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“l wish you wouldn't drink that|a while? A drink. What life do plexed him. “What do you think about|She had jolted him for the momen:

Bl dan:;cd encouraging yourseuf,|the interval before bedtime he con-
; mother.” trived to console himself with whis-|stuff,”” said Jo Ellen quietly, though|I have? You don’t think of that. No-|when wyou look that way?’ It was 1d him groping out of
i JO IE:I 'I 'I E:N Jo Ellen “brncetl herself. “Why not|ky. The exhaled fumes were easily|she regarded him with & kind of ter-|body does.” plain fhat this question had been s ?:Iuk y 'f“ ,.; |,,l§k !:h::-ulh the
try this—? to be detected in their room. This|ror. “Your once fn a while {s getting|hanging in his mind. el an s " :
But Marty was putting away the|odor had not been sickening at Amy| *“O mnow!" He swung his head.|to be pretty often.” Her imagination took m sheer leap,|Crazy taru:!:s to tihp clmr‘ open helsl:“
Bhe saw him wince and waver, an:

“Suppose I sald 1 was thinking about

“What's a drink?" He was remember-| He stared at her with a twisted
the high place?”

ing that she had been game about|grin. “Careful now! You'll be lectur she was traversing spaces herself.

(To Be Continoned Monday.)

Copyright, 1924 Lenning’s party. Here it was like

violin, with no further word. His
the smell of a soul rotting.

acrid silence might have implied that

By ALEXANDER BLACK.

It wams a gasp.

Porhng:d it u:.s true that the| “If vou're slamming him,” said -y
] strong not have sins, but only|Mrs. Bimms, “you'd better under- i
foliies. It was pitiful that sin should|stand—" THE BS PLEASED TO MEET YOU EMMA Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
il 80 odrten get their label from the out- ;nc:l m:t slamming him."
| ward conssquence. The trushed had| "I don’t know what vou'd call it. SRR e e e .
i_ no benefit of the doubt. If  there|Your uncle pumping him, and now »‘\\\ \ ATTORNEN NIBLICK SAID You CouLD \ OH SHE'S ANOTHER OLD
{d was consequence there was sin, Then|You here full of it. You people may RUDVY PN ONLY AFFORD TO PRY A WEEK FOR MAID N TOWRN - STILL ACT- 1§
4 came the added collective conge.|thnk you can jump on him, I won't WwWAS JUST A HWRED GRL =1 BET IF L HAD KNEW WHO \S ' NG GIDOY AND HOPING AGANST
b quences. If your direct punishment|have ft. Ycu might as well under- ;SOMMH C f S\f JIn QWLEBEE
' hurt others also, the others had thelr|stand that.” FOOLING Nou HAD LOTHES LD WAVE ) L 2 J| HOPE - I WAS ENGAGED TWILE
reasonab! Jo Ellen wset “You' 5 STOCK OLT FOR NINE OR “TEN DOLLARS eMmp, s “TO EARL STAMM BUT
nable complaint. The sin took her teeth. “You're = ONCE TO B
! on the dimensions of all the effects.|iumping on me." FANNY ABOUT — BUT SNLVIA APPLEREE SAYS SOME | A JEALOLST T
: “y ! : wl
Uncle Ben had said it: Nothing more| “I'm standing up for him. His fath. NOT CHECKING PLOPLE PUTS EVERN THING ON THEIR BACKS A8 LOOK AT ANY BODY - AND
should be piled on. The argugment er won't see anything. He won't see N TWME T CAS POLLOC!
4 was excellent, that the poor wretch 1s being ™E “TRUNKS o TUE OTHER TWETO LU LLOCK
’ lIr; thel; room she stood behind his hﬂulﬂdl'd"' f l p — WE LEFT “TOWN TO ‘SEEKca
chair and spoke quletly, She tried| I was only saying ..." Jo Ellen ———~ \ HIS FORTUNE AND T GUES
to fancy herself as a mature woman |gulped down the hot words she didn't : J :
agdrasslng an Injured child; or if not *ﬂn:- By kwins only sn.v}mz that we HE NOT ONLY Ll WE'S STILL SEEKING T #
that, at least as a woman in the|must work it out—toget 1er.” THE § = - o —
vresence of a lesser strength. “I knew you were lecturing him. C'HECKED . @ f
» “IUncle Ben has told me every- i mut'herTngris ti;:nm like that. I _TRUNKS BT o
thing—" ghe began. new It. elling him where he gets i ol e b
Marty Wwould not have it this way.|Off. Exactly. Just what would make HMAD TTHE KEYS gld 4.
H? wrenched the chalr around end int:x n:.r:ca and comfortable for you. N H'-S r{] 7
selzed her, ‘ actly." —
I “Look here! I told him—yes. But 1| J:a _Ellent m;ivere:. 1t you sald a POCKET THAT L= /
‘ got to tell you. How do I know?|cCertain sort of wor everything would . =~ %
Listent I—" coms to an end. ~You had to think LSHE . ‘MD HT f ‘
“You haven't got to tell me. That|® at. rafd of Mrs. Simms’ SHE | A"
was vour affair—" This caught in thin hair, terminating in a sharp » HAD LEFT 3 d
her throat, but she went on, “What|Wisp, lay straight out on the pillow. HOME"ON i ol
| you did before you married me—how| You could take hold of that and TUE DRESSER s —
) ean I go into that! How can any pull her out of bed, then stand over y
ﬂ; woman do that? But after you mar- ]I:;er; and lteil llliet' where she got off. - ;== - s
| rled me—you were hurt after you|But people who' were in hed weren’t of, = — —, "
| married me. I don't take back any- treated that way. It couldn’t be done, 6 = % - -»,_:-:1:;\\\\\ -
u thing. The way things are—that's|Nothing could be done, You had to / (——-—(?-___“—‘---‘N‘ \\\h . / \ Lo.A L Cazhbon
'. what we have to go on. The way keep on letting thoughts like that 8'33 5 e S | .. S ey (.K( o \..._____:—;"’_))_/)/)] 5 (Copyright, 1924, by The Bell £~ 7izate, In€
| they are. We have to make the hest tear around inside of you, until your . = ._
of it. The best—don't you see? Wi |Iinsides weresore, and do nothing. . . . -
ean't do anything with what happened| ‘‘What did she want?" asked Marty. Bamey Google al'ld Spal'k Plug WANTED_COLD ACCOMMODATIONS ann fOl' The Omah. BCQ by Bl“y DeBeCk
(Copyright 19824)

(Continued From Yesterday.)

hefore. No use going into what hap-
pened before. We don't need to
make it any harder. If you—"

He began to sob and to make pat-
ting motions with the hands that
held her.

“0 Jo Ellen!"

the glass on the table beside the bed,

“A drink of water."

He was not gatisfied. "Did she say
—anything?"

““She said T was not to lecture you,”

He gaped at her tears . . . and
watched her throw herself face down-
ward on the bed.

everybody was turning on him.

In

Marty breathed gulltily.

the music, “What's a drink once in|ing me!" Nevertheless, her eyes per-

“The high place?"”
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i How, GRE i Mre. Simms was better in the S‘“’"’ “‘;;“_:1‘ HOY WEATHER ) SUNSHINE WILL HAVE \ (ASTS AWt
t “You mean it isn't Mother’s?” . |[morning. oy VG © KNOW THAT ¢ ke THE HUMANE SociETY \ 7 Go Py ACQGMMODATION'S ™
Marty looked from one to the other WAS BORM IN SIBERIA WHERE PATTING B(M (n TiE N:a&me:r

Awa s

| “You're right, Jo Ellen. TYou're night before, This looking from one

right. You're wonderful!”’ to the other had become a habit. Jo ‘GEB:‘ = THAT NAG Of
- “No, I'm not wonderful. I'm a Ellen wondered whether Mrs. Simms (OURS Wik MELT a
' THAY MEMPIIS CLIMATE

“Or my mother's,”” Jo Ellen re-
turned firmly.

pretty cheap fimitation of anything
wonderful. I'm only—"

The erisp call pierced the closed
door,

“'ll see what she wants' sald Jo
Elien. 3she hurried to Mrs, Simms’
room, and met the eyes that seemed
to be reaching far forward ke
prongs.

“A glass of water, please."

Why did it make Jo Ellen's heart
beat violently to go after the glass

of the two who had wrestled the

had noticed it. Mrs. Simms never
appeared to notice anything, but
much was to be deduced from her
faculty for knowing things. If she
knew that Marty watched them both,
what dld she think it meant? Did
she know how much Marty drank?
What sort of talk went on hetween
them when Jo Ellen was not there?
In the evening Marty tuned up his
violin, twisting the little pegs, with a
flushed face. 'This meant that Jo
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of water? Were hearts good &at|[Ellen was to attempt accompaniments - e Zer— -
guessing? on the old, frightfully-out-of-tune Wik, 3 ‘v"’%’ %
A gesture directed the placing of|[pijano. A man In a wheel chalr might Copyright. 1924, by King Features Syndicate, Inc. | | Great Britain rightsreserved ,'gﬁn.— i)
have been a good musiclan. There
were 8 hundred fine things a man s
l might do in a wheel chatr. . . . He BRINGING UP FATHER egistered SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE IN FULL
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stock. So they attempt to sell you him. He loved the things so much
] something else. Business, they say,| " 1. et dreaded to buy them. Tt
" ie always Lad and they are forced 10| o ag {f wvou might be inflicting
ralse money by selling under the cost {4 kind of bhereavement. Yet he had
i price. a way of appgaring to declde that you
1 There are whispered implications could he trusted with the treasures— |

5
'y New Yorkers., The so called yokel | soon show blood. ‘These sounds r
| never patronizes them. The proprie-|rasped with a persistence that was i : -
1 delicately horrible. The shzéets be DASH MAOLY OUY A GLue, GET OUT ‘THERE 40 DO

Neis York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. McINTYRE,

New York, Aug. 30.—Manhattian ls
filled with swindling little jewelry
shops. They are bandbox affairs just
big enough for a small stock and two
salesmen. Customera are lured in by
the gaudy window dieplays that her-
ald amazing prices,

If your eye is taken by an article
in the window you learn that it has
been sold and there are no more in

that many of the articles are thieves'
loot, Then there is the old dodge that
payments have been made on articles
and not taken and the customer Is
to receive the benefit of these pay-
ments,

Pecullarly enough these highjack-
ing shops thrive on the credulity of

tors have an amazing tenacity. There

{s an {11 luck superstition among

might really have kept his father's
books as he had promised. . . . J Jo
Ellen remembered a man in a wheel
chair behind the counter of a little
jeweler's shop, a man with an ex-
traordinarily radiant smile and eyes
that made vou understand that all
poets do not write poetry. This man'a
poems were hammered out, filed and
twisted infn exquisite whimsies of
gemmed metal, into necklaces that
had a musle, into rings over which
he hovered as if all were somehow to
be worn by the One Girl, He was
indeed, a surprisingly sunny man.
The sun in him seemed to have hrok-
en through a tempest It shone on
the trinkets. You couldn’t tell wheth-
er the light eame from them or from

you, in 1.:|]'11-".|1:|r, o

Marty plucked the things thickly.
And when he began to play the note
was his thin, uncertain note. The In-
termezzo. And The Evening Star. Jo
Ellen, with her back to him, felt the
thin wall writhing its way to her
nerves, A taut silk thread drawn
back and forth over the skin could

fore her squirmed and™lurred, He:

fingers fumbled.
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them about permitting a customer to| L, = . -
- - You'l ave t racti . 4 — p
i leave without purchase. "_ ],h”f‘ ity o = Tuey Lay o W
gested Marty, struggling again with - ' - -
{ Languid clerks and cash girls go|ipe pegs. He MAIL BO“ SATIRDAY, DonY Nou v F
! to these places for baubles to hrlxhw‘ni “You need a little practice your ) UHAT DUb Vay SUPPOSE.
\ drab lives, Hunri:‘n-l{a of H:r»nll are i |self,"” _::u'hivu.l. .I -:-ni-l' ﬁifﬂlr!s from be 1 Pay Noy “™MaY ’_) :\4 -
duced by the false dazzle to make first hind his evening paper. ; -
| payments and later regret, but they| "Of course” sald Marty. “I'll have DouGh Voo :,./\ “ilr
! are never able to get thelr money|t® et it aul tomurrow. 5 ~ ;
baock “T eouldn't stand much of it,” re --1 '@
i ¥ i _|marked Mrs, Simms. O
18 1 stepped into one the other day “Oh!"—Marty blinked at his moth 9 W
1, to replace a broken watch crystal.lar.  He went on deflantly, with a 26 i
s Beafore I departed the salesman hadgullen expression. l(l‘_’] P
tried to sell a paste diamond bar pin, The next plece broke down In the g o 0. _/
a mew watch, a strand of pearls, a middle, ¥
shirt stud set, a gold knife and a| *Why don't you try something with
traveling clock. a little le--\'trlx it? _'E"'“',’}";h:fl I‘:;n.-.
Two hours after I left the place the ?ll_r;l':_"‘__"[ Wl SN SN
watch had stopped. 1t was taken to "'1’--.'|'.:r' not very encouraging,” sald
| a first class establishment, The |Mrs. Simme.  Simms chuckled, and
1 watchmaker said someone had re-|hit at his clgar. “You're ngt eo
A moved a bit of the works, I have A SN M)
{ .
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Tean days have come to Tin Pan
Alley. The radio has cut royalties on
songs to almost nothing. A composer
and lyricist who used to make from
$20,000 to $50,000 on royalties Is Jucky

now to make $200 a week. Many
pong writerg are golng Iint other . . 14
work. v ,‘SEh'soh,"( l‘S pR!\C'TtC'AL.LRYE | Yo COME o AN
over -~ | SEE'THEY r OPEN MEETING DFF ?:l:\;&ﬁ AND FREEZING
. ARXK CELLAR "

Big publishing houszes are eutting
down thelr staffs to half the usual
glze. ‘There {a a composer who has
two gong hits this summer. In betf
ter Aays he would have made $100 000
easnlly. Now he estimates his profits
at about §15,000,

Tin Pan Alley does not expect to
comae back., The blggest publishers
are adjusting themselves to newer
oonditions, KEven the jangle of the
many planos in the beehive of ecom-
partments has grown dim.

New Yorkers speclalize In *'renc-
tion." One Is continually belng asked
his reaction to this or that., The word
word

i1s as much overworked as the
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I “moron’” among the Intellectunls, 1) 1 8 6 Mim LUP
am always a shade self-consclous when | — ) KiILL Hima RIN ! ey Tk ;
r_l asked about my reactions. Briefly 1| P . riLLY oN CHARGES r_'NHEnE = - s —— 3 Py . ~
i-' am one of those dolls who never react, WERE , =/ AY BLECHOS LODQE = o = .___-'5 VERY = \F 1 WAS A
' Harry Houdini, the handcuff king, ’°AUBLE"§" NIGHYT OY, DID 1 HEAR A Q‘\‘D’ )= 5] MEMBER OF THAT
aT LODGE, I WOULW }

)
vekolt.,” He asked for two glasses |
i of water and when brought to hin EREAK S .
tnok two sandwiches from his pocket | ISP 77 7} 1 T PUTTER RAY 3
~d

lives up on West 113th street. He is
the idol of the boys in the nelghbor-
hood. For he mingles with them
and does some of his tricks now and
them. Seven bables in the nelghbor.
hood are named for him.

A tough Iad hfmm the East BSide

went into one of the cafes with his |

and began to ent,

The manager came up and
“What is the big ldeal”

“Who are you?' sald the lad.

“I'm the manager."

*You're just the fellow I want to
ses, Why isn't your orchestra play
ing™

snld
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