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CHAPTER 1.

Soma Fighting That the Jeffries Family Did
Before My Time.

ERE at the start I want to say
that T am an American all the
way through. I was born In

Amerlca, and =0 were all of my fore-
fathers for two full eenturies ahead of
ma.

Belng an American, I don't care 8 TAPp
for titles or heraldry. A man Is just
what he makes of himself, and nothing
else counts That's why TI've never
glven out before a fow private detalls
of the Jeffries family history that I'm
golng to s=t down heore.

I've always been a great book reader.
When T was o youngster 1 ussd to hide
a candl'e under my bed In my own room

and light it as soon as I was left alone,
and melit the bottom end and stick It
on my bedpost. Then I'd 1ise In bed

reading 1
in the t
the ear

neches ountaide my window in
morning, In thoae days I
naver thought of writing a book my-
sulf. For that reason I never made &
note of the things I've read bout the
Jorfries family In my father's c hooks,
or af the stories I've heard him tell
But the most Iinteresting things, T
think, still stick in my memory.

The original stock of the Joffries
family was Scandinavinn or Norse Vik-

ing. It has heen traced back toe Nor-
mandy in the year 800, or just about
there. In 1066 my ar stors weont to
England on a fAghting trip with Wil-
liam the Conguerar. The family name

was spelled sccording to the owner's
tasts in those dnys, At first It was
Godfridus, then Godfrey, Godefrey, and

Goeffrey. Later it went through new
chainges, Gaefferoy, Jefferoy, Jeaffarrey,
Jeftrays, Jeffray, Joffris and Jeffries,
with a few other variations

There s a tradition that a ceriain
Geoffrey fought In the Crusades, and
onoce saved the life of Richard Cosur
de Tdon, when he w ked by a
bear in the hills near of Jaffa,

with his sword. 1
never heard much about bear hunting
In Palestine, but thero must hiave beean
bears thera in ecarly deyn. or whare @id
the bears coma from that bothered the
prophet Elljah? And 1f there was a
bear in that country you could depend
upon anybody connected with the Jef-
tries family to find it

This old Goeffrey may or misy not
have been an ancestor of mine, and Tl
¥ -—— >

killing the bheaar
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pot try to fill these paiges with records
extonding back n thousand yeara. Il
start v h ths first of my family who
eams to Amaerica. H»o was Robert Jef-
»§, named after some Norman REng-
iRtor awny back In the year

1108, whose me  was spelled Rolf
Godefroy This Robert Jeffries was
born In Wiltshire, England, In 1656. His

father was John Jeffries of Wiltshire,
q

England, o iItry K¢ leman and
landed proprietor, whose famlly traced
its descent dire back to the tenth
cantury, and =& of Judge George

Jeffreva {or sys or  Jeaffrigs),
Baron of Wem. f Justice of Eng-
land under King Charles IL, and Lord

Chanoellor under Jumes 1L, whe d4diad a
prisoner In the Tower of London In
168%. He wnas a térror and took de-

light in condemning peopie to death or
torture in bateches of a doxen at & time.
Robert Jeffries ¢ to Ameriea in the

soar 16851 and settled at Uplands, now
Chestar, Pa., whero Lo dled in 1709, leav-
fng a large family. < al of his sons

afterward moved to Vir
becamo large plantatd
siave-holders and took
toeratic pleasures of
fought bra thro
and the War of 18 and when thinge
wera dull did a Hitle Indian fighting and
& lot of hunting in the wilds,

It has always pride of the
Jeffries family th les has ever
boen known to hre My sTeat
grandfather, Wil a8, macrificed
his whole foriuna # homnor. He
waAs a piantar, liv Tid plan-
tation at the Tiead
Valley. Ha had sev

nin, where they

owWIiers and
par:t in the ar
the times Thay
1 the HRevalution

ncres of the finest i in
& slaves lived in the goarter » wWas

311, but most

not of & gporting turn h!

of the young Virginia aTound him
ware veckless young bloods, who con-
miderad it rather a polnt of p to
gambla large sums on horse racea. One

f of these cavallers got heavily into debt

11':111:15 sum in those dJdays.

til the birds hegan stirring |

and asked Willlam Jeffries to go his
suroty for $90,000, which was an enor-
My groat
grandfather gave his word to do =o.
The young Virginlan could not pay. and
my ancestor felt himself bound in honor
to make the amount good, although he
could caxily have slipped out of it. With
the resolution of an o'd Romen he sold
his great plantation, put his slaves up
at ‘auction, pald the other man's debt
and started life over again. Hiz wife,
brokenhearted at the disaster and
crushed at parting wilh the old alaves
that bad long been in the family, dled

“All is lost save honor,” sald my grast

Bus.avways pred A eneal
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grandfather grimily. He got a big
wagon and six horses, and with littie
else but his rifle, trekked out into what
whns then the wilderness with his moth-

erlesg children. After terrible hard-
ships he settled {n ¥alirfleld County,
Ollo. It was a wild country then. He

clepred nway the virgin forest to make
his farm. He married agalin, after a
t!me. snd reared many children out
there on the frontler. His oldest son,
who had aecquired a little education in
Virginia in the prosperous days, was
rogarded with aws by the frontlersmen.
He could keep books, and it was told as
& sort of legend around that country
that he could write n whole volume
without making a single bloL

My own grandfather, James Jefiries,
for whom I was named, was one of the

children who made the journey from
Virginin in the six-horse prairle
schiooner. Tla swwas born ncross tha
strest from old Culpeper Court
House at Cualpeper, Virginia, and
wan elght Yyears ola when ithe
family went to Ohlo. He wasn't a

scholar ltke his older brother, but even
among the husky bordermen of hisday
he was renowned for his prodigious
strength. When he was six yoars old
he could drive a four-horas team. When
he grew up he was six faet and two
inches tall and welghed 220 pounds, and
no one in &ll that country could equal
his fents of LUfting. Ife was noted. too,
for the fnot that he naver dranic,
smpked, swore or lied In his life. Fe
was in great demand for sotting the
heavy logs when tho setilers maet to
buiid eabina for each other In the
triendly way of that day. fiis favorite
eport was wrestling, and no man in his
part of the country could thirow him.
Tio was the sacknowledged champlon.
Father says that hils fists were much
arger than mine. I
l Jx'ramnd.tm.her stayed on his father's
farm until he wss 24 whon he married
Mary Bansdum, the daughter of another
frontier farmer, and set up a home of his
In thelr log cabin, 16 feet sguars,

OWIl.

thelr 14 children ware born. The fourth
ann yecoived the highly romantic name,
Alexis Cahon Jeffries. This was my

futher. He grow big and powerful like all
the other men of the Jeffrias famlily.

When my father married he and his
wife went 20 miles away from the old
folks to & home of thelr own, on &' half
cleared farm of 160 acres, not far from
Carroll, Ohlo. There they bullt a log
cabin of two stories.

Ay father was a devout churchgoer
for -rnﬂ.n)‘ veirs, but finally turned evan-
gellst and presched In the open alr, de-
claring that churohes wers a useless ex-
pense, and that the money epent on tham
should be devoted to the poor instead.

I was born in tha old log cabin on the
Ohlo furm, like my hrothers and sisters.
So I suppose, if I hadn't taken up fight-
ing as & profession I might have had as
good a chance to become President of the
Unitod States as Abe Lincoln, James
Garflald and other log-cabin men.

On my mother's side 1 descend from
the earliest Holland Dutch settiers in
this country. My mother's home was In
Hoyertown., Pannsylvania, and her name
waa Rehecca Boyer.

Her father was Christopher Boyver, and
he was a strapping big fellow, too. He
was a natural fighter, and they say that
when he died, over 60 years ago, he car-
rind the scars of many n bard ring dbattle
tought with bare fists, He was the
champlon of his parthof Pennsylvania and
fought for the fun of It He was & mem-

ber of 1the militia. His homo was at the
foot of the Hius Mountains, Iin the
Schuylkil He used to attend all

YValley.
the annual musters In  Schuylkill and
Berks countles. Tha musters were great
occasions. Crowds came In from the
country all around and aversbody cela-
brated. One of tha usual evants was a
flght for the lJoeal champlonship. Some-
times the fTightors were just surrounded
by i ring of men. Sometimes a regular

rope Ting was erccted and they fought
on ths turf In old London prizering
styie. My grandfather fought often, and
if he was ever beaten 1've never heard
of 1L Hea's satlll remembearod by old
timars in Pennsylvania.

This ancestor of mine, had s lot of

Dutch obstinacy, and that's a good tralt
for a fighter.

He wns fond of gaotting Intp an argu-
ment, and he had a pecullar system. In
the flrat place he presented his slde very
clearly and carefully. If the other man
contradictad him once he'd take It quiect-
Iy and repeat his argument. But if he
woas contradicted the second time he let
his fist fliy without ancther word, As
thers were few who could stand up
against him he aiwaya won his point

*“If » man c¢an't see the senss of a
plain argument,” he used to sav, “there’s
no use In wasting worda on him."

I hmven't any Jdoubt that this obstinacy
runa in the family, and I have my shure
of 1. It I» a handy thing to have in a
long battle.

Bo I suppose fighting Is in my blood
and I come by the fighting instinct
naturally. At any rate having a few
fighting . ancestors hns always furplshed
me with a good argument snd a good
excuse at home.

=mre
CHAPTER 1I.
I Make = Good Start.
HEN I was born in the old log
cabin at Carroll, Ohlo, on the 1&th

of April, 1RB75, my fighting welght at
the time was just 14 pounds:. My par-
ents were farming people, and they

never suspected at the time that they
were bringing up a future world's
champion of the ring.

During the first year of my cxistences
I developed o habit of swinglng my
fists, and all my farmer relatives took

I'M be a wonder with a scythe when I
grew up. My father, who had a leaning
toward religlon, agreed <that [t was
more the motion of pounding & pulplt,
and that the early samples of my lung
power Indicatsd a brilliant future as an
exhorter. My mother always hoped
that I'd be a good preacher lika my
father,

To develop me gradually they started
by making a strong, healthy farmer boy
aof me, my father always contending
that to round out a nutural life a man
shottld work hargd unti! 40 vears of nge,
and after that should turn to the cul-
tivation of the spirit. On this theory
he has nevar given up hope for me, in
spite of my ring carcer I've always
been grateful for the right kind of a
start, for if I'd been brought up in a
city like some boys, with no bealthy
and natural out-of-door life, T might
"mot have been worth much as a fighter.

I'm afrald that my parenis apprecinta
this a little less than I do. On the
night when I beat Tom Sharkey in Ban
Francisco, & reportsr for a Loa An-
geleg paper hired a horse and galioped
out to our ranch. It was after mid-
night when he reached the houss, Ring-
ing the bell, he aroused my mother, who
wont to a window to see what all the
racket was about., Very much excited,
the reportor told of my victory.

“Well,” sald my mother, "I supposo
my Jim will keep on fighting until he
is beaten, but he's a good boy, and I
know by that time he'll flnd a better
professton.”

It was In 1881 that my father took
his family to Callfornin, whers we sat-

tled on & ranch just ountside the oty
of Losa Angeles. TFather built a fine
14-room house and lald out 87 ncros

of fruit trees. Our place was at Arroyo
Secco Canyon. Arroyo Secco means Dry

River. Old4 Spanish names ars used
all through Southarn Callfornis, even
now that the last traces of the old

Spanish settloments aroe disappearing,

This wes & grand home for us. There
were wore my two older sisters and
one youngoer, Lizzle, Alameda and Lillle,
and my brothers Cal, John. Tom and
Charlle (afterward known as "“Jack.)
‘We all Yived in the big house, and great
times ‘we used to have.

We all grew up out-af-door peopls—
that wns ons thing my father inslsted
upon all tha time. Xe had Jearning
enough for the whole family, and he

dldn't think schooling was the most Im-
portant thing in the world, although it Is
a good help for any boy. He used to
say that to be happy a fellow must have

perfect health., Hs was always tckled
when we want out hunting and came
buck with =ome quall or small game.

When I was a little follow he supplied me
with fishing tackle, and as soon as I wns
vig enough to carry a gur he kept me in
ammunition.

I don't think any of us stunted our
growth working on the ranch. When

father went away to town in the morning

T THREN
Two CaATS
T,

ms out to do some work In
After a littla whilsa the sun

he'd _send
the fleld.

would get up and the sand would ba
pretty hot. Then T'd go back to the
house and tell mother It was too hot
work. I'd explain that the sand was too

hot to stand in barefooted, and I didn't
wint to wear my shoes,

Then T™d get out my shotgun and stuff

this as n good sign snd predicted that |

a lot of cartridges into my pockeis and
start for & hunt. T'd walk 16 or 20 miles
barafooted through sand and gravel ps
hot as the top of a boller, and over rocka
and brush, and come home with a few
quill or =ome nlee fat doves. Father
would bo at home. He'd look at moe se-
verely and say:

“Jim, I supposs you finished your work
this moaming ™

“No, sir, It got too hot.”

‘Was it too hot tq go hunting?*

“No, sir—mnot in the shade."

“A-hum."” he'd say. “And dld you get
anything ™

Then I'd go out to the kiitchen and
bring in ‘the games. He'd frown a littls

,.:,,“h.' d{mﬂ'ﬂ MILES TuRops)

BanD AS HoT AS THE ToP._ or_ Ay
BoitfRa

to show he hpadr't forgotten telllng me to
work In the field, but then he'd smile,
for he was a man very fond of game, and

hes couldn't resist the churm of a brace
of plump quall,

At the worst 1 ‘could always depend
upaon. my mother. She could never sce

anything wrong In what her boys did.

And that makes me think that thare
wWias o preacher named Cobbdb Hving nenr
us. I suppose he was & good enough
sort of A man In his own way, but he
surely did ‘have it In for moe. If Le'd
baen an out-of-door, man, top, and had
taken a shotgun and gone out for a
hunt with us boyvs now or then, or had
played ball with us 1lke some preach
ers I've ween, we wonld have had more
respect for him. But instesd of hob-
nobbing with ua he was always presch-
ing and telling us what we wero com-
ing to—and it wasn't anything yory
complimentary to the boys of the Jef-
fries family aither.

It meemed as {f that proacher hind
not anytihing to 4o but to make trouble
for me. Heo¢ was always around when
I got Into milachlefl, and he was always
the first to tell.

Ona day he caught me smoking a
cignrotte. I was just pxperimonting—
I dldn't have the habit, The preacher
looked at me and moved nway, side-
wise, lfke a corab, in the direction of
my houss. I had a hunch that some-
thing was going to happen, so T ran
through the orchard and got there
first.

When he came In whare my
was therea 1 stood ®eaning on
square piano with my elbhow,

The presncher looked straight at ma
for a moment. Then hea turned and
sald solemnly: ""Does any of your boys
smols, Mra, Jeffries"

You'd have thought he was gsking I
any of us wore burgliarg—he had such
a mournful sound in his voice For =
moment my mother was flustered, Then
she sald:

“Yes, 1 think my oldest boy docs—
sometimes—but’—

“I—thouvght—J—apw—ono— smoking
—the—other—day.” sald Parson Cobb,
slow and solemn, Hke a judge condemn-
ing a prisoner. Then he stopped and
looked stralght at me asp hard that
anybody could have known which one
he meant. Thut made me nore. I
took my elbhow off the planc and
locked him In the eye. =

“Hasn't my mother snough to worry
about without your snoeaking In here
and telling tales?' I asked him.

That sattled the parson's case. Hao
couldn't tell my mother that her boys
waren't exactly right. So he waltad
for a chance to try it on father,

Ieaving the house he met father
coming down the path.

"Mr. Jeffries,” he eald in that same
mournful tone, "do you know what
kind of boys 'vou have?"

mother
our old

Here Parson Cobb gave me a long
stare again, for 1 was right beside
him,

“I have good boys" =ald my father.

“Good bhays!" echoed the parson.
“T'm afraid James” (drawling the
words out long) “ls—a—pretty—bad—
boy."

Why,” said my dad, launghlng, "I
think Jim is the best boy I've got.”

S0 ‘the enemy of my youth was dis-
comfited, and went away with a wour
look on his face. But I'm afrald I waa
& pretty bdbed boy alter all, for I fol-
lowed after and when he turned to
scowl I threw two cats at him. One
cat may not be very offective. but two
cats, especially with thelr talls tied
together, and landing one on each
shoulder, can make an awful fuss. Par-
son Cobb departed with more haste
than dignity, and for a while your
friend Jim lived in peace,

— .
CHAPTER L,
T Kill My Firs{ Deer.

WWAS only 1L years old when I killed
I first decr. PBut there's no usa in
boasting about that, for many boys In
the western country shoot deer as soon
ap they can drag a riflie. At the time,
however, I remember, I thought it was
about ms thrilllng & stunt as any of Kit

my

STORY «f MY LIFE>

Carson's ar Fremont's, and T falt quita a
bit superior to the boys In my class who
were content to stay at home and play
tag when they weren't in school.

I had the first rifle myy fathor gave
me, and {t wasn't any toy rifle plcked out
for a boy. My father dlin't care for
fancy outfita efther for hunting or for
fishing. So he gave me a 45-7) Winches-
ter. That gun was big enough to kill
clephants with, and when I tried it on &
quall It dldn't leave ansthing but a cloud
of feathaers flonting tn the air. I snapped
at & jack rabbit running away from
me across the =and and the whirling
bullet took him end on. All 1 found was
his hide and bhis ears and hind legs. As
for gute posts, that gun wonld have
driven a chunk of lsad through a domen

or two of them stood up in lne. T wns
vary anxioue to try it on blg game.
There wera deer all around in the hills

in those days. You could find thelr trallx
everywhere along the ridges and leading
down to the water in the valleys. Omne
morning 1 etarted out with ths big rifle
ovar my shoulder, intanding to bring in
a deer and surprise everybody.

It was & fino day. ¥Funmny bhow delalls
etand out In a wman's mind after so
many years! Thera wasn't a cloud in the
eky and 1t was juet cool enough ¢to ha
comfortable. Every now and then & jack
rabbit Jjumped out of the brush amd went
fiving along In great leaps anmd bounds,
or a cotton tall scurried under the grease
wooidl and dismppenred In an  Instant.
'!?l;e\ro wersa birds hers and there and lit-
tle lizards that ran over rocks in the
sunghine and stood bebbing their hemds
up and.down ae long as T waa In sight,
A road-runner went anlong the sSmooth
trall aliead of meo liks a =printer until ho
dl=appearced, and T looked around to seo
if he had bulit in a rattlesmakes anywhere.

Often in the desert or the mountain
valleyn I have found trances of & road-
runneér's work. A road-runnear Is a long-
legged bird. He llkes esmooth ground
whermn he can faka a long running start,
and the wny he can make thoss bony
lege Ny Is & wight. A road-runner’'s chlef
business 1s killing rattlesnakes. Wihen he
finds one psleep he gathers a lot of eac-

tus thorne. Then he bullds a clrcle of
thorns all arcund the snaka lying thers
asleep in the coll, turns ali the points
carefully in toward ths center. steps
bzck a little and begins to meke =

racket. The soake wakes up, =eos the
road-runner, looka the hedge all over,

-~
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finda that he can't get through it any-
where, and muakes up hls mind to dle
an tha spot. He strikes himself with
his own fangs and in a few minutes it's
all over for the snake. Then the road-
runner squaks a coupls of times, clears
away the oactus thorns, and haa a
rattler for Iunch.

This particular bird had disappeared,
But, as luck would have it, I happened
to find his vietlm out In the middle of
a clear patch of sand. The stnake had
Just awakoned, I guess, for he WAS
twisting and crawling slowly around
and around inside the hedge. Now and
then he'd Iift hls head high and start
to slide across, but as soon as his neck
touched the thorns he'd draw back
quickly and go aquirming arcund agaln.
There weren't any openings in the
fence.

To hurry matters a little T plcked up
n switch and tapped the rattier over
the hend with 1t. Ha got into a great
rago, and In a minute or two he turned
deliberntely and stuck his fangs Iinto
Lis own body down near the tall He
pulled the fangs freo and struck again
nnd agnin, slowly -and heavily. I
didn't wasta any more timoe wniting to
ses him die. He wans practically a dead
rattler then, I didn't want his rattles
because they alwiyvs sald it was bad
luck to cut off the rattles of a rattler
that had time to z2trike himself befora
he dled. His blood Is full of poison,
wnd if you happen to get it on your
knife bilade and cut yourself aftorward

there may be trouble.
1 was up in Big Tahunga Canyon
now, keeplng my eyes opan for deer,

and sure enough, not long befors sun-
get, 1 ran into two doe and a fina buck,

hay were standing In a group. in ansy
range. right In a2 lttls sully,

Up rame the 45-70 Winchester to my
shonlder., I drew o fine bedad on the
buck and pulled the trigger. A puft
of dirt flew up into the air from the
bank just behind my buck. who lt-out
up the hill, I eould hear him crashing
through the thickets, The two dJdoes
tore off into the brush and disappearaed.

For a moment I atood there, the most
disappointed boy in the world., 1 had

heen cock-sure

of dropping my game,
and all I had done wns to raise the
dust beyond him. I followed his trail
for a lttle way In the dusk and gave
it up. He was badly scared at least,
and there wasn't a chance that he'd
stop running for miles.

When I got back my bGHig brother
maet me.

*“Wall, Jim, did you get a dear™ he
asked,

*“No, I had a chance, but I missed,”
1 said gloomily.

"Are you sure you mlssed?

I told him all about It

“Jim,"” sald he, “I'H bet you

hit

.‘.“-\_ Y werr ARD PUullED
e > The TTRAGERR, -
buck. We'll go out In the morning and

get him."

I didn't feel wery optimistie myself,

but early next moarning my brother
and I started up the canyon. When @
got nenr the place where I had n
the deer there ware two or thr 1=

tures salling in lazy circles overhead.
Looking around, ‘we could see others,
high up in the alr, coming toward us,

“You got that deer,” sald my brother.
"We're just In timae.™ .

Sure enough we followed up his trail
and found him without much trouble,
Ha was hit & Hitle way back of the
shoulder. .

Since that day I've often been sur-
prisod by the witality of wild thinges.
A man—an ordinary man—hit ke that
wouldn't have moved far enough 1o
atep out of his tracks. Just the shock
of o bullet is hoavier than any knock-
down blow ever dellvered in the ring.
Many i time I'vée Goen & bear str k
by & bullst go down and roll over and
over as If he had been hit by a rall-
road train.

S ——
CHAPTER IV.

I Mave My First Bl Schoolboy Fight.

My father used to tell stories about
our fighting ancestors evary now and
then, but not often cnough to excite too
much Iinterest. "Thae Jeffrias family
was heard of in the Revolutlonary Wuor
and in the Indian wars,” bhe used to say,
“and let me tell you, though thay wera
o gquist and peace loving peoples, thoy
naver allowed themselves to be
whippad.”

That was the principle I trled to fol-
low I never pleked any rights, but If
one started In splite of me, 1 took grent
Joy in not allowing myself to be
whipped. Tha surest way to prevent
that wasg to pound the other fallow un-
til he gave In.

When I was n amall boy In the Arroyo
Seco school, near our home ranch, thero
wnas & blgger boy in the school named
Frod Hamlilton. Fred and T had some
rivalry, although at that time I hand't
growmn very tall He wua 18 years
old and welghed about 185 pounds. I
welghed about 140, but I was stocky
and broad and strong even then.

One day Hamliiton and I got Into an

argoment. After a few words he
reached over and hit me. Now, my
fothor used to say, "If an enemy smite
thee, turn the other chesk.” thought
that was all right, but {f he hit the
other cheek, too, whatever followed
wns hls own fault.

Remembering the Elble lessons at

home and these precepts always Iald

1 envE B
A FIERCE BDEATING

down by my fother, T turned the

other
chenk according to rule,
“Just hit me once more,” 1 sald, “and

I'll get mad.*

e did It,

And then things began to happen. I
might not have had a chance with him
when wa were both on our feet, but I

S — —— <4

HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPION
OF THE WORLD

rush and threw him flat on the gro
Before he could wiggls away T was «

I caught him with a hip loclk at the 1

top. hbnmmering w hands I
didn't know anyt fair, stand-
up fighting In th e dldn't

bother my head abom
Evarything went
throw mea off and
beating. HIils eyes
his face brulsed w
Then I let him up
the schoalho d
Of course
on tho spot
“Did you
teacher,
at Fred
I 4a14,*
The teacher
and Inughed. e
aizes made it =com
AT uny rate, teacher
that lHttie Jimmy wns
nnd refused to punish

there waos

do nll this damnage? skod
after taking a good |

sald L
looked

ball at mo and .xlj' e .‘.;. th @
plcked It up and throaw It b

nnd I seconded J
kid. At first the
him, but he stuck it
the other boy g
writers

and
Collego
light work to
something that

50 1 went to work

the Lacey Alar ipany.
1 fronworkers
| Hera my » rv good
|1‘ masters t and In
1‘.':"-‘ months I that

ng

nny man in

1o e T Boss To Giis MR
TwE FHARDEST WOoRr, WE HAL.
tha Tou
then Ev
followad the
Lo

to B

Sometimoen piay ail ni witl

witlk of nl and go on tha job again
when thoe v tle blew, 1'd asak the bhosa
to give ma the work he had, ]
that I could i i | 2 1
oft just for Lt me o
soma saft Job nnd when 1

fell asleap doing It

b 1y lmit to

| Botr Imes I'd go he

| dny 2 that, determi
sleop 1 i And
boys and curds,
other all-night gar

to plle on top of 1

There weéra some gros t
milis. My beat pal wa alled
Spooedy. We weore 1 W
wera both str the

y* ever meot

strongest man I ever § T
¥ qarintendes

anywhere. Today U«

of .o ine down In Mexico with my
brother Jacl and is mallirig morae
money than he did In the iron. But 1
doubt that he anjoys it any moros L i
the old days.

Specdy could fight iike o demon. Fla
wnans biullt for It from the round up.

7 broad shoulders and
big hands, wi a grip
ke steol. He was short-hod and
long-leggad. Oftan we called him “"The
Gorilla"” bescnuse of a favorite trick of

He had enormo
long narms and

his. During thes noon o or after
work he'd climb Into o t
| vight up Uke & monkey,
| from branch to branch with !
| T've asen him go away up into a
|

trea and drop 10 or 13 feot a branch

to branch on the way down. Sometimes

he'd talkks a big swing and let go and
eatch a branell so far off to one side
that the feat seamoed impoasibin,

Thera were other strong men
ecrowd, but Speedy and T seemod to
it off waill together. We
far apart when fun or {troubie
brawing.

(Copyright, 1010, by the A=sncinted Lite
erary Press In the United States, Can-
nda and Great Britain. All rights re-
nerved.)
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IN WASHINGTON

TOGO FINDS HOBBY-HORSE RIDING FAVOR-
ITE EXERCISE AMONG GREAT MEN

"Wash, D. .

To Exiitor 1 Orogonian who knowa
bhow pecullar it is to act natural
Dear Mr. Sir

National FPress
ous reporti
location, took =
thelr literary ém

off from
a Hobhy-

Horsa Par Homn Cannon,

was Invited and I wasn't This made

tha party an insured auccess
Howesverly, 1 & Cousin Nogi was

enabled to 4
foe-cream e
ably thern
Hobby
tng exclied manwmer:

Some famous gentleman who is there 18

in ssecretly behind tho

50 we was unsvold
acesn what Thix
Game is played in follow-

W

Haorre

given two or three drinks of stimulus,
thenn ha is told, “Ariss upward, please,
and fell us what Hobly-Horss lp most

pleasant {or your mulnd to ride on.” So
#Hon. Great Man arouses to his feet and
taligs sbout himself for 8% minutes What
Folitician could be while dolng
this?

Hon. Jo-lincle uprosns A cOoAX

“For many annual years | have owned
and loved a Hobby Homse" he =ay.
“ame of this famous wooden animal
is Pat. Fa is not mmuch of & racer, but
s 48 8 fina stander. When I jead this

unhappy

withont

\

falthful animal into the Mousza for =«
hard day’'s work, I always bhave the com-
fortable feeling that Pat will stay hitched
io the Speaker's Desk where I kdtched
him. If bhe over moves—and he aln't
showed any desire to mowve these 14

. years—then you will know that my IHobby

hns walked awway and took mie with him.*
{(Slight sobhs by him). *If this Pat horse
alould ever pass off to other handm I
hopes his new Owner will treat him
gentiy lfka I done. And 1t is my nighty
proy apd Jdaily peotition that he will
never be straddled by a Rough Rider.

“T'va owned poor Pat since "6l;

I've stood Pat and Pat's stood me.
And when I am gone, if a status fair
You build to me on some public square,
Picture me then as the Cast Iron Boss
Still sitting pat on the Same Old Hoss.”

Hon. Giff Pinchat, a bright young man
intercsted In the forestry business nextly
uprose and made song words,

"My Mobby Horee' he report, “is a
gfhoroughbred mammal of very bhighe
=lrung tempernture. I got him from the
Roosevelt Stables He Is» not a very
tanmie horse. He !s addlicted by wiid
habits. T am sometimes afraid that he
iz not even a good Republcan—therefore
he will never act respectful to Party
Whips. Kicking and biting are among
hils @ttractive traits. Already he has
pokad his heel through the Interior
Dept and chewed soms holes in the Ad-

ministration. Also he has bucked mae
off from my job and left ma whoare I
am. Howaverly, I admire the spirit of
this steed, and expect idm to bealiave less
narvus when his TFormer Owner gets
back.”

Sat -down for him,

Hon. Doc Wiley, detective of Bad BEggn
and Criminal Boup. looked wvery minus
when require to make a toast on Hobby
Horsea

“In my Pure Food position,” he re-
pelled, "I can have nothing to do with
toasts, because they are usocally very
impure. You also ask me to mention my
favorite Hobby Horse. I haven't got
none. To tell you truthly, I do not care
for Horses—not since ] wvisited the stock-
yards and aeen them prepared into
canned turkey.™

Bet down for him. 8o this pleasant
Party exploded apart and was enjoyed
by all

Since this famps dinner collapsed, Mr.
Editer, me and Nogi has been putting
our intelllgence together and thinking
about Hobby Horses which must ba rode
by all SBtatesmen of high and low ca-
pacity. S0 wa put on our mmost careful
frockaway manners and went knocking
among ths Public Offices. Thusly we was
enabled to have delightful conversations
with spsveral Grant Peoliticlinse who did
not see N soon enougll Lo escape, Fol-
lowing is ssveral:

To Hon. Nels Aldrich ws require:

| *'What favorits Hobby Horse do _you ride

whan hiding away from serious work?’

“Parlor Magic ¢ my most [réequent
game,” retrieve Hon. Aldrich with tailor-
made smiles. “T got n trick called ‘Fix-
ing the FPrice' which is very popular at
church socinl=. I tnke a small roll of
entton cloth end hold it In my glove,
‘Do you wish this {o go up or down? I
require sweetly, '‘Down. pleassa!' they re-
port foolishly. 8o 1 take this roll of
cotton cloth and Jift it graduaily to the
celling. ‘Do you notice it is golng down 7
1 require, ‘Yes, yes—It Is sinking through
the floor!' they cry eggeriy, quite Ignor-
ant of the fact that 1 have just hung it
to the chandeller, Such i» the power of
mental delusion.

Quick walk-away by me and Nogl

Hon. Frank Hitchicock say “1I am also
Interested In Parior Games''

“Whitt one of thess do you mosily pre-
far?' we requlre.

“Postoffice,”” he report like he wisht we
would go.

Quick knook-out for me and Nogl

Hon, Wm. H. Taft, prominfnt FPresl-
dent, say hls hobbles are all hopelesw
since he got a ottomobile. Teasing the
Trusts, he say, s a nice Winter amuse-
ment, becauss it {3 hermless and do not
injure nobody. This Taft man is crazed
about baseball, becauss he can set still
eating fattening peanuis and let the Na-

tiona! League do all the work. *T nm
not sporty nboat most sports’ he dib.
“How about Golluf?™ 1 requesh.

“Goilut is not & sport—t is & duty,”
-

[T] 108.2 IR

he gubdble peevily, e ho wae talking to
& Corporation,

Mo and Nogl could
becnuse we wa= not

To Senator Crane of Mnes wa ask-{t,
*What Iz your special f4d or mania?*

"Getfting back toe the Senate for an-
olher term,” hée report promptly like a
soldier,

Mo and Nogl eloped onwards.

Senutor Smoot of Ulah say-zo0 “‘My
favorite gnme Iy Follow Your Leader. I
Bhold the championship for the season.'

Goodbye from me and Nogl

not stay to Ilunch,

invited.

Hon, Vie Burdack of Kas report, "My
favorile Hobby is collecting waluable
things "

“What are you collecting now?" re-

quirs me and Nogi together llke chorus
girl=.

“Insurgent votes,'" ha dJdepose,

Me and Nogl make note of this phe-
nomenal.
Hon. Bryan O'Toole, Government

Plamber who have labored with the leaky
condition of the Capitol Bldg. for 3% to
30 years, Is a very deepdown student of
human-nature, especially when found In
Senators. "Time Iz past™ msay this
0'Taclse man, *“when Btatesmen can ar-
riva to Washington and try to sucoeed
without =ome sort of cocentricity. Many
n. young Folltlelan has remained in
Washington for a brief Winter., then
faded llke a snowball fn tha Spring.
Caune of why? Because he never dons
nothing in no way pecullan from nobody

else, He didn't
evening fronot,

wear fried egg on hly
noither did he shoot =
ear conductor who disagreed with him
on the Open Door in China. He simply
ran his SBenatorship like he ran his hand-
ware store at home—cealmly and with hiy
oya *on the profits.

“This,'” say Hon, ("Toole, “Are no way
to beo a Statesman in this day of great
thoatrical enterpriscs If a gentleman
wisli 1o represent his Blate properly hae
must get hil® npnume In the paperms, He
must lose his diamond-studded raxor, or
buy a flying machine or be caught talk-
Ing with Senator Guggenhelm over a map
of Ala=ka™

“Is this why Hobby-riding is so pop-
ulgr among great Washington msn?T" I
negotiate.

“S8ure I1s!" renlg Hon O'Toole. *“‘Ben-
ator Aldrich lectures Bankers” Alllances
and Benator Dolliver lectures Chat-Talk-
wa ladles. Senatnor Kean grows stock
and Senator LaFolletts grows hoir.**

““They have doubtleanly got good rea-
rons for doing what they done,” I dally
forth.

“Do you reallss what the Suffrogette
maid when she stabbed the FPolleeman
with a hat-pin?" he pop ont,

“What utterance did sha =ay, please?’
I ask llke a minstrel show.

“She say, ‘Next time you seo me per-
haps you will notice I am coming,” " de-
runge this plumbing person.

“Did Hon Thos. Jaff and Hon, Hen
Clay, find ft necessary to geot some hob-

bles In tholf
next guestion

past-off goncration?™* was

for ane.

“Ah, Japanesa Schoolboy.' collapen
Hon, O'Tool “"Jelfferaon & Clay llved In

n gpeneration
by kerosene
scarcaly

E

v

when advertining
lampa T

enst a t
le 1lluminntl

o me nnd vay feeliug ko
a Tamily of
Hoping mme

IIMURA TOGO.
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A

(Copyright, 1910, by t aociated

Riblical Wisdom.

Jatrome S. MoWiie
address at Duyluth,
a number of children's
tions tha been submitted

gquotad

bibllca
\

at had

compatition for a J15 New York
Among the more whimsical
Wers;

“Manna is being polite.*
“*Jerussalem was surrounded
to keop In t milk sand hones

with
1

“Jacob was a patriarch by trade In
them days people lUved on ¢ 1, k=
[ horses do now. They alwaya called pud-
iden and porridga messes. Jocoh éould

ent a good mess, but Bsau., who was the
oldest, could not eat ax much as you
might think. The patrisrch Moses never
ats nothing except when thoere waa a
| famdne,

”n




