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- . < b more agitated, ho picked up his Much Afrald of the Grip. geranlum heldge, becauss when I was up Monk Made a Capital Pum.
v _—_r gun and started out in the direction the A i sl . the tree I could see a humming-bird os The monk mase & capital poin ... ]
" ngsters had taken, hoping to ge: track *“T've & potion to pull up snd skip; wp tha hedge, and it acted as though it T bis friends when their dinner wos dont,
X - of them before darkness fell. He logked 1 do sothing but weep, bad a mest near.” But it teok the girafte 3 g
carefully for signa of them, and fired his I can't eat or sleep— The matter scemed worth investigating. Suck a lung time to laugh |
] Fun =t Intervals, as a signal. But his I'm 20 much afraid of the gripl™ 20 the went over to tha hedge That they had to sbandoa the fun.
? - | efforts were useless for the Inereasing that bounded the grove Yes, there was i
T i B e TR g e e | REARED ANONG THE CUBS
SRR headway In the thick n re- r
A asked: flowers.
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The Boy With the Spade.
Ko weight of ages bows him down,
That barefoot boy with his fingers brown.
There's mothing empty in his face,
Ko burdens of the human race
Are on hin bhack, nor Is he dead
To joy or sorrow, hope or dread
For he can grieve, and he ean hape,
Can shrink with all his soul from soap
Yo brother to the ox Is be
He's second ecurin to thy bee;
He loosens and lots down his jow—
And brings it up—his gum to “‘chew.*
There's maugh: but sweal upon his brow,
*Tis alanied somewhat forward now.
His eyes are hright with sager Nght,
He's working with an appetite,
Ah, mo! That boy Is not afraid
To winid with ail his strength his spade!
Kor has he any spite a1 fate—
He's digging angirworms for balt.
—Chicage Tribuyne

FOLLOWED BY A PANTHER

Hair-Ralsing Experience of & Party
of Boys and Girla in the
Blue Mountalns.

Well, children, here 1 am again this
morning. I am going to tell you a story
that will open your eyes. Bo all gather
arcund, and be sure you do not{ interrupt
me. .

It was years before the palace car in-
waded ihe solitude of the Blue Mountalos
and before the grait freight tralns of
pack mules and pralrie achooners had
ocased to follow the deflles of that range.
I fancy that a party of six—two girls and
four boys—have never forgotten a terrible
exparience they had in these mountaina

It had been Lthe practice of the people
of La Grande—and 1t is kept up now to
& certaln extent—to spend weeks at a time
in the mouniaine, gatbering whortleber-
ries.  Several familles would usually go
together, and to the boys and girls, eape-
clully, these trips were great sport. The
wagons followed the Meacham road aiong
the Grand Ronde River to the FPelican
ranch canyon, and then along the eoid
tmmigrant road, usually to the Summit
Housa,

There were itwo large wagons in the
party of which 1 speak, and most of the
boy= and girls were mounted on Indian
ponlea. Thess childrep—Lioyd Summers,
“Joe" Collins, “Nat” Davis, "Kitty” Kin-
gey, Guy Haker and Ednz Hardy, by name
~had & goy time and made the mountains
ring with thelr merry cries.

Reaching the old Bommit House, a
ecamping place for frelghters, they plunged
inte the dense forest, along an unused
trall, to an open space at the bottom of
a deep, dark cangyon.

Ontracised by His Kind.

Some years bhefore, an aged hermit had
lived and died in this secluded spot, No
one knew where he had come from, and
the tragedy of his Ule was buried In the
mountains; but it was sald that he had
beon ostracised from an immigrant train
from the East in 1550 Left alone in the
mountaine, he made a little hablitation for
himseif, and there spent the remaining
venrs of his lonely life. occasionally going
put to the Bummit House to beg bacon and
tobioro from the freighters, At last he
came no more, and & party of hunters went
that way. Entering his old cabin, they
found his skeleton on & low cot. On a
table nesr by was the faded picture of a
beautiful child, nearly obliterated by the
dampness, and a writton sketch of his lfs.

Bul my story deals with the experience
of these young people, and not with the
details of the hermit's ife

The party made camp that night near
the old, forsaken cnbin and speculated
smmuch on the causes that led the man to
leave the train and become & hermit.
dell was a beautiful, grassy spot, of about
three afred, MrToided by a dense growth
of small plie &n° marack saplings,
which stood so cloSe together that One
could scarcoly squeese betwean them. This
growth was particularly dense on the
scuth side.

A deliclous supper
steaming coffec wns
pear o bigp campfire.
the whitened bones of the hermit were
sleeping but & few rods from the camp
had & subdulng effect on the spirits of the
boys and girls, and they gathered closely
about the campiire, with thelr elders, lis-
tening Intentiy to stories until late, But,
acon after ratiring, thelr prervousness was
jost In sound. bealthy alumber, Induced
by the fatimies of the trip.

Good Yarn-Tellers.

af bacon, beans and
caten afier nightfall
The knowledge that

The party was composed of the familles |

and friends of . B. MeComas a ploneer,
and Joe Neathers, an old stagedriver. Both
men had been through many adventures
and ocould unrecl startliog stories by the
yard. That accounts for the nervousnesa
of the youngsters, who did not then know
that, on the following mnight, they were to
have an experience that would put their
courage 1o o severs lest

Next morning all wers up bright and
early for the day's pleasures. During the
forenocon they set the camp In good order
and built the benches and tabies, always

required to make camp Hfe convinlent and |

comiortable.

After Junch, at 2 o'clook In the afternoon.
Lioyd Sumgers. the oldest boy
v the other children:

“What do you say, kids, to an exploring |

tour of the surrounding country ™

“Just the thing: let's sart right now,"™
was the hearty response from the young
peopls

B0 the children wtarted to look about
They went directly west from the camp
for aboul two miles, chattering gally and
making plans for good times during the
camping season It was thelr Intention
to remain out only a short time that after-
noon
Joe Collins
when they started, but bad neglectod to
supply themselves with ammunition other
than the single loads that were already
in the guns

“Well, boye." remarked Edna, when they
had been out about an hour. 1 think wa

had better go back. You know Mr. Me-
Comas warpe! us pot 10 go too far, or
be pone long.”

“Yeu," mald Nat ‘It Is now half-past

four and high time we werse In camp,
They wiil be uncasy about gn*™

The |

remarked

Twao of the older boys. Liord and |
had picked up & gun ﬂu‘h,]

dense growth of treos &nd the bewildering

X and, instead of golng eust-
ward toward camp. they lost thelir bear-
ings and toovk a southerly direction anlong
the mountain side and around the thick
growth of saplings.

By way of explanation, T might say here
that this growth formed a semi-cirelo
around the south side of the valley where
| the camp was located.

Before they had gone far, Guy, who was
lwn_'llln; behind, suddenly became aware
that an animal was following them. He
stopped and looked bhack, but it kept out
of sight, and be could not at first sae I
Boon it grew holder and came within &
feet of them, and then he saw that it was
a full-grown panther. Shaking wiih
fright, he called to Joe:

“Look back there! There's a—er—r—pan-
ther follerin® us™

The attemtion of all the children was
attracted by this, and as they stared In
horror at the benst, where It stood in the
path, lashing its jong tall it slunk back
into the shadow of the dense thicket

“Oh, we'll all be killed and eaten alive,™
m]:ﬁ both giris; “why don’t you shoot

“No you won't be killed.” sald the hays,
“but we havg only two charges In the
gune, and we'll not ghoost untll we are
driven to It. If we should wound him. he
will be more us than ever."

“And 1 don't think we are golng in the
right direction,” safd Lloyd. “We have
certainly missed the way and will bave
to skirt “ this thicket, to the eastern eox-
tremity, in order to reach camp.”™

This remark brought the children to a
realizing semse of thelr situation. They
of trees from the camp and followed by
o-hungry panther,

Tried 'to Break Through.

Once they tried determinedly to break
through the growth, but they were obliged
to return to the oater adge, for the sap-
lings grew so closely together that it wae
impassible to pass between them. As they
| emerged, they saw the panther, now close
| behind them. Kitty and E2na were
slightly in advance of the boys, and Kitty,
seoing the animal sald:

“Lioyd, do shoot that mnimal
rome of us will be killed.™
| Scarcely had she finlahed speaking when
| the beast leaped into the alr and came
| down right between the girls Both

screamed, and the boys =prang forward

and the beast slunk back into the Jungle.
After the children had partly recovercd
from thelr fright, they closed up for mu-
tual protection. It was getting dark, and
| they decided to go down into the valley
| and follow along the thicket to the other
| end of the semicircle.  Accordingly. they
| descended the mountain sde, and skirted
{ the walley, until they reached an open
| space about 30 feet square. The pan-
ther bad become wvery persisten: aguin
and followed more closely than ever,

“We will have to stop here,” sald Liovd,
who was the responsible member of the
party, “and bulld a fire. It Is !mponssible
to go any further tonight.”

The other boya then gathered wood and
bulit a rousing fire In the narrow spot.
They - were surrounded by a leafy forest,
and the towering pines with which they
ware éenvironed, the blinking light of the
stars and the gloom of the thicket all
|tended to impress the children with a
feeling of unrest. The fact that the flerce
beast was lurking somewhere in the re-
ceseen of the jungle added to the serious-
ness of thelr situation. Lioyd enchuraged
the shrinking girls with the remark:

“Don‘t be gonred. We'll be all right.
You lle down on this bed of moss, and

1 know

| long vigll and with thelr tramp of

| ful of their danger.

were separated by an impenetrable growth |

intense darknesa. Bometimes they were
ohliged to drive the panther back with
blaxing brands, as it prowled about.

Nat and Guy had ths last watch of the
night toward momning. Weary with the
the
afternoon befors, the lnds dropped asleep,
with their guns In thelr bands. The fire
died down, and the sleeping chiliren weare
left In that perilous position, without any
protection. The slinking, cowardly beast,
which so far had feared to attack them,
now crept slowly and stealthlly toward
them down the trunk of a prostrate tree
thnt had fallen in o tempest,

Btill the children slumbered on unmind.
Not a sound broke

Ornithological Rapture.

h\ﬁc.t‘\a

Mrs Jidrd—AR! rapture] Bllss. There goss &
message stating that an energetic movement I8
en foot to abolish the mse of our plumage on
Jadlrs’ Lats

the stiliness of the night, save the whirr
of a bird that had been startled by the
presence of the beast of prey.

Within a fow yards the great slouching
animal crouched on the trunk of the tree
and polsed for a spring. Then, with a
mighty leap, he sprang into the alr. The
object was to reach the sleeping giris, who
were on the opposite side of the fire.

Missed His Prey.

But the brute miscaleulated, and landed
on all fours In the hot ashes and embers.
The Instant paln of the bums= and the
stirieks of the giria terrifiesd the panther,
and, in another second, he leaped over the
gliris, who were In a sitting posture, mak-
ing the chill morning alr ring with their
screnms of

“Fire! Murder! Help. Ha's a-killing us
doad, Ok, help, somebody.”

As the beast leaped over them and dis-
appearsd in the darkness, MNat and Guy
sprang gulltily to thelr feet, guns in hand
But the beast had plungel so qulckly
through the camp that they hardly caught

'a glimpse of him.

The party was now sroussd, and soon
had the fire rekindled. No one seemed to
be sleepy after the excitement, and so all
remained up until daybrealk. When mom-
ing finally came, Lioyd took & good look

| around and sald to the rest

“] think that we are directly south of
the camp. and it wouldn't take us jong te
get back if it were not for this thicke:
We will swing around on the mountain
side and take a survey from a tree.”

Meanwhile, what are the peopie in the
camp doing? They had been expecting

HER VISIT.

Rummaging and skirmishing through the musty closets,
Pronging dustily to gt all thalr okl deposila

locking for a trundle chair, meeking for & doily,
Hesurrecting broken toys, seems such awlul folly;
Mecreting the bric.a-brae, cleaning off the tables,
Starting the furnace fires, hunting books of fables:
What & seetning ot of fusa. s3] 1 wouldn't mise (2

When my married sister Hessle's baby makes a visit,

~George R, Brill

we will see that nothing harms ;wjtlw children back by 5

We'll keep the fire going all night, and
| the panther will keep awny from here.™

8o the girls, exhausted with frigh: acd
| fatigue, lay down on the soft moss and
goon sunk Into dreamless sleep.

The boye two at o time, walched falith-
| Tuily through the long and terrible night,
il about 4 In the moming. As the hours
| dragged slowly by the watchers by the
fire could hear the dry brush crack or

But they bad become confused hmlmt-omotr«!s” Eleaming in the |

o'clock., at the
Intest. but when & 7. then £ o'clock cam:
and went and =il the children 4i4 not
appear, they grew anxious about them
*“Jim" Hutchins, one of the men at the
camp, was an old and exnerienced moun-
talneer, and had explored the ranze thor-
oughly. He was greatly concerned about
the children. as he knew so well the dan-
gvr of passing a night unprolected In the

mourtains,
As the time passed and the whoie camp

At 12 o'clock Hutchins, who had been
growing restiess as (he hours dragged by,
sald:

“I ean't stand this any longer, and mumt
do something. 1 am goleg out agaln.”

“It's no use,”" pr - | . MeC 2
“you can't see anything and hsd betier
walt till day’ reak.”

Jim was determined, howewer, and so
started back In the same direction he had
taken sarller in the evering. The other
men writed unti{l the first streak of light
appeared, when they began a systematic
searoh_

Joe Discovers the Camp.

But, to return to the chiliren. ~When
they reached an elevatad place, Joe
cilmbed a tall tree.  After looking around
he cried:

“Hurrah! There's 1ne camp right over
there, about two miles away.”

This information was recelved with
shouts of joy by the reat, and when Joe
came down from the tree, they atarted,
post-haste, for the camp  They plunged
with reckless haste through the tangle-
wood and reached thelr destination In
about 2 minutes, with thalr clothos nearly
torn off by the brambles. The people at
the camp besst them with questions, but
the children, who had had nothisg to eat
since noon on the day before, and were
nearly famished went to the camp kitchen
and devoured everything they could find,
before they told of their adventures. Hy
noon the search party had returned, and
it= members rejolced to fAnd that the ab-
sent ones had got back all safe

This story, children, is long encugh. I
could tell you of the good timea the young
people bad during the 10 days’ outing, but
you wash your faces and put on your best
clothes and go to Bunday school. Some
other time, T will tell my lttie friends
another story, that ain't s0 “scarey.”

ALICE M. WELILS.

FISHING CORMORANTS.

Trained to Prey Upon Finsy Tribe
for Humnan Masters.

What 4o you think of this, children—
birds eatching fish far thelr human mas-
ters?  Yes, tralned birds—cormorants—
that are tled by the foot and that dive
into the water and catch blg and Ilitle
fishes, which they ‘are required to bring
to land to those who employ them 1o
save themselves the labor of fishing.

In the Jardin &'Acclimatation in Parle
are two cormorants which have been
trained to fish by Fellx Bourgignon, a
resident of the great French capital, who
followe the octupation as a sport. He
Is sald to be the only man !n the world
who thes fishes as o recreation. although,
in several paris of the world cormorant
fAshing s p d as a busl The birda
of the Parls zoo are expert fishers and
have been corofully trained. The long
feathers of their jeft wings have béen
cut, 50 that they cannot fly, and to tne
fest of the birds, when théy are employed
at thelr piseatorial tosk jedther thongs
are atiached, in order that the move-
menta of the fishers may be controlied
by thelr trainer. In tralning cormorants,
cire has to be exercised to prevent therr
striking thelr Instructor in the face wiih
thelr heavy, powerfu! beaks and for that
purpose a4 wire mask s worn by the
trainer. For two or three days each bird
is fed carefully by hand et regular inter-
vals, and at the end of thls time com-
plete docility s obtalned, and, the birda
having become accustomed to thelr mas.
ter, follow him about lUks & couple of
affectionate poodies,

Several live fish are placed In & tank,
and thé cormorant, having had a collar
adjusted to his neck sufficlently tight to
provent him from awallowing the fiah, ia
allowed to plunge for his prey. In &
few seconds he reappears with a fsh
partly swallowed. He {s persuaded easlly
to perch upon his master's finger, and.
placed on the ground, he ‘s made to dis-
gorge his caich, which immediately Is
put out of sight, the cormiorant belng re-
warded by a small plece of fish or other
suitahle food. The sport s most Inter.
esting and even (escinating, especially (f
the cormorant pits himself agnimst a good-
=iz=ad fish. The movements and maneuvers
of the cormorant in the watsr are of
marvelous rapidity and grace, although
on land he ls an ungainly animal

Cormorant fishing !s practiced largely
ns a business in China and Japan. In
thess countries It wsually Is carrled on
at night and in boats Bach Asherman
takes five cormorants, and to the prow of
the hoat is attached a brilllant Hghe,
which attracts the fish, of which enor-
mous numbers are caught by the hirds
Thear Chiness and Japanese fAshermen
attaln great &xill in the manipulation of
the Yrde. They handle four or five cor-
morants, all retained by strings, and send
them into the watsr at the same Hme
To juggle with the strings—which are
held between the fingers of the left hand
—whiis the birds plunge about In all al-
rections |s a matter requiring the greatest
dexterity.

THE SHADE TREE'S STORY.

Uprooted From Ita Forest Home and
Bromght to the Big City.

It i= early morning, and the coo! Bpring
hreese blows over my head, and the
morning =un s shining through my
leaves. Soon the children will bs on thelr
way to school, and as they go by, they
will sit under my branches and rest. At
noon I made the workingmen who labor
in the streets, while they ecat thelr junch,
At night, when the people are out to take
in the pure, fresh alr, they stop under
my branches and talk over the business
of the day. Now, while I walt for the
children, T will tell you my history:

When I was still a young sapling, some
men came into the forest and took me
away from my mother and brought me
here, when this jlarge olty was only a
small village. As the years rolled by, I
ETew 1o be a large tree.

I felt very lonesome at first, because I
was the oaly tree by this corner. 1
thought 1 should never sde my dear old
mother again. But, one day, I happened
to look down the street, and, to my joy,
1 saw some men bringing my mother
along In & wagon. 1 watched them and
hoped they would put her Deside me on
this corner. But my joy turned to sor-
row, for T saw she was dead. Thea I
thought of the dreadrul things that mizght
happen to her, Perhaps the crual testh
of a saw might tear her to pleces and cut
her up into lumber; and then, agninal, she
might be put into a furnace and the
hungry flames might eat her up, without

mercy.

As all these, thoughts passed through
my mind, 1 shuddered, because I thought
perhaps, that when | was dead, 1 might
have something of the same kind happen
o me.

Now T see the children coming, so T will
tell you the rest of my history soms
other day.

FLORENCE B. BAWYER, Aged 12

Enigmn.
1 am composad of 13 leltens and am the
plensantest bholiday of the year.
My 34 13 eshy. My 3 L 1 65 1s
akind of tree. My 11, 10 & M, 7, 12 Is

very dellcate. My 1, 410, € 7, 2Is to give.
My 3, 4, 5, 10 is & kind of grain,

Strange Adventures Encountercd by
Young Oregonians in the
Sunny Southiand.

“T'm going to have soda dscuits for sup-
per, 80 one of you will have to go after
buttermilic,” calied Aunt Katle to the
Beardsley girls, Ruth, Mesta and Bess,
who wers plled into a hammock hung near
the house.

“Let's get Nina Burt and all go together;
1t'll be fun,” suggested Bess,

Ruth left the hammock and went up to
Aunt Katia,

“Are you In a hurry for M7 she asked.
“No; just 50 you have It hers some time
this afterncon.”

Then Ruth walked to the irrigating ditch
or Spmnish zanje (oromounced “sankey''),
which extended In front of this Southern
California residence. Btanding upon the
bridge which crossed the ditch, ahe called

there was one In the honey-uckle vine on
our front porch at Santa Barbara.” ssid
Nina, just as though, undesr the circum-
stances, any one of the girls wouldn't
have the nest.

But it was not found, although the bird
continued Its restless fMitiing. and then
the attention of the childrem was attracted
elsewhere, Ruth exclaiming: "“"Well, 2ee
this funny thing!" The funny thing wus
alive, and was shaped like o toad, whilo
it moved llke a lizand. Bpines formed a
| natural eollar argund its neck.

“That's nothing but a borned toad,” pro-
nounced Nina. “T've bdandled hundreds
‘o‘r them at Santa Barbara Nina always
wanted to tell what she had seen or done
at Banta Barbara.

“Pick this one up,” sugpested Besa

“Oh, 1 don't want ta now; I'm out of
the hahbit." repiled Nina. "But here's a
little one I'd just as soon take,” she com-
tinued.

Sure enough, near by waa a horned toad
about the sizs of a dime, and this Nina
did allow to cuimb about over her brown

and wris

hand

“Let's cllmb this!" Meta suggested. The
huge, wide-spreading boughs of the old
appia tree to which she referred were cor-

HE HUSTLED ALL RIGHT,

Fa—Come, old bay! Chop lively, and hustle

some wood in Berm. The fire's nearly out!

All right, pop.™

“Nina! Oh, Nina!" unt{l a dark-skinned,
pretty littie ;1 7 approsched the edge of
the zanje on the oppoeite aide of the
street.

“Do you want to come with us after but-
termilk 7™ mounded mcross

“Yes: walt a minute!" Nina wvanished,
and then reappearsd wearing a hat.

“*Shall we go by the road or through the
orchardT™ asked Nina, when she and Ruth
had joined the others.

“Oh, through the orchard,” chorused
the Beardsleyse. They had recently moved
o Los Angeies from Portiand, Or., and
the orange grove just back of their house
was stlll 8 novelty and famcinatlon.

“"We wers out early this morning and
got & market-basket full of oranges,” an-
nounced Meta, as they stumbled over the
clods The season’'s crop had been gath-
ered and ghipped, so that finding & mar-
ket-banket full bespoke an u 1a
of good luck.

A Discovery.

“Mota! Meta, do come here!™ muddenly
exclalmed Ruth. "Look up there—straizht
in the direction I point—"way in the top
of the tree. Bee those five or six oranges
all on one branch! However did we hap-
pen to miss them this morning? Clmb up
now and soe If you can't break off the
whole cluster.™

Meta was depended upon to cllmb the
trees; she was good as a boy at that sort
of thing. 8o now she brought a wooden
box, kept in the orchard for the convenl-
ence of any one wishing to get into the
trees, and soon glimpees of her hiue ging-
ham dress could be sesn as she stepped
from bough to bough.

“Oh, dear, it's horrid up here! Bilack
specks and scale bugs keep falling In my
eyes, I've lost sight of the oranges, any-
wiy,” WMeta complained, and then she
added, ‘“T'm coming down.”

“Don't give up y&t; go just a llttle higher!
There's the cluster, right above your head.
If you can’'t break [t off, shake tha
bough!™ sounded from below.

Motn shook vigorously. The result was
a ahower of gloasy, dark leavea and hard
green frult, but the coveted golden balls

tainly a temptation to any one as fond
of climbing as Meta. The others agreed,
and soon ths tree was full of children.

When Ruth, Nina, Meta and Bess were
again on the ground, Bess asked: “Don't
you want to ¢ross over to the road now
and walk along it a while?* Bass Uked to
pass a certaln Bpanish adobe hoose that
atood opposite where they were and across
the street

“They're all out there;
she exclaimed, when the orchard had
been left. By “they™ Bess meant the
Spanish family, and by “there” the apen
front or covered court of the adobe. This
space on the ground floor extended back
about half way through the house.  Long
strings of red peppers hung upon It
three walls and were suspended from iis
celling. On the adobe floor were rocking-
chalrs, & baby's cradle and other articles
which showed that the space was used
as o room. At pressnt children weore
playing about the floor; a fat woman,
dressed In black and with & black stawl
over her head, was sewing, while a =len-
der young womnan was making lace.

The road ended a short distance above
the adobe house. as did also the orchard;
the remalnder of the way lay through an
open fleld,

Kot Very Good.

“If you gat hungry, you can just pull a
pleca of this grass, and you'll find a nut
on the end,” sald Nina, when they had
entared tha fleld. The giris commenced
pulling blades and trying to eat the nuts
|growing at the roots, but they were nol
#0 good as almonds, nor even =0 good as
filberta; in faot, they ssemed fitter food
for squirrels and gophers than for chil-
dren.

I'm so giad*™

It did not take long to cross this field,
and soon the children had started home
with the buttermilk.

“I think thers must be trapdoor-splder
holes arcound here” It was Nina who
spoke, when they were back in the opem
ifleld. Strange she had not thought of
thess nests when she mentloned the nuts,

“Here's one now! Look at it closely,
so's you'll know how to tell them your-
selves.' Nipa was upon ber hands and

Blood Specialist.

Dvr. Amos Skeeter—Don't strike! I sm =&
biood speciallst, and was merely testing yours,
I would advise & course of treatmeant to In-
croase the number of red corpurcies

clung persistently. Bo she carried out her
threat of getting down. Then clods and
sticks were thrown. Two of the oranges
were hit and locsened from their stems,
but o falling they were =0 badly brulsed
as to maks them no more desirable than
the "windfalls” scattered about under
foot.

Although Meta had not secured the cov-
eted cluster, she appeared to feel repald
for her atiempt. “'Girla™ she said, “I be-

lieve there's a humming-bird's nest In that

knses, The others were obllged 10 take
the aame position and get thelr eyes very
near the ground, in order to detect the
fine line which marked off upon the earth
a space shaped |lke a miniature horsme-
shoe.

“Now I'll show you how to open L.
She Inserted & pin In the tiny ¢rack and
pressed open the door, As (t flew back
upon its silken hinges, it was ssen to be
lined with a gilstening white subsiance,
which also lined the long tube, or nest.

“T've found one, But 1 can’t get {1 open.™
called Ruth, & moment later. “It's blgrer
than yours,” she added. Soon the four
giris were bending over Ruth's nest.

“Take this aharp-pointad stick instead
of the pin."' one of them suggested. The
atick worked Tha trapdoor was forced
open and an immens=e fat spliler jumped
out almont Into tha face of Meta, who was
nearest, and who held the pall of bhulter-
miik. The splder fell back (nto the hols,
but must have been drowned, for Meta
dropped the pall Instantly and nearly wil
the contents drained Into the nest

“There! what'll we do for butermilk?™
was wondered, after the fright had sub-
sided.

“We'll just have to hurry home and get
mora money,” answered Bess

“Go ngaln, Indeed!"" snapped Aunt Katle,
when the proposal was made to her. She
wns not the Beardsley girls' nunt, by the
way. but a nelghbor woman, whom every
one ealied "Aunt Katle™ and who was
keeping houss for them In the absence of
their mother. “The next time I send you
on an errand I'll koaw better than to tell
you I'm not In 2 kurry,” she continued.
“Supper's been over for an hour. and I
bad to send to the baker's for bread ™

AMY MAGUIRE.

Practical Father.
“Papa, he has broken my trusting
heart,” moaned the old mmn's sentimental
“What shall 1 do? What shall

sald the
Plain

practical old man.—Cleveland
Dealer,

Mon Child, Foster Som of the Bears,
Hises to Much Honor and Wins &
Great Chlef"s Danghter.

Years ago & Httle child wandered from
home and strayed far Into the woods, All
day long he went from bush to bhush, ent-
ing berries and pleking wild flowers. When
the sun went down, he, weary and fright-
ened, laid him down to sieep beneath &
blackberry bush.

Presectly a great bear shambled along
in search of nire, rips berrics for sup-
per, and, seeing the sleeping child, ralsed
him in 28 arms and carried him awsy.

The new moon shone Into the wood, and
the bears, sitiing around om thele
haunches In a wide circle, were holding
solemn council. In the center of the cire
cle stood Wauffy-Wufty, their chief, In
thape half man, half hear, and In his
arms he held a sleoping child. L

“My brethren,” he wus saying, “‘we afa
all agreed to do this child no harm, bud
to ketp and rear It among our cubs™

A loud grunt of approval cams from
the circle of bears, and, after some furthes
consultation, the council broke up.

Time went on, and the Mlttle ehiid, ~
nursed and fondled by his strange foster-
mother, frolicked and gamboled among
her cubs, until he grew into a strong,
though slender, stripling.

Out Inte the World.

Again the council of bhears was called,
and it was declded that the time was
come when the slender stripling, thete
foster chlld, should he sent out into the
great world to mingle among his kind,
8o, after giving the atripling a mighty
bow and gquiver full of arrows, Wuflys
Wuffy conducted him to the edge of the
wood,

“Go forth, my son,” he sald, sorrows
fully, “rever forget those who fostered
theo, and my blessing go with thee ™

With sorrow in his heart, the boy sped
over the green meadowa, As he neared &
village he eaw a beautiful maiden draw-
ing water from a well, and qn the other
side of the low stone wall, glaring at her
with green eyes, a wildeat erouched,
ready to spring. The malden stood heips
lean and stupefled with fright, and gased
piteously at the beast.

Swiftly the boy drew his bow, and an ar-
raw sped Into the heart of the wildeag
Just as he leared Into the alr. With a
wild ery the maiden turned, but when
she saw the strange youth, her rescuer,
she took to her heels and ran, screaming,
inta the viliage.

A great crowd came out from the vil=
Inge 10 meet ths stripling and led him
away to the house of their chief, whoss
beautiful daughter he had saved from
the wildeal. The mighty chieftaln took a
great llking to the Ind, and gave him
beautiful clothes and a high position i§
s household.

His Wedding Day.

Ard there for many days he dwell tn
the house of the chief, and it soon bes
came known that nope In the countryside
could equal him in fests of strength of
use of the bow and arrow.

And it came to pass that the chisftala
gave a willing consent and the foster som
of Wuffy-Wuffy marrled the beautiful
malden, his daughter.

When the weddineg was being—solem
nized, to ths astonlshment and ec
nation of all the people, a great beat
staiked into thelr midst, followed by &
great train of his fellows. The village
peopls, with a great cry, fied In horror,
but the happy bridegroom Iald his hand
on the great benr's shaggy shoulder.

*Thi= s Waffy-Wuffy, my dear fostere
father,” he sald, simply. “He will do you
no harm, my good people.”

So Wuffy-Wuffy, the wild man of the
woods, becname the ally and protector of
tha village, where hip foster-son and the
beautiful malden rtelgned happlly evep
after—By Josephine Sterrette, in Phila=
delphia Inquirer.

-~ “WHIPPFING BOYS.™

Lads Who Had to Take “Lickings®™
for Misbehaving Princes.

In England formerly thers was what
was known as a “whipping boy,” who
was compelled to take tlogeings for the
shortcomings and misbehavior of the
prinres of the royal family. In those duys
a prince who was to be a king, wns
looked upon and treated as a person of
great Ilmportance. His person was heid
to he sacred. and so It would never have
done to punish him. If an English prince
missed hls lessons, was rude to his teache
ers or committed any of the other
naugh:y tricks common to saucy chile
dren, his whippin boy was flogeed.

In a picture by the Engllsh artist Stae
cey, repreosenting Prince Edward, after-
wnrd Edward VI, trying to save hix whip-
ping boy (rom a flogging which he him-
salf deserved, the prince’'s governess. an
old woman, [s represented as about to
flog with a formidable bunch of switches
the little whipping hoy, who, hat in hand,
appears astonished when the prince, rushe
Ing up, seizex the bundle of switches,

On that occaston, Prince Edwnrd had
not only refused to learn his lessons, but
had persisted in teasing his old governeas
to mich a degree that she was finally
forced to resort Io the extremity of pune
ishing his whipping boy. The name of
the Ind who wok Edward VI's flogging
tor him was Barmabas Fitspatrick, ang
it l= saild that he and the prince were lfe-
long friends. The painting repressnts
the last flogging which he was compelled
to take for the royal child, who was so
much impresszed by the injustice of the
practice that he: ever afterward bebaved
himself so well a5 (o leave no excuss for
punishment.

Denf, Domb and Dlind Boy Author,
Tommy Stringer cannot gee, hear orf
spenk, but he has written a story and
Mlustrated 1. He !5 In the fifth grade
a grammar school—the first boy so aAf-
fMloted to enter a grammar school In Bose
ton. A short time ago ne wrofte o storys
“*Two Boston Boys; the Puritan Boy of
i8¢ -the Boston Boy of 1500

Thae lttle author drew an intalligent cob.
trast between the lot of one boy and that
of the other, and concluded: *'I am very
giad that the [litle Puritan boy came
noresas the sea fram Engiand to live ia
Boston in 1608, hut 1 would rather be the
Boston boy of 190"

He illustrated the story by cutting out
in white paper and pasting on a biack
background his conceptions of a stage
conch, & windmill, a salling vessel and
a trolley car.

0dd Quartet.

In the cities of Middle Germany an odd
quartet !s just now on exhibition. Oscap
Balling is conceded to be the biggest Ger-
min He is only 28 years old, and meas-
ures § (eet 2 Inches, Frauleln See-hen, the
second curlosity, is the oldest daughter of
a Chinnman who married a German wWo=
man in Berlin, She Is wall proportioned,
and only an Inch shorter than Osecar. A
ludierous contrast Is the Norwegian
dwarf, Ols Olsen, who tenderly nurses &
full beard and is 40 years oll, and not
quite thres feet In helght. The fourth
member of the troupe Is little Wlnl.a
Wendt, 16§ vears oid, a Persian, who is
2 feet § inches tall ¥




