
FT CHILDREN

The Xest 1b the Shoe. t
part Jennie "Wren, with ber husband small,
"Were viewing sites for a cozy neat;

the bright sun showed to their seeking eyes
A snug, round home In a maple's crest.

They paused It by with & careless glance.
No envious thoughts ruffling tempers sweet.

They craved no place In the treetop tall.
That swayed and dipped when the rough

storms beat.

A ragged shoe In the yard they spied.
Flung from the house as a useless thing.

They fluttered In and they fluttered out.
Then straightway began to build and sing.

They gathered hair and a lining soft.
And wove their home with a loving care;

The grass grew fast 'neath the sun's warm
rays,

And hid the shoe with Its contents rare.

The eggs laid there turned to birdies small.
That grew In beauty and strength each day;

When grown too big for the crowding walls.
The old birds taught them to fly away.

A,shoestring lies in the empty nest.
But I hope this Spring, when the sides anj

blue.
That Marinm "Wren and her husband dear

Will dwell once more In the ragged shoe.
Adella Washer In New York Tribune.

VIVIAN'S DECORATION DAY

Begran la Sadness, bat Transformed
'Into a. Day of Heartfelt Joy

and Gladness.

Tou remember, dear children, that last
"Wednesday was Decoration day, when wo
honored with prayer and hymn and mar-
tial pomp our hero dead.

On that day I was strolling about at
Lone Fir cemetery, looking at the beau-
tiful flowers that adorned the graves of
the sleeping soldiers, and listening to tho
programme given In their honor. There
were great throngs of people constantly
passing, and It was difficult to distinguish
any one, but In that crowd was a little
girl who attracted my attention because
of her singular beauty. Her rich, auburn
hair hung In long curls to her waist, and
ner lovely face was lighted by large,
wistful, brown eyes, almost hidden by
the long lashes which drooped over them.
Beside her walked a venerable old gen-
tleman, whose faded blue coat and mil-
itary bearing Indicated that he had been
a eoldler. A mass of silvery white hair
crowned his head, and, gazing Into his
fine old face, I was Impressed with Its
noble expression.

I followed them, as they walked slow-
ly away from the crowd -- toward a sol-
itary grave. The child laid two crushed
and withered roses on the mound, and,
looking up with a smile, said:

"See, grandpa, now mamma's grave Is
decorated like the others."

Then she put her hand Into that of the
sad-fac- veteran and they moved away.
Before I left tho spot where I stood a
rough, coarsely dressed man, who looked
very much like a miner, came up and,
placing a great bunch of flowers on the
grave, walked rapidly away and was lost
In the crowd.

I thought that a beautiful story "was
connected with the old soldier, the beau-
tiful child and the strange man who had
placed the flowers on the grave, for my
little friends, and I determined to find
out more about them. Several days later
I was rewarded, and this morning I will
tell .you what I learned.

Vivian Grey.
"Grandpa, what is Decoration day for?"

asked "Vivian Grey, of 7 years, as she
left her doll and climbed upon grandpa's
knee.

The room In which the two eat was
baro and cold, and Mr. Grey looked sor-
rowfully about the cheerless place as he
told his darling grandchild .the familiar
story of Decoration day. On his old army
coat was a G. A. R. badge, which showed
that he had given his service to hli
country.

When but a youth of 20 he had answered
Lincoln's first call for volunteers and gone
forth Into the fray with an Ohio regi-
ment. At last the war ended, and, cov-ere- d

with honorable scars and ruined
In fortune, he came to Oregon with an
only son. Tears passed, and the son mar-
ried a beautiful young woman, who made
for her husband and his father a happy
homo iK-a- Portland. They lived quietly
for several years, when the wife died,
leaving a lovely little daughter, who was
a dally remembrance of her sweet
mother, both In looks and actions. Young
Mr. Grey was so broken with grief that
he left home and went to Alaska when
the gold fever was at Its height, forsaking
his aged father and helpless daughter.

Vivian loved her kind grandfather more
than any one in the world, and he lav.
ished upon her all the affection of his
noble old heart. But for the 512 monthly
peno'on the old veteran received from a
Government that was thus grateful for
his services, it would have gone hard with
Grandpa and Vivian. Their wants were
simple and easily supplied, however, and
they lived on In their little rooms a long
time before any one found out about them

So, that evening. Grandpa told Vivian
that all the soldiers graves In the Nation
were to be decorated the next day by the
boys and girls and remaining veterans.
Then he went on and told of the battles
he had been In and how he had been
wounded and lay, for a day and a night,
on a bullet-wep- t battle-fiel- d. Vivian
clung closely to the old man during this
tale, as though to protect him from any
more suffering: then she fell asleep, with
her head pillowed on grandfather's arm.

The Absent Boy.
He put her In her little bed and returned

to the dying fire, where. 'sitting down, he
reviewed the past. His mind went back
to the day when he had left home and
everything to answer his country's call
Then he thought, with a longing heart,
of the absent boy In the Icy North. Only
one letter had been received from him
during the three years he had been gone.
lately It was reported that he had been
caught in the treache-o-us ice of the Yu-
kon and swept to destruction.

Grandpa looked at little Vivian and

thanked God that she had been left to
him. How his lonely old heart went out
to her when he remembered the count-
less lKtle deeds of love she performed for
him every day. As he thought eadly of
the son who had left them, he wondered
If he would ever come back. God alone
could tell, but he would not complain
so long as he had his granddaughter. It
was near midnight when he retired.

Decoration day dawned bright and clear,
and. after breakfast. Grandpa and Vivian
started for Lone Fir cemetery. As they
walked along they saw the people, laden
with baskets of flowers, and little Vivian
could not keep back the tears, for she
wanted some for mamma's grave.

"Oh, Grandpa, dear," she said, with
tears brightening her eyes, "mamma will
feel so badly If we don't decorate her
grave. She loved flowers so, you remem-
ber."

"I know. Vivian, but Grandpa has no
flowers and nothing to buy any with:
perhaps some one will put some on the
grave for us."

When they reached the cemetery Vivian
saw two roses crushed under the feet
of the crowd. With a cry of Joy she
picked them up and brushed the dirt
from their petals.

"Come. Grandfather," she sald wt
can decorate mamma's grave now."

Then they walked over to the solitary
grave, marked only by a rough head-
board, and Vivian dropped the roses,
while the old man stood by, with bared
head.

I have already told you how the strang-

er appea-ed-. shortly afterward, laden with
a costly floral piece, and laid it on the
mound. And I learned afterward from
Vivian's own 11ns how she and grrjidpa
had come back to the grave and found
them there. She was greatly pleased, and
after admiring them, returned to the lone-

ly rooms, wondering who had put them
there.

Vivian's Father.
Now comes the best part of my story,

dear ones. As you may already have
guessed, the rough-lookin- g man whom I
bow was Vivian's father. He had Just re-

turned from the North, and had been
hunting high and low for a certain old
man and little girl, but was unable to get
any trace of them, leaving the cemetery,
he walked all over the city and watched
Intently the parade of the G. A. R. veter
ans, thinking perhaps he would nna ms
father there.

But grandpa, was too feeble to march
with the old boys, and was not there.
Then the miner turned wearily back to
his hotel, to rest before renewing the
search. No one knew where they lived,
as they had rooms in an
place.

As the son sat in the hotel lobby, he
was tortured with remorse for having
left them, and he thought of his bonnle
little Vivian. Where was she? Why had
he left hla aged father? Perhaps both
were dead. Then he could stand the
haunting fear no longer, and went out
Into the street again. So the day passed
on.

Vivian and grandpa had returned to
their rooms late In tho afternoon, and
were very tired. After a frugal meal they
fell asleep, Vivian on the floor and grand-
pa In his old arm chair.

There came a knock at the half-ope- n

door and the strange man looked In. Oh.
Joy! He saw his little daughter. He saw
his feeble old father resting after the
long walk. Without waking either he
quickly stepped Inside and set a large
basket filled with wholesome food on the
table. Then he piled a great bunch of
LaFrance roses by the side of the sleep-
ing child and hid behind the door to eeo
the awakening.

Vivina's Dream.
The old soldier slept on, living over" tho

familiar battle scenes. Vivian, too, was
dreaming a childish dream. She stood
again beside her mother's grave, when.
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Mr. Potato Bug If that child doesn't dlscoa
about it.

hearing exquisite music, she looked up
and beheld three dainty fairies, clad In
gauzy garments of rainbow hue. In their
arms they carried the most beautiful flow
ers she had ever seen, and they heaped
them on her mother's grave till the ugly
earth was no longer visible. Tier
crowned her grandfather's snowy locks
with a laurel wreath and placed bright
posies in her tiny hands, and then dis-
appeared. It was all so real that a
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woke with a start, crying out. when she
saw the roses by her side:

"The fairies did it. grandpa! The?
brought the flowers!"

The father cbuld restrain himself no
longer, and sprang from his hiding-plac- e,

gathering her up In his arms.
At this the old veteran awakened and

looked at him In a mystified way. as hli
son exclaimed:

"Father, father! I have come back!"
It was a happy reunion, and little VIv.

Ian nestled in her father's arms, while
the old veteran, with streaming eyes,
talked with the long-abse- son. To all
three it was a Decoration day to be long
remembered. So the little birds are sing-
ing, I fancy, in Vivian's heart today.

ALICE M. WELLS

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A CAT.

"Passy Finds a Good Home and "Wins
First Prise at a Cat Show.

I am a cat living In a comfortable old
farmhouse, but I was not born here. I
was born in a little town house. When I
was 2 months old my master took me to
a lonely country lane and left me. I did
not know what to do. I could not go
after him. because he was on his sorse,
so I began to cry. Soon I thought it was
no use crying; I had better find a home for
myself.

So I went the opposite way from which
I had come. On, on I went, tl3 I felt aw-
fully hungry, so I hid cnyself In a bush.
Soon I saw a bird picking up worms In a
field. I waited till It came a little nearer;
then I pounced on It and played with it
til! I was tired. Tlien I dragged It to my
bush and ate it. When I had done I
started on my travels again. As evening
came on I saw n light in the distance,
which gave me hope that I might And
a home f6r myself. I would not mind If I
had even to sleep In a stable. Soon I saw
the gate of the house which the light
came from, a few yards off; so I went to
the gate and crept under it and dragged
myself up to the house. I looked round
for a place to get In at. I did not see any,
so I went to a window and began to mew.

Soon the window opened and a woman

of

put her head out of It. "Poor pussy!"
she said. "Come, Mo'.ly, here Is a pussy."
And she lifted me Into the room and took
me to a Are. There I saw a little girl,
who I supposed was Molly. "Go and fetch
me a cloth and some milk. Molly," the
woman said; and the girl ran oft
and soon came back with them. They
soon dried me. I was wet because It was
raining outside. Then they gave me somo
milk, and I curled myself up In the wom-

an's lap and went to sleep.
The next thing I remember was hearing

the woman say, "Molly, take and
come and me And a basket to put
her In for the night." So Molly took me
and we all went of the room. Wben
we had gone up three flights of stairs
we went Into a little which was
full of trunks, boxes and baskets. Mo.ly
picked up one of the baskets and said:

XniS Will uo oeuuuiuu; xjl hucjj.
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tinue annoying me, I shall speak to his father

So we took it down with us till we came
to a room, which we went in. I could
see at once It was a bedroom. We put

basket down on the floor and went
down again to the room where I first

t saw Molly and the woman who learned
weHtrw

there for a little wnue. xnen jaoiiy saia:
"There's a ring at the belL I will go and
see who It is."

So she ran off; and wbat do you

""
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came bounding Into the roosa before Molly
could stop It? An enorrauos dog! Ho
rushed at nae. and I climbed out of the
window, the dog after me. I scrambled up
the ivy that grew all over tho house.
The dog barked and barbed at me. but
Molly soon dragged him away. I stayed
up In tho Ivy till Molly coaxed 'me down.
In a few weeks the dog and I becamo
great friends. When I grpw big I was a
great beauty, and won the first prize at
a cat show. Sheelab. McClelland In the
New York Tribune.

VERY STRANGE, INDEED.

COMPLAINT.
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LITE-COA-L THICK.
SarprlslBsr Experiment Baaed TJpon Of

Tfatnral Law.
No one would suppose that it Is possible

to hold a glowing cool on a piece of linen
or cotton without burning the cloth, but
that such can be done Is easy for any
one to prove, and at the same time the
experiment teaches an Important natural
law. Every child knows that the tele-
phone and telegraph wires are 'made of
copper because that metal conducts sound 4

well. It is also a good conductor of heat
and electricity, which Is only another form
of heat. If a poker Is heated In the fire
you pick up a cloth to hold the outer end.
although it has not been in the fire, be-

cause experience has taught you that the
heat Is conducted through the metal from
the fire to the outer end. The experi
ment with the flaming coal is based upon
this principle, and the additional one that
linen and cotton ore poor conductors of
heat. The modus operandi is thus ex-
plained by the Philadelphia Inquirer:

"Take a globe of copper and draw a
piece of cloth tightly over It, so that there
Is not a wrinkle at the tdp. If the
or cotton Is closely woven, the trick is all
the more certain. Then holding the clotn
tightly In place, you can safely put a
glowing coal on top of It, and while the
coal burns fiercely the cloth will not even
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be scorched. The reason Is that the great
conductivity of the copper draws the heat
of the cool before It can burn the cloth.

"Do not try this experiment with a good
,keWef !? fl1 ;hK ??lv l3 n0t t

'may some
worthless piece of linen or muslin, and
after you are certain of vour experience,
you can astonish your friends who do not
know the secret."

JAPANESE TOY FROGS.

How to Construct One That "Will Give
Lots of Fan.

Tho. little folks In Japan make some
very Interesting paper toys, and none Is
more Interesting than the frog manufac-
tured out of green paper. First, advises

YA.NOCJ

the New York Sun, cut a piece of paper
. int0 a square much larger than you ex- -

pect the frog to be. Draw lines from the
four corners of the square and from the
middle of the sides.. First fold the papet
along the diagonal lines, then turn It over
on the other side and fold It along the
lines from the sides. It will then form a
kind of box. which can be pressed to-

gether along the folds In (he shape of an
unequal diamond.

Now, seizing the paper below the ends
of the cones, fold It backward so as to
have two more regular equal points.
When this has been done to each of the
eight cones, the result will be a perfect
diamond with a smaller diamond In the
center. Then each one of the cones must
be folded again so as to get all the points
around the center. Care must be taken
to get the points as even and equal as
possible.

To finish the frog turn the upper points
out so that they spread and form the
forelegs, and the lower points so that they
form the hind legs. When It Is finished
a fine thread may be attached to the
frog's body, and by careful Jerks It almost
seems to leap around on the floro or
table. The paper used should be stiff
enough to retain the folds as given to It,
but not so brittle as to break under the
handling. Do not be discouraged If the
first frog you make Is lame, for then It Is
certain that the points have not been
folded evenly.

Tricks "With Figures.
A very Interesting and profitable even-

ing can be $pent in conjuring with fig-

ures. An old saying was that statistics
never lied, but men could make
lie. So It Is with figures the funniest
and most Impossible results can be ob-
tained with them.

Ask somebody, says the Philadelphia
Inquirer, to put down three figures, such,
for example, as 34. and then change
them about In reverse order, that Is. 513.

now ask him to subtract the lesser from
the greater, which in this case will make
19S. Then If the person doing the sum in
subtraction will tell you the first figure
of the answer you can give the full result
of the subtraction. The peculiarity of
this Is that the middle figure will always
be a 9. and the of the first and last
will make 9. Thus. If the Arst figure of
the answer Is 1. the last figure must be 8.
and the result Is always to be depended
upon. To the person suggesting the fig-

ures and doing the It will seem little
short of the marvelous.

Imperial Rudeness Punished.
Quite recently the German Empress sent

the Crown Prince, the future Emperor,
from the table because of unmannerly
conduct toward a younger brother. The
Empress, on that occasion, turned to the
French tutor who had charge'of the young
Princess, who was also present, and re-

marked:
"Monsieur, I beg that you will ask me

to excuse his Royal Highness the Prince."
The tutor begged that the Prince be ex-

cused, and that young gentleman was
forced to leave the table without finishing, ,. . ... v, ., ty, ,.,,
? "- - "c w"", , 7rin

, "Jfr.r'.T,,.;; .inw3." ""j ---- ---

by the imperial band, along with a vast
deal of discipline from governors, tutors,
etc

Mr. Fly It Is strange that a composition of so palatable taste be converted Into
food the eating of which would engender less danger physical Inconvenience.
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His Hard Fate.
CWlth a fruitful moral.)

There wsji oace a painter of Kalamazoo
Who didn't know what In the world to do.
He painted grand pictures by dozens and

scores.
But bo never could sell them at one of tho

stores.

And soon he grew hungry with nothing to
munch

For breakfast or dinner or even for lunch.
One day he devoured. In ravenous mood.
Soma painted pomegranates he'd taken for

food.

Which shows what a wonderful painter he was
tropical fruits It certainly does!

But. alas! he had painted the pomegranates
green.

And since this rare meal he's never been seen!
The moral Is plain: don't eat painted fruit;
No matter how hungry, don't ever do It.

Brooklyn Eagle.

GERTRUDE HAS A FRIGHT

Search for "Wild Flowers Ends In a
Manner "Which Cares Her of a

"Wish to Ramble Alone.

"Gertie, I don't quite like to have you
go off alone after wild flowers; there's no
need of a little girl with five brothers do-

ing so. WTjy don't you take "one of the
boys?"

"The boys are all busy, mamma. Noth-lng"- ll

happen to me."
"Well, come back In time for dinner,

and be very careful where you go."
With her mother's warning sounding In

her ears, Gertie hurried to catch the Port-
land Heights cable car. She did not ride

SALUTATION.
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Johnnlo! Going fishing?

to the turn-tabl- e, but, getting off a short
distance below It, commenced climbing the
rustic steps leading to the summit of a
VilnfP 1 VTnVmn-i- .Tnnmtins."

hlch she promised herself she would
gather as ihe came down, peeped a shy
welcome f om between these steps.

At the top of the flight, Gertie paused
for a rest. Though tho day was pleas-
ant, the sky in the east was overhung
with clouds, so she could not see the
mountains; nevertheless, merely looking
down upon the city was delightful. Her
rest finished, she was pleasantly surprised
to find a path, part of It laid with a
wooden sidewalk, leading where she
would find out.

The path was Intersected by a small
canyon, and from the bridge that crossed
the canyon, she could look down upon the
remains of a forest. Following the con-
tinuation of the path, she come Into a
region, country-lik- e enough to be very
delightful. Cow-bel- ls tinkled and house-
dogs barked. An old horse, coming up to
the edge of his pasture, thrust his head
over the fence, and Gertie stopped long
enough to rub his noso and give him a
few pats.

A Country Road.
Going ahead for a mile or more, she

found herself upon a veritable country
road. An abundance of trillums and ferns
after which she had come grew In the
thickets upon either side of this road.
However, the ramble was so enjoyable
that she didn't stop to gather any, but
continued walking, until the remembrance
of her mother's warning, "Be careful
where you go!" caused her to retrace her
steps.

"I must have a few trillums before I
leave." she told herself, grasping a hazel
sapling and climbing, by Its aid, to the
top of .an embankment whereon many of
the wtiite blossoms were to be seen. The
flowers farthest away seemed finest,' and
so these she went after, only to discover
that, by going on the other side of a board
fence, she could gather trilllums so large
and white and golden-centere- d as almost
to resemble calla lilies. Gertie crawled
under the fence.

"I'll pick a few of these, and then hurry
home; I've had a real nice time, and I"
but her revery ended In a frightened gasp.
For, all at once, tho earth beneath her
feet changed to a pool, or hole, of water.
Into which she had been plunged by a sud-

den "cave-in- ."

"This Is a little the worst scrape I've
ever been in." thought the alarmed child.

and then she made an attempt to scram-
ble out. But the attempt, although re-

peated several times, was unsuccessful.
The circumference of the hole through
which he bad was about that

a small-size- d barrel, but tho pool Itself
covered a much larger area, as she could
tell by swishing around. How deep it
was, she had no way of learning, except
by slipping to the bottom, which she
avoided doing by resting her outstretched
arms upon the ground. She ielt a dread
of slipping down, for she fearod she coulf
never get out If she did. and that she
might be drowned.

Perhaps she would not be able to hold
herself up a great while longer, for al-

ready her arms were beginning to ache
and she was shaking with cold. Again
she tried to c-a- out. and again she
failed. She was handicapped by the ne-

cessity of being very careful, . lest she
should allow herself to drop She called
for help; but although her voice rang
loud and clear through the woods, only
an old cow appeared upon the scene. In
response.

Makes Her Escape. He
A thought of how dreadful it would be

for her father and mother and brothers
not to know what had become of her, If
only for a single night, and of how lonely

and cold and frightened she would be dur-

ing the long hours before morning, caused
her again to endeavor to pull herself out.
This time her knees struck the smooth
wall of the hole, while the soles of her
feet touched the opposite wall. This po
sition proved more restful, and, better
still, with its aid, Gertie managed to
scramble out.

Twenty minutes later, people glanced
curiously at a little girl, and
with garments dripping wet. who made
her way along Jefferson street.
couldn't have taken the car. even had
she been willing to enter It, looking the
way she did. for the reason that she had
lost her fare.

"Couldn't you see the pool before you
stepped Into it?" asked her brother Tom.
when she was describing her experience
to him.

"No. I couldn't: and that's what puzzles
me; It looked Just like the solid ground.
I want to go out there again tomorrow
and see what kind of a place It Is."

Til go with you," Tom answered.
"This Is the place. I think," she re-

marked, when, the following afternoon,
they were taking the walk together. A
watering trough, at the foot of a low
hill, marked the spot. Tom and Gertie
followed the board fence until they came
to the spot where Gertie remembered hav-

ing crawled under. Broken-stemme- d tril-

lums that. In her fright, she had uncon-eclousl- y

dropped, strewed the ground. The
pool proved to be a good-size- d spring. Its
board covering had been so overgrown
with moss as to be indistinguishable from
the ground, and It was so rotten that it
had given way like paper beneath Gertie's
weight. Ragged edges showed where she
had fallen through.

"We must And out how deep It Is," she
said. brlngUig a long stick which Tom
thrust into the spring. A shorter stick
would have done as well, for the water
did not extend more than three feet.

"Do you think I could have gotten out?"
she asked.

'Oh, yes," he replied.
"Well, anyhow, I'm glad I didn't go

clear In; and I'll never dare to go after
wild flowers alone again."

Gertie meant what she said, for, from
that day to this she hasn't Indulged In a
single solitary ramble.

AMY MAGUIRE.

CHICAGO CHILDREXS GAMES.

Roller-Skatin- g and Sfcipping-Rop- e

Popnlar Spring Pastimes.
The streets of the city in the neighbor-

hood of the public schools are almost Im-

passable at the hours of noon and morn-

ing recreation these bright, happy days
of Spring, says the Chicago Chronicle. For
the times of and marbles and
roller skates and hoops have rolled around
again, and Jumping row parties claim pre

cedence on the sldetealk. Tftese are

tho things that maim, the city resi-

dent realize in biblical paraphrase that
Spring is nigh. They are as emphatic
an evidence of hot weather as the un-

fastened shoe string of a woman's low

footgear. They testify to the coming of
the Joyous season of fair weather, for the
child is the most reliable of barometers.

Roller-skatin- g seems to be the most ex-

ercised fad in the child world at pres-

ent. The stone pavements are fairly cov-

ered with the swift and undulating racers
and artful dodging becomes a matter of In-

stinct to the grown-u- p pedestrian. Next
to roller-skatin- g comes the Jumping rope
In importance, with marbles a close third
and hop-scot- a bad fourth. But any
game of outdoor life Is a favorite pastime
with the children In these outdoor times,
for active limbs and healthy minds keep
pace with the vigor and abandon of
Spring.

Girl's Essay on Boys.
At a recent school examination for girls

this composition was handed in by a girl
of 12, says the New York Ledger Month-
ly:

"The boy Is not an animal, yet they
can be heard to a considerable distance.
When a boy hollers he opens his big

mouth like frogs, duc girls hold their
toung til they are spoken to, and then
they answer respectable and tell Just how
It was. A boy thinks himself clever be- -

cause he can wade where the water is
deep. Wben the boy grows up he Is
called a husband, and then he stops wad-

ing and stays out nights, but the grown-
up girl is a widow and keeps house."

VERY SENSIBLE CONCLUSION.

. r0g ,x T rr"

"My dear Geese," said the Gander, as th e Cow came bellowing across the barnyard

and ordered the flock to clear the way, "we have our legal rights and our dignity

to maintain, and it therefore behooves us to hold our ground. On the other hand, tho

Cow weighs a ton and seems reckless of consequences. Therefore, after sober second thought

and mature deliberation. I think we ulll waive our legal rights, forget cur dignity and pre-

pare to toe care of our precious feathers."

fallen of
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Questioning- Fred.
Little Fred was fond of chat. he. qseatlonstf

day and night.
"Where the stars their twinkle got. "whsra

the moon Its light."
Long he'd sit quite lost In thought white pwi

les he'd propound.
Nor give his family any rest till answers thqr

bad found.

Even when he went to bed he prattled era h
slept.

And coaxed-th- e fairies to reveal where tfrey
their dream-boo- k kept:

The elves replied In merry glee, and laughingly
they told

Wild tales unheard and never known upon tb
page of old.

Problems new he'd conjure up. implicit faHK
had he:

His mother knew 'most everything; that was
his usual plea.

The Question once arose "How, where sad
whence come wot"

listened, roused awhile, yet could not seem
to see.

"And are we made of dust and dirt?" at test
he had to ask;

"Yes. dear." replied his mother, and & smite
she had to mask.

Quite mystified, ho pondered, how could that
ever be?

And then again continued "did boys spin tops)
on mer Philadelphia Inquirer.

BRAVING THE-FROS- T KING

Plncltr Boy Jack's Perilous JoHrseryf
to the Far North, in Quest at

an Ice Chain.

There was onco a little boy, whose
name was Jack. He treated everybody
kindly. One day, as he was thinking?
how he might comfort a little lame boy,
he was surprised to hear some one speak
to him. He turned around and saw &
beautiful little fairy, who was no larger
than one's linger.

"Jack." said the fairy, "I want you to
do somthlng for me. '

"Well," said he, after he had overcome
his astonishment, "how did you coma
here?"

"I came," said the fairy, "on that ray
of sunshine through the window.

"And what do you wish roe to do?
asked Jack.

"I want you to go to the Ice King, th
the far, far North, to get me a tiny chain
of Ice, and I promise you that you will
have to take It quick, or the Ice IClng will
freeze you to death. Many boys have
tried to get It for me,

The Fairy Departs.
Then the fairy told where. In the lea

King's palace, the chain she wanted was
to be found, and when Jack sought to
question her further, she was gone, nor
could be find her anywhere. But he at
once began to make himself ready to start
on his Journey. Ho decided to take soma
matches along, because he thought ha
might need them.

After many days. Jack at last reached
the palace of the Ice King. He knocked
boldly at the door. It was opened at once
by a funny little man, who said: "If you.
wish to save yourself, flee before the King
hears of your coming!"

But Jack simply said: "Will you please
show me to the King?"

The funny little man looked surprised to
see such a brave little boy, and he led him
to the King. The King roared with laugh-
ter when he saw Jack.

Jack said: "I have come to your palaca
on an errand for a good little fairy."

Then the King replied: "What Is you?
errand, my little fellow?"

Jack Explain His Errand.
"My errand," Jack answered, "Is to get

a certain small chain of ice."
The King said to one of his subjects.

"Take this boy and give him a room in
one or my guest chambers."

The subject obeyed the order of the
King, and soon Jack was in the cold guest
chamber. When he was left alone ha
began to wonder how he should get the Ice
chain. He thought of a plan, however,
and began his work. The first thing ha
did was to light a match and look
around. Then he went to the door and
fouud It locked. But how do you think
It waa fastened? I will tell you. Tha
frost had frozen the door tightly and
thus locked It.

Jack lighted a bunch of matches, held
them up to the door, melted the ice and
soon got out into the hall.

Then he started in the direction the
fairy had told him to go to find the chain.
He went down the hall, and at the end
he came to a beautiful arch, which was
made of clear blocks of Ice. Through this
he passed Into a room, opened a secret
door In the wall and there found the
chain In a casket of ley crystals.

Escape With the Chain.
Now that he had the chain, the next

thing was to escape without being seen or
heard. The palace was supported by pil-

lars of Ice, and down one of these Jack
slid and escaped. In the course of a few
days he reached his own home, and thera
found the fairy awaiting him. Tlien he
gave her the chain. Now I will tell you
of his rewarC It was this:

Whenever h wished anything, it would
come true.

When the Ice King awoke the next
morning, he found Jack gone and also
the Ice chain, which he prized so muh.
He flew Into a furious rage, but It was
useless, because Jack was beyond his
reach.

The children readers of The Sunday Ore-gonl-

may wonder what use the fairy
had for the chain. Well. I will tell you.

She had no particular use for it: he
was Just testing Jack's courage. Wbat
use Jack made of the reward she gava
him I may tell you some day, but you
all know, children, that It Is a dangerous
thing to have everything you may wish.
for come true.

FLORENCE B. SAWYER.

BehcadlnfTK.
1. I am a vessel, behead me and 1 am

a bird.
2. I am to listen, behead me and I am

the name of a vessel mentioned in the
Bible.

3. I am to tear, behead me and I am a
conclusion.

4. I am a piece of furniture, behead me
and I am a capable.

5. I am a covering for the head, behead
me and I am something you cannot do
without.

6. I am finished, behead me and I am
a number.

7. I am a color, behead me and I am a
girl's name.

g. I am something to wear, behead me
and I am a tool.

9. I am made to go to and fro, behead
me and I am part of a bird.

Ingenious Yankee Cloclc.
Joseph Jenson. a clockmaker, of Rich--i

field. Utah, has Just completed an interest
ing clock, which, besides striking the
tnur halves and quarters and showing

the phases of the moon, tells wbat time it
Is In every city in the world.

This Is done by means or a giooe wmen
revolves within a transparent globular
glass. On this glass Is marked a line rep-

resenting 12 o'clock noon, and as the globe
revolves this line is always directly over
that part of the woria wnere n. is nooa
at that time.

Thorn am other lines representing
AtreTfTt hours, and in this way it is
very simple matter to get the exact time
at any given place.

Puzzle.
I am a word of sixteen letters.
My 1. 3. 4, 5 is a plague.
My 1C 12, 13 is an animal.
My T. 8. 0, 10, 11 Is a finger.
My 2. 3. 4. 5 Is to stop.
My 13. M. 4. 5 Is an examination.
My 1. 15, 5 Is to place.
My 5, 6. 7. 3 Is the flow of the ocean.
My whole is a clever Juggler.


