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“Ah! Migs Rewer. 1Won't you slt
here a moment, please?” Mr. Trupp
gl'ﬂuted an office chelr. “This is

usiness. 1 wish a new stenographer
~—though 1'd say mniore a secretary

a stenographe in the ordinary
1 don't say it to flatter you—
. ‘wolld be unbusinesslike and
dangerous—but you seem to me the
sort of girl I would like to take the
place of my present secretary, who ia
getting married. You're not engaged
te be married, are you?"
- “No,” returned Jo Ellen in a com-
plete bewilderment.
. “That's isn't impertinence. Just
caution. You see I'm both impulsive
and cautlous! I'm impulsive about de-
¢lding that I prefer you, and cautious
about assuring myself that you're not
galng to step off, Lord knows how
soon. Anyway, 1'd like to offer you
a position beginning on Monday week.
Say fifteen dollars to start with. My
name is J. J. Trupp. Office in the
Van Veeder building, Sixty-fifth
street.”

‘it didn’t sound real to Jo Ellen.
This was not the way she had ex-
pected her first job to happen. Mr.
Trupp was so large, so full of words,
and Mrs. Miffling had acted so queer-
ly that she listened in stupefaction.

#wWhat would you say?” suggested
Mr. Trupp.

“1'd say it was sudden,” replled Jo
Ellen., .

Mr. Trupp laughed voluminously
and winked at Mrs. Miffling.

41 knew it he said. “I knew Iit.
She's just as 1 expected.”

“What I don’t see,” ventured Jo
Elen, "is how you came to choose
me. I haven't—"'

“I've explained all that to the lady
here,” and Mr. Trupp waved a fat
hand toward Mrs. Miffling. “I've told
her that this is my way. Call it
impulsive, if you lke. I had a
glimpse of you and decided, first crack
out of the box, that you were it. Why
wouldn’t it be most sensible for you
to call and see me at my office—any
morning at ten—and we can talk it
over. You ¢an ask my present secre-
tary—she gets married on Sunday
wesk—what sort of a monster I am.
1f T haven't prejudiced you too much
at the beginning you might want to
talk over with me the possible advan-
tage of practice in an actual position.
Of course, you could learn a lot more
here, But you'll learn a lot more
with me, and be paid for it. What
do you may?

“I'l come and
Ellen.

Mr. J. J. Trupp was molstly radiant
as he went away, after concisely re-
peating about the Van Veeder
bullding.

New York

--Day by Day--

see you,” sald Jo
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By 0. 0. M'INTYRE.

New York, July 15.—The most
typical of all first night audlences
is that attending the premiere of the
Follles. They do not go to sees the
show, but to see each other. New:
porters come down in their yachts
and stage stars are supplanted by
understudies to attend.

The block in front of the theater
is erowded with curlosity seekers from
5 o'clock until the curtain falls. They
want to see close-ups of favorites of
the screen and stage. And see so-
clety leaders agleam with jewels,

The same crowd is there, Hearst,
Munsey and Brishane. Ben All Hag-
gin, the painter, with his stage villain
mustache, Billy Burke with her new
boy bob. Ziegfeld himself and the
livender tinted eollar. Judge' Gary,
Barney Baruch and his brother, Bail-
tng, who parts his hair in the back.

Morrle Paul, who as Cholly Knick-
erbooker, chronicles the doings of the
scelal whirl, Tony Moreno, Dick
Barthelmess and his wife, Mary Hay.
Fred Btonée and his daughter, Doro
thy, who is his constant companion.
A sprinkling of hand-kissing princes

Vineent Astor, who has grown from
a physical weakling to a strapping
glx-footer and is as tanned as the
autumn leaf. Swope of the World
Morris Gest and his flowing black
tie. Conde Nast of Vanity Falr,
Glum Tex Rickard and the beaming
Paul Whiteman.

This year the first-nighters missed
Victor Herbert, who each year wield-
ed the baton on opening night. He
was & flgure as famlillar as that of
Diamond Jim Brady a few years ago.
Af'Gene Buck, Zlegfeld's man Friday,
gays: “The toughest audience in the
world,"

"Hé means by that they are mot
given to applause. At the intermission
the house empties. The huzz of con:
varsation is like the roar of Niagara
An_ the show resumes a comedian
calls on celebrities to stand. The baby
spot is thrown on them and they are
cheered. It is the audience's night.

Speaking of the Follles' first night
there is one celebrated comedlan who
is not a first nighter. He s Wil
Togers. Invariably Rogers is at his
worst at & premlere, Hs knows It
nnd says so, Ha s not frightened
and he knows the crowd i{e with him,
Lut he usually fumbles his lines. The
seeond night he swinge into his usual
groove.

New York's most famous lady—
Diana, atop Madison Hquare Garden-—
is to pasa to the limhbo of lost things,
¥he of the taut how and unsped ar.
row is shortly to be removed, Diana
in the New York of 0. Henry. B8She
18 the New York of George M. Cohan
und the New York—as Incongruous ap
it appears—of the old Tenderloin,
Diana in real life is the replica of
“Dudie’” Balrd, a famous model, who
posed for the 8t Gauden's statue.
The Diana for which she posed was
niade directly from a plaster cast
which had been fitted (o her hody. The
plaster was g0 cold and wet, she sald,
“It made her shiver."” It took nix
workmen three-quarters of a day to
get the cast. It was enlarged from
five feet, six inches to {ts present
size of 13 feet. And what has become
of "Dudie?’ Reportars have tried
to find her. Home may she Is In Swit.
zeriand., Othera In far away Japan
and sotill others that she lives in an
obacure rooming house In the middle
of town,

Midnight, A torrent of raln was
falling. A blind man stood on a
Broadway corner holding his sheaf of
evening papers. His clothing was
somked, His gulde had failed to ar
riye to take him to his home in
Brooklyn. A forlorn creature of the
night eame out of a side street hotel.
She saw him and took him by the
hand to the subway and together
they traveled to his home. The othor
day they wers married. He does not
know. And she Is radiantly happy.

.
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When Mrs. Miffling had duly re-

ed at the office on Thursday.
though Mre,
disapproval of the brigandage that|Miffling and Miss Crowe.
was to rob her of a prompt-paying|ljke the funeral of her foundatlon.

pupll, Jo Ellen (who had paid her
October fees) returned to the busl-[The littlest girl said, “Gee, T wish 1
ness schoel for the intervening days.lwas going straight into a job.”

Al-{S8he made ardent use of svery school
Miffling indicated her|hour, despite the indifference of Mra.

Miss Baum sald,

It was all

“You're lucky."”

Jo Ellen.
made her feel like erying. . .

Miss Pascoe found a private mo-
ment io take Jo Ellen's hand.
own was cold and weak.

“I'm sorry you're going,
“T hope I'll see you agald.'

“We must see each other,” returned|mént.
The look of Miss Pascoe[tor when you got off at the sixth

» she said |door still locked when she arrived in

“My! But you're punctuall” ex-
clalmed Miss Rosen. *'1 alwaws was
when I eame to a new job.” Finding
the key In her handbag reminded her
that she was to surrender it. “Here
it moes right ints your hand now
while T think of it.”

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

nounced, *J. J. Trupp. Real Estate
and Insurance.” Below thess lines
were: "The Oron Parker Corporation.
The Hinkler Helghts Co.” Jo Ellen
had read these linea, and all the other
door announcements of the sixth-floor
landing before Trupp's Mles Rosen
appeared,

The bride-to-be had set the hour of
Herlq.30, put Jo Ellen found Mr. Trupp's

scrupulous accord with the appoint-
The office was near the eleva-

. floor. Gilt letters on the door an-

called the eclrcumstances under which
Mr. Trupp first received her “im-
pression” Jo Ellen's feelings under-
went a sharp change.

“The idea,” she cried. “Do you
mean to say, Mrs. Miffling, that he
saw us fighting?” )
“And pointed you out on the spot.
‘That's the one,’ he said."”

“Well, of all things!"

“Just about insane, I'll say. Of
course, I didn't take it seriously
enough to tell you."

“If this is his idea of being
funny—"'

“You can see® my dear, that the
man’s light-headed."

Nevertheless, Jo Ellen had sald that
ghe would see him. It was a matter
for the family council in Inwood;
and the judgment here was, on the
whole, rather cool toward Mr. Trupp.
There was no deflnite challenge of
Jo Ellen's determination to rebuke
Mr. Trupp in some conclusive man-
ner. Beyond his first explosion of
merriment, Uncle Ben had given mno
indication of his attitude. The ex-
planation of his unusual reticence ap-
peared on the following evening.
“Well,” he sald then, with his arm
around Jo Ellen, “I've had a look at
your friend Trupp.”

Jo Ellen was ready to bridle.

“Hold on, now., Thought it would
be a sensible thing to give the guy a
once-over., And I'm saying he's all
right. A .queer duck; but he's hon-
est, Yes, T belleve he's straight as

THE NEBBS

A BIG GUY IN A LITTLE WORLD.

: Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
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a string. Seemed to like my com-
ing in.”

“Tafled you up,” suggested Mrs.
Rewer,
‘Not
“H’_" -
“But the way the whole thing
started—" Jo Ellen complained with
a fresh resentment.

“What of I1t? That's what got me
—the way It started. I began to like
him when you told us that. Exactly
what 1'd have done. One thing you've
got to remember. He had a look at
you. It wasn't only what you did.
Can't you see that? The only thing
I've got agailnst him ls that he was
Lrought up on a farm. Damn it, all
of them that get there in New York
were brought up on a farm. It makes
vou sick. But he's all right., I be-
lieve he'll be good to you.”

After much discussion it was agreed
that Jo Ellen should be left to make
her own decision at another meeting
with Mr. Trupp. This meeting had
a preliminary Incldent, for he was
not in when Jo Ellen called, and the
secretary, now nearing the brink of
marriage, intervened.

The secretary, who waas reading a
novel at the moment, surveyed Jo
Ellen Intently and made no conceal-
ment of her Immediate surmise,

at all," protested Bogert.

MM NAME'S BARNEY Gooate 2 Ive] |
GOT CLOSE To ¥J.000 HErRE
THAT T WANT You To KEEP LoeKED
UP 1IN YOUR BANK « UNDER NO
CONSIDERATION ALLOW ME T
DRAW OYT ANy MORE'n B299 4t
A TIME = I Ll SIGN ANY PAPER
way Fix UP « T WaNN
GET CURED O'GAMBLING!
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“You're from the business school,
aren't you?"

IIY“.H

“Mr. Trupp’ll be In any minute.
Better sit down and wailt. ..ay min.
ute. He's in and out a good deai.
Listen, he's a dear. You won't have
any trouble with him. Mrs. Trupp—
well, you know how wives are. Or
maybe, you don't. Of ecourse, she
ain't in much. BSometimes she sort
of gets me. Listen, couldn’'t you come
on Thursday? 1 want to sneak a
day sooner than I thought. I'm get.
ting married, and you know how it
{8 before a wedding. If you could
make it Thursday—"

"“We haven't agreed about it," said
Je Ejlen.

“0O 3ou wlill. He'll persuade you.
He told me he wanted you. He sald
he saw you ome time ago—"

“How did he say he saw me?"
This left tha secretary no escape,
and she blinked,

“Let me see—there was some sort
of a—row. He—"

“T think that's horrid!" exclaimed
Jo Ellen,

“Dearie—excuse me—I Aidn’t—"
“To think he'd go around telling—"'
“Listen, dearie, he wouldn't go
around telllng. He tells me every-

BRINGING UP FATHER
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THID IDEAOF GOIN'TO A

TROUBLE 'S THESE
DOCTORS ALWANS
LIKE TO FIND SOME
THING THE MAT TER
WITH YOU -

HODPITAL FOR A REST IS
A COOD STUNT BUT THE
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OH: THAT'S ALL
| RIGHT =t THOUGHT
YOU WUOZ A

= HES ! \WHD IMA CARPENTER -
| WON'T BE 1N

HERE A MINUTE

L IUST CAME

INTO FIX—

thing. He was very respectful about

vou, Honest, he was. It was just
that he admired you. Hee? Admired
you., I wouldn't care. Once I talked

up to a man who came In here and
pe ;mld afterward he admired me
or 1t."

“I don't nzmira him,” mald Jo
Ellen.
"O but you will, dearle. Some day

I'm going to drop in when I'm down
town—our flat's in the Bronx—and
you'll say he's—"

The door clicked and J. J. Trupp
began to fill the office.

“Well, well! The consplrators! Talk-
ing me over! That settles me!' . . .
When Jo Ellen lay in bed that night
tracing the Images of the dark and
listening to the reverberatlons of the
things that had been sald, she found
only a eonfusion. Bhe was golng to
work. But it was not as she had
fmagined it would be.

PART THREE.
The High Place. |

» K
The Influence of Mr. Trupp's se

retary prevalled and Jo Ellen report

JERRY ON THE JOB
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THE,
HAUNTED
HOULSE!

Briggs ABIE THE AGENT Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

He Carries His Evidence With Him.

HOow DARE YOU =HOW
DARE YOU COME BEFORE

THIS COURYT wiYHoUY WR)

COAY" ON = WHERE do You
THINK You ARE =IN AN
¥ 1 ALLEY 2?

{3 SAD -\:gp.\, FoR S\TTTNQ l
(WHAY ReAson?{ AT THE TABLE |
WITH MY

COAY OFE!

il

/ NOW = You SAY You
WERE THROWN oLy
OF YHE RITZMoRe
RESTAURANY = For.
(WHAY REASON?




