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I, THE KING

By WAYLAND WELLS WILLIAMS.

(Copyright, 1924.)

(Continued From Baturday)
“Mama,” sald Kit, “youre the

heautifullest lady 1 ever saw!"

Marcelline, her job done, gelzed him
by the shoulders and mauled him
about, tickling and fondling him, and
talking the while in her Inecredibly
rapid French, *“Ah, il sait hlen, le
jeune monsieur! Voila le bon gout!
Il ¥ en aura bien d'autres qui diront
la meme chose de soir!" y

“J'espere qu'lls ne le diront pas,”
8ald Mrs. Newell, laughing.

Marcelline threw up her hands from
the elbows, seemingly annoyed, for
some inexplicable reason. "Oh, ces
Amerieaines!” she sald, blustering.

She put a fur cloak on Mama, who
then stooped and kissed Kit. “Good.
night, my angel. Remember to go
and see Papa. He's in the dining
room."

The house seemed strangely quiet
and empty after she was gone. Kit
went into the dining room and found
'apa sitting alone at the tahle eating
and reading a newspaper, Kit =sat
down on a chair at the glde. His
father looked up.

“Hello!l How
hed?"

“I don't go till eight o'clock.”

“That s0? Quite a seasoned roue
you're getting to be. Well, what you
been doing?”

Kit told him., WHis father listened
vaguely; soon he returmned to his
paper, which was propped up against
it plaret bottle hefore him. Presently
kit censed talking, and thought, The
silence of the room, the drab clothes
of Papa, the nolseless comings and
goings of Neving, it was all so differ-
ent from the bustle and beauty of
Mama in her bedroom, Men were so
different, so uninteresting, so unre-
sponaive. His father had sald noth-
ing at all about the kittens.

He slipped off his chalr and went
to his father. “What? Oh, going to
bed. Well, good night, Sonny. Sleep
tight.” He kissed Kit briefly and re-
turned to his paper.

“I like Papa,” Kit told Nana ex-
pansively as he got into bed, “but 1
love Mama!"

Is it you're not in

V.

Kit had a birthday; he was going to
e séven. There was a party, and the
Hoffingtons and the Mercers and a
lot of other children came.

Strings ot different colors had heen
wound all over two floors of the
house. You started in the big draw-
ing room; each child was given a
string and told to follow {t. There
was a present hidden at the other
end, and he who first reached it (no
breaking the thread, mind!) would get
not only the present, but a prize.
They played games for a while, and
then they went Into the dining room
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--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. McINTYRE

New York, Oect, 12.—A page from
the diary of a modern Samuel Pepys:
1'p betimes, a fairish day, to a break-
fast of sliced pineapple and calf
branins with scorched butter sauce, as
brave as ever I ate. So to my stint
with great zest.

Gil Boag and Gilda Gray dropped
In and gave me a noble walking
stick they brought from Vienna and
my wife some lace kerchiefs and
much fooling, rag, tag and hobtalil,

To luncheon with Archle Andrews
and our wives and thence to the
studlo of IDean Cornwall and he show-
] us some fine palntings and I deem
him foremost of all the {llustrators,

Later all of us to Greenwich by
henzine bhuggy, dropping Dean off at
Mamaroneck, and to the Indlan Har-
har Yacht club, but the sgervice so
slothful we put back to the Westches-
ter-Biltmore for dinner. Hoine late
and to bed.

The fashionable Westechester
crowds are intevesting to watch. The
men bronzed and clad in knickers
nnd jaunty bluzers. The ladies—bob-
bad, blithe and heautiful. Weztches-
tet dines when weather permits al
fresco at the several picturesque

spots which provide enchanting vis-
ias of the sound and rolling green-
eward. The terraces have delightful
little arhorg for the love birds,
The cafe menus offer all the delica-
cles—Astrakhan caviare, pate de foie
gras, and all the rare French sauces,
The oller folk as well as the young
geom to have been pepped up with
surreptitious cocktalls at the dinner
hour. Afterward the young troop
away to moeonlight bathing parties
and the older folks settle down to
high stake bhridge. The talk is or
vachts, stock markets, the high price
of chartreuse and injustice of the in-
come tax. There Is also a soupcon of
dowagers—great ladies who never
swerve in their majestic stride. They
are given to lorgnettes and shep-
herd's crooks and are continually
‘seoring their husbands for having ac-
cepted just one more {n Bill's room.

rose

THe self abasement of flunkies at
fashionable resorts around New
York ls stertling. They fairly grovel
to wheedle the tip, They are rather
important looking nobodies in gold
birald, plush coats and patent leather
Yoots, And so many ditches In the
world walting to be dug.

It ls quite obvious—and don't ask
more silly questions—that I do not
Lelong to the Westchester set, Still
It Is nlce to look in on them now and
then. One leaves with a greater re-
spect than ever for suspenders and
corn beef and cabbage.

Not so long age a lady in Kansas
wrote me: “You, living at the Ritz,
and twitting fashlonable folk!" I
admit T am miscast, but when I
moved there it bhappened to he the
anly hotel In town with sense enough
to house well-bred, small dogs. So I
stayved, on and on spurred hy my
indomitable will to achieve an, ambl-
tion. I want to muster courage to
speak to the elevator starter who, In
the evening, wears brocaded knicker-
Lockers and slippers with  sllver
Luckles,

Living at the Ritz zings a few il
luslones about swank, I notice there
are more patrons Interested in where
Ben Turpin's next fllm is showlng
than there are patrons who wonder
iIf Chaliapin®s volee i In good form.

And  speaking of opera_ and those
who wvell it, the Mn-lrn[m“tnn is be-
ineg all washed up for the fray. The
Msw York season s nearing. Then
in a few weeks they are off to Florida

again. Hard life, hard Hfe,
(Copyright, 19024.)

and sat down at little tables and
ate ice cream and sat down at little
tables and ate ice cream and cake
and candy and pulled crackers, After
that they returned to the drawing
room; some one plaved the pkno and
those who knew how te, danced. The
others just ran around.

Kit was one of *the latter. He en
joyed it hugely, but presently he
knew he was not enjoying it so much
He was beginning to feel very queer
indeed. When that passed he ran
about as before, but not bhecause he
wanted to,! It was the thing to do.
He wanted to lle down, but you
couldn't lle down at a party, with
all these children having a good time,

No . one noticed! Why wouldn't
some one see he was feeling queer
and take him upstairs? He couldn't
tell any one. He strayed by his moth-
er, pawing her with his hands, but
she only sald, “Having a good time,
honey?" ‘and smiled. He sat down
and pretended~to play a game he had
been given. .

At last the children bhegan to go.
He could hold out now, he thought.
They laughed and chattered in the
hall, shaking hands with him and
Mama and saying they'd had a very
nice time. When the last ope was
out of the door, he rushed up to the
nursery.

*“Oh, 1 feel sick!” he eried. “Nana,
1 feel so sick . . ."

Oh, the joy of it, heing able to be
gick without shame, whole-heartedly!
After all was o'er he lay on the bed,
gasping, but happy. “Oh, Nana,” he
moaned, “it's almost as nice as eat-
ing!”

His mother came in and was in-
formed of the misfortune. “"He was
feeling very queer for some time,
ma‘am, he said, but he wouldn’t come
upstalrs and be slck because of the
party, He was such a little gentle-
man he couldn’'t hear to leave his
littie guests til] the very end.”

His mother sat down on the bhed,
beaming on him. “Was that it, dar-
ling? Mother's hrave hoy! He wouldn’t
leave his party! He was a sweet boy,
that's what he was!”

Boft as down were her fingers on
his throbbing head. His happiness he-
came mixed; this praise was sweet,
but it wasn't quite deserved. He
hadn't been hrave about anything;
he had simply not wanted to show
signs of sickness hefore all those chil-
dren, It would have bheen a humilia-
tion, Still, it didn't matter much.
He let it pass, and accepted 1the
homage,

VI

Nana was golng away, home, to
England. Hey mother had died and
her father was all alone, and she had
to go and take care of hlm.

“It's just a= well,” Kit heard his
father say. He supposed he meant
It was just ns well for Nana's father
to have Nana ag her mother.

There was talk of a German gov-
erness, Nana began it. Whenever
Kit crossed her she would say: “"Well,
1 dare say you'll lilke your German
governess a great deal better! Hmf{!"
and wipe her eyes,

One afternoon Mrs, Newell took Kit
out in the hroom alone, and told him
they were going to Aunt Emmy’'s to
meet the new governess,

Aunt Emmy was Mrs. Newell's only
dlster, and she lived in an old brick
house ony West Elghth street. She
was a litfle older than her sister, and
much stouter, and not bBeautiful at
all. &he sat smiling befind her tea
table as they came in and waved her
left hand at an angular being in
black, with large red hands and a
largae red face, “This 1= Fraulein
Rock,” she sald. “Fraulein, this is
my sister, Mrs. Newell, and the young
man."

kit shook hands with the hlack and
red lady, whn put her other hand
on hils shoulder, It felt heavy and
unfamillar there, quite mannish.
*“wWould you ke me to and
Hve with you?" she said In a guttural,
halting volee,

“I don't
pramptly,

Aunt Emmy lnughed and the Ger-
man Jady grew even redder. “That
fsn't polite, Kit,” said Mrs, Newell,
not laughing. “Manners is one of the
things you'll hava to teach him, T'm
afraid, Fraulein.”

“I shall try my
lein. Her wvoice

Kit could not see
came into it. ‘I'he
a ridiculons question,

. s

come

think =o0," sald

* sald Frau-
grim,

where manners
wormian had asked
to bhe answered
Assuredly

aneworad |t

he dild not want this black and red
creature fn the place of the gastle
Hiana,

But she came and was installed in
the nurgery the very afternoon of the
day when Nana left weeping for Eng-

land. Her hands were rough as well
as red, and he hated the f(eeling of
them when she hathed him. Also she
immediately began to talk in her in-
comprehensible language, apparently
expecting n 1o understand her.
Algo ghe took an unworthy and triv-

lal attitude towird some of his most

gacred arrangements,

“She wouldn't let Pollux in,” he
told his parents next morning at
ireakfast, “even after T'd had my
bath, And she made me say my

prayers kneellng down, and she dldn't
put out my blue blanket. And when
I spilled water out of my bath she
alapped me."”

“T ehenidn't wonder,” sald Mr. New-
ell out of hi= eternal newspaper, “but

i lamy had picked up some-
thing rather good, for once, It
would be extraordinary if we were

to find one jewel in that collection.”

That afternoon Kit went te the
park with Frauleln and Pollux. He
introduced her to the Hoffingtons'
nursie, as hls mother had told him
to, but thelr conversation wam not
spontaneous, They sat stiffly on a
bench, Fraulein following Kit with
a hawk's eye, and replying in mono-
syllables to Nursie's offerings, A, -
parently Frauleln wasn't golhg to bhe
popular in the Mall, Well, he dldn't
wonder,

In the course of the afternoon Kit
got away mith the Mercers’ nurse
and undid her honnet strinegs., She
wis a great friend of his, and gentle
as Nana. Bhe did not object strenu-
ously, though he knew she did not
like it. After the first time Fraulein
told him not to do it. Of course, he
pald no attentlon; when the fit geized
him he came running back and pulled
the white strings agaln, Fraulein in
an instant was on her feet, stamping,
glowering, roaring. Kit danced away
nn the grass, as was hils custom.
“Yah!" he cried. “Catch me!”

Now Fraulein really used her volce.
The Mall rang; children stopped play-
ing, nureses looked up from their
work in amazement., “Komm!" she
roared. “Komm glelchi Wenn ich
snge Komm, dann kommst du! Haste
verstehen? . . . Nicht? Dann werd
lech dlr "mal lernen, dua ungezogenes
Dingk!"™

Without the slightest haste, still
bellowing, she strode ont toward Kit.
Ho watched her, paralyzed, 1t was
not In him to run away; hig legs sim-
ply would not take him. “Komin
hier!?' sald the dragon, stopping. Kit
came. She selzed him with one hand
nnd held him flimly: with the other
sha belabored his enrs, hoxing them
soundly, rvight and 1oft, 111l his hend
swam and hla eves were hlind with

tears, “8o, 80, so, meln Bube! leh
werde der noch zelgen, divr! Willst
du? Willst du? Du, du . ., . Jelzt

gehst du dich entschuldigen. Womm!

Tell the nurrrse you are sorry!’
Bhe took him before the Mercers'

Mary and held him there, by the

Kit}

ear. “I'm sorry, Mary,"” said Kit, his
nead down, his tears falling and
splashing on the pavement., Then the
dragon let him go and he staggered
away, wiping hls fare on his sleeve

After that the Mall warmed up to
Fraulein perceptibly. Nureges and
EOovVernesses came up Lo pass the time

of day or ask her advice on when to

“turn.”” Children eyed ler with awe;
to win a smile from her was to win
distincton.

Kit's attitude toward her was less
ong of hate than might he supposed;
it was more that of a sclentist who
has discovered a totally new, danger-
ous and immensely powerful element,
She was something mew in people,

The contrast betwecen her handling of
this affair and Nana's conduct of
the similar one a few veurs back did
not escape him for a moment, Un
reservedly, though he hated to do it,
he must yield Fraulein the palm.
But his respect soon mixed with
a quite real lking. Fraulein was
never nn,;ust nor was she always un-

pleasant; in time of need she never|being read te in German. He galned| scho®l, and continus
failed and when in the mood for itla collogquial knowledge of the lan-|mary department”
she could be affectionate But above|guange which never entirely left him, | tution W
all she was effective 1t occurred tol and stood him in good stead on one|{there and went
Kit that it might not bhe a bad idea] occasion on East Sixt ]
to be the sort of person she was if, CHAPTER 11, a very different matte) There we
by any improbable chance, he. ever 1 only bova there, and they all called
grew up At the age of five Kit had begun|each other by thelr lust names
In a month he was talking and|going to kindergirten at Miss Loeb's (To Be Contlnued Tomorrow,)

THE NEBBS

IN BEAUTIFUL NORTHVILLE.

(Copyright 1824)
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BARNEY SURELY WAS EXCITED.
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