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Sammy Edwards, a taxi driver in 
a circus town, fell under the spell of 
the sawdust So in the autumn, when 
-the biggest of the four circuses came 
home to winter quarters, he struck 
the menagerie superintendent for a 
job. Fosdick sent him to McGuire, 
the "cat-house" boss, and after talk
ing to McGuire for ten minutes, Sam
my climbed back into his taxi an ac
cepted member of the staff of the 
XJreat and Only, with orders to re
port Sunday morning.' 

After it was all settled, Sammy 
broke the news to Kitty Elwood— 
and Kitty, without any ado whatever, 
broke their engagement. 

"If that's all the consideration I 
get from you, Sam Edwards," Kitty 
vehemently remarked, "all you get 
from me after thus is none at all. It's 
off—all off, and off for good. Here's 
your hat." 

"But, Kit," expostulated Sammy, 
•"you don't get it at all. It's only for 
one year. Look-it. I qualify as a 
full-fledged keeper in a couple of 
months. Before the show goes out 
I'm a fancy trainer and go one trip 
with an animal act—see? It'll get us 
more than I could save in three years 
at the old job—enough to start 
right!" „ 

"Two pu-pshaws and a pu-piffle!" 
Kitty, you see, worked in a paper-box 
factory. "Do you see much green in 
my eye? You're going with the circus 
because you've gone nuts on it—like 
every little boy in this town. You In 
a ring act! In five months! You'll 
be sweeping out cages the rest of your 
life—chambermaid to a smelly lot of 
animated old fur sets. You've lost 
out with me, Mr. Edwards. My hus
band's gotta have a balance wheel 
that can't be queered by circus char
iots. Goodby!" 

There was a finality about this that 
sent Sammy on his way without fur
ther word. Whereupon Kitty climbed 
two flights of stairs and wept copi
ously for an hour. 

Sammy didn't spend all that winter 
just chambermaiding to cat animals, 
He got to be a keeper with a certain 
cage of peculiarly pernickety leopards 
as his most especial care. He soon 
learned, however, that he wouldn't be 
in any ring act by next spring. It 
was January before McGuire Vould 
let him go Into the leopard's cage 
without a pointed iron bar in his hand, 
and February before he felt the least 
at home in that environment. 

But when March came, Sammy had 
got along so far that when he signed 
up for the touring season there was a 
clause In his contract giving him 
forty-five dollars a month extra for 
riding in that cage of spotted cats In 
the daily parade-^and the show fur
nished the fleshings. 

Opening In the "Garden" at New 
York, where circus parades have long 
been a thing of the past, the second 
booking was In the show's—and Sam-
my's—home town. As the fates would 
have it, it rained pitchforks at the 
first day's stand, and there was no 
parade. So that Sammy was called 
on to make his debut as an "animal 
king" before the eyes of his own 
townspeople. Also his first appear
ance in tights. 

Now Sammy had never ceased to be 
•ore in spirit over the defection of 
Kitty Elwood. Even among the sylphs 
whom he had encountered during the 
winter, pratlclng and rehearsing ani
mal acts or careering about the ring 
in the equestrian pavilion, there had 
been none equal to the task of dis
placing Kitty in his heart—and some 
very nice girls there were among 
them, at that Wherefore, as Sammy 
climbed into his nest of feline revolu
tionists It was with mingled emotions 
that he assured himself that Kitty 
would certainly be somewhere in the 
street crowds and that she could not 
fail to see him. What would she think, 
he wondered. 

It was a new cage. Cat animals of 
all kinds hate new surroundings—wit
ness Tabby at home. It was the first 
street parade. Caliph, the head devil 
of the leopard clan, detested the noise 
of band music None of the family 
was overly fond of human beings, and 
crowds of them frazzled leopardian 
nerves completely. 

A leopard with rasped nerves Is dan
gerous. To make It worse, the cats, 
thanks to delays In the costuming de
partment had never before seen 
Sammy In pink tights. And to top It 
«11, Sammy was nervous himself— 
something a trainer has no earthly 
business to be, ever. And the more he 
thought of Kitty being somewhere in 
the crowd the more nervous he be
came. 

The parade hadn't gone two blocks 
before Caliph, sensing the unrest In his 
master, began to show his Independ
ence. He sulked every time he passed 
Sammy In that never ending prome
nade of the cage, glared at him side-
wise and snarled—getting a rousing 
belt on the nose with Sammy's raw
hide that didn't improve his temper. 
But Caliph wasn't alone in hie mood. 

Eliza, hie big mate, never took her 
baleful eyes off Sammy for an Instant, 
while Hindoo, the biggest of the 
youngsters, kept his mouth open and 
his teeth bared two-thirds of the time. 
Even Never and Forever, the hitherto 
Cklrt] amiable cube* frankly and open

ly foreswore allegiance to the banner 
of King Edwards. 

It helped matters not at all that at 
the very first avenue crossing some 
one on the curb yelled: "Pipe Sammy 
Edwards all done up in pinkies! Gee, 
Sammy, but it brings out the legs 
great I"—an extremely embarrassing 
remark, since Sammy from boyhood 
had been painfully conscious of his 
slightly bowed nether limbs. 

Well, what with the animals acting 
like the deuce and the kidding he got 
from old acquaintances along the line, 
and what with—most of all—keeping 
on the lookout for Kitty the eyes that 
should have been attending very strict
ly Indeed to the leopards, it happened. 

The spotted beasts, always the bane 
of menagerie men's existence at best, 
were on the verge of getting out of 
hand when the cage reached that par
ticular juncture of two important 
thoroughfares where Sammy's taxi had 
been wont to stand o' nights. 

Involuntarily Sammy let his eyes 
divert from his snarling, feverishly 
pacing charges, to the old spot. A"td 
there, on the edge of the sidewalk, 
stdod Harriman, his old taxi days em
ployer, and—evidently quite by acci
dent, just beside him—stood Kitty!, 

Kitty was white, as Sammy's glance 
fell on her. Kitty was frightened. 
For Kitty had been able to sense what 
scarcely anybody in the crowd sus
pected, for she had been investigating 
this animal business a deal In the last 
six months, had Kitty. 

She knew that things were going 
wrong in that cage. As her eyes and 
Sammy's met, she raised her hand in 
one imperious, undeniable gesture, and 
through white lips screamed over all 
the fanfare of the pageant, "Duck, 
Sammy!" 

Sammy ducked—and the razor-like 
claws of Caliph missed him by the 
thinness of a whistle as the snarling 
beast hurtled through the air. There 
was a whirl of tawny, black spotted 
bodies and a horrifying scrambling 
and snarling; an agile flashing of 
pink; one, two, three rapid blank 
shots In the faces Of the frantic cats 
—and, like a jack out of his box, 
Sammy emerged from the rear door of 
the cage, slamming in the hasp behind 
him. In two jumps he reached the 
sidewalk. 

There was no interlude. "Can I 
have my job back?" he demanded of 
Harriman. 

"You can," replied Harriman. In 
just five seconds Sammy Edwards had 
quit one job and secured another. 

"Come on, Kitty," he breathlessly 
urged, grasping that almost fainting 
young woman by the arm; "I'll borrow 
a raincoat In Ferguson's and we'll go 
somewhere and have a little talk. You 
can't kid me after the look that was 
on your face just now." 

Kitty might of course, have told 
him that she'd have felt just the same 
about a perfect stranger. But—oh, 
what was the use? She was too glad 
to have him back alive. 

SCHOOL-BOOKS OF LONG AGO 

Ancient Tablets Show That Children 
of Past Ages Studied Much as 

Do Those of Today. 

Professor Langdon of Oxford, Eng., 
has discovered that one group of the 
famous Nippur tablets stored at the 
University of Pennsylvania are in re
ality the oldest schoolbooks known to 
exis t They show, says the Christian 
Herald, that the children of the an
cients learned much that the boys and 
girls of today have to study. 

According to these tablets the chil
dren of 4,200 years ago were taught 
arithmetic, geography, history and 
grammar just like the children of to
day. 

The multiplication tables are re
markably distinct, and in plain num
erals show the incontrovertible fact 
that three times one are three and five 
times one are five. 

On one tablet the school boy has 
been given a lesson in phonetic signs 
corresponding to the shorthand of mod
ern times. The Sumerlans, the au
thors of these tablets, also Invented 
the use of writing syllables and com
bining them into words, being the first 
step toward the alphabet. 

One Strange Result of War. 
Strange, unknown flowers are 

springing up In shell holes and dug
outs over the scarred surface of No 
Man's land, and many are the conjec
tures concerning the strange phenom
enon. 

Botanists who have studied the 
strange plants have come to the con
clusion that they have sprung from 
seeds buried in the earth for many 
decades. A well-known London botan
ist in a recent discussion said: 

"It is known that seeds have been 
buried for upwards of 60 years with
out losing their power of germination. 
Seeds of corn and wheat burled with 
Egyptian mummies thousands of years 
ago have been planted out in the 20th 
century and have germinated in the 
ordinary way. It Is quite possible 
that strange flowering plants—that la, 
strange to the local inhabitants—are 
now flowering In the French battle
fields. The heavy shell fire which has 
torn up the earth may have created 
conditions for their growth after lying 
dormant so long." 

Return of the Wanderers. 
T m kind of afraid of universal pro

hibition," remarked Cactus Joe. 
"But Crimson Gulch has Improved 

visibly." 
"Yes. When the Gulch went dry the 

worst element of our little burg went 
on over to that-near-by gin mill me
tropolis. Coyote Center. With univer
sal prohibition they're all liable to 
think they might be jee* as well off If 
they came back 
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Japanese Woodcutters' Camp in British Columbia. 

A LAZY creek, almost current-
less through salt marshes, at 
low tide quite deep in its 
muddy bed; a salty, weedy, 

slightly smoky, cedary. and plney 
smell upon the air; windrows of kelp 
and other weedy drift upon the slith
ering slope of bank; squirt of clams, 
in every fairly flat place, and rippling 
scuttle of flounders upon the bottom; 
drifting moons of stray medusae lumi
nous hi the water*—there is a typical 
woodland setting in northern British 
Columbia, says a writer in the Chris
tian Science Monitor. The crow Is 
ubiquitous, not unlike a raven; beloved 
he is of totemic designers and carvers, 
from Tillamook up to Nome, calling 
his hoarse "caw" from the shadows of 
some disheveled cedar. 

On the high water mark of spring 
tides, ragged cedar and pessimistic-
looking hemlock in silhouette against 
the sunny blue, purple-courses with 
raven-like shadow the distant moun
tain side. At the base of the irregu
larly standing timber, spared of log
gers, an impenetrable thicket of sallal, 

bramble and whortle berry, under a 
taller growth of alder, willow and pop
lar, together mask a tangle of fallen 
trunks and upturned roots, amid which 
the eplloblum, the fireweed of the Pa
cific coast overtops a man's head, a 
spire of vibrant pinkly purple flame. 

At the forks of the creek, a wide 
eaved bunk house. Its foundation posts 
lifting its floor well above the damp
ness of the marsh, stands upon a bit 
of ground where solid soil, washed 
down from the heights, supports rank 
grass. Kapldly built throughout of 
cedar, walls and roofs of split cedar 
shakes, in weathered redness it has a 
fitness to i ts place. Smaller shacks 
near, In color and size, match piles of 
cordwood near the water; awaiting a 
scow, a favoring high tide, and trans
portation across the water to the city. 

The Ever-Welcome "Chow." 
A scrap of straw matting and a mo

mentary glimpse of a short and sturdy 
figure, round and black of head, the 
bronze akin In quiet contrast with blue 
overalls, showed It to be a Japanese 
woodcutters' camp. The sun was high 
and the shadows short by the time the 
sketch was finished. An eruption from 
the woods and cordwood piles toward 
the bunk-house suggested possible re
freshment even If the calling of the 
dish-pan, banged with a stick of fire
wood at the door, did not There was 
too much good sketching about for 
the artist to want to return across the 
harbor for such an Inconsequential 
thing as lunch, which, however, would 
quite likely suggest Its lack some time 
between then and the sundown he 
knew he would linger for. So, port
folio under arm, he strolled to the 
bunk house. 

Within, on either side, were two-
tiered bunks against the walls, stop
ping short of the further end, which, 
stove beneath the end window—a rear 
door letting In breeze and sunshine— 
was combined kitchen, dining room, 
and place of assembly. About six per
sons, on either side of a three-plank 
table covered with oilcloth, looked 
curiously and courteously at the 
stranger as he stepped within. The 
cook poising loaded dishes on either 
hand, nodded and smiled the inscruta
ble Japanese smile. The mention of 
"chow" brought a cheerful grin to 
three or four faces at once, and a wel
coming Indication of a seat at the end 
of the table, as the three on that side 
hunched along to make a place—deftly 
shifting food with them. In 10 sec
onds more—with a grave c o u r t e s y -
was placed before the guest the usual 
feed, each portion in a blue-and-wbite 
bowl; to him was apportioned a sep
arate teapot and a handleless clip, 
both of palegreen sekl-ware. 

Art In a Woodmen's Camp. 
The artist ate and conversed. Such 

of these woodcutters as spoke English 
(and aapr " • f j f •J1 * d > ' s P ° k e , n 

meelvre l cereinmess, out of which at 
Intervals cropped a "Chinook" word or 
« phrase of this coast as bold amid 
the careful English as a single dark 
cedar In a green meadow. Looking 
about the guest noted a print on the 
bank bouse waJL He got up aad 

to get a better view. 

He knew little and cared less of names 
and dates familiarly spoken by parlor, 
talkers on Japanese art, but he did feel 
decorative values, color and drawing, 
and all the rest of It—whatever it Is, 
In short, that makes the Japanese 
print so Interesting. This had they all, 
he said, as he returned to his s e a t 
His auditors were visibly pleased, 
though with the reserve characteristic 
of their kind; the artist's neighbor 
pointed at his portfolio, and interro
gated: "You make picture too, may
be?" and evoked admission. "You 
show us." 

Sundry sketches of things and places 
near brought smiling sldewlse com
ments of recognition, but most of all 
a single sketch of fir tops, dark above 
a morning mist, with the misty prow 
of a boat and the oncoming ripple of 
an easy tide, attracted attention. This 
was appreciatively passed from hand 
to hand, and one said: "Now we show 
you, maybe you like?" 

Kinship of the Pastel. 
From one bunk and another came 

curious wraps of mats and cloths, out 
salmon, and button berry, blackberry* >0f which again came a finely made box 
I I , , ~ A _ * 4 M f h n i 4 l A l \ A « . f . « T t f l / l o r I I « , f • _ * -• - • A n l l l . A M W n * . or roll, exposing in turn a silken bag, 

holding carven, founded, or wrought 
treasures, a kakemono wrapped in a 
fragment of temple silk, or a couple 
of shingles keeping flat between them 
prints of modern photographs of 
Japan. 

Presently the table, cleared of dishes 
and food with approving consideration, 
was an exhibition field on which one 
and another, singly, and seriously 
smiling, displayed his treasure for the 
guest's delight. Half a dozen prints 
of samurai, a famous actor, a geisha, 
a landscape, and a couple of utter dec
orative abstractions, each slowly pro
duced and lingered over, were Inter
spersed with bits of cast and carved 
bronze, iron, carved ivory, kakemonos 
of two or three types, and even a bit 
or two of pottery and cloisonne. 

The noon period went swiftly, pro
tracted though it was far beyond Its 
regular length, and ended with slow 
reluctance and a smiling invitation to 
the departing guest to "come-see again 
soon." Through the length of the 
afternoon and the' years since there 
has lingered with the artist a satisfy* 
ing sense of having met in the wilder
ness the fellowship of the seeing eye. 

EACH AGE HAS ADVANTAGE 

Hard to Tell Which, From Childhood 
to the End, May Be Called 

the "Best" 

Which Is the best age? Are we to 
believe the professor who tells us that 
a man's best work is done before he is 
forty, or Robert Browning, who exalts 
old age and cries, "Grown old along 
with me—the best is yet to be!" 

Childhood, remarks a writer in Lon
don Answers, has a magic and a mys
tery which can never be regained. Out 
of its Imagination a child shapes its 
own world and creates Its own de
lights In life. 

Youth Is the time when we find our 
greatest physical expression. Our 
Ideals take form and we are neither 
fettered by failures nor spoilt by suc
cess. Normal youth believes it can 
conquer all obstacles and achieve all 
ends. 

Maturity knows better. The man of 
forty is balanced by experience, and 
while his mental faculties should have 
reached their hi. hest point of develop
ment, physically he Is not a back num
ber. 

And what of Browning's old age? Is 
the best yet to be? Perhaps. The man 
who has been a failure is near the end 
of his earthly troubles, and the man 
who has succeeded awaits with a sense 
of fulfillment, the next great adven-
tare. 

Taking It for Granted. 
"What are yon reading these days?" 

asked the talkative man. 
"Gibbon's Decline and Fall of Ro

man Empire.'" answered the studious 
person. "Ever dip Into that work?" 

"No. I'm satisfied with just know
ing the Roman empire declined and 
fell, without going into all the detalhV* 

Age-Herald. 

He Will Not Have to Take the Dust From Anybody 

CLEVELAND, O.—Roamer, 1:34 4-5, holder of the world's record for one 
mile, will follow in the footsteps of Uhlan, 1:58, king of trotters, by becom

ing a park saddle horse when his racing days are over. And it looks as If 
they were over now, for the great old 
gelding's off hind leg Is gone at last, 
so far as racing is concerned, unless 
the best judges are mistaken. When 
he went lame at Saratoga the other 
day, after working a mile and a quar
ter ' in 2:04, or thereabouts, it was 
hoped that he had only wrenched the 
ankle, but the trouble Is now believed 
to be in the suspensory ligament 
which spells finis for his turf career 
if the dlagonsls Is correct 

Roamer is as kind as a kitten oh 
or off the race track, and when he made his wonderful record Price McKinnejr, 
of Cleveland conceived the Idea of eventually getting him for his son, Corrlgan 
McKinney, to ride In the park. Samuel C. Allen of New York had the samel 
Idea about the same time, but Mr. McKinney was the first to get to Roomer's 
Owner, Andrew Miller, and so the most popular race horse on the turf will 
probably soon become a park hack. Although he cannot stand the grand 
preparation for racing, he may be servlceably sound as a saddle horse for 
years to come. 

Had Roamer stood up another fortnight or so he might have joined the 
select company of American thoroughbreds that have won $100,000 or more. 
Only 22 such horses have appeured in a century of racing in America. Roamer 
lacked only $1,172 of the amount when his leg gave way. 

Of the horses that have won $100,000 or more only Kingston, Banquet, 
Raceland, Strathmeath and Firenzi won more races than Roamer, whose total 
Is 89 out of 08 starts in his seven years of racing. 

Seventeen, and Has Already Won Three Husbands 
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MAIIA.—Mrs. Roy Bookout-Harper-Larson, in jail charged with forgery; 
and bigamy, says it's easy for a girl to win a man. "I'm only seventeen 

and I've won three already," she says. "And I'll win another one as soon as 
I get out of this scrape. I'm young 
yet, you know." 

Mrs. Bookout-Harper-Larson, who 
prefers to be called "Mrs. Harper," 
said: 

"I forged the checks because I 
wanted pretty clothes. 

"I married the husbands for dif
ferent reasons. The first one I took 
on a bet of $25. The second one I took 
on a dare. The third marriage was a 
'fluke.' I guess I took him because he 
preached and seemed so innocent It's 
so easy to get a man. Get 'em while they're young. 
been just twenty-two years old. 
about that age. And then 
about women, too. 

"Get 'em from the country when they are just green enough to pluck. 
Then give 'em the notion of marriage and the first thing you know the young 
farmer is down on his knees and has mumbled the important words. Say, 'Oh, 
I don't care,' and pretty soon you're married. 

• "Just stand close to them and be respectable and respectful to them. I t 
never pays to be hard boiled. Men that arc worth marrying don't fall for 
loose-lipped women. My advice to girls is not to talk too much. Many a 
woman I know has tongue-wagged herself out of a home." 

Each of my husbands has 
They are so impressionistic when they are 

it's so easy to make them think they know all 

THAT* WOT Y0ii<, 
MACrWlE, 

Chicago's Daintiest Kidnaper of Gas Chariots 

CHICAGO.—Alas, no more will the fair hands of little Miss Helen Tucker 
grasp the alien steering wheel of promiscuous slx-cyllndered qundru-

Wheels! No more will she give the open throttled "Giddap!" to strange 
machines and speed away In a cloud of 
smoky petrol. No more the merry joy-
ride. For Chicago's daintiest kidnaper 
of gas chariots, for whom the police 
have been searching for weeks, has 
been apprehended. 

Little Miss Tucker, who Is about 
fifteen, was sitting demurely at the 
steering wheel, waiting for her chum 
to come out of a store at the corner 
of Kenwood avente and Sixty-third 
street 

Along came F. A. Mnshburn, who 
recognized the car as belonging to Mrs. W. T. Walsh, 150 East Fifty-third 
Street, from whom It had been stolen two weeks before. 

"That's not your machine. What are you doing in It?" he demanded. 
Perturbed not a whit, Miss Tucker made reply that the car belonged to a 

boy friend who was swimming down at the beach. 
"You'll have to tell that to the police," replied Mr. Mashburn. He climbed 

Into the seat beside her, nnd she nonchalantly drove to the Hyde Park station. 
Her father, George H. Tucker, a jeweler living at 5430 East View park, 

was notified, and he hurried to see her. 
"What do you mean, taking cars?" he demanded. "We've got two of our 

own." 
She remained si lent There was a bit of contempt for this stupid old 

world in her demeanor as she sat there and looked calmly around. 
According to William Burke, the Juvenile court officer In charge of the 

case, she admitted "borrowing" eight other cars in the summer months, after 
leaving the Hyde Park high school. Usually she would run them until the 
gas gave out and then abandon them. The ubiquitous curb was her garage. 

Is This Kentuckian the Oldest Man in the World? 

SERGEANT, KY.—Uncle John Shell of Greasy Creek, Leslie county, cele
brated his birthday last week. According to his story, it was his one hun

dred and eighteenth. Others insist, on seemingly good authority, that he is 
one hundred and thirty. The National 
Geographic society at Washington 
has been asked to investigate the claim 
that Mr. Shell is the oldest person in 
the civilized world. To his legion 
of acquaintances In eastern Ken
tucky he Is "Uncle Johnnie." He 
Is still hale and hearty, enjoying 
his three meals a day. On the occa
sion of the correspondent's visit the 
noon-day meal consisted of venison, 
fish and honey, all secured by Uncle 
John. In the old-fashioned country _ - . .v~—. 
shooting matches on Greasy creek every Saturday Uncle John Shell is there 
with his rifle, which he carried with him across the mountains. He wins m a n j 
of the prizes. „ . . , . tJt 

Recently Uncle John cut his third set of teeth, and he now has splendid 
grinders. He is living with his third wife, and has a four-year-old boy. Uncle 
John is the father of 11 children, has a host of great-great-grandchildren. 

"My life has been an open book," he said. "I have lived next to natpre; I 
eat pure food, drink pure water, take ample exercise, use a moderate amount 
of pure whisky, chew tobneco-to all these I attribute my long life and good 
health. I spend much of mj tlnicAn the mountains, enjoying the wontor-wora* 
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Ing of nature." 


