.

Ram 1t In, cram It In;
Chiléren's hesds are hollow.

Rap it In, tap it In;

What are teachers pald for?

Bang it In, siam It in;

What are children made for?
archaeclogy,

Beold it in, mould It In!

All that they can swallow,
Fold it in, mould it in;

Bull there's more to follow.
Faces pinched, and sad, and pale,
Tell the same undying tale—

With aching brow, will teil to you

How the teacher crammed it in,

Rammed it in, jammed it in,

Crunched It In, punched It In,

Rubbed it in, clubbed It In,

Pressed it In, oaressed it In,

Happed It in and slapped it in—

When their heads were haollow.
—Heboboth Sunday Herald.

_———

COYOTES ATE THEIR GRUB

Misadventures of a Hanting Party of
Boys From Grand Romde Val-
ley Many Years Ago.

Now I would llke the boys and girls who
read this page to gather around while 1
tell them a story of & boys' hunting ex-
pedition, full of mishaps, that took place
in Grand Rende Valley, In ploneer days.
The party was composed of four boya,
ranging in ages from 10 to 15

On a fine Friday In June, 1885, these
rollicking boys drove out of La Grande
and followed the foothlills skirting the
west side of Grand Ronde Valley o the
mouth of Ladd Canyon. The mountalns
were inhabited by antelope, deer, elk and
many coyotes. S0 you see it was & boy's
paradise,

The lads had been counting on the hunt
for a long time, and had to use all thelr
persuasive powers to get thelr parents’

After h arguing. the parents
gave in, reluctantly, and the lads began
preparutions for the trip.

They borrowed an old wagon, with bow-
legged wheels, and then took possesslon of
a small mule, which was common Lown
property.

His Chief Virtue.

This mule's chief virtue was In breaking
into back yarda and thrusting his noss
through back windows and saying: “Good
morning.” in a perfectly polite, although
rather uproarious manner. His mate was
a dllapidated cayuse, blind in one eye, and
who saw with difficulty out of the other.
The boys hitched the “eritters” up with
& harness consisting mostly of rope and
strings, but the cayuse objected to belng
seen In public with & mule, and it was
necessary to use persuasion before the two
agreed to pull together.

The boys plied Into the wagon and pulled
out of La Grande, at 1 o'clock In the after-
noon, armed to the teeth with an assort-
ment of weapons. They drove around the
foothllls, and along the famous Tule Lake
to the canyon.

Beelng that there were ducks on the
lake, they stopped, took up their guns and
prepared to make a dreadful slaughter.
“Joe Baker, the youngest, boast{ully re-
marked that he expected to bag 20 mal-
lards.

“Oh, come off,” answered Lee West,
the eldest In the crowd; “you bag 20 ducks!
You must be dreaming.”

All the rest of the boys laughed loudly
et this, much to poor Joe's discomfort.
Then they started for the lake, which lay
several feet east of the road. They crept
stealthlly through the dry cat-tails, and
all would have been well, had not blunder.
Ing “S8am"” Chinoworth tripped over a
bunch of weeds, and tumbled headlong Into
the dirty water of the lake, He made a
great nolse, as he splutiered the water
out of his mouth, and wiped the mud from
his face, and it caused the flock of ducks
to rise

. “Oweé Lone Duck.

The boys all fired at the same time into
the flock, supposing that they would kill
at least 50, but only one duck fell. Which
boy killed the duck none could tell, but
each claimed that he dld 'When Lee
siated that he saw the shot from his
gun strike that particular duck, there
was npothing more sald. TYou see, Lee
had borrowed all the equipment, and,
by wvirtue of this, was head boss of the
expedition, as his word was law. It waa
a lucky shot, whosoever made it, for the
expedition was poorly supplled with pro-
vender. .

Upon securing the duck. the boys re-
turned to the wagon and started on up
the canyon Into the mountalns. This
part of the trip had taken up the after-
poon, and so they declded to make camp.
On a flat hill, three miles from the mouth
of the canyon, and about a hundred feel
from a running stream, they drovl the
outfit off the road, unhitched the horses
and fed them, and then prepared their
supper of coffes, bacon and bread, which
tasted very good to the hungry lads, who
spent a Jolly time around the camp-fire
that evening. Each one vied with the
other, in acrounta of his own bravery.
Sald David Bay, in & patronizing tone to
Joe:

““What would you do, Joe, If you looked
up and saw two shining eyes of a cOugar
looking down at you from that tree? Cry
for your mother, I reckon.™

*Wouldn't do no such a thing." was the
wrathful response; “I'd get my gun ready
and pop him in the eye™

“Yes, llke fun you would"™ sald Lee.
“Why. I wouldn't be afrald to meet a
ferocious bear, or two of them, for that
Draw Closer Together.

At this, the brave hunters drew closer to-
gother, and Walket Caufin asked the boys
they didn’t think it was time to go Lo

=

“Kick a feller in
you?' Sam yelled, In pain,

This created & commotion In the wagon | disturb their slumbers that night.
As the night was very warm, all were |
| restiess and thirsty. Only a pint of water

had been brought up from the stream and

‘put on the wagon seat. and as Walket

was nearest, he took firet dripk. In boy.
dom It 1s always “first come, first served,”
and Walket drank all the water.
Question of Water Supply.

When the others found It out, they were
for pliching him out of the wagon, for
they were so thirsty that they thought
they could drink the creek dry. The old-
est boy eald that !t was always the duty

“the face, why gom't|

| boyhood hunt quite as much as any of the

It was late at night whem they
reached home, and they tumbled into bed.
thankful that there were no coyoles to

Thess boys have since become men, and
atill lve here In Oregon. I doubt mnot
that they will enjoy this account of their

ohfldren who will turn to this page, the '
first thing this morning.
ALICE M. WELLS.

SPOILED THE MAY-POLE DANCE.
Mischievonun I.vT Deprive Them-
selves of a Pleasure.

Mra. Crosby, en English lady, who de
sired to Introduce a few English customs

of the youngest to bring water, and the

into the Oregon village that was to be her

UP-TO-DATE HOLD-UP.

Lightning Bug (the thug)—Hands up! Honey or your re!

youngest insisted, with equally good logle
that it was not his place to get out of the
wagon and go down that hill to the stream,
when |t was &0 dark and thers might be
wild animals about. Each urged the other
to go, but not a boy would do it. Not ane
of these brave lade would go down ihe
hill for the best gun ever made.
BSweltering with heat and thirst and
trembling with fear, the boyz lay wedged
in the wagon bed. The sllnking form of
& coyole, attracted by the smell of bacon,
Elided out of the timber and crept under
the wagon. He found the box of provis-
4ons and sent up a blood-curdiing howl of
delight, and three other coyotes who had
been watching the first one nccepted the
invitation to join In the feast. It was
un awful moment for the boys in the
wagon, and they longed heartily to be at
home In thelr bads, as the coyotes fought
and snarled under the wagon. True, the
guns were within reach, but the “hunters”
were 100 scared to use them, and they
walted In mortal terror. All their hoasted
bravery of the evening before had wvan-
ished. For half an hour the battie of the
coyotes vaged. ‘“Golly. I wish 1 wae
home,"” whispered Joe, while Dave sald:
“*Why don't you shoot "em, Lee? You've
got the best gun.”

“You can have It to shoot "em with,
if you want it." Lee replied.

“Don't want It,” sald Dave.

A Midnight Ride.

Just then the wagon began to move
backwards down the hill, having been
started by the coyotes jumping up againsi
It. It went bumplng over the uneven sur-
fape, sometimes sianting one way and
sometimes another,

Al last it lodged In some bushes, stand-
ing at an angie of about 25 degrees. The
youngeters did not dare to move, for fear
of starting the vehicle again, so they lay
there the rest of the night. The two at
the lower end of the wagon had the worst
1of it, for, lying with their heads down
| hill, the other two kept sliding down on
them. -

When dayllight came they climbed out
and took a look at the surroundings. What
they saw almoet took thelr breath away,
for the wagon had caught on the edge of
a preciplce. The coyotes were gone, and
the boys hauled the wagon back up the
hill. Then they got together, for their
breakfast, the scraps of provisions that
the coyotes had left. They nad grown
very brave with the coming of the morn-
ing and the disappearance of the coyotes.

After the meager breakfast, they start-
ed out for the hunt, winding higher, up
into the mountains, along an old Indlan
trail. For mutual protection they kept
close together, almost treading on each
others’ heels. It was a wonder that some
one of the number was not killed, In so
reckless a manner did they carry thelr
guns, as half the time the muszzles were
polnting at the heads or hacks of each
other. Once, as they passed around a
large tree that stood in the trail, Sam's
gun went off into the tree.- The boys In
front nearly jumped out of thelr shoes,
and they were glad the tree was between
them and the gun.

They Sight Game.

After a long journey, Joe Baker caught
sight of three antelope, and he made
known his discovery with a loud shout:

“Oh, fellows! Look at them animais;
look at “em!™

All the boys looked in the direction In-
dicated by Joe's wilcly waving arm, and
when they saw the antelope they opened
fire, severely wounding some trecs. They
then began to chase the antelope, think-
tng (foollsh youngsters) that they ecould
run them down. On they went for half an
hour, stumbling through the thick under-
brush, with the antelope almost out of
sight In the distance.

At last the young hunters dropped ex-
hausted, declaring they couldn't run an-
other step. They had had nothing to eat

Thlt\‘.l.ﬂ home, planned to have a modern
form of the May-pole dance given at the
plenic to be held In the village the first

| day of May.

“Boys, will you go to the woods and cut
down & stralght, siender fir tree?” she
asked of Tom Allen and Fred White,

“I"'ve never seen a better one for the

| purpose,” she sald of the sapling they

| brought from the forest. Then she
showed them how to remove the bark and
| to smooth down the ralsed pinces.

| The pole was erected in the center of

' the level play ground. It was wound
with yards and yards of red, white and
blue bunting, which dld not extend the

| whole length, however, for the upper part

of the pole was garlanded with flowers

An equal number of boys and girls wers
to be In the dance; although Kitty Lee
sald confidentially to Mrs. Crosby: “Real-
ly, if 1 were you, I wouldn't let the boys
have anything (0 do with it. They're
perfectly dreadful.”

That Wenlda't De. »

“Oh, we couldn’'t get along without the
boys,” Mra Crosby replied,

She darilled the children carefully. By
| holding the ends of the strips of bunting,

they were to unwind the May-pole, as

they danced around It and then were L0
finish the dance by winding it up again.

Patriotlc musle would be played the while,

and a very pretty effect would be pro-

duced.

May day dawned bright and clear. Peo-
ple for miles around came to the plenie

| They had all heard of the dance, and were
anxious to see it. The children were on
hand at the proper time, and the giris
| wera dressed In white, as Mra. Crosby
| had requested them to be. Murmurs of
admiration could be heard, as they formed
around the pole, and were handed the
| ends of bunting. The band struck up and
itho dancers moved with pretty, tripplng
step Slowly and then faster. But no
| mooner had the dance fairly started than
those dreadful boys ran wildly In a 4iffer.

ent direction.

Soon bhoys, girls and strips of bunting
were Involved In & tangle, from which the
| children could be extricated only but cut-
ing, In many places, the strips of bunting.
'?:" the May-pole dance was a complete

ure.

|

Boys Not Invited.

But this Is not all the story. Mra
Crosby had planned to entertaln the danc-
ers at her home the afternoon following
the day of the plenie.

*“T'll request the boys not to come.,” she
sald, after the scrape of bunting had been
cleared away.

And what a good time the girls had at
Mra. Crosby’s. The boys, who heard about
it later, tried to pretend they would not
have gone under any circumstances; but,
nevertheless, disappointment showed In
| thetr faces, as they listened to descriptions
| of the romping upon the lawn, the rowing
| upon the lake and the good things to eat

which had been provided.

Could the youngsters have had 1t to do
| over agaln, it Is lkely they would not
have spoiled the May-pole dance,

POSSESSED A SUPERIOR MIND.

By Ald of Canine Allies, Diplomatic
Cat Whips His Rival.

It was not, says the Grand Rapids Her-
| ald, his slze or his beauty which made
him remarkable, though his possession of
these attributes of fellne superiority eas-
ily made him prominent among the cats
of the nelghborhood with whom he waged
unrelenting warfare, but the fact that he
| a controlling mind and a stra-
imﬂc ability that would have made him
' a great commander had he been born In
a more exalted sphere of life. For this
cat, with true diplomacy, made friends
with the dogs of his particular domain

JUST LIKE 'EM ALL

ago to mall!™

“Now, ain't you mice? There's thst letter In your pocket I gave you more than & wesk
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the gray cat and then formed a ring about
him while the avenger entered the arena
and began the battle. Continually driven

g

righteous retribution.
sciousness of wvictory, the conqueror re-
turned, accompanied by his allies, to hia
repast of milk and beef:cak, lord of

RING WITH A HISTORY.

Contains a Tiny Music Box and Was
Weorn to Guilletine.

The most charming little ring and In-
teresting little curio in the world Is the
property of Mr. Temple, of London, Eng-
land, says the Chicago Times - Herald
This gentleman is a nepbew of the cele-
brated Bir Richard Temple, and the ring

inches, Whip the water up # that It
soapy, and, after a little experimenting,
soap Is used, the proper consistency
be obtained, €0 that the bubbles stand

Now cover A plate with a thin layer of
the soapy waler. Blow a bubbie from the
widest tube and lay it gently on the plate.
Soak the other emaller tube In the =oapy
water, so that It is wet some dlstance
from the outer end. Then very gently in-
sert the tube and blow a bubble with it
the large bubble already on the plate
ow you have two bubbles, one Inside
the other. To make the third, take a com-
mon clay pipe, wet It well on the outalde

T

25

iIn the socapy water, and then, inserting
it very gently into the inner of the other

Cholly Fiah—This April weather Is 90 chang
brella.

eable that one I3 never safe without an wm-

with lstlees, uninterested eyes at the 4if-
ferent salling craft as they pass, but
watches with lively Interest every steam-
ehip that passes, and when one heads to-

fect fit of mervous excitement. If It
chances to land at pler 39, Tom & wild,

in question is a highly prized old famlly
heirloom. Its history s pathetle and
romantic in the extreme Inside of the

He runs up and down outside the pler In-
closure, and whan the drawbridge iz let
down the first one aboard ls Tom—Tom,

CAN'T

LSE IT.

Where my Iittle ons I8

—Flck-Me-Up.

tiny circle of gold area the works of a
perfoct little music box. You touch &
spring and hold the ring quite close to
your ear. Then you hear the sweetest,
wierdest, tinjest little tune, which geems
like a volce from spirit land
This ring was once in the possession of
one of Mr. Temple's ancestors, who llved
in . He was a stanch royalist,
and in the days of the Revolution he
vallantly espoussd the cause of the un-
fortunate Louls and his doomed queen,
Marie Antomette. He was arrested and
L thrown Into jall, where he llngered for
days and weeks One of his few pleas-
ures in the gloomy solitude of his dreary
dungeon wns to listen to the volce or
tune of the little musical ring., which he
always wure on the third finger of his
left band, He had Inherited it from his
ther, who had It manufactured in

Httle ring and lovingly held it to his ear.
It sangs its little tune merrily and briskiy.
Then the signal came. He lald his head
on the gullloting which a few hours before
bad known the life blood of a queen. In
the course of time the little ring found its
way back to the Tempie family, but it
was silent. [ts present owner took It to
s London jeweler, who found In 1he
musical mechanism a clot of blood that
for years had lain there and impeded the
working of the machinery. This was re=
moved, and the little ring sings again the
same little tune that beguiled the many
sad bours of its former owner.

“3ATLOR TOM.”

If by chance you should wander down
to pler 3, North River, says the New York
Herald, and see on the edge of the whart
a2 big black and white spotted cat, all

{with moving tall and buoyant spirit.
Btralght he runs to the cook's galley. But,
alas! strange scenes meet him at every
| turn, and he comes back down the gang-
plank with drooping tall and eans—a Qaif-

| ferent cat from the one that went up a

' few minutes before.

., The Manitoba Is due in a few days, and
falthful Ballor Tom will reap his merited
reward.

BLOWING SOAP BUBBLES.

How Three Can Be Formed, One Ine
. side of Amother.

It s easy enough to blow three socap

bubbles one Inside the other. The import-

ward his pler he prances about in a per-

! two bubbles, blow a bubble, not too large,
and fill it with cigarette or cigar smoke
through the plpe to make It more dis.
tinct.

Release the bubble from the plpe end,
withdraw the pips, and you have threa
bubbles mirnculously inside of each other,
| or at least It seems miraculous to any oné
who does not know how it is done.

New Game of Ball.

Miss Jessie H. Bancroft, superintendent
of physical culture In the Brooklyn
schools, has devired a new game of ball,
which she has Introduced into the schools
and which may be played allke by boys
and girls. This game she cails "drive
ball,” and !s played with an ordinary bas-
ket-ball, the leather covar being removed
when piayed with by the girls. The ad-
vantage which the game has over most
other outdoor sports for school use Is that
any number can play.

In the schools it Is generally played
by a class, which Is divided Into two gldes.
The school yard serves as a ground, a
goal being marked off at each end, and It
is to the opposite goal that each side
strives to drive the ball. Only the palm
or back of the hand may be used, the pon-
alty for kicking being s count against
the side so offending. The ball Is started
by the referee, usually the teacher, who
toases it between the llnes, as in basket-
ball, the captains being oppased to each
other. There are several other minor
rules, but they may be easily improvised
as occasion requires.

Wrong Bird,

A trick of a well-known magician was
to shake a sack to show that It was
empty, and thén to draw out of It an egg.
after which he would always reach In
again and bring out the hen that iaid the

egE.

Of course, he had to have help In thig
and one night he had a new man who did
everything just as he had been told, until
it came to this act. Reaching into the
bag he drew forth the fowl at the usual
time, but instead of the hen an old roceter
hopped down onto the stage, ruffled its
feathers and strutted around, crowing
with all his might, whila the audience
laughed, and the magiclan went out to
hunt his new helper. -

Self-Concelted Animals.

Domestlo sheep and cattle give clear evi-
dences of pride in a recognised position of
eminence, and of humiliation in what they
consider to be a disgrace. Thus, the bell-
wether In a flock of sheep, or o leading
cow In & herd of cattle seems to be quite
consclous of Itz distinction and to be
greatly distressed If the bell is transferred
to another. It is sald, too, that in Swits-
erland the beasts which are provided om
show days with garlands are evidently
awsre of the distinction placed upon
them.

Croas-Word Enlgma.
My first Is In spend, but not in money.

but not In land.

DINNER HOUR DEFERRED.

He can't be made to etay up late,
Whatever folks may sy,

At half-past seven every night
Iie willi at once obey.

A mullem brow he never

He pever sayn, *'1 shan't!™
Nor does he ever ory, 1 won'tt™
Nor does he whine, “I can't!”

He'n nefer been seen to tease the cafy
And when his dinDer's o'ern,

He does’t, as he leaves the room,
Cumirive to bung the door. !

That I can't quite give you his name,
1 am obiiged to own,

But ba is Mme No-one's soo,

Who lives in Nolandknown!

When, with his trompet and his drum,
He is inclined to play,

If be is told to “stop that nolee™

He puats his toyw away.

He puts his toys away., remark "
Ho dorsn’t Jeave them all

About the floor, where ““STowD-ups’” may
Trip over them and fall

He keeps his collar and his clothes
Immaculately clean;

He wipes his boots upon the mat
When through the mud he's been.

Ho learns his lesons with & will,
And never skipa them—no!
He paver plagues his sisters, and
That's why they love him so,
—FPhiladeiphia Inguirer.

HER TRIP TO CLOUDLAND

s

:

Ernestine’s May Day Adventurs
With the Little Lady, in a Beautl-
ful Ship of FPearl.

L]

It was the first day of May. Ernestine,
Iying In a hammock, swung under an

apple tree, was studying physical geog-
raphy.

“Cirrus clouds are composed of thin fila.
ments, the unlon of which sometimes rés,

sembles a brush and sometimes masses
of wooly halr; cumulus clouds appear In
large masses of a hemispherical form;
nimbus clouds are characterized by a gray
unt and ragged edgea,” she repeated, over
and over again,

Then Ernestine fell to observing the
clouds which floated and drifted in the =k¥.
Yes, she could distinguish different kinds,
the fleecy cirrus, rounded cumulus and
gray nimbus. Watching them proved mors
fascinating than studying, so she allowed
the book to slip from her grasp,

As she looked, Dits of cirrus came to-
gethar In the form of an ostrich plume—a
long, full and artistically curled ostrich
plume, When the plume resolved itseif
back Into flecks, a shell appeared near
where it had been. The shell was scal-
lop-shaped and pink-lined. Then, In an-
othsr part of the sky, Ernestine found an
Angora cat, waich resembles a common
cat about as much as an Angora goat
does a common goat. The cat grew larger
and changed its ghape until It seemad Lie-
a huge white horse, with wavy muane and
tall. She saw & snow mountain which re-
sembled Bt Helena; and, not far from
this mountain, the mists assumed the
shape of & man, as It seemed to Ernestina,
of one of the genll or spirits described In
“Arablan Nighta'" tales

Ruins of a White City.
Then turrets and masses of brokenm arf.

chitecture appeared, untll ghe could Ime
agine that the ruins of & white city were
suspended from the sky. Vast snow flelds
became visible. Suddenly the sky was
transformed Into a deep blue sea, and the
cloud flecks Into crests of foam. In this
o¢ean flonted leebergs which vanished w
a tiny ship appeared. The scene mow
became very real, the ship especlally bee
ing clearly discernidle; It was pearly and
exquisitely shaped.

A strange thing happened. The ghip
left the sky, or rather ocean, and salled
downward, stralght toward the hammock,
and continued on Its course until it had
reached the hammock. Then Ernestine
gaw that, at the prow, there stood a little
lady—a most beautiful little indy, with
slender white arms, and long, flowing halr,
She was clad in a texture more delicats
and lovely than that of the apple blossom
petals which had fluttered from the trees
and were now upon the grass.

“Won't you have a sall™ the Iit
lady asked, In a very musical volce.

“Yesa" replled Ernestine, although she
felt rather cut of place and awkward when
she had seated herself Iin the frail bark
of pearl

At the lttly lady's wish, as It ssemed,
for she spoka no word nor made any
glgn, the bark floated gracefully upward,
higher and higher, untll Ermestine bhad &
birdseye view of Portland and all the
beautital surrounding country—the wvallay,
nilis, river and mountains; but her delight
at visiting cloudlund—the eea had resolved
iteelf Into the sky—made her rather un
preciative of the beautles of the
which soon seemed a mere dark spot,

Could It Be Renl? Yy

“Can this experience ba real?”’ Ernesting
thought. But a thriil of pleasure that acs 3
companled the sensation of being wafted ®
through the clear atmosphera overcame
wonderment. On they floated, until they
seemed about to penetrate the soft biue,
But Erneatine never entered It, for, with
& peal of laughter which was at once musl-
cal and cruel, the lady allowed the bark
to lurch treacherously, and Its passenser
felt herself falling, falling, to the earth,
miles below. But this dreadful sensation
ceased and something cold touched her
hand.

Ernestine opened her eyes—of course,
you've already sgucssed she had dDeem
asleep and dreaming. The “something
cold” touching her hand was the black
nose of Fritz, the dog. Fritz’'s paws were
resting upon the edge of the hammock,
Probably, in springing to place them thers
he had produced the lurch which gave
her such a fright.

Looking up agaln, Ernestine
that the scenery, Including the
ship had disappeared. So also had ‘u
cirrus and cumulus clouds, for the
was overhung with gray. An oming
splash fell upon the cover of the neglected
physical geography. This raindrop was
followed by annother, and then by another,
unti] soon they were coming down so thick
and fast that Ernestine was obliged to go
indoors, Instead of remaining in the hame
mock under tuae appie tree

AMY MAGUIRE.

Just Comfortable,
Unecle Inquired of little Bobby 1t he hagd
beenn a good Uttle boy.
Bobby—No, I haven't
Uncle—Why. I hope you baven't been

very bad.
Bobby—Oh, no; Just comfortable
Brooklyn Eagle.

Jingle,

There was & smali boy in Hoboken
Who thought that his mother was Jolinf
When she suld, “Go to bad!™
So he went out Instead—

With & sequel, alas, most provoldw’,




