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KING

ligent

and said

they eailed on southeastward.

“Samoa,
pago.” Some sald Suva.

of course—Pago-|ly.

Instead of calling at Ocean Island|progress of the ship. Presently they
for coal, as was generally expected,|veered east northeast, and the ward-
Intel-| room had it that thgy were going to
juniors glanced at the chart|Honolulu—to be scrapped, most like:
Kit did not mind. He liked Hono-
It mattered|lulu, and it would certalnly be pleas.
not in the least what they said, either |anter to be gcrapped neatly, in port,

an
four

port how.

1V.

One morning he came on deck after
night watch and
were at anchor in a glis-
tening gray sea, with a bright per-
manent gleam a mile or go off the
A reef, The possibility of

ap following a
nd they

they had laid to, it appeared, In or-
der to do something technical to the
Only the engineers under-
stood and they were Intentionally elu-
The morning was idled
At noon Kit saw two of the
senfor officers vainly trying to make

engines.

slve about it.
away,

At lunch, the Captain—all the oft| (e[ L0 foey'ere moar . reet
a week past; 2 i i

cers the n'ardtunm-—un- :‘u‘l"’"; ‘E:w Siot’ clenr Whidh of

nounced that sounding parties would or three. Soundings, glving the cor

be sent out Agaln target practice| o, ition, would establish the

occurred to every one, soundings for whereabouts exaotly,

a raft mooring. But, no; the Captain (To Be Conflnued Monday.)

v Wante . y the
merely wanted to find-out where they Bee Want Ads Produce Res.lts,

messed in

two

,|as regarded Captain Roth or the|than by the wild sea waves, target practice was suggested, butlan observation through the cloud film.{ were, Cloudy weather had foreed
(Continued from Yesterday.) it was always w 4 alway . :
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peaked hats. But gee! I really belleve|to ignite and briar pipes exuded 1 ARE GOWNG OUT “TOMGHT | , TAKE OFF YOUR SHOES — EAN : Wit WERE STRUGGLING TIRED AT NIGHT -rg\’ \WHEN SHE
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He took trips down the Bay, to Los . -

Banos, to Pagsanjan, to the Taal vol-
cano, and wished he were free to go
further afield, to the Mountain Prov-
ince or the Southern lslands, and see
for himself the Moros, those Orange-

men of the Philippines, to cut his
wiay with a bolo through primeval
jungle and shoot exotic animals. But
it wasn't to be. Just as the mon-

woon ralna broke and the heat hecame
clnmmy he was assigned for duty to
the Nashua, a superannuated crulser
of some 8,000 tons burden. Two days
after he joined she steamed down the
bay one night in the teeth of a hot
wet wind, and Manila was a memory.
1I.

He had rather hoped to be sent on
gunhoat duty in China, to poke his
noge a thousund miles up an ancient
river and see at close quarters the
most numerous of the world's fami-
lies. But this would show him some:
thing equally Interesting, and as
naval duty it was better. If—and
rumor had it that this was the case-—
ihere was a German raider alive in
the Paeific, there as a chance of
action. He wished this could be so,
though the Nashua as a fighting
proposition was not inspiring of con-
fidence. She listed, she creaked in
a dead calm; her eight-inch turret
guns had the worn, thin, refined alr
of Colonlal spoons. Wardroom gos-
gip had it that they had not been
bore-sighted since 1900.

Without any one's knowing, or car-
ing much, where they were bound
they rounded Mindanao and steamed
eastward into the unnamed sea that
lies between Mieronesia on the north
nnd Melanesla on the south, Kit was
aware, through the reading he did on
the side, that they were leaving one
world for another, Malaysia for Poly-
nesla, the world of Conrad for that of
Stevenson and Melville, Both were
fascinating, and egince neither was
war it made little difference. Duties
aslde—and he found that for a nor-
mally intelligent person they could be
iargely aside—he felt as If he were

traveling for pleasure on &a blank |4 nd every thing and person coming on

tieket, destination unknown.

On and on iney plowed, facing the
sunrise, amid daily spouts of rain
and the ubiquitous odor of the open
sea, =0 different from the familiar
vgalt” alr of tidal marshes and the
same here as anywhere, except that

~ .
New York
--Day by Day--

3 By 0. 0. M'INTYRE.

New York, Oct. 24.—For five years
he has lved in the shadow of the
death house at Sing Sing. The other
day he walked out free. What little
is left of his crumpled llfe is to be
centered on his wife, who stood stead-
fastly by him during the desolate tra-
vall.

1 never realized hefore how gray
pricon walls break a man's spirit. In
other days our paths crossed. Then
he was a gay carefree fellow whose
career stretched hefore him promis-
ingly. He was vibrant and alive with
the fAlush of youth. There was a
spring to his step.

And I called on him in a shabby
rooming house on St. Nicholas avenue,
It seemed to me only the ashes re-
midned. He spoke in a volee a shade
above a whisper, His attitude was
one of pathetic servility. His fingers
had shrunk to bird-like claws,

There iz a quotation from Burns
which reads:

“In durance vile here must I wake

J

and weep, "
And all my frowsy couch in sorrow
steep.”

His occaslonal efforts to smile were
wisps of lugubrious grins. Free, he

feared to go out on the streets. At
dusk 1 persuaded him to take a
stroll. A full moon was flooding the

streets, Not once did he look up.

I tried 1o tell him he must get a
grip on himself. He owed much to
his wife. "“I'm completely beaten,”
he satd. And with a shudder: *'T am
afraid.”” This man in an impulsive
burst of anger had struck a friend
and killed him. Drink was largely
responsible,

Soclety had exacted its price. Yet
somehow I could not help but feel
that this fellow might have been
gpared the bhitterness that is his. At
his door, he said: “You've been kind,
but it's no use., My life is as much
over as though I were dead.”

Next to the skyline the most color-
ful picture New York presents is
Fifth avenue shop windows, Not

scople contrasts—painting, sculpture,
jewelry, bronzes, antlques, pet dogs
of 40 varleties, pop-eyed goldfish with
talls three times as long as their
hodies, the styles of famous designers,
fine bindings, first editions, old silver,
stamps, colns, hour glasses, and even
the jinkle jumble of the five and 10.

0Old Dan the Telescope Man, a bit
of professional gold turned to dross,
had the surpriee of his life while
showing the stars at 6 cents per peep
in Bryan park the other night. A
man came up to hehold the heavenly
wonders. He presented a bill. 0ld
Dan fumbled for change, “Keep it,
I'op,' sald the patron. It was a brand
new hundreq doBar bill, And Dan
hae not heen seen at his stand since.
But the patron is there nightly look-
ing for him, He thought it was a
dollar.

Hayyy Kemp, the tramp poet, calls
nis home in the village “The Oaks™
petause there is mot an ocak within
a mile of it. In hi= neighborhood is
Frank S8hay's hookshop. Mary Vorse,
the writer, llves nearby;, go does
Susan Glaspell, the playwright. It s
a quiet mectlon with a poet at every
dune, writing, and an artist a-top
painting. The village 1s the only
spot left in New York with a general
ptore and it is around the corner from
lKemp's menage. There are cracker
barreld where the Bohemlans sit and
spin tales of hopes and ambitions,
Kemp's wife, a slight red-halred girl
s writing her first novel. Whatever
may be sald of the village, it is rich
and deep with color.

from sight; the wake of the ghip
glowed so bright with phosphorus that
it seemed to cast a shadow. Even
the rain squalls that came lashing
up from the southern quadrant were
beautiful. This sea was an enchant-
ed sea; the horizon was the meeting
of curtains that waited only for
signal to part and reveal the blinding
white of coral beaches, palm-cloakel
mountalng shooting into rocky spires
across which languld vapors trailed,
tinkling waterfalls, exuberant flora
and stranger yet cousin peoples whose
natures were instinct with the spirits
of air and water and the silent, sun-
dazed magle of t}he eternal South.
11

Naura, where th'ey first touched,
came as something of a jolt. This

el

_Jo.A.Caelson I8 -

was excusable, seeing that t was
new not only to Kit but to the world.
Here Indeed were roaring reefs and
fantastic coral shapes and glassy la-

goons lying under brooding palms, )
but all this was tempered by wire.
less towers, electric llghts, a Euro-

pean soclety and industrial activity.
A German island, German for thirty
years and an object of Interest to {ts
owners for hardly more than ten,
a treasure of phosphates, the latest
and most astonishing prize of the
Pacific, it had been wrested from
German control in the first year of
the war by the British, The QGer-
mans had put up a strong and not
ungallant resistance; they had, when
the warship left, hauled down the
Union Jack and packed the British
garrison off to Ocean Island. Now
the Germans were interned in Aus.
tralla, and the British were quarry-
Ing and shipping their precious phos-
phates unhampered,

It was odd to see such a well de-
veloped and obvilously profitable busi-
nees flourishing Iin the dreamy South.
Chinese coolies cut the phosphate
slabs In the quarries and carried
them out on their backs; they were
loaded on narrow-gauge tramways,
carried to the shore and transferred
to the steamers by the most primi-
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Barney Google an

YEu .1 HAD PLANNED ON | OW. DON'T LIORRY.
GEING To BEUACPE LATW YoullL GET OVER
SPARKY BUT I GOTTA
GET THE PASSAGE

DOUGH FIRST = T Ve
BEEN HAVING SQME
TouGH BREAKS LATELY,

HUNT

Copyright, 1924, by King Faamas Sfnduii Tni |

AND WHEA] YOU Do &
WAaNT wou ™ LOOK: LP
MY OLD PaL " Seike "’

"SPIKE’ \'S ONE (N A MILLIGN . BARNEY. WE LL
SHOW You THE TIME OF WOUR LIFR « ME'S
AS LOOSE DU\TH WIS DOUGH AS A 191y
FLIWVER = WONT LET You SPeEnD A DIiME !
SAY. You AND HE ARE GOING To GET ALONG
LiIKE Two BRDS ony

HE's Gonmva GE
GLaD Te SEg

tive means. ‘There was no harbor,

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck
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FORGAT To (WRITE
AND TEWL ME WHaT
You Think ofF
" SPIKE "

AND THAT YOUNGSTER ©F WiS = SAY,
Tue Tames OF You WilL HAVE The
TiME OF YouR LIVES = NOW.DONT

N HL R
| Ill" fiph

=]
EG!
CREZ=

T "'-Q\ T,
r’/r; WANT To SEAD A \!\ it
CABLEGRAM To "SPIKE |
HUNT (N LONDON = I
TELL HIM & : [
SHOCT ME PASIAGE = r
MONEY OVER To EUROPE f};z

‘:-:. 2 .
AND GIVE MY REQARDS cnf A

JJI

“To HIS KID ; SEND
IT COLLEaT » I LL

STICK AROUND FOR AN

[ | ANsweRr

/O-27

or off the Island had to run the gaunt-
let of the eternal surf on the reef in
open hoats. These were manned hy
contilnually shouting Kanakas of
sorts, some thin-nosed and yellowlsh,
others brown and negro-looking. Kit
loved to watch them; they were so
boisterous, go cheery, so willing and,
in the Jong run, so effective. And
all the time on the green plateau
above the Engllshmen lived with
families exactly as they might live
on Wimbledon Common, entertaining
each other at dinner, playing bridge
and getting up Red Cross festivities.
Of all this he had only one short
tantalizing glimpse, for they stayed
less than thirty-silx hours. He want-
ed to join the bridge partles in tha
neat coral houses in the neat coral-
pathed gardens, to learn thge Nauruan
lingo, to talk with the Resident about
Imperinllsm, that queer spontaneous
game of Getting Together in odd cor-
ners of the world. But juniors did
not do that sort of thing. Besldes,
the Captain was busy with the Resi-
dent, He had called, It was sald In
the wardroom, for coal. The ac-
counts one heard of the interview
were diverting; the most popular was
that the Resident had sald that there

BRINGI
-
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HOUSE ALL NIGHT

HE NEVER CAME HOME

BY QOLLY - | WAITED
IN FRONT OF DUGAN'S

L

BUT
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MAAGQG)
TOWN

SGO0D THING:

E 19 0OUT OF

| KIN SLEEP ALL
DAY THAT WILL HELP ME
FORG\T ABOUT SMOKIN'

BES PARDON
SIR-BUT TS
FOUR 1N THE
AFTERNOOMN

TO GET VP

was no coal to spare, but he would

UH-HUOH! ANY
THING NEwW -

SR ARE YOU qOWNgG

YED DIR! THERE WAS A
MAN HERE THREE TiIMES
TO SEE YOU HE 9AID
His NAME WAS DUSAMN

| TOLD HIM YOU WERE
OUT OF TOWN

JAMES?

wireless for a colller from Sydney, If
desired. To which, it was reported,
the Captain replied: “Oh no, don't
bother; I just thought I might pick
up some, [ don’t yeally need it, you
know:;" and the Resident riposted:
“What did you think this wae, Pitts.
burgh?'—almost certain fiction, but

with iron-colored hair, a taciturn dis-
position and a roving eye. It bhegan
to be wondered {f he were “quite all
there.” They might or might not he
pursuing a mythical German ralder,
and it waa quite in order that junior
officera should not know what was on
foot; but the {mpression most of them
got was that he was using the Nashua
a good deal like a yacht, No one
renlly knew him; no one knew if ha
were playing a little game with them
or not; one one was quite sure that
he was the man to conduct whatever
Httle game the ruling spirits of the
Asiatic Fleet had in mind.

ls*rwm;

JERRY ON THE JOB

entertaining. . sl 2y
And it caused the junior officers, AD T Sawny Cag o ANOME o —
Kit with the rest, to turn questioning USED Car Foru TasT ansuses /7
eyes on the Captain. He was a Com- SALE « DVWAER. A
mander by rank and Hubert C. Roth .| THE A0
by name; a man in his early fifties LEang Town J ;

Mes-Bur 1 _Cm"'_\.sm‘bm
UNTIL 1 GEY Somt Doueu.
1 Wige dOND Show TTHE OL\D

2y 1y

Tu, SHom em

Kit, for one, never knew.

e SALESManSHIP

h LB & NRuSBov
Wwre 4 SORE 5

G

WE SALESMAN IS STOPPED

The Golf Conversation as It Never Will Be

‘| PLAYED A GooD

GAME OF GoLfr || T&te ME

Topav FRED - 5_‘:_:; oF
ABovuT. IT ? OF (T
WONT You ?

e’

es INDEED)

WELL SIR -}

—

GOT A ThRrEE MEAN 1T
ON THE HorAacE '
EIGHTH

! HAD A WHALE
OF A DRIVE -
CLEAR DOwN To

THAT BIG TREE

Yer - Tuen  Took
A NIBLICK SBEE

AND | WHALED
BANG RIGHT
INT2 \T SEE

(Copyright, l‘@ﬂ-)

AND T PLOPPED
RIGHT oM THAT
NEW GREEN TyaT
BoB8 WHITE HAS
JUST FINISHED

INTERESTING

— PRoCPED
HoRrACH

e BALL
STo¥ren
THAT FAR
FROo MM THE
CLUP - ApD
You wrdow
THE REST

LiKe To HAUE
SEEN ThaT!

You MuUsT
FELAT e

v B
ME AGAIN
SOrME Day

THERE SWE 'S SR ¥

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hobar

(Copyright 1924)

\WHAT wWouwd I
Do Wik A

' PLeasuee Cap \r\

1 \WANTED To“Take

\ . &@ =
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Appearances Is Appearances.
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witL EVERYBOMY
KINDLY S\Y STILL
AND LOQK PLEASANY;
WHILE WE YTAKE A

THIS AFFAIR!

/GOSH , THE WAY You
TRUSHED YO THE
FRONY WERE, You
WOULD IMAGINE You
WERE GOWNG YO BUY

A HUNDRED OF THESE

e ——— T ———_—— . —

/ TM Nov Qol.\h / SO You'RE * NES, BUT NoY
INE OF THEM= - SNOULDNY I
YM THROUGH | BUYING STILL OOk
BUYING THESE | THEM, HA> GOOD ON SOME™ |

BODY ELSES /
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