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Baby.
Two Httle lpa to jolss,
Two itk hands to hold,
Cme Uttle voles to hear,
Sweeter than chink of gold.

Ome Hithe mouth to feed,
Two Nl srms to cling
"Round wme and reise me up—
Propd as the proudest King.

but he did not care to learn; he would jowned it all. When called to come down
seemn 10 say: he 1= afrndd, and makes a great to-do

‘“You hud better osery them. 1 am not |about it. Another has been crouching
proud. Don’t think that I don't care for | for five minules behind a tuft of grass,
a collar, or blue ribbon around my neck, iwu{rh}:.g_ ilke a cat a: a rat hole, for
but T don't want to carry & basket." some one to come by and be poumeced

Perhaps he had seen a picture we owned | ypon. Another ls worrying something on
of a lttle tramp dog. with 8 basket | the pround—a crickst perhaps, or & doodle
fastoned to his neck He belonged to a | bug: and the fourth never ceases to worry
blind beggar, and had such a pititul look . ghe patlent old mother till she moves

'r:ro mmui.-r:::.- lay-l- that look upon his face! Tramp may bave seon | pwny and les down by herself In the
’p to me lovingly— that pleture, an 1 not w 1 . ; L
One 1o Do S e e s Ll;ml. d did not want 10 100K | ghudow of thé ground ecedar,

Az the aftermoon wears away and long
shndows come creeping up the hillside,
‘”It" mother rises guddenly and goes back
‘to the den. The Mlttle ones stop thelr
| play and gather about her. You siraln

Fauth in Him beck to me

ONLY A TINY TRANP DOG

But He Broasght Joy and Sanshine

Well. our outing was drawing to a close;
It was time to go back to school. Oh,
how we did hate to leave: how we should
miss all those pleasant times' But the
hardest of all was to lrave Tramp,

| Your esars for the siightest sound, but
The Parting With Tramp. | bear nothing. Yet there she Is. plainly
| Father hud told us that, In a few daye. | talking to them: and they are listening.

we were (o g0 home. Tents were to %a  Sbhe turns her head and the cubs scamper

packed. and all the things that we haa | Into the den's mouth,
to a Sommer Camp in the Great brought with us were now to be sent | A moment she stands listening, looking;
PRESAEN =S buck. But what of our little dog? Hs | while Just within the dark entrance, you

get glimpses of four pointed black noses
and a cluster of bright little eyes, wide
open for a Inst look. Then she trols
not allowed in hotels. What shouid we &Wiy, plamning her hunt, till she disap-
do? prars down by the brook. When ahe has

We called him to us, and, with tears gone, eyes and noses draw back, Only a

could not go with us; we could pot take
him. Theres was no place for him: we
lived at a botel, nnd you know dogs are

Did you ever know 2 boy or a girl who
wias not fond of a dog? If you have
known 2 boy who wasn't, you didn't care
to play with him, did you? Of course,
sometimes, with a girl it is different. She
might be afrald of a great, big dog. you
know.

But mort boyve and girls like dogs, and
they haven't any of thelr own, they
be Interested in one belonging to
Ir companjors. I will tell you about
oxe that came o us in the camping
ground In the California redwoods, where
we woere spending the Summor.

One morning we were all seated at the
table under the trees, eating owr break-
fant,. We heand a Dolse the bushes,
and, of course. we thought it must tml
some wild animal, ax we were always on

lookout for something of the k:n-!.l
Eut, presently, a palr of bright --)'r':l
peered through the bushes at us; then
the bend and body of a litile dog appear- H
eld—junt & plain, Uttle, yellow dui—b'.ﬂ'
how gind we were to see him! 1

At first, he looked st us In a kind of |

REMARKABLE FINGER-TIP TRICK.

|

One of the greatest pepulitrities of farce In (he human frame I8 Instanced In this draw-
Ing from the Brooklyn Eagie. It han never yot satinfactorily explained, althcugh
theotrieos of weighis, balance and straia have Deen freeciy invented In the endeavor 1o solye the
myntery.

It is easy to prove the thing for yourself. Piare the tips of your two index firgers firmily
tagether, the balls of the fAngers touching bot not too hard. Then lot »ome one—the stroager
the better—take hold of each of your wrists and pull. The pull must be gentlo st frst and
without any jerking.

Alterards 1he power may be incressed untll enortsoss foree i5 exrrted. There will be onn
invarinkle result. Provided the sbove conditions are firmly adhered Lo, the paller will be ut-
wistful way, as If to say: “Can I Join | gerly unabie to siove one fSinger from the other., The strongest man will nee be ahle to part
your party T Wil you take me In? 1 am | g Angers of the youngest person in the roof. This Httle trick will afford Amumsment in the
;‘“.!L 4 poor little doggie. =0 tired a.!ldl drawing-roam for b ‘% old and yourt i

TEnET
Of oo . we knew that he was hungry.
That t» the frs thing chlldren would think

in
Liwarny

the

streaming down our faces, and our Hitle | dark, sllent hole in the bank s Jeft

You

of, and our own breakinst was quite | hearts almest bursting with grief, we | will not see thémi agmin—ngt uniess you
fog en, in our cagerness to satisfy lhe| told him that we were polng away to a =tay and watch by moonlight til mother
wiants of the litle stranger. blg eofty: that we could mot take him fox comes back with a fringe of fleld mice
He well knew that he was welcome; no | with us and that we woullhave o léavs hanging from her Upe, or o young turkey
nied to ssk any quesitons about that. We | him alone In the woods—ind oh dear! thrown scross her shoulders -
peaeed a nice plate of food before him, | what would he have to eat? He really
and bhow he did eat! Never sgopped a | sremed 1o understand 1t all. Then we AT THE INDIAN'S GRAVE
moment. untll the last crumb was licked | told him thart we wopld Jeave him all | J— *
off. Then he ventured to look around, | the food we had, and that, perhaps, some Impromptus Decorative Hirercises
and began to wag his tall, as if to say: | one would find him and be kind to him Make Girls Tardy at School.
*“This s the best way 1 have of showing But father had taken [t upon himself | “I'm ready.”
my apjprecintion of your kindness." to provide for Tramp. There were other e e S
He Gein 5 Name. peaple, whom we knew, who were camp- 1‘ _::3 :ol_'lm L
R e ; R ing mear by, and who intended to remain -
While he was eatlng his breakfast, we longer than we, and father went 10 them | “And L”
wore (rying to declde upon a name for and hsked them to loock after tha poor | Four girls scattered eggsbells orange
him. My sisters sald: “Let's call him | ntie fellow, and they =ald they would. | peels and crumbs upon the ground. as
Tramp:; be looks just ke one—all tired | and a kind- ted couple, who lived in a | they Burried into the school . "1
out and dusty, as if he had been traveling | cabin in the redwoods, all the yorr round, m:" Skl Yol “ R Mj r:mm_ sedlioge
over the country.” eadd that they would ses that Tramp had 4 S in, onily pausing long enough to
that the name we gave Mim, | ¢nough 1o sat after our friends hnd fol. "“j'“ thelr 1“':"('3"'}'-"'“”" and to reply,
th he was pecfectly satisfied | lowed us to the eity. That lessened out I “Yes, we want to decorate it this noon™
. a% he very woon answered to it | Rrief somewhat, but It was still wtth‘
hen  called | =iddened hearts that we ook the stage H P -
11 44 not take Tramp long to make him- for bome the next mamt’f" ard roposition.
solf 22 home. You would have thought he | Tramp was there. and as the stage |

earried us away, he Jlooked after us with
a puzzied snd repromchful look in his big,
brown eves, whish sald:

What have I done that I ghould
teflt behind? Have T not been a falthful |
friend: kept watch over the tents ot night. |
and been a companion through the day? |
i now you are all going away from

He zslept every |
temt, as Iif to |

# lived with ue
door of our

be |
his bravery,
£ht moonlight night, |
to bark and howl in

He would run a little way
‘i, then buck again, and try |

P comms

st

T |

I think we conld see tears in those eyes: |

Ve ™Y (1% 5

‘:?l.l'_.‘:. .|‘:‘:‘1;‘ ‘:'o ti‘:trl:ﬁ"m“nz l’.l‘['! | T know there were in onrs
and went oul, taking the r:'un with him, | But Tramp fell Into good honds, snd |
as he was quite sure it wan some wild E.:jﬂ‘t--: :‘c\jl :!H r;’bum I :rn day, :‘n\!
animal. H re met him, the next Summer. when

Now, what do you think wns the ruu--| WP WEES 0 TSINC the Seat o, e wieds

of all this noise™ W 1 a cupboard | AEain. E. A BALDWIN,
hanging 10 a tree. and which we kept | :
our meat :.:‘..1 v bear had climbed up and BABY FOXES AT PLAY.

n ¥

Tramp had made such

Gamboling on Hillslde, With Mother

> hnd not! time to get
&t the meat, mades off. Fox as Teacher. Homes Fly lon top of mutomobilel—This Iy
e ) ~ S b ! the toughest equins I ever tackied
n shot al him 1 u~1-‘kn;:-!-h';.: r::: ONE €550, S SRR e A5 8. ’
seamporing off through the woods as fasy | ™81 study, says a writer in the Philadel. | It answer to Miss Ball's question, “Are
o e 0okl .. ond SK Bt Ak e to | phia Inguirer, Is to begin at the very be- | ¥oU E0lng to the Indlan's grave?™
e Ngs. d 4 al ! T "Well, he sure and not co b
_T around to s who or what wae after | ginning of fox education—that is, find a tardy Miss Ball sadd ot come back
alm. 1 t THOO | .- I
Our Hetle yellow dog had shows us that “‘tl e hl:;ﬂn “"mf: el iz Ths-“Ledlan grave™ was a round mound
D S R e T e s A carly June and hide at a disiance, where  not far from the achoolhouse. There were
he mot made such o noise, the bear wonld | ¥00 CAR wialch the entrance through your  péeople In the village who remembersd the

funeral, and the children had been tolid
how, streaked with war-paint and gor-
Eeous in beaded buckskin, bear ornaments

have made off with the coutents of our
meat safe, and our cuphoard would have
been a= empty ae that of Oid Mother

field glass.
foxea come out
like so mamy klitenw

Every afieraoon the young
to play In the sunshine,
Bright Utile

bun-

Hubbard, Tramp did not ssttle . and eagle feathers, the Indinn had Beon
aga'n that night for sleep: he stil dies of yellow fur. they seem full of tricks oropped Into a standing position and efs
up his growling and barking: p ‘and whims, with polnted faces that exposed for several days, and how all his
he thought the bear wounld come e — e —_— .

But bruln wns ton wise far thut:
and gun had ghven him quite a tright: |
he mever came back

Tramp Makes n Find.

& supply that seemed mever to grow less,
Hunting for them was & favarite pasiime,
to be varied just before Memorial &xy by
decoratling the grave.

Abhundant Material.

The npear-by woods furnished abundant
material. Large strips torn from a bed
of cool, green moss made 3 velvely car-
peting for the mound. The girls reached
down into the brook for the whitest pebe
btles, and these, arranged upon the moss
in scallops and circles and sturs, made &
very pretty effect. Then “lady-slippers”
were brought, and they, when placed upon
the mourd, looked as though they had
grown there. When the giria had finlshed
decorating, the Imilan'§ grave lookes
rather like sn ormamented plot in a Hewer
garden or park.

“It's just lovely," they agresd. “But say,
don’t yau think the first bell muat bave
rung, and we not beard ItT one of them
added.

“1 don't know: perhaps it did. We'd bat-
ter atart back, any way.” Neallle White re-
piled’

“Come to think of i, we've been gons
loanger than wusual™ DBeasle Adell re-
marked. »

“And she told us to be sare not to be
late.” Ivy Bemis piped

“Don’'t you think both bels rang when
we were In the woods, 50 we didn't hear
elther of them?' Bessia asked.

Perbaps they had rung. The girls looked
at eanch other, and then ran, never stop-
ping untll they were In sight of the
schoolhouse,

Sent to the Principal.

Sure enough, the yard. was deserted
School had commenced. Nellle, Bessle,
Ivy and May walked Into thelr classroom
bravely enough. Miss Ball called thelr at-
tentlon to the clock, which polnted at 2.
Then she sent them to the prineipal.

Think of it! Girls being sent to the
principal! Buech a thing had never hap
pened before In the history of the school

The children looked very sheeplsh when
they returmed. Shortly afterward=s, Mr.
Barker, the principal, eame Into the roam
to say that there must be no more visita
to the Indian's grave made during schod
hours.

And so It happened that, instead of be-
Ing torn off the following day, to facill-
tate a search for beads, the decorations
upan the Indian mound were allowed ‘o
remain Indefinitely, or until the wind had
blown away the dried-up mosa and lady-
olippers, leaving only the displaced peb-
bles.

DRAWS A HIG CROWD.

Little Bird in New York Attracts
Multitude of Guessers,

A poor little bird, half the size of an
English sparrow, gave a continuous per-
formance yesterday aftermoon orf the
lnwns between the Clty Hall and the
County Courthouss, writes a reporter of
the New York Times. It atiracted almost
as much sitention as President MeKin-
ley, Admiral Dewey, or any other celeb.
rity would have done, if he were passing
through the park.

The diminutive ereature was gaudy In
its colors of yellow, bianck and white. Its
back or cloak was of alternate stripes of
black and white, As a hat It wore the
same subdued colors, but =0 arranged as
to give a more pleasing effect than the
avernge product of the miliners art, A
bright yellow, full front to its walst, In-
terspersed with dashes of white and biack,
completad the costume of the litile wan-
derer, which seemed out of place amid
Its surroundings of pugnacious English
sparrows and street urchins endeavoring
to take It captive,

“It's an Epglieh thrush,™ sald ons ol
the amateur ornithologists who had jolned
the crowd,

“You're mistaken,” answored his neighe
bor. “It's somebody's pet canary, which
has escaped from Its cage'’

“You're wrong. IU's a boboiinik. ™
other jolned In.

“Bobolink nuthin,'"™ sald a small boy.
“It's & meadow lark."

“G'wan,” sald the newsboy, who had
been on a fresh-alr excumsion. ““Medder
lark= is bigger'n gesse; dat's not & lark.”

Guesses us to the name of the bird wers
made by all sorts and conditions of peo-
ple. Business men with urgent appoint-
menta stopped to look at the Httle crea-
ture. Women whose hats were adorned
with far more gorgeous [ecathered pro.
ductions also stopped and admired the
“little dear.”™

“Thistle bird," “robin. “French wren,™
“eathird,” and wvarious other names were
given to the bird, by those who stopped
and looked. -

Unmindful of all the exclitement (t was
creating, the bird, which was & member
of the Sylvierildse or American fycaicher
family, continued In its search for insecta
for nearly two hours, and then, with a
chirrup,” it flew away.

an-

A Native Daughter's Enlgma—YNo. 6.

My first Iv In cream, but not In milk,

My second Is In wool. but not in silk

¢ third Is in light. but net in dark,

¢ fourth Is In boat, but not In ark.

fifth is In high, but not in low,

mixth s in heel, but not in bhow,

y meventh ia In round. but not in square,

oighth is in Jdesk, but not in chair

' ninth 6 in old, but not In new,

¢ tenith is Iln three, but not in two

7 eleventh s tn red. But not In black.

¢ twellth is In straw, but not in stack.

" thirteesth Is in rock, but ot in san

¥ [ourteetith is in cosan, but not in land

My Pteenth I» in sall, but pot in row,

My sixteenth Is in bread but not in dough.

My seventesnth {0 In vase, but not in jar,

My sighteenth I8 In grenss, but not In tar,

My nipsteenth is in lose, but not In gain,

My twentieth is in thunder, but not In rain

My whole 1s & man, who worked not o valn,

With kis moble Rough Riders in our comflict
with Spain

—Miss Lavime Maddeo.

Bellwood, Or.. May 16, 1500
Imprompta Artists.

persons can play, and all that ls neces-
sary s that each player must be pro-
vided with a shest of white paper and a
| pencil. Euach must mark five dots, In any
arrangement that he pleases, on the pa-

per, and then pase It to the next plager
on his jeft. He then takes the dotted pa-

F 1 had other

E'sides thoee I've got now,
Fraps I'd have = better time

‘N pa and ma aliow;

Fmaps they give me my owh way—
‘N then, pPmaps. they'd not;

W e, p'rips, I'd better say

Tl stay “th those I've goL

DOMBEY, THE BLACK PIG

True Story of a Hounschold Pet and
His Dog Cham, Nero, Innocent
Canse of Hiv Sad Demise.

His name was Dombey., Nobody at the
old farmhouse had ever dreamed of mak-
Ing & household pet of a little black pig,
but before they begnn to think about tha
oddity of the undertaking, it had been ac-
complished, and the lttle fallow ruled the
bouseliold from master to mald. It hop-
pened In this way:

Dombey, with eight brothers and sisters,
was born in a sunny pen one moraing n
the eariy Springtime He closely resem-

curty tall would wiggle with Sov, and

Dombey”s coming—that
binck Newlourdiand
farm had bean for twe
During all'these months Nero had
the most important personage of (he
Bousehold, and he did nor take kinlly a!
all to the little plg. He even felt a cer.
taln amount of contempt for his mistress
thut she should be Interested In so ple-
belan an object as a pig. and a black pig
at that., Who before had sver hensd of
any one ever making a household pet of o
plg! He certainly never had, and no dog
he knew had ever told him af such & hap-
pening,

He moon found that his own food was
served to him reguiariy. His. favorite
dishes, too, were not forgotten, He was

| still allowed to emjoy his afternocn eap

by the Areplace In the kitchen, Best of
all, his mistress save kim the usuai at-
tention and caressTs. Then he began (o
take kindly notice of the Httle plg, and an
Dombey gréw jarges he and Nero became
fast friecds. They bathed tozether In the
frog pond behind the burn every moming.
They chased the hers when any were
foollsh enough to stroy frmry shelter. They
played with apples under the trees In the
orchard. When the Tall cam» they worked
mischle! by getilng ints the turnip patch

| and pulling up row after raw of plante

bled his brothers and sisters ln size, In his |
chmn-cut toes, in his delicate, sharp- |

potied cars, In t'a pretiy pink nose, In his

Dombey would only eat thetu when the
slzo pleased his palate,
The turnip patch adisined the archard

where the apples grewv.  No matter how

short, curly, wiggiing tall, and last, but | eften the hired men patched up the wire

THE LITTLE BIG-HEADS—FUN IN A BOWLING ALLEY.

As soom as the silvery moon shimmered bright,
Toe Little Big Heads camo out In the light,

A big bawling alley they quickly espled.
And lovked doors and windows they boldly de-
fled.

.
'

Nine Littls Dig Heads stood up for the pins,
And nine was the number of mischievous grine,

The rest of the i Heads would run for &

Bpace,
Then roll down the alley, each one on hls face!

Each one had a bead a» round as a baill,
And when he fell down It hurt not at sl

They laughed and they played until the gmay
dawn,

Byt when the sun rose, the Big Heads wera
gone.

Brogklyn Eagle

not least, In his abiity to sque.-ll—-perbam-:

the loudest and lcngwt of them all. But
there was one disilne ms -k of difference
between him 3%d tha cthers—while they
were anowy white, Domoey was jot black,
with a beautifu. whites star on his fore-
head.

From the very first his mother looksd
upon him with disdain. Then the dis-
dain grew to disllke, and the dislike to a
hatred which aimost caused poor Dom-
bey's deéath. No one knew the reason
They surmised, however, that on account
of his sombre cont he appeared to his
mother an angel of durkness rather than
of light

When he was only three days old he was
taken into the house and lald in a basket

From One Paint of View.

.

Mr. Frog (wha has just “‘dropped In'" upon
& former acquaintance, at the bottem of the
well)—My friend. you certaitly reside in a
verstable aky-scraper.

. rounded

fence, Dombey always contrived to tear
it down two or three ilme: a week, at
kast. TFinally, some one discovered how
Nero heiped. He would go'to the oppo-
site side of the orchand, and, Tunning back,
with full force, would 'mrl himself agninst
the wire fence, which, «trained and moved
from its fastenings, allowed Dombew, with
the ald of his little pink mose, cnd his toes,
to finish the work,

Contrary to all onlinasy traditions,
Dombey did not love dirt. When It was
rainy and muoddy, he and Nero took
exerches on i, Wideh Sur-
The
hili %

thetlr

L 4 a0
e of the

house st

i flight of steps led from the veranda to the

, Erave.
| on the veramia.

| be goes over the wail at the rear

| whicl stood In a corner of the old-fash. |

At "Imp;'ﬂmmu Artists”* any number of |

per which has been handed him, and tries |

to draw on It some human figure in such

joned kitchen, near the fireplace Then
his paradise began. He was fod with
sweet milk out of a tiny bottlee He was

washed and mbbed and brushed every
morniog. His ears grew very soft and

x{lky under this constant care, and every-
body loved to rub them and fondle them.

Dombey took kindly to all the petting
he recelved Why shouln't he? The
grrms of love are planted In the heart of
every little animal, whatever his station

in life. And Dombey did mora He tried

THE OMNIVOROUS GOAT—SHOWING STRANGE MORAL EFFECT OF DEVOURING SEVERAL VOLUMES
FROM LITTLE WILLIE'S LIBRARY.

Tramp wae always reads for o FoRMDET
through the woods. One morning. he was
running along abead of us, when he came
upon a poor lrile wounded rabbit that
some hunter had shot and lost In the
bushes. Tramp stood guard over hHim
utitii we came In sight; theg he came
runaing woward us, as if 10 say: "there Iy
something here that necds your atten-
tion.™

We took the poor Hitle thing home with
us, and cured for It. He and Tramp be-
came good friends, and would play to-
gether for hours. Tramp seemed to feel
an ewnerahip In him. and would look
at him as If he were muying:

"“You should feel grateful to me
saving v dife. 1 found you a poor,
Dtthe Beipioss rabbit, and omiled assist.
ance for ye 1 would have dlpd ™

for

7

<L

&
idD

Another it gnve Tramp a great

deal of plearure \n A% to go 1o the crevck | Atter Copsurming After Alver
7 o= fish. He would ait | “1drtle Lord Faunt - L PN Syt rdin " - "
8 s e Fauntirroy Johinson's Eacrelopedia. “Leather-Stocking Talss.
1 of the water: thenm | o i N W 4 ol ) i

T with delight. and wonid | change only from exclamation to Inter- possesstons—2ls bows and arrows, sirings

jump Aand caper around. barking loudly, | roxation polnis and back again For of wamptm, and his falthful dog, even— | dots at

as If he magined he must have assisted | hours at a2 stretch they roll about and Bad been buried with Bim They had bees

s in some way. He really had a verr | chase talls. and pounce upen the quiet shown croaments—bracelets and znklots

gond opinion of himself

i be was just
a litthe tramp dog.

old mother with fierce iltile baries

and pendants—which had been found upon
Une cliimls laborionsly up the rock be-

or mear the mound immediately after the
Then there wore pleasant tripe affer | hind the den and #its on hiz tafl gravely  Ilnterment The children themselves. by
bl;r-um-rﬂe.s for our supper. We trind | survering the groat lundecape, with a  scratching the carth with sticks, wers
to teach Bim to oty a Basket or pail combcal little alr of Importance, as If he |zble to get tiny, bright<cokred beads from

After
“Dan Quixote.™

After “"Broccho Rl or,
the Boy Buster.™

'n position a® to bring one of the five io show the family that he appreciated

the middle of the top of the
forehead, one at the point of ecah fool,
und one on each hand,

the love and care bestowed upon him,
and with thir end In view, when he played
under the apple trecs;, in the orchard, be

No one mus: be aliowed longer than & | would bring the best apple he could find

Kiven time in making his picture.

The | and lay It as an offering at the fest of his

results are often very laughable, and the | mistress He always walted too, for her

'Imul.ls for a good deal of luventlon
(on the part of the players.

Lo plek it up, and rub his ears, a=d tefl
bim what a good Uitle pig he was. Then

| always read

|a walch?

lawn., A few (eet from the steps a Sagged
stonie wall separated the lawn from (ke
orchard.
Dombey's Sad Fate.
It grieves me to tell what hapeo

one stormy morning in Now
bey and Nero were Indulgl
rainy-day romp, when the lac 1
around the corner witk all the foro
many pounds., ran full itlt !nto Dombey,
who had just reached the edge of the steps
leading down to the wall. D .
a pitiful ey, was hurled down
agnlnst the sharp stooea
feebly for a few moments,
moan, his little % passed awns
hid bounded after him, and, In his Jumb
way, iried to rouse th= Mitle feilc it
wns of no avull. Then Nero unds
and with one sharp, plereing wall,
himself down beslde Dombey In
donment of grisf. Never agh
they piny tag together
they pull the turnips : hunt apples!
The family had b« bhusy all the
Ing, and had not thougkt about the pets.
Whin diomer came and po VI by
gerateched at the door, clamoring for ad-
mittance, inquiry was made for him. Some
ore had seen him and Nero rac n
verandn. Another had seen Nes run ints
him, and thought that the biow must
given the little fellow a hard tumbie down
the stepe. Then Bridget remembese] o
bave heard an agonizing ery. Thoy went
to the vemnda to look, and th
found Dombey dend, and poor
him, watching, wi.h one
scross the litde rig's back.

wonld

in
rver agnln would

-

ihe

v
Nero

yaw th

They buried him aftéTnoon, fost
s the sun came out af the clouds for ths
first and last time that The ol

ruys bathed In [ull glory little grave
under the apple tree, the corner of the
archard, which he ‘ove s0 well. When

the family
ETave.
A year has pass

left hin Nero gunndel b
1 Fince Dombey's litils
Iife went out. Mero has grown old and
melanchely., [le st ds hours a. the

Nothing ¢ wiuce him Ttar
He e never bos
to g0 down those steps to the archare
that faml day. When he visits the g

n

brrn.

Every one misses Domb
pet has taken his place T
venir of him which remains
leading from the back entr
where he was wont iy
trance Into and ot T was
his way of krocking.—By Florenc: Flanch-
ard In the New York Herald.

dearest »
I the dnor

Connndrams.

Why do you go to bed?
bed will not come to you.

When is a ship like & book™ When it 's
oulward bound.

Why has gn ocean tarrorn
for phy=iclans? Becauwse they are accus.
tomed to sec sickness.

Why !» a popalar nove! lilke Autumn?
Because Its leaves are quickly turned and
(red).

Why should a thirsty man always carcy
Because thers is a «pring in-

Because

the

voyaze no

side of it

Who are the most exaciing of all ia
lords? Why, children; berause they
fail to make thelr father and
parents.

What is it that no one wishes to have,
yef, when he has It, he would be very
eorTy 10 lom? A bald head,

What conundrums are always at home?
Those that are never found omt.

What Insect does a tall father
=nt? A dndéy-long-legs.

When a Iady falnts, what figure should

-
never
mother

repre-

you bring her? You should bring her
two.

Why t= a plg in the parlor ks a houwe
on fire? Because the svoner it Is pu
out the hetter.

When are eyes not eyes? Whon the

wind makes them water.—¥
quirer.

adelphia In-

No Danger.

The modern Romeos climbed the grape-
vine and drank In the lovelight from his
darling’'s eyes

“Love,” he ecried passionately, “kiss me
wkile tha moon is yet In the sky”"

“Is there any danger of its dropping
from [he sky™" she lnquired, timidly.—
Chicage News.

Clever May.

“Dear Ma, may | go oot wHh Ned,
And skip the rope™ asked May.
“Hkip all you like.” ber mother said,

“1 ke to see you piay.*™

“Bkip il T like,” thought chever Mag, -

“*Twas just what ma told me."*
Bhe akipped her leasons all that day,
Her munle, (oo, at three.

And when her mother asked bor whi,
She eried, “You sald I might

Eklp all 1 Hke. You'll not deny
That | am in the right!™

“My dariing May,”" her mother sald,
In accents very mild,

“T'm really 'fraid youw'll hurt your heall,
You're such a clever child.

“And mow you'd bhetler ship some moTey
You seem ro pood At that,

Tou'll aklp dessert, and, furt
You'll ehlp your Easter bat!™

This gave poor May an awial jar,
Shey wrpt upon her cufl.

She cried. I really think,
That I imve akipped enough!™

—Brookiyn Enghe

BERT'S SOLDIER BROTHER

Memorial Day Brings Opportunity e
Young Lad to Commemorate &
Sacrifice for Couniry.

Bert Mosler had heen working in the
garden ail forenoon. He had mowed the
lawn, raked the loose grmss into a bespy
plied 1t (nto 4 wheelbarrow and then piled
himueif on top of the whole. Even had
Bert not {elt the need of the rest reposing
in the wheelbarrow would afferd, the gar-
den seemed 100 pleasant a place to leavwe,
For Memorinl day was at hand, and the
Mosters, ke all other families in the neigh.
borhood, or In the town either, for that
matter, were saving thelr flowers to taks
to the cemelery. Consequently, bushes
were lnden wiih roses=—full-blown, loote-
petaled blossoms, half-cpen buds and buds
just beginping to borst thelr calyxes
There were roses red us wine, others yel-
low ms gold, pink roses, white roses and
varlugnisd rores growing upan the Moster
lawn, as were also other Mowers—carnas
tions, gerantume and pansies—all waiting
to be snipped from thelr stems and
tumbled together inte buskets, early Deco=
ration day moming.

But, In=tead of enjoving the beauty and
fragrance of the hlossoms, Bert allowed
hls mind to wander into the past. He fell
to thinking of his soldler-brother, Liloyd,
whose grave he could not decorate hee
cause it was In far-off Manila,

How sh a time it seemed since Lioyd
waz at home, begging to be allowed
eniist! Finaily he had carried his point
and Bert remembered the day he came 9
the house to zhow himself In uniform.
“With » Springfield rifle thrown acrols
his shoulder, he'd frighten any Spaniard.*

tather had sald, and every one®
ned at the remark, because Lloyd, Des
sigedd, made anything but a fore
rn:_.:ahh—-u;-;u-;umn wartior. It had also
sloced smiles when, with a fastidi-
ousress not commonly attributed to sol
diers, he had stolen home from the hot
and dustry camp for a daily bath, and,
incidentally, to regale himself at the fames

Iv larder, which containsd more palatable
than those Inciuded In the Gowe
bill of fTare.

Mother Love.

“Lioyd never could get along without
milk to drink at his meals. Bert, youll
have to carry it out to him” Mrs Mo
ster had sald.

“Lloyd doesn't want us to be sending

oocn

articles
ernment

him milk: the othor fellows'll all guy Rim
If we do,” Bert argued, ‘but his mother
hnd ins#'stest upon being obeyed, and aoy

aeainet his will, he had earried Lloyd, the
soldler, miik to drink, amd, contrary (€
the younger brather's expeetations. Lioyd
had appeared glad to get I 2

What a gloriove pince the camp unds
military rule seemed to Bert! How ha
had regreited belng “nothing bot o leld,™
and =0 unable to eniist. He roemembered
things clensly, as bhe Iay there In the
eibarraw upon the freshly-cut grase
ought of the day when Lthe company
left Camp Lincoln. How the flags waved
and the bonds played, and what a crush
there had been at the depot! Bert had
sepelal reason to remember the crush, for
It hgd cheated him out of a lam glimpre
of Lloyd, and also out of giving Lioyd the
enke which he had brought from home
snd meant to hand through the car wine
dow.

Soon after the company had laft town,
the worrying had commencsd, although
Lloyd's first letter, writlen on board the
traneport aship, had been full of good
cheer, as had also the other three that
he had sent., But the fourth letter had not
been recel until after the telegram teil-
ing of his death. Bert's train of thought
ended here.

“Why didn’t the Iden strike me hefors
and 1'd have sent my % gold plece to Tom

Norerms, at Manlla, and had him' deco=
rate Lloyd's grave with i7" be oon=
cluded.

=0 another, and more timely, suggess
entersd his mind. 1t was assoclated
th the Soldlers’ Home which he, In com-
pany with his grandfather, bad visited
P venterday, and it directly concerned
re white wall® of the Home, which
geemed to Bert a cheerless enough looking
place, although it was located In a fine-
lookin= bouse, serrounded by besuntiful
grounds. No sooner had he commenced
following out the sugge=ion, mentally,
than his grandfather sppeared upon the
porch, s0 BHert Jeft the whesibarrow and
jolned him, In order to talk over his plan.
Bert's Plan.

“Grandfather,” he began, “don’'t somd
people, when their relations die, give
things, ke libraries or money, 1o hospl-
tals to commemornte thelr memoryT*

*“Yes; great universities and other Instl
tutions have been founded In that way,™
wia the reply.

“Well, why can’t I buy & p'cture for the
Soldlers’ Home, In memory of Lioyd? AN
the time I was out thers yestspday, R
didn't see a single plcture.”

“l think that would be a very sensibls
thing for you to <o, his grandfather re=
plied.

New, Bert Mosler l# moted for Impa=
ce. mo It fsm't to be supposed he walted

t

¥ long before carrying his plan into
v On the contrary, he siarted oul
tmmedintely after lunch and returned

within two hours, bringing & picture with
him, which he wishad the family to e
befors It was framed.

He had selected a
buarg,” photographed from the [kmous
painting Memaorial Hali, Falrmount
Park, Philadelphia. His grandfather, who
had f(ought at Gertyshurg, and whe,
thought a batter choice of plcture could
not have been made, expinined it care
fully, especinlly with reference fto. the
military movements, and pointed out the
Unlon commander, Meade, the Confeders
ate commagder, Lee, and the different hlse
toric spots—Cemetery Hill, Round Top
ete.

When he had finlshed, Bert had s better
knowiedges of the battle-than he Bad been
able to get from studying history at
schoal

Ha took the pleture back to the store,
where It was neatly framed, and, before
It was packed for the exprassman, Ne
stuck In a corner of the frame a card,
upon which was written: “Presentad by
Bort Mosier, in memory of his brother
Lloyd, who died at Maniin, August &
18

Ehortly after the pleture had been sent,
Ber: recefved a letter, which read;

“The Inmates of the Soldiers’ Homa
neite in sending thefr heartlest thanks to
the boy who =o kindly remembered them
upon Memorial day. The pleture has besn
hung where ail may have full benefit of

W

“Battle of Getiys=

And Bert felt quite satisfled—as satisfied |

almo=t as though his brother's grave had
been within reach and he had decorated
iz, AMY MAGUIRE
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