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SHORT HISTORY OF LITTLE JUMBO

The

Thrilling Adventures of an Elephant
as Told by Himself & % % & \

Chapter I1.

HEN 1 was a year old T was about

the size of a clrpus pony, though

much heavier, and my mother no
longer gave me any attention. Bometimes
1 wandered through the forest in company
with four or five other elephants, snd
rometimes we gathered In & herd number-
ng ax high as fiftéen,

it would have been & very lazy lfe In-
deed but for the dangers. Bome days we
would travel 30 miles, feeding as we went,
and agnin, when we had found & pliace to
our Hking, we would rest for a whole
week.

There were always many white hunters
in the fore=t. pnd the patives were nlways
planning how to trap us, and I had many
a fright before my first sdveniure came.

One day, when the herd was resting In
the forest where food was plentiful, nnd
we had not been alarmed for severil Jays,
1 started out by myself to got a drink
At a pool about a mile away. Two male
elephants were acting as guards of our
herd, and had either one known of my
purpose he gould huve called me back,
but 1 speaked away as a boy often does
and it happened that no one missed me.

This was the first time I had ever got
away from the herd, and 1 felt quite
proud as | wandered along the path, i
reached the pool all right, but after I
had guenched my thirst [ did not turn and
g0 back ar [ should have done

1 stood there and sucked up water in
my trunk and squirted It about, and I
war baving a happy time of it when all
at onece 1 ecented a lon. Before I could
turn to run way, the beast, who had
crept up through the grass and bushes 1o
within ten feet of me, was on my head
He was a full-grown lon, and the welght
of his body ar he sprang ajmost tumbled

mno over. He began biting and clawing
savagely, and the pain was something
wwful.

| remember that my mother had told
me to rush through the thick forest In
oase A llon eprang upon my head, and
away | went. The limbs and bushes soon
brushed the beast off, but he leaped upon
me again from behind.

I dropped down and ralled over, hoping
to crush him, but he was 100 guick for me
When | serambled up 1 found a second
lfon ready tn assist the first and then |
trumpeted to the herd for help.

Both beasts now attacked me. but while
I fought them I heard my friends coming
Tha first o arrive was one of the bull
clephamis, and with his trunk he seized
the on who was clawing aml biting at
my back and dashed him agninst a tree
and Lroke every bone In his body.

Toe other benst fled, and thoush the

s

biows, he sald:
-'T:umwhﬂymﬁ.h hroken
Have you mot baen

away f[rom the herd?
within call the lons would have finished
you In ten minutes more. If you ever
m.mmmnwmhmtmw

1 waa then conducted to & spot
the pool, whers the ground was very t
and ordered to He down, that the cool
mud might tuke the pain out of my hurts.
It was two days before 1 got out of my
muddy bed, cnd it was a full month be-
fore my wounds were healed.

On my trurk today are two long scara
made by the llon's glaws. It was a good
lesson to me, and one to last me o full
year, and yet I Al a more foolish thing
than that after a time.

.Bome boys are prudent and careful,
while others are heedless and headstrong
and always gettiing Into trouble. It Is
so with young elepbants. I am sure
] was one of the heedleas aort, and even
now Pete often tells me that I get Into
trouble because I am inclined to rush
into things Instead of stopping to think.

Thée herd dikl not move very far until
1 was nearly recgversd, and then one
mornlng we got & bad scare. It wo= an
hovr after daylight, but some of us had
not yet risen to our feet after lying down
for the night, when there was a sudden
yclling and shonting of natives close at
hand.

Guns were fired, bells rung and Jrums
heaten, and In a minute we were all wild
with fear—all but the oidest bull ele-
phant. He trumpeted for us to come to
him, and # we gathered arcund him, he
wald: -

““There are white hunters In the open
ground to the west of us. The natives
are to the east, and they are making all
this nolse to drive us out where the
hunters ean shoot us down. Now, then, I
shall take the lead and break through the
line of natlves. You must follow me In
single file. Do not stop for anything. If
you can ntrike & man with your trunk
ns you pass nlong. do 8o, We will break
through and galn the dense forest on top
of the hiil, and there we will be safe,
All ready. now, and here we go!™

We started with a rosh, T being the
very last one, and In my next chapter I
will tell you of several things that hap-
pened, one of which will be sure to maks
vou laugh heartily.

(To be continued.)

PUZZLE CORNER.

Answer to Age Puzzle.

(1), Hom-age.
{2). Foll-age.

(#). Carri-age.
(4). Assj-uge.
(5)., Pres-age.
(. For-age.

(Th. Bond-age.
(5}, Umbr-age,

A er to Curtailed Words.

elephants went crashing nbout and hunt-
ing for kim for half an hour, he could
not boe found,

My hide was yet tender, as [ was only

n little over & year old, and the lon had

bltten and clawed me In & terrible way,
1 not only had that pain to endure, but
one of the bull elephants gave me A
mauling with his trunk ns further pun-
ishment for my foolishness,

(1). Lad-y.
(2, Cub-a.
13.) Quit-o.
(4). Borne-o.
(5). Tours,
(6. Worm-s.

‘ The

Very Hard Search for Fleeting Content

Allegory of the Seventh Son of a Billionaire,

O‘.\'CE upen a time there was n seven-

times billionaire, who had six nnnn.l

After he had educated them for
thelr high stations in life and given them
all the money they ocould desire, he
wished for & seventh son, because, as he
eald, “1 have seven billlons of doliars,
and 1t is highly appropriate that 1 should
have seven sons.”’

One day ss he mat in hia office watch-
fnig his clerks carrying money sround in
bushel baskets, his telephone bell rang,
and when he asked “Who Is 7" in the
umkind voice which everybody uses when
talking Iinte a telephone, a sllvery volce
snswered:

“A falry!™

“Nonsenge!” answered the seven-itimes
Dpiilionaire, angrily.

“No, indeed.” sald the sllvery volee, “Go
right home and you will find that you
have a seventh son. It s my gift™

The seven-times blllionatre Immediately
hurrled home in his brass and aluminum
sutomoblle, and, sure enough, there was
n pretty lttle biue-eyed son, and every-
tody in the house congratulated him.

When the day for the christening ar-
rived a great company had gathered from
far and near. It was a carefully aslected
company, great as It was. Nobody of a
rank Joss than that of Captain of Indus-
try was there, and most of them weore
Prigadier-Generals, and even Major-Gen-
erals. Away in fromt in the best seats sat
all the Kings from Chicagoe and New
York and Philadelphla and everywhers
tise,

Evarvhody had a present for the seventh
son. The Diamond King had a valise ful]
of diamonds of the Arst quality. The sec-
retary of the Ink King presented a pink
gatin basket full of golden Inkstands. The
Candy King had sent s special traln with
a special locomotive full of the best mixed
candy for him. Even the Watermelon
King was thers, and he brought s deed
of gift for ail the melons that the seventh
s#on could eat In one day.

Just ag the dignified joy was at

ita

solemnest helght, the footman announced
seven strange and uninvited guesits, who
would not send thelr names in,

They were a strange company of guests
indeed. Five of them were besutiful as
the morning, with garments so rich that
even the Bessemer Queen herself couldn't
compare with them. Buot the other two
were quite different One of them was
A gunarled, brown<faced, brown-fisted oild
man with a wooden lex, and the other
was an old, wrinkled woman dressed in
a, plain eotton gown.

“Wea have come to bring your son pres-
ents,” sald ths most beautiful one of nlL
“T am Luxury. If you will let me touch
h!:_fnrom-mi he will never be without
me*’

“And T am Health” anid
“If you will lot me Kins
grow up strong and no
him.*

“Come In, come In" sald the delighted
geven timeos billlonalre. And he rubbed
his hands as the third one advanced and

the tallest
him, he will
flis can touch

sald, "I nm Wealth, Let me touch his
eyes.” And the fourth one sald, *“If 1
touch his cheok he will be beautiful
For I am Beauty." The fifth one was

Surcess, and agaln the seven times bil-
Nonalre bowed jJoyously and Invited them
in e

"But who are your companions? said
he., looking superclillously st the old
woman and the man with the woodan leg.

*They muat speak for themselves” sald
the five beauties sweeplng through the
portals, “and you must declde {or your-
sell™

“I mm Content,” =aid the old woman,
bowing humbly. “And this i= my brother
Work.™

“I ke your impudence,” spid the seven
times billlonalre. “What usg do you sup-
pose the seventh son of A seven iimes
billlonaire is ever golng, to have for your
miserable gifts? If youl were not so ut-
terly unpresentable I would let you take
n peep at the presents that have been
brought for him, =0 that you might leam
something, A= It s, my footmen wiil
show you the door.”

“Very well" sald Content, “but remem-
ber that T call on mankind only once.

bo vather hear Sea
“ls'_'%onthb mh"~
o2

il

After that he who wishes for me must
hunt far and wide and may still fall to
dlscover me."

Bo saylng, Work and Content went
down the marble steps, while Beauty,
Health, Success, Wealth and Luxury gave
their gifts to the seventh son and ex-
changed clegant and high-ciass compll-
ments with the Kings and Generals and
Captains

The seventh mon grew up tall and strong
and handsome, It wase easy to see that
the falry gifts were his, for whatever
he did was successful.

When his father dled and left him his
wealth it grew In his hands without a
single effort from him. He bullt himself
palaces in every place that pleased his
fancy and =urrounded himself with all
that he wished, and still his riches were
groater every day.

But by the time

he wan = years old

he begun to wish for something, At first
he Ald nol even know that It was a
wish. He knew only that something

troubled him, and as he had never felt
trouble before it made him most unhappy.

He thought that perhaps he was 11, so
he sent for the famlily physiclan, who, of
courne, was the greatest phyxiclan In the
country.

‘The great phyaleian prodded him re-
spectfully, tapped his chest with sollef-
tudeé, and listensd to his heart solemnly.

“You are wound as n bell" sald hs at
last. “1 will give you a little something
for your lver, and we'll see how that will
make you feel”™ -

The seventh son took the lttle some-
thing for his Jdiver, but it didn't make
him feel a bit happler.

Bo he dixcharged hin cook and hired the
one who had been cooking for the Czar
0! Russin But it made no difference.

Then all at once, one day, he discovered
what was the matter with him was that
he was wishing for something. But he
dkin't know what it was, and ho matier
how hard he thought he couldn't even
EFuoss,

80, having tried physicians and secre-
taries and cooks In wvain, he sought out
the old professor who had taught him In
college. -~

The old man Hstened, nodding hiz white
head at Intervals. When the seventh son
had finlshed his story he sald:

“My son, you have wealth and health
and all ¢lse that heart can desire except
one thing. And that one thing s some-
thing that no money can purchase. It i
content.”

“Is that all™ thought the seventh son
to himself. “Well, 1 guezs 1 can find
that"

/ Bo he jumped Into s swiftest =leam
vacht and sped nway out on the flashing
sen, beyvond the purple capes, toward the

rim of the world There, swinging up
and down, up and down In the great
rollers were the fshing smacks. The

men in them had faces cut by the wind
and hands made sore by the brine, and
they never knew when they went out U
they should ses land and heme again.

But they were Jaughing and singing
while they swung, and as the shining
wel fish came over the sides they ap-
peared happler than the seventh son had
beens in many long days.

“I am looking for Content.” he cried
to them. “"Surely she = with you."™

The fishermen lookal at the glsaming,
mMnately white yacht and ceassd their sing-
ng. They looked at the luxury of cab-
ins and decks and cemsed their laughing.
Then they stared at him while the eldest
fisherman answersd hitteriy:

“What! De you expect men (o be con-
tented when they must wrebt poor wages
ae wo do from the ssa, while others, like
you, speed over it as n pleasure ground ™

The seventh son sighed and turned his
prow homeward. He jumped Into his
swiftest automoblle and drove 1t criss-
¢ross over the land, He went so .fast
that the burgomasters of 17 towns met
in conclave with the common councils of
4 others anl passed laws aguinst him.

Fast as he sped he could never over-
take Content. He stopped at polaces and
sald, “Surely she is here.” But the own-
ern alwnys answered, “"We cannot be con-
tent till we are as rich as you™

He bheard a ploughman singing as he
went along the furrowe  But when he
#opped te ask him if he knew Content,
the song was hushed and the plouvgshman
sald, 1 thought T di4, but now 1 know
that 1 am & miserable wretch who Is
destined to drive the henvy plow whils
luckier people dash through the werld In
idieness.™

The seventh son saw s mother petting
her three children. And she looked so
happy as she gazed at thems that he satd
to himself, “Surely Content dwells here.”

But when he approached and the moth-

er saw his eiegance, she sighed and sald,
“Alas, poor  folk WNWave  no business t
bhave children.” !

He found a mountalneer who sat on a
rock gazing over the world with such
placid eyes that the seventh son felt cer.
tain that his gquest had ended at last.

“"Content 1s with you, Is she not?' he
askod.

¢ mountaineer looked at him cheer-
fully ang sald, “Yes." Bpt the mext in-
stant he' rubbed his hands over hls brow
and added, At least she would be if I
dld not know that the riches of the world
are 8o unequally distributed.”

When he left the mountaineer he came
to a tramp—dirty and foul-lylng balf
asleep In the sun by the slde of the
rosd. And when he asked him the
question, the tramp answered, “Yes, 1
am content.”

The seventh son shuddered and fled.
*If there ls where Content dwells,”” said
he, "I want none of her.”

But he couldn't get over wishing for
her for all that. So he jumped Into his
swiftest speclal traln, but the train was
not swift enough to catch her,

“You must make me a sawifter loco-
motive,” he cried to his locomotive
builders and engineers. ;

They bullt him the awiﬂ&! engine

that had sver been made,
was not swift enough.

“1 see,” sald the seventh son angrily,
*“that I shall have to bulld one myself,"

Immediatley he sat down at a desk and
began to dmaw plans. And after. the
plans were finlshed he carried them (o
his machine shops himsell to explain
them to the workmermn.

Doy after day he went to the noisy, hot,
dirty shops, and before long he was so
Interested that he put en overalls every
day and worked over forges and Inthes
till he was ready to drop with fatigue,
But he was too proud to let the workmen
sea [t and so he Inbored as long and
hnrd as that every day.

“You are getting to be as skillful as any
tocomotive-bullder in the place,” sald the
old, one-legged foreman to him ene day.
It made him feel prouder than he had ever
felt before In his life

At Inst the woaderful new locomotive
was finlshed, Shining and immense, full
of vast power, she stood o the round-
house, Grouped about her were experts
from everywhere, who talked leamedly
about economy of combustion and feed
and apead centers.

But the seventh son, standing by
sida of the old foreman, looked at the
locomotive and thought: “How very
strange! Now that I have bulit a loco-
motive fast enough to find Content [ do
not seem to be anxlous for her at all™

The old man and he climbed into the
enb of the great locomotive and she
silpped softly out of the yard and lnto the
open country. Her mighty wheels went
around as if they were running on velvet,
She took the switches like a vaulting

but still 1t

the

TRE.

Bitting close to the old foreman, the sev-
enth son told him why he had built her;
*But,” s=ald he, "mow that she = fin-
ished, strange 0 say, [ do nol feel at
all anxious Lo pursue Content.”

The old foreman =miled. “That
cause you have foundiher,” sajd he.

[ do belleve you are right,” sald the
seventh son, clapplng his hands. “Buot
how and where? 1 Kave been 6 busy over
this locomotive for the past half year
that 1 have had no time to loak for her.”

“I will tell you.” sald the old man, “a=
apon as we have taken on water here.'"

The locomotive stopped at a lttle way
station In a ravine. While she was
drinking, the seventh son looked cut and,
lying by the =ide of the track, asleep In
filth, lay the same tramp whom he had
seen once before.

He sald to the old foreman, ““That tramp
there once told me that he knew Con-
tent."” '

“That creature?’ sald the old man con-
temptuously. “He never saw Content
He knows only Non-Ambition, a low cheat
who masquérndes as Content. but can de-
celve only lazy perzons’

“How did I fAnd ContentT
seventh som.

“Look at me!” sald the old man. Tht
seventh son looked and saw, as he had
plten seen betore, o gnaried, brown-faced,
brown-fisted old man with k wooden leg;
but he noticed, as he had not notleed be
fore, that the very spirit of calmness and
strength and certainty seemed to shins
from the simple figure,

“I called to bring you a gift’” sald the
old man, “when you were born: but your
father refused It. Now you have won it
for yourslf, and through it you have found
what you huve been secking. [ am work,
and only those who first find me can find
Content.™ JULIUS MULLER.

Ia be-

asked the

A Jingle From Jong.

A person who lived In Thibet
Sald: - iz I8 exciting, you bet!
Thi:g: are at & fine pasa® A
Crowd's going to L'Hassa.
And.] guess our Grand Lama must get!*
And the British replied, glad and gay,
“Your Lama we'll f;.m i be'll stay."”

matruqno-mhud‘

WITCH WHO WAS NOT THOROUGH

How Other Magicians Fooled
Her Into Riding a Broomstick.

&

A PRETTY PEASANT GIRL LIFTED WER HEAD,

=4

old witch who was so ugly that most

persons who caught a gllmpse of her
pessertad that she was, without doubt, the
worst witch of them all. But this was
not sirictly correct.

Her Intentions were wicked enough for
any dosen witches; but she had never
been  thorough In anything, and It was
the same way with the witch business.
8o, although she was a gradunte from-the
Witch Academy with honors and pos-
sessed a huge sowskin diploma on which
was written In the best blood that she
wae a Bachelor of Arts In Witcheralt, she
really 4id not know the tmde,

Almost all her charms went wrong.
Onece she tried to transform a stingy
peasant Into a palr of boots, and Instend
she changed him info only one boot, which
wis of mo use to anybody. Another time
she waved her magle wand over an old
hut and orderad it to become A cavern.
But It transfromed itself into a pretty cot-
tage, and the old woman who lived In it
wus w0 delighted that It made all the
witches il to hear her talk

Of course old Thunderblunder, which
was the old witch's name, would have
loved dearly to tinker with her spells
when they went wrong, but she couldn't.
Old Inkyink, the president of the Board of
Magicians, whg held & patent on all
charms, had decreed that there must not
be any second attempts al any one charm
He explained this order by saying that if
every witch were to tinker at her magic
no work would ever be finished; and be-
sides, he thought that a witch ought to
know her business well encugh to make a
success out of the first attempt.

Consequently poor old Thunderblunder
ecould not correct her errors, and before
long the country around the Black For-
eet was full of imperfect enchantment.

There was a cow that gave the fnest
vanilla lee eream, much to the delight
of thaé, children of the viliage. o
Thunderblunder hated her owner beécause
he had walked through a new ball-gown
of cobwebs that she was spinning in the
moonlight one night. Bo she tried to
pat the evil eye on the cow, but her
charm went wrong as usual, and Instead
of giving curdied milk she made her
ownear rich, .

In thoe nearest town there wns a phy-
sician whom she tried once to change
into a duck. But she hadn't changed
him at all extept that sometimes at un-
expected moments he would suddenly
say “"Quack! quack:!™

The physician should have been glad
enough Lo escape so opsily, But he
wasn't. He haod himself operated on and
tookt medicines by the gallon. And of
courseé old Thunderblunder was mortl-
fled beyond words becnuse she; hadn't
changed him into a green-winged duck
with a red head and a yellow bliL So no-
body was happy over the matter.

The other sorcers and maglclans wore
ashamed, too, because they sald that
mistakes of this kind served to discredit
the whole profession, and they even
talked pf forming & union, to be known
as the Amalgamated BSBorcerers and
Witchea, to punish members who made
blunders.

inkyink, the Chief Magiclan, wes the
muaddest of them all, for he knew that
he was to blame In a measure because
he had gilven Thunderblunder her dJdi-

omn. He used to shut his eyes when

went abroad so that he wouldn't have
to see the half-baked enchantments that
were to be found in every village.

There wns = dog that the old witch
had tried to transform into a pig, and
she had succeeded only In glving him
the plg's twisted tall.

His owner promptly started & new
breed with him that bacame very pop-
ular with old ladles. That is how the
pug dogz came Into the world.

Then there was a village drunkard
whaom she tried to change to a pump.
but mstead he remained a man. only
he suddenly acquired such a wonderful
thirst for water that he became strictly
tempercte, and fAnally he was elected
Hurgomaster and was polnted qut as a
model citizen.

The climax was reached when old
Thunderblunder wis offéended by a
goose-herd. Bhe tried to change his
biggest goose Into & lon that would eat
him wp. The goose didn’t c¢hange a bit,
and oM Thunderblunder went home so
angry that she absolutely and truly
ground her teeth until each one had a
paaitive razor edge.

About five minuotes afterwards Inky-
ink and the Board of Magiclans came
nlong that way, and Instantly the goose
rushed at them, selzed Inkyink, bit him
in a dozen places and dragged him Into
a diteh. The Board of Managoers tried
to help him, and the goose turned on
them. biting them In legs and arma and
faces and driving them away in mad
flight. Several of them jeft their magle
wands In thelr hurry and the gooae
chewed them to pieces, so that they had
to work nights to mnke new ones.

Of course they soon found out what
hnd happensd. O0ld Thunderblunder had
falled to turn the goose Into & com-
plete ton, but she had filled its breast

I.\: the Black Forest there once lived an

with a llon's courage and given it a
lion's strength.
After that no maglclan dared to go

along that road. for the goose seemed to
be able to smell 4 sorcerer a mile away
and would rush to catch him, aithough
she did not harm other folk at all

When Inkyink got out aof the hospital
he called a council. and the assembiled
Board of Magiclans decided 1o punish old
Thunderblunder.

Now, In the ceniral part of the matha.
matical middle of the Black Forest (hera
was an enchanted triangie and In the
middie of that was a magic circle. And in
that magic clrcie, chalned fast to a
blasted tree., with a chain made of three
parts of lightning and two parts of mag-
netic Iron, was o mad broomstick. All the

arts of the best sorcerers had falled to
break this broomstick to harness. It
would kick and rear and plunge and bite
as soon as anyone tried to ride om it
In & word, It was a bucking broncho of a
broomstick—the only one that ever was
known, and no doubt there will never be
another like it

The chief sorcerers felt so ashamed at
being unable to tame It that they had
kept it & secret.  So none of the com-
mon witches knew anything about it

In an Indigo midnight In the dark of
the moon, when the north wind wan
blowing from the south, which only hap-
pens onca In every 10,000 years, the

broomstick used to grow tame enougy
t be led  And as this time was Jjus
at hand, the Board of Magicians repaired
to the place and each one mumbled a
ehurm and seized the chain. The broom-
stick plunged and kicked, but allowed
himself to be led out.

When they got to the regular meeting
place of the witches, the Board of Ma-
giclans haatfly chalned the broomstick
st to the council rock. And when
Thundreblunder appeared, Inkink made
A speech compllmenting her on her
talents, and sald, in token of his esteam.
he wished to present to her an Arabian
broomstick of the purest blood.

Ot Thunderblunder tmmediately
burned with a desire to show off, and
she leaped on the back of the mad
broomstick. At the same Instant the
Board of Magiclans gast off the chaln
and the broomstick. with a yell of rage,
shot up in the air, bucking like mad.

It carrled old Thunderblunder up to
the clowds and down again to the tree
tops In one Sump. The next fump took
them up to the clouds agailn, and when

they weore over n village the hroomstick
bucked In earnest, and down went the
witch.

Thers she lay, groaning and lamenting.
for a dozen bones of assorted sizes had
been broken Inslde of her and she felt
az If she had appendicitls and measles
and rheumatism combined, which |is
pretty had.

A pretty peasant girl came along, 1fted
hor Bead and gave her water. Then she
took her home, where they nursed her
till she bhegan to feel better.

Old Thunderblunder, ugly aa she was,
eould sot help but be melted by the
kindness of the peasants. 80 she not
only swore off from witeheraft, but told
the good folk how they could drive away
all the other wizards, such as nalling
horseshoes over their doors, and all the
other simple arts that the peasants of
the whole world practice now,

As a result, the witch business became
50 poor In Europe that many of ths
sorcerers went into bankruptey and some
actually starved. The others becams
discouraged. One stormy night they
packed thelr magic «potions on pack
broomsticks and mounted thelr saddle
broomsticks themselves, and they all
emlgrated to Thibet, where the Britlah

are after them now.
And that's all

TREES THAT CAN'T BE KILLED

Our Own Poplars and Catalpas Are Marvels.

T

¢EECPLE tnlk of the wonderful
growth of the troplcail jungile”
sald & traveler last week, “but thay
rarely think of the wonderful vitality
and swift growth of our own domestle
trees in this country,
"There la the poplar. for
Rip branches from a tres,
into the gEround without any care
whatever, and inslde of threes monthe
every one of these hranches will have
sént out i1 mass of rools and be de-
veloping fast Into & tree
“T have Just passed through n
thicket of poplars In New York State
where trees of about 15 feet In helght

instance.
thrust them

stood so close together that a wman
could barely push his way between
them. They were all fourishing.

healthy young trees with good thick
trunks.

“To my surprise, I learned from my
gulde that this whole little grove had
sprung up from branches stuck into
the ground after n windstorm had
torn them from other trees along the
road.,

“A still more wonderful tree Is the
eatalpn, known to most boys on ac-
count of Its long bean. which some of
them use for smoking after it is dry.
The catalpn hos such o remarkable
vitality thnt even after a tree has been
cut down and sawed Intg lengtha the
lengths have been known again and
again to strike root and sprout and
finnlly grow up into good trees.

“] saw n fence in the Middle West
that conalsted of a siylght row of
beautiful catalpas, each 6f them nearly
20 feet high. The row was sg mathe-
matically stralght that I wondered how
the trees had grown so. especially as
the row was nearly half a milie long.
80 1 rode over to them and discovered
that barbed wire was stretched from
tree to tree, evidently as a division
fence. Later, T met the owner of the
land, and he explained to me how the
treen had come to grow in so perfect a
line.

“‘About ten years ago, said he, °T

wanted to ralse ma barb-wire fence
along the line of my property to pre-
vent my cattle from straying. 1 went
into the woods and we chopped down
a lot of small catalpas, about sapling
sige We chopped the roots off, leav-
Ing a pointed end nt the base and
gawed Lhe crowns off clean, thus mak-
ing atakez about eight feet long
These we drove into the ground in the

row thit you =aw,. and attached our-
barb wire to them Inside of aix
months every stake had begun to

sprout, and since then the fence stakes
have grown Into treaw”"™

—A Mix-Up Song.
Bill Roberts to get down his walt
Thought that he ought to strike a gats;
So ov'ry morning be would flen
Along the etreets fast ns could bee.
“Hurranh!" the neighbors cried, “itt's
grate
To see him run so swift and steajt!”
But he replied: *1 eannot weight
Becaose 1 stlll have too much walt!™
He ran until he got . pane,
And then he sald: It's all in vane
That [ should atrive and try like thaz!
T e I cuan't try ost my fat!

Mary's Belongings.
Cineinnatl Commercial
Mary had a lttls lamb,
All fricasesd with peas
Then a little Tobster saind
And some energetic chesss;
A quart of hick (o wash |t down,
A taste of mouniain dew
All these our jittle Mary had,
And a little coffin, too

Tribune,

Wasn't YY.

Indlanapolls Santinel
A malden who monkeymi with HBE
Whils out in the yard picking PT.
Felt the place om her head
Where they stung her, ang- said,
“G! Don’t they bite hard when U TTT"

Little Wilile—Say, pa, what's the good of
war, anywayT Pa—it takes a ot of bhrpaw
bands to the front, my son —Chicago Dally
Nown,

The gquestion msked by (his picturs
basket T
Now the picture above thas

matical exactness.

THE ARITAMETICAL PICTURE PUZZLE—HOW
THE BASKET?

basket of apples answers the guestion with maithe-

It you will rend each plotorial jtem correctly and apply the plus and minus
aigns properly, ths enswer will e plaln.

MANY APPLES

ARE IN

puszle l»: How many apples are in the

v vereeecsengend




