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By P. J.

Babe’s Last Prayer :

Cooney,

ABE was a bear—a round, plump
bundle of brown fur; soft, pad-
ded paws; twinkling, misehievous

eyes, and an_inquisitive nose that was
forevor gotting him into trouble,

Sines the day, a year ago, when
Farmer John Clayton had carried him |
home from beside the body of his
slaughtered dam, Babe had been the
pot and playing of the boys at the
Clayton Farm. He followed thom
about like a dog, wrestled with them
on the grass in the shadows of the old
archard, fussed with the eat and
squabbled with the old hound when-
ever hie could tease that dignified dog
into & recognition of his existenee,
But for Mrs. Ulayton and her broom|
be bad a wholesome respecl, rewem-|
bering the many times his explorations
among her pots and psns bad ended |
in his own bhurried and ignominous
axit from the kitehen door.

But today Babe was ill at ease, It
wis the first day of the fall school
term; the boys had mysteriously dis-
appeared, and he was lonesome, There
were no shouting lads in the shadows
of the old orchard, and the great barn
was silent and ampty.

Restlessly he sniffed along the path,
waddled out the open gate, and, rais-
ing himself erect, pguzed wistfully
down the road. There was no one in
gight. He slapped at o butterfly
flitting above lis head, lurched after
ft & fow steps, then promptly forgot
about it to inspeet the end of & grass-
grown log. For half an hour he loit-
ered lazily along the sunlit road nosing
st pumerous anthills and pausing to
nibble at the raspberries that grew
ripe and luscious along tho rail fence.

Suddenly he stood ercet. To his nos-
trils had come the familiar and net
unwoleoma seont of man; he conld hesr
the low murmur of voices. Iis shrewd
little oyes were scanning the veran
dsed fromt of the log school house,
The open door invited investigation.

Quietly bhe drew himsalf wop the
steps and into the lobby. For a space
he stood stariog up at the long row
of caps and luneh buskots, on the
pegs sbove hin head. Odors of bread, |
¢uoknd meats and other desirable ent
ables drifted down to his uplifted nose,
Rising on his bhnunches, le tore o
packuge from its fastening and was
greedily devouring its contents, when
& yousg womun, book in hand, stepped
into the lobby. Her startled seream
brought a rush of feet, then & simul- |
tancous burst of laughter.

““Why teacber,'! waid 12.year-old
Coorge Clayton, ‘“it's only Babe, my
tume bear. He won't hurt anyone,
I'll tnke him home. Come, Babe, you
rusenl. Come home.'!

Obediently, but reluetantly, the bone|
shandoned the feast and followed the|
boy out the door und down Llhe road. |

It was Babe's first visit to H.o|
school bouse, bul by no means his last. |
The tempting nrray of goodiss in thei
luich baskets wns ton pleassnt a pros-
pect to be readily relinquished. Hard-
Iy » week thereafter but be was ua-
ceromoniously ojectod from the lobby,
repeated experiences which taught him |
guile, He soon learned to steal nois- |
lessly up the steps, slip through the
door, snateh a lunch from the pogs|
and disappear unnoticed into the shrub. |
bery. |

IT. '

will have to do something!
about the boar, father,"" proiosted Mrs, |

v
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Clayton. “'For thres yonrs now the
teachers nt the school have boen eom-
plaining about him. He is slways get
ting out of the barn, and they eun't
keep the door at the sehool elosed
these hot days. Mike Dolsp, ono of
the trustees, cullod today to see you |
about it."'

HY¥es, I'm afrnid so,"" agroed ber
huuband, *"Ho is thrae vours old now,
auid | notice that he is losing his play
fulness. A eub iz all right, but a full
growh bear— Oh, well, 1 suppose wael g
aan sell ‘him for o gogd price o the
buteher. Pear steaks sare getting to
be something of u rarity.'”

had!  Ochh ek, dod,"" gasped
George Clayton in indigannt  amnie
mont, *‘sell old Babe to the bubeher!
Oh, vou wouldu't] dwl, you woeldn's**

Ol afrmid go, my Boy, ' Kaid bhe
fatber thougbtfully, **You see, he's'

almost full grown now, and he'll soon
be getting cross and mean.’’

‘‘Babe mean?’' protested the Iad.
““Why, dad, he's just that gentls he'll
do anything I tell hum. Look hore '’

‘‘Babe—gome- Babe,'' he called into
the dusk,

Bahe, grown larger and heavier now,
enmo swinging into the rvom, his node

muzzles mot with soft whimpering
gronts of pleasure.

Deliberately, mastorfully Babe start-
od sway. Ho paused and glanced bask
with a preemptory grunt. The other
vbediently followed, and the two set
vut at u steady pace towards the deep-
er receeses of tho forest

The wildernves had cluimed its own
again,

I

Ten years had passed; Old Babe and
|his mischiavous pranks were but =
| half forgotten memory.

John Clayton, older and grayer now,

expectantly ereot

"“Holl owver, Babe—roll over," the
boy commanded

The animal shuffled uneortainly, his
little eyes fixod on the pioce of bread
in George's hand, them he sank to
the floor, and, with a grumbled whine,
aceomplished the feat.

t¥Now, I'll show you lis best triek,*’

| annouseed the boy, ** Now, Babe, suy.]"”“"ﬂ'“

your prayers—say your prayers.'’ He
held out a pioce of meat at arm's

length.
Thae bear rocked back and forth for
a moment, then with an impationt

“whoof'" he sut himzelf erect, His
head sank on his ehest aud he eov-
ered his eyes with his paws.

““Woof, woof,'" he grunted.

The “fnther laughed outright.

““Well, George, wo'll sea, 1t does
scem & pity. Perhaps we can sell him
to a cirens. At any rate,’’ he con
cluded, **we'll sloep over it.'’

That night, long after tho lights
in the Clayton home were extinguished
thei shadowy milonse was disturbed by
the slow pad, pad of footsteps on the
soft grass a5 the shambling figure
of Babo shuffled around the eorner of
ths baiding, Noso low, head swing
ing, ha wandered to the brow of the
hill overlooking the rallroad traek and
the river road.

Aeross the wide moonlit world
breathed 8 warm wind Iaden with the
mysterious alluring message of the
springtime. Babe stood ereet, his paws
drosping, his gure fastened on the
black stretch of piney wooda aeross
the stream, his nostrils quivering to
overy vagrant gust. Then he dropped
to all fours, whined pathetically,
shuffled abeut restlessly for s moment,
and ngain rose on his hannches

Above the ceaseless song of the river
cams the hoot of an owl and the long:

drawn howl of a fardistaot wolf.
Bube's throat rmmbled a low re
spouse. Somothing away far off in

the depths of the dark woods was eall-
ing—ealling to him. It was the voice
of the wilderness, the wildarness but
dimly remombered—the racial memory
of wide untrodden spaces, of dark re-
treats, where the shadows and sunspota
played on carpets of crumpled leaves,
whore cool streams loitered lazily be.
tween moss-grown bhunks and ansiént
treo trunks., The wildernoss was eall-
ing its own

““Woof, woof,"" he grunted gently
with yplifted nose,

Unocertainly he shambled down the
slope, climbed the fence, swung aeross
the road and the railway trask and
into the pines by the river edge. He
paused for & moment to drink, then
stood staring longingly at the farm
houss stunding darkly  silhovetted
ngainst the starlit sky.

Five minutes later, wat and dripping,
he clambered out of the water on the
apposits shore, and, striking a wood
land path, cantered away, No hesi-
tation, no uneartainty now as the miles
fell away behind him. But into his
movements bad come something of far
tiveness, The rumble of a wagon on o

corduroy road ecaused him to slink b through thoe first of the shrubbery to

hind & bufh and uwait its passing. Ha
gave clearings snd homesteads & wids
berth and befors morning had crept
into a eleft of rocks, ecighteen miles
digtant on the odge of the untrodden

wililerness that swept in billows of
misty blue away to the Laurentian
Hilla,

Ho awoke with the dawn, ravenously
hungry., Tearing aport o robting Iu;:,l
lin wus bhusy feasting on the white

ubg;, when he puised his head and
foud starle still, his body quivering,
cery merve alert

From the bushes to the right came
a tustling and o lond grunt. The
shrubibory  partod, and another bear,
smndler thun Babe and lighter in eolor,
pneggeld dnto the open, For a brief
space the two animaly eyed eael other,

then they drifted together, sud their

{gun along in ease I should meet some

stepped out on the kitehen porch, and,
|shading Lis eves with his hand, gesed
lnnxiougly to tho northward, where a
gray pall mounting high to the firma-
ment told of n forest fire. The acrid
smell of smoke was heavy on the
| morning air,

*“If the breeze from the north holds,
it will be into the sctiloments in 24
he commented to his wife.
|*“Hnve you heard anything of the fire,
George,'' he inquired of his eldest
son, who, burdened with two milk pails,
came striding up to the door. The
lanky wehool boy was now & lithe
young man of 25,

‘‘liooks bad, dad,”’ he rosponded.
“‘Fire jumped the Waba OCreek last
night. Woods are full of bob eata and
game eclearing out befors it Frank
Hawkins, they say, shot & deer in his
elearing this morning. Good thing it’s
the open season,'’

‘‘Bettor take the pony,’' suggested
his father, “‘and ride down the road to
MeNab's and find out if he has heard
anything.**

‘‘Believe I will,

I just take the

venison on the hoof.’’

He stepped to the wall, took down
the rifle from the pegs snd hurried
toward the stables.

1V,

Ten years had brought no echange tol
the gray weather-beaten log sehool
hovse, save that other children filled
the long benches and another teacher,
& tired, sharp faced woman, sat at the
desk. She rapped loudly for order. All
day the children had been strangely
restless,

“Unn't you sit quietly in your sents?
You seem to be all upset about the
forest fire. Burah, soo what is making
that noise in tha lobby. '

A Dbig girl laft her plaee and glaneed
through the doarway. Her instantane-
ous seream, ‘‘It's a bear—a big bear,'

brought twenty startlod ehildren to
| their feet.
! Nonsense, Barah—-"*"

A loud shuffling drowned the teaeh
er's voice. Then the doorway frumed |
a frightful apparition. Freet to his
full height of over five feet stood a
monstrods bear, shaggy of eoat, grivzled
with years, His mouth wasa slightly
open, showing hia red tongue, his sharp
whita teeth, His little oyes were
twinkling merrily.

A wmilent moment of swoetruck
horror, and then, with ecreams of terror,
teacher aud pupils  rushed for the
open Windows nad seramblod to outer
safoty.

The - animal dropped to the floor,
sniffed coriously along the row of
empty benehes, then lumbered back to
the lobby, seized a paper-covered pack-
age and piodded on down the roadway.
A moment later he was hidden in a
low-lying clump of eedars,

‘F

Goorge Clayton, eantering down the
{road, suddenly reined his horse. From
|the cedars to the right came the sonnd
|of voiees

Dropping from the saddle, he broke

meet an oxeited nssemblage of men
armed with guns and pitehforka,

“1t's a bear, Ueorge—he's in thare,"’
explained an olderly man. '‘Come on,
vou and I will go in and drive him
out."’

With guns at hip, the two eaotioualy
advanesd through a narrow lane-like
opening in the cedars, cars and eyes
zlert for sign or sound of the quarry.

As he caught sight of the two men
the bear raised his head from the scat-
torod popers ot his feet, There was
no wign of fear in his steady serutiny,
only enger, curigus interest, He sd-
vanead o step towards them and grunt-
ed questioningly. Then Clayton’s rifle
spiolie.
i'rh(- hear Jurched aidewise, torned
and snapped nt his #ide, then tumbled

over, clutching and clawing st the

grass. At the sound of the shot the
others came plunging through the
bushes,

‘"Keep back—koep back there "
warned CGeorge’s companion. ‘‘Ho may
make & rush. Say, he's & big fellow.'

But from the bear camo no motion.
Mo lay on his mide, gurgling weakly,
a trickls of blood flowing from his
mouth. One of the men rnised his gun.

“‘Bekter give him another.™

“‘No, no; he's done for."’

Goorge Clayton stepped nearer.
““Lord, what s whopper] I haven't
seen a bear,’’ he said reminissently,
‘ginee our Babe ranm away. That was
some smart boar, He'd do all sorts
of tricks Holl over, and stand up, and
say his prayers.''

At the sound of Clayton's voice the
anironl stirred uneasily, opened his eyes
and raised his hesd inquiringly. Then
be slowly serambled to his feet. Shouts
of warning came from the spectators;
n rifle erucked, but the bullet whizzed
hurmlessly nbove the ereaturs's head.

Weakly, laboriously, with every ef-
fort of his fast waning strength, the
great beast raised himself on  his
haunehes, bis chin dropped and his paws
mot over his nose,

HWoof, woof,'' he grunted gently.

The great, hairy body eollnpsed in a
thudding hesp. A quiver, n gasp, then
the mighty limbs stiffoned in a slow
contortion, Old Babe was dead.

Goorge Clayton dropped his gun and
bent over the prostrate figure. Ilis
face wis working strangely.

“ Boys, it was him—it was Old Babe,
come back after all these years, and it
was me—'' the words lumped in his
throat, ‘it was me that killed him."

The Polita Jap.

““In your country you compross Lhe
women's foet, do you not?"’

**No, madam,'' responded the Jap-
aneso ‘That is, or rather was, o Chinese
eustom. In Japan we allow our ladies'
feet to grow to their full wize.''

And thon, after 3 bow, he added in
the politest of tones:

‘“Not that they could ever hope to
rival yours, musdam,'’
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