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» CHAPTER . . from the woods. She lifted her skirts

Close to the sérried backbone of the
Jumberland ridge through a sky of
mountain clarity, the sun seemed hesi-
teting before its descent to the hori-
son. The sugarloaf cone that tow-

- ered above a creek called Misery was
.pointed and edged with emerald trac-
ery where the loftlest timber thrust
up its crest plumes into the sun. On
. the hillsides it would be 'light for
‘more than an hour yet, but below,
“'where. the waters tossed themselves|
nlong in a chorus of tiny cascades, the
“'light: was already thickenirg into a
i icathedral gloom. Down there the “fur-
riner’* would have seen only the rough
_ gourse  of the creek between moss-
ubated and shaded bowlders of
'3 ' The native would
' ‘have recognized’ the country road in
‘these tortnous twistings. A great block

'- /'of sandstone, to whose summit a man

sﬂn;llns in his saddle.could scarcely
/i reach’ his" fingertips, towered 'above
'-'_:‘ihe stream, with a gnarled ‘scrub oak
V' clinging tenaciously to its apex. Loft-
.Hy‘opn both sides climbed the moun-
_-tﬁm cloaked in laurel and timber,
., Suddenly the leafage was thrust
aside from above by a cautious hand,
and a shy, halt-wild girl appeared In
+ the opening. For an instant she halt-
‘ nll, with her brown. fingers holding
= - the brushwood, ‘and’ raised her
: tiqe ‘as. though lstening. As she
. gbood ‘with: the“toes of one bare foot
‘}ﬁ_ihtlhs in ‘the gratefully cool moss
#he laughed with the sheer exhilara-
tlon of life and youth, and staxted out
g{ﬂ:a ‘table ‘top of the huge rock.
‘there she halted. suddenly with a
startled exclamation’ and drew instinc
vely Mack." What she saw might well
have astonished her, for it was a thing
abe ‘had never seen Defore and 'of
which ‘she had never heard. ‘Finally,
;uum'ed 'by the eflence, she slipped
ddmsthebroadtwoo‘!thoﬂsftrock
ﬁolr R distance of twenty-five feet and
.uuad .again to listen.’
‘At the far edge lay a pair of saddle-
ﬁlu. ‘such as form' the only practical
‘equipmient - for  mountain ' travelers:
# Near, ‘them 'lay & tin box, littered with
#mall’ and unfamilfar-looking tubes of
mtt ‘metal, all grotesquely twisted and
Qtnlned.gnd Imlldathebo:wua
strangely lhqped plaque of wood
tuqued with & dozen hues. - That this
_plagte 'wis a pa.tnter's sketching pal:
“ette was al thing which she could not
:tnaw; sinca  the wiys of artists had
to ‘do with'a world as remote from
‘horowhuthellreofthamoonor

teries that made ap the wonderful life
wof “dnw below.” * Why had 'these’

; h tlaltli ithem. She crept over, eyes
.\ and ears alert, and slipped around to
the front of the queer tripod, with all
Ber ‘muscles polsed in readiness tor
fight,
A ha.lt—rspturnus and utterly astnn
»/ighed | oty broke from her lips.. She
Satared’a mement then dropped to the
* ‘fose-covered _rock, leaning back on
“her brown hands and gazing intently.
%/ ¥Hit's ‘purty!” she approved,
* Tow, mus‘lul murmur. “Hit's plumb.
“'dead beautiful!”
Ot eourse it was not a finished ple
--tnre—merely a study of what lay be-
fore ' her—but the hand that had
placed ‘these brush ‘strokes on the
academy board was the sure, deft
hand of a master of landscape, ‘who
. had caught the splendid spirit of the
-thing and fixed it immutably in true
and gzlowing appreclation. Whg he
~was; where he had gone; why -his
work stood there unfinished jand aban:
doned, were details which 'for the mo-
ment this half-savage child-woman for-|
" ‘got 'to" question. She was conscious
‘only of & sense of revelation and awe
5 iThen -ghe saw other boards, llka the
““one” upon the easel,” plled Tear 'the
_‘paint box. ' These were dry, and rep-
‘resented the work of other days; but
 they were ‘all pletures of her pwn
mountains, and iz each of them, as
in this one, was something that made
her heart leap.

To her own people these stzep hlll—
sides and “coves” and valleys were’a
matter of course. In their stony soll
they labored by day, and in their shad-
ows slept when work was done. Yet

f‘ gomeone had discovered that they held

~*

" a pleturesque and rugged beauty; that

‘they were not._merely steep felds
where ' the plow was ugeless and the
hoe must bs used. She must tell Sam-
gon—Samson,. whom she held in ‘an
artless <xaltation of hero worship; |
\ «Samsor, who was so “smart” that he
thought about things beyond her un-
derstanding; Samson, who could not
only ‘read and write, but speculate on
problematical matters. |
Suddenly she came to her feet with
8. swift-darting impulse of alarm. Her
ear had caught a sound. She cast
/searching glances about her, but the
tangle was empty of humanity. The
water still murmured over the rocks
undisturbed. There was no sign of
human presence, other than herself,
that her eyes could discover—and yet
to her ears came the sound again, and
mis time more distinetly. It was the
eound of & man’s volces, and it was
moaning-as if in pain. She rose and

b searched vainly through the bushes of

-,'. the hillside where t.ha rock ran out

BAR CARTOONS ON ROYALTY

Qerman Authorities 3:’; Caricatures
of (Rulers Discredit Dignity

AT of Empire.

B

in.—A semiofficial request has
- beerj igsued through the North Ger-
“man; (Gasette to avoid insulting lan-

guage about the rulers of the coun-
tries with' which Germany is at war.
“ The newspaper declares that carica-
tures of King George, Czar Nicholas
and President Poincare, exhibited in

In ay;

shop windows, do no credit to the dig- |

and splashed her feet in the shallow
creek water, wading persistently up
and down. Her shyness was forgotten.
The groan was a groan Qf & human
creature in distress, and she must find
and succor the person trom whom it
came.

Certain sounds are bafiing as to di-
rection. A volce from overhead or
broken by echoing obstacles does not
readily betray its source. Finally she
stood up and listened once -more in-
tently—her: attitude full of l.ensa ear- |
nestness. - P

“I'm shore a :fool,” sho mnouncad
half aloud. “I'm shore a plumb fool.”
Then she turned and' disappeared in
the deep cleft between the gigantic
bowlder upon which she had been sit-
ting and another~—small only. by com-
parison. - There, ten feet down,'in a
narrow alley littered with ragged

stones,  lay the crumpled: body of a|}

man. It lay with the left arm doubled
under it, and from & gash in the fore-
head trickled a thin stream of blood,
Algo, if was the body of such a man
as she had mot seen before.
Although from the men came alow
groan mingled with his breathing, it
was not such a sound as' comes from

fully conscious lips, but rather. that

of a brain dulled into coma,
Freed from her fettering excess of

shyness by his condition, the girl|

stepped surely' from footBold to foot-
hold until she reached his side. ' She
stood for & moment with one hand on
the dripping walls of rock, looking
down while her hair fell abeut her
face. Then, dropping to her  knees,

she shifted ' the: doubled body into-a|

leaning  posture, '.straightened ':the
limbs, and began exploring /with effi-
clent fingers for broken bones.

She had found the left arm limp

above the (wrist, .and her fingers had |
dlaxnosed'a broken  bone. But uncon- |.
aclousnasa must. have come from the

blow on ‘the head, where a brulse was
already blackening, and e gash still
trickled blood. g
She lifted her skirt and tore a long
strip of ‘cotton: from her single pettl-
coat. Then she picked her bare-footed

way swiftly to the creek bed, where

she drenched the cloth for, bathing and
bandaging the wound.. When she had
done what ehe could by way of first
aid she sat supporting the man’s
shoulders and shook' her head dubi-
ously.

Finally the man’s !tds ﬂuttered and
his lips moved. ' Then he opened his
eye:.

“Hello!” said the at.mnsar, vaguely.

*“I seem to have—'"" He broke off, and
his lips smiled. It was a friendly; un-
darstandlng smile, ‘and the girl, fight-

A Ln\»'Grloan_ Mingied With His
Breathing.

ing Hard the shy impulse to drop his
shoulders and flee into the kind mask-

'ing of the bushes, was in a measure

reassured.

“You must hev fell offen the rock ”
ehe 'enlightened.

*] think I might have fallen into

‘worse circamstances,” replied the un-

known.

“] reckon you kin set up after a
little.”

*“Yes, of course.,” The man suddenly
realized that although he was quite
comfortatle as he was he could
searcely expect to remain permanently
in the support of her bent arm. He
attempted to prop himself on his hurt
“hand and relaxed with a twinge of ex-
treme pain. The color, which had be-
gun to creep back into his cheeks, left
them egain, and his lips compressed
t'lemselves tightly to bite off an ex-
rimmation of suffering.

“Thet air left arm air busted,” an-
nounced the young ‘woman, quletly.
“Ye've got ter be heedful.”

Had one of her own men hurt him-
self and behaved stolcally it would
have been mere matter of course; but
her eyes mirrored a pleased surprise
at the stranger's good-natured nod and
his quiet refusal to give expreseion
to pain. It relleved her of the neces-
sity for contempt.

“I'm afraid,” apolagized the painter,
“that I've been a great deal of trouble
to you.”

nity of the German people, and that -

the fatherland must show itself su-
perior to its foes, not only on the fleld
of battle, but also in the intellectual
weapons of warfare.

GYPSY GETS GAY INTERMENT

Trenton, N. J.—Winky Penfold, the
twenty-one-year-old gypsy, was buried

with the formality of her tribe. She.

was attired in a gnwn of silk laveuder
and reposed in a casket trimmed In
radiant colors. The funeral took place

|| her journey,

Her lips and eyes were sobar as she

replied.

“I reckon thet's all right.”

“And what's worse, I've got to be
more trouble. Did you see anything
of a brown mule?”’

She shook her head.

‘“Ha' must have wandered off. May
I ask to whom I am indebted for this
firet aid to the injured?”

“I don't know what ye means.”

. Bhe had propped him against the

rocks and sat near by, looking into his

face with almost disconcerting steadi-
ness; her solemn-pupiled eyes were
unblinking, 'unsmiling.

“Why, I mean who are you!” he
laughed. .

“I hain't nobody much. I jest lives
over yon,”

“But,” insisted the man, “surely you
have a name.,”

She nodded.
© “"Hit's Sally.”

“Then, Miss Sally, I wnnt to t.hank
yO.u.n

Once more she nodded, and, for the
first time, et her eyes drop, while'she
sut nursing her knees. Finally she
glanced up and asked with plucked-up
courage:

i “Stranger, what mout yore name
e?” ;
“Lescott—George Leacott.”
“How'd.ye git hurt?"

He shook his head.,

“I was palnting—up there,” he said;
“and I guess || got too absorbed in the
work. I stepped backward to look at’
the canvas and forgot where' the edge
was. 1 stepped too far.”

The man rose to his feet, but he tot--
tered and reeled against the wall of
ragged stone. The blow on his ‘head
had left him faint and dizzy. He sat.
down agsain.

“I'm alrald,” he ruetully admlttad
“that I'm not quite ready for discharge
from your hospital.”

“You jest' set where yer at” The
girl rose.and pointed up the mountain-
side. “I'll light out across the hill and
fotch Samson an’' his mule.”

“Who and ‘where is Samson?” he
inquired. He realized that, the bot-
tom of the valley would shortly thick-
en into ‘darkness, and that the way
out, ungulded, would become impos-
'sible; “It sounds like tha name of &
strong man.”

“T means Sameon South,” slm ¢n-
llshténed. as though further descrip-
tion 'of one 80 celebrated, would be're-
dundant.  “He's over thar 'buut three-
qunrters. Lieon it

"Threa-quart&a of a m!let"

She nodded., What ‘else could throe-
quarters mean? ;

“How long wlll it take yon?" ha
asked.

She dellbemted “Samaons hoein
corn in the fur hill field.  He'll hev
ter cotch his mule. Hit mout tek a
half-hour.”" 5

“You cdn't do it in'a hnlr-hou.r, csm
you?' .~

“I'll jest take my foot in my hana,
lm' llght out.” She tumed. and with:

d was gone.

t last she came to a polnt where
a' iﬁ.ﬂng rose on the. mountainside
abdve her. The forest blanket wae
strlpped off to make way-for & fenced-
in and crazily tilting. field of young
corn. High up and beyond, close to,
the bald shoulders of sandstone which

w themselves against the sky, was
the figure of a man. As the girl halted
at the foot of the fleld, at, last, panting

on the outstratc.had panorama below
him, ~~

Samson South was mnot, strictly
speaking, & man., His'age was per-
haps twenty. He sat loose-jointed and
indolent on the'top rail of the fence,
his hands hanging over his xnees, his
hoe _forgotten. Near by, propped
against the rails, rested a repeating
rifie, though the people would have
told you that the truce in the “South-
Hollman ‘war” had been unbroken for
two years, and that no clansman need
in these halcyon days go armed afield.

CHAPTER IL '

Sally clambered lightly over the
fence and started on the last stage of
the cfimb across the
young 'corn rows. ' It was a fleld stood
on end, and the hoed ground was un-
even; but with no seeming of weari-
ness her red dress flashed y_cadfastly
across. the green spears, and her voice
wae raised to shout: “Hello, Jdamson!”

The young man looked up. nd waved
a languid greeting. He did nyt remove

| his hat or descend from hi. place of

rest, and Sally, who expectagd no such
attention, came smilingly on . Samson
was her hero. Slow of utte~ance and
diffident with the stranger, words now
came fast and fluently;as shy told her
stofy of the man who lay hest at the
foot of the rock. .

“Hit hain't long now tell asndown,”
she urged. "“Hurry, Samsor, an’ git
yore mule. * I've done give him my
promise ter fotch ye right atraight
back.”

Samson took off his hat, ai.d tossed
the heavy lock upward from his fore-
head. His brow wrinkled witt« doubts.

“What sort of lookin' feller air he?”

While Sally sketched a de,cription,
the young man's doubt grew graver.

“This hain’t no fit time ter be takin’
in folks what we haln't scquuinted
with,” he objected. In the waountains
any time is the time to take in strang-

guarded from outside eyes.

“Why hain’t it?” demanded the girl.
“He’s hurt. We kain’t leave him layin’
thar, kin we?”

Suddenly her eyes caught sight of
the rifle leaning near by, and straight-
way they filled with apprehension.
Her militant love would have turned
to hate for Samson, should he have
proved recreant to the mission of re-
prisal in which he was bidimg his time,
yet the coming of the day when the
truce must end haunted her thoughts.
She came close, and her volice czak
with her sinking heart

i e S L

-

from the camp grounds near Ewing-
ville.

The girl's rings, beads and bracelets
were buried with her, and all articles
that could not be placed in the coffin
were buried before the funeral serv-
ices, Even the girl's pony cart was
burned.

London.—Persons who take a gloomy
view of the war in England are called
“Dismal Jimmies” and the “A. L. L.'s,”
the latter being an abbreviation of the

“All 1s Lost” brigade.

‘ness. be in these parts, stranger?”

F1 | from her exertlons, he was sitting on |
the rail fence, looking abeently down

ers unless there are secmits to be.

"Wimt alr hit?” sbs tmu!y -devumnl-
ed.- “What 'air hit, Bamson? What
fer hev ve fotched yer gun ter the
fleld ?" '

The boy laughed. “Oh, kit ‘alat
nothin' pertic'ler,” he reassured. “Hit
hain’t nothin’ fer a gal ter frel hersalf
erbout, only I: Einder: suup!cions
strangers jest now,”

“Alr the truce busted?* Bhe pmt the.
quertion in a tense, deep-breathed
whisper, and the boy mplled muallr.
almost indifferently. .

“No, Bally, hit hain’t jaat ter. n.!
busted, but - ’pears like hit's rlzht
smart cracked. 1 reckon, though,” he
added in half-disgust, “nothin’ won't
come of hit” v

Somewhat reassured, she bet.honsht
herself again of her mission,

“This here furriner haint got no
harm in him, Bamson,” she pleaded.
“He ’pears ter be more like a gal than
a man, He's real puny. He's got
white skin and .a Yow of ribbon on
his neck—an' he paints.pictchers.”

The boy's face had been hardenln?
with contempt as the description ad!
vanced, but at the last’ words a glow
came to hls eyes, and he demanded
almost breathlessly: s
: "Palnt.\;rtctehmr How do ye kiiaw
that?” .

“1 neun 'em. He was paintin' one
when ha fell offen the rock and husted
his arm, It's'shore es beaytiful es—"
she brole nff, then added with a.snd-
den peal of laughter—'es er plctcher.”

The' young man -slipped down from |'

the :fence, ' and ‘reached: for the rife.
The hoe he left where it stood.:
“T'1* git the nag,” 'he announced
briefly, and" 'swung oft without further
parley toward the curling spiral of
smoke that marked a cabin a quarter
of a mile below. Ten minutes/later
his bare: fest swung against the riba

of a gray mule and his rifig lay bal:} :

anced acrose the unsaddled withers.
Sally sut mountain fashion behlgd
him, freing straight to the side. - .

So they came along the creek bed:
and inte' the sight of.the man who
still sat ‘propped against the mossy

rock. As Lescott looked pp he closed: |},
the case of his watch’ and put it back

into his ‘pocket with a smile
“Snappy work, that!” ‘he called out’

“Just’ thirty-three  minutes.

belleve it could be_done.’
Samson’s’ face was, m'askllke. “but

as he surveyed the toreignar, only’the |

ingrained dictates of the conntry'
hospitable code kept out of his eyes

uputrun ™ H'.hum. M

epoke slowly and: difidenly. -
“Strapger,” - he ventured,

hain’t askin” too much, will ye let- m,e

see ye paint one of them thihgsf’
“Gladly,” ‘was the prompt: raply
Then the boy added covertly: '

gt mJ.f-'"

“Don't ‘say mothin’ erbout. it tef e

none of these folks. They'd devil'me.”
The dusk was falling now, and. zhe
hollows chaking: with murk. '
“We're nigh home now,” sald Sam-
gon at the end of some rainutes’ silent,
plodding. “Hit's right beyond tjmt
thar bend.”

Then they rounded a point of tim-|

bor and came upon & small party: of
men whose' attitudes even in’the ‘dim-
ming light conveyed a subtle suxtu-
tion of portent,

“Thet you, Samson?” called an'- old
man’s volce, which was still very deep
and powerful.

“Hello, Unc’ Spencer!” mp[led the
boy.

Then followed a
until the mule reache

ence unbreken
- tke' group, re-

vealing that besides the 5oy anotber |

man—and 8 strange ma>--had 1olnldf
their number.
IlEvenlnl

silent, and in thelr lllence m wl-
dent constraint, \

“This hyar ‘man's & tmma:‘. m
nounced Samson, briefly.  “He ‘fel)

i o

1 d:!dn‘l. o

a gleam of scorn for this frgil mem- | |§H

ber of & sex which should be stalwart.
“Howdy ¥’ h? sald. Then he added
puspicionsly: “What mout yer busi:

Laacott Bave ‘the Odyssey of his wan-
derings, since hé had rented a mule
at Hixon and-ridden through the couns
try, sketching where the mood promyt-

ed and pleeping wherever he found a

hospltabln mot at the coming of the]
evening.

“Ye coma from over on Cripple!
ghid? 'Ihé boy fiashed the question

‘with'a sudden hardening of-the volc,
and, ‘when he was affirmatively dnp-|

swered, his eyes contracted and ‘bored’
gearchingly into' the stranger's faco.
“Where'd ye put up last night?"

mouth’of Mesting Housa fork; ‘do you'|:

know the. pliice?”
Bamson’s reply was curt.
“I knows hit all right.”

rather an awkward.pause. Lescott’s
mind began' plecing . together frage
ments of conversation he had heard,
until he hiad ussembled a sort of, men-
tal jigsaw puzzle. b

The Bouth-Hollman feud had been
mentioned by the more talkative of
his informers, and carefully tabooed

'by. others—notable among them hin

host of last night. ' It now dawned on
him that he was' crossing ‘the boun-
dary and coming as the late guest ol
a'Hollman to ask the hospitality of s
South,"

“T dldn't know whose houee It was,”’
he hastened tc explain, “until 1. was
benighted and asked for lodging. They
were very kind to me. I'd never seen
them before, I'm a stranger here-
abouts,” I ¥

. Samson on'y nodded. If the explana-

‘tion falled to satisty him, it at least

seemed to do so.

“] recken ye'd better let me holp
ye up on thet old mule,” he sald;
“hit's a-comi1’ on ter be night.”

. With the mountaineer’s ald, Lescott.
clambered astride the mount, theén he
turned dublously.

“I'm eorry to trouble you,” he ven-
tured, “but 1 have a paint box Bnd
gsome matarinls up there. If wyou'll
bring thein down here, I'll show you
how to pack the easel, and, by the
way,” he arxiously added, “please
to handle tgat fresh canvas carefully—
by the edg r-—it's not dry yet.

He had mtlclpated hppatient con-
tempt for his artist’s impedimenta,
but to his gumprise  the mountain boy
climbed thy rock and halted before
the sketch with a face that slowly
softened tc in expression of amazed |
admiration. Finally he .took up the
square of acydemy board with a ten-
der care of -which his rough hands
would have seemed incapable and

! stood stock m!1], presenting an anoma-

lous figure In bis rough clothes as his
eyes grew a.nost idolatrous. Then
he brought th.e landscape over to its
creator, and, though no word was
spoken, thers :1ashed between the eyes
of the artist, whose signature gave to
a canvae the v-lue of a precious stone,
and the jeans-plad boy whose destiny
was that of the vendetta, a subtle,
wordless meseage. It was the coun-
tersign of brotherg-in-blood who rec-
ognize in each other the bond of a
mutual passior.

The boy and the gir], under Lescott's
direction, packad the outfit and stored
the canvas in the protecting top of the
box. Then, while Sally turned and
strode down creek in sesrch of Les-

.| ’d totch him Kome ter stay all n:dn‘"

| cott’s lost mouut, the two men rode

Kill 2,099 Lions in Seven Years.

Two thousand and ninety-nine moun-
taln lions Hiave been killed in Call-
fornia sinee 1907, according to a state-
ment by the state fish and game com-
misslon. Of this number 118 have
been killed in the state for the six
months ended June 30. The state pays

‘a bounty of $20 for each lion killed.

The total cost of killing lione has
been $41,980.

Humboldt is the banner county for
this year, and for every year.. In the

. pilx months ending with June Men-

i

I'Tunrnck sout_ _
oﬂan a rock an‘ got hurt.
The elderly. man who had hailed

‘boy nodded, but with an ‘evident
noyance. . It peemed. that to bing,

others. deferred 8s' to 8 oom.mmm ' ge
omce-r The cortege ‘remounted aad |:

stranger,” thay suﬂd ;
him, gravely; then" again .they -fell ||

.ers,'whleh wilt make
u‘to bazime to'tas

much . am_a gtrl who Ima tv%m;hr
tétned.” . Bl

Tifus; & mtod1 -Joete - Jemder;’
hﬂd in

rode slowly toward the house. Lthi‘t .-. e

the elderly, man came dlongald‘
mule and inguired: . i

~“Thet's m.r bu:lne

{“Mebbe hit aln't”
talneer spoke w‘lth no ,l‘alelitm
deep gravity. ' “Wa've Deen, '

Tﬁe oﬂ g

news?"

" *What news?” 'I‘he bOJ’ Fﬁ} tll ;
| question noncommittaily, .
“Jesee Purvy ‘wal _shot’ lhis mun- !

. | tng”
There was &  moment's pausa—-'-

The boy vouchnted ‘no reply. L
. “The ‘mafl rider done told ME

Somebudy shot five shpots from' the || ¢
lanrel. . . Puryey hain't dled yit. |
aoma 'says as-How hig folks J

A r-
has sent" ter Lexington) fer tlleo‘-
hounds.” ¢

" 'The bofiéyuhogantomlﬂc

hatefully, ;

“1 ' reckon,” “he lpoko slowly. .‘.'h.
didn’t git shot none t0o EQOL.": A

“Samseon!” The old. m‘n volce had'
the ring ‘of t‘.l_etenhlpad snthorll!
“When'I dies ye'll be the head of the
Souths, but so long es T'm a‘Trunnin’
this hyar:fam'ly I keeps/ my. ward ter
friend an’ foe-alike.. 1 mckon Jesse
Purvy knows who got. 361‘0 pap;  but
up till mow. no ﬂouth haln't never
busted no truce.”

The boy's voice dropped 1ts snt!nan
and took on a shrill creacendo of ex:
citement as he flashed out! his retort.

“Who eaid a South. done busted
the ‘ruce this ¢ime?” .

Olu Spicer South' gazed searchingly
at his nephew. : '

(TO BE CONTTN’UED)

Queerest Dance In the World.

The Godavari dance of ‘the malay-'|

ers, or drummers, of Malabar i a very
popular function ‘when 'the native
farmers are taking their ease after the
hard work ‘of harvest. . The principal
chgracter is a weird figure supposed |
to repressnt the sacred cow -of the
gods, Kamachenu. <A small boy car
rles this about 'while the 'other per
formers, decked out in primitive fash-
fon with painted bodles and hideous
tnasks, go through a weird dance, ac
companied by much drum beating and’
ginging. Wherever it goes the cow
is supposed to shower blessings and-
prosperity, and so, ostensibly to please
the animal, but in reality to satisfy:
the dancers, presents of mioney, paddy
or rice are given to the performers..
This custom has been in existence
from time immemorial and is likely
to continue as long as agriculture em-
dures among the Hindus of Malabar.~
Wide World Magazine,

What Attracted Him.

A mother took her four-year-old som.
to a restaurant for his first luncheon
outside of the nursery at home. Hu
behaved with perfect propriety, and
watched the elaborate service with’
keen interest. When the finger bowit
were placed on the table, he noticed
the square white mint on the plate
at the side of the bowl, and ew
claimed: “Oh, mother, look at th4
crnning little cakes of soap R
hrought us!”—Harper's Magazine

S S P
doeino, Trinity and Siskiyou are next
in order named. Los Angeles county
claimed bounty on 15 lions in seven
years. \ i

After Washing Oilcloth. - -

After washing oilcloth and linoleum,
be sure to dry it properly. If [left
damp it will speedily rot, and finally
become totally spolled. It i8 a great
mistake to. use too much-water for
washing it. The cloth éhould merely

ent, bt |

i He he o1
‘“Red Bill Hollman’s house, at the oueany erb_out m 'H 3. m m

.| get Hold iof {
LIt lies ton aaep fo o

{.r

that no: one’ wn.uld ever- ‘dream

‘pression:’ ") NS
tist in convereation, and it: ls such &

why the msjorlty of us slion!d brnncb

ing- made-the art ot arts:
No matter how expert.

you ‘cannot use. your expertness al-

power- to converse weal.' S S

DEMAND, =

——

was discussing Colonel Goethals, who
has won world wida ‘renown. for- his

canal, for the head of ‘the police de-'
partment, hd said he wanted the big-
 gest man in America for the job. -
The ‘man ‘who Is in mnat demand
everywhere today is the ma.n ‘who can’
do things, the man with 'y vigproua
{nitiative and the quality of fine lead-

thing, the ‘man with reaourcatu!nesa.
the man of productive power, s . °

There are plenty of men who cam,
do routine work, who can follow pre-
scribed lines, carry out' in detall a
program which others make, but the’
man of original force, of constructive
energy, who can get out of the bedten
track and blaze away for others is as
rare as he is valuable, "~

There is always a big premium on
the man of original ideas, progres-
give methods, the man of produetive
force, the thinker. There {8 an ad-
vertisement up at the door of every
house of human endeavor for such a
man. Great business concerns are
scouring the country for men of this
WWW

. Unemotional.

“Many years ago a great battle was
fought on this plain. I see two armies
clash. Thousands fall to rise no more.
The, ground is drenched with blood.

‘| Horrible! Horrible!”

f ‘sControl yourself. All I see is an un-
usually fine crop of wheat!”

.Getting Into Trouble.
The sultan was slightly peeved.
“He i8 a venerable man, this mis-
slonary,” explained the grand vizler,

be wrung out shd paaled ovar thq wurs
lace. A i : :

~but he teaches that all should pay

‘they haye not:had the advantages of.
the hlgher schoolsi - Many p.requegq
graduate - hag ‘been ‘sflenced ‘and ‘put |
‘to shame’ by mopla who: have neyer.
evgn been: to & high school, but who
have- c:klt.hrated the arb of aelfe;-.'

‘Now angd. then we' maet a real a.:— )
treat and :delight that we' wonder |l
bunglers in ‘our expression; why' we
ghould make such a boteh:of ! the e’
dium of commun!cation bétween: ‘ha-
‘| man belngs, when it"Is; npnhle b! bq-,

vou ‘may be |
in any. other aft or ' accbmplhhmcnt ‘time,

MAN WHO OﬂN DO THINGB Ia IN k
"When Mayor Mitchel of New York |

masterly construction of the Panamia |

ership, thé man who can create some- |

ways and 'everywhere as you can l‘.ha e

ea.gle fof . a darl:l'lll

plumage, bat - “excesalve
two feet long, measuring
tip of wlns g5 uttle :
feet.

o -~

Too Ronﬂfrlya '
“Miss Jennie did not
my song at alL”
“No ‘wonder, when she" hn.. I
phone job." - s
“What has her :loh to 60'%_. A
singing?” TP
“Very much, when ym.r _M_ P
Hear You Calling Me."": | '

their debts, from the hlshent
lowest.”
"Bythebeardotthe
thundered the sultan, 'he is zoo- !
durned personal” .
Whereupon the Sub!ima Pode alno- %
gated all scraps of paper, !ormoﬂs
known as treaties. B ;

Correct.




