THE OMAHA BEE: FRIDAY, AUGUST 15, 1924, 7
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Jo Ellen knew that the truth went|to have its old creepy fascination. She| “'Yes." "y i’ Uk
fu 1 . ¢ = e Fa s " - Res, < Yes, but it's no sin to be sorry!boring look.
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2 chance. 8he always knew aboutjasked wuhmu: 1i e cn' < - L " quick. And that's what makes it| “A husband.” DEmma repeated the|behind the impulse that had clrrkd: ¢
q I By ALEXANDER BLAGK things, Old Lot Mallin represented|self l'l ah eeling of forcing her- If you don't mind, we won't talk|worse . ., . a girl like you, and then, words as If she were measuring them|her down the steps. She wanted the = °
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; A zippy game by the Inwood Glants|seemed 4 2 ¥ e nths now. After that I'll sell the I didn't come up here to—" One{Ellen. process would have been profoundly|Emma, intently. “The o7 R -+ ¥
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lle about your tallk." know how Marty's mother was be-

bl 4 ;-u;:i want melto stay here,” she wo;ld !‘;'trt of tone things up. R
sald Jerkily, "wvou'll have to think a rs, Rewer repressed a desire t i
'THE NEBBS BASHFUL RUDY! Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
f A . - "

having. She sought to read an an-

'hat's a threat, A threat!” swer in the look b~ e 1 S H
rhen he AHreve i RERes Wi oks of Jo Eilen. Hav- : S e :
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thought seemed to stare like words|9F two.
lked upon a dark wall. F¥or the| This stirred a laugh In Jo Fllen.

vlv day in the weelk when Jo Ellen| “I den’t mean,” said Mrs. Bogert,

wuld have her husband or be of any|With her energetic finger gesture in

. around the house, she was choos.|[the gray hair, “that you ought to

< to be off to her own people— |Whine. Of course not. ' But you've
faunting her privilege of shedding(been up against it hard. If youn
{hings, strutting freely where others|haven’'t smashed anything or anybody
were tied to a chair or to a kitchen|it'll mean you have a good deal on
jange, 3 your chest, Hell them and be done

When Sunday morning came Simms|With it.”
cenior, his stockingless feet covered| ‘It's just a job,” Jo Ellen remarked
. canvas slippers, smoking pro.|from the porch chair. "And I didn’t
foundly In the midst of a Sunday edl bring it with me.”
tion, paused to say, “Good idea. Glve “(ood work!" Bogert stralned the
them my respects. Wish you'd ask pockets of his trousers. ‘“She's a
Logert why he never comes down.” [8port. Wants a change.”

But no  single sop of sympathy Mrs., Bogert was not diverted.
could muffle the clank of the chain.|“Wants a change to blow off. That's
|ler going was made to seem, at the[what she needs. I know when peo- F./J'
last, like an affront. A sense of[ple are natural. This business of be- ! -

what lay hehind her dragged through |ing _:\“]"‘Et j5“ P#*“};ﬂ'“ﬂ." puts a .:-rlmrl — — - - = - :
(¢ il ond stained e drighiness o you. patience, yea it ve st Bayrmey Google and Spark Plug BARNEY CAN'T BELIEVE HIS EARS. Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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| of the day. Yet it was necessary to|to keep things said up. You can say

cumbrously cheerful, ready to blow strain.”

encouragingly upon every flams of| “Oh, I'm not trying to he meek," SO
fun, roaring over his own jokes, fear- expostulated Jo Ellen, “if you mean
ful of pauses. There must be noth- something llke that, I tell you, it's
ing disagreeable; this was fixed In hig{my job. There's no way out. What's
mind. His pleasantry about the prodi-|the good of peeving? And that fen't
gal daughter and the fatted chicken |t either. If I Dbegin discussing,
expressed his theory of an occasion. there'll be real trouble. I can seem
fie even wished that the old baseball{to stand things if I shut up.'”

team might get out in the afternoon. “You talk like an old woman," said
Mrs. Bogert, “and I want you to
be an honest-to-God girl."”
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‘ “I know!' eried Bogert, “you want
: ew or her to be red-headed, and she—"

| Mrs. Bogert grunted sharply. "I
|
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| pretend.  ‘There were searching eyes|it here, and get a lttle help.” i

| 41 Inwood. Being pitied would be| "All right,” said Jo Ellen. “When I = - e L
a finisher, must explode 1'll try to do it here.” E MISTAH GOOGLE. AWM F'OM LouiSiania « AN g e

* U'ncle Ben loomed on the top step| Mrs. Rewer was halted. “"Sometimes % REPUHSENTS THE CUAMBAH OF COMMUHSE - & —
in a posture that suggested await- she's a Bogert and sometimes a Rew- CouLnp Yo ALL Pull OFF THAT RACE OF SPARK - Lo e
ine an event. He was in the front|er. Maybe generally a Bogert try- PluG AND TUAT RUSSIAN HORSE DOWA OUR o c ITOCHE " ~ (2) === >3
row of everything that hfippened,|[ing to be a Rewer, and that's some | way ¢ WED MAKE AN (NDUCEMENT, SUM, 2 H q (,2 (7//\ ‘/ NOo UsE T CaMT
MO THAN WHAT Yo' ALL £ ATCH'TO CHEq"‘ - g_/ GET T =«—
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wilL GET FRoM
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don't want her to get her wires
--Day by Da g crosse. This Simms crowd has &
L gtrangle hold on her—" 1n
ST Jo Ellen laughed again, Her moth- o
Y By 0. 0. McINTYRE. er winced at the sound. 3

New York, Aug. 15.—Thoughts| “You're a dear old bunch. You
while strolling around New York:(wanted me to have something nice
~Noon. And here I am just up, Once ar::k sott agr}" happy. And I d’inl;
an Egyptian always a late slecpers. strike it. ere was a war, an
I love to be lazy. Too many frostbit- tl:!av'-e:hialr:ﬂd didn’t do much. This is
ten souls living hy_ time clocks, Hot “Damn It!” Bogert burst forth, for-
deg! A parade, Wish Sousa would getting his good resolutions, “Mrs,
write another march. Ex-Ambassador |8immsa doesn't belong to your share,

.
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Gerard. I'll eay that.” HEY - JIGGD - COME O AHEAD- WELL - 7 - .
An elfish chip of a girl between re:m;l.;! }':ewﬂ‘ lifted her hands dep HERE ‘DUQI\H IS C‘DUC&AN' THELRE.%JSZE& - % : -5 g e B
two stout men in checks and derbles. |FeCatngy. . e ) : '
the famous gambler who wears a sllk km:" ':l; y !l-::-’:m -Io};f:-liit‘:ﬁ‘ l!::\:):“: GONNA TELLUSA e TRAVELIN' MAN STORY AN'TELLIT TO
patch over his eye. Herb Roth, the That ean't be (-ﬁansed." | FUNN"{ bTOR"(- AND- - --
caricaturist. A button and a waggish| «ysy can be changed,” Mrs. Bo- — LA
look. Street hawkers doing their stuff|gert declared. “You can be squeezed v = % W
along the llbrary wall. A bluecoat— |until there's only a rag of vou left. . e L md
| and they vanish. Folding in and thinking about your i Y/
"‘- An Oriental rug sale, Keshons,(duty. A ﬁ,’{";}"’;{iﬂ‘l"“""b‘lﬂ;“ ik | ¢ ' T \
P i ed a 4 n, : - - Vs .
Sarooks, lm-r:nhans and Ar.u:shah’s‘ white, then finished them off. Of = e i 2  — .
At least that's what the sign say®.|...,.ce you might be blubbering, and i /
i e <

Means nothing to me, Rag carpetsSiwe might he stroking you and plead-
are my speed., More padlocked cafee.ling with you to be noble. That's £ (\b/ T »id
o9

No bhootlegger is a hero to his walter.(one way to wither women. It just
happens that I know other symp-

(illda Gray's mauve limousine in a

show window toms, I'm not telling you to shirk . ’ 5
wonder if I've got enought money nny‘thlng. I'm telling you [9 I.;irl;_ut \[-
L ) . ls his kicking tirm:‘ no matter whnls‘m shins e}

for & Wi out. A 1!":3\‘ rihursl_k get hurt, You'll last longer. N ——

cruteh at a policeman. And runs like 1 = i | \ 3 |

o Ellen stood up with a menacing ~
a rabbit. As T lve and breath! Alg qaenness. » | \Z. |

drie store selling drugs. Old blue| <This is funny. You'd think they I
velned clubmen tottering to their|peat me every morning before break s ;
briage. Whats the. naine of Eddle PRt L—‘ © 1924 By InTo Frarume Semvice. Inc Creat Britain rahts reserved 8 fS l '1
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Mrs. Rewer -had been watching.

Ioy's fifth child? s & z00d Mhu,” whe Wil -
gr k.| "It migh a ¥ . '
An organ grinder xnd Mo monke o ot o ien, wione, or el make| JERRY ON THE JOB

A WIDE-AWAKE EMPLOYE. Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

Didn't know there wers any her glad to get back to her jall.”
(Copyright 1924)

Hope there's bean soun for dIn:wrn Ben Bogert slapped his knee, and
Wish Tiffany's would put up a sign.lhia mother, of a sudden, was out 2 NEVE T T i [ - = —_
1t seems downright snobby without it|of her chanr and had Jo Ellen In & v il (’_.':T THE HAMMER. OUT For & Felow /H‘E{ TERRY e T T i e,
[Kindly gatherers from east side.[firm grip. Bogert gulped when he MPLONEE, MR FIGSBY = BUT T BURNT ME WP “'D) ROP Ui /‘—‘"‘ M, Al ; Q | 7 (i 1 SAaNS s ALL RR. =7 ¢
And they have more fun than the m“; s g i R A WAk “TuaT JERRy PESTERING ME WITH Sy .{ ﬁ NOURE Dows || . : ACCIORNTS MAPPEN 10 = .

F . Crying. > — - = =
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: fn the air. The spectacle was oo =1 5 GG = o A N
ed beards. And quizzical little eyes.l....p for him. “el stared in a tor * T e Quesr o LE"-'NI'-'_/ . \‘\
wrousered to grotesqueness and boot-|tyred awae at the tears of all the peo T AL O Ther OFF HE- ) gl '
ed to misery., Why would anyone|ple in the world who mattered most m 1 WAS O/ "t.ﬂ- __/ .P
jeave Cafe de la Paix for this sim-|It was as it 1\-‘0mai;‘"wrmh. Y I 0 p . “Tewnd To weLe < ( AN.
mering city. Charlie Tomne, the poet. Then he saw Jo Ellen break loose tiplelp. e O TunwEy | |/
And a famous bachelor. and begin the descent of his long "'rp"""' ¥ ¥ wan J“‘PLV\.-X
flicht of steps. This amazing turn il

Overcrowded buses, An obsequious completed his dismay. He made a q; ’_’
walter in the Waldorf making out ali..ping motion, then checked himeelf V) ;';/"‘ '
Lill. And a tired looking man walting |when he became aware that Emma /3 D‘ ;
for the bad news, A cat on an iron|Traub was standing at the foot of .f"..”‘»'., h)
picket fence. 1 tried 1t once. Andjthe lower flight. Well, this was as AN G, D
lost the northeastern section of my good A& way as any to break up the __i_- ..(_,j_‘.
Flaion Moy mig & cked |Bame. Emma Trauh would answer 6 b T
Sunday pants. And grandma lick llhr_- purpose very well, if rreaking C'-," %:\
me Lo boot, up the game was what Jo Ellen had P 2.0 S

g ta alin mind. , e — _ e

In a promenade r:'f 10 streets a <V, .m P % 5 N, \;,:-.,SH y
""““';" me:“'l tb‘:l “.:j'ww Y“";; “Thought T saw you,” sald Emma. (/OB e 110 w0 i Fravom Semnin TonGasar B - wrwm" == = < T —— "
inurants, Restaurants (n ANe or - = s — &5
fall in greater proportion than any |How to Start the Da Wron . . g . ———
sorl of business, Every waiter, after ¥y g Bl‘ Brlggs AB[E THE AGENT Dra“‘n for The Omaha BEC by Her.hfield

Busincss Troubles.

on-Ho Bov!

he saves a few dollars, opens a
! & restaurant and 80 per cent of them GooD MORNING GOOD MORNING
Por ot g ' MRS, HASHMORE /| HERE'S ‘Your
‘ N - BATH ToawelL —_— . . s

Speaking of restaurants 1 noticed ’\’T THIS 1S il - < e —— i'—'l —
Georga Rector among the avenue —r——ra '\ — - 3 / o e
throngs the other afternoon, It'recalls ‘\f\/ . / '@ __....‘!.?'r_aj“?j =] | :E_':::j:" I f"_::z [ E‘E‘@
the old days when Froadway was & ) RN P - — . | ; - _ s S
bell-roaring strect  Rector, dapper ’ BA EYGOC“U;, - = | ! HAD A WIFE .-'I HAD A WIFE
and debonalr could be seen each W'.TH Hi< G‘CQ 1 i) THREE T\‘Es [ THREE !
evening at 6 standing resplendent | 00 GOOGLY A\ ﬁ {\ 230 TIMES )
in his dinner jacket in the entrance | =3 L Q:;IZE 4 RIS S12e /

| R & >

to old Rector's., He had a way of
separating the chaff from the wheat
wihtout offending. Ia knew hls New
York as few knew It. Nowndays the
head walter knows few of his patrons,
lle flits from place to place.

The musical saw craze threatens
the sama horror as the ukulels craze.
The old-fashloned saw is played with
a fiddle bow and the various tones
are produced by bending the blade
of the saw at different angles. A
small shop has opened on West 37th
street where only muslcal] saws Aare
eold. Two Instructors are there and
promise to teach the mnovice In 10 " AND_ SO The DAY 1S

UTTERLY RuineED

leasons nt $0 a lesson, The saw craze

was brought to New York by an /
Arkansas lumberman who Is sald to
have discovered the musle that could
be brought from the tool, He ap-
peared meveral yvears ago In A mid-
night muslcal revue,
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pened for 1 nodded ton and he fixed
it hefors 1 came hack to consclous

nexs.
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They dragged me out to one of C_}m‘-—"' Y
those interpretive dances again, This St ?' "\f‘l 7 —
ona wis where the ancient Egyptian | ' ’H'ii \-.
hieroglyphles camea to life in the ‘| ﬁ/ | ‘\u “ b )
dance of the solar gods. 1 dldn’t t | 'ﬂb'-
catel any of It not even on the second : \ ‘\ ‘
bounce but I was entranced by a 5. J
fellow In front of me who went o ) ] \‘\’. }
pleepn. His toups slipped ny he slump E‘ , ! v | \ -
ed In his geat and for half an hour |t . - - K\ \j
threatened to fall to the floor. But : - -~ 1 \ = ; . &
e 1 dldn't get to mes exactly what hap 3 S .| e = ke = )
- re - = e A il
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