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Tae Boy With the Spade.
Jfo weight of ages bows him down.
That .barefoot boy with his fingers brown.
There's nothing empty In his face,
No burdens of the human race
Arc on his back, nor is he dead
To Joy or sorrow, hope or dread.
For he can grie e. and he can hope.
Can shrink with all his soul from soap.
No brother to the ox Is he.
He's second cousin to the bee;
He loosens and lets down his jaw
And brings It up his gum to "chaw."
There's naught but sweat upon his brow,
Tls slanted somewhat forward now.

Ills eyes are bright with eager light.
He's working with an appetite.
Ah. no! That boy Is not afraid
To wield with all his strength Ms spade!
Nor has he any spite at fate
He's digging angleworms for bait.

Chicago Tribune.

FOLLOWED BY A PANTHER

Hatr-Raisln- gr Experience of a Party
of Boys and Girls in. the

Bine Mountains.

Well, children, here I am again this
morning. I am going to tell you a story
that will open your eyes. So all gather
around, and be sure you do not Interrupt
me.

It was years before the palace car In-

vaded the solitude of the Blue Mountains
and before the great freight trains of
pack mules and prairie schooners had
ceased to follow the denies of that range.
I fancy that a party of six two girls and
four boys have never forgotten a terrible
experience they had In these mountains.

It bad been the practice of the people
of La Grande and it Is kept up now to
a certain extents to spend weeks at a time
in the mountains, gathering whortleber-
ries. Several families would usually go
together, and to the boys and girls, espe-

cially, these trips were great sport. The
wagons followed the Meacham rbad along
the Grand Ronde River to the Pelican
ranch canyon, and then alone the old
immigrant road, usually to the Summit
House. .

There were two large wagons In the
party of which I speak, and most of the
boys and girls were mounted on Indian
ponies. These children Lloyd Summers,
"Joe" Collins, "Nat" Davis, "Kitty" Kln-se- y,

Guy Baker and Edna Hardy, by name
had .a gay time and made the mountains

ring with their merry cries.
Reaching the old Summit House, a

camping place for freighters, they plunged
into the dense forest, along an unused
trail, to an open space at the bottom of
a. deep, dark canyon.

Ostracised by His Kind.
Some years before, an aged hermit had

lived and died In this secluded, spot. No
one knew where he had come from, and
the tragedy of his life was burled In the
mountains; but It was said that he had
been ostracised from an Immigrant train
from the East In 1S64. .Left alone In ,ihe
mountains, he made a little habitation for
himself, and there spent the remaining
years of his lonely life, occasionally going
out to the Summit House to beg bacon and
tobacco from the freighters. At last he
came no more, and a party of hunters went
that way. Entering his old cabin, they
found his skeleton on a low cot. On a
table near by was the faded picture of a
beautiful child, nearly obliterated by the
dampness, and a written sketch of his life.

But my story deals with the experience
of these young people, and not with the
details of the hermit's life.

The party made camp that night near
the old, forsaken cabin and speculated
much on the causes that led the man to
leave the train and become a hermit. The
dell was a beautiful, grassy spot, of about
three acrcS, S&frduhded by a dense growth
of small pine antfT tamarack saplings,
which stood so close together that one
could scarcely squeeze between them. This
growth was particularly denso "on the
south side.

A delicious supper of bacon, beans and
steaming coffee was eaten after nightfall,
near a big campflre. The knowledge that
the whitened bones of the hermit were
sleeping but a few rods from the camp
had a subduing effect on the spirits of the
boys and girls, and they gathered closely
about the campflre, with their elders, lis-
tening intently to stories until late. But,
soon after rstlring, their nervousness was
lost In sound, healthy slumber. Induced
by the fatigues of the trip.

Good Yarn-Teller- s.

The party was composed of the families
and friends of E. S. McComas, a pioneer,
and Joe Neathers, an old stagedrlver. Both
men had been through many adventures
and could unreel startling stories by the
yard. That accounts.for the nervousness
of the youngsters, wljp did not then know
that, on the following night, they were to
have an experience that would put their
courage to a severe test.

Next morning all were up bright and
early for the day's pleasures. During the
forenoon they set the camp In good order,
and built the benches and tables, always
required to make camp life convenient and
comfortable.

After lunch, at 2 o'clock In the afternoon.
Lloyd Summers, the oldest boy, remarked
to the other children:

"What do you say, kids, to an exploring
tour of the surrounding country?" "

"Just the thing; let's start right now,"
was the hearty response from the oung
people.

So the children started to look about.
They went directly west from the camp
for about two miles, chattering gaily and
making plans for good times during the
camping reason. It was their Intention
to remain out only a short time that after-
noon. Two of the older boys, Lloyd and
Joe Collins, had picked up a gun each,
when they started, but had neglected to
supply themseles with ammunition olher
than the single loads that were already
in the guns.

"Well, bo s." remarked Edna, when they
had been out about an hour. "I think w
had 'better go back. You know Mr. as

warned us not to go too far, or
be goqe long."

"Yosf" said Nat. "It is now half-pa- st

four and high time we were In camp.
They will be uneasy about us."

But they had become confused by the
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dense growth of trees and the bewildering j
mountains, and. Instead of going east
ward toward camp, they lost their bear-
ings and took a southerly direction along
the mountain side and around the thick
growth of saplings.

By way of explanation, I might say here
that this growth formed a seml-clrc- lo

around the south side of the valley where
the camp was located.

Before they had gone far, Guy, who was
walking behind, suddenly became aware
that an animal was following them. He
stopped and looked back, but it kept out
of sight, and he could not at first see It.
Soon it grew bolder and came within 50

feet of them, and then he saw that It was
a full-gro- panther. Shaking with
fright, he called to Joe:

"Look back there! There's a err pan-
ther follerln us."

The attention of all the children was
attracted by this, and as they stared In
horror at the beast, where It stood In the
path, lashing Its long tall, it slunk back
Into the shadow of the dense thicket.

"Oh. we'll all be killed and eaten alive,"
walled both girls; "why don't you shoot
him?"

"No you won't be killed," said the boys,
"but we have only two charges In the
guns, and we'll not shoot until wo are
driven to It. If we should wound him. he
will be more dangerous than ever."

"And I don't think we are going in the
right direction," said Lloyd. "We have
certainly missed the way and will have
to skirt " this thicket, to the eastern ex-

tremity, in order to reach camp."
This remark brought the children to a

realizing sense of their situation. They
were separated by an impenetrable growth
of trees from the camp and followed by
a 'hungry panther.

Tried 'to Brealc Through.
Once they tried determinedly to break

through the growth, but they were obliged
to return to the outer edge, for the sap-

lings grew so closely together that It was
Impossible to pass between them. As they
emerged, they saw the panther, now close
behind them. Kitty and Edna were
slightly In advance of the boys, and Kitty,
seeing the animal, said:

"Lloyd, do shoot that animal. I know
some of us will be killed."

Scarcely had she finished speaking when
the beast leaped into the air and come
down right between the girls. Both
screamed, and the boys sprang forward
and the beast slunk back into the jungle.

After the children had partly recovered
from their 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 side, and skirted
the valley, until they reached an open
space about 30 feet square. The pan-
ther bad become very persistent again
and followed more closely than ever.

"We will have to stop here. sald Lloyd,
who was the responsible member of the j

party, "and build a fire. It Is Impossible i

to go any further tonight." ;

The other boys then gathered wood and
built a rousing fire In the narrow spot. I

They were surrounded by a leafy forest, I

and the towering pines with which they '

were environed, the blinking light of the '

stars and the gloom of the thicket all i

tended to impress the children with a I

feeling of unrest. The fact that the fierce
beast was lurking somewhere In the re- - I

cesses of the Jungle added to the serious- -
ness of their situation. Lloyd encouraged
the shrinking girls with the remark: t

"Don't be scared. We'll be all right- - '

You lie down on this bed of mess, and

HER

will that nothing harms you.
We'll keep the fire going all and
the panther will keep away from

the girls, exhausted with and
fatigue, lay down the soft
soon sunk Into dreamless sleep.

The boys, two at a time, watched faith- -

fire could the dry or
two balls fire gleaming in the
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intense darkness. Sometimes they were
obliged to drive the panther back with
blazing brands, as It prowled about.

Nat and Guy had the last watch of the
night toward morning. Weary the
long vigil and with their tramp of the
afternoon before, the lads dropped asleep,
with their guns In their hands. The fire
died down, and the sleeping children were
left In that perilous position, without any
protection. The slinking, cowardly beast,
which so far had feared to them,
now crept slowly and stealthily toward
them down the trunk of a prostrate tree
that had fallen In a tempest.

Still the children slumbered unmind-
ful of their danger. Not a sound broke

Ornithological
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Mrs. Bird Ah! rapture! bliss. There goes a
message stating that an energetic movement Is
on foot to abolish the use of our plumage on
ladles' hats. r
the stillness of the night, save the whirr
of a bird that had been startled by the
presence of the beast of prey.

Within a few yards the great, slouching
animal crouched on the trunk of the tree
and poised for aj sprjng. Then, with a
mighty leap, ho sprang Into the air. The
object was to reach the sleeping girls, who
were on the opposite side of the fire.

Missed nis Prey. I

But the brute miscalculated, and landed
on all fours In the hot ashes and embers.
The Instant pain of the burns, and the
shrieks of the girls terrified the panther,
and. In another second, leaped over the
girls, who were In a sitting posture, mak-
ing the chill morning air ring with their
screams of:

"Fire! Murder! Help. He's us
dead. Oh, help, somebody."

As the beast leaped over them and dls--
appeared in the darkness, Nat and Guy
sprang guiltily to their feet, guns In hand,
But the beast had plunged so quickly
through the camp that they hardly caught
a glimpse of him.

The party was now aroused, and soon
had the fire rekindled. No one seemed to

sleepy after the excitement, and so all
remained up until daybreak. When morn- -
ing finally came, Lloyd took a good look
around and said to the rest;

think that are directly south oi
the camp, and it wouldn't take us lorg to
get back If It were not for this thicket,
We will swing around on the mountain
side and take a survey from a tree."

Meanwhile, what are the people In the
camp doing? They had been expecting

VISIT.
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the children back by 5 o'clock, at the
latest, but when 6, 7. then S o'clock came
and went and still the children did not
appear, they grew anxious about them.
"Jim" Hutchins. one of the men at the
camp, was an old and experienced moun--
talncer, and had explored the range thor--

mountains.
I As the time passed and the whole ca'mp j
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Rummaging and skirmishing through the musty closets,
Wringing dustily to light all their deposits,
l.ooklnc for a trundle chair, seeking for a dolly.
Resurrecting broken toys, seems such awful folly;
Secreting the c, cleaning off the tables.
Starting the furnace fires, hunting books of fables;
What a seeming lot of fuss, still I wouldn't miss It.
AVhen my married sister Bessie's baby makes a viJlt.

we see
night,

here."
So fright

on moss and

attack

fully through the long and terrible night, j oughly. He was greatly concerned about
till about 4 In the morning. As the hours the children, as knew so well the

slowly by the watchers by the f ger of passing a night unprotected In the
hear brush crack,

I see of red
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became more agitated, ho picked up his
gun and started out In the direction the
youngsters had taken, hoping to get track
of them before darkness fell. He looked
carefully for signs of them, and Bred his
gun at intervals, as a signal. But his
efforts were useless, for the Increasing
darkness rendered It difficult to .make Any
headway in the thick brush. When he re-

turned to the camp, McComas asked:
"Well, what luck have you had? Did

you see anything of them?"
"Not a trace," was the discouraging re-

ply, as he sunk wearily to the gnjund be-

side a big fire the campers ht.d built.
None of the party retired that night, for
sleep was impossible, and the fire was
kept burning, in the hope that the blaze
would be seen by the children.

The night was probably as miserable for
them as for the young folks', ior they
could do nothing until daybreak. Their
uneasiness was increased by the piercing
cries of a panther, which came to them
through the dense thicket on the south.

At 12 o'clock Hutchins, who had been
growing restless as the hours dragged by,
said:

"I can't stand this any longer, and must
do something. I am going out again."

"It's no use," protested Mr. McComas;
"you can't see anything and had better
wait till daybreak."

Jim was determined, however, and so
started back In the same direction he had
taken earlier In the evening. The other
men waited until the first streak of light
appeared, when they began a systematic
search.

Joe Discovers the Camp.
But, to return to the children. When

they reached an elevated place. Joe
climbed a tall tree. After looking around
he cried:

"Hurrah! There's the camp right over
there, about two miles away."

This Information was received with
shouts of Joy by the rest, and when Joe
came down from, the tree, they started,
post-hast- e, for the camp. They plunged
with reckless haste through the tangle-woo- d

and reached their destination In
about 25 minutes, with their clothes nearly
torn off by the brambles. The people at
the camp beset them with questions, but
the children, who had had nothing 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. By
noon the search party had returned, and
Its members rejoiced to find that the ab
sent ones had got back all safe.

This story, children, Is long enough. I
could tell you of the good times the young
people had during the 10 days' outing, but
you wash your faces and put on your best
clothes and go to Sunday school. Some
other time, I will tell my little friends
another story, that ain't so "scarey."

ALICE M. WELLS.

FISHING CORMORANTS.

Trained to Prey Upon Finny Tribe
for Human Masters.

What do you think of this, children-bi- rds

catching fieh for their human mas-
ters? Yes, trained birds cormorants
that are tied by the foot and that dive
Into the water and catch big and little
fishes, which they are required to bring
to land to those who employ them to
save themselves the labor of fishing.

In the Jardln d'Accllmatatlon In Paris
are two cormorants which have been
trained to fieh by Felix Bourglgnon, a
resident of the great French capital, who
follows the occupation as a sport. He
is said to be the only man in the world
who thus fishes as a recreation, although.
In several parts of the world cormorant
fishing Is pursued as a business. The birds
of the Paris zoo are expert fishers and
have been carefully trained. The long
feathers of their left wings have been
cut, so that they cannot fly, and to the
feet of the birds, when they are employed
at their piscatorial task, leather thongs
are attached. In order that the move-
ments of the fishers may be controlled
by their trainer. In training cormorants.
care has to be exercised to prevent their
striking their Instructor in the face with
their heavy, powerful beaks, and for that
purpose a wire mask is worn by the
trainer. For two or three days each bird
Is fed carefully by hand at regular Inter
vals, and at the end of this time com-
plete docility is obtained, and, the birds
having become accustomed to their mas-
ter, follow him about like a couple of
affectionate poodles.

Several live fish are placed in a tank,
and the cormorant, having had a collar
adjusted to his neck sufficiently tight to
prevent him from swallowing the fish, la
allowed to plunge for his prey. In a
few seconds he reappears with a fish
partly swallowed. He Is persuaded easily
to perch upon his master's finger, and,
placed on the ground, he 's made to dis-
gorge his catch, which Immediately Is
put out of eight, the cormorant being re-

warded by a small piece of fish or other
suitable food. The sport Is most Inter-
esting and even fascinating, especially if
the cormorant pits himself against a good-size- d

fish. The movements and maneuvers
of the cormorant In the water are of
marvelous rapidity and grace, although
on land he Is an ungainly animal.

Cormorant fishing Is practiced largely
as a business in unina ana japan, in
these countries It usually Is carried on
at night and In boats. Bach fisherman
takes five cormorants, and to the prow of
the boat Is attached a brilliant light,
which attracts the fish, of which enor-
mous numbers are caught by the birds.
These Chinese and Japanese fishermen
attain great skill in the manipulation of
the birds. They handle four or five cor-
morants, all retained by strings, and send
them Into the water at the same time.
To Juggle with the strings which are
held between the fingers of the left hand

while the birds plunge about In all di-

rections Is a matter requiring the greatest
dexterity.

THE SHADE TREE'S STORY.

Uprooted From Its Forest Home and
BronRht to the Biff City.

It Is early morning, and the cool Spring
breeze blows over my head, and the
morning sun is shining through my
leaves. Soon the children will be on their
way to school, and as they go by, they
will sit under my branches and rest. At
noon I made the worklngmea who labor
In the streets, while they eat their lunch.
At night, when the people are out to take
in the pure, fresh air, they stop under
my branches and talk over the business
of the day. Now, while I wait for the
children. I 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 large city was only a
small village. As the years rolled by, I
grew to be a large tree.

I felt very lonesome at flnrt, because I
was the only tree by thli corner. I
thought I should never see my dear old
mother again. But, one day, I happened
to look down the street, and, to my Joy,
I saw some men bringing my mother
along In a wagon. I watched them and
hoped they would put her beside me on
this corner. But my Joy turned to sor-
row, for I saw she was dead. Then I
thought of the dreadful things that might
happen to her. Perhaps the cruel teeth
of a saw might tear her to pieces and cut
her up Into lumber; and then, against, 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. I shuddered, because I thought,
perhaps, that when I was dead. I might
have something of the same kind happen
to me.

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

FLORENCE B. SAWYER, Aged 12.

Enigma.
I am composed of 23 letters and am the

pleasantest holiday of the year.
My 3, 4, 13 Is shy. My 3. 3, 1, 6, 5 is

a kind of tree. My 11. 12, S. 10, 7, 13 is
very delicate. My 1, 4, 10, 6, 2 Is to give.
My Z, 4, 5, 10 is a kind of grain.

Mach Afraid of tkc Grip.
A crocodile said to a. hip
Tve & notion to pull up and skip;

I do nothing; but weep,
I can't eat or sleep

Tm so much afraid of tha gripr

GOING AFTER BUTTERMILK

Strangle Adveatares Encountered by
Yoang Oregronlans la the

Snany Southland.

"I'm going to have soda biscuits for sup-

per, so one of you will have to go after
buttermilk," called Aunt Katie to the
Beardsley girls, Ruth, Meta and Bess,
who were piled into a hammock hung near
the house.

"Let's get Nina Burt and all go together;
It'll be fun," suggested Bess.

Ruth left the hammock and went up to
Aunt Katie.

"Are you In a hurry for it?" she asked.
"No; Just so you have it here some tlmo

this afternoon."
Then Ruth walked to the Irrigating ditch

or Spanish zanje (pronounced "sankey").
which extended in front of this Southern
California residence. Standing upon the
bridge which crossed the ditch, she called, J

HE HUSTLED

Rir
PaCome, old boy! Chop lively, and hustle
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All right,

"Nina! Oh, Nina!" until a dark-skinne- d,

pretty little gt'J approached the edge of
the zanje on the opposite side of the
street,

"Do you want to come with us after but-
termilk?" sounded across.

"Yes; wait a minute!" Nina vanished,
and then reappeared wearing a hat.

"Shall we go by the road or through the
orchard?" asked Nina, when she and Ruth
had Joined the others.

"Oh, through the orchard," chorused
the Beardsleys. They had recently moved
to Los Angeles from Portland, Or., and
the orange grove Just back of their house
was still a novelty and fascination.

"We were out early this morning and
got a market-bask- et full of oranges," an-
nounced Meta, as they stumbled over the
clods. The season's crop had been gath-
ered and shipped, so that finding a market--

basket full bespoke an unusual amount
of good luck.

A Discovery.
"Meta! Meta, do come here!" suddenly

exclaimed Ruth. "Look up there straight
in the direction I point 'way in the top
of the tree. See those five or six oranges
all on one branch! However did we hap-
pen to miss them this morning? Climb up
now and see if you can't break off the
whole cluster."

Meta was depended upon to climb the
trees; she was good as a boy at that sort
of thing. So now she brought a wooden
box, kept In the orchard for the conveni-
ence of any one wishing to get Into the
trees, and soon glimpses of her blue ging-
ham dress could be seen as she stepped
from bough to bough.

"Oh, dear. It's horrid up here! Black
specks and scale bugs keep falling In my
eyes. I've lost sight of the oranges, any-
way," Meta complained, and then she
added. "I'm coming down."

"Don't give up yet; go Just a little higher!
There's the cluster, right above your head.
If you can't break it off. shake tha
bough!" sounded from below.

Meta shook vigorously. The result was
a shower of glossy, dark leaves and hard,
green fruit, but the coveted golden balls

Blood Specialist.

Bt. Amos Skeeter Don't strike! I am a
blood specialist, and was merely testing yours.
I would advise a course of treatment to In-

crease the number of red corpuscles.

clung persistently. So she carried out her
threat of getting down. Then clods and
sticks were thrown. Two of the oranges
were hit and loosened from their stems,
but In falling they were so badly bruised
as to make them no more desirable than
the "windfalls" scattered about under
foot.

Although Meta had not secured the cov-
eted cluster, she appeared to feel repaid
for her attempt. "Girls," she said, "I be-

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

tefrVrflni in nr .A?i tf" . - a.'i Mfttr firi.ini uTiij
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geranium hedge, because when I was up
the tree I could see a humming-bir- d on
top the hedge, and It acted as though It
had a "nest near." ,

The matter'seemed worth Investigating,
so the quartet went over to the hedge
that bounded the grove. Yes, there was
tha bright-plumag- bird, darting rest-
lessly In and out among the geranium
flowers.

"If we see the nest, TU know It, 'cause
there was one In the honeysuckle vine on
our front porch at Santa Barbara." said
Nina, Just as though, under the circum-
stances, any one of the girls wouldn't
have recognized the neat- -

But It was not found, although the bird
continued Its restless flitting, and then
the attention of the children was attracted
elsewhere, Ruth exclaiming: "Well, see
this funny thing!" The funny thing was
alive, and was shaped like a-- toad, whllo
It moved like a lizard. Spines formed a
natural collar around its neck.

"That's nothing but a horned toad," pro-
nounced Nina. "I've handled hundreds
of them at Santa Barbara." Nina always
wanted to tell what she hail seen or done
at Santa Barbara.

"Pick this one up," suggested Bess.
"Oh. I don't want to now; I'm out of

the habit." replied Nina. "But here's a
little one I'd Just as soon take," she con-
tinued.

Sure enough, near by was a horned toad
about the size of a dime, and this Nina
did allow to culmb about over her brown
hand and wrist.

"Let's climb this!" Meta suggested. The
huge, boughs of the old
apple tree to which she referred were cer

ALL RIGHT.

some wood In here. The fire's nearly outt

pop."

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

When Ruth, Nina, Meta and Bess were
again on the ground, Bess asked: "Don't
you want to cross over to the road now
and walk along it a while?" Bess liked to
pass a certain Spanish adobe house that
stood opposite where they were and across
the street.

"They're all out there: I'm so glad."
she exclaimed, when the orchard had
been left. By "they" Bess meant the
Spanish family, and by "there" the open
front or covered court of the adobe. This
space on the ground floor extended back
about half way through the house. "Lons;
strings of red peppers hung upon Its
three walls and were suspended from its
ceiling. On the adobe floor were rocking-chair- s,

a baby's cradle and other articles
which showed that the space was used
as a room. At present children were
playing about the floor; a fat woman,
dressed In black and with a black snawl
over her head, was sewing, while a slen-
der young woman was making lace.

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

Not Very Good.
"If you get hungry, you can Just pull a

piece of this grass, and you'll And a nut
on the end," said Nina, when they had
entered the field. The girls commenced
pulling blades and trying to eat the nuts
growing at the roots, but they were not
so good as almonds, nor even so good as
filberts; In fact, they seemed fitter food
for squirrels and gophers than for chil-
dren.

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

"I think there must be trapdoor-spide- r
holes around here." It was Nina who
spoke, when they were back In the open
field. Strange she had not thought of
these nests when she mentioned the nuts.

"Here's one now! Look at It closely,
so's you'll know how to tell them your-
selves." Nina was upon her hands and
knees. The others were obliged to take
the same position and get their eyes very
near the ground. In order to detect the
fine line which marked off upon the earth
a space shaped like a miniature horse
shoe.

"Now I'll show you how to open it."
She inserted a pin In the tiny crack and
pressed open the door. As It flew back
upon Its silken hinges, it was seen to be
lined with a glistening white substance,
which also lined the long tube, or nest,

"I've found one, but I can't get it open,"
called Ruth, a moment later. "It's bigger
than yours," she added. Soon the four
girls were bending over Ruth's nest.

"Take this sharp-pointe- d stick Instead
of the pin." one of them suggested. The
stick worked. The trapdoor was forced
open and an Immense fat spider Jumped
out almost Into the face of Meta, who was
nearest, and who held the pall of butter-
milk. The spider fell back Into the hole,
but must have been drowned, for Meta
dropped the pall Instantly and nearly all
the contents drained Into the nest,

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

"We'll Just have to hurry home and get
more money," answered Bess.

"Go again. Indeed!" snapped Aunt Katie,
when the proposal was made to her. She
was not the Beardsley girls' aunt, by the
way, but a neighbor woman, whom every
one called "Aunt Katie," and who was
keeping house for them In the absence of
their mother. "The next time I send you
on an errand I'll know better than to tell
you I'm not In a hurry," she continued.
"Supper's been over for an hour, and I
had to send to the baker's for bread."

AMY MAGUIRE.

Practical Father.
"Papa, he has broken my trusting

heart," moaned the old ntan's sentimental
daughter. "What shall I do? What shall
I dor

"Take It round to the quick repair shop,"
said the practical old man. Cleveland
Plain Dealer.
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Monk: Made a Capital Pan.
The monk made & capital pun
To his friends when their dinner was dose.

But It took the giraffe
Such a long time- to laugh

That they had to abandon the tun.

REARED AMONG THE CUBS

Man Child, Foiter Son of the Bears,
Rises to MHCk Honor and Wins a

Great Chiefs Daughter.

Years ago a little child wandered from
home and strayed far Into the woods. All
day long he went from bush to bush, eat-
ing berries and picking wild flowers. When
the sun tfent down, he, weary and fright-
ened, laid him down" to sleep beneath a
blackberry bush.

Presently a great bear shambled along
In search of nice, ripe berries for sup-
per, and, seeing the sleeping child, raised
him In its arms and carried him away.

The new moon shone Into the wood, and
the bears, sitting around on their
haunches in a wide circle, were holding
solemn council. In the center of the cir-
cle stood Wuffy-Wuff-y, their chief, in
shape half man, half bear, and in hla
arms he held a sleeping child.

"My brethren," he was saying, "we are
all agreed to do this child no harm, but
to keep and rear It among our cubs."

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

Time went on. and the little child,
nursed and fondled by his strange foster-mothe- r,

frolicked and gamboled among
her cubs, until he grew Into a strong,
though slender, stripling.

Ont Into the "World.
Again the council of bears was called,

and It was decided that the time was
come when the slender stripling, their
foster child, should be sent out Into tha
great world to mingle among his kind.
So, after giving the stripling a might?
bow and quiver full of arrows, Wuffy
Wuffy conducted him to the edge of tha
wood.

"Go forth, my son," he said, sorrow-
fully, "never forget those who fostered
thee, and my blessing go with thee."

With sorrow in his heart, the boy sped
over the green meadows. As he neared a
village he saw a beautiful maiden draw-
ing water from a well, and on the other
slde'of the low stone wall, glaring at her
with green eyes, a wildcat crouched,
ready to spring. The maiden stood help,
less and stupefied with fright, and gazed
plteously at the beast.

Swiftly the boy drew his bow, and an ar-
row sped into the heart of the wildcat,
Just as he leaced Into the air. With a
wild cry the maiden turned, but when
she saw the strange youth, her rescuer,
she took to her heels and ran, screaming,
Into the village.

A great crowd came out from the vil-
lage to meet the stripling and led him
away to the house of their chief, whose
beautiful daughter he had saved from
the wildcat. The mighty chieftain took a
great liking to the lad, and gave him
beautiful clothes and a high position la
Us household.

His Weddinff Day.
And there for many days he dwelt In

the house of the chief, and It soon be-

came known that none In the countryside
could equal him In feats of strength or
use of the bow and arrow.

And It came to pass that the chieftain
gave a willing consent and the foster son
of Wuffy-Wuff- y married the beautiful
maiden, hla daughter.

When the wedding was being soler
nlzed, to the astonishment and consten
nation of all the people, a great beat
stalked Into their midst, followed by a
great train of his fellows. The village
people, with a great cry. fled In horror,
but the happy bridegroom laid his hand
on the great bear's shaggy shoulder.

"This Is Wuffy-Wuff- y, my dear foster-father- ,"

he said, simply. "He will do you
no harm, my good people."

So Wuffy-Wuff- y, the wild man of the
woods, became the ally' and protector of
the village, where hlo foster-so-n and the
beautiful maiden reigned happily ever
after. By Josephine Sterrette, In Phila-delph- la

Inquirer.

' "WHIPPING BOYS."

Lads Who Had to Take "lilelslnsa'
for Misbehaving Princes.

In England formerly there was what
was known as a "whipping boy," who
was compelled to take floggings for the
shortcomings and misbehavior of the
princes of the royal family. In those days
a prince who was to be a king, was
looked upon and treated as a person of
great. Importance. His person was held
to be sacred, and so It would never have
done to punish him. If an English prince
missed his lessons, was rude to his teach-
ers or committed any of the other
naughty tricks common to saucy chil-
dren, his whlppln boy was flogged.

In a picture by the English artist Sta-ce- y,

representing Prince Edward, after-wra- rd

Edward VI. trying to save his whip-
ping boy from a flogging which he him-
self deserved, the prince's governess, an
old woman. Is represented as about to
flog with a formidable bunch of switches
the little whipping boy. who, hat In hand,
appears astonished when the prince, rush-
ing up, seizes the bundle of switches.

On that occasion. Prince Edward had
not only refused to learn his lessons, but
had persisted In teasing his old governess
to such a degree that she was Anally
forced to resort to the extremity of pun-
ishing his whipping boy. The name of
the lad who took Edward VI's flogging
for him was Barnabas Fitzpatrlck, and
It Is said that he and the prince were life-
long friends. The painting represents
the last flogging which he was compelled
to take for the royal child, who was so
much Impressed by the injustice of the
practice that he ever afterward behaved
himself so well as to leave no excuse for
punishment.

Deaf, Dnmb and Blind Boy Author.
Tommy Stringer cannot see, hear or

speak, but he has written a story and
Illustrated It, He Is In the fifth grade ofj
a grammar school the first boy so af
flicted to enter a grammar school In Bos-
ton. A short time ago ue wrote a story:
"Two Boston Boys; the Puritan Boy of
1690 the Boston Boy of 1S0O."

The little author drew an Intelligent con-
trast between the lot of one boy and that
of the other, and concluded: "I am very
glad that the little Puritan boy came
across the sea- - frem England to live in
Boston In 1690, hut I would rather be the!
Boston boy of 1300."

He Illustrated the story by cutting out1
In white paper and pasting on a black
background his conceptions of a stage
coach, a windmill, a sailing vessel and
a trolley car.

Odd Quartet.
In the cities of Middle Germany an odd

quartet Is Just now on exhibition. Oscar
Balling is conceded to be the biggest Ger-

man. He is only 23 years old, and meas-
ures 8 feet 2 Inches. Fraulein See-he- n. the
second curiosity, is the oldest daughter of
a Chinaman who married a German wo-

man in Berlin. She Is well proportioned,
and only an Inch shorter than Oscar. A
ludicrous contrast Is the Norwegian
dwarf. Ole Olsen. who tenderly nurses a
ull beard and Is 40 years old, and not

quite three feet In height. The fourth
member of the troupe Is little Willie
Wendt, 16 years old, a Persian, who i
2 feet 8 inches tall.
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