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JIMMY COON STORIES

By DR. WARREN O. PARTRIDGE.

y,;:
JIMMY COON WITH THE gOLDIERS.

Now what will Jimmy Coon do next? Coon has lots and lots of o«iluaKlt| 
No one can tell; tor Jimmy Coon does and he wanted to see those soldiers] 
eo many strange and unheard of fire their rifles! And what do ymal 
thingn. But Jimmy deckled, one night, suppose that smart and heave Jimmy}
to make a little trip to the other side ..1
of the Great Forest. You know, Jimmy 9Ê ' ' 1
Is a great one to travel.

Jimmy had such good luck hunting, 
that night, that he decided to spend 
a few days on thle further side of the 
Great Forest. So he climbed a tall 
Oak, on the edge of the Old Pasture, 
to spend the day. He picked out this 
nice big Oak because it was a hollow 
tree, and had a lovely place to hide In.

Jimmy had a nice nap in the morn
ing. But he had a wonderful Adven
ture. You could scarcely believe your 
own eyes. If you had been there. A 
major and lota of soldiers marched in
to that Old Pasture to practise shoot
ing at a target. You know that a ma- 
practise shooting near a village or a 
Jor would not dare to let the soldiers 
farm, for they might kill somebody by 
accident. And In this Old Pasture the 
soldiers had their rifle range.

When they tired their riflee at the 
target, the soldiers stood near this old 
Oak Tree. What a wonderful Ad
venture for Jimmy Coon! At first,
Jimmy Coon was awfully frightened, 
because the rifle practise made such a 
terrible noise. And you know Jimmy 
Coon bad had much experience with 
guns—when he had been hunted many 
times, ait night.

But Jimmy Coon stuck his cunning, 
little, sharp face out of the hole in 
that hollow tree, after a time, to see 
what al1 this racket meant. And 
what do you suppose this cunning 
rogue saw? Why, he saw a big tar
get fastened to the face of a high 
sand-bank on a little hill at the other 
side of the Old Pasture; and he notic
ed that the soldiers were firing their 
rifles at this target.

Now, you remember that Jimmy
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/* He saw a big target fastened to the 
face of a high sand-bank on 

a little hill
did? Why, be bravely came out of 
the hollow Oak and got out on a limb 
to watch the soldiers practise firing on 
the rifle range!

The soldiers’ camp was not very 
far off, and they came out to the Okl 
Pasture every day to practise shooting. 
Jimmy Coon had a private box at this 
show ; and he sat up as straight 
as a ramrod, to watch those Soldiers 
shoot.

And when one soldier missed the 
target, Jimmy laughed to himself and 
said under his breath, 'Pooh, I've seen
Bobby 
that!”

Next Saturday—Jimmy Coon Almost
Shot.
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Skunk shoot straighter than

spent out of doors. He is an outdoor 
man; one has only to look at him to 
see that. Every kind of sport appeals 
to him, from golf to baseball, and when 
opportunity serves he rides horse
back.

In these tastes Mrs. Vanderbilt sym
pathizes with him. But, since the loss 
of her husband, who perished when 
the Lusitania was sunk, she has given 
most of her time to war work, and has 
been prominent in Red Cross service, 
abandoning all social activities.

The honeymoon is to be spent In Ne- 
vada, and later the couple will reside 
in Washington, where Mr. Baker 
keep right on as Director of the Mint, 
just as though he were not the husband 
of one of the richest women in the 
world. That is the kind of man he la

If (as seems not unlikely) he is seat
ed in the Upper House as a member of 
that august body, the erstwhile Mrs. 
Vanderbilt will find through her mar
riage a new and worth-while distinc
tion. For It is a glory much more 
than ordinarily satisfactory to be the 
wife of a Senator of the United States.

The new bride is the only daugh
ter of Captain Emerson, a wholesale 
drug manufacturer and financier of 
Baltimore and was married for the first 
time in 1902 to Dr. Smith Hollins Me
lt lm, of that city. They separated sev
en years later and in 1910 she obtained 
a decree of divorce in Reno. She was 
married to Mr. Vanderbilt in England 
in 1911, two years and a half after he 
had been divorced 
Ellen French Vanderbilt.

Shortly after her second marriage 
Dr. McKim threatened a suit for the 
alienation of her affections against Mr. 
Vanderbilt and Can tain Emerson, but 
abandoned his plan after a settlement 
had been reached by which he received 
>50,000 and an annuity of >7,600 a 
year.

Mr. Vanderbilt was the second eon 
of Cornelius Vanderbilt and wee 38 
years old when he lost hie Mfe to the 
sinking of the Lusitania. He was made 
his father’s chief heir, following an 
estrangement between his father and 
his elder brother. Colonel Cornelius 
Vanderbilt, and at the father’s death 
inherited a fortune estimated at >60,- 
000.000.

When, after his own death. Ms will 
was offered for probate, his estate was 
appaised at >17,360,622. This allowed 
for various deductions, including one 
of >2,000,000 which Mrs. Vanderbilt re
ceived by an ante-nuptial settlement. 
She received also an additional >1,000,- 
000, her husband’s estate in the Adir- 
ondacks, realty valued at >220,000 and 
the income from a trust fund of >5,000,- 
000 with power to dispose of the prin
ciple by will. From her father, Cap
tain Emerson she will receive another 
enormous fortune.

Mrs. Vanderbilt has two sons as the 
result of her second marriage. One 
was 3 years old at the time of him 
fatherls death and the other was bom 
in September of the preceding year. 
Since Mr. Vanderbilt’s death, she has 
given up all social life and has devoted 
herself to war work, principally in com 
nection with the Red Cross and army 
cantonment service.

Washington, about four blocks from 
the White House. At his service at all

#/ hours he keeps two expensive automo
biles—twin-six touring oar and a '’sup
er-six" (limousine) town car.

Mr. Baker is no stranger to luxury. 
But such luxury as he now enjoys he 
has earned for himself. He has dug 
it out of the ground. Or, more, accur
ately speaking, he has procured it by 
showing other folks where to dig.

Mr. Baker, as already explained, is a 
specialist in finding things. He has 
capped the climax of his career by 
finding for himself a wife who Is one of 
the most beautiful and altogether the 
richest unmarried woman in the world.

Talk about prospecting! But love is 
the most enterprising and enthusiastic 
of all prospectors. He has found a 
much richer gold mine matrimonially 
than he ever dug out of the earth, 

i But why did Mrs. Alfred Gwynne 
Vanderbilt fall in love with Mr. Baker? 
And how and where did she happen to 
do it?

Well, accident (as usually happens) 
doubtless had much to do vnth the 
matter. More chance brought It about 
that Mr. Baker was introduced to Mrs. 
Vanderbilt on a social occasion in

many years ago, long before she be
came a widow.

She met him again, years later, in 
New York. A renewal of their ac
quaintance brought pleasure to them 
both. They saw a good deal of each 
other. It was the beginning of a ro
mantic attachment, that is now to find 
its completion in marriage.

Simple enough, truly. What makes 
the match interesting is that it is a 
lovemating between the wealthiest of 
young women and a relatively poor 
and ineligible young man.

But he Is a real man. an American, 
and a chap who has done things. Also 
a fine, wholesome chap. Most people 
are likely to think that Mrs. Vanderbin 
has been wise to choose him in prefer
ence to a foredgn title with something 
more or less human and anomalous 
attached to 1L

Ray Baker, so conspicuously success
ful as a lover and a mining man, pos
sesses other claims to distinction. In 
the politics of Nevada he is a prom
inent figure, and there is reason to 
believe that he may soon arrive in Con
gress as a Senator from that State.

He was secretary to our Embassy 
in Russia not long ago, and, acting in 
that capacity made in 1915, one of the 
longest messenger trips on record, 
journeying from Petrognad across Fin
land and Scandinavia to the United 
States, with dispatches for the State 
Department. Haring arrived in Wash
ington, he started immediately thence 
for Petrognad by way of the Pacdfic 
and Siberia, with letters, thus com
pleting a circuit of the earth.

Naturally, it was in the way of poli
tics that Mr. Baker became Director 
of the Mint. He is a Democrat, from 
the Silver State, and there la tittle 
worth knowing about metals that he 
does not know. Gold, silver and cop
per, the stuff our cod ns are made of— 
he knows how they grow. An obvious
ly suitable man for the post of Uncle 
Sam’s coiner-in-chief.

His chosen occupation? Work. He 
says so himself. His favorite amuse
ment? Work again. There are few
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went to work for himself, punching

This was merely ad interim, so to 
speak. He had more exalted ambi
tions. His father was at that time at
torney for the Southern Pacific Rail
road. For himself, however, the law 
had no delights. Mine»—gross wealth 
hidden in the bowels of mother earth- 
inspired his imagination and invited 

has nothing to offer her that she does his inquiring efforts, 
not already possess —except, perhaps, 
the beet and most desirable thing in all 
the world.

To begin with, who is Mr. Baker?
Mr. Ray Baker is at the present time 

Director of the Mint Bureau, with an 
office in the Treasury Building at 
Washington. He has held that Job 
since February of last year, and it con
sists chiefly In the management of all 
the mints. He is Uncle Sam’s coiner 
in-chief.

He is thirty-nine years old, 5 feet 
7 1-2 inches tall, rather stocklly built, is. 
but shapely and well set up, weighs 
about 176 pounds, has block eyes and 
plenty of black hair end is a well- 
dressed man without being In the least 
dandified.

Most people would call him rather 
handsome, though a term perhaps 
more properly descriptive is "fine-look
ing.” It is a remarkable face, heavy 
jawed, very broad, with a mouth that 
sets firmly in repose, eyes far apart 
and with an unusual breadth between 
the wings of the nose.

The eyebrows are heavy and rather 
bushy. The ears are set close to the 
head. The forehead Is high. Across 
the upper lip and over cheeks and There you have it. Ray Baker’s 
chin (though close-shaven) there to a specialty Is finding things. He is a pro
blue-black tinge. If Mr. Baker were fession&l discoverer. When he has 
to refrain from the razor for a few come across something that has va
in ont hs the metamorphosis would be lue he sells it in open market, 
remarkable. Few Russian anarchists In this way he has built up some 
could outdo him In the matter of beard 
development.

Much more important Is the fact that 
everybody likes Ray Baker. He puts 
on no "Lugs.” with anybody. Because 
he likes people, every one likes him.
There to something about the way in 
which he shakes hands that to In ltsell 
engaging. It is the handshake not 
merely of the "good mixer,” but of the 
good fellow—the sort of chap who en
joys kindliness and the opportunity of 
being useful to the folks he meets.

Doubtless this is fundamentally a 
matter of temperament But, preeum 
ably also, it is a reflex of Mr. Baker’s 
bringing-up.

He was born In o mining camp—Eu
reka. Nevada. In that camp and its 
neighborhood lie spent hie boyhood 
days. At sixteen years of age he

Why the Widow oi Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt, 
Lost on the Lusitania, Selected Mr. Ray Baker, 
of Nevada, For Her Third Husband.

Suppose you were—
The wealthiest young woman in Am

erica,
And a widow and very attractive,
And stood at the very top of the so

cial ladder,
And were besieged by Innumerable 

suitors for your hand (and fortune),
And you had, thus, everything on 

earth except a title—
Would you marry—
To gain a foreign title?
Or to add to your present great 

wealth?
Or would you pick out the man your 

heart really yearned for, a man of lit
tle wealth, of tittle social position, a 
Government office holder—and marry 
for love?

Well, these are exactly the problems 
that have confronted Mrs. Alfred 
Gwynne Vanderbilt since her husband, 
the head of the Vanderbilt family, was 
lost when the German torpedo sank 
the Lusitania three yeans ago.

The young widow of the richest of 
the Vanderbilts pondered long and 
earnestly these questions and has set
tled on her answer. She has picked 
the man her heart longed for, a rela
tively obscurs American who works 
for a living—Mr. Ray Baker, of Ne-

Now, why did the young widow of 
Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt select Ray 
Baker, of Nevada?

Suppose, for a moment, that you 
were a young man working for a living 
and the greatest of American heiresses 
with all the other advantages just 
enumerated, accepted you for a hus
band, bringing (to use an old-fashion
ed phrase) >50,000,000 in her lap— 
would you not find it difficult to real
ize your own luck?

Probably Mr. Ray Baker feels just 
that way about it. Very likely he asks 
himself at intervals If it can really be

But Mr. Baker and his financée are 
not the only persons interested in the 
“matrimonial alliance.” The public 
would like to know how and why Mrs. 
Vanderbilt oame to pick out this young 
man to fall in love with.

What is there about Mm to inspire 
the love passion In a woman who to no 
longer an impressionable girl, and who

Nevertheless, he wanted a good edu- London. Recently ? Not at all. 
cation. Deserting the cows, he matri
culated at the University of Nevada.
But a mining fever broke loose, and 
he with it. The lure of the desert In
vited him, claimed him, held him.

Twelve years he wandered in the de
sert. looking for copper, for silver, for 
gold. For two of these years he dwelt 
at one camp in Death Valley, a region 
abhorred of 
experience.
That is the kind of person Ray Baker

by hie first wife,

man. But he enjoyed the 
He was "doing things.”

The bulk of his life, indeed, from 
babyhood on, has been spent in the de
sert. He calls himself a “desert man." 
Leading a string of burros over the 
most inhospitable wastes, on through 
mountain passes where the hope of 
finding water was practically a gam
ble with death—this has been the chos
en employment of the man to whom 
Mrs. Vanderbilt has given he heart.

Mining, even now, is his business. 
Yet—and this seems rather odd—he 
owns no mines. He never has owned 
any mines. Prospecting—the finding 
of metalliferous deposits—is his spec
iality.

private means—maybe >250,000 or 
more. Mere chicken-feed compared 
with the >50,000,000 which his beauti
ful young wife will bring to him "in 
her lap,”’ yet enough to keep the wolf 
from a bachelor's door—If Mr. Baker 
had elected to remain a bachelor

As an employe of the Government he 
earns >100 a week. Just a bit less 
than that, in fact, inasmuch as his sal. 
ary as Director of the Mint is >5,000

Even on this pay he might live, all 
alone by himself, very decently. With 
the addition of his private income he 
Is a well-off man.

One might infer that much from the 
way he lives. He occupies a very hand
some apartment, furnished by himself 
quite beautifully, at the Benedick, a1 idle hours for Ray Baker. Bat such 
fl&thouse for bachelors on 1 street, in | hours as he has at hte disposal are

CERTAIN.
(Bystander, London.)

She: Did your uncle remember you 
when he made his will?

He: I think so—he left me out of it*

By EDWINA.FFS ALLA MATTER OF LOCATION (
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- mimé
her the bulb. He muet of eet on tt

_ i______ ' the ink out,
4 he was Ink frosn'tais neck all the way

She saint him home to tell his 
mother how tt happened 4 wanted 
him if he waesnt bock In fifteen min 
nuts he would be kep an hpur after 
school. He was back, having! changed 
his clothes, got a both 4 a ticking In 
that time. Pretty good. Andy, 
but Andy says you ought to 
praise his mother 4 not him, she do
ing the bossing of the Job.

Notas.

-tarsf-iof

done . . r-r /
IT

ILtoeln* a rate rae put In jour button- 
* tell persons to smell tt * when 

<t*T smell It you equeeie e bulb full of 
wator you here In your pocket * It 
ekwJrta water In their eye * le very 

I amusing * you bave s bushel of fun 
iter one dime, the advertisement said, 

! ‘eo Andy sent for It.
He put It In hta button hole this 

j rooming * trtde It on several persons 
‘A ft worked fine, only Just water did- 

i lent make enough of a Joke on «hem, so 
Ike filled the bulb with Ink A was go
ing to try It on Hatty BeUowee at re 
eees, he having the biggest face eo the 
link would show more * make e better 
Joke.

«bout this Knock, newmer, 
tell e story esse stir weB If Y 
avoid certain pitfalls. J
11 stories that require so y

n them, that the 
ike a considerable effort of 
[reap the explanation. No 
tag to make that effort to 
ty story sad your story will 
flat. For instance, I knew 

o had a very amusing anec- 
: a game of pinochle, but he 
v trying to tell tt to people., 
t understand the game of 
ad by the time he had fin- 
explanations of the game, 

led the Interest in his story.

The war gardens we growing
out in the school yard have all went 
to the bad, they not growing 
thing but weeds,
Hicks, where she grew some fcovefly 
pansies which ore pretty 
Genevieve is very proud of them, but 
Mies Palmer set her if she thought 
pansies would solve the food Ques
tion. Genevieve 
they were her
could live on their sweet aroma, 
fudge, say we.

The man that had the moovles to 
the town hall the other night, when 
he forgot to bring the sec kind part of 
to "Wonderful Sacrifice" 4 It Wt the 
hero lady Just jumped off a roof so 
you dident know what happened to 
her after that, says he will have the 
rest of the pitcher there tonight. But 
we have lost intreat in the lady now.

aay-

up.i But somehow the tube leading from 
the bulb to the rose must of get 
loose or something, because all of a 
sudden the front of Andy's shirt 
started getting black, ft the black 
spreading wider A wider, till Gene
vieve Hicks, who êtes setting near him, 
told Miss Palmer that Andy was bleed
ing to death.

Andy told her not to make such a 
fuss about tt, 4 trtde to hide it with 
his gografy, bat Miss Palmer bed heard 
Gen 4 made Andy come up to the 
platform 4 get examined.
&st him how it had happened when she 
seen it

Truth Is Mere Important
eal Truth In Story Tolling. said she dldent care, 

favorite flour 4 sheel obliged to stick too close

>p to debate some unimport- 
CWas it Monday, or was it

OhIh.

)
ill a story In which the 
s wholly In the relation of 
iter of the persons involved 
hey did, to an

it

1
l

Then sheent know the persons in-
t blood, ft Andy showedU stories of which the point 

rlumph over someone else, 
d be the central character 
>ry only when you make fun

re a few suggestions. They 
e you a good story teller, 
than a book on acting would 
a good actor, bat they will 
> see why some stories take 
i others.

THE DOT PUZZLE. 0URSH0RTST0RY
J * 7 V Otrtato Oricker welched the ep-

preaching conductor with pensivem Y eyes.
She thought; "If he dared»—but that’s 

nonsense, he wouldn't dare dare.”
Still the conductor approached, and 

as he neared Gardenia Oricker, a de
termined gleam came Into his other
wise gleamless eyes.

"If he has the 
Gardenia. “But 
a bruts,”

The conductor was now bending 
over her. She felt a cold shiver of 
apprehension run down her spine and 
then rapidly retracted Me steps. And 
her worse fears were realised:

"Fare, please," said the conductor 
firmly.

Cordelia Crtcker gasped, turned red 
and then pale. Then eh© let her 
gaze wander over the car ode. and 
hummed a careless little air, as though 
she had not heard.

"Fare, please," the conductor re
peated, just as firmly.

The man on Gardenia’s right nud
ged her in the right ribs, and the 
man on her left nudged her in the 
left ribs.

"Oh!” she exclaimed, 
aware for the first time of the «con
ductor's presence. She flatted, with 
blind rage, In her handbag and dis
covered a nickel In the midst of nine
teen safety pins, eleven sticks of chew
ing gum, a package of carpet tacks, a 
powder puff, a mirror, and eight but
tons.

Shortly afterwards, on her way off 
the car, ehe passed the conductor on 
hie platform.

"You brass-buttoned shrimp!" she 
hissed. 'Don’t you know the main 
reason I married you was to get free 
rides on the street cam?"

And when she got home, she delib
erately burned his «teak.
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audacity!" thought 
he couldn’t be such
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I 81 • St7*ech may be obtained, but 
s may permanently be dlffl- 
weiation.
ondittons are unfavorable, 
ils will continue, the patient 
bed-ridden, the extremities 
he mind becoming weak, 
coming from exhaustion or 
stealing disease, or from 
morrhage,
r is common in certain 
especially when there are 
e and bed kidneys, 
dency Is, increased by over-
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training, profound emotion.
thoughInjuries, or anything that 

»lood pressure, 
rho have had diseased or- 
have had one apoplexy, 

a simple, temperate life, 
ich as possible, avoid excite- 
rent Ion, and constipa 
met do everything they 
wn blood pressure, 
it by means of drugs and by 
assures is more hopeful 
to be the case, and now-a- 
who have apoplexy are frè
te to live comfortably for 
their first attack, 

did hie most useful work 
ry severe apoplexy. It in 
tterefore, that sufferers with 
i should always look on the 
i of life and hope for as 
gree as possible of usetol- 
omfort.

Me
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i The Eland1 is the largest of the 
South African Antelopes, being almost 
*s large as an ox. Would you like to 
see one?

Draw from one to two and so on to 
the end.

\

—Answer—The beet way 
your letter is to send you, , 
my articles on Goitre anjV" 
Is, and If you will send me' 

self-addressed envelope,
3 mailed to you.

7 BY H. ADDINGTON BRUCE.
Author of "The Riddle of Personality," "Psychology and Parenthood,’’ Etc.

of this fat.
"If your abdominal muscles are 

weak It may be necessary for you to 
help yourself at first by placing your 
hands on the bed lnatead of on your 
hips and pushing yourself up. This 
makes the movement much easier 
and also much lets beneficial.

"This device should, therefore, not 
be resorted to unless absolutely nec
essary, and the hands-on-hips posi
tion should be used 
eible.’’

Also, before getting up, some exer
cises to stimulate the whole 
and mental organism may well be 
practised.

It will be found helpful for exam
ple, to stretch the arms upward and 
the feet downward, repeating this 
from ten to twenty times, slowly and 
rhythmically.

During the stretching exercise, 
done while lying on one’s back, slow 
deep breathe should be taken. Be
sides strengthening the respiratory 
muscles, this will promote a general 
feeling of well-being, obviously of spec
ial value at the beginning of the day’s 
activities.

Only a few minutes need be given 
to these exercises, but they should be 
practised faithfully every day. It 
will not do to devote time to them 
only occasionally—once or twice a 
week. That will help little.

But, practised regularly and fol
lowed by the Fhkl method of getting 
out of bed, appreciable benefit is 
sure to result from them.

‘You must have got out of bed on 
the wrong side this morning," is an old- 

h to people who be- 
snapping, snarling 

mood. I do not know when this 
phrase originated. But I do know (hat 
tt crudely expresses a psychological 
truth of some Importance, though one 
not generally appreciated.

Most people take it for granted 
that it does not matter in the least 
how they get out of bed, whereas get
ting out of bed may be made a process 
of real helpfulness to them in point 
both of health and efficiency.

Recently this has been rightiy em
phasized by Dr. L. F. Fold, an able 
exponent of personal hygiene for bus
iness men and women. Here is his 
formula for getting out of bed to beet 
advantage :

"When you start to get up do not 
turn over on your side and roll out of 
bed. Get some benefit from the move
ment.

‘Holding your hips with your hands 
and catching your toes at the bottom 
of the bed, rise to a sitting position 
without helping yourself at all with 
your hands.

"You may find this movement 
somewhat difficult at first, because 
in performing it you use the muscles 
of your abdomen, which are seldom 

t used by you during the day.
(u “In most of us these muscles hare 
become through disuse a mass of tat. 
When exercising daily they become 
smaller and firmer, and the size of 
the waist Is reduced by the removal

fashioned 
gin the
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as soon as poe-
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ver Got a Chance.
—Why he yawned three
» I was talking to him. 
erhapa he wasn’t yawning, 
re been trying to say some-

oar for you. I'm going 
»w one and you oan run 
vista."
•»" w-td Mrs. Verran, 
f from Dan. You ore for- 
reelf."

was smiling charmingly 
face. Oh, Dan, to have 
iew oar both!" she gasped 
wming don't ever let me 
But you’ll have to make it 
tii mother." *did.

ed Paragraphs. “CAP” STUBBS.
who whistles is piWwHrte 
whines.

who is satisfied with
want mu<*.

s eternal, but tt seldom 
ill bloom.

tor the exe a bas to 
ho begin, to Jolly rra.

who rotarae to argue with 
lieras» tile Solomon breed

man who to looting far a 
livra hto next door netoh-
ence.

i lot of home mom to eo- 
to manage an automobile

woT-an seldom raye what 
whi n the bits her thumb 
nor.

Iwho gushes over
tired and hungry is dim» a padded c5v ’
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