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JO ELLEN

"ﬂ—“ [

Marone was retarded and the tray
€f cocktalls hung at a little distance.

“What was 1 saying?—oh yes! This
¢ousin of Stan's was paralyzed on the
day of his wedding. The girl thought
§t was the result of a shell wound.
*‘hat's what he gave out, poor devil.

iut it appears the thing began with
. clashing cut—or somse gort of fright-
ful erushing—when a French father
found him with his daughter. How's
that for drama? The girl, they say,
doesn't—thanks, old dear—''

The ococktails had come. Jo Ellen
saw the tray through a crimson veil
rent by white lightnings. Perhaps
this enormous man was the magnifi-
cent Marone, and it might be his volce
that was saying fomething now en-
tangled with the contfito of Cora
Vanee, Cora Vance had lifted a
glass, Jo Ellen reached forward and
succeeded {n -taking the glass that
stood nearest. It was fllled with a
rosy liquor, and glittered there in the
midst of the blur as a definite thing

It wasn't the cocktail that made her
believe that, Astonishment of this
sort was too plain to be mistaken,
Would he see that she had been
drinking? Would he ses that she
was sitting with the woman who
thought he was not quite & crook?

How long did the noisy eating last?
There was no way of telling that.
It meemed astounding that she had
been hundry earlier In the evening.
You couldn't keep on being hungry
with g0 many other feelings tearing
at you. You couldn’'t follow Cor-
nell's imitation of George Cohan, at
which everybody laughed as {f they
had never heard an imitation. You
couldn’t understand how they all man-
aged to ignore the fearful craziness
of the world. Would they all think
it was dramatiec that the girl shouldn't
know how the crippled bridegroom
came to be crippled? Would Cora
Vance think It was dramatic that the
bride should be told in just this way?
Very lkely it was stagy. Some real
things were ®so setagy you couldn't

you're
“Oh,

She wedged herself into the corner

afraid to go downtown?"
no! Not afrald.

Afterward—after

Nineteenth wstreet.
Not that.”|It wasn't so long ago it came out.”
“Came out?" \

“Cora?"
“Tonight."
‘“Holy—say, that was a rotten thing

she saw vou and happensd to men-| Jo Ellen couldn't see his face dis

tion that she had been married to|tinctly,
She had been married to you,|dignant.

you.

He was bent upon being In

“You mean that it wasn't you?’
| "1 mean that Pritchard told me
And he knows her.” pe

Perhaps he was [ndignant “It's all so simple.”

and looked over at him. “Did you| «gome dirt 1 to do!" H d to be st ed o
- vy tongue in his com-|to do! e seemed to stupefied. |and then you had a cousin—you see?|Certainly he was disconcerted—ex- (To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
B)’ ALEXANDER BLACK. Copyright, 1924, know how Marty was hurt? pany. It was bound to come out.| “She doesn't know anything about|Wasn't it simple?” traordinarily. A person might be n, &
,This seemed to be unexpected.|Who told you?" me—she doesn't know I'm married.!| “Yes, it was simple. It was rot-|rather drunk and see that much. Bee Want Ads are the best business
(Continued From Yesterdar.) he saw her, and—yes, he was staring. Yes,” he anskered. “Not at first.{ “‘Cora Vance.' She told ft—well, as a story—because|ten, too.” “It must have been Pritchard." boosters.
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WHAT DO YOU DO ToR A

ONLY THING THAT MOVES
LESS THAN YOL DO IS A
MOUNTAIN -
NOLRE THE GUY THEY
NAMED 1T AFTERY!

REST 7 HIBEANATE 7 “TWE

REST ! -why

REST L wny NouRe
OO LAY TO BRUSH *
A FLN OFF YOLR WEAD
e NOTHING WOULLD
MAKE YOUL MOVE
SHORT OF A WIASE !

WELL ALL OF THAT DOESN'T.
MAKE ANN DIFFERENCE -I'M
THE PRESIDENT OF “THIS'
CORPORATION AND “THE
LARGEST STOCK HOLDER
"AND 1 JLST VOTED MYSTL
A‘\JACthOu -

vou could feel with your hand. Per-
haps you might, if no one stopped
you—if the magnificent Marone's
hands stayed whera they were—drink
two or three of them. . . . But first
thers was this one, flaming mistily,
which Cora Vance touched with hers.

stage them., Cannerton had eaid that
—Cannerton, who felt privileged to
be babbling about her ‘‘adorable
blush."” How long had Stan Lamar
known what Cora Vance knew? Was
fitan notlelng how her face looked?
The room wouldn't be blurred to him.

. . The rosy liquor scorched her
throat. She was glad it burned. It He could drink cocktalls without \
would be splendid to drink fire, to|feeling this way. And he had not J
been hit. It wasn't probable that ” v
(Copyright, 1924, by The Bell Syndicate, Inc) ’ = WA Caghbor~-

gulp a molton draft that could cau-
terize the frightful sore spot in her

anyone there had been hit quite like
this. When you had been hit you

bLreast . . . and stop the thinking,
“st " W kept b holdt to your- .
v the ‘real thing” sald Cora|UEER REEL DU, Ll o, WHERE'S SPARKY’S CINCH NOW. Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
opyrig

Cora Vance was laughing. Bhe
couldn’t know what Jo Ellen was go-
ing to tell her when she had a
chance. Bhe never would guess that.
Jo Ellen laughed. Something that

There was something she must say
to Cora Vance. She couldn’t keep on
putting it off. You couldn’'t do a
trick llke that . . . listen like a cow-
ard, and say nothing . . . nothing.

YOu BIG LuMmMOK A
MILE 1N VUN MINUTE
IS DOT DE BEST

: CATEST GOLSIP QN
2 Thie “TROTSKL - SPARK PLUG
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ALL RIGHT,
TROTSK1 « DIS VILL
pE Youm (AST woRk.OuT
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had forgotten her. She wns glad of
It. To be alone—it would be wonder-
ful to be alone. . . .

Here wag Btan, grasping her hand
and looking at her with a kind of

But here was Cannerton muttering, |twitched in her was as much like the o oM FORE THE RACE+RUM Y canN
“Let's get down before the 8. R. 0.” I*;exlnnil;l of & cry as of a laugh. 4 Shw mﬁ:\‘uwmk gwl\ib THE Tﬂng; TUCE SR D%A::s“ "‘ Y::m Tm:_g’:lwu
XIX. regsently everything was shifted, : WiLL Tim v ! Y, |/
On the stalrs .I.l French father” They were moving upstairs. Cora wee BRANAMEANS rt\ﬂ NGIT'C"L‘:‘: - s /|,il
seemed to be screamed in her eare. Vance had forgotten her, TEverybody (M Towh ARE BETTING . AL

3 2 To 1 TuaT SPARKY
Witk win ey TSI
(ENGTUS

1: made her wabble. She was glad
the space was narrow, like a funnel
that shot you down into oblivion. The

cocktain might be doing some of the
“found him with

oo =

A=

wnbbling, but . . . H

his daughter” . . . that could come fierceness.

with a thud that sent you staggering. H" needn't _{hinl:—
knew. Cannerton, who sat I'm going,” she said.

Nobody
Leside her at the little table, trying
to look arch, and Cornell, who sat on when #he saw him waliting mnear the

er side with Cora Vance, door as she came with her hat on,
:r:ul;n}hink it was the cocktail if|If he went out with her she could
they thought anything. Were they |agk him . . . v
staring? Nothing mattered. Another But she must see Cora Vance before
drink didn’t matter. It was another |[she went away—to say good night.
1zind, and Cannerton was saying fool-|She ought to see Miss Lenning—to
{sh things. Over in a far corner was thank them both for a delightful

He did not protest. She knew why

o i

= to sit down when|evening. She wavered, while Stan
Stan Lamar, about to twirled his hat. If only she had "
told Cora Vance something. . . . She Copyright, 1924, by King Features Syndicate, Inc Creat Britain rightereserved

could see her through the crowd, and
Cora Vance saw her, saw her hatted,
and lifted her eyebrows Inquiringly,
before she came dashing through.

“Running away—?" and then she
stopped. There was a curtnesa-in her
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b stopping, an utterly astonished stare, A ’
| By 0. 0. MINTYRE. and then a smile—a hard smlle. THE COUNT DE LERICUS SENT RIGHT AWAY - SEND IT2 THERE S BUT FORTY
“Stan,”” she sald, “you're still a AN TELL HiM Wﬁk‘f \ ONLY FIFTY TWO OF EM

ARE TOO mAD

IF I NEVER SEEF THIS
TOWN AGIN-ITLL
BE SOME ENOUGH'

THINK OF HiM FE®R TELLIN'
™ME TO comMe

fast worker."

Jo Ellen had been about to put
out her hand. The look of Cora
Vance made touching her seem very
diffieult.

“You see,” mald Stan, "“"Mlss Rewer
and I have met pefore.”

“1 understand,” murmured Miss
Vance. .
quate. There is a brass bed, a wash-| Jo Ellen clutched at her. “You don’t
stand with howl and pitcher and cur- Ehd”"!:ﬂ?'ld'd h"f‘::'iskt:;‘ff-u se |
tained corner to be used as a ward-|haven oot ance 10— = !
robe. Next door to me live the Fly- My dear,” returned Mlss Vance,

, and there was a click in her volce
ing Donovans—three aerial perform-j, .., yoq in o glass, “you needn’t apolo
ers who defy death on the trapeze.

glve to me."”
Saturday is the big night In thel" jo5 Ellen knew that/in a moment
theatrieal boarding house for mostighe would be making herself ridicu
of us “artigts” may sleep all day Sun-|lous by letting the tears come.

If
day. There is the "chip in" midnight |she were going to cry she would pre
meal ladled up from a narby dell

fer to crv without cocktalls.
catessen. Each contributes a dollar . She reached past Stan Lamar,
soward the feast,

opened the street door, and ran out.
The greatest lack in the theatrical

| New York, Aug. 21.—Now and then
‘ for diversion I spend a few days In
one of the plcturesque theatrical
hoarding houses in the hub-bub of the
Roaring Forties. The landlady be-
lileves I am a trouper—a member of
a “dumb’’ act that opens or closes

shows.
My room I= comfortable and ade-

5 = :
©1924.8v Iwrs Fraruse Servce. Inc.

How did he find the taxi, and come
to he standing there waiting for her
bath. There|i, gtep in? There were a lot of things

conrding house ig the
i« one to each floor and it 18 a|gshe couldn’t ber afterward. .
‘!ir:-w ? ,:-':--fll:; served rpr::r_-nn. Those "Tl‘munnrrl g:i:!r:‘,:'nmﬂ." she eald. JERRY ON THE JOB A b SUCH A SIMPLE SOLUTION- Dr.wn for The Om?hl ‘Bec by H°b.n
whg do not swab oul the tub after ".\_’nt—'."" : =12 w~ ) o L3 W T 1 (Copyright 18#24)
th> Ablution recelve the landlady's| "I ]:';'m"ﬂt,, going downtown. I'm go | “TAIS LBTTER S} p BUT T LETTER. :
" ing e : . ' OFFER

chiling rebuke. : lasant| 'Yes, yes! All right." ~ - . ENOUGR “To OM = DONT “TaxE" ) . e GeeRviL A0 o L QR A Lot

The evening meal is a pleasa “You can take me to the subway,” CANORRY SMLE “L\KE g D LBW AR Ri '
process. At may table are two niftily | . agqed, SEIN VARO Sex P— OF MONEW w AND TTUERES H BACK TO WM AD
dressed hoofers who panicked’ em™| o tyrned to the driver. "Dyck MGHT Wit 88 A \-(D.;chm.uwueu ASK Him \WHO -

T !

in Tulsa: a blonde member of one of l;man street and Broadway."” AS Ba0 AS

those impossible flirtation skits; a Mr She heard this ns she climhed into
Wright who supplies gag lines and his the cab. Perhaps the driver paused, P THIWK..
wife who s a member of a female ineredulously, for Stan added, ‘In

s wood.”
orchestra. ’ o

P . " "

There {8 an unusual reserve among % \l“"Gngﬂ?n‘uﬂ:}:;wiﬂ” that distance,
theatricnl folk until the eonversation He laughed as he came in beslde
al jce is eracked. The blonde finallyly o and the motor started, “That
oonfided she had a knockout lyric isn’t the end of the world!"”

to he sung to the tune of “Hark, “Yes. it I8 she crled. “That's just
hark, hark. The Boys Are Marching!” |what it is. The end of the world.”
They ran: “You can't make me belleve that
"I".uyf Buy! Buy! A little dinner, It's a great heginning place, T say.
'Canse l.I"l just a little sinner! She sat rigidly, taking a deep
\".'I H \"llrl ].i' h\'r'n W '!'h-'ll‘l the tremulous breath.
s i - “| *I suppose I'm drunk,” she sald.
Broadway battle cry. $is began to protest.

“But it doesn't matter."”
“Do you mean,” he asked,

Ain't It a Grand and Glorious Feeling

I was asked if 1 had been playing
the “brush’'—meaning any place out-
elde of New York., 1 confessed I was
“at liberty.” Mr. Wright promised me

““that

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

ABIE THE AGENT

: a cut-week engagement if I would o .
! dé a few tr,\'-qurf; il,_l_l-rmm Hill, N. J _THE PosTMAN . TOMORROW ~ THRD DA\"_-- . P e He Looks Ahead.
In real life just as in fiction al PASSES =~ / HeEYBLeEw His s ‘ _
2 by s - i . TILL A} ;' .
most every theatrical boarding house . /J NOW : o
hu itm ulavpy—lh& WeAry ﬂr'll'h(e of ?OT\:'SE?HE.LL ‘.,WH! \STLE‘ FOR No m‘% WR (H m\rlm‘uﬁ \1 | mw \bt’ Hkm ; mh‘.t‘ mtw
all work. She appears benumbed by Do NEXTAIDOOR™- (] Boow 1 ‘Om E’R‘E,‘!DO RE i YO BE W EVENING IRVING =1 m
toll and lves in consfant fear of oMoRROW, (voulreed, LETTER IRVING = (WHAYs || INVITED =STEPIN, | DRESS GO OUY B
the landlady's stinging lash. The 4, ey ) ] YHE Muske GONGN/ AREL I GOT A | TONIGNY?? it L\:Eh
Ela t my bhoardi house was
nnr‘:::f{ (l‘}ﬂlurl:rlll‘-_ i e L‘NE mRTy 4 ]
“Do you llke the theater?" 1 asked '
her. ¢
“Heavens no,”" she replied wearlly. -

“1 get fed up on hams around this ']
dump."

Most of our youthful Impressions

of detectives galned from penny

i dreadfuls concerned slinking and
caped figures wearing false whiskers

and carrying searchlights. The New

York detective is as a rule the exact

opposite save the hotel detectlve who

run to type—a bro derbled, /
nqu:re-tned hulking fc:lh‘::_ M:::t (nf %
the detectives at headquarter Ight / : o
b: taken for ﬁnh-r! i;rum;; T|Epk //_‘//1 ' — _--'q:_":\' Vo
brokers. They dress well and give i
no impression of mystery. ‘-J"“: ; PiEsn B ; ’ | / bl o 1 HEAR THAT You ME DIDNY PUT Y RETURNED A X? IY WAS CLEVERER \
:::\:1 :;anf:llma men and are Jolly o WHAT : OH-H = - BOY! AN T WRLKED'_INTO A PARTY || OVER ON ME = | BOOKK, HA? 1 (WHEN I BORROWED
' ' P s i 4 AY IRVINGS THAT HE /| T CAME TO THAT WAS VERY 3 e mook = THE
A Jimmy Bwinerton story. An old SHALL ] R GR‘R‘R(‘\ND WAS 1“!% YO RE‘URN A BOOK ; w ABRE ! m\' 1 EARD
hermit of the Arizo a4 hills s o kel -2 " ; ' HEARD
lt:)rpn;ed : mrnle rnnlrl iru"al'.‘r‘rtal‘n‘\?ﬂll’;:“I | DO . ? r,_ AND GLOIR R-RiI0VS m SEQR ve ﬁN‘ HE HAD To Ly <
“Got 'ary a letter for me?" FEELIN ? : n r
“No," was thes reply.
‘“Better have ons next time you

'0 by.u
“What {s your nama?"’
“Never imind the name, Bub, but
~ have that lstter or you won't do
any mors mall carryin’”

The real story of the west, |t seemn
to me, should be told in Just such
flluminating stories. Most writers al
temnpt the same Idea with flowery
phrases. The best description of New
York came from an old-timer who aft
er ten days hers was asked how he
1iked the e¢ity. “I think it Is going to

be a permanent camp,” he sald,
(Copyright, 1934) )




