
of exploring the Bowery, Chinatown
gnd Coney Island. 8ome they eay
have interesting pasts. One a former
chorus girl toast of the town, Another
a dancer of repute,

1t is the drabhest of all
in Flash alier. They hea
megaphoning: “Fast car
out! Bee the wickedness of China-
town, the sluma of the Dowery! TFast
car going right out!” And “Rubber-
neck Rose” only hears and goes no-
where,

There are about 0 "Rubberneck
Rosas” on Broadway and side streeta.
They seemy to he dreadfully wearied

‘avith lMite—the most jaded of all those
who fill the world of Proadway.

nccupations
» the barker
zoing right

Thig special delivery letter plops on
iy desk as I write: It is unsigned

#wnd reads: “"Who cares what you
think about New York? You are the
outstanding joke of the literary

world, o pig-headed country lout who

The challenge, thin and drawling,
brought him nervously upright. Some-
thing twisted and shaggy llke a seare.
crow approached him threugh the
dimness, "
“Mister, ff ye ain't keerful ye're
liable to drvap off,"” persisted the thin
volce, which soufided as though it
came from a hody without lungs.

“I rechon s0,"" agreed Admah, gullt-
Ily conscious that the intruder had
guesseqd his temptation.  He saw a
face, scabby and twisted as the body
beneath {t.

“Ye don't belong on this ver wharf
no mo'n I do.” whined the specter.
“But ¥’ aln’t the kind that rides free
ke po' folks does, T got u free pass
on the hoat. Tee-hee, Right smart of
a boat, but dryv.” His jaws seemed
to crack with dryness, “Ain't got a
chaw o' tobacker on ver clothes?'"

Admal found a clgar which he gave
to the man.

“Seegur! Goshammighty!” e bit it
In two and chewed disgustingly, “It's
& sho nuff dry spell, ain’t it. mister.”
“Where do vou get--seur Hauor?"
asked Admah thickiy. FHe recognized
the man as one of t vater rats who
spend thelr summer Iin leaky huts
along the flate and are flonded out
with the river-rise in Spring.
“Y'ain't tellin’?” 'The water rat
winker his little gozy eyes in Admali's
face,

They plunged ahead through a sor!
of aleoholic fog. Through coual yvards,
past warchouses, up one alley, down
another, round ridiculous white
washed eorners that simelt of open
sewage; it was as though r

had arisen to gulde Admah into some
unclean mischief or to show hitm an-
other troll-dance as Peter Gynt wit.
nessed when he threw away his soul.

At lasl the water rat stopped and
put his hand on Admah's arm, caus
Ing to wince away, Suddenly he real
lzed how Flora Lee must have felt
when he touched her. He was aware
of a crooked door with light shining
through its warped top, Rap-rap, and
a terrifying volee spat out, “Who
there?"

“Jes Zeb, Molly, Me an’ a feller.”

The door opened cautiously and a
fat, evil old woman stood framed in
sooty light against a background of
discordant sounds; a hushed growling,
ns though her den contained wild
beasts that had been beaten and
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IN FULL

AH THAT
MALGIE'S

THIS QUARREL BETWEEMN
MAGGIE AN DAVCGHTER 1D
CITTIN ON ME NERVES - |

WIDH THEY D 9PEAK AN BE oMaR
| MAKE UP! [~ GIVE IN:

| KNEW SHED

ey '™ bonaw-wu.'t.
VOICE YOUL FORGIVE ME

DEAR 2
AN
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SHE HAS 400D 1T WAS AL AND BRING Y
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scared.
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Corent Britam rghts ress rved 2’
JERRY ON THE JOB THIS GUY KNOWS TH Drawn for The Omaha Bee Ly Hoban
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1F Moy \nasT “To GET =
| PROMOTED To AN ENGINEER-
| M'GoTra TTake AN EXAM O Youre ORmM A
S SEE R NOURE SmaRT OTNE OVER.
. == ENOUGH “To HOLD A BRDGE AT 60
HOUR ——
9

BeLieue ME Tei!S
s A HT -
WHEn

thinks wearing spats and a cane
maka a gentleman., Nobody will re.
member you a week after the ool

Itiller doeg hie duty.”

The anonymous gentletdan_is right
in every particular save the ‘pig-
headed,” 1 resent that. Those who
“kenow ma best say the head Is of
solld vory.

+ Columbia students have a rollick-

ing time on the subway travesting

wvells of their school, One goes:

Basetnll! Teetballl* Bvimming In de

: tanks!

Va've got money, but ve keep [t In
de banks.

Collech! Collech, Of, O1!

And here is another:

Hooray! Hooray! Ve von! Ve

Vat?

“ Ve lost?
w Dey cheatsd!

It 'm & shocking thing to obgeerve
that Vivian Burnett, the author's son,
nnd the original of the famous chir-
acter of Little Tovd TFauntleroy, is

alf-hsaded. Mr. FBurnett (s a deo
i"!ml patron of the Broudway thea-

Ter.

von!

iy

(Coyarighty

|
i
|
i Tuass FunnNy — |
' THERE MUST BE A

| ~ TuAT CRYTIC CEBRYAINLY
! DIDNMT SEr THE SHow-
'Ll READ AN THER

oOneE

L]

HA HA- HA-HA ! Grear!

| DoNT Hulowl
IVE SFEM SUCH GooD
EnRTER TAIKMENT g

[VE SEEN SOME CLEVER SHows
BUT THAT ONE LAST NIGWT

WAS A CLORHMER— Now VLL
SEE WHAT THE CR!TICS HAVE
To SAY~ = UNDoUBTEDLY A
SUCCESS

SHoWw

THINK
MISTAE

I\\\

© THeE PrRoDUCTION AT Taia
BELCHER THEATER 1S AN
ABSOLUTE FAILURE ~ \T
15 INANE AND Fullk cF
IMPOSSIBLE TUATIONS =

:\
— -

IT WLl BE TAKEN
OF F ©

TTHE FIRST ACT was

THE SECOND ACT
A CRIME = THE THIRD
wAS INSANITY- THE
MANAGEMENT SHOULD

Br ARRESTED FolR
PLAYING A JOWE ON .
THE unSUsSPEcTinG PUBLIC

STUPID =

\ GUESS | DIDN'T

ELSE THEsE CRITICS

ENTOY TwHE SHOW
AFTER ALL
ARE CREPEMANGERS /
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He'll Borrow From Him Still.

I,..="' NOO, I'M TREPPED ~ .

HERE COMES THAY 4

[ |

\HEM! HE'S LOOKING

. PHOOY MINSK »1 I

f QAN YOU LOAR = THAYS HEAVY Y’

ME A HUNDRED | M°'tE"'c ::A‘E”g‘ =
DOWARS, ABE? /| WELL,
— | My OFFice AW |
N7 21 ) WE'LL TALK i
OVER ! A

m:n‘\ 2 ) |

\F You'lL GIVE ME
THE HUNDRED DOLLARS,
I'M PREYTY SURE 1L
NEVER HAVE To BORROW

YES, 1 FIGURED OUY THMAY
AT MY AGE, V'S TIME 1




