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BoRlc-Lnn- d.

I era's a wonderful laas called Bogie-Lan-

the other sie ot the moon:
lere the big round sua steokstlU eota stand.
id It's always afternoon:

le time o year It te always May,
there r never lee nor snow;

It they never can tell the time of day,
for the Bogle-Lan- d docks don't go.

houses are bulMed In Bogle-Lan- d,

cities nor tonne are there;
It beautiful trees in bknoom stand.
a the surlight everywhere;

I e leaies don't fall, nor the roses fade,
Ed the blrns don't fly away:

d both In the sunlight and the shade
it Is Just so warm each day.

ley never labor In Bogie-Lan- d.

od ncthlng Is bought nor sow;
td nobody there can understand
SVhy people should strive far gold;
I ere sugar grows on a sugar tree.

ad cream In the rivers Sow,
Id bon-bo- always are furalefeea free
jh, wouldn't you like to go?

I wonderful land is this Bogle-Lan-

.a the other side of the moon;
hd the people there are a happy band.

id life Is a. bleosed boos;
11 tell you what we had better do
Borne bcauMful Summer day
1st park our traps, with a friend- or two,--

id sail for that land away.

id I H br the King of the Bogle-Lan-
IVrd the babies all shall be

loyal subjects, each to stand
ad defend me valiantly.

id wo 11 dance to a rollicking. Jolly tune.
fust foreier and for aye.
that land where It's always afternoon

jVnd the month Is always May.
Julian S. Cutler in Chicago Record.

ATE OF BABY

fed by Mamma Sparrow to Leave
Its Cony Xcst, It Falls Sudden

Prey to Puss cnt Spot.

. Sparrow and family had moved
Lto the apple tree. Just under my

id3w, early In the Summer, and I had
bund much pleasure in watching their
petty, graceful ways and cosy home
re, and grew to feel very wen ac--
lalntcd with them.
One September morning I was attracted

the ft Indow by the sound of Mrs. Spar--

iwa voire, now coaxing and gentle, thpn
lslng shrilly in command. I found her

arched on an overhanging bough and
ilking ery earnestly t one of tho

ill sparrows, who was cuddled down
iugy in the nest.

I This small sparrow, when he was just
taming to fly, had been struok and

lto badly hurt by a stone thrown by a
reless boy, and since then he had been
ntcn." t Mt laally blinking in the warm

cr, in weather, under a broad
and have the rest of the family wait

him His brothers and sisters were
ery patient about It for awhile; then

hey began to grumble and say that they
Inew he could fly and scratch for worms
:st as well as they could. If he would

Inly ry.
(So riuw, when Mrs. Sparrow began to
Irgo mm out or the nest, the wnoie

illy fHw up Into the tree, eaoh one
Inxljus to express his or her ideas of
io case and for awhile there was a
reat chattering and fluttering of dainty

rings.

rainy

Vecd.ii No Assistance.
Then, above the hubbub. I distinctly
card Mrs. Sparrow asking, In very de- -
ided tones, the rest of the family to

j.ve her alone with Baby Sparrow, and
16 added something about being in
rery way capable of managing her own
fairs. Of course, at this, there was a

food dcai of muttering Then one sparrow
low ataay at the call of a passing
lend, and the other two, saying some.
lng about promising to meet some one.

Iropcl to the ground, while dignified Mttle
Sparrow hopped along to the very end

If Urn farthest limb of the tree, where
(e sat in Injured silence.

Is w Mrs. Sparrow, with her sweetest.
ywest Ones, began to try to gat Baby
parrj w out of his nest, and. Anally, as

la c'll cuddled low therein, silent and
icsdy I heard her telling him of the cold
rirter that was coming; how the fierce

kind blew until every leaf was down, and
len how the great drops of rain weukl
ill and drench the nest, and then would

j;mo the snow, with no leaves to cover
m. and he would be frozen quite stiff.

'ust at tho mention of it, Mrs. Sparrow
rew rcr feathers closer about her and
tlvered. I could see that what she said
lis aiir the desired effect on Baby
narrcn, too, for he began to stir around
nd cradled out ad sat, wobbly
id uncertain, on a limb.

Files lorvn.
Mrs. Sparrow was all of a flutter at her
iTess, end new down to the ground.

rhere Mter a great deal ot coaxing,
iti Srarrow followed. It was more like
faJ U.an a fly, but he caught himself
st bciore ne reacnea me grouM, ana
st seeimJ to gle him confidence, for.

liter resting a moment, he new back

lew

ito the tree. 1 don't believe he lit
.si nine limb he intenaea to, nut tnat
.in t matter very much; I was as glad

the rest to see him ny.
Ho sat there In the tree very quietly.

It en, for a long time, and I drew a chair
the window and sat down to watch

r After awhile, he began to twitter
rd ex irp. and then he began to talk to
rust r iii mm it waa aeugnuui tne

of the soft air under him, as he

Then he said he believed It must be the
: wonderful thing In the world to be
to sail away up above the very tops

If ve trees dear up to the clouds, and
:en suddenl, to my great astonishment.

sjread out his wings and away he
een wun suck a giaa. sweet note it

SaJed the whole family after htm. Then
a time they had. flying 'round and

'urd the tree, and all kmgfcing and
Liking at the same tine.

Time Xer Departure.
Later in the day I heard Mr. Sparrow

e -- tj: bis wife that they really moet be
itC to the South, for the ced ntgfcts were

1S bU tolce, and bow that Baby

Sparrow had fully recovered, there was
nothing to longer detain them. Mrs.
Sparrow replied that she would like to
wait until the little boy of the house came
home from school, for he always threw
a handful of crumbs out, the very first
thing, and then she would like to tell him
good-by- e.

"I saw him down the lane this morning
on his way to school, and I called to
him, but I don't suppose he knew me
so far away from him; every one tells me
I look so much like young Mrs. "Wren,"
said Mrs. Sparrow, with a flit of her
wings.

Mr. Sparrow said, "Nonsense!" that she
must remember that she was the mother
of a half-grow- n family, and besides she
didn't arrange her feathers as stylishly
as did young Mrs. Wren.

At this, of course, Mrs. Sparrow was
very Indignant, and so she retorted that
ho was a good deal older than she was,
and that. If sho caught him as much
as lqoking at young airs, wren sne
would pull the feathers out of his top-

knot. The children came flying home Just
then, and as Mr. Sparrow did not believe
in quarreling before them, he again re-
treated to the farthest limb of the tree.

Timely Cautlbn.
Mrs. Sparrow then proceeded to tell the

young sparrows about the trip South.
They were advised to study carefully the
country they would pass over, as here
Mrs. Sparrow put her wing over her
eye they would not always have a moth-

er to watch over them. They were cau-

tioned to avoid all bad company, es-

pecially that of owls and hawks. Then
Mrs. Sparrow told them! of the Intended
farewell visit to tho little boy, and asked
them to, each one, remember their man-
ners, and let folks see that they had been
biought up properiy.

Just then I heard the side gate slam,
and I saw Teddie coming up the walk,
with his schoolbooks In a strap over his
shoulder. I went right down and told
him what the birds had said, for I was
anxious that they should not be detained,
when they had such a long Journey be-
fore them.

Teddie threw out a handful of crumbs
at once, and they were all enjoying them
so much Mrs. Sparrow, with hor restless,
dainty ways, was hopping around, and,
before each crumb, chirping- - her thanks,
and the rest were intent on getting tihe
most crumbs possible, in the most grace-
ful, dignified manner when, suddenly, the
big cat. Spot, came bounding around the
corner.

I screamed, and so did Mrs. Sparrow,
and away they flew all but poor Baby
Sparrow. Spot had him fast In his cruel
ciaiws, and, before Teddie or I could
reach him, he had crushed out the poor
little life. As I picked up the little dead
bird and smoothed the ruffled feathers, I
heard Mrs. Sparrow crying in the tree
top.

The Southward Flight.
"We burled Baby Sparrow at the foot of

the tree, and as we covered the tiny
grave, we saw the rest of the family
starting awaj- - to the Southland. A gen-
tle breeze stirred the bright feathers, on
their breasts, and the last rays of the
setting sun touched them until they
looked like animated flowers, and so they
drifted away from our sight.

Now Teddie and I are wondering wheth-
er Mrs. Sparrow will blame us for Baby
Sparrow's death, or will she understand
and come back to us next Summer.

JENNIE BRYAN 6HBLLABERGER.

Mil. BEAR'S MEAN TRICK.
Inveigles Mr. "Wolf Into an Argument

With Angry Bees.
I was telling you last week, writes Mr.

Bear, In the Inquirer newspaper of Phlla.
delphia. about capturing a bank robber
and living at the time near a farmhouse
where there were several hives of bees.
A bear Is as fond of honey as a boy Is of
candy, and is never able to get enough.
I had my eyes on those hives, and In
prowling around them smelled delicious
honey, but don't you thln.k I didn't know

light,

Performs

hardly get

all. but, of course, I to get the
sweet without the stings. Bees can't stie
very well at night, but If hive Is tipped
over they wHl look the enemy who
did After thinking things ever. I
went to the welf and asked him if he
liked honey.

never ate he ronllod, "but I
have often heard how nice It tasted. Have
you me some?"

"No. but I know where you can get
your fill f It," I said. "That's what I
came to tell

"Thanks, very much," but what about
the bees? I've heard that where there

honey there were bees. Bees
don't they?"

sting sometimes, but

THE 11,. 1900,

played on the wolf, but as ho was always
trying to get the best of me, I didn't feel
bad about it. One dark night I took him
down to the farm and showed him tho
hives, and said:

Explains to Mr. Wolf.
"Now, then, all you've got to do is to

Jump against a-- hive and push it over and
help yourself. Don't be a pl and eat up
all the honey away from me."

"But what are you going to dor ho
asked.

"I'm going to watch the house and give
tho alarm If the farmer comes out."

"But why can't I watch?"
"Because I have the best eyes. Every-

one knows that bear can see further
than a wolf. It seems to me you are
turning coward. If you don't want honey
Just say so, and I'll get the fox to help
me out."

"I'm no coward, as I'll soon show you!"
said the wolf, and with that he leaped up
against one of tho hives and tipped, it
over.

Then he ran around and put his head
in aftert; honey. I heard him saying,

as he found it, but it
wasn't long before he found something

sting, Bill?"
"If they this ono had get work. his

else. The bees woke up and pitched Into
him, and the way that wolf yelled out ard
rolled over and over on the ground would
have made you laugh till the tears came.
He made so much noise that the farmer
came to the door and called out his
wife:

"Hannah, there's a big dog fight going
on out here!" '

"Shoo! Shoo! Get out!" calle the
the few yelps j season, boys

ran away. to handle musket,
I was in hiding the sunflowers,

and they waited for awhile
the door went back to bed. By and
by crept up to the and found the
bees gone, or benumbed the I

there ate honey for a full hour,
and when I could no I went off
to and went to

"Wolf.
At a late hour day I woke up and

went down to the creek for a drink.
Along came the wolf, and I tell you he
was a queer sight. He was all swelled
up, almost blind, and his tall was drag-
ging on tho ground.

"Hello, but what ails your'
asked.

"Oh! you, it!" he growled as he
squinted at me. "Well, I want to tell
you that are the meanest bear alive!"

"But what have I done?"
"You got me stung by a hundred bees.

YOUNG MULTNOMAH ATHLETE.

Swinging the olubs ever so
Twlrlteg swiftly In cireles
Mevtag with grtce. quickly and Jauntily

this JuntoTa. Multnomah

bees

and

alt about bees. I'd been stung sc eral and I didn't a taste of the
times and knew it hurt. i honey. Never again do you to speak

I must get at the honey at nleht If to me!"
wanted

a
for

"I any,"

brought

you."

was bite.

"They
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SPARROW

a

"Yum! Yum!"

It's

my
Sorry-Ijpolcln- fir

"But I thought like a Joke," I said. '

"Joke! Joke!" he howled. "Do I look
like a Joke! Go on with yonj you old
rasoal. never be friends wlth you
again!"

And he never has been. It was a year
age that he got stung, but he has not for-
given me and won't live in tho same piece
of woods with me.

THIS IS A POEM.

The followlnc is a juvenile contribution to
the Beys' and Girls page:

o More Ball for Him.
I have a brother, big and tall.

wolf His greatest pleasure was to "play ball."
shouldn't be afraid of a bees. Why, J He wasn't afraid to show his hand.

to

to

is

of

it was only last week that you chased a And would proudly take his stand.
man two mile " ( H UEed to llko 'l0 awuiff he bat,

"Yea. I calY myself, a pretty brave f6"ow Jtnoa,,J""l1
he said, "and I don't think I thall " a

th . brim- -

mind a bees. I shall be ready to go -
Ttffi S2. rTther --- te the denl is akin.tt a mean trick X a a a

DUKE GAVE DOUGHTY AID

"Was Only a Cat, Yet He Helped Tom
and Jake. Out of a Very Nasty

Difficulty "With, a Bear,
i

Tom Hardy had built a canoe. And this
was no light , achievement in the Spring
of 1745, when, between fighting Indians
and clearing a part of the wilderness Into
some semblance of a. plantation, the
Maine settlers, boys and men, had little
time for other occupations, Tom
remember how, when a little fellow, tho
war cries of the Indians echoing through
the forest bad startled him many a night
and sent him with a frightened, stifled
sob to his mother's bed, there to creep
into her protecting arms and be lulled to
sleep again.

But the Hardys had some weeks that
Spring during which they were unmolested
by the Indians, weeks In which Tom, do- -

FROGGIE INTENDS TO FIND OUT, ANYWAY.

"Don't
do, better last chance!'

behind

I'll

lng a man's share of work In the hewing
of timber and clearing of the settlement,
yet fopnd time to put the finishing touches
to a canoe which his father had taught
him to model out of the hollow trunk of
a pine tree.

And this morning Tom and Jake John-
son, a boy from a neighboring settlement,
were going In the canoe down the river
duck shooting. Birds were plentiful

wife; and wolf gave a more enoygh at that and the had
and early learned a using

and then shut
and

I hive
with co'd.

stood
hold more

den, sleep.

next

now, I

it's

you

merrily,
them

mite!

how dare
at

it.

you

few

few

could

it as a means of procuring game as well
as a protection against hostile savages.

As the boys busied themselves about,
the canoe, a large b'ack cat sprang out
from the clearing and, with a. purring
sound, rubbed persuaslvoly asralnst Tom.

"You want to come along and fish while '
we shoot, don't you, old Dukp w' said Tom,
leaning down to stroke the "animal affec-
tionately.

"Shucks," contemptuously exclaimed
Jake. "Don't lumber up the canoe with
an old cat. He wouldn't leave bird or
flsh to bring back with us."

Tom's li'lsh Story.
"You don't know much If you don't

know what a good fisherman Duke Is'
the older boy indignantly replied. "Why,
last Winter, when me an' father was off
all those weeks helpin' hold the garrison
down the river, mother an' the young
onos liked to die of starvation; every-
thing was froze up. Well, one day Duke
went off mother named him after the
Duke of York, on account of his being
so distinguished lookin' well, Duke was
gone a long time, an' when he came back
his mouth was full of little fish that he
brought straight an' dropped at mother's
feet."

He stopped to give his narrative full
effect, and the cat, as If conscious that
It was the hero of the hour, continued to
rub against him. purring compluceutly.
Jake, leaning against the canoe, regarded
both with lively interest.

"After that," Tom continued, "Duke
went fishln' every day. Mother says he
bounded off over the frozen river, and
then watched by some little openln' In the
Ice till the flsh came playln' up to the
surface of the water or Jumped Into the
air, an then Duke pounced on 'em an'
brought 'em home, an' he kept 'era all
from starvin', that's sure, an' was a com-
fort to mother besides, wrr'yln' herseu
to death thlnkin' me an father had been
killed by the Indians."

Jake was properly impressed. "Bring
him along," he said, "an let's get off.
The sun'll be up before we get down the
river."

With a push and scramble they boarded
the canoe and drifted out Into the broao
current of the Sheepscote. River and sky
were all a dull gray In the early dawn;
only the trees showed vivid color, the
dense dark foliage of the forest melting
Into a tender green on the young sap-
lings at the water's edge. Now andthen
a clearing showed that some settler was
struggling to take root In the new land,
and off on the rocky eminence of a point
Jutting Into the water an Indian trade
had built a blockhouse as a stronghold
and defence.

J Sljrht n Bear.
The boys drifted swiftly, scarcely need-

ing to touch the paddles, so strong was
the tide that was carrying them toward
the sea. The Duke of York sat erect in
the bow like a black figurehead guiding
them on.

Suddenly Jnke, from the stern, gave a
low exclamation. "Tom," he cried exclt--edl- y,

"there's a bear crawling 'long
shore!"

Turning, Tom saw tho' great, shaggy
creature creeping along the edge of the
woods. "He can't do us any harm," he
replied, confidently; "we're too far off."

But with one swift stroke of the paddle
Jake, the Impetuous, recklessly turned tnc
canoe out of the current and headed her
toward shore.

"We'll have a shot here," he cried glee-
fully. "Bears are more fun than ducks."

Tom had no time to remonstrate before
the canoe was brought sharply up oppo-

site the great creature, and Jake, who
held the one musket they had, fired di
rectly In Its face. The small shot only
served to madden the beast, which, with
a growl of rage, made toward the boat.
So close to the shore, and now entangled
in the weeds, was the canoe that escape
was impossible, and as the bear ap-

proached, Tom seized a club that lay In
the bottom of tho boat, while Jake,
crouching beside him, again aimed his

r musket.
There was a second of Intense silence,,

followed by a wild exclamation from
Jake. The gun had missed fire, and. the
boy, In a paroxysm of fright, sprang into
the water.

Leaping to the bow, Tom. with a swift,
dexterous movement ho had learned from
the Indians, hurled his olub at the animal
with all his might. With an angry snort
the bear dropped on the bank, but was
Instantly on its ieet again. It lunged

toward the boat, and was almost upon It,
--when like a tiger, tho Duke of York
sprang on its head. This momentary
check gave Tom an opportunity to reach
for the musket Jake had dropped as he
fled. Grasping it firmly the boy nerved
himself for a 6teady aim, the Duke of
York meanwhile holding the bear at bay
in his frenzied clutch.

There was a quick discharge, a fierce
growl, a baffled cry that rent the air, and
the bear dropped, rolled on Its side and
lay dead on the ground.

Tom gave the canoe a push, and, with
a beating heart. Jumped ashore. Tho
Duke of York sprang to him with many
rapturous contortions of his lithe body.

"You did it, Duke," the boy cried, excit
edly. "You did It! You fought him tooth
an' nail, like a good un. You're tho
spunkiest, knowingest cat In America."

The cat purred ecstatically, while Tom,
assisted by Jake, who, now that the dan-
ger was over, had swum to shore, dragged
the bear's body to the big, clumsy canoo
and lifted it In.

There was no duck shooting that day.
Homeward bound, the boys swiftly pad-
dled up the river with their prise. Jake,
who had played coward, leaving Tom to
fight It out alone, could barely await their
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return to the settlement, where for week3
after he boasted of the bear "we killed."
Tom, doing most of the paddling, glowed
with triumph as he gazed at the dead
bear.

They had won a good fight he and Duke
together and what a rejoicing there
would be over the old bruin at home,
Tom revelled in the thought of the feast
of delicious bear meat In store for them
all and the fine Winter coat the skin
would make for his father.

So eager to display the great prize, Tom
paddled swiftly on, while, mounting guard
on the head of their adversary, sat erect
the Duke of York, dignified, victorious.
Was he not sharing with his master the

WHERE GOING, PRETTY

are my

me

honor of having slain the enemy? Chi-

cago Times-Heral- d,

BROWN THRASHER AT HOME.

Curious Habits of the Catbird's
First Cousin.

"The is no doubt familiar to

most of you. for he lives in the shrub-

bery about every country house, but his
near relative, the brown thrush, or
thrasher, as he is called. Is not often
seen, and has to be looked for," writes
H. E. Haydock in the New Herald.
"If you walk quietly along the hedge-

rows of some lonely field you will per-

haps startle him from the leaves or
shrubbery where he Is hunting for food.

You will know htm at once by his long
tall, which he spreads out when flying.
He is reddish brown In color, and makes
a sound like 'chuck chuck' whenv dis-
turbed.

"His nest, built in one of the bushes of
the hedgerow, is, like the catbird's, made
of leaves, bark and twigs, but built
mpre carefully and lined with grasses
and roots. It Is never placed far from
the ground, but is bard to discover, for
the reason that It Is so well concealed
and the mother bird leaves it so quietly
when disturbed. The eggs In it are white,
covered with brownish markings, and
not green, like the catbird's.

"If you should find the nest the birds
are very brave, and will try to frighten
you away by flying at you or making a
sort of hissing noise. At other times,
however the brown thrush is timid and
shy, and they stay in pairs by them-
selves. Two broods of little birds are
raised each year. One brood Is reared
in May, the other in June.

"RTTrarn thmehpra hnv wnr rwefv
song, which is a trifle broken in sound,
but they do not try to imitate the notes
of other birds, as the catbird some-
times does, and their song is not so
harsh. They hunt for food like the cat-
bird, sometimes on the ground, but more
frequently In the shrubbery, while their
relatives, the wood thrush and robin,
hunt for their food mostly on the ground,

"The brown thrasher Is more like the
catbird than any other of the thrush
family, while the "Wilson's thrush resem-
bles the hermit thrush, and the wood
thrush the robin, yet they all have distinct
traits and still are near relatives, for
they all belong to tho family of
thrushes."

HIS CURIOSITY PUNISHED.

Inquisitive Nevr Yorlc Monkey Gets
Himself In a Scrape.

A new lock was recently put upon the
door of the monkey cage In Central Park,
New York. The monkeys watched fhe
proceedings with great interest, and the
curiosity of one monkey became particu-
larly excited. After the workmen had
finished and gone away, he drew near to
investigate thH strange ornament to his
house. He felt the lock all over with
his paws, poked his finger through the
keyhole, and twisted It about, shaking the
door while he did so. Then he looked
long and earnestly through the keyhole,
first with one eye and then with the other.
Then he examined the hole with another
finger.

During his examination of the lock a lit-
tle monkey drew near and stood watching
his actions attentively. The Inquisitive
fellow happened to turn around and found
himself observed. He flew at the little
monkey with a cry of rage and gave him
a sharp box on the ear. The poor lit-

tle monkey, In great alarm, fled to the
farthest corner of the cage and exouched
down there whimpering. Having so de-

fended his outraged dignity, the first
monkey resumed hfs study of the lock.

He climbed up the bars of the cage and
took views of it from above. Then he
stooped down and took an observation
from below. Then he peered through the
keyhole, flrst with one eye, then with
the other, as before. Then he, explored it
again with his finger. Presently, find-
ing himself again watched by the little
monkey, he sprang at him again and gave
him another beating.

Overmuch curiosity is always punished

ARE YCU MY MAID?

Where you going, pretty maid?
Nowhere at all, kind sir, she said.
You are a blookhead from your talk.
For a maid like can't move cr walk.

'

catbird

York

n

J

New Herald.

in this world, and by and by this mon-

key found it out. He caught his, finger In
the keyhole, and, In spite of all his
efforts, could not release It. He twisted
and struggled, chattered and screamed.
His outcries finally brought a keeper to
his rescue and his finger was extricated,
with loud laughter from the spectators.
Seemingly much humiliated, the monkey
retired to a corner of the cage, where
he sat nursing his wounded finger and
sulking as unmistakably as ever a
little boy sulks. And In the opposite cor-

ner sat a much smaller monkey, "and, I
am sure," writes 'E. li. C.,' who tells the
story In Harper's Round Table, "if ever
monkeys smile Inwardly that little mon-
key was doing very thing."

NOT WHAT HE THINKS IT IS.

York

cross

that

The Mouse Ot course Hs a trap arf right. .But how's a feller gola to,gttaIa?,w, ,

--Ciaw Xerk, World.
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He's a Funny Fellow.
I know a funny fellow.
With looks of golden yellow.

Who never yet could cross or angry bej
Although he often tumbles.
He never erles or grumbles.

But ho lauchs, Hal ha! and Ho! ho! ho! He!
het

The very blossoms knew him;
The brooks came running to him,

And sang: "We love to Join you In your gleel'
Glad birds came flying after.
To listen to his laughter.

With Its Ha! ha! ha! and Ho! ho! ho! He! het
"We're comrades!" smiled the daisies;
In pleasant woodland mazes

The squirrels ehipped: "He's quite as, gay aa
we!"

What cheery sunshine made he.
In places lone and shady.

With his Ha! ha! ha! and Ho! ho! ho! He! het
When rain began to patter.
And timid birds to scatter.

He laughed: "That, makes no difference to mo I"'
The-- sun will soon be shining;
My cure for all repining

Is a Ha! ha! ba! and a Ho! ho! He! he!"

When life shall lift the curtain
Of years for him, 'tis certain

That no cross or crabbed nature his will bo;
If Joy may leave us one beam.
Oh, may that be our sunbeam.

With his Ha! ha! ha! and Ho! hot ho! He! hel
George Cooper, la Golden Days.

CAUSE OF ANIMAL TRAITS

Why Horses Kick, Hens Cackle, tha
Camel Is Humped and Piss and

Sheep Escape Mishaps.

Leg of mutton is a pretty big Joint to
come from so small an animal as the
sheep. Compare tho weight of a leg of
sheep with that of a goat, or any other
animal of about tho same size, and you
will be surprised at its size.

The reason Is simple enough. The wild
sheep, many thousands of years age,
not being specially speedy, nor well ab.o
to take care of Itself, would have been
wiped out In the struggle for existence
If It had not taken to the hills. The
needs of bounding rapidly up steep slopes
then developed the muscles of the hind
legs, and the shape has endured, though
the cause for It no longer exists.

If you have ever spent a day on a
farm you must have notlved how a young
horse turned out to grass tucks his head
between his forelegs and kicks up hla
heels. We have to thank the leopard for
this performance. The colt's ancestors,
when they ran through the open glades
of the woodlands, were liable to be
pounced on by leopards.

The leopard ha3 always the same way
of killing his prey. He Jumps on Its back,
seizes Its nose with one muscular paw,
and with, a single mighty effort bends the
victim's head back and breaks Its neck.
The 'horse thus caught, tried to put his
head in a safe place, and at the same
time kick off 'his cruel foe.

Followed Its Mother.
Borne years ago, says Answers, a month-ol- d

thoroughbred beat a trained race-

horse over a half-mil- e course. Its owner,
who won a heavy wager on the result,
simply made the mother gallop and the
youngster followed her. The fan Is, a
colt has almost as much speed as a
grown horse. Living in droves, the de-

fence of the whole herd lay in the heels
of the old horses, and any stragglergdrop.
ping behind was the certain prey of prowl-
ing foes. So the younger horse learned
to keep up.

Tho Eastern camel Is exactly the same
creature as the South American llama,
only it is bigger and has a hump. The
poor camel owes this ornamental append-
age entirely to man and the burdens he
has put on the desert carrier.

Tnls Is proved by two things. The
bump disappears In the racing camel.
Still more curious, it has recently been
found that 50 per cent of Eastern porters
accustomed to carrying heavy loads be-

come hump-backe- d, and the growth is
of exactly similar character to the cam-
el's humps.

For pigskin we have to thank the fact
that, barring his tusks, the original pig
had no special weapons wherewith to
protect himself from the many wild
beasts that haunted the woods he grub-
bed in.

Bo when his chief foe, Master Bruin,
hove in sight, piggys' one idea was to
bolt, and always through the thickest
tangle of thorny shrubs he could find.
Hence his tough skin and bristly coat,
and hence, too, his curious conelike shape,
by means of which he travels like a shell
through scrub that would stop the pro-
gress of anything else alive.

Why Hens Cackle.
Chickens are stupid birds, and no trait

of theirs seems more Idiotic than the way
they advertise to the whole world when
they have laid an egg. A naturalist who
watched the wild Jungle fowl in Ceylon
the directly ancestral type of our farm-
yard biddies throws light on this queer
trait.

Even in the forest chickens do not live
in, couples, but in small flocks. Eaoh hen
has her own nest, whieh may be some
distance from the feeding ground. When
she has laid an egg. the wild hen in-

variably takes to wing and flies some dis-

tance from her nest. This Is, of'course,
to prevent any enemy from tracking her
and stealing her eggs. It Is not till she
alights that she begins to cackle, which
the domestic hen, now without the same
necessity for secrecy, raises almost be-

fore she is off her nest.
Why should a dog like to guard his

master's house? When dogs run wild,
four of the papk aTe told off as sentinels,
one at each point ef the compass. While
the rest of the pack sleep these guards
keep awake, ever on the watch for ene-
mies. So soon as danger is scented, tha
sentinel barks, and the rest of the pack

"

wake each other in like manner. That
Is why. when one watchdog barks, hi

I,neighbor does likewise.


