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THE AGE OF WISDOM

By RUTH LOGAN.
Leonofe Wiligh turned away from
her mother and began strumming
the piano. The gir] was-in her late
icens, pretty, charmingly gowned,
her face registering something of

gadness and something of determi-| |

nation, !

"I've got to do it mother dear.
I've stood it as long as I can, It is
imperative. that I marry moncy—
not - for m}«sclf entirely, becpuse
Billie and I could be very haphy
\\::g almost nothing;-but you've been
1t ‘to everything. mionéy can buy
and I'm not going to throw away
this-chance. Besides Mr, Conrtright
is a splendid man and plénty of girls
hs\:c‘ marriedymen older than’ he 'is.”

“No, Lenore. Youth must maté
with youth. I ggree with yéu about’
Martin Courtright, but he is old
enomih to be your father.  Perhpps
I shall have to learn ‘to do with Tess;
but remember, gdear, J've liad my

life.. - Your fatlier * I spent 18
happy :::p toget ' Now I wan(
you to matry the map of your choice

and«‘help him climb fhe ladder of big

lhings.' . -
The girl shpok her head. “When
Mr, Courtright, proposes 1 shall ac-
cept him. § baye told Billié so,”
lja,.V_V.ilsbn‘ ft the room.. She
had: fio ‘wish to' haye Martin Court-
right enter/and find “tears in her
cyes. She knew him to bhe every-
thing a mag, should be, clean, fine
and possessed of a fortune that would
give. Leonore the place in the world
to. which she had been accystamed
beforesher father. died. But Louise
Wilson did not \wish Leonore to
marry him, Forty-\wo docs not mate
with, 19 happily tnless 19 is older
than her yeazs, and 42 is more frivo-
lous than s, ordinarily expected.
Martin Courtright . cared  little for
caiety. He liked his bogks, his, golfy
his motors ‘and accasionally.a géod
show.-He did not dance and frankly
scorned the ragtime that Lconore
a.h-c:ared to be"the grand opera of the
sou.
craved excitément.
hode with
lerito bed
it

An - eveming -at
book would have sent
th & servaull headache.
i'a.s‘uot unul?l fnm y solicitor
cxpfained to hch;:.-slqlc to which
the, Wilson fortwwe had been re-
duckd that Mr, Courtright had been
cvel acpossibility. 8§ ce't"‘jhc ‘Hay
she!became 17 she Tad nevar énter-
tained @ serious thought  for dny
mag but Billie Olmstead,

Bifteen minutes' &fter! Mrs, Wilson
lefdher daughter alone in the music
rookr Mr. Courtright entered,

“Well, well, sy dear, Wyou 3fe’|
looking like & very differedt person.
Wity have yotl"pi{"d your hair high
upon your head?” ~

“} thought
}'ihcd women,”) re?licrl Les ss
ook just like' 4 sthao! girl [with my
hm’r"dowrl. Dop't yew like nmeigrown
up! '
“Well, T can hardly say. T've al-
ways thought of you as a little girl.
You are a wonmn tonight” He
ame acroks the room and took her
Pangls in his, * ant to I};E-.‘ a
wothan.”

Leonore steeled:! herself
I.ni»'v conversation swould result in
Dillle’s totatk banishment from her
life., **T think I know what you are
LOING 10 saye T

“Yes,” he admitted, *the girl you
are tonight will undegstand.  I've
heen afraid to mention it before—

vout seemed—I don’t ow lhow to
tell fvotl—yon neyer hefore: tried to
please me and [ Sought you didn't
like: me, It*is ry kind %of you

tv do you hair up because you
thooght it would suit an old rhan

hettér this way, but, my,
it is- not your place to please me.

“You aren't an’ ,

Age should . endeavor to please
voutl and adjise itself to the ways
of yonth. Becanse of that con\?ér
tion, I'vé hesitate “what T'm §
abouprto say i Ok e akrad b
vou'dfthink T W - SU
very precious otit g oY

I“,L

swergd gwiftly,

little solder t .' ther” -- _"Bhe-'s
just @ girl, Me. Conrtright,” she’s
wonderful, = She. tq’tz‘e nnder-
stand_everythiag ¥-de. ' 'Sometimes

when! I've ‘heen Inehscreet she just
laughs and says itsis to be expected
ecayse ‘wisdom only comes with
maturity, Isn't that dear of her?
Other mothers are always repri-
manding their. daughters.” ...

“Your mother is one of the finest
women in the world, Leonore. I've
known her ever since she wore her
hair in curls<about her shpelders.

You are a very pregty girl, my child
but vou can't s ; H’Kﬁ'm{r
mother at yougt ape ) ‘ mihe

~lowly the gird 8 " him,
16F eves fastefpeion s ) ‘g‘ﬂ
sitting in one corge room
directly under the ‘portrait of Leo-

nore’s father. From the eyes in the
irame to the-eyes of the man in the
chalr the girl glanced again and
again. Then with a little crv she
sank down onta the arm of his
chair and sobbed on his shoulder.
“Mr. Courtright, tell me, do you
love mother?”

“If T had known you would take
it this way I should never have been
brave .enough to wound vou so
deeply.
vou liked me better—I thought per-

iaps you wouldn't resent so muc}il

my desire to give your mother the
things she should have to make a
woman like her happy., She has
woided me since I've been calling
here so regularly; perhaps she
wouldn't consider me, anyway -
Leonore lifted her head and placed

her palms on his cheeks. “You dar-

ling!l You most wonderful man in
all the world—except Billie,
going to-tell you the truth. Mother
and I both thought it was 1 you
wahted, *I am so y § don't
know what to dos: T'fi-
come right down.' Adil-you won't
nind if T go to the club with Billie,

will you? I've just got to fance”
“Your motheg thought T Santed to

marry yow!” ex¢

1ght. Then he

“No wonder she always leaves the
room. She probably was so dis-
gusted with me she couldn't bear my
presence.” e

A jubilant girl danced gaily about
he room. “In affairs of the heart 1
guess wisdom doesn’t even come
with maturity. 1 see now that you've
cared for mother and that she's cared
for you all thelsi neith
vou knew hbw t
he excused for
wanted me he
old enough to

; . , l

ipted Mr. Court-
fughed heartily.

On the othes~hand, Leonore |

ot Father lked qigi ks

u-r$»||s talk with Yais straT 'rlp':
r ;h J

ar ;ﬂllld-.i}

1 weather hag its advantages, as Hus-
balse:

Jarupiin-arms-over {hesartiéle pub-

Leonore, I thought tonightl

I'm¢

‘mother |

1

-
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WITH WoU-*THIS MOANING

Xov
|

TIMES HAVE CHANGED SINCE FATHER WAS A BOY - . Drawn for The Bee by Sidney Smith. T

I HEARD CHEBTER ARGUING

! HEARD WoU TELL HIM D BT
HIE BLUE SUUT O AND | SAwW
WM WAL O\ OF HERE WITH
A SBROWN SuUN— A NEW SUIT—
MEVER WOM AW ARGUMENYT
FROM WM NET—

WORD WAE

SeeN  ANY

.

|

2\ e

WHY WMEN | WAS A" BOW
MY FATHERS Anb
LAW —

WE. WOULDN'T DARE G1ve
THEM AN ARSUMENTY—
L .WOULD HAVE W\KEDP TO WAVE
oFf OUR
CHILPREN  PISOBEY MY F’ATHER-
- . 7 1

ﬂb‘]‘k&!ﬂt}
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WS FATER SAID -

THE ' OLPFASRIONED BOV
USED To RESPECY EVERY Wogo

NES — By

REMEMBER. “THE OLD FASHIONED

BOY VUSED YO HAVE ONE
OF THOSE OLP FASHIONED
FATHERS ~—

Nov MUBY. »

#

UDNEY-

mu'q .y ,’

r ¥ F
‘ture; ‘but;if you and mdther want
some good advice from a very un-
sophisticated girl I'll tell you that
it's a slow road getting anywhere
through a third party, Right now
I'm going to call up Bilic'and tell
him to call for me. ~And when we

have been concluded.” -

“Are you going to marry Billie?"|

“T told him I wouldn't. I mean, he
wouldp’t ask me because he thought
I was going to marry you"

B"St:r 1 uudﬁrstaﬁd ‘“"""“I].'i" S;t

illie evensthoug a man like ‘e
could marry ‘aogﬁl like-you? Redlly,
Leonore, I begin to fepl exactly like
a young man, Billie has ‘paid me
a great compliment.” .

“That's not all: IMisd decided to
marry you, too. Now, do you see
how dangerdms it is to allow people
to draw’ their own concltisions?”

» Mrs." Wilson entered the room at
that ‘moment and found her daugh-
ter's arms about Mr. Courtrisht's
ndek.  She smiled faintly.  “One
can't very well help! drawing: con-
clusibng, she said from the doorway.

Leonore looked knowingly in the
miad’s” eyes “Hnd started from the
room. At the doorway she paused.
“Isn't that proof "cenclusive that
conglusions ;are awiul things. Con
geatulations “andl rexcuse me, ';ﬂease[
I'm paging Cupid and I think Billie
Jkoows whare he hapgs out” .

Dog Hill Paragrafs
By George Binzham

Evcr:}-hudy was sirting around the
postofiice stove this marning in-a
comfortabfe attitude, ad there had

Yin t 0 -

been nothin&zat all of a disturbing
ture-« antil-~Washington, Hocks!

:%m: in and lit his oldest_pipe.

-

‘Mrs. Jeff Potlocks says rainy

_—

res8d much ecasier to keep
gk ol whea A% mnddy,

o L*‘ gL
 ‘The people "of Bounding Billows
lished i Jast weel’s Tickville Tid-
ings~ to.rthe effort that Bounding
"Billows ‘is s0 sall” Yam. Sims had
to back his*mule out of town before
| he could turn’around. 'l

) : 1)
l Parents Problems

v VI..J'Hﬁ;irq‘rcan an {malginnb.fé child
est be taught” the difference be-
tween fact and fiction, '

This can mogt successully be ac-
complished by inquiring, when the

and fiction and needs to be taught
to love ¥nath. =

WHY
Aré Some People” Color-Blipd?

(Copyright, = 1830, by »The Wheeler
_y . Syndi 2

[

2 cage, 2 N
.. What -we call*colag’.is really

come home I hope all arrangements |
for furnishing me with a stepfather |-

GOOD

f

s

NEWS THAT

My coal man's due to get a shock,

The haughty wsetch will

{ The anthracite he has in stock

) . Inside 'a month
He'll \beg

T

But that don't help me fill my bin

Because he simply won't beliu?e it.

Sy frow that wool is going to fall;

According to expert advices,
Before the snow flies, w& can’all

'Trulth Than Poetry

' By JAMES J. MONTAGUE —

-... r..
soon be huamble.

r !

is going to tumblers A
to let him put coal in,.
For what it costs to load and heave it;

TRAVELS SLOWLY

+| the box, becadse

’ | Buy winter ‘suits at'
' This news on every
“Clothes Crash”

. Becaus¢ my clothier

#Declare a song will

Next mont

nditi nﬁ’dy

That, every

But thotigh I wander up

hand we see; ;
is how the heatflines word, it;
But that's of ‘little use to mie 5

We also learn that silk is down; : .
. The tidings that one's neighbors bring one, 7
buy a gown o
if you know how
The price 'of cotton's dropping, too, "
in the trade compel it—
knows is true—
Exgept the gentlemen who sell’jt.

Because  I'd really like to keep .
A trifle of my small per diem,
\Now I am sure these things are cheap
I'd like to rush~down town and buy ‘cun

' - In prosecuting this endeavor, N
The men who sell things merely frown, . 3
And soak ‘me just the same as ever. }

modest prices.

CHAPTER XL

The Mail-Box. ‘

Climbing afr oak at the cross-
roads one day, not far from Farmer
Green's house, - Sandy Chipmunk
distovered a queer box, mailed to the
trunk of the 'tree. - Much as ‘he]
wanted to, heycouldn’t look inside
its lid was closed.

L4

hasn't heard i‘;',

7 y
to sing ong|

and down ’

-

of us. He:said that the higgest fish

-.' g i W NO -SUPERMAN.
We are glad to learn that the Presidernt-elect ig much like the rest

- --AS THE REPUBLICANS SAW IT.
The too solid south did melt and
) STILL A CHANCE.

Tf the dentocrats want tg leave us smiling when they say good bye;
let 'em take a couple of hacks at the income tax.

he hooked in the gmlf got away.

esolve itself at last,

"HOLDING A HUSBAND
vAdele Garrison’s New Phase of
Revelations of a Wife

What Dicky Promised His Mother
For seweral days I had no time
to speculate upon the *surprise”
which Dicky said he had for me, but
with which the news of his mother’s
illness had interfered,
iDir. Jim Paige, had confirmed my

‘lamateur diagnosisof Mother, Gra-

ham's zilment . as _influenza. For
thrn*da,‘ou,nﬂ‘- tf\e &tﬁaai—-;'—_iprtu-
nately & tompasatively mild ope—
had -run its course, heth Dicky and
T had our hearts, minds and hands
fult- Then came the period of con-
valescence, - in  Mother Graham's
case, always a mast trying time, and
one - which Dicky invaria

child makes a clearly fictitioug state- | 2501y ch as he possibly Iy "1.0“. a
raent, “Disd that really happen of are | kBy Georgerd don't see How: you
3 fol:’ - "é.ﬁa{f? f‘:.'é?- ot | vand it .Madge!” he said vone day
-k"“ £ !;h ?ﬁl JORS BCLIDUA- hoitad hastify left his mother’s
‘ gld e"he-n 53-?: -m:t:m;Cl he Tlal; room after at unusuall):',.petnl_ant
learned the difference between fact outburst upon Ner part. “I'm going

to keep out of her way until she

I'll be sorry for afterward.”

I reflected grimly that if I shared
his temperamental attitude toward
filial duty, his mother would be sad-
ly neglected. The insoiiciant im-
pudence with which\he transferred his
tasks to my shoulders, chafed me,

1 bt expgrience has taught me that

ahy remonstrance wita Dicky is
worse than useless, Like many men,

a vibration of the light waves,
refiected from certain objects. to
our_ exe. . Thege waves, being of
\‘arymg"ﬁ;ngths and speeds, pro- .’
duce different impréssions and we
say that an object is blu#or green |
or red as a consequence. Rgd ‘
!li:-of light -are slow moving, |
bén_ and yellow are mediumly |
g:st,""while blye and violet are |
uite sapi
2 Thex'p:;‘_of some human beings
are 50 jorgped that the retina—the
spart of the eye which receives the
imprestions and acts as dtransfer
station to the brain—does nof peré
mit_the color-wayes of cer
lengthe or rapidities to regist
clearly. - Those persons, therés ||
fore, whose retinas do not react |
to.. slow-moving -or color-waves
are unable to detect the presence |
of red, while others who cannot
perceive the rapid wavéymovedient
have great difficulty noting
blue or violet tints. This produces
the ffect which we know as “col-
or-blindness"—a defect'which may
be due either to a faulty forma-
tion of the retina or to prolonged
exposure to glate. Both tropiecal
and arctic ex

ploters, for example,
ually subject to, olor d-

| emergency, but selfishly slid?
e

he is tower of strength in any real
out
of the humdrum yet vitally neces-
Ea & e&ils 11:-*!1&:]1 ap ; tall:wus 13
e t-1pr the wemen e wor
to_mull over. 3

Bit even the most nerve-racking
experience ends somgtime, and
Mother Graham’s recovery pro-
gressed slowly but surely until the
day came when she was allowed to
sit outdoors upon the veranda, and
Dr. Jim Paige made her his last

visit.
Dr. Jim Is Wistful.

“Yuh shorely don't nrd. ‘me any
longer, ma'am,” he drawled in his
old-fashijoned way as he took his
leave. “Yoh'll be able to l@ a ba'r
in a day or two more."”

I followed him out into tht hall

~to bid him adieu, and as he shook

my hand, he said -a bit wistfully:
L i 't suppose you've heard
from Edie, have-you?”" .
“Not directly,” 1 returned. “I
had a letter from Mrs. Durkee in

which she spoke of Edith, said she
was well and wished 1o be h:'emem-
W’

bered to all of us. You

course, that_she is stay
ey oy G

gets well, or I'll say or do something | §

saying he had a surprise for me, but

‘veranda and when 1

so busy I didn't get a chance to
see her, I don't suppose you® saw
her, I sent word to her sl;e'musn‘t
come over.”. 1

S “T. Knew It!"

“I am afraid your dictum or that
of any authorify” would not have
lzept her awa i& had needed her,”
1 said, an ; spoke only justice to
Edith Fairfax and little Mrs, Durkee.
Both Mad urged that they be permit-
ted to come and help nurse Mother
(zraham, but I had steadfastly re-
fused. 3

“No. Your're right. 8he’s a great
stickler for duty, Edith is,” the big
thysician rephed, and I _felt.aravs
of pity for the shy, awkward man,
who wore his Beart so patently upon
his sleeye, bt I also felt'a gust of
irritation an somethinf deeper at
Edith Fairfax.. Too well I knew the
teason -why she so steadfastly re-
iused the ndvances ofithis “third or
nurth cousin” who evidently had
loved her so long and devotedly. Her
teeling. for - Dicky' was as patent to
me as’that of Dr. Jim's for her
though I did her the justice to ac-
knowledge that /to outgiders she was
not as self-betraying #s Dr. Jim.

I watched him stride down th+
path to his waiting car, wonderiﬂﬁ
if his rare selfish devotion woul
ever be rewarded, if the
would ever open her blinded eyes,
and realize the valuleef thig gift she
had spurred for so long.

Mother Graham's peremptory voice
—I was thinkful for the strength of
its tones—intertupted my conjec-
tares and ealled me back to my
round of duties;

ﬂ_‘;lqbc loved |

Tha;t" was gh for Sandg

And since gand)— was afraid the box
might be some sort of trap, he didn’t
dare go near it and poke at the lid,

Later that day Sandy told Frisky
Squirrel about the strange box, And
Frisky " told TFatty Coon. And

4 Fatty told somebody else.

So the hews traveled, until at last
it reached the sharp eats of old Mr.
Crow. Bk

By the time Mr. Crow heard the
story it Bad grown amazingly. And
it went®0mething like this: Farmer
Green had bought a new trap.in the
village. And h4 had nailed"it onja
tree to catch®all sorts of' animals
and birds. And after he had'caught
all the forest-folk in Pleasant Val-
ley he intended to take the trap to
Swift River and set it for fish and
ecls and turtles.
~ When Mr, Crow heard the news.
he haw-hahwed loudly.

“What are you laughing about?"

asper Jay asked him. (It was Jas-
per who repeated the story to Mr,
Crow.)” “You wouldn’t think it
avas such a joke if you were caught

in the trap” !
“Trap!” Mr. Crow sneered,
“That's no trap, That'ss what's

called 2 mail-box. Every day a man
with létters and newspapers drives
over here from the village.
he stops at the cross-roads and
leaves something in the box of
Farmer Green.” .

As soon as he heard that, Jasper
Jay flew away to tell everybody
abput the mail-box. And at last
Sandy Chipmunk heard the story,
But by the time it reached his ears
—after it hZd been told by one per-
gson' to another almost forty times
—the story was semewhat different
from what it had been when Mr,
Crow first told it to Jasper ¥y.
This is what Sandy heard: The
thing on the tree was a mail-box,
Every day a man drove from .the
village in a wagon drawn by twelve
‘horses; He #ad a load of letters as
big_as six haystacks. And he left
a Randiul gf letters in that box,
because he wanted to get rid of
them so he could go back to the
village for more. And anyone could
take -a. letter—if it happened to be
for him. TR
It was Frisky Squirrel who told
the storﬁ to Sandy. Of course, after
so much telling it had changed a
good deal.. But Sandy Chipmunk
didn't kiow that. And he hurried;
to the cross-roads at once, to watch
for the man driving the twelve
horses.

When he reached the oak, where
the box was, Sandy climbed the
tree and perched himself on a lim
and waited. He had mot sat there
long before he saw a tman drive up
the road. Sandy Chipmunk awas
surprised when the man stopped
beneath the tree and dropped some
letters and newspapers into the box.

“I think ¥l go out upon the ver.,
anda again since the doctor says I'm'’
50 strong,*but first I want you to
feil me something, Do you know[
what the thing is which Richard is
waiting to tel me until I am strong
encugh to hear it?"

- I stared at her in amazement.
_ “Indeed, no,” I said, “although the
oay you were taken ill he came in

when 'he found you were ill; he said
that would change ‘things so h:
might not bg:abl}z to tell me about

it.
Mother Graham struck her hands

tu'ether.

1 knew jt!I* she said. “He's up
to something he knows will upset
rie. Hurry up, get me out on the

b
back I'tf tell you wl}.t‘? 133*."

Philadelphia, with its 700 mills,

giving employment to 225,000
and fvomep {in:h a :omul
of over $2, a week, is

tile center of world,

el
;

et I

He wag surprised because the man
drove only one horse, instead of
twelve. And the man had only a
single baf of mail in his wagon,
instead of a great heap—as big as
six haystacks,

Sandy Chipmunk was somewhat
disappointed. But he was glad of
one thing: The man left the lid of
the*box open” And as soon as he
had driven on again, Sandy -qreﬁt
down the tree and crawled' right
inside the mail-box.

Though he was not expecting a
letter from anybody, he thought it
would be just as well toflook and
see if the man had left one for him.

Now, Sandy had never learned to
read. And you might think it
would do him no gbod at all to
look at the envelopes:  But he soon
came upon one which he was sure
was his. And the reason for that
was that he had found an envelope
with the picture of a chipmunk in
one corner of it} i

That was enough for Sandy.

“I'm glad 1 camel” he said to

!

-y N

(WIET

_money!

himself. “Here's a letter for me!
bAqu! how surprised everybody will
e

So he took the letter In his mouth
and started down the tree.

The very first person he surprised
was Farmer Green himscli, He
had walked to the cross-roads from
his fhouse. And he had almost
reached the oak when he saw Sandy
Chipmunk spring from the tree to
the stone wall, with a letter in his
mouth and scamper away.

Farmer Green ran after Sandy,
And he' threw stones at him. But
Sandy Chipmunk ran so fasf that
}l::arincr Green soon lost sight of
1 ad

“f'd like to know what was -in [
°| that . letter,”

Farmer Green said,
when he told his family what had
happened. *“I'll ‘have to:.warn the
letter-carrier to be sure to close
the mail-box after this, for I can’s
have any more of my letters
stolen.”

Johnnie Green” couldn't
laughing, when he heard his father
tell about the chipmunk running
away with a letter in his mouth.

But Farmer Green didn’t seem to
see anything to lﬁugh at.

"I only hope,” he said, “the let-
ter was nothmg of importance.”

(Capyright, Grosset & Dunlap.) #
()

'MTHE GUY |

I'M THE GUY who never wants
to go out with his wife,

I don't see why she can't go alone
when she wants to'pay a wisit to a!
friend, or see asshow- or take a walk: |
Why should she want to drag me
along? I prefer to stay~at home.
where I can.read and take it easy.
In the eveping I'm tired after my
day's work, and on Sunday I like fo
sleep and loll around all day. This
gadding about makes me sick.

If the wife feels hurt or slighted
or gets the sulks, 1 should be wor
ried. She ouglht to be glad L-stay
at home. I'don’t try to hurry her
off when I want to go somewhere,

Women are so unreasonable, any-
‘-'a.y. *You can’'t please them, no
matter what you do. If you go out
and leave them, they get sore; if you
don’t want to go out, they get

eeved likewise, So what's the use?

"Il do as I like.
Copyright, 1820, Thompson Feature Servieg

Downtown Programs.
Stn—"The Soul of Youth.”
Strand—"Alwnys Audacious.”
Rialto—"The Scoffer.”
Moon—"Cupid, the Cowpuncher.”
Empress—"A Beggar in Purple.”
Mdse—"The - Man Whé Had
Everything.” y

Neighborh ouses.
Grand—Bryant" hburn in

“What Happened To Johes™
Hamilton—Pauline derick in

“The Fear Woman.” * &

Charlie Chaplin and Samuel Gold-
wyn are réported to have held a con-
versation mn front of Delmonico’s,
New York, t other afternoon at
4:30. But neRher one made any

F

Florepee Andrews, a Los Angeles
girl, has been engaged by Raymond
Hitchcotk for g part in “Hitchy=
Koo.” Miss Andrews is a former
pupil of Ruth St. Denis and Ted
Shawn, so she has ado?ted as her
stage name, Florence O'Denishawn.

Elliott Dexter will go to Europe,
after making two or three more¢/pic-
tures here, in_hope that his health-
will be improved. He may make onel
picture while abroad. ;

- i

The fourth birthday of the Sun
theater will be celebrated next week
with lavishness centered about the
presentation of “Sweet Lavender.”

So ecstatic is Harry Goldberg,
manager of the Sun, over the sljccess |
of his palace of entertainmenfithat
he has booked an added attraction to |
the picture program.

The Darling Saxophone Four will |
be the added attraction.* .

“The White Slavc.'j Barliey Camp- |*

be_ll's famous melodrama of a gener-
ation ago, has been gurchased b
D. W. Griffith for translation before
the camera. A\

Louise Eazenda won first'prize in a
costume contest at a Hallowe'en
party by making a_dress otit of a
yard of pink crepe tissue paper with-
out using thredd or even a fin, That's
what macksennett training does for
a girl. e \--

“Bull" Montana, noted for his
characterizations of brute roles with
Fairbanks, Tourncur and Neilan
productions, is taking on dignity. He
is to be programed hereafter as
Jack Montana. He is a former

L',pugilist and wrestler, ~ I

l:ltlp'f‘

Common Sense

Expenses of the Future.
By J. J. MUNDY,

. Perhaps you are one of the mid-
dle-aged men of today who, having
saﬂ? little money, cannot see what
the future can' do to increase the
rainy day income or savings account.

You have lived pretty well, spend-
ing more than men of your income
should spend, but always with the

* | thought that some time you would

strike something to lift you out of
the worried class, | : iy

Recently you ’re not indulging in
such dreams. .

Too many of your investments
have proven worthless/' ~ )

You are sort of convinced that
what you have in later life fitust
come from your savings alone, and
you gannot sce what ypu can do to
increase that weekly or yearly wage.
_Only one conclusion, man—cut
your expense account.

1f you have had it demonstrated to
you that you are not wise in invest-

" |chairman of the

Ultimatum Is' Served
On Cox He Must Take .

New Demo Chairman

Washington, Nov. 26.—Following
|2 series of conferences in progress
for more than a week, W, G. Mc-
Adoo today served an ultimatum on

Edmund M, Moore, personal rep-
resentative of” Governor Cox that
the former candidate for president
must accept onej of three men as
c‘emocratic national
committee or be’ prepared to fight.
The names presented are those of
Robert W. Wooley of theinterstate
Commerce Commission; Daniel L.
Roper, former commissioner of in-
ternal revenue, and Joseph P, Tu-
multy, secretary to the president.
Mr. Moore was informed that Mc-
Agdoo leaders are confident they can
control the entire. organizatjon, but
prefer to be conciliatory. g
nder the proposed organization
it is understood that the party will
never again. suffer for lack of
money as it did in the last cam-
paign.. <
“That means that Baruch and
Thomas L. Chadbourne are ready
to finance a four-year , campaigh
with McAdoo as the candidate for |
president in 1924 said one dem-
ocratic leader who was pot so en-
thusiastic over the McAdoo pro-
gram. .

Mysterious Rain Puzzles
Residents of Georgia Town

Dublin, Ga.,, Nov. 26.—~A myster-"
jious rain which.falls daily on a cer-
tain spot in this city, whather it is
cloudy or fain, cold or hot. has been
going rn until it has awakened the
curiosity of the people in the neigh-
borhooc{ ‘and started much talk. 4
On the~ sidewalk of Columbia’
street between Franklin and Wash-
ington streets there is a spot necar
i ‘tree where the ran can be seen
falling in a light shower from about
11 a, m, to mid aftgrnoon. It 1s now
hard rain, but can be plamly seen
Ld felt. Rasidents in the strect say |
it has been gomng on this way for
two years or more and so far no
explanation of it has been found.

_PHOTO_PLAVS,

ment and you positively cannpt see
what els2 to do, why do you hesitate
about the course you must pursae?
Make & budget and take the time
etween néw and the new year to
weigh your® essentials and the unql
neccssarics or possibly extrava-
gances as against a more hopeful
tuture considering your salary.

(Copyright, 1920, by Intérnational Feature
J Bervice, Inc.)
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Starting Sunday

“THE
BRANDING

\

The Famous Grand FRITZI
and Comic Opera SCl'l‘!m'EFF

Star
In the Musical

“GLORIANNA"

Nights, 50c to $2.80. Matines, 50c to 2

BRANVEDS D
E‘-? YOU'LL WHI“I"_:

"CLALSY CLOTHES'|
WHICH CHAS ABRE.TF
WROTE FOR

8% MARCUS|

~IRON"
\ "
A ‘burning document of braute

passions. Don’t come if you
are falsely modest,

LAST TIMES TODAY

“Cupid, the |-
Cowpuncher”|

SHOW.s:
‘ 19zl
SEATS NOW
SELLING

ce mes why $1,50 and 33,
ey Widaliiey

TICKETS PONCRRSED FROM SPECULATORS NOT ALCER LD

I\ — |
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Last Two Times

Matinee Today 2:15'

N

Nigh.ws
opular

Early Curtain

' TONIGHT AT 8

MARIE & Y McFARLAND;
“BREATH OF SPRING"; ADLER &
DUNBAR; JIMMY LUCAS with FRAN-
CENE: Graciosa'; Rlzh.Cnlh"g
Elly; “Topics of the Day™; ams.
Matinees 15¢c to 50c; few 7S¢ $1.00
Saturday and Sunday. Nights 18c to

$1.25.
LAST
PRESS &%
TODAY

Psuline Saxon sal sister in “Folliss in
Vaudeville;” O'Brian; Ma and Pro-
pristor; Latoy & Vasta; ur
g iy . g oyt

s pressants
Mack Sennett Comedy, Fox News. \

“OMAHA'S FUN ,CENTER"

Daily Mat. 15c to 78c
Nites, 25¢ to $1328

Madon Hrene CHARLIE HOWARD

Receatty Featursd In Raymend M Ca.
n the' ' “SNAPPY SNAPS" Mutica

Brand New
4-The R -4. Characteristic Marion

.& Chorus.
LADIES' DIME TINEE WEEK DAYS
T

- WALLACE:
REID"
“ALWAYS

AUDACIOUS”

From Sat. Eve. Post Story

Now Playing

Scoffer”

With An All-Star Cast

Dancing
and CABARET

Al Wright and
. His Orchestra

Henshaw Cate

| Open frem 11:30 a. m, to 1:
Admission—Night,

A W,

BEATTY'’S
Co-Operative

Cafeterias
Pay Dividends to Those Whe
Do the Work

-

LAST TIMES TODAY

“THE SOUL
OF YOUTH”

[ ———— ]
TOMORROW

BIG
FEATURES

Watch Tomerrow's Bee

e L R e b
JACK _r'lnfxrom
“The Man Who Had Everything”
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