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ONALD and Nurse were aea.ted

under the big osk tree at the

Zoo. Nurse was waiting for the

big, blond Keeper {o come alorg
and chat with her.. Donald was wait-
ing, curled up on a shawl spread upon
the ground, for his eyelids to grow
héavy : with sleep for his amrmn
ndp.

Not that he liked to -Iecp-—-oa, no!
But- then, Pou recall; he very often
emnnxeted his queer little friend,

& Old Man of the Woods and went

th him on pleasant jaunts amongi '

the animals—when he was asleep, and
only when aslesp!
Presently, Donald dozed off into the

Land of Nod and them“-out of no~|

where——sprang up tiie Qld Man: Such
a gueer old man hé was, 00, with
his  humming-bird feather ' coat,
trousers and wrinkled smiling. face.
“Good afternoon, my boy,” he said.
“Come, sit on this magic leaf and

roo .ii the far corner of the
[ have a most interesting story
to tell you about kangaroos. “Come
—quick-—we're off!" > : ¢
And in less time than it takes you
o open and elose your eyes the leaf
had carried them' through the air and
deposited them gently on the ground
by the sidé:of the enclosure in which
the kangaro6 was disporting himself.
“Once upod a timeé, ‘long before
there wdS any such créature as Man
on the earth,” said Donald’s strange
companion, “the Kangaroo came to
me weeping 8nd walling and begged
me to Melp him. <As you will recall,

Donald, I was the king of all nvmg“

things then, and they all came to me
to settle their disputes and blnd up
their wounds™

“Well, the ‘Kangarédo then dld not
look like ‘kangaroos do now, Denald:
No indeed. :Now, you see, they have
little, short, weak fore-legs/and big,
long; powerful ' " hind legs — strong
enough to kiek out with and knock
2 man senseless. Besides, there is
that thick, tremendous tail, tapering
out ;to such a small point.

“But at that time,; Donald, the Kan-
garoo’s hind’legsd 'ére no longer than
his front ones; “His tafl was about
the #ize ‘of that of a rabbit. Even
then he was & swift runngr, though
he did not hop along, in gréat, bound-
ing leapa, as he does now,

“‘On, oh, oh, Mr. Old Man of the
Woods," wailed the Kangaroo—I can
remember even now how silly he
sounded—‘please, please help me to
get that Sweetumbite!’

“*“What?' I exclaimed. ‘Sweetum-
bite?  'What in the world is that?

‘“Phe Kangaroo stopped walling,
dried his eyes and put his absurd
litfle pocket handkerchief back in his
pouch—yes, in those days all kanga-
roos; had them—cnd looked at ma ln
Cu'prise C -

‘Sweetumbite!” he excla.imed
vou know a Bweetumbite when
one, Mr, Old Man of the

No! I do mot!" T.repHed some-
what testily, ¥'m afraid, ‘and I don’t
‘u'hw you do; either!’

‘‘Come -with me, please—and I'll
show it to yow,” he declared.

‘1 was so amazed I could scarcely
scfamble to my feet to follow him.
A Sweetumbite! Gould it be that
there was something new in the for-
est, somethihg that I knew nothing
about? Well, hardly.  Of course Yyou
know what a 8 mbite 1s, Don-
ald?”—and the Old Man'’s eyes twink-
led roguishly for a moment or two
as he ‘chuckled over the blank, puz-
zled expression that had settled upon
little Donald’s face, “Thers, thers,”
he continued -presently, “don’t try to
remember, Donald, for you never @id
even hear of a Sweetumbite, much
less see one!

“After a while Kangaroo stopped
by the side 6f some very tall bushes
and :pointed upward with one of his
shorf, stubby little forelegs.

.'There. he crled trlumphsntly
‘there it is ~Mr, *Old © of -the
Woods] Look—isn't it lusclous! And,
ab,'I do so want tg eat it!
is fairly watering for it!'

“I was almost’ dumbfounded. ' Bo,
then, a Sweetumbite ‘Was Sbmething
to eat! I looked up In the dlrectlon

My mouth .

4-'( thoutht X would
with laughter, Donald,
Kangara

straight face. The jdea! Poor ltsn
:aﬂ;o! - And that mcl:mmn
ey

hst b:.ig now

o;.but I mun‘nd to keep a

Then -the thought occurred to &
me that, after all, ‘the Laughing Hy- exel

éna has to have something to laugh | jv,

Longer and longer grew his ﬁlnd legs, until he oertnlnly ‘was tquéer-look-

ing an
Kangaroo was polnting and, sure
enough, there among the leaves Wwas
what appeared to.he the .most fempt-
ing fruit I had ever seen.
. “It was ‘about as-big-as a canta-
Ioupe. and one-half of it was the color
of a peach just ripe and ready to
drop, while the othér half was 'the
beautiful purple of a plum that would
melt in your mouth. : It certainly did
look tempting; and no wonder :poor
Kangaroo, who had mothing to eat but
leaves and sprouts and berries that
grew close to the ground—no wonder
his mouth watered for if!

“‘Hum-m-m-m," safd I to myselt,
greatly puzzled. ‘Hum-m-m!’ Then,
suddenly, I began to-see the light.

“ ‘Kangaroo,’ I asked, ‘When did you
first. 8ee this—this—this Swaetumbite
—and why do you call it that?

- “#0Oh,’ he answered, ‘the Laughing
Hyena pointed it out 'to mé a little
‘while ago; and then' MonKey ‘came
along and told me It was called 4
Sweetumbite . because it i1s such lus-
cious fruit.. And then he talked a long
time about what a pity it was that
my legs weren’t long enough for nie
to stand up and reach, it. And that's
why'I came fo you, , Old Man, I
want you to make my legs grow s6 I
can reach- up ‘and - eat ﬂut gorgeous

Swéetu mblte" il /

‘A Patient

And though l often ]oltiil -
He mwilla-pm— L1,

. ﬁ:‘ty

,up my mind to

about now l-!ld on——ud.tt that I
very nearly laughed : tight out loud.
Now. T understood it jﬁ. But
: that
foolish Kangaroo &

“So I let him beg and plead to} a
whlle and then I agreed

“‘Kangaroo,’ I said, ‘you shan have
your wish—if you will atand the con-
sequences. I'll wave my Magic Wand
and your legs will grow lenger. / But
I can’t make them short again, after
¥ou have eaten -that Bweetumblte.
They'll have: to stdy that ‘way.’

“ ‘I :don't carel I den't cafe!’ he
cried,  his: . ‘watering and..a

greedy look eomlng into -his. cye-..

‘Please, please hurry

“So I'wdved my Wind u.ml his lea
began’ to' stretch ‘and stretel.  There
he stooa,’ trying “to'-balande M

wﬁl&
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“My, I thought yow W m
wake upi” exclaiined Nurse, .-
By now Donald "“d::l!. &wi!

“Mr, Keeper,”
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“him- t6- &tw R down d‘

the boys as they tossed a twine
o and freo.  Growing tired  of
m of véatch, the boys threw

piutarnnm

Jun ;:au :

"°% ldown thetr mits and approsched the |
i vmh. It was 'Max qu voiced uxe

Ostncn

the mrtad a gameé.. To keep hll m:ng

P

in ahape, m& pitched to the séc-
. of the, Miéliéri W

: Jboys.
eans, ‘don’'t y ,
‘“Sure/” replia mm dﬁ:ﬁ“

pﬁchh‘ the ‘best game of his iite.
Both Hill City catchers had retired,
lplmlng that Lanky’'s twirling  was
‘hot for them to handle: The than-
himself, who und to ‘catch in

18 playing days, took up ths receive
ml'.«ﬂnutﬁ he cenld scarcely hold

the- Lanky's delivery. . unky struck out -

vmmalmnumbmna

“ %A story,” qh?’"rm{ed MY, Eut-
“Oh, go a!ons and play catch.
It will ‘do yooi ‘heap more good.”

" “Aw, wa are tired playing estch.
dad,” said James. “Now’'s just the
time to tell stories.”

; '“Y“u m“n 40' ;
'begged Max.

‘. “You boys are nulsa.neell." Mr. Bast-

aroiind go he could put his feet upon

“Well, boys, what

“Bageball,” repliéd Max, who was a

mq it a*baseba!l :tory #
t, boys. 'l’han you must
losest attention.”

. Bastwood pcntehea hs- head,

of shape and
‘winced a8 If undecided where to be-

CAL

%'Gltmhel‘.’! he comménced very
“can . kick powerfully hard.

o gt oyt s o

and’ fidegine that no one oan aee
them,” '

uste

e “Aw, dad!” protested James.' “We
want to hear a basebdll story, We
don't care for ostriches. We learn
about such. things at: school.”

“Jst yotit horses.
‘This is a baseball story, and'I just
 want you to remember that fact about
the ostriches, It is no«murﬁé my

h;ne: end Max began fo m} triat
ened
“Well, ‘now, i youl: rouhmbc#

jwhat I said about ostriches,” "con- |
‘ftnued Mr. Hastwood, “we'll proceed, |.

Lanky Stone was a piteh sm(he
mu cx;y glub. He was just ” or-
dinary pi _and managed Io win
is games, - nomm
‘aver when. Lanky -and: some
members of the clltbmw
to the-eity ﬁ one morning. . To pass
(.}

mau with much; amusemen

o ozmb-ﬁ' ‘uy;’
"Wlumthayesmeto them, ;

uthoo. mky. never re-

Undle ‘Da.ﬂ'll e 7

Th?l. boys looked at each oum- dis- |

“That's all right, son,” replied Mr.|
jg.'»  Bastwood. - heo

ke on [

they ‘stopped at- ]
wmh- cages, viewing: the: vuﬂ ant- |

Try To Pokc My Hmd.’m\!ﬂﬂ. b

in the warming pan éﬁmplaiﬁed to

the pitcher that he was un-oﬁmc too |

hard.
- “‘What's. theé use o} mmn' lo
much . speed on the ball?’ asked the
cstclt:]ar ‘Iznyou ;lu‘ow Mkehthln in
ume ce you' t have enough steam
start a :&!hzg . 4
T'm not throwlng hard,’ repuod
Lanky.  ‘T’'m just fobbing them. over.’
“And Lanky meant it. ‘*He was act-
ually ‘throwing easy, but for some

| the rafling, threw. his head back and yrysterious reason his arm had grown
' | studied a momenit.
1 lha.l} it be uhout?"

powerfully strong and. he wag able to
Jthrow a ball with unusual speed;” éven
when - not ‘exerting. - himself, :  The
catcher thought Lanky was JOUDS
when he said he was not t ng
hard. So the manager dia ﬂn! eat
of-it,

“*About a week after he" had been
out- of the hospital; Lanky: started &
game, It was with the  Jacksonville
Grays. " Well, to get to “the heart of’
the mtter l’anky found Mlpsﬂ!

n after ma.n n.ndp., wg..mow &
mlo*lu.
““But the other pm:hu- vu aoht:

: nno ‘work; £60, m m“@y play-

Feo ) '-:..ﬁw

lia ;wﬁz}rh the. ninth, inning .,é‘ ru

first’ man w“mm ut

single to right, The next than sdcr-
ficed. Lanky was. ap: Mm‘ re-
sponded ‘witly & crashing m to
center. . He. was. advanced to

an. infleld out., Now let l‘Auky. teh
the rest himself:

71 felt that quoqi
head, Things g

ed.at %h

sawdust &nd tl}. tﬂ

up, bedt out a nafe ixt to ldcd.d.
!t&ﬂed tof

Bo ‘m‘l ‘1 do but
kneel down snd mm my head
inthe ‘sand that e .running
path? Oh, oh, T'H pever 1 uw

“Se you can imagine' b&dly
Lanky felt, losing the ball mo 2 to
1, just because he a,ctedr ‘an os-
trich.” By

“What became 0! JLanky?" asked
Max, who had been much impressed
with the story.

“Oh, he's still pitching in the same
league, but he’s quit trying to bhe an
ostrich, both in-arm and’ head.”

There . was silence a. few seconds:
Presently James sald {6 his cousin:

“Do you ‘bhelieve fax 2"

“No, I don’t. Do you, ncle mvid b o

“Oh, come now, boys. Next time
we go to HIH City I'H take you out
to ! ‘the zoo and show you- the very
ostrich, Now run nJonz and don’t
bothar me."”" i :
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