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Perhaps she had heen brutal. But
#he had to push life away from her
for a moment. Even a servant would
have the right to putter alone . .
to get things thought out. ‘The kitch-
en was very little, She couldn't move
when he was there. She couldn't
move anywhere without ¥ being
bumped by circumstances. The world
seemed to be closing in on her, jock-
ing off her dream of wideness, d-
way had hecome little, She was
being rattled around in a box.

It was of no consequence that Stan
was married and that she had not
known It. His history could make no
possible difference. She had said this
te herself many times, He would
have told her everything if she had
let him. Had she really liked the
mystery of him? Had a kind of mys-
terious badness been rt of what-
ever it was that could take hold of
her? If she had known about the
hHigh-kleking wife at the beginning
would he have had the same look?
Would she have had the feelings that
had bothered her so much? Very
likely if he had told her of the wife
he would have found a way of mak-
ing her feel sorry for him. Evidently
men did that. Probably the dancer
made Stan feel sorry for her before
they ran away. You had quarrels,
and began being sorry for ycurself.
Then you found somehody who would
sympathize enough . . . It was all
horrible. Silly at the start, maybe,
and then messy.

No, the wife part added no glamor
to Stan. ' Somehow it seemed to be-
daub him more than being called a
erook. But it was not important.
Just now it would be of no impor-
tance if he had a score of wives. , .

Meanwhile, the house ached with
sllence. She found that Marty had
put himself to heg.

I

In the morning Marty was dieagree-
ably quiet. His remark that real sum-
mer had begun, sounded forced. Jo
Ellen, bustling about her morning
housework, concealed by her indus-
try a sense of heaviness that was
pierced by sharp twinges of remorse.
1# her two voices had had time for
converse, one would have said to the
other, “You needn’'t have flared up."
And the other would have answered,
“That's where you're wrong. [ didn't
have to, but I just needed to. I've
got to keep going. When it's neces-
gary to slam things, why, then . ..

sShe was accustomed to closely de-
talled mental pictures. The one of
n hushand had been spilled. There
was another one of a wife. This one
always wore a pretty house dress
and a look of patient nobility. Not
meekness, but a kind of radiant gen-
tleness. She never flared up. Her
halr wasn't red, but rather darkish,
evidently, And you didn’t think of
her so much as going out and mixing.

Jeouldn’t

like those in any picture. She had to
Bo out; and going out teo work and
coming back were more the man's
way, mnaturally, When the man
lead, everything  was
changed. When you couldn’t see his
figure finding the path, your picture
had to be changed, and you had to
be changed. Probably everybody had
to be changed a little to fit mind pie-
tures. But the process had fearful
difficulties,

The morning was humid, Hot
smells came through the windows.
The heavy-heeled woman in the flat
above started a vacuum cleaner that
emitted a sound like the wail of the
doomed. The buzzer at the dumb-
walter asked for the garbage. A
ting from the house bell meant that
the postman was dropping letters, Jo
Ellen brought up the mail before go
Ing away. This became a formula,
Marty would pause with his morn:
Ing paper until she came up again or
failed to come. To him a better he-
came enormously important. He
could reread it after she was gone,

On this morning his arms clung to
her at the last,

“We're all right, aren't we?” he
eald with a kiss.

“Sure.”

He had asked her to get him some
razor blades; and she was to bring
him a book she had at the office—n
very romantic book from which they
were making a play.

It was after she had gone that 1t
occurred to him how easy it might
be for her to conceal the getting of
a letter. He had a momentary sense
of meanness at the thought, yet he
elaborated the idea as one that was
forced upon him by eircumstances.

‘|He remembered something of the kind

In a book which led him to speculate
for a long time over the many grms
of concealment that might be fprac.
tlced upon a stricken person. He
was able to work out certain devices
that took on the intricacy of melo.
drama,
Ve

Uncle Ben had a theory thaf pri-
vate teléephone messages did not im-
prove a girl's position in her office.
There were glaring examples in his
own place. So that he preferred writ-
ing a note to Jo Ewn suggesting
(with a rather labored joke) that she
might go to luneh with him; and
gince she was at the mercy of a man
who didn’'t always consider the elock,
she might call him when she was
ready., He named a meeting corner
with particularity.
This first midday restaurant meal
together was a great success. Uncle
Ben preferred a place where he knew
the waiters, especially one waiter who
looked Hke a Montenegrin prirce. It
was a place that reached Its noise
¢risls at noontime rather than in the
evening. Uncle Ben didn't mind the

There was
Myrtle Fleck'
arrested,

gossip from
s father had had her|pen.”

“Just my share,” sald Jo Ellen In|guess there was nothing else to do.
a4 tone which Bogert recognized as|Staying out all night"”
suggesting the end of the argument.

"“Understand her?”"’ Bogert suspend-
ed attention to his stew, “I'd say It

“I'm sorry for her mother,” mur-|was awfully easy to understand her,
mured Jo Ellen In her distress,
Inwood.| “yes,« A rotten thing tohave hap- |crooked—naturally crooked."

d “She naturally hkea a good time,|saw it at once. “That isn't the way I|out.

About the easiest thing ever. She's

Bogert was astounded.
“What do you mean?
Broadway of it?"

This was

a mistake, and Bogert

“Her father doesn't understand her and in a girl I suppose that's being|wanted to put the thing,” he said in|you with her,

“She's a bad one,” said Bogegt. “I|at all”

crooked.”

amendment. "Only you did sound-—-""

“1 tell you, uncle, I saw them make
Is that the|that girl the way she Is.
kept her in that ecoop on a house-
boat. She was bound to hreak out.”
“You bet she was bound to break
1 used to feel nervous eeeing
If T hadn't thought
of you steadying her up—"

Her father|gor me,” Jo Ellen sald lightly.
you? Gosh, neo! Not ¥you.

not being sure of you.”
“Even on Broadway?"
{To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

“I'm glad you weren’t really afral¢

guess It's too Iate for me to begin
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BUSINESS IS -PICKING UP.

AM L TIRED T I FEEL LIKE [ WALKED
AROUND THE WORLD Wit A SAFE O
MY BACK ¢ WE'VE GOT TO HIRE MORE
HELP _ I'™M NOT GOWNG TOKILL MYSELY
— 1 GUESS T'LLFIRE AT ADVERTISING
GUY AND HIRE ONE THAT'S NOT SO SMART

COME — LET ME PUT TS CUSHMION UNDER
YOUR TIRED TOOTSIES - MM SO TIRED - HE
DID ALMOST A WHOLE HALY DAYS
TODAY -

GRIND NOU'LL BE N A SANITARIUM \iTH

"TIMAGINITIST |

NS WORK
\F NYOU DON'T STOP THIS TERRIBLE
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Barney Google and Spark Plug

ANIMALS

. DAT HOSS, TweTsk1,

To A FWAZLLE -,

wealr

MISTAH GOOGLE , DIS HEAW WUSSIAM HOIS
L DAT'S COoMIn' ONAHW HEAW To WATE SPAuKY -
AH'M  AFWAID Yo Al AM MAKW A MISTAKE Boss,
SPAHKY DONT KNOW AIUFFIN ABOMT WUSSIAN
_ 15 LIABLE To BEAT US dm'ag":f,}fs
Dope oA " TRETSKI® -
THERE'S A RUSSIAN

L.~ BURLESQUE SHOW Down|
—" OMl BROADWAY « I'LL GET
RCQUAIKNTED LWITH SOME
OF THE ACTORS AN
PUMP EM = You
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noise. He boomed his order cordial-

B Ir she did mix you could pick her
I ly, and the princeish-looking waiter

You would know her

14 out anywhere.

e S M

the way you would know a doctor, an
agm. gry. store detective. Jo Ellen
felt as if she could never be any bet-
ter than an understudy to the re!;sl
thing, because the conditlons weren t

( Naw York |

.-Day by Day--
New York,

By 0. 0. McINTYRE.

Aug, 8.— Thoughts
while strolling round New York: Well,
I'll be dogged! A RBroadway cafle
uamed “The Cave of the Fallen
Angele.” Edger Belwyn, admiring &
¢ilk house robe, Jerome Kern and
1>, G. Wodehouse. A new French book
<hop. -~

A former prizefighter begging.
tooze and a blond. Wonder where I
loft my umbrella. The passing flow
uf celebritles. Seasonal crazes. Actors.
.Artists., And astute charlatana, A
pagan generation. Uttering barbaric
vawps, There goes a millionalre flor-
ist.

A flock of midgets. Idving a squir-
rel-in-the-cage existence. The week-
end hegira for the country. Give me
heat and the city rather than the
open spaces of mosquitoes, Noonday
lecturers espousing a hundred causes
along the curbs.

The tenements of Tenth avenue.
The smell of a thousand washings.
‘Patient women submerged in the
humdrum depths of dull domestieity.
A voodoo doctor, And by perverse
irony named Prof. Slick. Hell's Kitch-
en. Hard-bolled yeggs.

Isanc Marcosson with a dazzling
new checkered shirt, What's he doing
wayway over here? The ripple of
the Hudson. And the pungent odor
of mud fiat and marsh, A pack of
hunting dogs. 1 don't see how anyone
can kill any kind of an animal.

Sturdy ‘rivermen wreathed in pipe
smoke. Snorting locomotives making
Riverside drive hideous. The loaded
silence about the Bchwab mansion.
Amelia Binghaim still has the statues
out front. At least twenty mammoth
apartment houses have gone up since
last 1 was here. -

The spiec and span upper Broad-
way section, The nearest to small-
town atmosphere anywhere in New
York. Mothers patrolling the side-
walks with baby carrlages. Older
women knittlng in chalrs along the
curh, The screech and shout of youth
at play.

Miss Anne Morgan, daughter of the
Inte J. P. Morgan, lost a $2.500 plat-
inum clgnret case In a theater one
night recently, A doorman found 1t
and restored it to the owner. He re-
celved a check large enough to lift a
mortage on his home,

Eddle Cantor ;nn elected mayor of

%  Proadway in an election held by a

newspaper, For years Chinatown has
had a mayor. 80 has Becond avenue
ynd FEesex has Its duke, but
this §# the first time Broadway has
sver had a mayor,

strest

Hundreds of women in New York
make a good living w8 professional
shoppers. They do the shopping for
visitors free anfl have the purchased
articles charged to thelr own account,
They make thelr pay by recelving 10
per cent discount from blg storeg and
shops, There are peveral professional
shoppers Who averags $10,000 a year,
In many lnstances they do not have
to do the the shopping. The custom-
ers merely have the articles «charged
to thelr account and in this way they
collect the dlscount without any Ianbdg
whatsoever,

New York theaters are open Bun-
Aay nights for “sacred concerts.'
They are in realty mere vaudeville
thows which somehow manage to get
sround the law, Costurzing s barred
o a great extent and the performers
appear In thelr street clothes, Btill,
most actors’ streel clothes are cos

prrmas ¢

had a way of obliterating obstacles
to epeed.

Uncle Ben made it plain that he
suspected Jo Ellen of not getting
enough to eat,

“You'll feed your man,"” he saaid,
“but with the office and everything
you'll get het up and won't feed
yourself properly.”

““Nonsense,” returneq Jo Ellen. “Do
I look wasted?”

“You look fine,” admitted Bogert.
“But a shade thin. If you try to do
everythingy wou'll get thinner, It
don't do any good to wear yourself
out, Of course, if yvyou'd both heen
working you would be going out to
d:nner and all that., Now look what
you're tryjlng to do!"

“Look at me—eating lunch with
yn]\: and letting Marty scrap for him-
self.”

“Lord!" erled Bogert, "if vou start-
ed hustling home for lunch that would
finish you—clean finish you.”

“I may try it,” sald Jo Ellen.
“Marty says he'll get it all ready—"

“Don't you do It. Leave yourself
a little freedom.”

Bogert had a significant glance to
accompany this,

“The reason I didn't promise 1= that
I can't ever be sure when Eberly will
go out or what I may have to do.”
“Of course. TYou're going to be
tied, Jo Ellen. Tied. You'll owe it
to Marty as well as your own self to
keep from—from being pulled to
pieces, Anybody might say it couldn’t
be done—the thing you'rs tryving to
do. Maybe it can't. Then again, you
may—""

“Fool them," gsuggested Jo Ellen.

“That's it. There's the risk, too
And Just like you—to think about
fooling them. Don't you glve a damn
ahout what anvhody expects. That's
my dope. You're going to be fair
to Marty. But don't you think too
much about proving anything to other
people. (et me? You and Marty
work it out. You two. When the
time for help comes don't you be too
—too proud. This isn't your fault.”

*““Nor his either.”

“No. It fust fell on the two of you
Well, don't act as if you could mend
It all.”
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| INSIST ON YOU LEARNING HOW ]

TO ODANCE - THE. Df PEYSTERS HAVE
INVITED US TO THEIR HOME
AND 1| WANT YOU TO JOIN

N WITH THE SOCIAL SET - [} N
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?RE YOU LONG
O THE DE PEYSTERE?
IVE BEEN INVITED -)
ONDERSTAND THEY
ARE TO HAve A
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TAUGHT

IN TEN
LESSONS
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- DO YOU
WISH TO

TAKE TEMN
LEDOONS?
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YES-AN')
WANNA, TAKE
‘EM ALL RIGHT
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ABIE THE AGENT
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That's Argument Enough.
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TO KNOW WHY THAT SHRIMP Age !
GOES GOLFING ALL DAY AND I GoT
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: FOUR O0LOCK = A FINE TIME
= k. PARTNER YO toME Yo WORM ¢
B M SLAVING LIKE A DoG AND You
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ME DOWN ANY FURTHER-
NO MORE GOLE
PLAYING FOR ME

!
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T DONY WARY Yool NO

TO SYOP PLAYING
GOLF ALYOGEWER,
BuUT =

GOLF PLAYING
FOR ME = 1

LOSY My BALL

JNO, THIS BNDS




