o
)y
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There was a muttered sound as of|for a little while—until thoughts he-

not matter. “I have all the time there|to have had T'ncle Ben come into the

with a kind of gullty awe,

Of course, It was like Uncle Ben.

. Plunging through to the trouble point.| 1 struggle to be silent, of words swal-fgan wedglng their way in, until you| The interval gave time for specula.|is,” he said to her Wce .
JO ELLEN “He's been here. 'Ha'll—l'w- told|lowed desperately. With this con-|began wondering . . . ahout yourself;jtion upon the attitude of Uncle Ben. She told him HI‘I'_’ .wns returning to nT-{ -f'n\z'?-:u;\ﬂ!dtgr. l;tulti]r;fn:"?hzm;r '1!:.'
h.lm everything. Everything. Ii{tact, tenuous as a wire, the two flick-{until pictures of yvourself, pulled|No hint of what this might be ap-|inwood and preferred the going-home|had no complaint, but o‘nly :‘com
By ALEXANDER BLACK. Sepriteni, 14, ‘-\Fll‘ﬂt—l:'nul!' over the phone— ered for & moment, Marty was firstiaway, standing quite apart from|peared In his later telephone call. He|hour. Under the clrcumstances ft{ment on the e:u:anrdlnnry interest.-
Er“n':"]tl I;d??;l:h?d JIT Elén. :u :!:Inx up tll;o recel;er. It c;‘:_uld T\-etrlylhing, began to form themselves|wanted to see her, at lunch time or|made her miserable that Eberly|ingness of the Jewish boy who pre-
5 1 me to dinner?” w s way—If you chose anythinglin the clutter, and you found vnursel!lnt the end of the Jay. He would wait|should ke h nli 4 ¥
'y (Continued From Yesterday.) "He' “ , y ' me.” 'm ; < ) oo i o o ep her untll nearly seven|ided over the tobacco stand.
 optiam llfe.l:l'.. stricken all the same—for I can't tell when 1'11 he hom might be blotted out—or aae:n to be, taking apprehensive breaths, perhaps for her at either time. Delav wouldo'clock. It would have been bhetter (To Ba Continned Monday.) -
‘' “It was her mother, whispering the| “You're as furlous as I am,” Jo El- .
..ﬁaml. len muttered bitterly. “You want to THE NEBBS UD ELL TH ; Directed for Th Om h Boe by e..
,!! Bo the whole house wouldn’t be|smooth me out."” 3 AT S DIFFERENT' % _— sal H '
i uted. In the white nightgown her mother e e o e S e :
LTl " 1 .
1 heard something,’ Mrs. Rewer|looked like a matronly angel who HELLO, SWEET WEARQT — 1 ARRANMGED TO TAKE AVACATION NOU WONT HAVE TO Lay YOUR HANDS I'™M JUST A SMART BARD _NESTERDAN

4§
i

+ Pdded, “lying thers awake—thinking
X t you. Wasn't tha g [ s t likd him for it," id DR DN AN
.gﬁ:v.} %:ppen;ls';l Are ;ou ':.rl:::;" Mru.mRerv}\?er nlie:::ly, r'I']or oa:lyitng t.l:nt OLUT WORKING SO HARD TO NORTHWILLE - I'LL WRNVTE 10 ) £ JOU AND JUN d = ATELESCOPE - 71O SHE C i
They walked softly, and when the[it wasn't rotten—a man who had a THIS HOT WEATHER NIBLICK TO ARRANGE FOR A — YOU'LL BE A QUEEN DOwN THERT E WAIT ONTIL SHE GETS THERE. WL
Yight flared, the mother's eyes were|wife pledged! It was horrible. But MAID AND HAVE EVERNTHING — 1L WANT MY SWEET WIFE TO HAVE 2 WASN'T SO LATZY T'D WRSTE A BOOK
‘tlz\f-t. Jo Ellen wondered if she still{it smashed him. The punishment’s i ALL READY FORULS ___J A CMPLETE' REST \N BEAUTIFUL ON HOW T pL%E AWIFE . T WOULD
.'I.d;:liksi;lgnn of being, or having been, E:en laid on pretty. heavy, without Ge——— P . - NC}Q‘T:(-K\{_%FLE.% ;&EEEQB_%QTH PLALE BE GREAT READNG YOR SOME MARRIED
., “I was at a party,” she sald, “and| “I know. But why should I be iyl ’__.——/ 2 o G RON \DiING
‘#t seemed a little easier to disturbjsmashed, too? I was willing to take L LVES DODGWG “g.‘uuo!a%m%s

this house—easier than the other
one."

1f she could get to bed before hav-
‘ing to expound anything she would
be better off. The theory migkt have
worked itself out if Mrs. Rewer hadn’t
put those strong arms of hers about
the lithe young figure, . , .

Crying, with her head in her moth-
er's lap, just like the other brides
ghe had thought of as so silly, BShe
gouldn't see her mother's face when

ghe came to the top of the story.

Ehe could only fesl the tightening of {nrrangement! If there's any of him =

the hands and a falnt taut tremor|left, the leavings are for her. And "4;/
Z
A

in the knees.

“And I stood It all,” she sald—all
pf it—not very beautifully, but 1
ptood {t—because it came along with
gverything, and I wanted to be a
sport. If the war broke him, well,

imp
sald before he went away that 1

f ought never to have said 1 would.

wept for the miseries of the world.

my share of what the war did. Why
should T have to share this? It isn't
fair. The whole game of war isn't
fair to women, Everybody knows
that. And one of the reasons It fan't
fair—but what's the use of going into
that—going into all that & man may
Lring home besides fighting marks?
It's all war."

“1 see.”” Jo Ellen emitted the begin-
nings of a hysterical laugh. “Bullets
and women. And the hero comes
home—to another woman. Wonderful

she must be grateful that there is
anything left. Even If he looked the
same as ever, she couldn’'t tell what
had happened to him, could she? She's
allowed to go on hating war—patient-
ly. Whatever he does she mustn't

A whiteness had come over her face.

bravely in the dark to prove that it

i I'lL BET NOURE ALL TIRED

WITH NOU AND WE'LL GO DOWN

T0 A THING AND TLL G

ET AN AUTO
OR AROUND

SHE COULDN'T SEE NOR LLE WITH

Tty

il

VS I KNOW WO SPEND WALY "_{Hi'.tﬂ

Barney Google and Spark Plug
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Ssvould, but if he hadn't come with|There was a desperateness in the
ghe hurt—I guess it made him seem|fixity of her eyes, as if she were trac- [ i e e R o et tem ety - —
pathetic or something, so that it was|ing the outlines of an issue that ﬂ? ‘ODQV ﬁ A FinE PlaKLE TM 3:30 AlOW - THE ] -y [T FTiR
hard to admit changing. I don't be-|couldn't be met. She was the mother, o b M IN— Ive LosT MY HORSES ARE AT Tue POST - SPARK PLLG WINS, i} L, ' Hl 14
fieve I did change. I never really|She must explain life, she must make 3'3‘0.' . SJ:;:}T AY":“F""" BoOkS ARE CLOSED' Ao MORE CHEESE AT * kbl OSKY wow wow
pared enough for him to marry him.|Providence plausible, she must talk on' BETTING ~ THEY'RE OFF = Tue SRR |
INTERNATIONAL RACE ME TUROUGH TUE Coes!" WATCH I ShHouwd

Tas sipe

I had to stand that}.1 I had :p take |hate him."” % =
hare. It was t hi that t| Her h ilent. W J v = b
m: ntoar:\'her:s “?! m::r:ednshinlxl—tﬁgt 1".‘1{9:1] l::::-)lt\r-f;r :;nﬁh:r e::hr-_ mw?n 'nol: —n 1 , 7 (Copyright, 1824, by The Bell Syndi Inc.))
You know that. Yes, T know [theory or argument, but suffering. -
JAIL MEANS NOTHING TO BARNEY NOW. Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

But when I thought the war—and it |has no ghosts, she must kiss bruises EAMOUS SSIAN

%asn't the war! The war never put|and lie ahout them. e . RUSS HUSTLE Down Te | [ e LENGTHE » Aol THEY: we “ee ‘--2_-—/ DooR . CLANET

a mark on him!" What Jo Ellen saw stung her ; TROTSKN © vs, x:;'-‘gi:og;.‘:&? /[ NECK AN'NECK - @ “ \,\G—e DOMNT tET
“It was the war.” afresh. " . - w 7 'EM GET
Jo Ellen's head come up with a| “And after all that, there's Mrs SPARK PLUG" PRIOE OF oNER TUE TicKER = \ Away!/

fiing. gimms, She isn't the war."” Tue (.S.A. IF MY SPARKY P o 2,

(“No!" she cried so loudly that her| *“No, damn her!” oo LOSES Topay I'™M

motner ralsed a hand in warning, “it] This was not llke a matronly angel PURSE ‘Q0.000 o } =

wasn't the war. Just a beastly mat-|but it was out. Contrition seemet =

tac of & woman. Can't you see Why|to bring the blood back into Mra. APECIAL TRAINS EROM |

Rewer's face. Perhaps it was a relief
to get this sald at last, even it she
felt helittled. A damn was a bad
example. But she had often thought
of Mrs. Simma with a damn, and a
stricken Jo Ellen pried the thing out
of her.

“I know!" exclalmed Mrs. Rewer.|
“She treats you as if you did it."”
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%4 never wanted to talk about srmy
surgeons? He knew he couldn't get
ghy government help here on an in-
jury like that. If the thing came to
being looked up . . . And we were
fooled—"

1 New York ‘

There could be mno conflict over
3 o R o g
B 2 Suddenly Mrs. Rewer asked, "“Do gy 7 Z = L~
g --Day by Da LU you suppose she—she knows?" TURNED AwAY FROM Gox OFFLE / , Copyright, 1924, by King Features Synd Great Britain (J;g%
i J ‘i'!:'e e,venhmol.““!{nown—v;‘]hatt’,'_"' = TrEs _____ﬁlli
N By 0. 0. McINTYRE. “Knows how Marty was hurt. T

g “1 dao ) i had time Registered SEE JIGGS AND MACGGIE IN FULL
§  New York. Aug. 28.—Broadway calls| “1 don’t know. 1 havew ' G U U.S P ot : Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McM
e - - tn think, hey stlc lose, Prob- - 3. Patent Office e maha ee civianus
$ them “fadeouts.” They refer to the .l.hlle:;:» dm:'; L;n‘:(k ¢ : ‘wi’l FAGE'OV COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE (Copyright 1524) y
& former heautles of the stage who are} .y pnder,” Mrs. Rewer's hands 8
% belng shunted to the background j.eome quiet again. Presently they 90 THID 1D THE TOWN THAT WHERE VS THERE “é%“"DER INTHE WHAT'S THAT ? Ay - | ¥IM4 _
® _cclipsed by age or fadingi beauty.|clenched. It wouid serve her right THE COUNT DE LERIOUS A TELEPHONE '™ i ‘T‘\x.‘b‘rnna AR SAY AMYTHING | WANT 1 YES AN 1TSS A
& Yivery cafe has their sprinkling of}if we had the marriage annulled.” TOLD ME TO SPEND MY THIS BUM TOWMN?E ‘rg;b A BLM OVER THE PHONE - AN I'M LM JAIL TOO!
%, them nightly. _At sight of the quick flush in Jo VACATION IMEH’ WELL I'M LEPHONE HOT APRAID OF YOUR
g oy the Brosdway Hshts are th II 5 Tm:-i:;”efrlt:r? :;:“‘lh';nﬁropea - GONNA CALLHIM U AN TELL BUM SHERIFF EITHER .
: lights that never grow dim. They are "I guess T don’t quite mean that.
= always alluring. There is one Wholiew qustn’t let that woman make
#' used to twinkle in the front row. Onej,, o
# nizht there was a Westchester joy ride|  j, Ellen stood up.
: and a smashup and she left the hos-| “I'm going to bed.”
:, pital with a deep scar on her cheek. Mrs, nﬂ\'\;pr got to her feet !-mpr.n-
2! There is another, still In her 20s,|sively. *“We'll sleep on Iit. I'm not
% whose beauty wilted under the fast m-.rf;fth;at l}'n'\'k!‘ room Is quite as it
i il .
% pace. She was once the featured beau. "_‘,‘vl’wo;‘.t ':"e_.. eaid Jo Fllen.
:. ty of a noted revue. And her last The parting for the nigat was |
' engagement was n a Seventh avenue|siealthy. At the end, the two clung
% cabaret. She affects a lorgnette and [dumbly together for several moments.
4! gazes haughtily about the world that I11.
% once acclaimed her. For a time It seemed to Jo Ellen
#! Nothing s go tragle to them as|that the awful ‘wm'd “annulled” \:‘nu]lt:
£ to lose the wiare o the spotieht.|keeh Mo RIS T 0 L L ——
. ;Th!’}’ ﬂgh:l "”"“Tlnu-"::‘ :T? 1”':'" SR [lef‘nnllmnt'v. blotted out all implica: JEMCMBHl<,,
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The great fact of the morning waf
that Jo Ellen slept until nearly nine
o'clock, when Uncle Ben and her
grandmother had gone,

w fice. They are llke prize fighters
' who never belleve they are through.
Thelr chief assets are heauty and

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

(Copyright 1924)

youth, Each Is usually ravaged in A, : :
a mire of dissipation. When they lose| "1 took n"a‘hu;:t'v. : sald "t’"”m‘;::‘;

heauty they find themselves hope- ;:o?‘ll‘r!lﬂiits'.' Looked to me as YOu AAN= HERE COMES ThAY
hfﬂw nml of the ra.ne, Producers Jo 'F:HN\ was firm about the necessi- Ooom&ams:\-c
are out when they call. Men wholy,, 41 must be at the office by ten. BURNS ME UD. KHE

onece pald nightly court at their feet
have “other engagements.’

S their only companions are those
yomniaded young fops who will dine
with anvone who pays the check. A
crew—these PBroadway dan-
Ar Wil

This meant hustling. &he put on a
dress she had not taken downtown,
and hurried her hreakfast,

Mre. Rewer withheld the questions
she had ready. At going away time
the principal one was answered."”

“I'm ecoming back here/" said

“TanKS HE'S Dow'
You A FAIOR ¢ NE

LWE T s
BeEGEW wm To

FLrange
dies who live by thelr wite.

Jo

- a # ¥ e O .
Jiogers says you look at them ansd E],I,IT;' :h.;-\r“t:LIL;fr:tnF:Ll'!gl;::rn :Im_‘.:::‘_[,
just know they ride horsehack side- began. 'I:hn meaning of “they” was
=addle and sit on the floor to put)... ahscure.
on their sox, “Won't it do that I'm not feeling Lom Raty ;
Twn of the “fadecuts’” are former|well?” B S e oo |
professional  dancers. Onee they| I think it will. It'll have to Ao = e

Rut you're feeling a little better?”

“A lttle”

The telephone
nffice, =oon  after
volce was Marty's.

“Uncle Ben's been
ataminered,

“Uncle Ben?"

Me and Mine
r—\

BECHIPSIDEsAdi v d@APIL sevaPFREsnana Bl

floated out ke puff balls to rlotous
!um»lnum-‘, Now wherever they goO
roadway glves them Its pitying
glance and shrug.

the
The

came to
arrival.

rall
her

here,” Marty

Since two dramatie eritics in New
York decided on stage careers and
appeared in  monologues there has
v=teen much good-natured kidding by
other producers. Ones musical revue
for instance advertises: ‘“‘Positively

Larums Semect. M0 Bitek

LG kg oy In7)

ABIE THE AGENT
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Then He Thought It Over,

—

not a dramatic eritic in the cast.’
MY DAUGCHTER IS v

A breath of the old clipper days POPULAR wi i Vﬂ__'}‘" tﬁf DAUGH:-ER g i L ARUBNTER Sl SEANE. = = = e

fn New York Is to be found around - . TH Tue Bovs- wayY Too--iWeE NeEver TRAavVEL ANY WHERE ALONE = \ = — 7 TEMS 22

the Seaman's institute, Hera one é""“' S oUT SomeE PLace See MER ANY MORE . SHE WITHOUT ' Some STRANGE =/ 1M INTERESTED ;‘-‘ COME OuEr =/ SEEMS To E\swkts s v

finds many of the old salits of the SVERY MGHT . ’ I 8 = \ E N, WE'RE

days that are gone. They st re- AR e £ A SRERAX, DANEEN. Satre eV TS BUIRT. SRTM . IN YOUR compLex || AND TLL RIDE NIt || sEwung hese |!

tain_thelr rambling sea gait. They T i TN 7 S T Then st s Gieach: AT e T e | QARS, MISTER /| HENDLE You /| Commex AR |
MART FOR THEM -8 WHY ’ g L ARS )

LikE THAT - wewe-.

smoke short, stubby plpes and thelr
wrinkled faces have not yet lost the
tang and tan of the sea,

JusT ThE oThen

James Swinnerton, the eomie ar.
tist, is In town for his annual vaca-
tion from Arizona, Ten years ago
Bwinnerton was told by the for-
most epecialists to get his house
in order, that he had only a few

| weeks to live—both lungs were af-
i fected.

In fact when he left Denver 7
| he was told he had but two wecks :
more. Always the fatallst he ac- ' //"‘ e
copted the werdict. TIn one of the / i
bars in a small Arizona town he '(l’,’“/'//. /—‘-
met an  old gambler who was L-E :] ! 'f .
mourning over a lost love, He was iy Iy L‘U ,’Z_{
in his cups and wept ecoplovsly : — - =
I»-'.wln_nr;rlun : “':I,'(’ amused and im- I THINK 1TSS JUusT AWFUL w PP . e - | * CTHAY
g s T . s A ABOUT THESE GIALS NOW DAYs' OH MY _GOODNESS . WHAT o8 RN ESRD, ANy e A\J B D Do . \\ 1| WHICH | A u\.L'\-(- . oUER
T've got only a few days more and MY DAUGHTER NEVER GoT \ A FooLit Am Il-ro LISTEan TRinG .'-‘“D PR SHLOILY SET “THAY P”\“‘“" CNE ? a- y l}-—-'k‘- i
have no friends In this part of the HOME ,TiLy l-'oun;'rms 4 To HER CHATTER' FUNNY | THaAT DAUGHTER, FELLER OuER \ ’ THERE = WELL
country.” MORNING & ’ THAT " IS SO UNATTRACTIVE ~ THERE e ‘e -
ok T St e it 0 iiorin QRIS EROnLS AL " THAT DAUGUTEAY Wy L " \ HE'S GOY oneE :
| you lke a lost brother,” was the us ERRIBLE. SHe NEEDS A GooD N CF OUR QARSY™ / |
reply and SBwinnerton and the old SOUND SPAMNKING -—_ ’% g ‘
- " 4
< !

! gambler went*up In the hills to live

in a tent. I maw Swinnerton the
other day In A magazine editor's
offlce He is a pleture of perfect
Health Tha old gambler, by the
way, Is wtill with Swinnerton and
works on his ranch near Silver
King, NN M

On New Bowery near Ollver street
e a little Jewlsh cemetery sald to he
the oldest Jewish burial ground in
North America, It once oceupled what
is now Chatham Bquares, The grant
for the graveyard wans lssued by Gov- |
ernor Peler Btuyvesant in 1656, |

(Copyright, 1934.) |




