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The allusion to the moviea had an
echo; but it was more important to
Jo Ellen that another subject intro-
duced during that end-of-the-evening
talk should strongly Impress the
visitor.

“When you get to wanting some-
thing,” Grandmother Bogert sald at
noon dinner the next day, “it's a
good notion to let them have it, unless
it's explosive or poisonous. Of course,
they may be peorry they got what
they wanted. That happens right
along. But they have to swallow
their medicine and keep It down if
they can. 1 think this child’ll have
1o have her fling. If she wants to
get to work I think she ought to be
at it

“So she's been loading you up,”
gald Josephine Rewer, with an irri-
tated inflection.

“1 put her through the third de-
gree. Didn't know what I might
strike. She couldn't help herself, un-
less she was going to be a liar."

“I tell Jo Ellen—" began Bogert.

“Of course you would, Ben,” said
his mother,

“1f you'd held me at school I might
have amounted to something."

“Shucks!” Ben recelved a sarcastlc
glance, *“Held vou! I had a sweet
time trying. What could T do—lug
you to school by the collar and hold
you there with a gun in your back?"

“You know what I mean—""

“1 don't know what you mean. You
were hound to chuck the books and
I chucked vou into a job. I was
mighty glad it was a hard one.”

“Well, suppose that's all so. A
girl's different—1 tell her that.”

“She isn't different, She gets to
wanting just the same. Go on sup-
porting her and she'll get the habit.
She'll want to be kept. By the look
of her that wouldn't amuse her at
all. She might be sorry she didn't
grab all the schooling that came her
way. I can't say. Everybody's sorry
about something. You haven't in-
venteq a way, have you, of keeping
people from being sorry? T'll tell you
one thing: We're maddest of all after-
ward about the things we were cheat-
ed out of, things we wanted and didn't
get—things we didn't do."

“Pretty risky preaching,” remarked
Josephine Rewer, without Ilooking
toward her daughter.

“What I think—'" began Jo Ellen.

“Yes!"* Her grandmother slapped
the table. “What you think., It's your
life we're talking about. Why
ghouldn't you have a look-In?"

“I don't want—" Jo Ellen started
in another way.

“0O you're not butting in. I tell you
it's your game. Go to it."”

The challenge was embarrassing,
Moreover, Jo Ellen was consclous of
her mother's irritation. Accepting
the advantage of even this authori-
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New York, July 7—A page from
the diary of a modern S8amuel Pepys:
Lay late and so up to talk with
Inspector Joseph Faurot about this
crime and wnat and ecame Jack Lait
and we recalled the gone days of the
stately cotillion and frock coat with
antiguarian delight.

This day with insolent eomplacency
1 cast my accounts and find myself in
bhetter estate than {8 my wont., To a
club and played crazy pool with Ring
Lardner and some others and I the
beet player there I'll be bound, albeit
it was all luck and no skill

My wife, poor wretch, helng away
I lunched on raw onions, gorging
myself in such a fashion 1 was
aghamed to near my fellows 80 sat at
my typewriter all the afternoon.

In the evening came Ray and Luecy
Virginia and all of us to a varlety
hall to sea a fellow juggle feathers,
sofas and what not and then to the
Club Lido where when the check
came I feigned slep and thus saved
a sizeablse Bum, So home and to bed,

Niut comedians of the cuckan school
of humor are receiving most of the
applause in New York theatres.
Ridiculous exaggeration is  their
metler—the more absurd and out of
proportion the better. Gallagher and
Shean were among the first of the
school, but their efforts seem pane
compared to thosa now running.
Nothing could bhe more absurd than
Lewis and Dody’s monotonous "“Hello!
Hello! Hello!" song. Each stanza ends
with such aa this: “Worms have no
expression, or fishea don't perspire:
Hello, Hello, Hello.” All this
{rresponsible, madness 1s accidental
dadalsm and while the vogue will
soon pass it meems to me to he a
welcome relief from the “wonder kid-
dies" who have been so conspiclous
in vaudeville and revues,

The first skyscraper In New York
was 17 etorles high. It was designed
gome 845 vears ago and was to house
a bank. It created so much anxiety
in the minds of the board of directors
that it was necessary to elect another
board, only the late Willlam Vander-
bt remaining eon the new board.
The board resigned rather than
appear ridlculous before the world
by expecting a bulldling 17 storles
high to stand.

Tt must have been pleasant to have
lived In those quaint and charming
days of scepticism., Nowadays New
Yorkers dn not believe anything im-.
possible. That 1s why 20 per cent
oil stock still finds a ready market.

She 1s an Imperious beauty of the
kind that In those dead days might
have Inspired gay blades In high col-
lars surrounded by black stocka to
duel to the death. She was walking
along Fifth Avenue and a handker-
chief fluttered from her sleeve, One
can imagine a hundred men rushing
to the rescue, TInstead a beefy pedes-
trian pointed to it with, "There's
vour handkerchief, lady"—and passed
on.

Those wkylight attie rooms In
Greenwich Village with paper screens
siiggesting rooms are golng up in
rentals. It used to, be possible to
rent one for $40 a month, but neow
the average rental monthly Is $150,
The attic studio glves a halo of gen-
fug and theres are just any number of
New Yorkers who leap to the oppor-

tunity to have that halo.

West 67th street is the home of the
leading magazine {llustrators, The
Woek between Central Park and

Columbus Avenue Is filled with studin
apartments, It 18 not the unwashed,
palnty wmet, It is compomsed of men
and women who have found they can
cut thelr halr, dress for the evening

meal and still be artistic.
(Copyright, 1924.)

tative support would be pretty cheap.
And it wouldn't pay. ‘The older volce
had spoken. Better to let it go at

that. .

“I've sald It enoygh.”

“Gond Lord! Some people are
shrewd! Notice that, Jo? Won't be
pushed. She'll get on.”

“Really, 1 have peeved nbout it o
great deal,” Jo Ellen added.

“Shrewd as the devil!” exclaimed
Grandmother Dogert,

Suddenly Uncle Ben was. on hig
feet. Inevitably he reached this po

sition rather violently and his sister
turned with a formula of remon-
strance,

Bogert, his head cocked eagerly,
ignored the protest, Tlis eves were
holding fast to something visible be
yond the windows,

“Can you beat that?"

Billy scrambled to a point of van.
tage.

An oddly dressed row of figures, In-
cluding a girl in white and a tall man
in dress clothes with top hat, strag-
gled along the path.

“They're going to make movies,
Down by the hoats,

“Who told you that?"

“They were around, fixing how
they're going to do it.” Billy ac.
quired a quick excitement. *“Can I

have my dessert, Ma?"

“Eat your dinner.”

“But Ma—"

“You can watch them all the after-
noon,” said Josephine Rewer, with a
poorly imitated calmness. Her glance
kept wandering to the window.
Billy squirmed. It was plain that
Jo Ellen and Uncle Ben lost all appe-
tite.

“We'll leave the dishes,"” remarked
Grandmother Bogert definitely.

111,

The making of movies was new to
Jo Ellen, An exotic look in the paint.
ed faces, and the elaborate artifices of
the game gave her a first feeling of
vast fascination. To watch the famil
far scene undergo transfigurement
by a merve substitution in human fig-
ures, aroused a kind of awe., When
vou wanted to laugh you somehow
didn't, but stood Instead with your
breath coming quickly.

The natives came as close as seemed
to be permitted. Jo Ellen was well to
the fore. Her mother, with Uncle
Ben and grandmother, took a more
cautious position. Billy wriggled on
the limb of a maple with Morris
Meyer, There were several groups of
the actor people. The camera man,
alternately mopping his shiny face
and lighting a fresh cigaret, was re-
inforced by young men with reflec-
tors, Others of an obscure relation-
ship hovered hevond.

It was possible to know that the
stocky man, with a taller actor per-
son beside him under a tree, was the
director, and it was he who ejaculat-
od, in something greatly less than his
directing voice, “Lord! What a type!”
When the taller man swung about,
Jo Ellen knew that she was the sub
ject. She glanced away, but held
her ground.

“Don't get to be like Mullen,”
the actor, “always discovering
ders outside the cast."”

“Did you ever see green, eves that
carried like that?"’ persisted the direc
tor.

“If you may so, they're a marvel.
As for me, I'm through with eves,"”
A volce piped from somewhere, It
seemed to imply a re-established readi
ness,

“Camera!" yelled the director. His
volee rang with a tense, warning kind
of clearness,

A8 the camera man began to twirl
the handle, the obvious hero, earrying
a girl who lay limp in his arms, stag

said
won

gered into wview against a distant
shadowed apace,

“Now the stumble!” shouted the
director, "and up agiin—everything
limp, Miss Tammil. You're dead to
the world, Now Carey.”

The tall actor strode stealthily into
range, noting the other figures and
halting.

“Not into the moonlight until they
pass that hush—now—the glance
backward. S8lowing down, O'Hrien
the branch gets you in the face—to
the right, You now see Carey—on

your knees—the gun—hold it! Hald
it! Arms folded, Carey—hold ft! ., . ."
The camera man moved for the

close-up of O'Brien and Miss Tammil
First came repeated experiments in
Miss Tammil's awakening from the
swoon., The director gave vivid sug
gestions, To msee that broad.shoul
dered person, on hiz back in the grass
lift his head as Mi=s Tammil must
lift hers, ralse a hand to his lips
giving a feminine curve in the flex.
ing of his halry wrist, to see him
accent the gestures of wenkness
above all, to see that no one lnughed
during thls fascinating parody, was
a thrilling matter to Ja Ellen.

It occurred to her that ghe would
Ilke to be carried, with a certaln bold
tenderness snch as O'Brien showed,
She was sure that O'Brien could have
done the thing without staggering if
occasion required. The staggaring
was part of the play. There must
have heen something exhausting just

before. DBut opening her eyes there
on the ground, and dropping her
cheek against his arm half a dozen
times, under Instruction as audible
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as a towhoat whistle—that wouldn't|the cigaret drooping at a queer angle.| “Of course,” said Jo Ellen. “But not|him bawl. I don't think he means{ment without something to watch. Fornow and then and held her in a kind
have pleased her at all. She would] Myrtle Fleck found Jo Eilen while|the doing It over—the practicing.” |half he says, anyway. Don't youlone thing, the make-up of the faces|of # trance, through which
have felt foolish. Evidently Miss|the picture people were making the| Myrtle glggled. “Sometimes that |suppose they sometimes ask people inl(the heat imposed repeated reinforce [raced stronkings of something that
Tammil didn’t feel that way about|scene on the wobbly bridge that con-|would bhe hest of all, don't you think?|when there 8 to be a crowd?” ment) was both enchanting and dis|left her uneas
it. Jo Ellen winced when things were|nected the Tice houseboat with the|Like in his arms. A kiss—that has| “A crowd? 1'd like to be in alquieting to Jo Ellen. The paint gave| A girl with dark huir and a foreign ¢
repeated and the realness was spoiled. |shore. It was here that the tall man(to be practiced over and over. Get-|crowd.” an exciting accentuation to the ro|look, whao belonged in some Way with
She always had an intensely relievedjlost his top hat in the struggle with|ting good money  for  kissing!] “And we'd see It at the Palace.” mantic effect, as of & world in which|{the man in the dress suit, and who
fecling whenever the director shouted|O'Brien and was finally thrown|Wouldn't that sort of—" “Sure." life burned with a special fire. A|wore an amazing robe of deep blue,
“Camera!” and the man at the ma-jover. ., . “You'd feel silly, with that man| Hope of a crowd was not supported|smile or a frown, teeth, eyes—the|with an oriental neck chain, awaited
chine actually bhegan to grind, his face| *““Wouldn't you love to be in ft?" ex-{roaring and looking terrible."” by the unintelligible progress of the|simplest glance—took on a magnified her time at the edge of a clearing.
shining, the eyebrows screwed tight,lelaimed Myrtle, “I wouldn't,” sald Myrtle. “1'd letlplay., There was, however, no mo-Imeaning that made Jo Ellen quiver (Te Be Continued Tomorrow |
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THE NEBBS WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S A WAY. Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
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i 2 ; N " THAT CASE CONTINUED AND HAVE |
GOOD MORNING . MR . WE LOST THE CASE IN NORTHVILLE — MY CLIENT WAS wWHY DIDN'T YOU HAVE ABOUT |

GOOD MORNWG |
MR RENROD - 1M
THE CARRIER OF

BAD NEWS THIS
MORNING

NEROC - TAKE A CHAIR
AND LETS HAVE IT AS
BRIEFLY AS DOSSIBLE -
IT wiLL BE ONLY ANOTHER
CHADTER TO A LONG CON-
TINUED STORY - THAT'S
ALL THAT \'VE BEEN
GETTING LATELY

AN IMPOSTOR - \T SEEMS THAT SETH NEBB DIED AND
THIS FELLOW WAS HIS FRIEND AND TOOX OVER HIS

BELONGINGS , AMONGST THEM THESE LETTERSs BUT THIS
PROVED THAT SETH NEBS® HAD A T0E
FOOT AND WHEN HWE wAS ASKED TO
GO ON THE STAND AND REMOVE HIS RIGHT SHOE
HE ASKED PERMISSION TO GO TO THE HOTEL T
TO CHANGE H\S STOCKINGS AND SKIPPED

HICK ATTORNEY
OFF HIS RIGHT

THE TOWN =

MOVED 2 WHEN YOU WROTE ME
ONE OF WIS TOES REMOV O T CASE Yo
ef | KNEW TH;\T |
N FAIRY BOOWS -
THOSE THINGS ONLY WARRERL  1oropnEy wHO 1S

ON RRAINS BUT 1'LL
TO COME THROUGH

THIS FELLOW AND THAT WHEMN
CouLD BuY

SHOULD HAVE HIPL%TL“:)NG
HORT ON FEE AN

SGF.T THAT F.STATE\ (F | HAVE

FROM CHINAL

DA

IR ANE

-

HIS EQUITY FOR 82,000

)

T

Barney Google and Spark Plug

EXTRA

BARNEY GOOGLE

WERE AL SET Now,
SUNSHINE = WAKE UP MYy
HORSE AND GINE ‘HIM SOME
ROAD WORK = HE'S GOTTA
BE IN GOOD SHAPE FOR
kNEKT quuaDn\{_-;F__,./

HEEBIE

AFTER MANY HARDSHIPS
GETS THE AGCESSARY
FUNDS =B \S0W =
To PAN" SPARK PLUGY
EATRY FEE IN THE

TBONE STAKES

To QE HELD
Tus ComNG

SATURDAY
EmN 1’_‘! ‘ES

SPARKE PLUG
JOMNSONS GoAT

HIGH PockETS

§ PURSE
Pol
Ml:‘::u - R.000

OSKY Wow wolk -
LUMBAGD BLUES

SUMP'N'S DE
MATTAH WIF
SPAHKY , BOSS -
HE ACTS LAK
HE'S ON A
MERRY GO 'WOUND
COME QuICK

NF(‘ ‘s

HES GoT Tue 86"(

SPARKY !

SEEBIES ‘s

SPARKY'S VERY MUCH

“BALLED UP.”

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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OH! MOTHER -\F FATHER
WANTS TO JOIN THE

WELL -\

NAVY - LET HIM GO NOUL INDIST e
EDUCATION FOR HIM! ADSWELL 40
; AINT YoU Zj
- GOT ANY
PATRIOTIDM?

BY GOLLY! THIS
WILL BE A GREAT
VACATION FOR ME.
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AT Ant BRAERYS
1S My BROTRERS =

|

Movie of a Woman on a Hot Day

by Briges| ABIE THE AGENT

TOLEPHONES FRIEMD
| HWOT 1T 1S

WONDERS WHAT Tg
WEAR AT BPrRiIDGE
PARTY THis _P. M.

e JorsY FAr

PHoNE S FRiaMD
AGAIN ABOCUT” Thue
HUMIDATY

READS \WEATHER

FORECAST, " WARMER"

STRUCY WIiTH
GRAND \DEA

READY
PARTY

THIS BE S1GMUND

COULT THIS BE 7= COWD

MEET ME WITH THAY PHooY

Rain, Rain Don't Go Away.

Drawn for The Oni-stlx_a_ B_-e_e by Hershfield
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( WHAT DO You kNOW ABOUY e =
'QLASSY DRESSING, ABE =

SPORY “ SUIYS ARE
SUPPOSED T® LOOK THIS

!

Y “*i;:
| MAYBE >

/ \j__./'

/OH,ITS COMMENSING |

NEH = BUY RAIN

LSY THE SAME |

THIS SuiY?

/ O, T WONDER

%

To CLOUD LP = OR NO RAIN,
LOOKS LIKE WE'RE GOING (LUUT*LP:Y ;A;%
TO THE BEACH,
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