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JO ELLEN 
By ALEXANDER BLACK. copyright, i»2«. 

L_____/ 
(Continued From Yesterday.) 

The door clicked, and Eberly hur- 
ried in. 

"Sorry,” he said to Jo Ellen. Shaf- 
fer was ignored. 

It appeared presently that he was 

sorry because he had enforced the 

evening return. He really wouldn’t 
need Miss Rewer until the morning. 
He would be going out In a few min- 
utes. 

Shaffer did not feel equally dis- 
missed. Jo Ellen signaled a good 
night to him. 

At the corner she debated between 
a Seventh avenue street car and 
walking downtown. She decided to 
walk, and had just begun when she 
found Stan Lamar beside her. 

"How—?” 
It was disturbing to have him 

spring out of the pavement like this. 
”1 don't blame you,” he said with 

his Panama in his hands. "I'm not 
trying to be startling or tricky. But 
I had to see you. Of course, I knew 
you’d been away.” 

"Maybe you knew why,” Jo Ellen 
returned stiffly. 

"Yes. And what happened while 
you were way. I’d—” He was 
checked for a moment. Then he de- 
cided to say it. "I’d be congratulat- 
ing you if it wasn’t for—for the 
accident." 

”1 might as well tell you,” said Jo 
Ellen, flaring, "that it makes me 
furious to have you know every- 
thing.” 

“I'm sorry. It isn’t very good luck 
to be making you furious. This 
wasn't sleuthing. I didn’t sneak it. 
I heard naturally. We're sort of re- 
lated now, you know.” 

Yes, this was what came to you 
with new relatives. You were served 
up in family gossip. Pitied or blamed 
as the crowd might feel. Especially 
when something happened, something 
that made you a case. You were like 
a creature in a cage, hung out on a 

fire escape. The way you performed' 
would be discussed. And the wrong 
one would be sorry for you—you, in 
the cage. It was sickening. If you 
were just a plain person you had to 
have some delicacy about your ways. 
If you were "sort of related” you 
could take advantage of things you 
knew, and would, evidently, think the 

privilege quite belonged to you. 
Stan Lamar might have figured out 

that It was better to tell what he 
knew'. He wasc the kind of person, 
she reminded herself, that would do 
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By 0. O. M’INTYRE. 
New York, Aug. 6.—I dined the 

other evening with a lion trainer. He 

was a shy, average sized fellow who 

twice daily enters a pit filled with 

five ferocious beasts whom he rulee 

by fear. Twice he has been clawed 

and mangled. 
It has always struck me that to 

subject wild animals to the lash and 

prod irons was cruel. While the train- 

er must necessarily have nerve# of 

steel he at all times has the advan- 

tage. A deadly pistol is always cock- 
ed for action in case the game is too 

dangerous. 
This trainer began life as a farm 

boy in Iowa. He ran away from home 

at the age of 16 with a circus and be- 

came a menagerie attendant. He fell 

under the wing of an animal trainer 

and finally became a Hon keeper. 
In this occupation he learned to train 

animals. 
One might Imagine facing lions for 

17 years would dull the edge of terror, 

yet he told me he never entered the 

cage without the symptoms of fright 
—dry throat, quickening pulse and a 

gentle ooze of perspiration. 
He admitted the Hons he ruled 

hated him and he could only rule 
them by fear. Once he showed the 
white feather he was doomed. What 

impressed me most that despite his 

long association with animals there 
was no love for them. They were 

just "beasts—dirty, mean cats.” 
It was a strain of cruelly I never 

Imagined, although It may be typical 
of the Ilk. I advanced the Idea that 
at least he owed the animals some- 

thing. It Is an expensive act and 
he makes a good living cowing them 
twice a day. 

Training Hons Is largely a matter 
of endurance. When they finally see 

that obstinacy means only torture they 
become subdued and do their stuff. 
I.ions, like humans, have their cross 

and disputatious moods. In the morn 

ing they are good humored. At night 
they grow surly. 

An anonymous and Irate reader In 

Texas writes: "It Is such wooden 
headed writers as you who gjve the 

impression that New York Is the only 
city In the world." I admit to the 
"wooden headed" charge. That's the 

reason I never take my hat off. I’m 

afraid the wood peckers will get to 

me. But mark you—and when I say 

"mark you" It doesn’t mean a thing 
■—if i have ever given the Idea New 
York is anything but a sappy town 

made for saps I have expressed my- 
self clumsily. In fact that's why I'm 
here. 

In fact I'm such a clod that when 
I came to New York they had to 

run me down to put shoes on me. 

And after I had worn them three 

days I used to sneak Into dark hall- 
ways to take them off for relief. 
Some time after that I became sud- 

denly ill. I went to a doctor and he 
told me It was a touch of ptomaine. 
I supposed It was the shoeSV again 
and went to a chiropodist. 

But years living In the million- 
footed city have had their effect. I've 
broadened. Even my natural Scotch 
thrift has mellowed. I have become 
one of the open pursed and generous. 
As Broadway has It: “I’m a BOBO 

guy.” If somebody will furnish the 

piano I'll always furnish the stool. 

Speaking of lion taming and other 
forms of bravery, the bravest fellow 
J know wouldn't weigh more than «0 

pounds nil wet and with a rock In his 
hand. He was at a midnight supper 
club the other evening and after the 
waiter brought a check for |1B lie 

presented hlin as a tip a lead pencil 
sulverllsing the paint concern for 

which he worked. When a fellow wtio 

la just about lull enough to look 

• turtle In the eye can get away 

with that there Is some hope for us 

■lx footers. 

A Broadway comedian eaya the 

meanest man In the world Is the 

warden who would put a tack in an 

•lectric chair a 

iuvwfi*kt, 

figuring. Perhaps It was better that| 
he should tell. But he was mistaken 
if he thought it was an advantage to 

be sort of related. Whatever it might 
mean, Jo Ellen knew that this made 
her uneasy. Maybe it meant that 
you had to be more honest. Stan La- 
mar was no longer a startling image 
of romance. As the crook in distress 
he had been a scarlet streak in the 
grayness of everything. And here 
he was, a cousinly matter, walking 
openly with her on Seventh avenue. 

It was one thing to still your con- 

science as to an unmanaged incident, 
to make a secret out of a peculiar 
crisis that flamed on its own account. 
It was altogether different, with mys- 
tery cut away, and everything enor- 

mously changed, to be acting as if the 
situation were the same. As a cold 
fact, walking with him on Seventh 
avenue was more shameless than be- 

ing secretly excited by the meetings 
at Inwood. 

There was a fresh annoyance in be- 

ing reminded that she was not really 
honest. Perhaps something Indecent 
whispered Inside of every human 
shell. If it wasn't indecent it was 

something not like the rest of you 
not at all. The rest of you had rules 
and could be held together and count- 
ed on. This was a rebel—and a liar. 
It lied to your own self. #You knew it 
lied and would lie again." It natural- 

ly suggested secrecy. It was so used 
to whispering Instead of speaking out 
that it was easy for it to play a whis- 

pered part, to hide and contrive and 
deceive—and make a foci of you. Yet 
it was a part of you. If it was a 

part of you, why did it lie7 Was 
there something dishonest in the rest 
of you that forced it to lie? 

Perhaps, she said to herself, her 
mind was making a fuss about some- 

thing that wasn’t worth It. Perhaps 
it wasn’t really complicated. When 
she met Stan two things happened: 
She felt excited and she felt guilty. If 
she was honest enough to admit that, 
why wasn’t she honest enough to de- 
cide. once for all, which feeling was 

right? They couldn't both be right. 
If she liked the excitement of meet- 

ing him why couldn’t she take it, 
boldly, as to herself, instead of let- 
ting squeamish feelings belittle her? 
Why shouldn't she walk down Sev- 
enth avenue with her husband's 
cousin? 

There was an answer to this that 
came to her while Stan talked about 
things she only half heard. He was 

her husband's cousin, but because he 
was the outcast cousin he would find 
a way of not really trying to go home 
with her; he would find a way of 
making it easy for her to add one 

more to the secret meetings. It an- 

gered that other part of her to know 
that he was forcing her straight into 
the evasion. She wouldn’t a»k him 
to the house, and she wouldn't tell 

Marty she had met him. She would 
be a married woman with—well, call 
it an illicit acquaintance. That was 

the short of it, and under the circum 
stances this was rather cowardly. If 

you had a husband you might meet 
on the street it would be bad enough. 
But a crippled husband, waiting for 
you 

At the moment the guilty feeling 
had the upper hand, and since she 
had had it before and it was a bit 
bedraggled, a special chagrin was 

added. 
"I guess I’m a pretty cheap cow- 

ard," she said to Stan. 
"If you are,” returned Stan, "I 

must have cowards wrong." 
“You have me wrong. And it Isn't 

your fault. I haven’t told you—" 
Stan laughed, and this was for 

tunate for him. "You've been pretty 
plain." 

"And amusing,” she added. 
"Sometimes as amusing as a knife 

in the ribs.” 
“That’s it. Words. I do things 

that make me hate myself. Why 
don’t I do something that will make 
you hate me?” 

“Why should you?" 
"Because I don't like hating my- 

self." 
"That’s a hard ene.” He was silent 

for a moment. “If you want to know 
what I think, I don’t believe any- 

body really wanted to be hated. 
What's the good?” 

"Suppose it was the only way to 
stop hating yourself?" 

"I think you’re wrong about its 
being the only way." 

"What other way is there7” 
"Well," he said, touching her arm 

as a warning when a motor truck 
lumbered out of a side street, "why 
not try being—natural?" 

"If I’d been natural just then." 
said Jo Ellen, "I’d have been run 

over." 
Tills time his laugh did,not offend. 
"I think I like to be natural," she 

added. "But I wouldn’t like to be 

squashed, f suppose it's natural to 

be a coward, too." 
"You're no coward. You're onlv- 

v.hen you feel that way—being like- 
like Inwood.” 

"I see,” she retorted. "Not like 
Broadway. They're very natural on 

Broadway.” -_ 
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“I mean—” 
"O It must be great to do things— 

to do anything—without blaming 
yourself.” 

"Yes,” he admitted, guardedly. He 
was suspicious of an improvised trap, 
“if you can do it. T suppose there 
are people But I guess It gets to 

them some time or other. If I didn't 
have to blame myself ... It would 
make a difference.” 

She knew he wanted to establish n 

confessional, to get something said 
which she had never let him reach. 
Stan prostrate had not appealed to 
her. He had begun as an upstanding 

figure. Any symptom of groveling 
always made her nervous. There 
might be a fine point in It somewhere. 
But fine points didn’t matter now. It 
didn’t pay to have your wires crossed 
by trying to think two different ways. 

“If you don’t want to blame your- 
self nny more,” she said, “you’ll count 

me out.” 
He shook his head. "No. It can't be 

done.” 
“It must. You see. I’m no longer 

a free, irresponsible person.” 
"You don't mean, do you, that all 

friends are chucked?—that being mar- 

ried—" 

"You know exactly what I mean." 
"I wish I did. 1 wish—” 
She looked up at him suddenly, as 

If she mlKht be set on flndlnj? out 
how he looked while he wished. 

“I Just don't like secret things,” she 
said quietly. "I like to he free—as 
free as I ran be. And secret things 

_well, they sort of chain you. You 
have to keep remember the chain*." 

"Good God! Chain*? You're 

chained, all right!” 
“And you pity me,* of courne 

"Wait a moment—I only wanted to 

*ay—” 
(To Be fnntlnned Tomorrow.) 

THE NEBBS ALL ABOARD. Directed for The Omaha Bee by So! Hess 
_—-—-1 

fciRH&'ClRNG' CLANG* 
thenrc o*r« 

THE $100,000 
advertising Cam- 
paign IS On 

CALEB RENROO.-THE 
WEALTH* BROVXR WHO 
WAS JILTED B* NEB8 S 
DAUGHTER BETS*. HAS 
ADVANCED NE8B AND 

SLIDER ♦20,000 TO 

START THE ADVERTISING 
CAMPAIGN “THE* ARC 
incorporating ro« 
A HALT MILLION DOLLARS. 
RENROD'S EiRm IS 
HANDLING THE SALE 
or,the stock 

WE’RE moping 
EVERVTHING WILL 

BE all'Right 

~7~wERES ft Bv6 NO*A£>r AD if 
/ PftPLR "iOD»w _ rr ;S A BiRD'. 

ADv/EQ.TiSimG GUV \$> A COO-,. 
| WE'LL SELL IT TA&TEIR TMAm 
V WE Cam DumiD it. I MOPE 
\ *TmAT VAJELL lS HOOKED UP 
\UUlTw VMC ATLANTIC OCCAN^ 

V .A- 1 

r 

U ' 
i .«•*& \ 

/»tiD TOuRC $VTTInG ^n TuE DQA'ninG. \ 
ROOM Of nhlCOaCw Or PROSPERTn \ 
AnO TOUR OESTvnOTvOnj iS TAME *ND 1 

/ FORTUNE SO GET TOuRSELE NICE j 
'A cvmD COMET EOR ft LONG OLEftSftNT / 
S.VT ROE 1 

^ --— 

----- 

TOO GOT \T wROnG \ | 
GftG>0T, I'M NOT \ 
Stung \n THE DRftwj ) 
tug, ROOM _ I'M THE / 
STEftfA ftNO TOU'RE I 

TUE VviwvSTLEJy' 
7vT 

Barney Google and Spark Plug Barney Acquires the Whiskers, but Not the Tongue. Drawn for The Om.h. Bee by Billy DeBeck 

err* of 

MILWAUKEE 
5U8SCR'?ES 

* 31.000°° 
Fo« PURSE » 

spark plu£ 
pride E>f 

O S a 
MS 

TRof'sKt" Twe 
p^ysAOO* 

H0R« FR°M 

FAR °CF 
ROSS'A 

odos eamoR 
SfAR.K'l 1 

r7Mo<.e 
6'ROS 

Milwaukee are uv/e | _ 

UMR^s * U 
* «D l-Oco V !H« 
Tmev outbid C^Vr race 

DETROIT. FT WORTH l TlLL x 

Buffalo. Toronto UtE um«t 
Alt ThE oTmER / "This 

( ToOJMS. FOR The Russian 

\yABK Piuti TCAT'.AO AAA lOOKi 

\ aacs^._u« 

\ Its ak- settled barms* - 

l The race Qoes To Milwaukee •■ 

) XOU OUGMT To IMIRE EM VO<J« WEARTy \ 
\ congratulations -J* coo eor vou 

V-^RARK (hug- UJINS —- 

"falS RUSSIAN NAG 

^|Copyngh^JlT24. by King Featurg_Syndiftt. Inc 

I ME (Sot COSTUMERS 
The RtGW* 
IDC& •• In ft £ *L 111) 
cwnp in « LA«l=iA*L 
RUSSIAN §§f| 
PE 'TAvjRAmT 
during The 
NOON MOOR AMO U 

WEAR. WJHAT Twei RE E-? 
sasiwG AOoor' trotsm v^sr 

In. HI»E A DtSGU1'* 3 
So Moeoorf ic -• 

GET U'lE 

It> ro AB^yC^A 
eoctom* c*avkh a**' 

iHAMtu^TWH C^AKyw / 
»TPouo l" * Gf A*T wn*Tt / 

CBOfcH «. ontpMAroM .. I 
Cno.pt* nJl o** a BAu>AoJ,r / 

1 f>pftlp AflwIE POA^tPK^'.J] 
'. HAIUC^O Trou»OfA <J2& 

\ ium-kv rAPP s 

x Ja.Tp^hi- •■ 

^-7^ lC_ 

BRINGING UP FATHER 
f " ---- 

VOU ARE CO'NC* To TAKE 
DAJSCINO LEfebON'b AMO I'M 
COINS TO TAKE. VOU TO A 
TEACHER RlCiHT NOW-CWE 
ME THAT FtFTT OOU.AROILL 
VOU HAVE A*b YOU HAVE. r~ 
TO PAT rOR THE*bE I 
LE^>bONt> IN ADVANCE • _} 

~~2f ( THI*b l-b ALL THE 
J MONET WtOHAVE 1-J 

Registered SEE JIGG3 AND MAGGIE IN FULL 
U. S. Petent Office PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE 

--- ■ ■ < 1 ■ r— 

V/HERELJ * MtlsOTE 
HVT f WANT TO tEE 

DMNON* TH,<b -J 

SCHOOL? " 

I 

I COE^sb MA/^OE 
t'b RICHT- 

eOCSY WHO l*b ANV y 
fbOOW KNOWb HOW / 

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManu* 
(Copyright 1924) 

->— —*-r~ 
NEVER NINO Av^ooT - 
THE OA.tsONC, LESSONS- 
YOU CAN TAvKh: them 

SOME OTHER 
TIME; 

= ...... a, 
o u:i rr 1*.^L Ff»Tu«t Stwvict. 

Creit Bnttin right* rntrved. g g'3-—^ 

'JERRY ON THE JOB a chance for big profits. Drawn for Jb', °maha Bee by H°b,n 

HBwvaoe. 8\<s 80^ • Scawpco. 
o ̂ 'tb'TUs /4aaovj oqu<3 Am 9iu, Co 
Am <5rr a\e ~7r<f nwosttm or Potassm 
Bbowo' wtm a oa-sv or Cai\t 
trrEvnsWi"ti S’ > Ajo vjoa 

Ct^^egp^vtg Chavisf 

I -m. 
.. i.t, r..-M Sr».'t«, Cn%> Hlli« lldtn 

l/So»Fmes l\ HOtO ^ViHMTWiMGt 

?AOZSl / s /VU&OSVv! 
s—V”TW'N*» ) 1 FO&.G<rr V3UAT ) 1> SUPPOSED y 

/ \_. no Get 

”■/-- -*^70-^ 
.. (. 

/l'M IU A M*CE. » M«. ViGSW \ 

( Game me S l.oo ~To 9\W SomE^nG at \ 
1 -me Wiu& SrottE * >imo me Too) me ] 
\ i Cool© weep tus Change. / 

vwat MT vjavjteoy 

\ 


