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Q
“MOTHER!"®

John Btunrt Webster, mining engineer, hoords a train In Death Valley,
Callfornia, om hir way backh to civilization after cloaning up $100,00¢ ut |
ooks llke & hobvo, Then he meets g distressad lady, who maken his heart flop
avar He aliminttes Lhe offending man Belng whit he (s and also girl-ahy,
he does not v advantage of his opportinity., Bul he just has to find out
that she Is Ialores Ruey In Denver he 18 offored o 325 00:a-voar Job by a
ciupitnlist 1 Edward P. Jerome He recelvea i deiayed jetter from hin
own particular pal, Bllly Geary, asking him to findnece o gold-mining propost
tion In Central Ameriea and go Afty-fifty with him on the profits, Thearcupon
he tlirna down the big Job and decides 1o Anawer the call of friendship and
adventure to Sobrante Jerome goes with John to the depot They meel
the dixtressed lady on her wiy to ths samae (faln John lifts his hat, but
gets the cut direct from the girl, who does not recognize him,  John tells
Jerome the whole story Jerome secretly scem the girl, offering her §$10,000
if shie Induces John to take his job inside of ninety days, The girl accepts
The scene now ahifts to Buenaventura, Sobrante, whers Geary, on his uppers,
Is eating his heart out looking for a cabiegram from his old partner. Fa has
oxleted for two months on credit extended by Mother Jenks, keeper of a dis-
reputable hotel. Dolores cables Henrietta Wilking (Mother Jenks) that she
is on her way to visit her. Mother Jenks breaks down and tella her story.
She has been sducating Dolores, who Is the daughter of former President
Ruey of Sobrante, deposed and executed by President Sarros, Mother Jenks
doesn’'t want Dolores to find out she is no longer respectable. So she and
Billy plan for him to mee’ the steamer and to turn the girl back.
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- CHAPTER VI—Continued.
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9o thia was the viglon he had volun-
teered to meet aboard La Estrellita,
and by speelons e and hypoeritic
mwien, turn her hack from the portals
of Buenaventura to that dear old
United States, which, Bllly suddenly
recalled with polgnant paln, i& a siz-
able eountry In which a young lady
may very readily be lost forever. With
the quick eve of youth, he noted that
Diolores was perfectly wonderful In a
white fiannel skirt and jacket, white
buck boots. white panama hat with a
gorgeons puggnree, n mannish lirtle
linen eollar, and a red four-in-hand
tie. From under that white hat peeped
a profuslon of erinkly hrown hinlr with
a slightly reddish tinge to it: her eyes
were blg and brown sand wide apart,
with golden flecks In them; thelr
glunece met Billy's hungry gaze simply,
directly, and with a curlosity there
wis no attempt to hide. Her nose
was patrielin ; her heantifnl short up-
per lip revesled the tips of two per-
fect, milk-white front teeth: she was,
Bily Geary told himself, a
before whiom all low, worthless, orpery
fellows ke himself should grovel and
dle happy, If perchance she might be
#0 minded as to walk on thelr faces!
He was aroused from his critieal in-
rentory when the hourl spoke agnin:

“You haven't answered my question,
sir!"

“Ng." sald Billy. “I didn't. Stupid
of me, too, However, eome to think
of it, vou didn't ask me any question.
You looked It. My name |8 Geary—
William ¥, Geary, by profession n
mining engineer and by nature an
‘rmornmus, and 1T have called to de-
Mver some disuppolnting news regard-
ing Henrletta Wilkins"

“Is she—"

“She ig. Very much alive and In ex-
cellent health—or rather was, the Inst
time it was my pleasure and privilege
to call on the dear Indy, But she isn't
In Buennventura now.” Mentally Billy
asked God to forgive him his bluck-
hearted treachery to this winsome girl,
He loathed the task he had planned
and foisted upon himself, and noth-
ing but the memory of Mother Jenks'
manifold kindnesses to him In a day,
thanks to Jack Webhster, now happily
behind him, enuld have Induced him
0 go through to the finish.

“Why, whera Is she?" Dolores
querled, and B{My could have wept at
the fright In these lovely brown eyes.

He waved hiA hand alrily. “Quien
sube?" he sald.

i illess

“She left three waeks

only person who had her address, the
cable agent referred It to me, Under
the clreumstances, not knowing where
I could reach you with a enble inform-
Ing you that Mrs. Wilkins wans headed

for Californin to see wyou, 1 had no
other alternative but to let matters

take their course. 1 deecided you might
arrlve on Ln Estrellita, so I enlled to
welcome you to our thriving little eity,
and, a8 a .riend of about two min-
utes' standing, to warn you away from

tl "

Billy's mlen, as he wvolced this
warning, was so singularly mysteri
ous that Dolores’ curiosity was

aroused Instnntiy and rose superior
to her grief, "“Why, what's the mnt-

ter?" she demaniled,

Billy loked around, as If fearful of
belng overheard., He lowered his
voice, “We're golng to have one graml
Httle first-clags revolution,” he re-
plied, “It's due to bust almost any
night now, and when It does;, the

sfreets of San Duenaventurn will
red with blood."

Dolores hlanched,
she quavered. “Do they still have
revolutions  here? You know, Mr,
Geary, my poor father was killed In
one."”

“Yes, and the s=ame old politienl
gnng that shot him is still op deck,”
Bllly warned her, *It would be high-
Iy dangerons for a Ruey, man or wom-
an, to show his or her nose around
Buenaventurs  abont  now, lesldes,
Miss Ruey, that isn't the worst” he
continued, for a whole-hearted Ind was
Billy, who never did anything by
halves, “The clty Is reeking with
cholern." he declared.

"Cholera !" Dolores’ big brown eyes
grew higger with wonder and concern,
“How strange the port suthorities
didn't warn us nt New Orleans!"

“Tish! Tush! Fiddlesticks and then
some,  The frult company
everyithing, Miss Ruey, and the news
doesn't get out.”

“But the port doctar just sald the
passengers couid go ashore”

“What's a human life to a dactor?
Besides, he's on the slush-fund pay
roll and does whatever the higherups
tell him. You be guided by what I tell
you, Miss Ruey, and do not set foot
on Sobrantean soll. If you stay
abhoard La Hstrellita, yvon'll have your
nice ¢lean stateroom, vyour well-
cooked meals, your bath, and the at.
tentlons of the stewardess. The steam-
er will be londed In two days; then
you go bhack to New Orlenns, and by
the time yon arrive there I'll have
been In communication by cable with
Mother Jenks—I1 mean—"

“Mother who?' Dolores demanded.

“A mere sllp of the tongue, Misg
Ruey. 1 was thinking of my landlady,
I meant Mrs, Wilkins—"

“I'm g0 awfully obliged to you, Mr

run

“Oh, denrie me,"

censors

ey Haven't Anawered Mv Question™

ago for New Orleans to visit you. |
dare say yon passed each other on the
road—here, here, Miss Ruey, don't
ery.”

He took n
while Dolores
went thirough sunury
nelng bhrave. Then he procended with
bis nefarious recital

recess of thrse minutes
dabbed her eyves and
ather motions of

“When vour cablegram arrived, Miss
guey, nnturally Mrs. Wilkins was not
apr, Yy T v g i, ' an | uH ,!,.

Geary, You're so kind, I'm sure 1'd
he n most ungrateful girl not e he
g lded by vou  accoridingly, You
wouldn't risk any friend of yours In
this terrible place, would you, Mr
[ Geary 7"

1 “Indeed, T would not, By vwrmitting
t anvbody 1 thought anvthing of to come
]Tfl this clty, 1 should fedy gullty of
| murder.”

Vo “I'tn o sure you woulfl, Mr. Geary
r Nevertheless, there 18 one point that 18

\

not quite clear Inowy mind, and 1 wish
you'd explanin—"
I ‘Commnnd me, Miss Hoey'

“If this Is such a frichtfal place
why nre vou 2o anxious, If 1 may em
ploy language, to hornswoggle
your dearest friend, Mr. John 8. Wab-
ster, Into comipng down liere? Do you
want to kill bim nnd get his money—
oy what?

Billy's feew flamed st thought of the
smbarrassing trup his glib tongue had
led bim mato, He cursed himself for
a star-epangled lackass, nond while he
was engaged In this Interesting pas
time Dolores spoke aguln

“And by the way, which s 1tY
Wilking or Mrs.? You've ealled
hoth, and when [ reminded you
wakr a Mias, you agreed with
wherens she 18 nothing of the
She's a8 Mrs Then hiurted
sometking ahout 0 Mother Jenks,
finally, Mr. Geary
comiplete

such

AMlias
her
ahe
e,
sort,
oul
||h|{
T me that
stranger vou

o

It occurs
fiwe 01 are un
duly Interested in my welfur I'm

naot sueh o Enode as to assh e vour

8, Webster ean risk Buenaventura, 1
ean also"

"“You—youn know that old tarantu-
In?" Billy gasped, *“Why I—1 came
out to warn him off the grass, too”
Dolores walked n step closer to Bllly
and eved him disapprovingly, "I'm so
gorry 1 ean't belleve that statement,”
she replied. "It bappens that 1T wus
standing by the companion-ladder
when you eame aboard and spoke to
the purser; when you asked Wm If My,
Webster was aboard, your face was
alight with eagerness and anticipation,
but when you had reason to believe he
wans not abourd, you looked so terribly
disappointed 1 felt =orry for you,

“I'm golng ashore, If It's the last act
of my life, nnd when 1 gat there I'm
golng to Interview the cuable agent;
then I'm going to call at the steam-
ship office und scan the passenger (st
of the last three north-bound steam-
ers, and if I do not find Henrletta Wil-
kins' naine on one of those passenger
lists I'm golng up to Calle de Con-
cordia No, 10—"

“1 surrender unconditionally,"
gronned Billy, “I'm a lar from be-
ginning to end. I overlooked my hand.
I heg of you to belleve me, however,
when [ tell you that I only told you
those whoppers becnuse I was In
honor bound to tell them. Personally,
I don't want you to go away—at least,
not untll 'm ready to go away, tool
Miss Ruey, my nose 18 in the dust,
There I8 a lfever In my braln and a
migery In my heart—"

"And contritlon In your face,” she
interrupted him laughingly, “You're
forgiven, Mr. Geary —on one condl-
tion."

“Neme it he answered,

“Tell me everything from beginning
to end.”

So Bllly told her. *1 would much
rather have heen vigited with a plague
of boils, like our old friend, the late
Job, than have to tell youn this, Miss
Ruey,” he concluded his reeltnl, “Man
proposes, but God disposes, and you're
here and bound to learn the truth
sooner or Inter. Mother isn't & lady
and she knows I, but tnke it from
me, Misa Ruey, she's n grand old
plece of work. She's g scout—a ring-
talled sport—a regular Individual and
game as a gander.”

“And T mustn't eall at Bl Buen Ami-
go, Mr. Geary ™

“Porish the thought! Mother must
enll on you. Il Buen Amigo I8 what
vou might term a hotel for tropleal
traomps of the mascullne sex. Nearly
all of Mother's guests have a pu#d,
you know. They're the submerged
white tenth of Sobrante,

“Then my benefactor must conll to
soe me here?' Billy nodded. “When
will you bring her here?"

Billy reflected that Mother Jenks
hnd been up eather late the night be-
fore apd that trade In the cantina
of 1 Buen Amigo had been unusunlly
brigk: so since he desired to exhibit
the old lady at her hest, he concluded
It might be well to spar for wind,

“Tomorrow at 10," he declared. Do
lores Incllned her head, Sowething
told her ghe had better leave all future
detalls to the amlable William,

“I remember you Inquired for your
friend, Mr. Webster, when you eame
aboard the steamer."

“I remember it, ton,” Billy countered
ruefully. “I ean't Imagine what's be-
come of htm., Miss Ruey, did you
ever go to meet the only human belng
in the world and discover that for
some mysterious reason he had falled
to keep the appointment? Miss Ruey,
yvou'll have to meet old John Stuart
the minute he lights In Buenaventura,
He's some hoy."

“Old  John Stoart 27
“How old?

“Oh, thirty-nlpe

she l]'.:o'l'h'l]

r forty on actunl

count, but one o. the kind that will
lve to he u thonzand and then have
to he killed with an axe. He's eom

Ing to Sobrante 1o help me put over a
mining deanl”

“Tlow Intervesting, Mr Genry ! No
waonder you were disappolnted,”

'he 1last sentence was o shalt deinl
erately lpunched ; to Dolores’ delight
It mude a1 Revhole in MIly Geaury's
Beurt

“Don’t get me wrong, Miss Rues
He hastened to assure her *1 have n
good mine, but Pd trade It for o b
ke from Juek! The Bl L.oril only
published one edithon of Jael nnd
Bmited the editlom 10 one volume:
then the plates were melted for the
junk we eall the human roce Twa
weeks ago, when 1 wan sick snd pen

nlless and despalring, the possessor of
g concession on a tortune, bfit with
out 4 centavo In my pockets to by a
bunnnn, when I wis & veritable beach-
comber and existiog on the churlty of
Mother Jenks, 1 moanaged lnaelly to
commmunicate with oid Jack ang
him where 1 was and what 1
There's his answer, Miss Huey
't not ashamed to say that when |1
got It I erled lke n kid,” And Billy
handed her John Stuart Webster's re
markable eablegram, the recelpt of

uld
hinil.
nud

woird tales of death from disense It

e L& spge 1w I f 1

which had, for Billly Geury., trans
formed night Into day, purgitory into
pnradise, Dolores read |1

“No wonder vou love him.” she de
Clured, und  added  artlessly ‘His
wifle st simply Iare o™

“‘He has no wife to bother his life,
s0 he paddlen iy own cunae, " By

rivei b “1 A’ beliove the Jd o *

dough has ever heen In love with any
thing more charming than the goddess
of fortune He's

“Abour Mrs. Jenks™ Dolores contin
ued, abruptly changing the subject,
“Llow nlee to retlect thnt after she
hnd trusted youn apd helleved in you
when you were penniless, you were
ennhled ta Justify her fulth”

“You bet ™ Billy declared,

woman-proof.”

“1 feel

that 1 can pever possibly hope to
entell even with the old Samaritan,
although 1 dd try to show her how

much I appreciated her”

“I ditre say you went right out and
bought her un impossible hat" Dolores
ehatlenged roguishily,

“No, 1 didn't, for a very sufliclent
reason. Down here the ladles do not
wear hats, But 'l tell you what 1 did
buy her, Miss Ruey—and oh, by
George, I'm glad now I did it,  She'll
wear them tomorrow when 1 bring her
to see you., I bought her a new black
gilk dress and an old-luce collar, and
f gold breast pin and & tortolse shell
halr comb and hired an open carringe
and took her for an evening ride on
the Malecon to listen to the band con-
cert.”

“DId she llke that?"

“She ate It up.,” Billy declared with
convietion, *I think it was her first
adventure In democracy.”

Billy's pulse was stlll far from nor-
mal when he reached El Buen Amligo,
for he was infused with s strange,
new-found warmth that burned ke
malarial fever, but wasn't. He wasted
no prefliminarvies on Mother Jenks, but
bluntly scquainted her with the facis
In the case. '

Mother Jenks eyed hlm a moment
wildly, “Gord's truth!" she gasped;
she reached for her fuvorite elixir, but
Billy got the bottle fiest,

“Nothing dolog,” he warned this
gtrange  publican. “Mother, you're
funking H—and what wonld your
sinled Boery say to that? Do you

want that angel to klss you and get g

r:m-‘l pggreesive tootting ; ke ha com

panlon, bejeweled and possessed of &
thin, earvefully enltivated moustnche
that seemed (o consist of abont nines
teen hndrs on one side and twenty o@
the other, Evidently once upon a4
time, as the story books have it, he
hnd been shot, Webster saspected &
Mauvser bullet, fired at long range. It

had entered his right cheek, juxt De-
low the malar, ranged  downward
throvgh his mouth and out through

s fold of Habby flesh under his left
Jowl, It must have been a frightful
wound, but it had healed well except
ut the point of entrancs, where It had
n tendency to pucker considerably,
thus druwing the man's eyelld cown
on his cheek and giving to that visual
organ 2omething of the appearnnice of
n bulldog's

Wehstor guzed after them whimsk
cully as he approached the counter,

“IM hate 1o wake up night
und find that hombre vith the pucks

sS00ne

ered  eve  leaning over me Hy the
wiy, he continuml, suddenly appres
henstvie, “do you get moeh of thag

paraguest travel on your lne?”
“About SO per cent. of it is off color,
sie"

Wehster pondered the SOper<cent,
probability of being berthed in the
same stateroom  with one of these

o
fit
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whiff of this brandy?”
Mother Jenks' eyes nctually popped.
“Gor', Willle,” she gasped, "nven’'t HI

told ye she's a lydy ! Me kiss the lnmbi ;

Hi trust, Mr. Geary, as 'ow 1 knows
my place an' ean keep it

“Yes, 1 know,” Billy soothed the
frightened old woman, “but the trouble
I8 Miss Dolores doesn't know hers—
and tells me I she does,
she'll forger it. She'll tnke you in her
armg ang kiss you, sure as death and
tuxea ™

And she 4id! "My lamb, my lamb,”
sobbed Mother Jenks the next morn-
ing, and rested her old cheek, with 1ts
rum-begotten hue, thie
tinted Ivory cheek ofSher ward,

wot 1T am—an’ to think——-"

“You're a sweet old dear,” Dolores
whispered, patting the gray head;
“and "'m going to call you Mother"

“Mr. Willlam IL Geary,” the girl
remarked that night, “1 know now why
vour friend, Mr. Webster, sent that
cablegrnm. 1 think you're a scout,
ton.”

For reasons best known to himself
Mr. Geary blushed furlously. "I—1'd
petter go and bhreak the news to Moth.
er,” he suggested Inanely, She held
out her hand ; and Billy, having been
long enough In Sobrante to have ne-
quired the hablt, bent his malarinl
person over that hand and Kissed It
As he went out It occurred to him
that had the lobby of the Hotel Mua-
teo bheen paved with eggs, he must
have floated over them like a wralth,
wo light dld he feel within.

CHAPTER VIL

something

close 1o rosie-

My

Woehster reached New Orpleans ot
the end of the first leg of his Journey,
to discover that he one day lnte
to boord the Atlanta—a banann hout
of the Consolidated Froll compeny s
Hine plying regularly between New Or

Was

lens und  thot company'™s  doepods ot
Limon and San Buensventurva-—which
pecessituted n wolt of three doys Tos
I i aiiner Lo Esteellitg of the Ca
pibibwpn Mell lTine, rinning to Carnens
il i
Flee aliveddlosd Loy ¥ t othiee Elekeet noflies
of the Chor in Mall Hoe Dot te
Iy n H tlis rusli N Uixe tha
rivi | ! Henvy
Th ] hip offiee wn n Chnal
b o vas wnltlng on twa
i \ Tidl palpally LEAA S PR ] )
{ i T B Whiess Do el
| | w1 ] n pusseugor | which
bix 0 or weanning  erldeally
Fhisle Indivg i UL A \ 0ooahnwvinls
thnt e 1 Iy Weliper  prepl
1N %) Ly hoylders (no dithienll tnsk
o e Gf stalure) o digeoveresd
It 1 bee the passenger list of the
stepmer La Estrellite.  They were con
versing together in low tones and Wel
stet vho hud spent wmnny years of
hig e following his professlon in

Mexlen, recognlzed thelr speech as the
bastyrd uf the peon,
He sat In the long wnll
and walted untll the palr
pleted their serutiny af the Wst, turned
Lo pass Out He glanc
nally., One was a (all thin anan whose
bloodalion inclined to “pop’
R littie I ience i the
Latlp- Amercienn that  he I drinking
more bard Hguor than s gowd for him

Spnnish
send
huving com

down

d B! them cus

eVEeE Wi e

fallible ov

Hig compunion was plalnly of the
pume racial stock, althoogh Webster
suspectsd him of o sHght admixrnre
af negra i H e wis LH LT h'l.-'.'.

“LION” AT LITERARY FEAST

How Great Historian of Civilization
Squelched the Jackals Who Had
Imagined Him Discomfited,
Lyulph Stanley was nn Englishman
of whom Lowell said that he “knew
three times ns mahy facts a8 any
young man whatever had any business

to know."

He had but one rival In that line:
Palgrave, who compiled the “Golden
Treasury.” Much Interest sprang up
among thelr friends when the two
went off on n trip together,

“It's an even chance which will re-
tnrn ntlve” sald ond man, solemnly,
Wihen they did come back, Palgrave
wis pale, emaelated, sllent; bhut Stan-
Tey, It seemed, was unmoved and more
allsknowing than ever,

One nlght, DRuckle, the nuthor of
“The History of Clvitization.'” wns luy-

the law on overy subject,
mugiificent  pomposity that

At Inst he put
uhout the hurne-

Ing down
with n
made the table qupke.
forth some sta.stent
Ing of a witeh, and set the date a
contury out of the way, Stanley, who
wig present, had borne some preceding
Inaccuracies very well, with only a
allght slinking of the hend and a red-
dening of the face.

Sudilenly his self-control gave way,
und he leaped to his feet, e extpnded
his hand, and plped forth, In n vigor-
ous treble:

“1 beg vour pardon, but the last
witeh was bumed at snch-and-such a
place, In such-and-such a year, In such-
and-such a manner, And her naome
wns soand-so, and you will find all
nbout It In a book to which 1 ecan
enslly refer you, and about which you
evidently don't know."

Torrents of imprisoned knowledge
were thereupon  poured on Buckie's
head, and the historlan of elvilization
snt wrnthful, extinguished, mute. But
an little later he had his revenge. Some
one mentioned o new dlictionary ns a
ool one,

“Tt 18" sald Buckle with solemnity,
"It Is one of the few dietlonaries I
have prend through with pleasure,”

The Intlmation that he had read
nny dietlonnry through with pleasura
so ustonlshed the guests that they for-
got his pust digseomfiture In new awe,

Noises Made by Elephants.

The elophant both hig trunk
and hls lunes In ealling, and he has
n Inege varlety of sounds and coms
Linatlons of gound with swhieh to ex-
press hlmself, wrlitos Charles Mayer in
Asin Magnzine. When rushlng an en=

T

“The Outlock Is Very Biue™

people and the prospect wins as res
volting to him as would be an unin-
vited negro guest at the dining table of
n southern fmmily. He hod all &
Westerner's hatred for the hreed,

“Well, Twantn tieket to San Boenns
venture,” he Informed the clerk, “bat
I don't rellsh the ldea of a Greaser in
the some statercom with me. 1 wone
der If you couldn’t manage to fix me
with a stateroom all to myself, or ot
lenst arrange It so that In the avent
of company Uil draow a white man®

“I'm sorry, sir, but 1 cannot gunr
antee you absolute srivacy nor any
kind of white man. at's pretty mised
travel to all Central Awmericnn ports®

“How many  berths (o your firsts
cluse stuterooms?"

“Two™

Webster smiled brightly,  He hoad
found n way out of the ditfieulty, “I'lIl
huy ‘e both, son," he announced,

“1 cnnnot sell you an entire states
room, sir.  IUs against the orders of
the company to sell two berths te
one man,  The travel I8 pretty brisk
and It's hardly fair to the publie, you
know,"

“Wall, suppose 1 buy one ticket for
myself abd the other for—well, for
my valet, let us say. Of course,” he
added brightly, 1 haven't engnged the
volet yet and even should T do so I
wouldn't be at all surprised if the ias
cal missed the boat!™

The clerk glaneed at him with a
slow smile, and pondered. “Well,” he
sild presently, “If you care to buy s
ticket for your wvalet, U'm sura 1
shouldn’t worry whether or not he
eitehes the boat.  If my fecords show
that the space 18 sold to two men nnd
the purger collects two tickots, 1 think
you'll be pretly sufe from Intrusion®

“To the horassed troveler,” said Mre,

| Webstor, “o meeting with a gentleman
of your peneteation is as refreshing
nE n cunteon of cool water in the does-
ert,  SMhoot ' wud he prodoeced s hands

ful of gold,

I will=provided 1 have one cmpty
bl aod the olerk turned fron the
counter o consult hils record of herthe
ey il nnd others reserved buat

Preswently b Taeed

the counter

gt pnild  Fos
Webster at

| “I'he outlook s very blue” bhe an

I potineedl “However, 1 hoave one hwerth

i n No, 31 preserved by oo gentlamnn

| who was to cull for 1t hy two a'clock |
10l " He looked ot hig wateh, e
IS Dow nogqunrter of onee, I the resiers
vitlon den't elalwed promptly at two

| o'clock | shinll cnneel It and feserve

for you hoth berths In that rooin If

vou will e good enough to lenve e
vour name and address 1wl oteles
phone vou unfter thont hoeur in tho
meantime, you may mnke reservation
of the ather bercth In the came stnles
roomw, | fesl very confident that the

reservation In No, 34 will uot be enlled
for, Mr.—er p

“Webhster—John 8
are very Kind, Indeed.
Chuarles.™

Youn
the S.Y

Wehster
I'm at

‘ “Thanks, ever so much, far
my life."

| CONTINU KD

fattie of

it BHE

udnl Is the foals who

‘adge othor peopla by thepselves.

ey he triompets sheilly, when enrnged
by wonmls he grombles honrsely from
his throat; Le expresses fear by o
shreill, brassy trumpet and o ronr;
and plensure by a  continued low
squenking through his trunk,

When apprehensive of danger or
when attempting to Intimidate an en-
emy, he raps the end of his trunk
smanrtly on the gronnd and trumpets,
The pecullnr nolse sounds ke that
produced by the volling up of a sheot
of tin.

In o moment of danger, the elephant
colls his trunk to protect It from In-
fury, When he Is engaged In heavy
wark, such as plling lnmber, he may
use his trunk to balance the load he
15 earrylng on his tusks, but never to
Lieny part of the burden, If an unhar-
nessed elephant must pull a rope, he
holds it In his mouth, tnking good care
to keep his teonk out of the way.

Beetle Hurts Pulp Industry.

A gray-green beatle has much to do
with the present shortage of paper,
The beetle 1s the adult form of the as-
pen borer, a grub which often destroys
whole plantations of the trees that are
w0 essentinl to the pulp Industry.

The beetle gnnws a slot In the bark
nnid deposits one or two eggs thereln.
From these eggs come the trouble
mnking grubs that gnaw Into the heart
nnd sapwood and so riddle the tree
that the first strong wind snaps the
wenkened timber,

Poplar and aspen—both fast grows-
ing trees, nnd for this reason very val«
unhle to manufacturers—are the ob-
focta of this horer's attucks. The Im-
ported Lombnrdy poplar and the com-
merelal eottonwond of the Mississipp
virlley are very seldom Injured, bat all
other natlve varletios are damnged by
| the urub,

I some arens, where poplar and
aspen predomingte, the standing dead,
fullon and dying trees exeesd L] per
of the total stand

el

Supply of Ostrich Feathers.

| Toe 1004 there were 1 0000 ostriche.
' In South Afrien These are now
rodd o] o WK, lermany and Auss

tein ate st out of the market for
font e Fonginmd Is inking o few
anidl they are ton costly for Franee,
Thee owtelol feather husiness of the
worrld 15 now o the hands of ahout
i T with  hestlguorters in l.on-
(an They holdd (rom SOURKLINNY tD
PRI 00 worth of ostrich foqthers,
Vi norionl  thines the workil's -llib]vl\"
l for o yoeor The Unlted] Stutes ieing
| practiently the only market for the
; fegthers this country has the =iy a8
bt the petee, and 18 glving from S00
| ta SO0 g pouidd, when In nn netive
| market they shiould belng from $S100
i Py ETHMY
l Frenzieder Finance,
Roherts Whnt's the mutter?

|

Munnees bothering you?
Richnrds-—Ywes, 1 owe Rogers $6, nand
today 've gt i, and he knows I'ves
got Ir, und he knows 1 know he knows
I Pre gotr It vmerienn Leglon Weekly,

Necessarily Thus,

ol Jowy your tell me you beélleve
0l et

M eaursy oertainly.”

AL Hirst sight®

“Naturally IYyuh o think anything
ke Lhat ¢'d lellow g secalid luuk T




