For a

Now, whers the llitle bird comes from
Or where the little bird goes,

If be's covered with beautiful plumege
Or bilack as the king of crows,

If kla voloe Is as honrme as & raven
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April-Fool Day Has Its Unpleasant
Experiences, but He Gets BEven
With His Brother Matt.

“No, thank youw" politely declined Rose;
“l never eat crackers for breakfast”™
Then she handed the plate Matt had
passed her on to Mabel, who In turn sajd:
1 don’t eat them for breakfast, eliher”
edding, with a knowing smile, “eapecially
on the first of April.” BSo when the plate
found Its way back to Matt It was as
well filled as when he bad started it
around the table.

“Budd will hm;e a nice, fresh cracker,
I know,” sald Matt; and this time he
was not disappointed. Little Bud chose
the puffedst one of the lot, which you may
already have guessoed were not crackers,
but paper Imitations—very good Imita.
tions, too—just the size, shape and color
of soda biscuit, with tiny holes pricked
at exactly the right distances apart,

Matt had bought 16 cents’ worth, never
suspecting but that every member of the
family would think them reai; so he feit
quite crestfallen at belng abie to decelve
only Bud.

“April fooll" Mntt sald, as Bud com-
menced chewing the paper, but the little
fellow only looked purzled, and replying,
“l tant bite I ladd down the cracker,
1o try another. But sister Rose inter-
fered. “They're all paper, aear, and not
muade to eat” she sald; “this 1 April-
fool day,” you know.,”

“Oh, ith 17" cheerily replled Bud, who
bad never heard of the day before, but
probably supposed It meant something
ploasant, the same as Christmas and
Thanksgiving. Soon afterward he was al-
lowed to climb down from the table,
whereupon,” leaving the dining-room, he
went out of doors, to start upon his usual
morning round.

Rover Presents Himself.

The moment he left the porch Rover, the
fog., bounded around the cormer and
ngainst him, knocking him down. How-
ever, Bud didn't mind this In the Jeast.
He know by it that Rover, like himself,
feit good-patured and ready for fun. So
he picked himself up with a joyful laugh,
Elad that the dog had jJoined him.

The first thing was to find how many
flowers bad blossomed during the night.
Bud loved flowens, especially daffodils and
tulips. They were in bloom at this gea-
son, and grew upe the lawn, both iIn
straight rows and in round beds. Bud
likea best the yellow tullps and the daf.
fodills. He picked one of each; then left
the garden and found the spot where him-
eelf and other boys had been playing bat-
tle’ the day before. There were the sticks
or "weapons™ lying just whers they had
been thrown down. He could see the fool-
prints in the dust, and also the larger
prinia, where the “sqldiers” had fallen,
pretending o be dead or wounded.

From here he went out of his own
yard into the lot on the other side of the
fence. A three-story house was belng
buflt in this lot. Bud wondered why the
carpenters had not yet come, but then
remembered that It was April-fool day,
and supposed that they were not golng to
work. Tramping through the shavings
was delighiful, although the long ones
curled around his feet so that every little
while he bad to stop and unwind them.
He examined the different tools, and wag
especially delighted with the plane and
its mysterious “bead,” which, In Its small
ginex case, moved almost faster than he
could follow with his eye, whenever he
tipped the plane on end.

Then there were the palls of paint to
be looked Into and the piles of lumber to
be climbed. He enjoyed climbing the lum-
ber. and presently began climbing some-
thing ecise—the long ladder that reached
from the ground to the top of the three.
story bullding,

Now this ladder was In full view from
one of the dining-room windows, and the
family, Bud's father, mother, brother and
two sisters,“was still lingering at break-
fast.

A Seared Community.

“Look!" exclaimed Bud's mother, turn-
ing pale. Bhe saw that the S-year-old
was on top the small house. He gat con-
tentedly at the edge of the flat roof,
dungling his fat legs so0 as to kick the
wooden wall. Rose and Mabsl covered
thelr faces with their hands, while the
whole family would have rushed out, had
not Mr. Davis, Bud's father, sald: *Don't
excite him; stay where you are, or Eo In
some other room, where you'll be out of
sight.™

""Why, Bud; papa didn't know you could
elimb that high.” the father called quietly,
when near enough to be heard. The Uttle
boy looked down very much pleased, and
began swinging his fat legs faster than
aever.

“Now. come down just as you went up,
and show me how you do It.," Mr. Davis
continued.

Bud's mother and sister, who were
watching from behind curtalns, and por-
haps his father and brother, also, held
their breaths, while he swung himeelf into
position and made the descent. One small
foot after the other set it=elf firmly on
the rounds of the ladder. Until more
than half way down, Bud was encouraged
and flattered by hearing his father say:
“Why, how well you do it; you're so care-
ful, too. That's the way: come along!"

When he had almost reached the ground,
Bud turnedhis head and looked down with
o proud and happy IKtle smile. He
thought, of courss, that he deserved &
great deal of pralse, Instead, what did
his father do, but pull him off the ladder,
the Instant he was within reach, and-thes
Elve him an old-fashioned whipping. Poor
Bud! He had his troubles.

After the whipping, he went back into
his own yard, but, wishing to be alone,
wandered to the further edge of it and
sented himsel! under the big willow tree.
Presently he stopped sobbing to watch o
fat robin that hopped near. Then he saw
Matt approaching, with a paper bag. Bud
hoped the bag contained candy, and, sure
enough. It did

“Hold your hands together, kid!™ Martt
sald. Then he poured out ss many long
white candles as the chubby palms coula
hold.

“Eat them, and I'll give you some more,”
be went on. The candy was very good,

to

“Look here, kid! 1 saved the biggest
one of the lot for you. Aln't It a beauty,
though? and Matt watched a plece of
April-fool candy, stuffed with red pepper,
g0 Into his brother's mouth.

“Don't bite that; I'H burn!™ he ex-
cialmed, but repentance came too late, for
Bud's little teeth had already cracked the
sugar coating, and soon his blue eyes were
again flled with tears,

“Bpit 1t out, quick!" Matt commanded.

dy, It took him longer t
burning

we'll have lots of fun yet today,
you that candy for April fool, but
think It would hurt you =0 much™ con-
soled Matt.

He had no need to fear that Bud would
tell. Bud seldom told aenything of this
®sort, and when he did, It was unintention-
ally: as, for instance, yesterday, when he
had left the “battle-fleld” and gone into
the house for something,

“Why, Bud, what's the matter with
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you?' Mre Davis had exclaimed, for his
noss showed plainly that it had been blead-
ing, and she had noticed a bump over his
right eye.

Bud Was the “Spaniel)’

“Oh, nothin’; only we's a-playin’ war,
and they's a makin’ me be the spaniel”
he replied. By “spaniel,” he meant Span-
lard, of course.

“Come on, kid; let's go to the barn!™
sald Matt, when at last the burning had
almost stopped. He had tried hard to
cheer Bud up, while it 1nsted, but without
much success,

“You walt here, and I'll bring down my
fishing tachle,” he sald, when the stable
door was veached. DBud's face, Indeed,
brightened at mention of the fishing
tackle. To look It over was one of his
greatest delights It contained, besides
long lines, sharp hooks and bits of lead
and cork, imitatlion flles and other {n-
sects, to be uwed as balt. Matt kept
these imitations just for curlositfes, as he
never had any luck catching flah with

Bud grew tired of walting, and so went
up the stalrs leading to the loft, where
Matt kept his treasures, Including the
tackle. UUpon reaching the loft, he found
it ouite dark, but could see his brother
examining the contents of a wooden box,
In a distant corner of the room.

Now, while Bud had been fooled twice,
he had not yet triefl to fool any one; in
fact, he did not understand just how to go
about it. The door that led Into the lolt
fastened with a lock and key. The key
wias In the lock and on the outside. Bud
wondered If to shut the door and tumn
the key would not be almost as good an
April-foo]l joke As to give red pepper can-
dy. He decided to try it and locked the

“The Bridged Card,” which Is an excel-
lent source of amusement for a company
f young people.

The perform:r hands a deck of ordinary
playing carda, well shuffied, to a person
selected from the company, turns his back
or retires to another portion of the room,
while a card is selected from the deck
and retained; then returned to the deck
without any handling by the operator, and
finally disclosed without the
even having looked at the face of the
cards. The modus operand! is as fol-

Announoe to the company that you are
about to place the complete deck In the
hands of a person selected by them, and
the person so chosen to take
from and retaln any card selected, without
to any force wr coerclon
'you of any kind. While you are making
| this announcement, hold the deck firmly
(In your hands, apparently merely playing

with them, but In reality bending them
« into a slight bridge. Then hand then to

the person who has been chosen to select a
card and turn your back after telling him
to take from the deck any card he desires
and retain it, being sure not to allow any
other person to see L

After this Is done you again take pos-
session of the deck, still, however, allow-

Ing the card to remaln in possegaion of

the person who has withdrawn it.
!talk again to the company, telllng them
what you are about to do, at the same
time again playing with the deck In your
hands, but agaln forming them into a
bridge ns before, only this time you are
reversing the bridge, or, in other worda,
you are bending them In exactily the op-
poaite angle to what you did before the
card Is selected.

Then ask that the card again be placed

bending out the bridges. After this is done,
ask him to held the entire deck to your
forehead and to intently think of the card

and assume a thoughtful expression. Af-
ter you consider sufficlent time has elapsed
you may tell the card which you have
scen on the bottom of the pack.

This is the best way to conclude this
trick for an amateur who is unable to
handle cards dexterously, but it can be
ended countiess ways by the amateur who

2
2

an opening sufficiently large for him
I through most of the wounded men,
the ald of Corporal Willlams: and
fn time, for at that mo-

whole outer building broke Into
abeet of flame. This was the end of

the morning before the
er more than 12 hours'

;
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end of Hook's trouble,
the enemy had left, he went back
through the burned ruins of the ward to

When
see If he could find any of his own men
allve,

Buddenly a great Zulu, who had
been wounded, rose up from the ground
grabbed his musket. There a ter-

and was
rific struggle for the mastery of the weap-
on.

¢
:
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The Zulu was a glant,

a viotim of nightmare. He would start
up in the middle of the night his hair
on end, thinking that once more

for acts of conspicuous bravery. It I of
bronse and suspended from & blue ribbon

top
size of a football, surmounted by two thin,
wide disks, which, to the best of my rec-

were made of tin, with a strip

of lead around the edge. Freund called
the thing the ‘Saturn top,' because thoso
disks made it look something like the fn-
miliar pletures of that planet

“At the bottom of the sprere was a short

pin with a sharp polnt, on which the ap-
paratus revolved, and on top was n peg for

winding the string which gave It its im-

tus
reund spun the toy in & small saucer the
three times I saw It in motion. He

v
held it erect by a handle, which rested

in & cavily at the end of the pes, gave the
string a quick jerk and away it went. It
whirled around so smoothly and with such
a total absence of anything like wobbile
that it was hard to discern that it was
really moving. It appeared to be standing
perfectly mtill. The longest time that I

HOW SAVAGES GEHT FIRE

Ingenions -.u.u_“ Pusued by Mada-

xascar Natives.
Various savages have different methods

of kindling fre. In New Holland a point-

ed stick Is twirled between the palms of
the hand untll the wood on which (t

rinnds begins to amoke and at last breaks

into fiame. Other savages obtain a spark
by sticking one hit of wood upright In
the earth, cutting a silt in It lengthwise,
in which they rub another bit of wood
with a protruding plece until it flames.
The most Ingenlous method s, however,
says the Philadelphia Inquirer, that fol-
lowed by the Inhabltamts of Western
Madagascar. These use a riring of ani-
mal hide, by which they twirl the upright
stick rapldly and hasten the fire lighting.
To us who have merely to strike & match
under the mantelplece the wvalue of fire
is little appreciated, but suppossa that we
wers caught In the wilderncss without

a mateh, how would we go about light-

ing the fire to warm ourselvez or cook

our food? Perhaps the savage will point |
a way, empecially as every boy of any |
account has a plece of twine in his pock-

et. A glance at the pleture will show
how this s done better than words
could.

REPAIRING TOWER OF LONDON,

Scene of Some .!_B‘Icollm Crimen In
English History.
That wvenerable part of the Tower of

London known as the Biloody Tower is
undergoing con.ﬁdcraple repalrs at the
hands of the masons. The upper portion
of It, which faces Traltor's Gate, has been
refaced in parta pointed and colored to
resemble age. The bullding s to be re-
stored all around. Chalk, In large blocks,
enters largely into the composition of the
inner parts of the walls, and 8 declared

by the musons to be as hard, If not

harder, than ever It was. Some paris of

the wall by the Tower are 4 feet thick.
The greater part of the outer surface

of the Bloody Tower, llke that of the Bell
Tower, and some others, has since the

be missed.
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MRS, GHOST—OH, GRACIOUS! A MOUSE!

“flowerland,” says the Phlladeiphin In-

quirer, is the “trading mouse.”

Thiz lttle creaturs derives Ita name

from its peculiar habit of carrying things
awny and always leaving something o
exchange. It inhabits houses and the
woods, and there is nothing that It can
handie which it will not try to carry off. |
If 1t succesds, It will leave what It evl- |
dently thinks is falr equivalent. Fre-
quently a trading mouse will carry away |
& quantity of beans, for Instance, and
will leave a plle of weed seeds that It has
galhered In the meadow,

The object of the mouss seems to be |
to put something In place of the stolen ar- |
ticles, in order that the latter may not
It has been known to steal |
jewelry and to leave small bits of wood
or weed stocks where the jewelry haad |
been. The trading mice are similar In |
appearance to our common mice, nnd.|
llka them, prefer to travel about in dark- |
ness,

HOW HE WON THE CROSS,
Sergeant Hook's _Eeuie Defense at
Rorke's Drift.

An object of the greatest interest In the
Britlsh Museum these days ls a grizsly

old vetran, who gives you a check for your
hat and coat when you entéer to make a |
tour of the place. He is Sergeant Hook, |

V. C,

How many boys and girls, asks the New | gy’ gunlight fades the color out of a
new pine board In & short time. When the
board ls first exposed to the light it has
a fresh, yellowish color, In & day or two
the shade turns to a deeper yellow, and
pretty soon the exposed surface has be-
come ash ecolored, The sunbeams have
been burning into the wood and have re-
duced a little crust of the surfaces 10 ashes,
fend the wounded seldlers under his care. ' If time enough Is given the entire board

York Herald, have read about the terrible !
affalr at Rorke's Drift—that desperate en- |
counter between the Zulus and the Bouth |

Wales Borderers, known as the “Gallant

Twenty-fourth?™ When a strong force of

Zulu warriors came down on the hospital
wards at Rorke's Drift, Sergeant Hook
had only two well men under him to de-

balmy weather, and thers are many queer | for the Navy and & red ribbon for the
animals among them. some of which are
not found in the North. One of the most
curfous of these native Inhabltants of the

Army. The cross !s attanched to a hand-

some bar, when the owner has performed
a further act of heroism that would have

entitled him to another Viectoria Croas,

This decoration is only given In rare cases,

and is, of course, dearly prized.

SHYING HORSES,

L1 —_—
| Habit Which Is Remedied by Kind-

ness of Treatment.

Horeey often hnve what 'is called the wice
of shying: that Is, of starting suddenly at
the rustlie of & leaf or a plece of paper, or
at the approach of any object to which
they are not accustoméd. Clearly this s
the remnant of an instinct Inherited from
thelr wild progenitors In the steppes or
pralries, wher: the sudden rustling of a
| leaf might Indicate the presence of & wolf,
and where everything that was strange

was, therefore, susplcious,

It Is Mdle ns well ax cruel to beat o horse
for shying. That only increases his alarm,
and may easily reduce him to the state of
terror in which he loses his head entirely.
Horses In that state seem to lose not only
thelr hends, but thelr perceptive senses,
and a horse in that conditlon may dash
headiong agalnst a stone wall. The habit
of shying, when once formed, s difficult
to cure; but it may almost always ba pre-
vented, says Animal Friends, by such con-
sistent kindness of treatment ad to over-
power the nherited instinet of instant
flight from possible danger in  which

the habit originates.

“0ld Sol” as m Printer.

AND MRS. RAIN-IN-THE-FACE ALWAYS BELIEVED

IT WAS A MIRACLE!

—Neow York World.

tracted. He stood very still, walt-
call "April fool,” when Matt should
if
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After this Is done
deck easlly but completely,
taking care, however, not to bend the
bridge of either the deck or the selected
card. While manipulating and shuMing
them you can easily and ypobserved
giance at the edges and the sslected card |
1

times with Roman cement, Into which
shallow portlons of fliint have been super-
ficlally embedded. This was in rough imi-
tation of the old, solid flint work of an-
clent times, which actually formed parts
of walls, and in seen In perfection In St
Saviour's Bouthwark; and as it was cal-
cuiated to decelve, and became dangerous

from |through It rottenness—the flints falling,

and so on—it was all removed. The lower
portion of the Tower, bullt of square
blocks of ashiar stone, has had a lot of

it, and looks somewhat Incongrudus, in
Draw the |comparison with the upper poxt, which s

two companions fell, leaving Hook alone
to act as defender. He herd the enemy at
bay until his ammunition gave out, and
then, fixing his bayonet, he fought llke a
demon. As each Zulu fell a victim to his
trusty weapon he utilized him s a barri-
oade in the doorway that he was defend-
ing, until he had made a human breast-
work reaching to his shoulder. Then came
a lull In the fight, when up rode Lance
Corporal Willlams, who, though he knew
it was almost certain death, determined
to stand by Hook.

Presently the Zulus tried another tack,
and set fire to the roof. There was a sort

quletly that Matt's attention mlln usa“docl. while it is resting on the Iym 1522 been plastered over at variows | The onslaught was so flerce that Hook's | will finally consume In this way and
palm your hand.

crumble to dust,

By taking advantage of the sunlight's
action on wood, any boy or girl may be-
come an assistant artist to the sun and
help print all sorts of plctures on the
wood, For instance, fasten to a new board
A plece of tin, shiped to the outllne of a
head, and let It stand In the sun from
elght to 4 day=s, then remove the plecs of
tin and you will discover that the board
has turned darker on every portlon of
its exposed surface, but that that portion
covered by the tin has retained the orig-
Inal color: the result is that the outline

of the head is printed on the board,

Fow she’s a Lamb, ¢ Moose s Bird, and
Licte GArll
—Fuiladeiphis.

MERELY A FAITHFUL DC

For Foumtvem . Years Did
Bobby Keep Watohful Ward
slde -Hiw-Mastes’n Grave,

— e

Greyfrinrs’ Bobby was fust o Mt
but a loving, humble, taithful little
whose name and act of lowe have b
membersd for years, and whose story Wi
be told even to future generations for §
saks of its touching example of s
fatthfulness to the dead. 3

.

and duties, all but Bobby. Was It
had no longer a home, and no longer
duties? Nobody knows, but there Bo
remainsd—there in the churchyard
his dead. No stone was ralsed to *in
the resting-piace of Bobby's master, DS
closo beslds It another grave s co
with & flat stone which is just higl
enough above the ground for a small Joy
to lla under it. There he could e
watch the place where all be cared for i
the worid was lald.

If you could see the damp, cold, narro
Ittle spot where Bobby made his how
and home for all the rest of his loving 1t
tie life, your heart would ache to
that the life of even a dumb beast cou
be so dreary. Through the long, cold da
and the colder nights he kept his vigil
walting, watching always for one
never cama, and whosa volcea he
never more to hear,

His Loaely Waich,

From the back windows of the houses I
Candlemaker Row, which are quits near tg
the grave, the peopie could see the hon
less and friendiess littie dog keeping his
lonely watch, and many a bit of bread and
meat was thrown to him to sat. But pec
ple do not always think of hungry dog
outside, and Bobby might have &
badly sometimes If he had not bad oth
friends. h

On High strest, not far from Greyfriass’
churchyard, was & restaurant, kept by
kind-hearted woman. Bobby formed
habit of going to her every day, and I
was nover refused a meal. Bhe may ha
been a friend of his dead master, or
may have koown Bobby himself befo
his master’s death, otherwisa he
not have been likely to go so far, Ho
ever that may ba, Bobby's visits
quita regular and punctual

They have a custom in Edinburgh of
firing & gun at 1 o'clock from the Casll
which is quite near the cematary. hat
was Hobhy's dinner signal, and every
at the 1 o'clock gun fire, he dellberatel)
got up and get out for his dally meal. Nao
doubt he had discovered that the workm
in the nelghborhood wersa about fink
their midday dinner when the gun f
and that may have been the origin of
practice, for the kindly workmen .3
made him welcome, and it was not onlj
the leavings of thelr dinners that fell te
Bobby. Many a dalnty bit was shared|
with him by hia hard-working friends, and
many a bone was tucked into tha dinn
pall for the poor little dog whom
body loved and pitied and admired,

Indeed, he seems to have bean a gene
favorite, but nobody could ever Induce him
to stay long away from his master
grave. Thers he lay, day In and day out,
sometimes In sunshine, but oftener In
gloom. For 4 years the patlent creaty
watched and walted, and at last—may
not hopaT—ha found his master.

His Last Sleep.

One meorning Bobby was sesn o
dead on tha long-loved master's grave.
When {ll and suffering, he did not go to
the kind friend in High street, who had
never refused him food; he turned to
one whose last caress he had received M
long years ago, stretched out his weary
little Umbs on the spot be loved above all
others,

As you enter the double fron gntes
leading from Candlemaker Row into tha
churchyard, you pes just in front of you
the east end of the large Greyfriars’
Church, and between you and the church
s a large oval bed of flowers. In the
middle of that bad they burled Bobby.
If 1 had had the doing of it, I should
have put him at his master's feet; but
he Is not far away, and the spot ia bright
with flowers and very lovely. Even now
there Is a tender spot In tha hearts of
the Edinburgh people for Bobby.

A few years ago the Baronesa Burdett-
Coutts, when on a visit to Edinburgh,
heard the touching story of Greyfriars’
Bohby, and thought it a pity that so re-
mnarkahls an instance of animal fdelity
should ba forgotten. Bo, to perpetoate
his memory, she erected a drinking-foun-
tain. It stands on the strest at the end
of Candirmaker Row, almost opposite tho
fron gates through which one wasses to
enter the graveyard. On the top Is the
figurs of a little dog, and below Is tha
following Inseription: “Greyfriars’ Bobby,
from the lfe.""—Our Animal Friends.

Toryless Flipine Kids,

It Is sad news, says ths Philadelphis
Inquirer, that the person In charge of
the White Cross Soclety in Manila reports
In regard to Fillpino chlidren. They ap-
pear to be a most joyless class, RO amuse-
ment such as ordinarily delights the child-
ish heart being provided for them. Thelr
little foces are described as pensive and
sad: they never play with toys, nor do
they have any merry gnmes. Thelr only
dversion & cock-fighting.

Bome who have observed the lack-joy
estate of these chlldren have contrasted
their cheerless lot with the merry lives
of the Japanes» children, and prayed that
American women would start a toy and
game movement In behalf of these bablen,
who ars defrauded out of the child's birthe
right of fun.

Enigma. |

My first 1s In sad, but not in gay:

My second 1s In ache, and also in paing
My third is in afrald, but not in fear;
My fourth !s in lady, but not In dame;
My fifth i1s in brother, and also In
mother,

My sixth Ia in robe, and also in dress;
And my whole is & man that dresses In
Tue.




