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“Our young friend eertuinly sald
something of the kind., He ls also
the ona among us who {8 endowed
with that Celtic temperament which
would make him sensitive te such
fmpressions."

“The whole theory of telepathy—"'
began Summerles, filling his pipe.

“Is too vast to be now discussed,”
gald Challenger, with declsion. "'Tell
me, now,” he added, with the air of
a hishop addressing a Sunday school,
“did you happen to observe whether
the creaturs could crose its thumb
over its palm?"

“No, indeed."”

“Had it a tall?™

II.\‘n_I‘ .

“Was the foot prehensile?"”

“I do not think it could have made
off so fast among the branches if |t
could not get a grip with |ts feet.”

“In Routh Amerlea there are, if my
memory serves me—youn will check
the observation, Professor Summer:
lee—some thirty-six specles of mon-
keys, but the anthropold ape is un-
known, It is eclear, however, that he
exists In this country, and that he
i1s not the hairy, gorilla-lke variety,
which {8 never seen out of Africa
or the east.” (I was inclined to inter-
polate, as I looked at him, that I
had seen his first cousin in Kensing-
ton). *'This {8 a whiskered and col-
orless type, the latter characteristie
pointing to the fact that he spends
his davs In arboreal geclusion. The
fquestion which we have to face is
whether he approaches more eclosely
to the ape or the man. In the latter
case, ha may well approximate to
what the vulgar have called the ‘miss-
ing link.'! The solution of this proo-
lem {s our immediate duty.”

“It {8 nothing ™ the eort,” =ald
Summevlee, ahruptly., “Now that,
through the intelligence and activity
of Mr. Malone” (I eannot help quot.
ing the words), “we have got our
chart, vur ona and only immediate
duty Is to get ourselves safe and
gound out af this awful nlace.”

“The  flesh-pots  of clvilization,”
gronned Challenger.

“Phe Ink-pots of clvilizatlon, sir. Tt
ta our task to put on record what
we have seen, and to leave the fur
ther exploration to others. You all
agreed as much before Mr, Malone got
us the chart."”

swell” sald Challenger, “I admit
that my mind will be more at easa
when I am assured that the result
of nur expedition has heen conveyed
tn our friends, How we are to get
down from this place I have not as
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On the Atlantie, March 4 —Off the
const of Ireland today we ran Into
another “bit of wind, sir."” Yet our
nearness to land gave us courage.
Wa will touch Plymouth, the firat
port of call, in the morning. Then
on to Cherbourg whera we disem-
bark.

Palms are beginning to itch. Tip-
ping times has comé The perqulsites
for a coupla crossing the Atlantic
amount to about five pounds or $25.
This 18 exclusive of the gouge for
tha seamen’s fund, It seems to me
soma of this should go to widows and
orphans of American seamen as it
{s contributed chiefly by Americans.

1 understand the most remuner
ative job on a Uner is that of the
chief smoking room steward. This
comes mostly from his rakeoff of
the auctlon poel nightly which runs
into hundreds of dollars, It is a
gambling game in which bets are
pooled on the next day's run of the
ghip,

Tha salary of a liner captain Is
about $5,000 a year. Nearly half of
of this goes to the RBritish govern:
ment for taxes, Poor pay for a man
who In case of disaster must click
his heels and go down with his ship.

T have never seen _an auction pool
on a ship that dldn’'t have the most
officlous person on board for the auec-
tioneer, It seems to be a job for the
prefessional smart alec—one of those
uncouth, underbred perzons who are
go well known in New York.

This one was no exception, indeed
a little worse than most. He was n|
loud-mouthed wvulgariap and [ was
glad to sea an American hanker and|
a titled Englishman leave the lounge|
in disgust. As a matter of fact I see|
no good reason for the auction |:\-'r|)|,|
It panders to the lowest taste,

Deapite rough =eas and a difrirult;
Yyovage my only catastrophe (2 of nl
somewhat Impersonal nature, The
night hefore leaving New York my

portahla typewriter gave a few gasps
and expired. I was leaving before Real FQ“‘I at Home (the SOdI Clerk)

R e

gtores opened and in my dilemma 1
was alded by Peter B. Kyne, the
novelist, who loaned me his. The cas.
ing made me feel quite important
as Peter has just circled the globe
and it was crias-crossed with bright
Jabels from Hong Kong, Singapore,
Bombay, Constantinopls and so forth.
A lurch of the ghip today sent it
flying. Springs popped, keys fell out
and the ribbon was in a hopeless
snarl. It seems nltogether useless—
which makes It rather hard on the
owner,

—y—

Only the most urgent necessity will
make me ecross the Atlantle again
during winter months, Tt {s physieal
1y exhausting and nerve straining. A
double tria] for ma for aside from my 1
own, discomfort T was ohliged to dn a
ecertaln amount of work:each day.
The usher will now pass among you
with fresh handkerchiefs and all
pleasa weep silently.

+ We wers cheaered today by the Im.
provement in the little baby on the
way to Capetown who {s 11l with ton-
sllitis. A eship becomes pretty much
like a small town in its neighborli-
negs, There is light goeslp and a
closeknit alr of friendliness. And
during stormy weather this camara-
derle ls accentuated.

People are Inclined to light reading
on liners, Among the hooks noticed
on the promenade deck wers "Rugged
Waters"—(And why that?), “The
Grand Duke's Finances,” “Flaming
Youth,” “Mr, and Mrs. Haddock
Abroad,” "R, F. D, No. 83" and acres
of cross-word puzzle books, *White
Light Nights,'" by a certaln author,
i In the lbrary hut the lbrarian told
me they had not had a single call for
it.

Already rea gulla ares darting out
trom England to welcoms us with
thelr spiraling and graceful dips, Of
all birds, they Interest me most, 1
ean watch them for hou

yet an idea. I have never yet en-
countered any problem, however,
which my {nventive brain was unable
to solve, and I promise you that
tomorrow I will turn my attention
to the question of our descent.”

And so the matter was allowed to
rest.

But that evening, by the light of
tha fire and of a single candle, the
first map of the lost world was elab.
orated. FEvery detail which I had
roughly noted from my watch tower
was drawn out in its relative place
Challenger's pencil hovered over this
great hlank which marked the lake.

"What shall we call {t?" he asked.

“Why should vou not take the
chance of perpetuating your own
name?' sald Summerlee, with his
usual touch of acidity.

“1 trust, sir, that my name will
have other and more persomal claims
upon posterity,” sald Challenger,
geverely., “Any ignoramus can hand
down his worthless memory by im-
pozing it upon a mountain or a river.
1 need no such monument.”

Summerlee, with a twisted smile,
was about te make some fresh as-
gault when Lord John hastened to
intervene,

“It's up ta you, young fellah, to
name the lake,” said he. "You saw
it first, and, by George, If ¥ou choose
tn put ‘Lake Malone' on it, no one
has n hetter right.”

“By all means, L.et our yYoung
friend give It a name,” =ald Chal
lenger,

“Then,” sald 1, blushing, 1 Aare
sav, as [ said {t, “let it be named
Lake filadys™

“Dan’t vou think the Central Lake
would 1w more degeriptive?” remarked
Summerlee,

“I should .prefer Lake Gladys.'"

(‘hallenger looked at me sympa-
thetically, and shook his great head
in mock disapproval. “Boys will he
boys.," #ald he. “Lake Gladys let
it he."

1 have said—or perhaps T have not
sald, for my memory plays me sl
tricks these davas—that I glowed with
pride when three such men ns8 my
comrades thanked me.for having
saved the situation A8 the young
stop of the party, not merely in vears
but In experience, character, knowl-
sdge and all that goes 10 make a
man, I had heen overshadowed from
the first, And now 1 was coming
inte my own. I warmed at the
thought. Alas! Por the pride which
goes hefore a fall! That little glow
of self-satisfaction, that added meas
ure of self-confidence, were tn lead
me on that very night to the most
dreadful experience of my life, end-
Ing with a shock which turns my
heart sick when T think of it.

It eame about in this way: I had
been unduly execited by the adven
ture of the tree, and sleep seemed
impossible. Summerles was on guard,
sitting hunched over our small fire
A quaint, angular MMEure, his rifle
across his kneem and pointed, goat-
like beard wagging with esach weary
nod of his head. Lerd John lay silent,
wrapped in the Bouph American pon-
cho which hes wore, while Challenger
snored with a roll and rattle which
reverberated through the woods. The
full moon was shining brightly, and
the alr was crisply cold. What a
night for a walk! And then suddenly
came the thought, “Why not?" 8up-
posa 1 stole sofily away, suppose I
made my way down to the central
lake, suppose I was back at break-
fast with some record of the place—
would I not {n that case he thought
an even mora worthy assoclate? Then,
it Summerlee carried the day and
some means of escape were found, we
should return to London with first
hand knowledga of the central myes
tery of the plateau, to wh @) [ alone,
of all men, would have penetrated, 1
thought of Gladye, with her “There
are hernlsms all round us." 1 seemed
to hear her wvoice as she mald it. 1
thought of McArdle. What a three-
enlumn article for the paper! What
a foundation for a career! A cor

respondenceship in the next great

war might be within my reach. 1
clutched at a gun—my pockets werq
full of cartridges—and, parting thae
thorn bushes at the gate of our zare.
ba, quickly slipped out, My last
zlance showed me the unconscioup
Summerlee, most futile of sentinels,
eti{ll nodding away like a queer mg
rhanieal toy in front of the smoldey-
ing fire.

I had not gone a hundred yards be-
fore [ deeply repented my rashness.

It was dreadful in the forest, ‘The
trees grew 8o thickly and their foliage
spread =o widely that I could s4qe
nothing of the moonlight save that
lere and thera the high branches
made a tangled filigree against the
starry sky. 1 thought of the despalr-
Ing yell of the tortured iguanodon=—
that dreadful cry which had echoed
through the wonds. I thought, toeo,
of the glimpse T had in the light of
Lord John's torch of that bloated,
warty, hieod-slavering muzzle. Even
now I was on its hunting ground, At
any instant It might spring upon me
from the shadows—this namelops

and horrible monster., 1 stopped and
picked a cartridge from my pocket
I npened the breech of my gun,
I touched the lever my heart leaped|all,
It was the shotgun,
the rifte, which I had taken!
Again the impulse to return swept
surely, was a most
reason for my

that

But agaln the foolish
pride fought against fhat very word
must not—{fail After

would probably

been as useless as a shotgun against
such dangers as 1 might meet,
were to go hack te camp to change
my weapon 1 eould hardly expect to
enter and leave again without being
ranse there would be

fromt of me,

explanations, and my attempt would
be all my own.
little hesitation,
my courage and continued upon my
way, my useless gun under my arm.
exceadingly
still, but as 1 advanced I hecame con-
low, rumbling =ound, a
somewhere In
This grew louder as 1

After a

screwed up

proceeded, until at last {t was clearly
I stond| tain—of some
the surface of which rose and fell in
seemed to come from some sta-|great blisters of bursting gas, The
; was like a bolling|air above

When
still the sound was constant, o that

tionary cause.

keitle or the bubbling of some great

clearing 1 found a lake—or a pool,
rather, for it was not larger than the

basin of the Trafalgar Square foun

was shimmering with
heat, and the ground round was so

’\-aar.! ago had not yet entirely spent
ita  forces. Blackened rocks and
mounds of lava 1 had already meen
sverywhere peeping out from amid
the luxurious vegetation which
draped them, but this asphalt pool
in the jungle was the first sign that

black-piteh-like stuff,

came upon the source hot that I could hardly bear to lay ¥ k

the center of a smalllmy hand ft. It was clear that|wae had of artual existing actlvity on
the great voleanic outburst which had| the siopes of the eajinct crater,
ralsed this strange plateay so many {To Ne Continued Tomorrow.)
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WHAT'S *THE
MATTER, EMMA?

Nou LOOK §O

NO-1M ALL
RIGHT. THEY AWN'T

NOTHIN TH MATTER
\WITH ME

FEELING WELL ?

At

Directed for The Omaha Bee by Sol Hess
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ME!

a!

NOW DON'T TELL
TTHERE IS
SOMETHING “THE
MATTER — YOU'RE
CRYING “THAT'S WHAT
YOu ARE
STEARS ROLLING
DOWN YOUR CHEEKS

OM 1 HAD
A FIGHT
WITH MAX
DoN'T
NEVER WANTY
TO SEE WM
AGAIN

H_,'

L

1 WENT NEXT DOOR 10
TERGUSON'S AND THAT G\RL
OF THEIRS WAS FEEDWN' Hi™M
DOUGHNUTS AND COFFEE AND
ARD HIM TTELLING HER HOW
WAS - JUST ThE SAME
S TO ME WHEN WE'S
DOUGHNUTS . AND I

JUST FOUND OUT SHE GANE it A

NECK-TIE s FO

D THEY
&%’ﬁos HE SAY
ERTIN MY

R XMAS S
of >

JOM YOU'RE
JUST A LITTLE
BIT JEALOUS, EMMA.
MAY \S JUST JOKING
WITH THAT GIRL
— NOURE “THE

BEST COOK N
\‘THE WIORLD °©

1 CAN MAKE MUCH
BETTER DOUGH-NUTS
THAN SHE CAN -

DON'T ENEN USE AN
EGG W HER DOUGHNUTS
— AND HE TOLD HER
S oyt SR
NOL'D QUGHT

EATIN EM —NOUD “THWK
HE HADN'T HAD A MOUTH-
FUL OF FOOD FOR A MONTH . _ |
1 NEVER SHOULD HRAE FALLEN
N LOVE WITH A~ ) MAN WHO
DELWERS \CE ([} *{ -

— ME MEETS (T

Y00 MANY coo% ;
N
_ c

e

s

X

o A.C‘nquc;»

(Copyright, 1925, by Th

ILL SIT AROUMND AN
MOAN - MAGGIE L SEE
HOW LOMNE SOME " | A4
AN ITLL QT O™ HER
NERVES AN SHE'LL.

i-'lh r’: 5 AR
[ /

Registered
U. 8. Patent Offise

BEE JIGGS AND MAGGIE

IN FULL

PAGE OF COLORS IN THE SUNDAY BEE
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(lTﬁ PE NI ] !
TO wWORW ALL
RIGHT.,

1] e

3-§

€192% gy lur o Fravume Semvier. Ine |
Coreat Britain nights reserved | l —

e e "'""_“‘"_’/;ﬂ

I THOULHT YOU) WERE. NS
LOMNE SOME OEAR S0 | } il
PHOMNED THE COUNT OF 1 R

COUPOMNS TO COME. OVER
wEEP YO SOMPAMNY
e ———— e B

IK — | HUH:

| ‘ {JCJL.L‘\' SLAD

TO SEE TYQU ¥

“THERE'S God “To BB Some
PRORGTMONS LAROUND HERE = AND
1 “THouawT MmAVBE: NouD Like.
o ENTER “Tug COMTEST ToR
"RAGK WALKER.

Conscemie =\
AT A WARD

PROMOTION DELAYED.

{Covvright 1025)
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\NHATSAMATTER =\0u
AT ARED OF
GEITIS WY #
ARe Mou €

IT AWT “WATs TS
e UNCERTANTY OF
T “THATY BURNS

TILLIE, THE TOILER

T WAS S0 FULL OF
ROMANCE THIS MORNING
HAD To BUY You
“THESE FLOWERS,

" LITTLE
SURPRISE FOR YoU
BEFORE THE ELORIST || ROMANTIC
WVIRAPPED THEM UP
\ KISSED EACH

OH , DE
You ARE

\S MORN -
NG e

[[»/

Kt

By Westover

1 CANT STAND THIS ANY
LONGER , \'M GONNA SOCK
YoU ON THE DIAL, BQJ"’

\\I‘OU’&P—' GaoiNg To DO

NOTHING OF “THE WIND,
IMAC - D'YA WANY TO <POIL
(A GOOD THING 7

) J

By BRIGGS

erast'rv Bi6 DAY lu, ow

NDERFUL
IN THAT
HAT ANDCOAT

THINK

MApE ABOUT THIRTY
BANAN S FL.P.S ..
nwrow Mow BEST OF]
-BODY ON THE NIGHT)

You're JusT

CHARBLIE ISN'T Se AND WHEN T
comes ,To EGGe
DRINKS THERE®

ISN'T ANYBoDY

WQ."A'RD::‘U‘- DBAD oM !'PLAIH
RINKS BUT WH
—\J,""‘" ! \T comMres To ™

FRUIT JUCES HE

(Copyright, 1)

HMow) ABouT A LITT
AQUA PURA=~ T

GQEE, I'\\ GLAD I'M SAFE
HOME, WITHOUT RUNNING
INYO CROOKS = | 's

“TOUGH AROUND, LATELY !

ABIE THE AGENT

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

GOOD SENSE,

—
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B 5] 7 GJ
EVERNBoODY 18 ¢
GETING PISTOLS
ON ARCOUNY OF
THESE TERRIBLE
Holoups ' L * @ é+

- \S 1

I'M GOING TO ThEe
POLICE DEPARTMENT

NOW, YO GEY A
PISTOL PERMIY !
*

I'M NOT CRIPPLEN
L CAN SYWL
DO THISY

WHY DONY You
GET A PisToL, |
ABE ?




