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'ELL, we are not dream trig

"W now," said Buster John.
"Let's go down the road and

Bee If we can find the little old man."
"An der what?" inquired Drusllla, with

suspicion In her voice. "Sposen you fin'
'Im, deu what you.gwineter do? Tou
can't eat 'Im, an you can't take 'im home
wid you. Ef you can't do no thin' wid 'im,
what you want wid 'im? I bet you de
man Is doln mighty well widout you, an
bo long ez dat's de case, what you want ter
iool wid 'im fer?"

"Oh, come on and don't talk so much,"
said Buster John, impatiently. "While
we are talking here he may be getting
away "

"I hope he'll hit you a crack on de
thins wid his walkin cane." exclaimed
Drusllla, with great earnestness. "Tou
all ain't cot no mo' business foolin' wid
dat man dan you got flyinV

But Drusllla's protests were overborne,
and if 8he went along it was through
sheer force of habit, and not because she
had any desire to go. She had a very
vivid remembrance of their former adven-
tures, and she always said that she'd
rather have the nightmare every night
tjan to go through, them again.

The children had no difficulty whatever
in finding the little old man. Indeed, as
Drusllla suggested, it seemed that he had
teen waiting for them. He certainly left
that impression on their minds. "When
they came up with him he was still poking
Ills cane in the fence corners. He turned
about when he heard them coming and
laughed. He had a most comical counte-
nance: he seemed to be always on the
point of winking familiarly at those to
whom he talked, but he never winked.
"When Just about to do so he could catch,
himself and immediately look sober and
perious. This made his appearance all
the more comical. He had laughed or
smiled so much that there were deep fur-to-

between his nose and his cheeks,
and he had a funny looking wart on the
side of his face. Just above his chin. Such
a countenance, topped by a tall stovepipe
hat, was very promising, and Sweetest
Susan would have clapped her hands in
ecstasy if the hadn't been afraid that the
little old man would have misunderstood
her meaning.

He turned about and looked at them
very brightly. "Three howdles and a
half--" he exclaimed. "Is it good morn-ins"- "'

Sweetest Susan looked at Buster John,
Buster John looked at AVally Wanderoon,
and Drusllla looked at first one and then
the other. As for Billy Biscuit, who was
the biggest man in the crowjd, according
to his own estimation, he looked at no
one, but began to hunt for a bird's nest.

Plnally Busier John began to under-
stand what the little old man mearit, and
he told him good morning very politely.
The others followed his example, and the
little old man began to smile again. "I
thought it was a good morning," he said;
"yes, I had that idea. I thought, too, that
when a fellow gives out three bowdies and
a half he ought to be entitled to at least
one good morning at least."

"What do you mean by three howdles
and a half?" Inquired Sweetest Susan.

"Why, three for you larger ones, and
a half for the little chap. Suppose I had
given him a whole howdy all by himself
what would he have done with it? Econ-
omy is the word. Why, when I was
young" he paused, waved his cane,
sighed, and then turned his attention to
poking and prodding in the fence corners.

"What are you looking for?" asked
Buster John.

"Why, it's the simplest thing in the
world." replied Wally Wanderoon. "I am
looking for the Good Old Times we used
to have."

"The Good Old Times!" exclaimed Bus-
ter John in astonishment.

"res, sir: nothing less. Talk about
0ld mines! Why, if I could find the

Good Old Times we used to have, I'd
be the richest man In the world before
the end of the week. I'd divide 'cm up
with the people I met in the road, and
lhey. in return, would give me everything
"they had I know men, and women, too,
who would give everything in this world
tf they could get back their share of the
Good Old Times we used to have."

"Why do you search for them here?"
Inquired Buster John, who was somewhat
puzzled.

"Why not here as well as elsewhere?"

FINE DEEDS
of the most remarkable boys theONE ever saw was William Pitt.

Ho astonished folk with his learning at
the age of 7. He became Prime Minister
of England when he was 24.

He was a sickly boy, but he took all the
or exercise his delicate frame

could bear, and was as eager to study as
most boys are to play. Ho would not
let his weak body stop his work, and he
was reading ancient history at an age
when most children are reading stories
written in words of one syllable.

His father was the great Earl of Chat-
ham, and the boy was brought Into con-
tact with all the great men of the time
In England. When he was 13 years old
ho wrot'e a tragedy which he called
"Laurentine. King of Clarlnlum."

At this ago, too, ho was able to read
Greek and Latin almost as well as ho
could English. He also was well in-

formed on the politics of the day and on
e. variety of subjects about which only
men of learning are supposed to know
anything.

At 14 ho was able to tako the works of
Thlcldides, written in Greek, and read
page after page, turning it into excellent
English as he read, and this off-ha-

translation of his lssald to have been al-
most without a flaw.

His father spoke of him as "eager Mr.
William, the counsellor, the philosopher."
At the age of 14 he entered' the great Uni-
versity of Cambridge, in England, and at
once, in spite of his youth, took a high
pi ico among the students at that cele-
brated place of learning.

When ho went to Cambridge the boy
was in such feeble health that he had to
be accompanied by a nurse, and all
through his course there he was in so
poor a condition, physically, that it was
doubted if he ever would be able to finish
the course.

But hard study seemed to agree with
him, and when he was graduated, at the
ase of 17, he was much stronger than
when he entered the university.

At an age when most boys are prepar-
ing to enter college, or, if they are very
clever, have Just become freshmen, vounr
Pitt won the degree of Master of Arts '
from one of the greatest universities in
the world and began the study of law.

At 21 he was admitted to the bar and
the same year was elected a member of
Parliament, to become Prime Minister
throe years later.

While he was yet a law student and only
IS years old he attracted the attention of
prominent men by his clear views on the
questions of government which then were
perplexing the rulers of England. The
boy was invited everywhere, and men
holding the most important offices lis-

tened to his advice and asked his opin-
ions.

His friends wanted him to go into Par-l'am-

when he was 20, and all pre
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answered the little old man. This seemed
to be reasonable, and Buster John made
no reply. "More than that," the little
old man went on, "If I could And 'em here
I'd unfold 'em right before your eyes, so
you could see what they look like; I cer-
tainly would, and I wouldn't charge you
a cent. Oh. they'd be well worth seeing,
the Good Old Times we used to have. The
sight of them would make your mouth
water."

"I dunner what you all talkln about,"
remarked Drusllla, "but it sho' would
take sump'n mo' dan ol times fer ter
make my mouf water."
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dicted for him a brilliant career. It was
curious to see this delicate stripling, a
boy in looks and years, meeting the great
and wise men of the country as an equal
and conversing on even terms with the
most learned scholars of the day.

Even before he went to college ho knew
almost all of the modern and the ancient
languages and could speak in them.

A man who met the wonderful boy at
an early period of his life wrote after-
ward: "He has a greater proficiency in
languages than any child of his years
ever has had before."

Young Pitt used to like to listen to the
debates In the British Parliament, and
Mr. Fox, the great statesman,

HOW POLLLj

POLLY HALL,

is the inscription engraved on a
THIS plate and neatly placed In

center of the polished casket
that lay on the old mahogany sideboard
in the little home of Dr. Hall, a
personal acquaintance of Lincoln, a fre-
quenter of the White House In ante-
bellum days, and for over half a century
a distinguished etudent of odontology. The
tall, stately old gentleman, his flowing
hair by a world experience
of years, leaned over the little box and
mourned in silence over the remains of
a true friend and a constant companion.
His kindly gray eyes moistened as he
placed his life-wo- rn hand upon the green
plumage' of the little bird, he brushed the
tear stains his cheeks and turned
away.

"Yes," he said, "It was only a parrot
and it may seem very but Polly
and I have faced the storms of the world
for nearly a half century and it grieves
me to part with her. My wife died many
years ago and It was then that Polly and
I became fast friends and confided in each
other. I have had longer,
and closer with her than
any other person. Yes, I speak of her as
a person, for she had personality, a
strong individuality, she conversed mewt
Intelligently and she had one of the most
kind and sympathetic hearts that ever
throbbed with Parrots are
people; they assume the characteristics
of the people, and many of them. Polly
at least, have a better conscience anddeeper the more high-cas- te
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Wally Wanderoon looked at the negro
girl as If he wanted to tip her a humorous
wink, but he caught himself Just in time,
and. Instead of winking, lifted his eye-
brows so high that his tall hat was indanger of tilting off. "If all right," he
said. "The Painter that painted you
painted us all. I reckon some tine color
and srrao and some betwixt and
between."

"My mammy say dat it don't make no
fllffnn Wir M,n. I .1

. . J: c"'-- 43,... p , . .uc 'i6ui bam .urusina very
solemnly.

"Speaking of the- - right place.' remarked

. . I
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NO. IX.
WILLIAM PITT

him once after a debate, was astonished
at the manner In which the boy criticised
the eminent men who had spoken and
pointed out where they could have made
their argument stronger.

Hayley, the poet, who met William when
he was 14. was so impressed with the
boy's genius that he afterwards said that
he was only prevented by shame at be-
ing the pupil of one so young, from ask-
ing his advice upon an important
work which he was about to

One of the hardest works to understand
that ever was written is a book called
"Cassandra," written by a man named
Lycophronls. It Is written In Greek. A
learned man placed the book in the hands

j "WALLY AND BISCUIT AVOIDED THE CAL.VMITY. j
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WAS LAID AWACJ
specimens of the Creator's handiwork.
Every morning on arising for 4S years
past Polly has greeted me with a cheer-
ful 'Good morning, doctor,' and as the last
light was burned low and she and I were
about to slumber alone In our home, she
bade me a parting good night and wished
me refreshing sleep. You will pardon me
If I seem grieved, but this Is one of the
saddest partings in my life."

During Polly's last llness, which was
said by "physicians to bo pneumonia. Dr.
Hall remained in almost constant at-
tendance.

"Polly's sick," she sold as she looked
into the old gentleman's care-wo- rn face,
"Poor Polly, poor Polly." Then she be-
came weaker and it was seen that medical
skill could not prolong her life. She
was now too weak to sit on the doctor's
shoulder, a position which she occupied
for all these years, while he was engaged
in his investigations or at work on the
manuscript of the life of Lincoln over
which he has labored since the President's
tragic death. He held her in his arms
and with eyes grown dull and slowly cltw-ln-

she said. "Polly's sick; Polly's dying;
Goodbye, doctor, goodbye!"

And the faithful bird fell asleep as he
held her closely to him, and the old man
bent his head in sorrow.

For three days the little green parrot
lay In state on a marble slap In the Hall
home, on Whalley avenue in New Haven,
Conn. The aged doctor remained at
home and by his own handiwork con-
structed a handsome and costly little
casket, carefully lined on the inside. In
which the bird was placed. An old silver
heirloom was melted and recast for a
coffin plate and engraved by the grief-strick-

master.
"I wish her buried In the family lot at

Evergreen cemetery," he said, "but the
burial yard sexton protested and Pollv
was Interred under the hollyhocks in the
garden back of the homestead." Flowers
were placed on the little mound and were
kept renewed for many weeks.

Dr. Fayette Hall, although about SO

' the little old man, 'Reminds me that it Is
about time for me to go home."

1

' "Where do you live?" inquired Buster
John.

i "Not very far. if you count it by min-
utes, but a considerable step if you count
it by miles. Perhaps you'd like to go
with, me," he said, looking at all of the

S

youngsters.
"Can we come back when we choose?"

. asked Sweetest Susan.
J "Why, certainly; but if you are afraid,
you needn't go."

"Let's go," said Buster John, bravely.
"Me'U do," declared Billy Biscuit.
"You-a- ll kin go," remarked Drusllla,

"an' ;I'll set here an' wait fer you. Ef
yo don't come back. I'll drive yo' pony

! home, an tell yo' mammy whar I seed
' yo last."

"She doesn't have to come," said the
I little old man, with his- pleasant smile.

"She's free to go or stay. She may miss
something, but you two can tell her about
it when you get back."

Now Drusllla was perhaps more anxious
to go than any of the others, but she
wanted Sweetest Susan to beg and coax
her, and she wanted Buster John to in-

sist. Strange to say, neither of them
seemed to care whether she went or
stayed. This being so. she concluded to
go along without further Invitation. She
would .not go, however, without a fresh
protest. "Ef I go." she said, '"twon't be
kaze I wanter: it'll be bekaze I wanted
take keer er you-al- l, 'specially da.V ar

i baby."
i "Well, come on. then," said the little
old man. "We haven'V.far to go and not
much time to lose.". ,

A panel of fence was down, and through
this Wally "Wanderoon went, followed by
the children. On the other side of the gap
there appeared to be what is called a

j blind path. Into this the little old man
struck. He followed It perhaps 20 yards,
and paused near a tall pine sapling, which
was bare of limbs for some distance up
the slender trunk.'

"Here's our starting point," said Wally
Wanderoon. "Catch hold, and mind you
don t fall off when we get started good."

Billy Biscuit, as If ho were used to
making the trip, began- - to laugh, as he
grabbed the little .bid man's coat-tail- s.

The others, following the example set
them, caught hold- - of the trunk of the
tree. "Now, then," said the little old

j man, "are you ready? One, two, three!"
At? first there seemed to be no movement.

but presently the children saw the tree3
and the ground gliding slowly by them,

i u.ne rence wnicn tney had just come
' through joined in the movement, and then
tvTthIng seemed to be going faster. The
trees and the woods went whirling by
them; and then, all of a sudden, they
realized that they and not the fences and
fields were moving; not only moving, but
flying more rapidly than a railway train
and yet they were holding on the pine
sapling, and when they looked down at
their feet they seemed to be standing per-
fectly still. When the trees and the fields
and the rest of the world, as it seemed to

were ",ns BY mem bo rapidly
that they were merely blurs on the eye--
sight, Drusllla thought she could stand
It no longer.

"I, dunner what gwlnter happen," she
said In a frightened voice, "but I know
mighty well dat I'm bleedge ter turn
loose. My head done got ter swlmmln
an I ain't right well, nohow."

"Shut your eyes," suggested Wally
Wanderoon. As soon as she did this, she
appeared to be standing still. And In half
a minute tney were standing stIH,
rather the trees and fields had ceased to
race by them.

"Now. then," said Wally Wanderoon.
you are in my country, lou may see

some queer things,, but you need not be
afraid, there Is nothing to harm you."

The first queer thing that attracted
their attention was discovered by Dru
sllla. Looking about her with great in
terest an J curiosity, she found that every
thing was down hill. Thus a tree which
appeared to be down hill when It stood In
front would also appear to be down hill
when you passed It and looked back.

Drusllla was (not a scientist, but she
saw at once that something was wrong.

t and she endeavored to look forward to re
sults. "Ef yo' want ter worm you'se'f
ofTn creation, den start one way, an den
turn roTin nn' en an' kpon on rtnln

I rtntnTt-ri- v lrno when vrm start ?nTrr Mil
you think it's up hill behlne you, but
when you turn 'round an look back It's
down hill befo an' behlne. Now. what

i you gwine ter do when dat's de case
! How you gwine ter git back whar you
I start fumr

There was. however, a very simple and
practical way of avoiding the calamity
which Drusllla's sagacity had foreseen.
It was so simple, indeed, that she won- -
dered she had not thought of It herself.
She observed that both Wally Wanderoon
and Billy Biscuit were walking sldewise.-
so that, although It was down hill before
and behind them, they found themselves
always on level ground

"Dey ain't no tellln what we gwine ter
do nex'," Drusllla declared, with some
show of Indignation. "We er walkin' side
ways now. an I bet 'twon't be long fo'
we er gallopln on our allfours, er stand
In on our heads I bet vou daL

of young Pitt when he was a boy 16 years
old and he read it at first sight, trans
Ihtlng Into English as he read and ex
plaining It In a manner which made the
learned man declare that had he not seen
it he "would have believed It to be be
yond the power of human Intellect.'

When Pitt was 16 his father declared
that he would be a great statesman and
was the hope of the country. Other folk
soon became of his father's way of think-
ing, and that Is why they put him Into
Parliament when he was so young and
made him Prime Minister so soon after.

He fulfilled all that was expected of
mm and ruled England during 13 of the
most eventful years of her history. Pitt's
poor health prevented him from being a
great soldier or sailor, but it did not Dre
vent his cultivating his brains so that he
became a power In his country while ho
was yet in his teens.

Dr. Hall's Reflections
on a Constant Comoanlon

for 48 Yean,"

years old, is a man today of vigorous in-
tellect and remarkable experience. When
nine years of age he' lelt his home and
entered the world's struggle. He shipped
at sea: he traveled the mnHrpnt.- - ho
gathered a knowledge of the customs of
ine nations; men ne stuaied odontology
and became a dentist, securing a lucrative
practice and acquiring wealth. He became
a warm friend of Lincoln and spent much
of his time at Washington In the days of
the crisis. While remaining loyal to the
North he became imbued with a spirit of
sympathy for the South and while re
talning his Intimacy with Lincoln he
parted ways with him on the Issues of the
'60s. Upon the news of the assassination
of President Lincoln he was ordered under
surveillance by the Government authori-
ties because of his known position and
his prediction a few days preceding that
the tragedy was pending. In years laterhe began a close study of the life of
Lincoln and has since delivered many lec-
tures on the subject.

Dr. Hall is now devoting himself en-
tirely to the writing of his life investi-
gations and lives alone m his old home.
He' works with a quill and his manuscriptpages now number in the thousands. The
octogenarian is still hi the fullness ofhealth; six feet two Inches in height, he
stands erect, his strong features blending
Into a marvelous personality, and every
afternoon he can be seen in the college
city with his shining silk hat towering farabove the crowd of Yale athletes, andbowing genially to each passerby as hehurries briskly along.

Orida of "Klondike."
What is the origin of the word "Klon- -

j Ke7" S. B. P.

"Klondike' Js the anglicized pronuncia-
tion of an Indian word with a harsh gut--
rural and a click ("Kthrumdlke" is an ap-
proachI to the way the aborigines say it),
signifying. It Is said, abundance of fish.

joe rjoLLy Boy m jollcj land
NO. EL HE TELLS OF THE CANNIBALS AND HIS NARROW ESCAPE

heard the fishermen say that!had in the China Sea was an
Island inhabited 'by cannibals, and that
many fishermen whose boats had been
blown far out to sea by storms had been
captured and eaten by these Islanders.

The stories had not frightened me, as
I knew the cannibals never approached
shore, and that there was no fear of my
ever meeting them.

The wind held steady for me on the
night I saw the mermaid, and, though I
had to manage the boat. I caught a few
winks of sleep now and them. If I had
not been born jolly I should have felt very
lonely out upon the wide sea by myself
and darkness all around, but aa It was I
sang and whistled and laughed, as on the
previous night, and the hours slipped away

how to do
T Is said that a mule will be good for
more than a year just to get. one fair
swing with his heels at some unsus

pecting man.
The circus mule shown In the Illustra-

tion Is never good for any period-li- ke a
year. This Is because he gets plenty of
chances to kick without the necessity of
pretending to be other than he Is, the
most vicious and untrustworthy animal In
the ring.

The several clowns who attend upon
the trick mule sometimes make very
tempting offers to any spectator who will
ride the animal; but I have never heard
of any one who enriched himself by the
experiment. If you can Imagine an ani-
mal beside which a bucking bronco is like
a tame lamb, then you will have a( air
Idea of the character of a circus trick
mule.

He knows just when to buck and how
to buck, and when a mule knows that,
there Is not a man In the world who
knows Just how to stay on the beast's
back.

A team of two sturdy boys can make
themselves Into a trick mule without very
much trouble. The team must procure
two sticks. Each Btlck should, be about
five Inches long, three inches wide and
one" Inch thick (see the side pieces In the
diagram connected by the dotted line B).

The side pieces are connected by two-broa-

strips of canvas (see A and A of the
diagram).

In tho center of each piece of canvas Is
a hole through which the team put their
heads. , .

The two pieces of wood will be allowed
to hang one on each side of the perform-
ers, under their arms. This gives the
framework on which to build the back of
the mule. A couple of pillows or one
bolster bound over this framework will
give the mule somewhere near his proper
shape.

The head of tho mule Is made somewhat
on the principle of a rag doll. It Is noth-
ing more or less than a bag stuffed with
bits of paper, excelsior or any other ma-
terial which happens to be handy.

The hair on the mule's forehead and
along his neck can be made by sewing
on bits of ordinary cotton. But if it can
be obtained, sonje horsehair from an old
mattress Is better.

The mule's ears can be made of card-
board stiffened with thin strips of wood.
Fasten these to the head at different
angles.

With every move of the mule the ears
will flop about In the most ridiculous
manner.

The eyes, which should be very large
with the eyeballs down In one corner, can
be painted on a piece of paper; then cut
out and paste in place.

The tall is a light cane, with a bunch of
horsehair or cotton tied at the end.

The bridle of the mule can be made of
ordinary straps, or even pieces of rope.
In real life the bridle of tho everyday
mule. Is usually patched up, until at
least half of It Is rope or string.

A rug or curtain can be thrown over the
mule's back to hide the pillow and the
side pieces.

A partition Is sewed across the bag
whlch.forms the mule's head In the place
Indicated by the dotted lines in the dia-
gram. The mule's head Is slipped over
the. head of the first boy and pinned about
his shoulders.

Eyeholes are cut In the ijeck, as lndl- -

of the great mysteries of the
that is left to explorers to

solve is the course of a rlxer In South
America and the land through which it
runs.

The river is the Pilcomayo. and the
land Is the territory known as the Chaco
In Paraguay. Explorer after explorer has
entered this unknown country and none
has returned. Last year the famous ex-

plorer, Erland Nordenskiold, one of the
great Nordenskiold family of explorers
and naturalists, tried to follow the Pil-
comayo to its source, but, although he
penetrated further than any other man
ever managed to go and return, he did not
succeed.

Enemies who could not be seen, sur-
rounded him day and night, and at last
0ie mysterious terrors of the region
forced even him to return. He has an-
nounced that Chaco still waits for the
traveler who can conqued its secrets.

So constant and unchangeable has been
the doom of the explorers who tried it.

and daylight finally came. Scarcely had
tho darkness begun to fade away when
an Island loomed up In front of me. It
was covered with trees, and near it cen-
ter was a very high hill. It was almost
high enough to be called a mountain.

I could not tell whether I had arrived
at the Island of Jolly Land, or whether
this was some other island. Never once
did the thought come to me that it might
be the place where the cannibals lived.
I sailed In close to shore looking for a
good spot to land, and, though I kept a
good lookout, I saw no people. I thought
It was so early In the morning that none
of them were yet awake, and coming to a
sandy beach I ran my boat ashore and
got out to look around.

The ground was covered with green
grass, and there were many trees bearing
wild fruit. A stream of cold water ran
down to the' sea Just where I landed, and
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cated, so that the boy may see where he
Is going.

The tail is held in the hand of the sec-
ond boy. No saddle Is needed; but if
some brightly colored bit of cloth Is
thrown over the mule's back. It will give
somewhat the idea of .a circus.

The boys who take the role of the mule's,
legs will wear long black or gray stock-i- n

gand short, tight trousers. The trou-
sers must, if possible, be the same color
as the stockings.

The success of a trick mule depends a
great deal upon his attendants, and
whether or not they play their part well.

They must be very nervous every time
their pet makes a sudden move, and they
must show a strong dislike to the Idea

that the natives have named the Pilco-
mayo the River of Death, and they speak
nf the Cliaco as the Unknown Land.
. Geographers know where the Pilcomayo
River begins. It Is in- - the high plateau of
Bolivia. Near Asuncion In Paraguay a
broad and beautiful river empties Into the
Paraguay River. It Is called the Pilco-
mayo. and It is supposed- - that It Is that
river. But no man knows, for no man has
followed the great stream from Its source
to its mouth.

Men have tried to follow the Pilcomayo
In canoes that were huns with hides to
serve as protection against Indians who
occupy the Chaco. But after days of fight-
ing they were beaten back and accounted
themselves lucky to escape alive. Some of
the best men of South America have lost
their lives there and of their parties
not one man escaped to tell what fate had
befallen them.

Fiercest of the several tribes of Indians
kwho hold Chaco against exploration are

the Tobias and Chorotes Indians. They
are utterly uncivilized, subsisting entirely
on game, fish, wild honey and roots. Their

when I had taken a drink and eaten some
of the fruit I felt so good that I began
to TStng and laugh. If I had only known
what danger lurked there I should have
been as quiet as a mouse.

It wasn't more than five1 minutes after
I began to laugh when I saw a dozen
naked savages dodging around in a grove
not far away. Each one was armed with
a club, and as I stood there staring at
them they brandished their weapons and
uttered such shouts that my hair stood
on end.

Knowing them to be enemies, and sus-
pecting they might be the cannibals of
whom I had hear"dr I ran to my boat and
jumped In and pushed off. The men were
almost upon me as I left the shore, and
I saw that they were as black as negroes
and as fierce as tigers. They danced about
and yelled like Indians, and I put up my
sail In a hurry and headed out to sea.

As I had seen no canoes on the shore
I felt safe when I was half a mile from
the beach, but lo! three boats came pad-
dling after me as I looked around.

They had been concealed In the bushes
further down the shore. There were' six
natives In each craft, and they were de-

termined to capture me. I held my boat
before the wind, that she might go at her
best speed, but I soon saw that the
canoes were gaining on me.

If I had laughed before. I did not do any
laughing now. I knew that if I was cap-
tured I should be roasted and devoured
by those terrible looking men. My boat
went through the water pretty fast, but
the canoes sped faster, and when I was-- a

mile and a half from shore I could have
thrown a stone over the nearest craft. I
had no weapon of any sortt but even if I
had had a rifle or spear I should have
been helpless to fight so many enemies.

I was saved In a strange way. As the
canoes came on. and as the first one
would have been up to me In five minutes
more, some sort of a creature rose up out

' of the sea ana clutched the craft and
dragged It under. I cannot tell you what

i It looked like, as my face was turned
the other way. I heard yells and shouts
from the cannibals. followed by a great
splashing In the water, and when I looked
around the canoe was gone and two or
three savages were swimming toward the
other craft.

Whatever it was that had come to my
rescue. It so terrified the savages that
the two other canoes immediately put
back and made all haste to reach the
shore, and I was molested no more.

I could see other people also men, wo-
men and children on the beach, and they
kept shouting and shaking their fists at
me as long as I was In sight. It was a
good two hours before I felt like laughing
over my adventure, and perhaps I did not
laugh very heartily then.

In my next. If you will read It, you
will learn of my arrival in Jolly Land
and the curious manner in which I dis-
covered the right Island.

(To be continued.)

NO. VIIL
THE TRICK MULE

MULE IS OX.

of either riding him or getting behind
him.

When the clowns desire the mule to do
one of his tricks, such as Jumping a hur-
dle, etc.. they will entreat him to perform
the trick. They will Implore him not to
make them ridiculous In the eyes of the
audience by refusing, and they will offer
him all sorts of bribes.

When they name something whichpleases the mule's fancy, he does the
trick, or at least tries to do It.

The clown must keep assuring the spec-
tators that the mule is quite harmless, "as
gentle as a Iamb," etc. and they will
stick to this, even after the mule has giv-
en very visible evidence that he is no
such thing.

MySTE"RL
few garments and shelters are made from
Jaguar skins. They rub pieces of wood to-

gether to make Are.
Most of them are gorgeously painted and

tattooed, and they ornament themselves
still further with feathers and flowers.

They do not know anything about metal-worki-

and do not even use flints for
their weapons, but make them entirely
out of hard wood, even their arrows being
mace simply out of pointed wood.

They bore holes through their lips and
ears and thrust pieces of polished wood
through them. They are splendidly formed,
Immensely strong and agile, but hideous
In countenance: and they will not have
anything to do with strangers, but seek
to kill' them as soon as they find' them.
They fight fiercely among themselves,
also, and It Is believed that they are can-
nibals at least part of them.

This is the country that has lured ex-
plorer after explorer in the last 20 years
without letting one return. It appears
probable that It will continue to defy the
world for many years to come.


