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Baby.
Two little l!ps to kiss.

Two little hands to hold.
One little voice to hear.

Sweeter than chink of sold.
One little mouth to feed.

Two little arms to cling
'Bound mo and raise me oud

as the proudest King.

Two wondrous eyes that look
Up to me lolngly

One sent from God to bring
Faith in Him back to rat

Chicago Times-Heral-

ONLY A TINY TRAMP DOG

But He Brought Joy and Sunshine
to a Summer Camp in the Great

California Redwoods.

Did you ever know a boy or a girl who
was not fond of a dog? If you have
known a 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 afraid of a great, big dog, you
know.

But most boys and girls like dogs, and
If they haven't any of their own, they
will be interested In one belonging to
their companions. I will tell you about
one that came to us in the camping
ground in the California redwoods, where
we were spending the Summer.

One morning we were all seated at the
table under the trees, eating our break-
fast. "We heard a noise in the bushes,
and, of. course, we thought It must be
some wild animal, as we were always on
the lookout for something of the kind.
But, presently, a pair of bright eyes
peered through the bushes at us; then
the head and body of a little dog appea-
redjust a plain, little, yellow dog but
how 'glad we were to see him!

At first, he looked at us In a kind of
wistful way, as if to say: "Can I join
your parts'? "Will you take me In? I am
such a poor little doggie, so tired and
hungry!"

Of course, we knew that he was hungry.
That Is the first thing children would think
of, and our own breakfast was quite
forgotten. In our eagerness to satisfy the
wants of the little stranger.

He well knew that he was welcome; no
need to ask any questions about that. "We
placed a nice plate of food before him,
and how he did eat! Never stopped a
moment, until the last crumb was licked
off. Then he ventured to look around,
and began to wag his tail, as if to say:
'This is the best way I have of showing
my appreciation of your kindness."

He Gets a Xante.
While he was eating his breakfast, we

were trying to decide upon a name for
him. My sisters said: "Let's call him
Tramp; he looks just like one all tired
out and dusty, as if he had been traveling
all over the country."

So that was the name we gave him.
and I think he was perfectly satisfied
with It, as he very soon answered to It
when called.

It did not take Tramp long to make him-
self at home. You would have thought he
had always lived with us. He slept every
night at the door of our tent, as if to
say. "I will take good care of you and
keep all Intruders away."

"We had occasion to test his bravery,
very soon. One bright moonlight night.
Tramp commenced to bark and howl In
good earnest. He would run a little way
from tho tent, then back again, and try
to get inside. We knew there must be
something wrong, and so father got up
and went out, taking the gun with him.
as he was quite sure it was some wild
animal.

Now. what do you thtnk was the cause
of ,all this noise? We had a cupboard
hanging in a tree, and in which we kept
our meat, and a bear had climbed up and
torn It down. TJut Tramp had made such
a nojse that bruin had not time to get
at the meat, and made off.

It was a small bear. My father took
a shot at him. but missed him: he was
scampering off through the woods as fast
as he could go. and did not take time to
look around to see who or what was after
him.

"Our little yellow dog had shown us thathe was very brave and useful, for had
he not made such a noise, the bear would
have made off with the contents of our
meat safe, and our cupboard would have
been as empty as that ot Old Mother
Hubbard. Tramp did not settle down
again that night for sleep: he still kept
up his growling and barking; perhaps
he thought the bear would come asrain.
But bruin was too wise for that; the dog
and gun had given him quite a fright;
he never came back.

Tramp Mnlce- -. a Fintl.
Tramp was always ready for a scajnper

through the woods. One morning, he was
running along ahead of us. when he came
upon a poor little wounded rabbit that
some hunter had shot and lost In the
hushes. Tramp stood guard over him
until we came In sight; then he came
running toward us, as If to say: "there Is
something here that needs your atten-
tion."

We took the poor little thing home with
us, and cared for it. He and Tramp be-
came good friends, and would play to-
gether for hours. Tramp seemed to feel
an ownership in him, and would lookat him as if he tere saying:

"You should feel grateful to me for
saving your life. I found you a poor,
little helpless rabbit, and called assist-
ance for you. or you would have died."

Another thing that gave Tramp a great
deal of plensure was to go to the creek
with us and watch us fish. He would sit
beside us. as still as a mouse, until we
hauled the line out of the water; then
he was wild with delight, and would
Jump and caper around, barking loudly,
as If haJmagined he must have assisted
us In some way. He really had a verr
good opinion of himself, if he was just
a little tramp dog.

Then there were pleasant trips after
blackberries for our supper We tried
to teach him to carry a basket or pall.

but he did not care to learn; he would
seem to say:

"You had better carry them. I am not
proud. Don't think that I don't care for
a collar, or blue ribbon around my neck,
but I don't want to carry a basket."

Perhaps he had seen a picture we owned
of a little tramp dog. with a basket
fastened to his neck. He belonged to a
blind beggar, and had such a pitiful look
upon his face! Tramp may have seen
that picture, and did not want to look
like that.

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 leave Tramp.

The Parting With Tramp.
Father had told us that. In a few days,

we were to go home. Tents were to ba
packed, and all the things that we had
brought with us were now to be sent
back. But what of our little dog? He
could not go with us; we could not take
him. There was no place for him; we
lived at a hotel, and you know dogs are
not allowed In hotels. What should we
do?

We called him to us. and, with tears
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streaming down faces, and little
hearts almost bursting grief, we
told him that we were colng away to a
big city; that we could not take
with us, and that we woul8have to leave
him alone in the woods and oh. dear!
what would he have to eat? He really
seemed to understand It all. Then we
told him that we would leave
the food we and that, perhaps, some

would find him and be to him.
father had taken It himself

to provide for Tramp. There were other
people, whom we knew, who were camp-
ing near by, and who Intended to
longer than we, and father to them
and asked them to look after the poor
little fellow, and they said they would,
and a kind-heart- couple, who lived in a
cabin in the redwoods, the year round,
said that they would see that Tramp had
enough to eat after friends had fol-

lowed us to the city. That lessened
grief somewhat, but it was still with
saddened hearts that we took the stage
for home the next morning.

Tramp was there, and as stage
carried us away, he looked after us with
a puzzled and reproachful in big,
brown eyes, said:

"What have I done that I should b
left behind? Have I not a faithful
friend: kept watch the at night,
and a companion through the day?
And now going away from
me."

I think we could see In
I there were in ours.

But Tramp fell Into good hands, and
I will tell you about it some day, and

we met the next Summer, when
we went to the old redwoods
again. E. S. BALDWIN.

BABY FOXES AT PLAY.
Gamboling: on Hillside, Mother

Fox as Teacher.
One of the fascinating bits of ani-

mal study, says a writer In Philadel-
phia Inquirer, Is to begin at the very be-

ginning of fox education that Is. a
den and go there some afternoon In

early June and hide at a where
watch the entrance through

field glass. Every afternoon the young
foxes come out to play In the sunshine,
like many kittens. Bright little bun-

dles of yellow fur. they full of
and whims, with pointed faces that
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After Consuming
"Little Kauntleroy."

change only from exclamation to inter-
rogation points and back
hours at a stretch they roll and
chase tails, and pounce upon the
old mother fierce little

climbs laboriously up be-
hind the den and sits on his tall, gravely
surveying the great landscape, a
comical little of Importance, as If

THE SUNDAY OREGOKIAN, PORTLAND, MAT .27, .1900.

owned It all. When called to come down
is afraid, and makes a great to-d- o

about It. Another has been crouching
for five minutes behind a tuft of grass,
watching, a cat at a rat hole, f6r
some one to by and pounced
upon. Another worrying something on
the ground a cricket, perhaps, or a doodle
bug; and the fourth never ceases to worry
the mother till she moves
away, and lies down by herself In the

of the ground cedar.
the afternoon wears away and long

shadows come creeping up the hillside,
the mother suddenly and goes back
to the den. The little ones stop their
play and gather about her. You strain

ears for the slightest sound, but
nothing. Yet there she Is. plainly

talking to them; and they are listening.
She turns her head and the cubs scamper
Into the den's mouth.

A moment she stands listening, looking;
just within the dark entrance, jou

get glimpses of four pointed noses
and a cluster of bright little wide
open a look. Then she
away, planning hunt, till she disap-
pears down by the brook. When she has
gone, eyes and ncses draw back. a
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dark, silent hole In the'bank Is left You
will not see them again not unless you
stay and watch by moonlight till mother
fox comes back with a fringe of field mice
hanging from her lips, or a young turkey
thrown across her shoulders. -

AT THE IXDIAX'S GRAVE.
Impromptu Decorative Exercises

Make Girls Tardy at School.
'I'm ready."
"And so am I." .

"And L"
"And I."
Four girls scattered eggshells, orange

peels and crumbs upon the ground, as
they hurried Into the schoolroom and then
out again, only pausing long enough to
leave their lunch-baske- ts and to reply,
"Yes, we want to decorate It this noon,"

Hard Proposition.

(3?

Horace Fly (on top of automobile) This Is
the toughest equlno I eer tackled.

In answer to Miss Ball's question, "Areyou going to the Indian's graver
"Well, be sure and not come back

tardy," Miss Ball said.
The-"Ind- ian grave" was a round mound

not far from the schoolhouse. There wero
Deonle in the villaep who rpmomhoro.i fVm

I funeral, and the children had been told
i how. streaked with war-pai- nt and gor-
geous in beaded buckskin, bear ornaments

' and eagle feathers, the Indian had been
propped Into a standing position and left
exposed tor several days, and how all hla

After
"Johnson's Encyclopedia.

After
"Leather-Stockin- g

possession his bows and arrows, string? j

of wamptm. and his faithful dog, even-h- ad
been burled with him. They had been I

shown ornaments bracelets and anklets ;' and pendants which had been found upon j

or near the mound immediately after the
The children themselves, by

scratching the earth with sticks, were
able to get tiny, beads from

r

a supply that seemed never to grow less.
Hunting for them was a favorite pastime,
to be varied just before Memorial day by
decorating the grave.

Attendant Material.
The near-b-y woods furnished abundant

material. Large strips torn from a bed
of cool, green moss made a velvety car-

peting for the mound. The girls reached
down Into the brook for the whitest peb-

bles, and these, arranged upon the moss
In scallops and circles and stars, made a
very pretty effect. Then "lady-slipper-

were brought, and they, when placed uponr
the mound, looked as though they had
grown there. When the girls had finished
decorating, the Indian's grave looked
rather like an plot In a flower
garden or park.

"It's just lovely," they agreed. "But, say,
don't you think the first bell must have
rung, and we not heard It?" one of them
added.

"I don't know; perhaps It did. We'd bet-
ter start back, any way," Nellie White re-

plied.
"Come to think of It, we've been gone

longer than usual," Bessie Adell re-
marked.

"And she told us to be sure not to be
late." Ivy Bemls piped.

"Don't you think both bells rang when
we were In the woods, so we didn't bear
either of them?" Bessie asked.

Perhaps they had rung. The girls looked
at each other, and then ran, never stop-
ping until they were In sight of the
schoolhouse.

Sent to the Principal.
Sure enough, the yard. was deserted.

School had commenced. Nellie, Bessie,
Ivy and May walked Into their classroom
bravely enough. Ml3s Ball called their at-

tention to the clock, which pointed at 2.

Then she sent them to the principal.
Think of It! Girls being sent to the

principal! Such a thing had never 'hap-
pened before In the history of the school.

The children looked very sheepish when
they returned. Shortly afterwards, Mr.
Barker, the principal, came Into the room
to say that there must be no more visits
to the Indian's grave made during schoci
hours.

And so It happened that, instead of be-

ing torn off thd following day, to facili-
tate a search for beads, the decorations
upon the Indian mound were allowed to
remain indefinitely, or until the wind had
blown away the drled-u- p moss and lady-slippe-

leaving only the displaced

DRAWS A BIG CROWD.

Little Bird in New Yorlc Attracts
Multitude of Guessers.

A poor little bird, half the size of an
English sparrow, gave a continuous per-

formance yesterday afternoon on the
lawns between the City Hall and the
County Courthouse, writes a reporter of
the New York Times. It attracted almost
as much attention as President McKln-Ie- y,

Admiral Dewey, or any other celeb-
rity would have done. If he were passing
through the park.

The diminutive creature was gaudy in
Its colors of yellow, black and white. Its
back or cloak was of alternate stripes ol
black and white. As a hat it wore the
same subdued colors, but so arranged as
to give a more pleasing effect than the
average product of the milliner's art. A
bright yellow, full front to its waist, in-

terspersed with dashes of white and black,
completed the costume of the little 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 English thrush," said one ol
the amateur ornithologists who had joined
the crowd.

"You're mistaken," answered his neigh-
bor. "It's somebody's; pet canary, which"

""has escaped from Us cage.-- .

"You're' wrong; Jf s a bobolink," an-
other joined In.

"Bobolink nuthln,' " said a small boy.
"It's a meadow lark."

"G'wan." said the newsboy, who had
been on a frcsh-a- lr excursion. "Medder
larks Is bigger'n geese; dat's not a lark."

Guesses as to the name of the bird were
made by all sorts and conditions of peo-
ple. Business men with urgent appoint-
ments stopped to look at the little crea-
ture. Women whose hats were adorned
with far more gorgeous feathered pro-
ductions also stopped and admired the
"little dear."

"Thistle bird," "robin," "French wren,"
"catbird," and various other names were
given to the bird, by those who stopped
and looked.

Unmindful of all the excitement it was
creating, the bird, which was a member
of the Sylvlerlldae or American flycatcher
family, continued m Its search for1 insecta
for nearly two hours, and then, with a
chirrup," it flew away.

A Xntive DanRhter's EnigmaNo. O.

My first is In cream, but not In milk.
My second Is In wool, but not In silk.
My third Is In light, but not in dark,
Sly fourth Is In boat, but not hi ark.
My fifth Is In high, but not In low.
My sixth Is in keel, but not In bow.
My seventh is In round, but not In square,
My eighth Is In desk, but not In chair.
My ninth Is In old. but not In new.
My tenth Is In three, but not In two.
My eleventh Is In red. but not In black.
My twelfth Is In straw, but not In stack.
My thirteenth Is In rock, but not In sand,
My fourteenth Is In ocean, but not In land.
My fifteenth Is in sail, but not in row.
My sixteenth Is In bread, but not In dough.
My seventeenth Is In vase, but not in Jar,
My eighteenth Is In grease, but not In tar.
My nineteenth Is In lose, but not in gain.
My twentieth Is In thunder, but not in rain..
My whole Is a man. who worked not in vain.
With his noble Rough Riders in our conflict

with Spain.
Miss Lav:ne Madden.

Sellwood. Or., May 16. 1900.

Impromptu Artists.
At "Impromptu Artists" any number of

persons can play, and all that Is neces-
sary Is that each player must be pro-
vided with a sheet of white paper and a
pencil. Each must mark Ave dots--, in any
arrangement that he pleases, on the pa-

per, and then pass It to the next player
on his left. He then takes the dotted pa-
per which has been handed him and tries
to draw on it some human figure In such

After
Talse.' "Don Quixote."

a position as to bring one of the five
dots at the middle of the top of the
forehead, one at the point of ecah foot,
and one on each hand,

No one must be allowed longer than a
given time In making his picture. The
results are often very laughable, and the
game calls for a good deal of invention

Jon the part of the players.

GOAT SHOWING STRANGE MORAL EFFECT OF DEVOURING
FROM LITTLE WILLIE'S LIBRARY.
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Tommy's Meditations.
F I had other parents

Besides those I've got now.
P'raps I'd have a better time

N pa and ma allow;
P'raps they give me my owh way

N then, p'raps, they'd not;
N so, p'raps. I'd better say
ril siay 'th those I've got.

Chicago Tribune.

DOMBEY. THE BLACK PIG

Trae Story of a Household Pet and
His Dor Chnm, Xero, Innocent

Caase of His Sad Demise.

His name waa Dombey. Nobody at the
old farmhouse had ever dreamed of mak-
ing a household pet of a little black pig,
but before they began to think about the
oddity of the undertaking. It had been ac-
complished, and the little fellow ruled the
household from master to maid. It hap-
pened In this way:

Dombey, with eight brothers and sisters,
was born In a sunny pen one morning in
the early Springtime He closely resem-
bled his brothers and sisters in size, in his
clean-c- ut toes, in his delicate, sharp-pomte- d

ears, in h's pretty pink nose. In his
short, curly, wiggling tail, and last, but

THE LITTLE

As soon as the silvery moon shimmered bright.
The Little Big Heads camo out In the light.

A big bowling alley they quickly espied.
And locked doors and windows they boldly de-

fied.

I

Nine Little Big Heads stood up for the pins.
And nine nas the number of mlschteous grins.

The rest of the Big Heads would run for a
space.

Then roll down tho alley, each one on his face!

Each one had a head as round as a ball.
And when he fell down It hurt not at all.

They laughed and they played until the gray
dawn.

But when the sun rose, the Big Heads were
gone.

not least, In his ibl.'lty to squeal perhaps
the loudest and longest ot them all. But
there was one dl3tlnc m;k of difference
between him aid the ethers while they
were snowy white, Dombey was jet black,
with a beautiful white star on his fore-
head.

From the very first his mother looked
upon him with dl&dain. Then the dis-
dain grew to dislike, and the dislike to a
hatred which almost caused poor Dom-bey- 's

death. No one knew the reason.
They surmised, however, that on account
of his sombre coat he appeared to bis
mother an angel of darkness rather than
of light.

When he was only three days old he was
taken Into the house and laid In a basket

From One Point of View.
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Mr. Frog (who has Just "dropped In" upon

a former 'acquaintance, at the bottom of the
well) My friend, you certainly reside In a
veritable ,

which" stood in a corner of the
kitchen, near the fireplace. Then

his paradise began. He was fed with
sweet milk out of a tiny bottle. He was
washed and rubbed and brushed every
morning. His ears grmv very soft and
silky under this constant care, and every-
body loved to rub them and fondle them.

Dombey took kindly to all the petting
he received. Why shouldn't he? The
germs of love are planted in the heart of
every little animal, whatever his station
In life. And Dombey did more. He tried

SEVERAL VOLUMES
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After "Broncho Bill: or,
the Boy Buster."

to show the family that he appreciated
the love and care bestowed upon him.
and with this end In view, when he played
under the apple trees. In the orchard, he
would bring the best apple he could find
and lay It as an offering at the feet of his
mistress. He always waited, too. for her
to pick It up, and rub his ears, and tell
him what a good little pig he was. Then

his curly tall would wiggle with joy, and
he would start out again to play.

One member of the family had beer
made unhappy by Dombeys coming: that
was Nero, the great black Newfoundland,
whose home the farm bad been for two
years. During air these months Nero had
been tho most important personage of the
household, and he did nor take kindly at
all to the little pig. He even felt a cer
tain amount of contempt for his mistress
that sho should be Interested in jo ple-
beian an object as a pig, and a black pig
at that. Who before had ever heard of
any one ever making a household pet of a
pig! He certainly never had, and no dog
he knew had ever told him of such a hap-
pening.

He soon found that his own food was
served to him regularly. His. favorite
dishes, too, were not forgotten. He waa
still allowed to enjoy his afternoon rap
by the fireplace in the kitchen, Best ol
all, his mistress gave klm the usual at-
tention and caresses. Then he began to
take kindly notice of the little pig, and as
Dombey grew larger he and Nero became
fast friends. They bathed together In the
frog pond behind the barn every morning.
They chased the hens when any were
foolish enough to stray from shelter. They
played with apples mide" the trees In the
orchard. When the "'all carao they worked
mlschlet by getting into the turnip patch
ind pulling up row after row of plants.

Dombey would only eat them when the
size pleased his palate.

The turnip patch adjoined the orchard
where the apples grcv. No matter hov
often the hired men patched up the wire

IN A BOWLING ALLEY.

Brooklyn Eagle.

fence, Dombey always contrived to tear
it down two or three tlmps a week, at
least. Finally, some one discovered how
Nero helped. He would go "to the oppo-
site side of the orchard, and, running"ba;k,
with full forcer would hurl himself against
the wire fence, which, vtrained and moved
from Its fastenings, allowed Jombey, with
the aid of his little pink nose, Jind his toes,
to finish the work.

Contrary to all ordinary traditions,
Dombey did not love dirt. When it was
rainy and muddy, he and Nero tool: their
exercise on the wide veranJa. which sur-
rounded three sides of the house. The
house stood upon the side of the hill. A
flight of stf-p-s led from the veranda, to the
lawn. A few feet from the steps a jagged
stone wall separated the lawn from I ho
orchard.

Dombey's Sad Fate.
It, grieves me to tell what happened there

one stormy morning in November. Dom-
bey and Nero were indulging in their
rainy-da- y romp, when the latter, coming
around the corner with all the force of his
many pounds, ran full tilt into Dombey,
who had just reached the edge of the steps
leading down to the wall. Dombey, with
a pitiful cry, was hurled down the step-agai-

the sharp stones. He struggled
feebly for a few moments, tbe.t, with a
moan, his little li'e passed away. Nero
had bounded after him, and. In his dumb
way, tried to rouse the little fellow. It
was of no avail. Then Nero understood,
and with one sharp, pierc'ng wa'i, threw
himself down beside Dombey in an aban-
donment of grief. Never again would
they play tag together; never again would
they pull the turnips and hunt apples!

Tho family had been busy all the morn-
ing, and had not thought about their pet.
When dinner came and no Dombey
scrateched at the door, clamoring for

inquiry was made for him. Some
one had seen him and Nero racing on ibe
veranda. Another had seen Nu-- u run inta
him, and thought that the blow must have
given the little fellow a hard tumble down
the steps. Then Bridget rememberei t"
have heard an agonizing cry. They went
to the veranda to look, and there they
found Dombey dead, and poor Nero beside
him, watching. wUh one paw thrown
across the little rig's back.

They burled him that afternoon, just
as the sun came out of the clouds for ihc
first and last time that day. The red
rays bathed In full glory the little grave
under the apple tree, in the corner of the
orchard, which he "oyed so well. Whoa
the. family left hl:n' Nero guarded tfce
grave.

A year has passed since Dombey's little
life went out. ero has grown old and
melancholy. He still spends hours a. the
grave. Nothing can induce him tc stav
on the veranda. He has never been seen
to go down those steps to the orchard stnea
that fatal day. When he visits the rave
he goes over the wall at the rear jf the
b?rn.

Every one misses Dombey. No other
pet has taken his place. The dearest sou-
venir of him which remains is the door
leading from the back entry to the kitchen,
where he was ont to scratch h's en-
trance Into and out of the house, it was
his way of knocking. By Florence Blanch-ar- d

In the New York Herald.

Connndrnms.
Why do you go to bed? Because the

bed will not come to you.
When Is a ship like a book? When it 's

outward hound.
Why has an ocean voyage no terrora

for physicians? Because they are accus-
tomed to see sickness.

Why is a popular novel like Autumn?
Because Its leaves are quickly turned and
always read (red).

Why should a thirsty man always carry
a watch? Because there Is a spring in-
side of it.

Who are the most exacting of all land-
lords? Why, children; because they never
fail to make their father and mother
parents.

What is it that no one wishes to have,
yet, when he has It, he would be very
sorry to loss? A bald head.

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

What Insect does a tall father repre-
sent? A daddy-long-leg- s.

When a lady faints, what figure should
jou bring her? You should bring her
two.

Why Is a pig in the parlor like a housa
on fire? Because the sooner it Is put
out the better.

When are eye3 not eyes? When the
wind makes them water. Philadelphia In-
quirer.

No Dansrer.
The modern Romeo climbed the grape-

vine and drank In the lovellght from his
darling's eyes.

"Love," he cried passionately, "kiss me
while the moon Is yet in the ?ky.-- "

"Is thsreany danger of its dropping
from the sky?" she inquired, timidly.
Chicago News.

Clever May.
"Dear Ma. may I go out with Ned,

And skip the ropet" asked May.
"Skip all you like." her mother said,

"I like to see you play."

"Skip all I like." thought clever May,
" 'Twas just what ma told me."

She skipped her lessons all that day.
Her music, too, at three.

And when her mother asked her why.
She cried. "You said1 1 might

Skip all I Jlke. You'll not deny
That I am la the right!"

"My darling May," her mother sal&e

In accents very mild,
'Tin really 'frald you'll hurt your head.

You're such a clever child.

"And now you'd better skip some mora.
You seem so good at that.

You'll skip dessert, and, furthermore
You'll skip your Easter hat!"

This ga poor May an awful Jar,
She wept upon her cuff.

She cried. "I really think, mamma.
That I have skipped cnoughl"

Brooklyn Eagle,

BERT'S SOLDIER BROTHER

Memorial Day Bringi Opportnnity te
Yonnjy Lad to Commeiaprate a

Sacrifice for Country.

Bert Mosler had been working in the
garden all forenoon. He had mowed the
lawn, raked the loose grass into a heap,
piled It Into a wheelbarrow and then piled
himself on top" of the whole. Even had
Bert not felt the need of the rest reposlmy

In the wheelbarrow would afford, the gar-

den seemed too pleasant a place to leave.
For Memorial day was at hand, and the
Moslerfc. like all other families in the neigh-

borhood, or In the town either, for that
matter, were saving their flowers to take
to the cemetery. Consequently, bushes
were laden with roses n. Ioose-petal-

blossoms, half-ope- n buds and buds
just beginning to burst their calyxes.
There were roses red as wine, others yel-

low as gold, pink roses, white roses and
variegated rows growing upon the Mosler
lawn, as were also other flowers carna-
tions, geraniums and pansles all waiting
to be snipped from their stems and
tumbled together into baskets, early Deco-

ration day morning.
But, instead of enjoying the beauty and

fragrance of the blossoms. Bert allowed
his mind to wander Into the past. He fell
to thinking of his soldier-brothe- r, Llojd,
whose grave he could not decorate be
cause It was In far-o- ff Manila.

How short a time it seemed since Iiloyd
was at home, begging to be allowed to
enlist! Finally he had carried his point,
and Bert remembered the day he came to
the house to show himself In uniform.
"With a Springfield rifle thrown acrosa
his shoulder, he'd frighten any Spaniard,"
their father had said, and every one
laughed at the remark, because Uoyd, he-l- ng

small-size- made anything but a formi-

dable-appearing warrior. It had also
occasioned smiles when, with a fastidi-
ousness not commonly attributed to sol-

diers, he had stolen home from the hot
and dustry camp for a dally bath, and.
incidentally, to regale himself at the fam
lly larder, which contained more palatable
articles than those Included in the Gov
ernment bill of fare.

Mother Love- -
"Lloyd never could get along without

milk to drink at his meals. Bert, you'll
have to carry It out to him," Mrs. Mo-

sler had said.
"Lloyd doesn't want us to be sending

him milk; the other fellows'll all guy hjm
If we do." Bert argued, but his mother
had Insisted upon being obeyed, and so,
against his will, he had carried Lloyd, the
soldier, milk to drink, and, contrary tc
the younger brother's expectations. Lloyd
had appeared glad to get it.

What a Klorlous place the camp under
mMtarv rule seemed to Bert! How ha
had regretted helng "nothing but a kid,"
and so unable to enlist. He remembered
things clearly, as he lay there in tho
wheelbarrow upon the freshly-c-ut grass.
He thought of the day when the company
left Camp Lincoln. How the flags waved
and the bands played, and what a crush
there had been at the depot! Bert had
sepclal reason to remember the crush, for
It hd cheated him out of a last gllmpso
of Lloyd, and also out of giving Lloyd the
cake which he had brought from home
and meant to hand through the car win-

dow.
Soon after the company had left town,

the worrying had commenced, although
Lloyd's first letter, written on board the
transport ship, had been full of good
cheer, as had also the other three that
he had sent. But the fourth letter had not
been received until after the telegram tell-

ing of his death. Bert's train of thought
ended here.

"Why didn't the Idea strike me before
and I'd have sent my 55 gold piece to Tom
Norcross. at Manila, and had him 'deco-
rate Lloyd's grave with It?" he con-

cluded.
Also another, and more timely, sugges-

tion entered his mind. It was associated
with the Soldiers' Home which he, in com-
pany with his grandfather, had visited
only yesterday, and it directly concerned
the bare'" white walls of the Home, which
seemed to Bert a cheerless enough looking
place, although it was located in a

house, surrounded by beautiful
grounds. No sooner had he commenced
following out the suggestion, mentally,
than his grandfather appeared upon the
porch, so Bert left the wheelbarrow and
Joined him, In order to talk over his plan.

Bert's Plan.
"Grandfather," he began, "don't somo

people, when their relations die, give
things, like libraries or money, to hospi-
tals, to commemorate their memory?"

"Yes; great universities and other Insti-
tutions have been founded In that way,"
was the reply.

"Well, why can't I buy a p'cture for the
Soldiers Home, In memory of Lloyd? All
the time I was out there yesterday, 1
didn't see a single picture."

"I think that would be a very sensible
thing for you to do," his grandfather re-
plied.

Now, Bert Mosler is noted for Impa-
tience, so It isn't to be supposed he waited
very long before carrying his plan Into
effect. On the contrary, he started out
Immediately after lunch and returned
within two hours, bringing a picture with
him, which he wished the family to sae
"before it was framed.

He had selected a "Battle of Gettys-
burg." photographed from the famous
painting in Memorial Hall, Fairmount
Park, Philadelphia. His grandfather, who
had fought at Gettysburg, and who
thought a better choice of picture could
not have been made, explained It care-
fully, especially with reference to the
military movements, and pointed out the
Union commander, Meade; the Confeder-
ate commander, Lee, and the different his-
toric spots Cemetery Hill, Round Top,
etc.

When he had finished, Bert had a better
knowledge of the battle-tha- n he had been
able to get from studying history at
schooL

He took the picture back to the store,
where It was neatly framed, and, before
It was packed for the expressman, he
stuck In a corner of the frame a card,
upon which was written: "Presented by
Bert Mosler, In memory of his "brother,
Lloyd, who died at Manila, August Ji",
1SSS."

Shortly after the picture had been sent,
Bert received a letter, which read;

"The Inmates of the Soldiers' Home
unite In sending their heartiest thanks to
the boy who so kindly remembered them
upon Memorial day. The picture has been
hung where all may have full benefit ot
It."

And Bert felt quite satisfied as satisfied
almost as though his brother's grave had
been within reach and he had decorated
it AMY MAGUIRE.
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