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BARNEY GOOGLE. Barney Was Listening, But He Didn’t Hear Anything. BY BILLY DE BECK.

PARDON THIS UNTIMELY 
INTRUSION. SIR - X X

SAW YOUR ADVERTISEMENT
IM TODAYS PAPER 

FOR A PRIVATE SECRETARY

WELL .NOW. LET ME THINK - I GRADUATED ------  
FROM HYDE PARK HIGH SCHOOL SIX YE RS AGO 
REMINDS ME 2 HAD AN ADORABLE ENGLISH 
TEACHER - THEN FATHER INSISTED THAT 
I Go To ARMOUR INSTITUTE WHICH MADE.
ME FURIOUS AND X LEFT Home MINO YOU 
AND GAME T NEW YORK WHERE I WORKED 

AT THIS AND THAT AND THAT AND THIS TILL- 
,LAST. SUMMER = FINALLY, MIND You, —- 
5 CONCLUDED To BE A REAL -(THERE 

---- BUSINESS MAN! OFF A 
4%

I GAVE UP MY DANCING.EVEN 1 
Though THE SACRIFICE NEARLY 
DROVE ME To DISTRACTION!

I OBTAINED A. POSITION ( 
SELLING HAIR-NETS BUT.

SOMEHOW THAT UP SET ME.- 
DREADFULLY AND T. ACTUALLY.

WELL X 
TELL ME SOMEUING 

ABOUT YOURSELEOver 500 Uses TELL
IM SURE

1, CAN SATISFY
>You. SIR

ME SOMETHING 
ABOUT YOURSELF

FORCED MSELF To 
V STUDY

SPARKY 
WINS 

06.

%SHORT: 12 
HAND NA

we• THEY RE AT 1 
THE POST 9/ .ce. 

•C-SAKEAec 7#) l

PURE FLAKE LYE
2%2SDBEEP 00

It is best for, cleaning and disinfecting sinks, 
drains, closet ] bowls, fetc.; for softening twater, 
making your own laundry soap; cleaning floors, 
greasy pots and pans,® etc.; for removing old 
paint, destroying vermin, etc. Full directions 
with every can. Be sure you get the genuine 
Gillett's FLAKE Lye. Substitutes_are usually 
costly and unsatisfactory.
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MUTT AND JEFF. Playing Golf Isn't a Pleasure. It's a Job. BY BUD FISHER.
(I’M A LIT TLE LATE 

BUT MUTT TOLD Me
1 HE'D WAIT ON THEi 
1 FIRST GREEN. 
SDARN:

JEF, AREN’T You 
:FAMILIAR WITH
:THE RULES OF 
THE CLUB

WHAT ABOUT No: ALL TUNE 
tSWEARING. If MUST be,/ 
,IREPLACED!)

THIS 1$ SEVENTEEN 
STRIkes ALREADY
AND I'M STILL ON

Tie FAIRWAY
DARN THAT ELutIvE

X  PiLAL------ 7

r LIE 1 
TWENTY, 
MUTT ! )

A ROTTEN GAME 
a CAMAS I. S
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1002
O.1L A: (NEEDED 

IN EVERY 
HOME
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New Stories 
By .HENRY E.
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210A SPORTING INTEREST.
It is a busy scene in the year of one 

of Houston's greatest manufacturing 
establishments. A number of workmen 
are busy raising some heavy object by 
means of blocks and tackles. Somehow 
a rope is worn in two by friction, and 
a derrick falls. There is a hurried 
scrambling out of the way, a loud, 
jarring crash, a cloud of dust, and a 
man lay stretched out dead beneath 
the heavy timbers.

The others gather around and with 
herculean efforts drag the beams from 
across his mangled form. There is a 
hoarse murmur of pity from rough but 
kind breasts, and the question runs 
around the group. "Who is to tell her?"

In a. neat little cottage near the rail- 
road, within their sight as they stand, 
a bright-eyed, brown-haired young 
woman is singing at her work, not 
knowing that death has snatched away 
her husband in the twinkling of an 
eye.

Singing happily at her work, while 
the hand that she had chosen to protect 
and comfort her through life lies 
still, and fast turning to the coldness 
of the grave!

These rough men shrink like children 
from telling her. They dread to bear

the news that will change her smiles to 
awful sorrow and lamentation.

"You go, Mike," three or four of them 
say at once. " ‘Tis more larnin' ye have 
than any av us, whatever, and ye'll be 
afther brakin' the news to her as ais 
as ye can. Be off wid ye, now, an 
shpake gently to Tim's poor lassic 
while we thry to get the corpse i 
sha pe." 4

Mike is a pleasant-faced man, young 
and stalwart, and with a last look at. 
his unfortunate comrade he goes slowly 
down the street towards the cottage 
where the fair young wife—alas! now 
a widow—lives.

When he arrives he does not hesitate 
He is tender-hearted, but strong. He 
lifts the gate latch and walks firmly to 
the door. There is something in his 
face, before he speaks, that tells her 
the truth.

"What was it?" she asks. "Spon- 
taneous combustion or snakes?"

"Derrick fell," says Mike.
"Then I've lost my bet," she says. ‘I 

thought sure it would be whiskey."
"Life, messieurs, is full of disap- 

pointments!
(Copyright, 1923, by the Houston 

Post. Published by arrangement with 
the Wheeler Syndicate, Inc.
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REG'LAR FELLERS. Answer That One! BY GENE BYRNES
HE'S Got THE - 

WORST NERVE You 
EVER HEART MOM! 
HESAS I HAETA 
ZIVIA HALF of MAY

APPLE!/

ARE You TEASING ) 
YOUR Pool. LITTLE X 

BROTHER. AnD MAKulé\ 
HIM CRY I HAVE A 
000 MIND T 4VE You 
A Good THRASHING!

YES AND You 

HAFTA! 
WHADDA KNOW 

ABOUT THAT?

) @ •
&wnl •
CHASE- 

YOURSELF !
WELL IX 
AIT Got 
No APPLE 
SOTHERE!

A GIMME. Y
GIMME NSWAN: 

GIMME!

1 LE&ZO: 
IF Yo 

DON’T ILL 
YEO ONE

A
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Felice
THE WINNER.

Lola—Why! Dick and Hal—calling 
together. What does this mean?

Dick—It means something very
serious for both of us, Lola.

Hal—We've come to ask you to 
choose—which one of us will you 
finally decide to marry?

Lola—Marry! Why—why-----
Dick—We knew it's hard for you, 

but we've got to know.
Hal—We've decided that each is 

to speak for himself.
Lola—But I can't decide! I don't 

know ----- .
Hal—I'll begin Lola, we only met 

a little while ago, but from that first 
moment I've loved you-----

Dick—We've been playmates all our 
lives—I've loved you since your hair 

/ was in pigtails.
Hal-—I'll give you everything that 

money can buy—we'll travel—see the 
world-----

Dick—I offer you a home among 
the old friends who love and cherish 
you.

Hal—I—
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BY BECKGAS BUGGIES Ignorance Is Not Always Bliss.
Davis 

Lola—Stop!] 
Let me think-----

.HERE’S MY AD- 
HOUSE FOR RENT THIS L- 

SUMMER DURING ABSENCE 
OF OWNER ON TOUR"-
I WONT SAY A WORD
TO HIM TILL IT'S RENTED- 
I'LL SURPRISE : HIM -

I can't stand this .THIS HOUSE & 
ISNT FOR RENT-

YOU'VE MADEr 
... A MISTAKE-

SHE'S ALWAYS DEEFIN' 
ABOUT HER WORK ( 
AND EVERY TIME
I COME HOME EARLY, A 
SHE’S OUT-W

Now WHO’S THAT-! J YOU SHOULD VE BEEN 
HERE AWHILE AGO- IL 

COULD HARDLY GET RID 
OF SOME PEOPLE WHO 
INSISTED ON RENTING 
THE HOUSE — C

I’M NOT GOING To 
ENTERTAIN SOME 
OLD GOSSIP FOR 

nHER----------------- ‘

Dick—We want you to be sure-----  
Lola—Listen; I'll settle it this way.

Both of you have your motor boats 
in the race tomorrow. I'll marry the 
winner—Now please go.

* * *
Father—Well, they're lining up for 

the big race—both your young friends 
in it, eh?

Lola—Yes—yes—there goes the 
pistol! They're off!
Father—Whew! That's going!
Lola-—Which is ahead? Quick! 

Quick!
Father—Can't see—look!. No. 7!
Lola—Seven! Hal's boat!

Father—Somebody's gaining on 
him! They're nose to nose!

Lola—Who is it?
Father—Passed him! Jove! That 

No. 5‘s going like a demon!
Lola—Five! That's Dick!
Father-Five's leading! He's got 

the race!
Lola—Father! Look! That rowboat 

with the children!
Father—Lord! Right in his path! 

They'll be killed!
Lola—Oh, oh! I can't look!
Father—By heavens, he's swerved! 

Missed them!
Lola—His boat's turned over! He's 

killed!
Father—They're picking him up- 

unconscious, I guess. Here they 
come-----

Lola—I've got to find out—come on! 
Is he hurt?

Hal—It's all right, Lola—he's only 
stunned. Come away-----

Lola—Dick! Are you all right?
Hal—Lola! Do you realize I've won 

the race? You're mine!
Lola—Yours! Do you mean you're 

going to claim that race?
Hal—Claim it—of course!
Lola—When Dick was ahead of 

you and risked his life to save those 
children?

Hal—Well, all's fair in love and-----
Lola—Dick, do you still want me?
Dick—Hal's won, Lola. I—I can 

give you up to him.
Hal—Of course I've won! Don't 

forget your promise!
Lola—I promised to marry the win- 

ner, and Dick's won a greater race 
than you!

Hal—But-----
Lola—You may have the silver cup. 

but I give Dick a consolation prize- 
my heart!
(Copyright, 1923. by Public Ledger 

Company.)
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BY CLIFF STERRET
Copy by

POLLY AND HER PALS 
WHAT TH'SAM HILLE HE SEZ HE

Pad Be Relieved Of That Responsibility.
- WAL TELL HIM I

- AIN’T GOT TIME-
-TO TALK ABOUT:
= BOOKS. = = = = = = = = = =

= ======= So HE AIAT 60- TIME- 

== = TO TALK ABOUT BOoKS,EH?DOES TH' GENT 
WANT SON?

WANTS TO / 
TALK TO you 
‘BOUT BOOKS.

YES, 
SIR.DODD WELL,G0 BACK 

AN' TELL HIM 
ILL DO ALL THE 
—TALKIN'1E

- “h 

ATA

Pl S NO, 
SIR.

0KIDNEY, 
.RIGHT'S DISE 
DIABETES B
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Bilious Attacks 
Are Usually Due to 

Constipation
When you are constipated, 
not enough of Nature's lu- 
bricating liquid is produced 
in the bowel to keep the food 
waste soft and moving. Doc- 
tors prescribe Nujol because 
it acts like this natural lubri- 
cant and thus secures regular 
bowel movements by Nature's 
own method—lubrication.

Nujol is a lubricant —not a 
medicine or laxative—so cannot 
gripe. Try it today.

TOOTS AND CASPER Casper's Suit Is So Modest It Shrinks. BY JIMMY MURPHY
You SAY CASPER C WAIT TILL You SEE How 

BOUGHT A NEW TUNNING 2 IT LOOKS ON HIM! 
SUIT FOR 1017.59 /—-—are 1 MADE HIM BUY

TooT5?7 ItamiR READY MADE
X ------------- ------- / (he CUIT IN STEAD OF 

e.-----------: DEPAYING HIS TAILOR
N Z ( A FANCY PRICE 
0BECAUSE WERE 
203 2 IOKIMPING ON 
T / -EVERYTHING TO

X \DAVE. VACATION 
AX A /MONEY-

WELL,LOOK AT LITTLE ONE FLIGHT 
UP: ARE “YOU PAYING OFF AN 
ELECTION BET, CUTER INSTEAD OF 
GIVING AN EXTRA PAIR OF 
TROVDERD WITH THAT SUIT THEY

CAST A
GLANCE, AND 
GIVE YOUR ! 
EYE5 A /
TREAT, / 

HORATIO.

JUST LOOK AT IT
RAIN: A REGULAR
T-----7CLOUD
\ BURST

OU MUST GIVE ME : 
THE ADDRE55 OF THE 
STORE WHERE CASPER 

. BOUGHT HIS SUIT!

4 (NEVER MIND 
THAT ADDRE50,
.TOOTS:

• 4.

OUGHT JOG V AWAY. 4. MY HOBBY
•WILL BE
>INTERESTED

?
LITTLE 

RED
-

WAGON 
WITH

BANTED 
ON IT. » =T “He 0.0

22z
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HeKeeps Babus Shin Healthy 
Prevents Chafing & Eczema

0 -0 8o0
=3. Co 
0Ne1ill zeDr CH 6

6A LUBRICANT-NOT A LAXATIVE W
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