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Kit lay on one elbow, half seeing,
hilf hearing in a sort of supercon-
swcionsness, Now for the first time
since he had landed he ceased feel-
ing astray and bewildered. He felt
at home. He felt alive and happy—
in a new and intoxicating sense. The
magle of the South, that mysterious,
hitherto withheld thing, was on him
at last. It meant, now that he knew
it, euse and safety and warmth, ves,
but something muech more than those,
1t glowed with human affection; it
hinted of stars and the open sea and
grent solt darknesses; it was instinet
with the flame of life and the calm-
ness of death. It stood sponsor to
man for the irresistible forces of the
universe., “Look on me!" it rippled
in its waters, sang in its wmusle,
sighed in its winds; “look on me, pale
prisoner of a man-made world, and
know what sanectity, what beauty and
what peace the Power who made you
intended! Regret nothing; remember
nothing; only look, and know! Listen,
and know! Dream, and know!"

h, yves, he would look, listen and
diream, There was nothing else;
there was no true life but in sur-
render to this divine and final sense.
o strive, worry, despalr, feel lost—
fooli%h, foolish., Nothing was ever
lost, To accept what came, to smile
at everything, to return at last to
that dim place whence one first issued
—that was all. . . .
111,

As he lay dreaming in the quicken-
ing musie a strange thing happened.
With a shout Kakalwia suddenly rose
and leaped Into the arena. “*Nuel shall
e our king!" he hellowed, picking up
the rhythm of the dance. “He will
fight for us against the uakana! Nuel
shall be our king! He will lead us
against the nakana!” The solo actors
stood mute and Aumbfounded; most
of the chorus stopped =singing and
heating, though enough continued to
maintain the rhythm. Gradually face
after face lit up, hands moved again,
volces took up the refrain, The solo-
{ats responded; in a moment the whole
crowd was shouting lustily: “Nuel
shall be our king! He will lead us
against the uakana!”

Kit sat up quickly, very angry,
glancing toward Masson. But Mas.
son was too far gone in mang<ng to
know what was going on, or care. But
lkak, he was the villain, the traitor!
Oh, he would give it to Kak, later!
In an agony of embarrassment he
moked around the circle of firelit
faces. Few were on him; they were
nearly all fixed on Kakalwia. An
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New York, Nov. 3.—He is one of
the echeeful society vagabonds. New
York has many of them—well bred
parasites who live on the generosity
of friends, This one is a king of the
species. He has spent a fortune of
bis own and that of three wives.

A large pprt of his time 1s spent
dodging process servers and yet to
the easual observer he lives a life of
luxurious ease. He' has the manners
of an avistocrat and the general ap-
peagance of the hardened roue of the
bachelor clubs.

He is tall, dark and has a tightly
waved mustache, His eyes are fox
like the shifty and hls parchment
colored skin is filled with tiny wrink-
lea, His dress is impeccable. Morning,

|

ifiernoon and evening he is always
correctly and appropriately groomed.

The other night in a cafe I heard
i hewd walter—the famous Theodore
fncldentolly—esay with no show at
conceslinent: "M'sien {8 an  unwel-
oome gucst here until he settles for
past favors.” There was a qulck
atage villain laugh.

And he and his beautifully gowned
egcort twrned  and  left for some
other high spot where credit was not
80 siviined. Most of these parasites
have liad eovery advantage in life.
Their tutoring began with the first
llap. And the Lest colleges were open-
ed 10 them.

This one spent many yeara of
Amusing uselessness [n Parls, Lon-
don, Cairo anid Monte Carlo. He has
never given any thought to anyone
gave himself. Only aid of his friends
has kept him from the prison cell
'or many plecadilloss

New York countenances them.
Anvwhere else they would be kicked
ot of respectable society and he fores
nd to prove themselves of worth be.
fore they could ever return, But this
one has the halo of an old family and
New York snobhery respects It.

Winsted, Conn.—that haven of
three-legged chicks, dog-headed rats,
tree climbing cows and walking fish
—believes it has suffered from the
famous Winsted llar who sent out
ridiculoun dispatches to wvarious met-
ropolitian  newspapers and which
were printed hecause of their sheer
prevaricative audacity, It s a beauti-
ful little city and {tm residents fee] {t
has been subject to jest long enough.
It is sald a movement is being mtart.
od to suppress this kind of objection-
able publicity. But in today's papers
T notlced a dispatch from Winsted
that a Kangaroo calf chased her fright-
aned ecow mother through the Maln
street and caused one town drunkard
to take the pledge for life.

I love the poetic soul of a Fifth
avenue mannikin whose husband
sued her male modiste employer for
what was still quaintly known as
“heart balm."” She was talking to the
reporter In defense of the marvelous
modiste and as the reporter crosged hils
heart to dle she said this: ""There were
times when Jjust for a moment 1'4d
forget T was working for $40 a week.

illogical frritation pricked him: if they
wanted him to he king they might
at least look at him. ., . .

Slowly Kit sank back on his elbow.
The dance rose to its climax and
fell into deafening silence; the per-
spirlng Kak returning te his place.
Kit did not hother to look at him;
It was still Kak's move. Kak might
be drunk, they might all be drunk:
Kit knew somehow that it did not
matter. This was a real move, a
coup d'etat. These people would
think the same in the gray light of
tomorrow as in the fire and music and
passion of tonight.

The word Kak had used was uvea.
Kit knew that; it was rendered In his
dictionary simply as “Konig." It
meant only one thing—a magnificent
thing. A Thing To Be DDone. Oppor-
tunity, Would he use {t?

Of course. The ruoio went on, but
Kit scarcely heeded It. Te was alive
again——or =till? The Magic was there,
but as a background, an illuminating
radiance, Something To Do. Well,
if 1t actually eame to him he would
do his utmost, God helping him. Lead-
ership. Power. Responsibility.

The ruofo ended at last and the
circle broke up. Kit was heavy with
dreaming and mang-ing; he was dazed
and sleepy; but he knew as he got up
that he, who had sat down there little
Kit Newell, logt on a desert island,
arose chosen and acclaimed King of
Nalrava,

1V.
The physical scene was actual
enough. He noted certain detalls; a
naked child a-straddle over a fat

woman's shoulder, dead with sleep; a
boy who had drunk too much being
aick: the curious effect of firelight on
the under side of palm leaves. He
strolled down to the water's edge,
watched the Naltuvians embark in
thelr canoes and gave a goodnight to
them. He returned up the beach to
find the Nairavans not yet dispersed,
standing about In groups, talking. He
knew what they were talking about.
He forgot them In the presence of
a disgusting =sight. The islanders,
with a wvery few exceptions, wera
sober, though elated. Not so Masson.
He lay where he had lain all the
evening, drunkenly grasping at the
person of a native girl, grunting
obscenely at her. The girl seemed
willing to suffer his embraces, but
was prevented by Sadle, who kept
pulling her away, vituperating, her
wreath of white flowers awry over one

ear. Presently Masson, roused by
their volces and the laughter of the
crowd, half rose, gave a lunge at

Sadis that knocked her flat and a
grasp at the other girl that caught
only at her rivi. This gave way, un-
wound and fell, leaving her naked and
screaming before the populace. Mas-
son made another lunge at her, pull-
ing her down and rolling over on the
ground with her. Sadle sat nursing
a brulsed elbow, hellowing.

All this took only the epace of time
necessary for Kit to walk ten yards,
He strode up and gave Masson a vig-
orous kick behind, * Get up!" he or-
dered. “Let go of that girl."

Masson let go and hunched himself
up, esnarling. The two girls stared
dumbly, A dead silence fell on the
crowd. Kit took an empty cocoanut
shell, filled it in the lagoon and dashed
the water in Masson's face, The sailor
spluttered, swore, coughed, - asked
what t'hell ., . .

“GGet up. Pull yourself together,”
said Kit.

“Say!" sald Masson in a foollsh
plaintive squeak, “I guess I got a
right—"

“You've no right to make a—"" Kit's
spesch hecame unquotable from there
on., It was the kind of language that
Masson was thoroughly familiar with,
At tha end he heaved himself to his
feet and staggered off somewhere,
alone. Kit went on to bed.

Ve

The next afternoon Kak appeared
at the Residenz in company with four
aged and important chiefs, and quite
simply asked Kit If he would be King
of Nalrava. He also hinted that it
might be a good thing if he opened
that arsenal qulekly.

There was littlea Magle about fit
The detalls of the office, the moldly
walls, the battered furniture, the
faces of the chiefs, with thelr wrin-
kled and frequently diseased skin,
stood out sharp and clear in the light
of three p. m. Yes, he would accept,
gince it was their desire, and do his
best. But one thing: he would not
open that arsenal till it became ahso
lutely necessary. He wasn't golng
into this thing for the pleasure of
killing. - Was that understood?

With regretful nods the elders as-
sented. It was too bad. They had
all seen his cavaller treatment of
Masson the night before, and it had
finally convinced them that this man
was a real man. If he could do that
to o white and an equal, what could
be not do to Tenguiu, given firearms?
Haowever, if he thoughbt he could pre-
vail without these, let him try.

Itibwi, the oldest and most vocal

THE NEBBS

NOW THE COUNTRY’'S SAFE.

ALTOGETHER
JUST BE N

e et it o il

f,f’f". '?;'
114 il

4

COME On , TANNN
NOU'LL FAISS TS ELECTION

THE NEXT o_u'.:_)/

s

VOTE AND S

- Nou'LL
TIME FOR

4

ITS EVERY C\TiIEES DUTY TO

CAN VOTE NOU SHOULDTRY 1O
DO T WTELLIGENTLY — NOU
SHOULD STUDN THE CANDIDATES
VERN CAREFULLM — DON'T
FORGET TO WOTE FOR !
CHARLEY KRUTCKOF

INCE ~ou WOMEN

o,

{ ]
____u&_,-xl-".bh/ —

BALLOT ! \T LOOKS LIKE A
DIRECTORN OF THE WORLD —
SIZE, NAMES AND EVERY THING,
— WELL 1 GUESSI'LL POT A 2
CROSS ONTTOP AND VOTE
\T STRANGHT— ANNBODN §
THAT'S GOT TIME TO STLDY \
THLS BALLOT MUST BE OUT )
OF WwOoRK

SWEET CIDER ¢ LOOK AT THAT &

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess

(Copyright 1924)

v

A
1

NOU WAITING BUTAT
NORE SUCH A Bl
BALLOT

OUT THE CANDIDATES

— WOW DD NOU VOTE
1&0 FAST 7

M SORRM 1 KEPT

\T TOOK ™ME

LONG TWME To P1LK

THOLGHT WERE BEST

) r
(Copyright. 1824, by The Bell Syndicate, Inc.)

ME "?"t”é‘iuoffm.mg_ :
T KNOW THE LIFE
EVERY CA
DON

TO ANCT!
S
HNsiD Do ™Y

ANDIDATE -1
AIT UNTIL L

~
A PENCIL
NOTN

s Content.

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Billy DeBeck

‘opyright 19214)

BEAT

(\,3\

HELLO, THERE , STRANGER =
MY NAME 1S BARNEY GOOGLE =
IM ON MY WAY To EUROPE i

N WITH SPARK PLUG AND RUDY = i
- IM GONNA GLEAN LP ONTHE f
an - CTHER SIDE — 1 WANT “TO

/Ll'S'TEN = IM

ILL POT Nou
—TelL Nou ABouT '-__.:‘ w— UNDERSTAND 2

THIS HoRse oF |

MINE =——

SHIP = THE PASSENGERS ARE
COMPLAINING ABouT Mou = You'RE
ANNGNING EVERY BoDY oM THE
{i BOAT= STAN BY YOURSELF oR/-Ty

Barnejr Google and Spark Plug Now Barney Can Chatter to His Heart’

THE CAPTAN OF THIS

TN

SAY —

WHo D'YE

NK You AREZ

IM BARNEY GOOGLE=

T KNOW MY RIBHTS =
I 60T A FIRST CLASS
TickET OoN THIS Tug

4ND I'LL Do AS T
PLEASE, GeT

ME?

IN THE THIRD

I WANT “To TeLl
WHADDA, Ve
MEAN — WAKING
ME UP 2. d

e

SPARK PLUG = WERE O

CLEAN UP —
SAY

OUR WAY To LENDON To

You ABouT MY HORSE,

H

by Copyright. 1924, by King Features Syndicate, Inc Great Britsin rights reserved

I
it ‘1 ml

I
A
|

WAIT TLL

-THE SECRE TARY OF
“THE LMNITED STATES |
HEARS ABouT bl

f—

Regiatered SEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE IN FULL :
U. S. Patent Office R O s iy i ek Drawn for The”():_n‘:ﬁl:mwll?:tree by McManus
7 : .
OH: IF DUGAN DON'Y H YOL MAKE ME DICK »>*YOU | WILL - YOU'WE &OT LL SHUT UP- | THAT'S =
CALL THIS BDET OFF - ST ARQUND AND JOST TO BRACE UP-I'LL , WHY DD YOU WHAT I'D |
ILL WIN BUT THE GROAN - DAVGHTER AND NOT STAND FOR YOU EVER MAKE ,... y LIKE Q
MONEY WILL 4O FER | ARE GETTING D\'bC.LJ‘o‘TEEJ ACTING LIKE A BRI THIS BET ! TO
MY FUNERAL EXPENSES e : KNOW ! '
| '™ D“\’lg\ufER A SMOKE! o 7 DS ‘T:\_L._\'( ‘
i
LY i
/1-5 \Z) s
N '-“‘,:u m
© 1824 ey IntL Feature Sra:_’-,:t. Inc. (1"' m‘lb
Great Britain righis reserved. |

T, MEVER CARRY
[‘Nowe# w MY

'MOUTR AGAN =
« AP THATS NO

nf the chiefs, a little wizened, tooth

JERRY ON THE JOB

A Sk A

SWALLOWED 4

>

WAIT FOR A RECOUNT.

=4

M'-?a F GSBY: Tm Juer St

1 Jusr

Ha: A
VOLLAR.

\NELL = DONT GET EYCITED j ?'_

TAKE THINGS EASY,

DOoNN AND

—

JuSt Sir “TheRE AND
STLL PHOME ToRv A4+ i

4 GO ')f‘—”w:.vrA 3
A C 5.7 .

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hoban

(Copyright 1924)

\NAIT= DoNY Do “™HaY .
MaNEE T O
INALLOWED A4

QUARTER..

Oh, Man!

By Briggs| ABIE THE AGENT

WELL 1 S'POSE WIHY UM - WHﬁT: You wete - vu-|l| pIoN'T REGISTERY] Donrr BE
fou VOTED ThHE D";‘-:J;_ \l.'oTF Mean You ol o "l6%|2$E-rR h_ﬁ\: 'f‘rn\gles ::*r)/ SORE AT
RiegHT TICWET - T \OTE., = AT DOES . ME JACK-
. CAN BeAT THE ,— e AR
r | Bue o WHY 4 Du"l'\s._ti!/ { s
b2

\Lrs.x
\.P___/

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

They're All the Same.

/_Ils’rew, REBA FINE, ABE =
MINE GOLD WHY

DON'Y You MEEY

ME IN FRONY OF

LORBER'S RESTAURANY

AND HAVE SUPPER

MINUYES "

: ‘ﬂ
JUST FINISHING
DRESSING AND
WILL MEET you
IN ABOUY YEN |

.'/

|

| /1M JUSTY QA
[{ Yeu uP AGAIN, R
1 Yo LEY You WAOW
JUST MET SIgGMUND
AND ME LL MAVE

£B8a |

'\

"m -

i |

| \ SUPPER wus/ ||, |35
Yoo A X/ B=r

-~
:

FINE, |

\ABE

e

“Pon't you know that ain't allow-
eA? Tt'n going to cost you %1 aplece

Arrayed in this glorlous ereatons my P e
? 3 WELL | WAS WELL=- | HAD A VERY |/ Y wiy =\
[ ove rould y h q - 2 ORGIVE ™M 1 LAt VALV S
comier vty arslouw—| | WELL - EXPLAN-| oG To MPSBTANT GaLe DATE Y| iprbs ¢ Reaee) 1 Sound PRSI
the bride of the Sun King, holding IF- You - can REGISTER on 7 OM THAT DAY AND TRY AS | L T : —/ EXPLAW T | ; - FUNNY SME P R Iy .
my court at Versallles. You under- i BZF!‘E ‘E,rA:SSToDA‘r‘ l tTWU\::JE’T ::AJHC. Dcuoé._.\fl;[?a:{ GeTl ™ ) = L To “Wou GEE 1M STAR\'INL‘. SAID Si-iE S ’.- NOO , REBA Youre 171 NOW THAT You J
' P ) = T - “ATISE | Ty ) '
PG that ree:"]_giont e \“«-}’\/ HAPPENED T r?;i-caf mMmeE To ATTEND T l'*:‘th ( o TN ABE = WRVE WA !-J NEARLY READY \ STILL HOME = i G-CT SOMMNY. 3
It always struck me the best hick FELL OhJ /A T CoulD Do 7 : HERE AN HOUR, /' AND WHAY'S THNE L TM O POYYING ;
S ) SATUR DAY WHQ (& \ O / WouLb BE / )
story of New York was one George 3, e S - — ALREADY ' / - MATYER ?? ON ANOTHER /|
Ade tells of the visitor from back g7 | - (o - RIGHYT OVER:: ' e
yonder who took in Wall street and —A 2 Wi TR '
had unconsciously hlocked traffle { )
while gazing aloft at a flock of pig- . « e 17 | A 4 \\ » /\
aons hovering around a skyscraper, £N m LB v . : \
A burly fellow in an elevator starter's — & 7 # 9\
uniform pulled him to the sidewalle 8 \‘ . »
to demand what he was doing. \ i
“Counting  plgeons,”  replied  the ’ \> !
Hoosier. @ ] 1k 1

How many did you count?” L
“Eight,” slyly answered the loos i
fer and triumphantly pald the «bill & ‘

He had counted 12, o v —
(Cepyright, 1324.) Ltkuulmn. ¥. Tribune Ins. (= -..»;_..:‘ v |

v




