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| JO ELLEN

; By ALEXANDER BLACK.
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.- (Continued From Yesterday.)
. Mrs. Simms, whose headache, If it
vived the pellets, had not impalred
&r appetite, went about the after.
dinner work in a bustling muteness,
Under observation she always worked
as if driven. Jo Ellen, with the dry-
ing-towel, followed the appointed sys-
tem, which involved knowing the
place for every dish and utensil. To
commit no error was to avold the
¢hance of a rebuke that would make
her feel like a servant who had come

in late.
The need to commit no err.r - -
vived the dinner functions. It

stretched forward into the empty eve-
ning. It pressed upon Jo Ellen as
of a laden yoke. She had an aching
wish to go out, to go anywhere. But
this was absurd for one who had just
come in., The quiet of an evening
ehould have been a solace to one who
had experienced the scramble of a
working day. This rniet was e
ing, full of eyes and ears. The crack-
ling of Simms' newspaper was thun-
derous. . . . Simmd she was sure
of. Things he said outside of the
rooms, in his office on a lower floot,
in the foyer, once when he walked
with her to the station, all gathered
to an understanding that was the
more of a support because he was
content simply to let her feel his af-
fection. While he was there the oth-
ers were especially guarded.

When he went away Jo Ellen found

a different quality In Mrs., Simms’
silence. It seemed to erect menacing
tentacles. Jo KEllen could hear her

breathe and glve forth a rasping, ac-
cugatory sigh. Marty twisted in Lis
chalr as if to detach himself from a
thrall. The inanity of a question
would indicate that he could no long-
er resist an impulse to be released.
Any question served the purpose. Jo
Billen would be tempted to deny to
herself that she was sulking or ac-
cepting any complicity in the excru-
clating stupidity of the effect. She
would start telling Marty about some-
thing that had happened, something
not involving debgtable contacts. De-
spite his apparent eagerness for di-
version, his attention was imperfect.
JHis eyes appeared to glaze. He had
no real Interest in the things she
brought up. He could kindle at some-
thing shocking in the news, but un-
less his father happened to be present
he detrayed signs of remembering

his mother.

On this night she thought that his
eyves had a peculiar desperation. Per-
haps it was a fancy. She often chal-
lenged her own ‘~~~inings. She fre-

uently discovered that when she had

mpleted a miserable picturs of his
thoughts he was thinking about noth-

ing at all,
guddenly he came out with—
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~ New York
--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. McINTYRE.

On the Atlantic. Bept. 5.—Last
night they gave the ship concert—
the proceeds of which go to the ald
of disabled seamen. The naster of
ceremonies was a British Lord Hel-
pus or something. A jolly old un of
fruit of the Lawrence D'Orsay mold,

It was a tame affalr with Httle
talent, An American aciress ducked
out on the program. She seemed
sllg'ht!y gquiffed at dnner and the en-
tertainment  fell upon the broad
ghoulders of a French movie star who
dld an Apache dance to the tune of
“My Man."”

The usual gouges took place last
night. At dinner the collection for the
cafe orchestra was taken up. An
Englsh dancer and a young girl
from Texas took one-half of the din-
jng room each. It was sophistica-
tion against naivette, And nalvette
won for the /Texas girl's recelpts
were $30 higher. And this pleased
Bill Hogg, who had bet on her.

Later he was displeased when in-
stead of lifting my volce in ren
dition of "“The Btar Spangled Banner”
1 whistled, This, I have learned {s
patriotically de trop. Live and learn.

There was a noticeable satiffness |
among the British at American hu
mor and vice versa at the concert.
Each seemed to miss the point of the
other's wheezes. 1 would llke to see
the British reaction to Bobh Bench-
ley's lecture: “With Gun and Camera
Through the Alimentary Canal."

Tonight is the final night ahoard
ghip. We embark at Cherbourg on
tender for the train to Paris. Those
who remain aboard will go on to
Southhamton and London—a  jour-
ney several hours away, Trunks are
Leing packed and farewells sald,

It js rare that an ocean voyage
foes not bring about some rars and
Jasting friendships. And marriage en-

gements are not Infrequent. Few
can walk the decks without catching
something of tha romantic ecadence
and exotic beauty of the sea,

Last night I talked to two old sea
men who were clinging to a dark-
ened recess near the bow. Like all
their kind they are shy. Men who
prefer the calm sea and open sky
usunlly are . Thelr life is pitched in a
Wiie wilderness of waste places. The
mslancholy swish of the sea is with
them always. To me thers is some-
thing sad in their calm dignity. They
appear more free of mallce than
any other body of men,

Perhaps the most Interesting wspot
on the ship is barred to visitors. This
i8 the wireless room.

“The most amusing passenger {s one
whao has been dubbed the Lady of the
Ii;rgnetle a8 she uses It keeps every
and her promenades nre regnl, The

Lorgnette, as she uses {t koeps every. |
Eody at a distance, If she would toes |

it in the ocean and don « pair of
mpecs she would, I am sure, have a
much better time,

This afternoon we passed the Ma
Jestic bound for New York, It was a
mere dot on the horizon unless one
used binoculars, but tha sight of heyr
Eave a tinge of homesickness, After
all, in a few houns, we Americans
Lbecame foreigners—and that is never
& pleasant thought,

Many prisoners have left prison
Ionglng for their cell. After being
enoped up In a stateroom for almost
A week one begins to understand

It becomen a home of gorts, and
lenve it just a bit regretfully. It will
taks & day or mo to adjust myself to
the larger freedom of a hotel yoom In
Paris.

Money 18 belng changed inlo frones

and centimes and pounds and shil
Bngs. Tomorrow night we dine in
Puree. Houp ju! KOen nnother
souple of franks.

(Copyright, 1324}
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“Have you ever seen
more of—-"
And he stopped short.
His mother looked up. Jo Eilen
knew the name he had almost blun-

derad into using.

anything

“Well," sald his mother. "“What's
the {dea?"
Marty's face contorted. *“You know

who I mean—the—actor fellow."

The lie seemed to be nailed by Mrs.
Simms.

‘What do you think vou're asking?
The actor fellow, I think you're los-
ing your mind, What other kind do
you think sha meets?"”

“That ain't so,” protested Marty.
*She sees all kinds of people. Millions
of them, You know the one 1 mean—"
He was bent on getting past the lie,
"“That guy——""

Jo Ellen made a writhing attempt
to help him. “You mean Canner-
ton?"

“That's the one!”

“I haven't seen him lately."

This was another lie, if the name
were to be translated., Mrs. Simms
was alert for the effect. But there
was no very good handles for a crit-
fclsm.

Jo Ellen slid Into an abyss of hyp-
ocritical misery. It was calamitous
that he should have happened to
think of Stan.

“I don't sea how these mounte-
banks live,” remarked Mrs., Simms,

“You mean actors?”’ asked Marty,

“The whole scandalous lot.”

“Well,”” Marty added vaguely, “they
got to llve.”

“Have they? T don't see {t. Any-
way, we don't have to talk about
them—or mix with them.”

“Jo Ellen has to, if it's her busi-
ness.'

“A dirty business. '

Marty jerked about in his chalr. He
took on the look of struggling under
a seizure. The red fury in his face
reached a crisis that was expressed
at least in four words that were hys-
terically accented.

“Always picking on her!"

Mrs. S8imms dropped her hands and

stared. There was a new glint in her
fixed, pinioning glance, an I{ncredu-
lous and astonishing anger.

“That'll do for you,’ =she sald
“That’]l he all—all.”

“You are!" shouted Marty.

“Shut up!" His mother's voice
cracked. "1 don't want anvthing more
out of you, You. What have you to
sav?' An unspoken  resentment
seemed to blaze up in her. “You!
“hat good are you? Sittl ere

telling me——""

Jo Ellen's hand made an involun-
tary westura of protest.

Mrs. S8imms did not misa the sign.

“And I'll have nothing from you
either, Miss Smarty. Not a word.”

“I haven't sald a word,” Jo Ellen

flung out.
“Keep it up, I don't want any
words. We had no trouble In this

house until you bhu* -3 in."

“She’'s my wife!"” screamed Marty.

“Yes!” Mrs, Simms struck the ta-
“Yea! Fool!
What did you marry for? Marry!
Good God!" 4

Jo Ellen walked out of the room.
The two others, glaring impotently nt
each other, and Marty stammerine
for more words, gave her a sickening
apprehension of the deeper trouble,

She was separating mother and son,

At the window, her face close to
the glass, she peered Into the oool
darkneas and shivered. There was
the black bheauty of the stars, and
across the shoulders of neighboring
towers she could see the lamp of Lib
erty.

XIIP
The note from Stan Lamar was not
on her desk when she reached the of

fice in the morning. It came into
Aaron’'s hands In one of the Intervals
before noon, and thus found fts way.
Would she, when she came back from
lunch, stop in at rocom 5§06 on the
fifth floor. This was the sum of it,
with an "S. L." to finlsh. After
lunch. There must be a speclal mean-
ing In this. But special meanings
were negligible at the moment.

So was the firm name on office 506,
Enough that it was 606, and some-
thing not llke anvthing else was to
happen.

At the click of the door he came out
of the inner office. They were alone.
Bhe listened Indifferently to the ex
planation. His friend Massinger and
tha partner had gone Into the west.
The place would be closed until the
end of the month, He had the key,
Bhe regarded with more Interest his
knowing why Eberly would be away
until after four. Thelr meeting was
subject to no observation such as
must be possible In a restaurant, for
example. The need to be unohserved
was made plain later on, Everything
was made plain later on : not
by any blunt recital of detail. The
bearinga of this and that came as
part of a slanting revelation that had
a8 kind of phantasmal wonder, {m
plying a huge, daring readjustment
of the world.

There was a leathercovered mofa
upon which they sat presently. On
the wall opposite was a wide picture

ures and a profusion of flowers, Por-lwu strangely clear. At others, it
haps the round thing at the back was
a turret of a castle,
meaning attached {tself to the ple-

ture.

hung where it became a part of any
thinking that happened on the other
gide of the room. At one moment it

swam grotesquely, or reced
opalescent haze through
lightnings flickered.

No particular
It was simply the object that

The touch appeared

He was holding her hand while he
spoke ahout his approaching journey.
to loosen
tightness of everything. A tingle in

her face was reminiscent of the liquor
at Amy Lennings and of the
dance. These sensations seemed to
envelop her. Although his shoulder
wnas against her, he was not so near,
g0 real as something within her that
quivered like a thread of flame, an
exquisitely confusing flery whisper,

ed into an
which red

the

She knew what he was going to
say. She did not know how ha was
going to say it, nor how she would
feel when she had actually heard it
She was letting the words come. She
wanted to know how she would feel
when she heard the ultimate

let the flood of all that was outside
rush into the prison of herself.
had been able to
variety of things abhout him. §
the tried to imagine things about her: |called moments on U
self she had no sureness.
call.| #he seemed to be fearfully obscure,
She wanted to listen, shamelessiy; tola kind of quaking tangle, not to be

8he

fmagine a great
When

for feell

To herself | had Telt

ng

that only

gome Cr
'ImnkP her teel comfortable,
(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

that

understood: full of desperate wishes
that quarreled with one another,
depraved,
with what she was doing.
1a roof when she
ime could

An
helonged
Bhe re.
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THE NEBBS

OH, PROMISE ME.

Directed for The Omaha Bee—l_:;r Sol Hess
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WHY CERTAINLY ¢ HELP | /Nou NEEDN'T CTHONKS U THANKS ! MR NEBRB !
,‘fr?gg.égl.r ANR to\-_:p&i; 'é%t.l. Mtél"\'lrt %E‘N { SEE NOUL AGAN SOON —
J NOoL 5 (INKIN GOOD-BVE , HORATIO = \WALL
GOOD - DON'T WASTLY ) vER SO NEARS ',qu HANG A PAIL OF WATER

T .- EVEQY DRO® 1§
AN HOUR ON NOUR
— LIFE !

AND NEVER WAD
(A SICK DAV N .
MY- LIFE

ON T PICKET FENCE = T'LL
‘BE/COMIN' BY ABOLT A!30 AM.
AND MAN NOT HAVE “TmE
-0 DROP. N

EMMIE ! You AWNT GoT
APIECE OF PIL ORASLICE
ON THAT FINE CINNAMON
CAKE YOL BAKE ? ;
G\MME A LUNK AND /27

TLLTAKE NOL TO /2%

W PITCHER
SHOW NEXT WEEK
(.3 @

 (Copyright, 1924, by The Bell Syndicate, Inc.)

GO ON HOME AND ASK

NOULR -

MAMMA FOR SOMETHING TOEAT %
YOU NEVER SPENT A NICKEL ON A
‘GRL 4 NOUR LIFE§—YOUVE COAXED

THE LAST BIT OF FOOD QLT OF";:\C

WiTH PROMISES &t
€.0.D.: FROM NOW ON_
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Barnéy Google and *S_palv'k Plug
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BARNEY EVIDENTLY OBJECTS.

TROTSK NO USE.

tgmﬂ‘rgeo % COVER TiILL ToMORROW- ANYBODY
. - DIsSTURRA You
MEMPHIS CLASSIC 13&?»-5\?:1
T Ha
TOMORRoW * AB S UTe

1.30 PM.

THousAKDS oF
bottARs WAGERED
ON_CUTEOME
PREVAILING ©DDS § 7
On SPARK PLUG

N —

BARNEY Gooq e Gnks
OUT STATEMEAMNT To
Loca AEWSPAPER MEA
THAT His HORSE
CanMeT BE SEEA T
pay OF The RACE .

WEEPING SPARKY UNDER

Copyright. 1924, by King Features Sylu'lnu Ine

M powr worny,
BROWN ENES -
PAPA WoN' T LET

go¥s.TM

Il

”.’H_ﬂ,'ﬂurimgliir{{ﬁﬂ]“i!”ﬂ-{"
SR
- ]
Now somEoare W
ELSE 15 POUNDING \
o THE DooR --
MERBE T SHOULDNT
B SO RITY ANS
LET TuUE GENTLEMEN
IN == 1 DONT
LKs For ‘&M To Tk

Vo' HoSS APPEAUS bu

H pay GEro’ DE Waee -
1 Au WANTS To

m (<) Mau SEBLF
How Yo' ARIMAL 1t
GUINE To - STACK
UP ‘LONG SIOE o

AM A UNNATEHLL
BLACK EVE AN AH
NEEDS MEDICAL

(Copyright 1924)
0 GOOGLE .1 Yo' ALL I _ [
HAIN'T GOT NG C8TEETION AH'M TEWIN i
AH'D LAK T8 SEE How Vo' ipoc-- Dis \|

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

BRINGING UP FATHER

Registered
U. S. Patent Office

SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE
PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE

IN FULL

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by McManus

(Copyright 1824)

Jocas.oLp Top- you o | e [P
HANDLE YOUR WIFE RIGHT ;’R‘f
TALK TO HER ABOUT THE ’:w;"*m
HAPPY DAYS GONE BY - wiD || &7
HER ALOMG AN YOUL.L ou'T AN
SOFTEMN HER HEARY TOMIGHT
THEN SHE'LL GRANT . DAY
YOUR EVERY WISH - L Ead:
LN
—

REMEMBER THE DANS WENT
1 USED TO MEET YOU O™ THE
BRIDGE NEAR THE OLD SAwW MILL

LOQK“Ub INTO MY EYEDS

.-t ME ARy

AGGIE -DARLIN DO YOU

'D HOLD YOUR HAND AN YOO D
AN CALL

P

AN HOW VD CALL AT YOUR HOUSE
EVERY MNIGHT AN TAKE YOU FER
A TROLLEY RIDE HOW JEALOUS
ALL THE ROYD wWUZ OF ME AN
REMEMBER THE NIGHT | PROPODSE
TO You”

© 1924 ov Iur Fearume Seavice. Inc

Great Brtain rights reserved

SARY-DANNY - YOU
COT ME 1IN AFINE
FIYe: | CAN'T G\ T M~
WIFE TO SToP
CRYING =

of & terrace, with white-draped fig-

JERRY ON THE JOB

Wnoa Lonesome.
ARDIMND WERE Siuce
“ue *BLOTS T Wenr

oL “THER
NAGATION.

&

LET JOY BE UNCONFINED

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

(Copyright 192

i)

“Thean “Two
Darx. Clouns
WERE BEGINNIN

Qo BURN ME

WKCTRE Nou Dow
AROUD HERE TVERL
SUPPoSED “To BE
o A NaeaTion!

R L N BLELSNR SVLEUR O

A TS 86 Poanm
Yor USTO B
LADOUND AND NCT
GEY BawwEo Qur /

FoR 1T

J "‘.\
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The Sour Note

/X HA - A
THAT WAS The
MOST FUN | EVER

GArME OSCAR

TS A GR Aﬂy

WIDDY i You [ OWE mME TEMN
AnD BESIDgs"THAT WE Wil

Tren't win'The sive BeT

or:;ch-:_ BUuCK S FROM You
LOSCAR AND THE

SYNDICATE OWLHS

OSCAR You OWE ME Two Bucks
PAT}YCSU OWE ME EIGHT AND

THE DiINnNER AMD CADDY FEES

WHY SHouLD/

WE TAWE HIND of
HIS WORD A‘Ro’:ge,\g
For T (GA A
BiLL 15 NO

CHARLIE

ABIE THE AGENT

That's Something Flse Agaln,

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield
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1 HATE YO GO BY MINE
( CLUB ON ARQOUNT OF ‘THAT

/ DONY You |

- REMEMBER TWAY

( PHOOY SIGMUND =MES AlWAYS | o NIGHY ABR?
' LIVING IN THE PAST i I HAYE - | —

THEM KXIND OF GUYS!

DONT YOU REQALL*
T WAS THE SAME
NIGHY THAY You
LOANED ME §25

" 1 LOANED
You
g5 »

I'VES, 1 REMEMBER |
DISTINCTLY, You |
QIVING ME 8§26

THAT NIGHY
Qﬂ/

=

/1
i

NEVER MIND Rg -

MEMBERING THATY I

w NOU 82§

BUT DID YL GIVE

T BACK S ThE
-

POINT




