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U very well,” Jo Ellen added with an|accompanied by a new weight. It be-] When the time came, when Arnold|her suffering had carried her past the|to cast himself at her feet or crylof the door, then turn 1o the ea )
effort toward lightness. came painful to be conscious of his|had chosen to go away with Simms,|merely awkward place, The bhiglon her shoulder, He had dramatized|urirg of his chances with her. Ther Fal
No subject had a long life. Per-|struggle. It would be a relief to have|und Marty had withheld the signal|calamity remained, but she was- sure|a spectacular contritlon, and the con-lwas nothing lef. of bim to inspiio )
{ haps Arnold felt the special impedi-|him go. Yet Jo Ellen had a dull{that might have been a restraint, Jo|she could handle scenes. Coming|fusion of the erring being completed, lanythivg but wpify. Tt odght  hove f
! Bf ALEYANDER BLACK. ment. Perhaps he always felt an im-|dread of the time when he should go,| Ellen realized that the dread had|back was accepting the hig calamity.|pity anf an eternal bond were to dolieen rhiat he could make a sin look |
: Y X Copyright, 1324. }i padiment at the heginning and was|and when Daniel Simms should be off |[gone with him. Left alone with Mar-|You had to take what went with it.|Lhe rest small by the presence of a chastened & 5
longer than usual tonight in getting|to his club. Dreading strengthened|ty, and freed, for the time, of his| Marty had worked it out like some-| She did pity him. It was Immemse.|strepgth, 4

(Continued From Yesterday.) Mrs, Simms had the effect of hav-|it out of the way, because it was|her resolve tn refusa a scene. mother, it wae ‘suddenly clear that{thing maudliin In a book. He wanted|iy sad to see him watch the closing (Toe Be Continued Tomorrow.)

Jo Ellen looked .tesent!ully into the ing listened. Her hardness was hard
Aarkening uproar. Only a little overjer In bed. The glance cut clean "T .l‘ec ed om Bee Hm
a hundre‘:‘l ‘}'Er:!l to her objectl\.;u. It tl:rnu‘h. : THE NEBBS ILLA NEBB Dl t for The .'h- by SOI

was absurd to be marooned so short| *“I hope you're feeling better,” sald —— 4 -}

| a distance from the end of the jour-;Jo Ellen. -

: ney. She was not very good at walt-| “I'm not.” WELL MOTER , HERE I'M CHARMED NES —1 JUST BOUGHT WELL ,MOTHER , WERE'S “THE MISS GRUNTLEY,

i/  ing. But you couldn’t bully a storm| “Have you had the doctor?" WE ARE N NORTHVILLE | “to MEET “TWT T— TS NOTNCW- 1 VILLA B! NOT SUWM A BAD TS 1S MR. AND

s et satat ohe waial Do’ —1 WANT Nou 10 MEET | HANDSOME WIFE WAS DICKERING WiTH LOOKING PLACE — STEP RIGHT MRS. WERB —

was even a partial pause she would Don’t you think we ought to call TTORNEN NIBLICK AN N QUEEN FANKNY AND RE| N .

run. Perhaps there was a pause, | him?” ::'1 CE- PRESIDENT é-‘, 3 oF 'sg'%g‘ous '{'HE VELLO&SJ gg?o %ﬂ' SUPREME OVER ST . \oU'LL TIND
NEBB- SLIDER CO. "HseAND FINALLY LAID —THE OF MY ANICESTORS * :“fé&qm‘-m

though it might have been in the| *I didn't know—"
noise only, and she leaped down the| “You're very much interested all of
H Down
g COOK AND
HOUSE-KEEPER

IM MULH RETTER
THAN FAIR , FOLKS
- I'M ASNERXT AS
AP AND ANYRODY
THAT DON'T THRWE
ON My COOKING
AINT GOT LONG
“TO LAST

i

) steps and up the slope toward Broad-|a sudden.”
" way—a swift dash, with head down.| Being hated—it hurt to be hated.
The eddies of rain wrapned her,|Probably shat part couldn't be
Ve drenched her stockings, heat down herjchanged. 1f she gave up everything
i neck, slapped her bent face until she|to be a house drudge, Jo Ellen was
) had to slow down for breath. Her|sure that she would only be hated
vkirt, cold and stringy, clung to her| “How could vou? Gallivanting. I'd
legs like a shrunken bathing suit.|rather you didn't pretend.”
' .+ - And hersa at Ilnst was the door,| “Rut Mother Simms—"
with awed men and girls huddled In| “Save vourself., I've got help.”
the hallwgy, and Mike, the elevator|differentiv. Probably the most awful
ptarter, sdyving, “Holy mother! But|hates were of people who lived to-
you got it good.” Tommy, runnlog|goiher closely, hour after hcur, day
lier up, had an ohligue grin for hev|aftor day. There were storles of peo
conditton,  “As if you fell In,” he(ple penned together, on an igland, or
wald, inon prison, whe hegan as real friends
Biack at the roof door, her faceland ended as haters, Marty, watch
@qipping. ’ Ing her, and getlting ready to say
. VI, something, was just now not busy
" Mo ! hating. He was walting for the op-
‘.\grf_\?, 1;]}:;1‘& vell  Jook. excltas, portunity to speak of Uncle Ben and

-

SR, &

clutching at her wetness, pulling her
down to meet his raised lips. . . .

all that lay bare since he saw her.
But somethlng was growing In him.

- : <|Something was growing in her. What m
,m*‘nff’)f;,“?“fﬁm'q‘};e’;}]‘i"‘,frggi';nﬁ“hm:_ was it? It couldn't be like the thing ; : N o) U/
‘r'-od to rid 1:,;,.3;” of the clothes. He that grew in Mrs. Simms. Not hate. ’2“' it (deﬁlhl- 1024, by The Bell § Tnc) QJ-L-CAQ.\-SO-J |y \F,
¥ Kom Soartiad b help, and rolled nway.aflei' That was horrible. ‘The closing-in |_8 = o | )l = yndicate, LI - LakbSond | W& o

towels. thing that enveloped you Ilike the

ioimers 1wtd up. ne sai. oA cont [ o |Barney Google and Spark Plug  SUNSHINE KNOWS WHAT HOMESICKNESS IS~ Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

or something.” et e (Copyright 1924)
Mrs. Gorman, the chief of the clean- téen fo hear, must have spent ftself

ing women, was cooking dinner. at last. The =l "ﬁ‘?t rivers would be ITS alL SET SPARKY , NE E E - - . g T X . il :!I'I_ -

There was a smell of unfons. Jo|e¢bbing in the dark. SATURDAY, A ween,m': n?ee G‘W”:I"‘w’?“' - Wuars AH KNowS 7] 3 A YAS SUM - AH WanT ? f GEMEMN-DIS AM VaH W 2.z

Ellen detested the smell of onions.| Simms senlor sreeted her with an TUAT RUSSIAN SKATE Who AILIN' Vo' - Yo' SHo' aeT ek \[ | Liiar oS Bl 1l DE wusSian EMPLONMENT HOSS " TWaTSki* - '-!",7/?_/—.’//,

The smell came with a special sharp-|obvious effort to seem the same ns BELONGS To SUA SHINE -AND Yo' AmM ALL IN -= (F You TE MATTAH HHI AGENRY « YAS SUM - il SUHCUHMLATE AWGUAD DE 1 ',’/- 744

ness after an open-air bath, usual. He knew of Uncle Ben. The . YouRE GONNA BEAT pONT Do Ao BETTAH DEM DIig WIE MO - l | J STABLE AN’ MAKE ; /’/J/;'
Marty intruded with clumsy effdrts|three sat at table, Mrs, Gorman Taarsey T A FRAULE. A WEEx FoM SATUHDAY YO AM ,||_-1 SEND OVAR AS P /..//’:. i

at assistance, brought in the onion-flavored steak. BROWKW SYES « SunSUINg' AN'M A donal -+ il MANY AS Vo KIN 17 { '.
“I've got you towels,” he repeated [and fussed with the arrangement of uHAT DOES HE Know ABOUT mM‘S\CK 'I],

AN AN'LL PICK
OUT DE ONES
AW CAN USE -

He wanted to touch her body. She|something on a tray for Mrs. Simms.
shivered again. Marty spoke about the extraordi-
“You're chilled up,” he sald, “I'll|nary way the storm came up, etralght
get you a little whisky."” over Long lIsland, or say from the
“No."” She made it clear that she(sound. It was a whopper. And Jo
dldn't want whisky. Whisky made|Ellen was soaked.
her th#ik of the way his face looked.| '‘Too had,” said the father.
She knew by this time that some one| Presently Danlel Simms was talk-

MaNACING A RACE HoRse?|

NOTHING! RiGur
Now , THE LISE BRANNIGANY
ARE GETTING THEIR Bunbied

ON NOU To COP -
They Sav “TROTSKI® 1S A
HUAK OF QUEETE ALONG
SIDE OF YYou

fo !
WUSSIA /%

in the bullding was enabling him to
gecrete a hottle of his own, to be quite
independent of the parental supply.

The excorating ordeal was going
into his mother's bedroom. The thing
had to he done. To show a decent
interest.

ing about an old actor who had dled.
He expected Jo Ellen to he interested
in anything about the stage. It was
a pity, he thought, that they didn't
have plays like *“Squatter Sover-
eignty" any more. And there was
Hoyt's “DBrass Monkey." When he
was a youngster they had a lot of
plays like that with real fun in them.

-
Not stuff like they had now. Good
Y k clean fun. The first shows he ever
New or went to were at Tony Pastor’'s, He
remembered Lillian Russell when she SN
--Day by Dﬂ - was the queen of the bunch. A great :
girl, Lilllan. And there was Lester M P
- Wi sna s i Sonern' - 7r BRINGING UP FATHER . S e
By 0. 0. McINTYRE. that matter, there was Booth, and Sal- L
vinl, But Ned llarrigan—"0 boy!"

-
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New York, Aug. 20.—Thoughts xclaimed S8imms, “He was the one!” f % = = | . = {
while strolling around New York:|“jo Kilen sald she had met a nice |} WANT YOU TO CALL ON MR. 40 AHEAD YES THIS 15 MR (VE DECIDED NOT TO ByuY e b, [ 2® [ Dave aor H
There's treason! An old bock beer|old man—he was now a doorkeeper— DMITH " IF YOU WATCH HIM AND MR.OMITH S™MITH - TELL ™MY YOU THAT COAYT AND b | =1 3] TODE ABLE TO
slgn. Whatever became of Esper-/who told her he had acted with Har | TRY TO ACT AND TALK LIKE HIM "LL WAIT ! WIFE TO DON™R 5 =t—{: [ | TALk LIKE —
anto? A Hungarian neighborhood. [rigan. . , L S R v » COME @ HAVE DINNER FOR ™ME -1 DONT g 5 | £f = \ THAT- \,_:
Gypsy faces. Donkey carts and ;}:sthgfm’m“:.' i - vileh emiil % (1‘ LL DO You o000 TO THE PHONE ! ° KNOW WHAT TIME I'LL BE h LI¥s l :____. o 5
strolling violinists, Musie with a of Min. Gorstien of & forgotton e AND TELL HER L..... i HOME | CAN'T BE ANMNOYED r : ‘;& 5T J)
Boom, ¥pom, Toom, ment of her meal, TOBRE QuUICk N NOM - o) : \

Early morning around Grand Cen- His mother's voice produced a ABROUT IT: QOO BTE "> = P —_
tral. Deserted. Like tag day In|twiteh in Marty as if by a hidden * ;

Scotland. Arthur Brisbane hurrying|wiring. Jo Ellen saw how the enthu-
somewhere, More padlocked cafes. |slasm for his foed gave place now

If they keep this up jazz bands will
be playing for pennies in back yards.
Sakes alive! A white derby with a

and again to thought of the speech
he must make later on. The altera-
tion produced a confusion in his

throat. Hls uneasiness was pitiful.

purple band. her's uneasiness had another
Windows getting dreassed for the :;‘:t_ e sistegishs

day. Ah, a copy of my book. It| After dinner Arnold Pearson came.
will probably remain there for some|[is seemed the only face that did
time, Flies should stay single. Late|not threaten—unless you consldered
sléepers arlsing from Bryvant Park.|Mrs. Gorman. He would not advise,
Shake themselves like wet doge and |or dodge, or explain, He brought out
start their daily “mooching.” a little package from his pocket.
A street cleaner with Horace Gree- “Strings!” exclaimed Mnr!}..

ley whisk ; & - Marty had taken up Arnold's sug-
ey whiskers. A sign on an employ gestion about the violin. A glance
ment agency door: “Wanted—Grave- |y ward his mother's bedroom indi
diggers.”  Five.cent stores.  Hash cated a moment's debate. No, not
houses. And cellar dance halls. Oo!lnow. He fingered the strings ner-
1a! la! Morning in a bakery. Frosted |vously. “A set. I only needed the I-‘
lemon ples, Blabs ef gingerbread. “Might as well have the outfit,

> 1 t _|®aid Arnold cheerily. <
“1‘:::1;:3:3: 103?!1:“:;::;‘&;?:::. “Good idea,” nodded Danlel Simms. PLEasE "o TELL US .

" ' t of been out How ¥ FROM WERE g
Somewhere a band i{s playlng a funer- The old fiddie’s sort © . AR FROM W Ll

of it."
al dirge. An idol of the Fortles—| ;. mllen wondered whether Arnold o NE\u\ngv.
Fyther Leslie. Comforts forlorn peo-|now knew that she knew. She could —\ CH’Y €
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ple of the stage. An Itallan wedding.|understand, as she had not been able
The bride In white satin. And ear-|[to understand, the meaning of the
ringes all abloom with flowers and|look he always gave her at the first

yays, too, a
ribbons. The groom trussed in un.|0f @ meeting. It was ’I“"-‘"' i
accustomed cutaway. look that dild not last, If it was a

ine aring a concealment,
I've walted go long !.n thia store ﬁml::!l:-:“ph::‘e'?n E_Rfrm,kpr look—a
T've forgot what I ‘eame afTter.|.jshing look, you might say. There
Clerks ad libbing about a movie. |was something radiantly honest about
Pale strap-hangers ready for the dally | him. Wherever his thought might
grind, George Luks, the artist.!wander, she was sure it came back to
Shop girls with tricky vanity acces-|2& good wish for the Irituuilnn,
sories. Canes. Drop earrings. And “How's business?" Danlel Simms
80 on, asked,

“B! i 1 half the orders.
Traffic pollcemen march to their ..HP“.“.'; .fsreﬁ,',’,tmfl,?'-'- Arnold asked
posts. The pottted palms are look-|j, jlien earnestly.
ing well at the Ritz. A department| <Her people fill seats,” laughed
store offera free movies. A ecarriage|8imms.

starter In front of a moda fountain. “They seem to think they're filling

A litttle chorus gift “seared by Wonder What the Prince of Wales Thinks About?

the Broadway flame,” left for her
home town in Wisconsin the other
day. “I'm never eoming back,” she
sald, "I've been here two years and
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WONDER WHAT POP| weLL Thuerae's DearR| | D JoLLY WELL LIKE
AND pMOMMSY ARE oLD BRoADwWAY -

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

And Another Friendship Was Broken.

1IT'S A MERRY LIFE
THi1S PRINCE

' ; A To GO ABOUT BY MY- TR T e
l\:a:“::a:; rl:,p ti:l‘m ;}: a ’t’nan } BUSINESS, ToucH DOING--- \WELL I'VE | WONDER WHY SELF - --NOT A = ANY mtmbm : \"“* TEw
w:‘ o “n:rm;”pn;::m m':nd AND GO ALL THE GOT IT ON THEM A THERE ARE SO MANY SILLY CHANCE -.0oLD : q IVE GOV A —— : = OY, HE'S ONE COF
the only tellow 1 ti‘mughl was & nice BALLY BLESSED BIT - THEY'VE NEVER PEOPLE RUSHING LoRD BLOOMINGBROKE | LETTER OF ==/ MAXS wiLL Be | THEM SwoRd SWALLOWERS!
person turned out to be a pick- TimE BEEN OVER ON ABoOUT ON MY HEELS ALL INTRODULTION A FRIEND OF MINE= | ; EATS WITH HIS KNIFE =
pocket, Ti41s SIDE OR " THE Thwe Time I\ Yo You it LETS HAVE LUNCH \ OY, THERE'X A FEUER
Up in Harlem is & ecubbyhole of SiLLY PonD | TOGETHER AND \ BACk oF wim Doing
a shop with the legend: “Medical ! | TTHE SAme T™™HING= WL
Preparations for Conjured Pain and | GEY . . CALL HI§ ATTENTION T
- Misery."” This Is painted in gold caps 'y e
- on the window. The proprietor is a o :; . e
" negro known as Mr. D. Alexander. e S
Pt He speclalizes In "Black Cat's Ankle \ ‘::)
o Dust,” which sells for $50 a bottle
" and which he says will make you
" happy, lucky and well. He also sells
et “DNringing Back the Roys Powder"
- to women. Hls “Fit Breaker" dust

ls $10 a hottle, Other of his rem-
wdica Inelude “Guffer Dust, Moon Nbo,
1, and “King Bolomon's Marrow."
Mister Alexander does a big business
nmong the superstitious and rides in
hig own automohile. Inslde his shop
® an bhanner which reads: "Spells of

nll kinds released and broken. Love
-
Applea in all forma, Magle Roots OF PReYTTY GIRLS,,

“ nnid Herhs that keep off haunts and | SHOULD JoLLvy
- make yon as courageous as a lon.” weLL LIKE To FLIRT
0 BUT NOT A CHANCE

New York hoya have small ontlet
for thelr roving apirit. Five little
rogged urchine from the East Side
hegan to celimb the facade of the Cen-
tury theater—tiptoeing along cornices
and finally reaching an impasse, They
shouted for help and held on until a
fire net was brought and into thie
they jumped and went merrily on
thelr way. Several women whao
watched them swooned,

R
//L |

| SHOULD LIKE
JoLLY WELL Te SIT

THERE'LL BE NO
CROPPER FOR ME
MY FoOoT IN IT MOAT] AND THOSE CAMERA IN A @AME OF
DPREADFULLY-- MEn BETTER GO POKER TONIGHT
| SHOULD JoLlY WELL] ABOUT THEIR Own y

LIKE BEING mY AFFAIRS THE
SiLLyY ASSES

MY WORD AMERICA IF | Loow SIDEWISE
HAS AN AVNJFUL LOT AT A GIRL | GET

sZaszgaszzest

|.' HUM, HE DONY K\M\
| HOW T EAT WITH 1Y = | :
| HE HOLDS IT IN His
LEFT HAND

[ THERE
POTATLES
ARE SIMPLY /

Swewe /

o\

And following the writing of that
1 nearly swooned. A messenger st
rives with a modest request from o
man I have met twice asking for w
loan of $600, "1 need it badly."”. he
pavs, “and know you will not refuse

I wonder exactly how he knows?
(Copyright, 1024.°




