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JO ELLEN

By ALEXANDER BLACK.

It . m g " = s A est. | Then Jo Ellen and his wife. He came
Mind your own affairs,” admon.|implying that Jo Ellen wa R lnst to mother and son, and this was

fahed Nl mother. Jo Ellen felt the kindliness, though To him silences were ale

: it actually strengthened Mrs. Simum’s|puzzling. Yo Hikced hesithy talk
some quality she ought to have, it|two pellets. While she dissolved them| tle. Stlence followed. The dinner Was|ipilication that she remalned, and|ways a threat. Tie ] Prmnswh”‘- /
was a safeguard. 1 in a glass of water Marty nicked un| “You act like a fool,” she sald. painfully sllent. Martyv's father hadjmust k

remain, an intruder. Simms’|land was quickly at a
“It just seemed funny,” returned|noticed the chill when he came Ir

childish precaution ur'couptinx ten|with a red label, which she kept inlmet the word for the first time and
before retorting in anger. Yet even|a personal corner of a ghelf in the|were spelling it out,
if it meant that she was deficiemt in|pantry, and from which she extracted| His mother snatched away the bot-

eves might eisily have been detected|checked. The evening papes became’s
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- (Continued ¥From Yesterday.)
. "You had me for a moment,” Jo

lineas was one thing. It was quite
another thing, alter all, td be chum-
ming with Stan Lemar's ex-wife
Nothing about Cora's previous flife
geemed to matter, so _long as Yyou
didn't know about it in particular.
Probably Cora was feeling the same
way. So long as Jo Ellen was gim-
ply the red-haired secretary who
geemed so different, Cora's imagina-
tion could be enticed. But as some-
body who had been picked up by
Stan Lamar, who was not #o absurd-

y innocent as she’ pretended — who
vas married, llke anybody else, and
yatting around—she might easily ap-
sear as another consideration. If Jo
Lllen had been told beforehand of the
moment when the encounter was to
happen, she would have had a dread.
The incident would have stood out as
one more example of twisted behavior
in a world with St. Vitus dance.

Cora should, indeed, have been In
Chieago, but here ghe was in New
York'again, coming up behind Jo El-
Jen to allp an arm around her waist,
and to whisper, “You vamp:''

A eollision between two cabs had es-
tablished a blockade. The crowd was
watehing the entertaining spectacle
involved In an effort to lift a fat
woman, much disarrayed, from the
cab that lay on its side. There had
bean much discussion as to whether
it would not be better to right the cab
hefore removing the. passenger, but
the fat woman settled that question
as soon as she could get her head
through the door. Some one shouted,
“Tadies first!” and the rescus pro-
cesded. :

Then came Cora, lnoking charming
in & tawny French frock,

“Vamp'' was an allusion of unmls-
takable origin. Jo Ellen dedu from
the flippancy that Cora was' stlll In
embarrassing ignorance of any his-
tory. Bhe flushed, quite as usual, and
found herself grasping Cora's hand
with a cordial quickness.

“There's something I want to tell
you,” she sald abruptly.

Cora's eyes opened wide,
slip into the hotel.”

They found a remote divan, and
Cora lighted a cigaret,

Perhaps because she had told no
one else and hecause she was alto
gether tired of being pent, Jo Ellen
told everything—everything that did
not include South America. There
might be reasons why telling Cora
evervthing was a little crazier thand
telling anyone else. She was through
with reasons. BShe wanted to tell
Bhe told with a fervent rellef that
could not have heen greater If she
had been confessing the awful truth
about a erime—If the Stan part of the
story had been a guilty part. She
Ald not accuse herself. She did not
feel accused. This made the relief
geem out of all proportion. Circum-
gtances had retarded something that
had to come out. And everywhing led
up to Amy Lenning's.

Cora's contralto emerged from the
story——

“The fooll—the damn fool!'—which
was rather startling, until it became
clear that ghe was speaking of her-
helf. “Why—" ghe caught hold of
Jo Mlen's near hand —"it was a
chance in a million—that I should
tell you—you, the one—think of that!
What a shame! Helll I wouldn't
have—you see, don't you?—it was

“Let's

thought charncter might be a nuls-
ance,"

a pretty dirty world, but I don't
know why 1 should butt in to per-
suade vou of that, Looks to me as If
you were getting some idea of how
dirty it fe. That wreck at home.
That shell of a husband—forgive me,
my dear. I'me thinking about wyou.
I'm awfully sorry I had the hard luck
to land on you the way I did at Amy
Lenning's, That was a ghastly
break. And you were a sport. You
certainly were. Hello, Nick.”

A eleek man In tweeds had halted
near them.

“Must you run?”’—Jo Ellen was
saying gooby.

Y XII.

Into the squirming square; wedged
in the Climax cage and shot up-
ward Ly an engineering gesture that
reminded her of the roof; facing Eb-
erly, who shouldn't have been there,
and who had buzzed without re-
sponge, and listening to a wrangle
over the subtle obscurities of A& con-
tract and Eberly's edged voice filing
the phrases; hearing Shaffer for a
necessary minute and noticing agaln
something comic In his disenchanted
wistfulness; following the strut of an
old actor and the tactics of a thin
girl with brieck red lips: admiring and
loathing the unearthly coolness of
Aaron; typing, tpying, stabbing the

Mrs, S8imms had a headache. @ |the bottle.
emphasized her attitude of -1  “Polson."
t

la

He read it stupidly, as i{f he had!were taking ——'

Marty, gaping at her,

“Like you|and made one or two effort= to alle-
He had vet to lose an air! He considered Marty and Jo Ellen.

viate it.

in their during estimate of sore spots.|a garrulous refuge.

(To Be Continned Tomorrow.)

dom by bringing out a little
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Barney Google and Spark Plug A FRIENDLY TIP, BUT NOT FOR BARNEY.
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sheets; sensing with a pecullar clear-
nes the filtered outdoor noises.

tercept her in the fover or not far
beyond.

But he did not intercept her. She
had imagined so vividly the meeting
that still failed to happen as to be
strangely dlsconcerted, Shes did not
admit to herself that she was eager.
Bhe expected to meet him, and until
she met him she would be keved and
prepared. It was as If ha had opened
& window or had held her up to look
through one that was inaccessible
without him. She had tacitly ae-
cepted his plea for a meeting that
was not accidental. Perhaps none
of tha encounters, excepting that first
one hand, had been accidental, At an
earller time, when she was feeling
differently, she believed him to have
a sinister shrewdnesas that was cap-
able of making things come about as
he wanted them to come about. She
wondered whether this conviction had
been shaken, and If it had not been
shaken why It no longer annoyed her,
Did this mean that she had become
shameless? Could she think &t one
moment that he waa the kind of man
who would bide his time, and egee
again and again that he never pressed

Thinking that Stan was likely to in. BRINGING UP FATHER |
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her beyond & certain point, without

lessness blinding her to very plain
truths about hersgelf and about him?

It was odd that he did not follow
up that wish to see her very soon.
She had never before given him sao
good an excuse for finding her. In
that thrilllng dance > What
was he thinking? It would be worth
everything to know what he was
really thinking, Nothing that (ora
Vance or anyone else might may
would count if she could know that.
Really know . . knowing would
be like having Fate backed against
the wall,

Bhe noreed with herself tho wan
unfortunate to have expected him.
But the next day, at noon, and agaln

feeling convicted when she found her-
self willlng to go on? Was this rest- JERRY ON THE Jo
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just that sort of a thing a person|in the svening, something llke a gen- o H b
would yap about and think was fun-| uine premonition prompted her to > = B _
ny, or dramatic or something. Good|awalt a touch unon her ar The I
Lord! And you—sitting there! Say-|tense premonition was a counterfeit
frg nothing. Why didn't—? Of| She reached the roof In a state of
course, you were knocked clean over|tense uneasiness. At the door rhe

~—clean! Talk about nerve! 1'd have
gone up in the air. You sat tight and
toolk it."” .

“Like a stick,” sald Jo Ellen with
a frazzled smile.

“Like a sport. I tell you, I'd have
screamed. 1 sure would.”

But Cora’'s mind was traveling be-
yond that marriage crigls. Marty was
an ahstraction.

“You poor denr!” wshe muttered.
“And to think it had to be Stan."

“1 suppose you mean—'' hegan Jo
Ellen.

Cora pulled herself up. “Oh, it just
seemed odd, Stan. It's so like him.”

“Maybe it's so like me," sald Jo
Ellen, deflantly.

“No.” Cora shook her head. '‘But
how do I know about you? T guess
1 think you're a kind of freak. 1
don't mean anything—anything In-
sultipg. I'm trying to imagine how
1 would have felt before—before so
many things happened to me. Bome-
how we can't get back, can we—and
imagine? The funny part is, that you
jook am if you could be a wild one.
1 supposs it depends A good deal on
home. Mine was & rotten imitation.
Ouch!" Cora made a gesture. "Pretty
moon we'll e getting to the mother
stuff. Don't you mind me."

“Perhaps we're both freaks,'” sug
gested Jo Elen, MHer confession had
worked no mogle. A depressing re
action was setting in,

“If we are, we're different kinds,
Sometimes I think I've always done
about what everybody would expect,
I'm just a plain garden varlety of
damn fool, You've got a way of your
own. I don't say It's any better than
mine wolild be, but it's yours, As
for that, I don't know what I'd do
if I were In your position. I honest.
ly don't. I suppose T mean, if T were
you, and that's foolish, If I were
myself I couldn’t stand it. 1'd blow."”

“You mean, yYou couldn't hate it
and stand "

4T gouldn't. 1 can't do anything
complicated. 1 don't have to hate
But 1 either love or [ don't
stop loving, the Jig's up I'm
through."

“Buyt—"

“Yen, T know, there's home coming
in again. PBut 1'd have to chuck
home if it hurt, That's what 1 did de
And all this time I'm envying you
because you can fack something and
bold steady, 1 suppose that's char
meter. 1 haven't any character. ™

This drew an unmerry laugh from
Jdo Ellen, "That sounds as If you

When 1|

repeated a formula she had adopted,
which was to the effect that no mat-
ter what happened she would hold
faet, Sometimes It meemed like the

TCkETS.
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Ain’t It a Grand and Glorious F eeling

- By Briggs

FOR A WHILE =

-

ARPTER ThHE WIFE LEAVES FoR
A SUMMER OUTING AMD You
RELISH THE |DEA OF EATING
oUT AT Your VARIOUS
FPAVORITE RESTAURANTS

onN You

- AND The SBECOND WEEK
You TAY A DIFFERENT PLACE
AS THE FooD BEGINS Tb PAaLL

= AMD THE THIRD WaEK You
ARE ABSSLUTELY DEVOILD
OoF APPETITE

/'\\.

BEGIN To SICKEM

THE FoweTH weEsk You

~AND THE FIFTH WErk You
BECOME ENRAGED AT THE
SIEGHT OF_A PBILL- oFf- FARE

THeE LT TLE

AND THEm THE SINTH weeKk
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PEST - Ot 1~ Bovy'y
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FeeLingea? .
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He's for Efficlency.
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