T — e

S

A — e ——

- - - = . b
—
B 1THEE OMAHA BEE: SATURDAY, JULY 5, 1924,
you people gassing here at this rate?"|grandmother's steady, listening look,[Thus it came about that Jo Ellen| “I never thought I'd go east again,”|Then, after & little, I got to thinking| “Fifty-five lsn't so  thundering

f JO ELLEN

By ALEXANDER BLACK.
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(Continued From Yesterday.)
Marty was sturdy enough, though
mome inches short of Stan's height,

with no point of cousinly likeness that| lessness she had reached downward
she coulidl discover, Perhaps there|with her other hand. Her face was
wiis no weak Hne In his face. Hellifted to the stars.

was a good looker. His deep, olive “Aren't they terrible?" she ex-
brown eves were wide and steady.|claimed.

His chin was all right. But in the| This turned him quickly.

lips, where you looked for resolute-| “Terrible...? What...?

ness . ., . Well, it might be that there| *“The mosquitoes,” sald Jo Ellen
was & cruel possibility in Stan's lips, |“My legs are all bitten up.”
something that waited nearer than in| “Onh! I didn't—I didn't notice
Marty's. And was she only imagin-|them,” he fumbled,

ing the cousin? She couldn’t be sure.| She drew away the fingers he had

He was vivid in her feeling; extraordi-
narily vivid. But very likely he didn't
look quite as she thought. And what
did it matter? She plucked one of
the weeds beside her and threw it
into the whispering cavern.

If Stan had been caught in the
hause he would have thought she had
told the man—the dick. By now he
knew hetter, even if she hadn't found
a way in the bLoat to explain the
truth. The boat had been the best
explainer. And now he was free,
though w¥you couldn't be sure. He
might have. . . . Yes, he might have
run straight into handcuffs. At this
moment he might be in some jail or
other. And he hadn't done the thing
they were after him for,

“, . . the way they pile up there out
of the dark.,"”

Marty was saying something pretty
about the trees. He stirred as If out
of a dream and drew clo=er to her,
reaching for her hand, B8he let him
take it and had a qualm of exquisite
guilt that she should compare that,
too—the touch. If it had been Stan
Lamar a kind of thin fire would have
rvaced up her arm . . . spreading like
one of those nerve diagrams in the
physiology, . ..

She set herself to begin forgetting
about Stan Lamar, and began at the
same time to feel restless.

Marty's hand was warm and tense.

“l wish we lived here again,” he
rald.

“I'm tired of it,"" returned Jo EI-
len, “I guess I've had enough of it.
It's no place to live—in a live city.”

“But think of downtown. Crowds
and flats and nolce. This is like the
country."

“Exactly!” eried Jo Ellen. “And I'm
slek of the country. Sick of it. It's
all right for kids."

“Where would you like to live?"

“Anywhere—I mean anywhere else
I guess it's to get away, mostly.”

“I see,” cried Mairty. He had no
wish to argue then. He felt ardently
in agreement with all she might wish,
Something that came to him in the
feel of her hand gave him a polgnant
compassion, He was sure that he
knew, acutely, just what she meant,
just what she felt. Her need seemed
tn be aching and asking in the vast
stillness. He peered into the cavern,
at the fantastic silhouettes that multi-
plied endlessly, as if to mirror the
immensity of the constellations over-
head. The great beauty that flowed
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New York, July 5.—It was the re-
opening of Gotham’'s smartest supper
club. The reservations included the
creme de la creme of the social whirl,
They came with their arms loaded
with mysterious packages—hottle
shaped. It was remindful of an old
fashlioned box party.

By 1 o'clock all patrons wers =0
tightly wedged in at their tables that
it was fmpossible to reach the pos.
tuge stamp dance floor, Only those
who pald the enormous high tariff
for ringslde seals were able to dance.

The crowd at the roped entrance
ran down to flights of stairs and
around the corner in the street. All
the old subterfuges to gain admit-
tance were used. ‘Those who sald
they were members of the Astor and
Vanderbjlt parties and such.

The attraction was the debut of a
young dancer currently reported to
be the inamorata of one of New
York’s richest men. There are many
stories of her l14-room apartment in
o I"ark avenue hotel and a flock of
limousines and ropes of pearl,

She came out of a revue and has
nothing but a property smile and a
wistful look. There wera thunderous
applauge und “bravos It is the

Manhattan manner of glorifying scan.
dal. Flowers costing a fortune were
heaped upon her,

One of the noticeable features
among the ladies was that every
head was bobbed. The ublquitous
strings of pearls were caught at the
shoulders with orchids—a new fad.
Every phase of life was represented—
the underworld and upper.

Social queens, stage and movie
stars, playwrights, noveliste, million-
atre idlers and those swarthy and
sleek glglios who live off women. Al
3 a. m. the most of them were float-
ng about in an alecoholie maze, Tt
was the 20th century dance Mlicabre.

She was of a foreign Importation
known by a single name. Her fame
was trumpeted from Paris and New
York came to sit at her feet In a
niusical revue, In four months one
man alone recognized her, ITe sought

har out, She sghrugged her shoulders,
He was mistaken. She had never
lived in the little Ohio town from

whenece he sprang. He was certain
and in the end she confessed.
swore him to secrecy, but n few weelks
later she left the revue and returned
to Parvis, 8he felt discovery would
mean her professional death.

The man of blg affairs in New York
usually develops “telegrapitis’” after
crossing the Hudson., Alone in his
drawing room he begins to worry
about trivial things that would not
bother him in his office and so he be

gins firlng telegrams back. ‘There
is a theatrieal producer and a hbig
publisher whose telegraph tolls av
ernge more than $100 a day when
they are on a tour,

Only three ecabarets now have host

esges. In old days the hostess was
supposed to infuse life into a place by
a personal following. They came and
disappeared as quickly as a bhreath on
a window pane—gning from cafe to
eafe. Now the chief attraction In
any cabaret Is the orchestra. A tip
top orchestra will bring crowds, It
is sure fire,

My young friend Tony eame to tell

me goodby today., For three vears
he hus flicked imaginary hits of
dust off couats in a harber shop, He
In returning 1o Italy 1o liring his

parents to Ameriea. He has saved

enough out of his tipe to do this and

he has a flat in Cherry street awail

‘ing for them, Tony also expects to

be a barber when he returns and

eaventually own hls own shop
“Copyright 19240
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about them reached sharp contact in
the lovely softness of her fingers.
He did not notice that in her rest-

been holding.

“Let's go,” she said.

He assisted her to thes level of the
ridge. When they came to the turn,
the moon caught them and sent long
shadows of thelr figures wriggling like
gnomes that led the way.

PART TWO.
Breaking Away.
1:

At the foot of the house stepg Jo
Ellen said: "I won't ask you up.”

She feared he might sit too long.
There geemed to have been enough of
everything that had been happening.
And of Marty. Enough for one day.
Besides, she wanted to rub something
on the mosquito bites.
No offense sounded in the tone, and
Marty, squeezing her hand, moved

lingeringly away with a wave of his
hat,

Jo Ellen mounted the first flight of
Uncle Ben's steps two at a time. This

“As usual," retorted the grand-
mother, “it's Ben Bogert's nolse. 1]
wish you'd go to bed, Ben."

“That's it, put it on me."”

Grandmother Bogert had her way,
She wanted to talk with Jo Ellen,
and before the moon had left them

when Jo Ellen's turn came, some.
times made the grandmother a hit
nervous. At the time the maternal
grandfather died he was foreman of
a Toundry in San Francisco., When
his wife went east {n the perod of
Jo Ellen's babyhood, he had com-

never saw her mother's father, who
had put all his savings into a land
enterprise that falled, and saw the
fading of his Great Dream. His wife,
after writing a brief letter telling of
hia death (it was as If she were hurry-

she told Jo Ellen. "1 guess 1 never
really wanted to very much. After
you get used to the coast—anyway,
I haven't had the kind of a job that
lets you galllvant any. 1've had to
stick to it and put off and put off

distress. The

it over and told the outfit I was off
it for & month or so.
old girl
Packed my grip and lit out.
luck to strike an awfully good sum-
mer excursion rate.

young,"
gert.
an idea.

it out.
in the movies?

Loud cries of
was flrm.
Had the

And here's dear

returned Grandmother
And this appeared to suggest
She leaned forward to point

“Md you ever see a
Bhe'n always seventy.

Bo-

mother

2 fi ing toward the next thing to be done),|getting on to see you people. Whenlold grandma.” tour. Grandmothers are ninety.six,
completely in shadow much had been|plained that he couldn't get away.|accepted a friend's intercession and|your mother wrote that Ben was down| “You're so young for & grand-|Seema when they breed for the cam.
:"‘ﬂrd' - ':mituh]y modulated tones. Jo|Moreover, the expense for two would|hecame manager of a millinery shop|with typhoid It was about the worst|mother,” sald Jo Ellen. She meant|era they start late.’
illen liked to hear her talk, but the|he prohibitively heavy, he thought [in Seattle time for me. Just a rotten time.lit (To Be Continued Monday.)
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baving completed & sense of dismis-
gal, she entered a new reverie in the
slow mounting of the second flight.
It was not until she came quite to
the top that she saw the figure of
a woman seated half In the sgharp
shadow cast by the moon. Not her
mother; a wiry woman with {ron:
gray hair who stood up alertly.
“You're Ellen,” sald the keen volce.
“Yesn."

“I'm your grandmother.”

“0 Grandmother!"” Jo Ellen's arms
went out and in the embrace she
kissed her mother's mother cordially
on the cheelk,

Grandmother Bogert swung her into
the moonlight, then swiftly lifted off
her hat, In the sun Jo Ellen's halr
had the sheen of Spanish topaz; in
the rays of the moon It was more
to be likened to Indla garnet. The
grandmotherly eyes made an elec-
trically quick survey of all that stood
before her.
"My God!
loose!""

Jo Ellen laughed.

“S8he runs loose all right,” eame
Uncle Ben's growl from the house
door. “Isn’t this rough? Grandmother
and granddaughter have to introduce
each other! Your mother's in hed,”
he informed Jo Ellen. “They talked
themselves into headaches.”

“Mind your ewn affalrs,” command
ed Uncle Ben's mother,

“But you admitted it,"”" sald Bogert.
“l never admit anything,” was the
retort, “at least to a gabby man.”
“O well, if you haven't a head
ache—"

“I suppose vou had a good time,”
said Mrs. Bogert to Jo Ellen, drawing
her to a seat on th® porch bench.
“Quite a day.”

“1 saw Coney Island when you were
a baby.”

“T took her,” sald U'ncle Ben.
"And made a mess of it. Forgot
his money."”

“Never forget your money when
you come near a woman!" cried
Bogert.

“Unless,” returned his mother, “vou
can choose, as you did, A woman who
has something In her own pocket.”

Think of this running

“Pocket . .. !" Unecle Ben snickered.
“Yes, pocket. T always have n
pocket. And we'd had to walk home

I‘! I hadn't had something in it that
day."” M
“Pald wou back."” laughed Bogert
“Naturally,” said his mother.
“Now, Ellen"—1Unele Ben drawled
this—"speak mnice to vyour grand
mother. TI've told her you're not so
bad as she might think.”

“I wish you'd shut up,” the elder
Mra. Bogert interposed with a stern
sort of grin. “I can see, Ellen, why
you may have lacked any kind of
bringing up. good thing, mayhe, if
_vﬂn'\’e escaped belng Influenced at
all.”

Bogert bhellowed his fov. “I never
beat her unless she deserves it, do 1
Ellen?"

"“The trouble is, my dear,” and the
grandmother scrutinized her with =
frowning henignity, “that the family
aln't much to gn on as far as beha-
vior is concerned. Fere I was, a darn
good Preshyterian hen who hatched
two wild ducks, Tmagine! Never ecould
do much with them. If you're an
other, it's to he expected.”

Jo Ellen was chuckling,

“Generally I'm quite tame,” she
sald,

“Generally,. My wild ducks were

tame enough most of the time—stu
pidly tame, I'l say. It's the wild
spote that make the trouble.”

A white figure appeared in the door
way.

“"How do you think T can sleep,”
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