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cated. Girls couldn't he diagrames
in & blue print For one thing
ware ®0 quick, And whatever yo
might figure, there was always some
thing you didn't know ahbout. No
trylng to get at that—whatever [t
was. Father or uncle would he in
the aame boat. As for any husband,
poor devil, what chance would he

have—heginning =o late In the game?
(To Be l'onﬂn;;wl. Tomorrow |

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol H;

A-NO SIR - JUST ASKED ME IF T KNEW
SETH AND THINGS LIKE THAT.
Q-DID HE GWE YOU ANY MONEY
TO REFRESH YOUR MEMORY 7
A-NO SIR ! YOU CANT BR\BE ME ¢
ATT. NIBLICK 1= 1 DONT KNOW —Nouy
SERVED ONE TERM INTHE LEGIS-
LATURE AND THEN PAID OFF NYOUR
MORTGAGE AND PAINTED YOUR

Ben, wouldn't you hate to ‘have me
respect you?"

He grinned at his niece with a puz
gzled glint in his deepset eyes If
he had been her father he might
have been quite as much puzzled. He
told himsif thie at times. Yet he was
in the habit of ascribing much of
his mystifieation to the fact that he
was only her uncle. He rhought he
understood his sister Hisz sister's
daughter was naturally more eompli-

suffering,’”” remarked Jo ENlen, dodg-
ing a long reach hy the heavy arm.

“If 1 could've caught that red head
of yours,"” grunted Bogert, “one hand-
ful, 1'd make you talk sweet, It
only shows, Jo, that yvou made a mis-
take having a red-headed daughter,
They're always unmanageable.”

“Not wvery respectful,” suggested
Mrs. Rewer dryly.

Jo Ellen ecocked

Your mother''—this with a veolumli-
nous wink—"will tell You that.”

“Hen!" Mrs. Rewer stood over her
burly brother, huddled at the top
of the steps he had bullt. *“You must
be getting pretty well, But it wouldn't
hurt you to show some sense.’

“You always =ald 1 hadn't any,”
Bogert protested. “I'm only getting
back to my usual'

“Just about."”

“But you ought to be improved by
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Kling told me only yesterday that
I had been a real entertainment. 1
think that was It—a real entertaln-
ment. I suppose she was thinking
of the day 1 sang, ‘The Girl 1 Lefi
Behind Me,""

“The day?" Jo Ellen hugged her
laugh. “The day? You sang it for
nine days—all the time, If you ever
sing it again I'll leave home."

“You ean’t,” sald Uncle Ben. “Not
at sixteen. Not for a year, anyway.

pleased him to do so, Bogert over-
looked his fatherly relation.

“You know,” snid Jo Ellen. “You've
baen a frightfil trouble.”

“The jdea'"' exclaimed her mother.
“What do you think you're saying?"

"And who doesz ehe think she's say-
ing it to?" cried Bogert.

“It's true,” claimed Jo Ellen.

“That's just what it isn't,” Unele
Ben protested. "I was no trouble at
all. Quite the other way. Why, Mrs.
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o 1' (Continued From Fage One )
| swinging stride. Over a shoulder
d 1 she saw the girl flying like & brown

Copyright, 1924.

was made particularly pitiful by the
fact of the repeated failures follow-
Ing a chicken mania that came upon
him two years before. He used to
rush home from the office to putter
with the trays. He was always turn-
Ing the eggs. Mrs. Rewer insisted
that he turned the life out of them.
But the incubator story was not the
worst thing. The worst thing was
the endless song. He roared "The
Girl I Left Behind Me" whenever he
was diverted from the Incubator. In
the middle of the night the raucous
wall of his baritone, sliding into vari-
ous keyvs and cracking at the joints,

leat across the wedge of field, leap-

ing. . . Thers was some animal that

\ leaped like that, FEmma Traub al-

ways said that nobody between Tubby

Hook and the Harlem could run so

i | fast as Joe Ellen Rewer.

1 [

h |1 IIT.

11 4 Ben Bogert, lying abed in broad
; daylight, looked fantastic. His big
| head had the effect of being magni-

H fied. There was eomething of aston-

fshment mixed with the knocked-down

expression of his face.
“A damned shame,”” he muttered
to his sister, Josephine Rewer.

“Couldn't hold myself up.”

her head. "“Uncle

ATTORNEY Nangcwmn.
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“You'll be all right,”” eaid Mrs.
Rewer from the closet where she was
hanging the man's trousers.

“Said to Oesterberg, ‘I don't know
what's the matter with me.” ‘Maybe &
| sunstroke,’ he says. ‘You're crazy,’'
! 1 told him. ‘Heat never bothered me
in my life. I can stand any amount
of it.' ‘You ain't a young man any
| longer, Bogert,’ he says. ‘Uncle to
big children. 'Big children?" I told
1 | him. ‘You'd think I was an old
man.! ‘Well, it's something, ain't it?'
he says. ‘You ought to—'"

“You better bhe quiet,” sald Mres.
Rewer, wavering at the door. “The
doctor'll be here. He'll say what
it fs."

“You'd think I was an old man,”
persisted Rewer. “That fool Oester-
berg—""

There was a footstep in the outer
room.

“l thought it was Morris," eaid
Mrs. Rewer to Joe Ellen. “Of course
I couldn’t find Billy, and sent Morris
for the doctor. Your uncle isn't feel-
ing well.” y
0 Joe Ellen was about to dash into
i the bedroom.

i ‘“Lord's sake!" cried Mrs. Rewer.
i

‘“Why don't you wear your stockings
like a civilized human being? You
look llke a tenement house,"

“Like a house?’ Joe Ellen found
a place for her cap on the rack near
the door.

“You know well enough what 1

mean. I'm ashamed.”
Nobody wears

1

!

{

A 0 Ma! it's summer.

i anything in summer. Who's to see

me?"

“T see you."

“But you don't count, Ma!" Jo
Ellen patted her mother's tanned

i cheek, and make a leap toward the

bedroom.

“You're dripping,” remarked Mrs.
Rewer, as her daughter Teceded,

1v.

’ Ben Bogert had typhold fever. In
i his delirium he repeated an endless
| story abhout a chicken incubator, a

new and invincible kind. The story

’r New York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. McINTYRE.

New York, June 26.—Vincent As-
tor's mansion on Fifth avenue is be-
E ing torn down and a de luxe apart-
ment building Is to occupy the site.
This means the passing of that up-
per stretch of the avenue known
ag "Millionaire’'s Row."”

The “Row’ has become too expen-

s 2R

1 i

sive even for millionaires. The|appeared. “And he was a hell of a

zround covered by mansions of New good doctor,” ejaculated Bogert, on
i) ';'“'k ot La 5k ook &0 B ]' py|one or two occasions in little better
by rk soc y 18 @ pprais so high by, 0o whisper.

the eity that taxes make thé cost

of living In one-faily housea too|gnod,” was the doctor's way of put-
extravagant. ting it. “He'll wear you all out.
Scores of society people have, dur-|Parker wre speaking here of Mrs
ing the lust two years, gona from Rewer, Jn Ellen and Mrs. Kling, who
naed to be A nurse, and came over

private avenus homes to nearby apart.
Sutton Square—the new Po-
mander Walk—has a brilliant group
of social leaders. It ia over amid
the squalor of the East river. Black-
well's prison is at the doorsteps.

On either side of the Astor home
are such well known names as Ham-.
ion  Fish, William Guggenheim,

iments.

"ot i = ihars tr 1o |toward Jo KEllen's mother with a —
‘Ir;:lf::;r:‘-: I‘]‘-Lb;.;_f_'?nh“,.' L‘”:”‘.T.L;.mr"' epecinl grimace ‘ . JERRY ON THE JOB HELP WANTED. Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban
Sy - nyan an arry Payne| oyary likely,” said Jo Ellen to her- (Copyright 1924)
| Whitney.  They, too, are shortly to|gelf, “this is the night when Uncle P“_"_'_'_'_"‘_‘—‘- oy . . § o P .
MOy , #0 the rumor goes, Hen i= supposed to die, But T don’t " " - T ——— } ) = i
For vears there has been an air|believe he will."* She felt like stay \ReTiN LETTERS T 1 GLESS S T | 1 \NM'T \{ou s
of aristocracy along the row that fair.|ing up to witech him lve, but erawled Nour ARLIN ANT ABST TTHS HERE. _.r i
} Iv erackled. During the most of the|al last into her bed. in“t'hﬂ ”".‘rn“m M0 Cncu=Tve 00 T BY blCTA"riON MiSS Q’W o D‘QA‘TE'
year the homes are hoarded up and ;1::;1 “-:;:nh;}‘\.:;ill.r:;:-!__ by iy I'I;;‘a 't'|1;':nn-ll QUINED 82 OCTraTIoONn. e ' i € T m
the only ripple of life has been where| s ¥ e e 1. nv o rhich ?
the caretakers live in the basement, ;:Lﬂ;l‘:{;{.lf‘\:hl.n'il":ﬂl!”]‘.:r?iIJ:;HI n’]'l?r'hlln HuNKS O Paver. AND ME GETTIN'
But when the opera season is on|ecubator lasted almost a week longer ALREADY . mmd W‘f (4" 1]
| the “How™ tukes on - fts aura of In hig convalescenca Bogert was, Lm"lbw WQ‘T‘Tb
I wealth, Wigged butlers in knicker-|if pogsible, mora difficult than dur
! bockers unlatch the grilled doors. |Ing the acute stage of his fever. He
| When a resident of the "Row" en-|Was not irritable. He was simply in
) A Eecliaie k exhaustible, Deprived of the privi
| tertains there are canopied tunnels love of dolng anvithing himself. He :
leading to the limousines to keep off wan fertile in devices for the activits Al
the vulgar gaze, of others Only Jo Ellen vengtured »
1 At 8§ in the morning the young|flatly tn oppose him 5
Jndies in dashing riding habits walk "You're not sick now."” she pald r
te the park to mount chargers for a|"and [ don’t have to perform an)
fallop along the hridle path. = Tea|more.” .
time at 5 brings out the men in high r,,j::;g:':;:_ ;_,‘f;r:"’,‘:::! Gt l‘}.".“k ot The L~
! top hat and walking conts, “Your only niece,' corrected Jo
The other morning I sat up until }"l,|,T:.'h!ph- is worse vet." ‘When It Bk e Franas Sesogy, I

! nearly dawn in my
| ing to Willlam 8.

apartment talk-
Hart, the screen

apending his early days as two.gun

rider of the purple sage, At 21 he THE WORLD. N b ] '
was a PBroadway actor appearing in - To BUY A STonE FRIENDS l'E‘:UEE"r 0L DONY GET NO MQ. AND How blb 1 VOUR QUARBS:
Shakespearian and other heavy roles. FoR _THE WIFE S N TO SEE THE M You GEY INY ! MY NAME 53

! He once played in Macheth with Mod- OF THE S‘rDCk W\CHANQE AND Q v | ABE <AB\ I
jeska, Hart wam partlcularly dis- . HAUE HiMm HE\P M T M\" PRWKW / BB\E
traught, He was late to keep a the. € OUT: A oF‘FlCE 27 -i

; ater engagement with some friends
and on his way to the theater saw a
loat dog on the street, He could not
forgive himself for not attempting to
restore the animal to its master, Hart
leves chaps and the hlue flannel shirt
but he 18 algo at home in correct din.
ner clothes which he weara with the
grace of a Beau Brummel., He wants
to leave the screen mome day so he
can devote his time to horses and
dogs on his western ranch,

There Is an effort among New York
dramatie eritlea politely to sneer at
vaudeville. Yet the most satisfying

players recrulted from the two-a-day.
The pretentioua bunk of the drama Is
lncking in wvaudeville. It galns in
popularity dally and the tone of It
grows richer more qulekly than that
of the drama,

Speaking of vaudeville there is a
small time vaudeville agent who 1
think haa ths most unusual name
in town. It It Uptown Block.

And some of the greatest gag lines
In vaundevilla are written by a fellow
whn for vears has been tortured by
chronie headaches—the backfire of a
Routh Ameriean fever. He is only
firea from paln for short Intervale,
hut during that time ha fashione lines
that In vaudeville parlance
‘apr ‘n their meats.'”

(Copyright, 1924.)

“rocks

Lot Mallin, huddied at the doorway
of her shack, declared that it was
the noisiest typhoid she ever heard.
In hiz most unmanageable mo-
ments Bogert could bhe subdued by
Joe Ellen. If he bhellowed, “"Where's
that red head?" and Jo Ellen slipped
into the r10om, there was silence. He
did not look at her, F¥le knew when
she wcs there, and would lie with
glittering eyes peering straight at the
celling. At such times his face
seemed quite amazing. With the
growth of sandy stubble on his chin
and the tufty wriggling eyebrows,
there was a ferocity about him that
filled Jo EWen with awe. She suf-
fered acuitely while she sat there, do-
ing nothing but wateh him.
Bhe had but a vague memory of
the time when her father died, but
the coming of 1Unecle Ben, though It
wing less than a year afterward, re
mained a vivid matter. TUncle Ben's
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Q- HAVE YOu BEEN SPEAKING TO ATTORNEY
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noisy bigness, the mystery of his
relation te bathtubs somewhere on
Seventh avenue, his ingenuity in
building things like hill steps—there
wera two long flights leading to the
house porch—the thriling stories of
when he had been In Idaho, and his
passionate interest in baseball, stood
out strongly. There was a clearing
near the house where you batted a
little up hili, with a blighted elm
for second base. Jo Ellen's mother
could bat hetter than anyone except
Uncle Pen and Morris Meyer. There
was a tradition that {f Jo Ellen ever
hit the ball she made a home run.
“8he just streaks around,” sald Uncle
Ben. Jo Iillen's proposal to do the
running for her mother was never
accepted. "There'd be nothing to it,”
declared the biggest player after his
shout of derision. “You get me rat.
tled cnough as it {8."” Mrs. Rewer
remarked that her daughter’s sugges.
tion was a piece of impudence, “I'll do \
my own running,” she sald. In the
course of a game there was Hkely to
be vigorous controversy hetween Ben
Bogert and hls sister. When Bogert
shouted, “I tell you that's a strike!
Used to be just a foul when you were
young. Now It's a strike—a strike!
Jo Ellen's mother would retort, O
piffie! You make me tired with that

Barney
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new rule talk. I guess [ know when
a strike is. Play ball!" At the bat
Bogert was tremendous, The fear.
ful violence of his swing predisposed

BRINGING UP FATHER
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the eremy to let him have his run
Moreover, ke run was worth seeing
Panting In the grass thereafter, he
would manage to roar, ‘‘Home run
Bogert!' . . .

Whenever Dr. Parker appeared, Bo
gert, with a jerk of his blg head, ex
claimaed. “Well, Doe, what ean I do
for vou? He had known a doctor
in Boise City who looked like Parker
He announced this each time Parker

“A trifle too energetic for his own

from Dyekman street for many of
the night vigiis.

On the dav when Dr. Parker ap
peared twice, Jo Ellen noticed that
her mother, as well as the man caller
from her uncle's office looked wver)
gloomy. Mre. Kling, arriving after
dark, shivered when she heard "The
(il T Left Behind Me,"and glanced
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