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The Dandelion.
There's & Aandy Httie follow,
Whe dresses gl In yellow—
in yellow, with an overcomt of grem,

With hiz haly, all crisp a>d curly,
In the SBpringtime, bright sl early,
A-ripping o'er the mesdow b+ s ssen.

o £ all the bright June weather,
Like & jolly little tramp,
He wanders o'er the hilleide, down vhe romd;

Around his yeliow feather
The gypwy hreflies camp;
His sompanions are tha wesdlark and the toad.

Bpick and spandy, littie dandy,
Golden dancer in the d=ll;

Green snd vellow, hapey fel'vwe, g
All the childra love his well!

But st last this fittie {eilow
Iroffs his damdy coml of yellow,
And wery fosbly tottsyer o'er (he greem;
For bhe wvery old is growing.

And, with hatr all white and flowing.
A-nedding In the suniight he is seen.

The little winds of morning

Come »-8ying through the grass,

And clap their bandr around him in their gies;
They mhake him without warming,

His wig falls off, alas®
And a littie bald-head dandy now iz he.

Oh! Poor .dandy, once so spandy,

Golden dancer on the lea!
Dider growing. whits hair flowing.

Poor little hald-head dandy now Is he
—Nellle M. Garabrant In New York Tribune

ROMANCE OF A BIG CITY

Tale of a Littie Boy Vielinist and a
Pretty, Fair-Haired, Kindly
Mnid,

He wae only £ years old, and was
wvery small for his age. His name was
Mateo His parents were “assisted pau-
per” emigrants, who, after managing to
pass through Castle Gardsn unchallenged,
found themselves stranded in the great
city., The English tongus was almost un-
Eknown to them, and they hated, with all
the Itallan power of batred, the litle
They did know. But the exigencies of the
sltuation compelled them to “spik-a In-
glls” as they inquired thelr way to the
Jtallan gquarter.

Théere they felt more at home. After
settling thelr small belongings, In & tene-
ment-house swarming with thelr country-
perople, the father set out with his hand-
organ and monkey, while Mateo Utrotted
st hiz heels, carrying his lHitle wviolln,
The big hrown eyes of the village-born
boy opened wide with wonder &t the
sighta sod sounds about him

He was cold, hungry and homosick. But
he kept his thoughix to himeslf, with
1he dogpedness of the very poor of his
elass. 11 was only when he lifted his
violln to his chin that he 1old the story
of wenriness and hunger and homesick-
ne=s. In a way that he who ran might
rend. The inmrument was Mateo's me-
diom of expression, His heavy black

halr fell gver his pinched, dark face, and
hin eves looked wistfully out as he
piayed,

Ome Old Mansion.
The two had a certnin route, from which

they «llom departed To Maten, all
places were the same, at first. Bul after
a week or twe he always feit a theill

of childish plearure when they halted be-
peath the windows of & ceriain old fam-
{iy mansion. He was inspired to play
Bl best there .

He was sure of an ample reward In
pennles: but to him that mattered not at
ell. sloew. hie futher received, and his
mother disbirmed)~ or secreted  them,
agpainst the time when a fruit stand should
be &set up. However fresly the pennies
came In, Mateo was certain to go cold ag!
bungry, Just the same.

There was a lttle girl, falr and blue-
eyed who always came to the window
of the mansion, charmed with the organ,
the monkey and the playing of the un-
kempt. black-browed Hitle boy. who fixed
his brown eyes on her face so oddly while
he made musle. He was {il-clothed and
dirty beyond any little boy she had ever
#een; but, oh?! how bright and big his eyes
Were, and how beautifully he played!

Yot he never made her feel lke Nfting
her pretty skirte, and pironetting about, as
she had once seen some happy lttle rmg-
ged gmiris do, to the tnspiring strains of &
eirert band. Ehe wanted 1o o7y, sofltly and
happily when Mateo drew his bhow so
sweetly across the strings. In strains that
spoke of hiz native southland, where he
kad been so warm and blest, under ihe
sunny skies.

Once he said thess things =0 plainly that
the tttle girl asked: “Are. you cold, little
boy ™

"fm penorita.”
*“If 1 give you money,
warm coat ™
Banansaa Most Wanted.

"Yes, penoritn.”

But the coat tever apprared on his back
The mother figured carefully just how
many dogen bananas the money would buy,
and added It to the frult stand fund. And
the Bttle girl imited her largesse to pen- |
nies after that.

When she looked down on Mateo from
en upper window, she appeared to him
an ane of those golden-haired sainte, where
be hed counmted hils beads in the village
church at home. He set up an altar in his
chillish heart for her image and wor-
shiped her pecretly. Mateo had truly the
Imaginative nature of the musician born.

One day. when the strollers halled before
the mansion and the organ set up its
discordant grind, they were ordered sum.
murily to move on, lest they offend the
cultivated eanrs of a great Italian tenor
who chanced to be calling on the lady of
the houss. But the Hitle girf, not being
trained in woridly ways, set up a ory of
TEMOSRFTADCD

“Oh, please. mamma' Just Jet the Hitle
boy play one tune: he plays so Jovely !’

The lervor looked rommiseratingly at his
compatriots, well knowing the extent of

will you buy a

their misary in this cold northland. and
asked i1hat the boy might be sillowed to

play, preparing himeelt for
meaningless ragiime alr,

But Mateo raised his violin and played
&s be had never played hefore, his brown
eyes looking dreamily at his heart's salnt
und at the splendld signor, whom he knew
at once to be of his own beloved Italy.

The music sang of ail things beautiful
and mad. It walled in nigh, sweet, heart-
breasing harmonies, or sobbed In deep,
vibrant strulns; and always the brown
eyns dreamily regarded ths flower-like face
or the dark one of the signor, until the jast
strain fell softly away in slience.

An lmpalaive Signor.

For a moment the listeners stood en-
tranced. Then the little girl clapped her
hands joyfully, and the signor threw the
window open, Impulsively, and spoke to
Mateo in Itallan. He wrote down an ad.
dress and guve the boy o coln that made
the father's eyes shine with greed He
sald something excitedly, but the signor
answered him shortly, and closed the win-
dow,

“Oh, did he not play beautifully ™ crisd
the little girl, jumping aboul In ecstasy,

But the signor was lost in thought This
bhoy—he had of the talent, yas. He, Signor
Capella, would himself have him sdocated
In the music. He had no “"bambinos™ of
his own, and the boy, handsome through
all his dirt, and of the genius, would do
him of the honor.

Mateo I8 now an hright and a2 handsome
and cleanly a boy as you will find In Italy,
where he is studying with a great master.
HW father, for & consideration that com-
pieted the frult-stand tund, gave the boy
up to his bensfactor, who |s confident of
Mnateo's brilliant future.

Bui the pecret shrine is still in the boy's
heart. And the falr and blue-syed littie
girl In the old New York mansion has not
forgotten the brown-eved litle violinist.

MARY C. BELL.

the usual

SIGHT WORTH WITNESSING.

The Grest, Wandering Alhatross na
Obacrved at Seam.

Bpeaking coneerning the great, wander-
ing albatross, a contributor to The Corn-
il saye of & revent experience wihh the
wonderful Strd, while he (the writer) was
on a voyage through Southern ssas:

“The atately creature first atiracted ar-
tention an It Ml. imperceptibly against
the wind from the distant herizon, trave)-
Ing In great circles towntd the ship that
it alwazs had Iz view, TWho can gauge
the aight of an nibatress? The eves can
be focused at will to penetrate Incredible |
ranges, and a fragoent af fnad cast upon
the waters will rapidles allure It from
distances far beyond the powers af hu-
man sight.

“To s=s the enormous bird thns clr;u'

reund the ship, with wings fully esgand-
o, though well night motloniess, s cer-
tainly one of the wonlers of nature. The
enly muscular sctior, vielbla s 8 silglht
tremor at the axiréme potn's of the wings,
a vibratlon so regd that It camaot be do-
'w-tm without the mest careful ohserva-
tlon, There s po sugpestin of fores em-
ployei In the Mieht, but simply that move-
ment which xalivre understand by
word ‘eant’—e titing of the bady out of
the plune—which =erves to give doth pow-
er and directior In spaee, In very calm
wonther thers i o heavy filnpmiog of the
wings: In ratio, however,
the wind In=-saama, ®¢ museninr astion
dizappeamn, untll a gele finds the alba-
tross polsed above the ahip In mid-air
':l‘ AY. sax; grans whizh is insxplicable
“Lying mpen my back on the whesihox
1 have with plesers riveted the syes of
such A hird a=s It Davereq st=adily above
the mas: of the ship, The gresrv (rides
showed that corians expansion and aon-

traction which Is the speval characier of

the |

as the fore= of |

| ance, conveying a seree of parfect ree,
]lhm:;h handly, If ever. stlll. In this lles

the great mocret of its attraction, and the
evolutions In space are followsd by the
traveler with sn Interest that newver dies.”

LEGEND OF FLOWERS.

Pretty Tales of the Origin of Cer-
tain Well-Ksown Flants.

As flowers ara Neature's chisf benuty,
it s always Interesting to kmow & e
sbout them, euch as bow thelr mawes
origicated and te whisgh sountry thar b=
long. Ilore ix & pratty lagemd adout the
forget-me-nots, reference to which was
made in The Oregoninn recently: One

day two lovers were walking along
the banks of the Dsnube The
giri, w=pring u pretty llitle blue
flower on the opposita side, was

very anwous to get it. Her loved, stand-
Ing en & stope. was Lrying te reach i,
when he fell In the desp river. Ewen
ther he tried mgnin te sewal t™he flower,
but failing, he cried, “"Ferget me DOL
Mary.” sad then ranik

The Feverfew—During the awful fever
phague in London, In 16, thers happened
10 be vory few cases In & eortain sudurd
where this plant grew. As It is o strong
d'sinfencant, It iz sald to bave got Na
namy frem fhis Incident.

The Mimulus—This Hitle Sower grew
or. Mount Calvary. At the arucifixiom,
when the spldisrs plaresd our Saviour's
sids, some drops of his blood fell on the

yellow flower. Aod that is ihe reasén
wiy every yellow mimelus s spotisd
with red.

The Trea aud the Ivy- “Oh, pleads dem'e
Erow up me!” said the tree to the litthe
Freer sprout of ivy thet was beginning
to clembsar up i trusk, “you will make
me ULY “OL, no'" sald the lvy, “lor
1 rtmil keep you warm whey your leaves
heve Jalles, and maks you prstty, tsd."
S0 the Ivy climbed 9 Lhe Very lopsmost
twig and oovered the tres all aver.
“Trera,” it sald triumphanily one dary,
I"m bow beautiful I have made you!“

“Oh, no,” alghel the trae with |t Jart
Yreath, “for peopls say how pretty the
llvyumdanhwpn:u the ires lo, sad
you have twisted kround rue oo tight ™at
| 1 can Sreathe no louger. Yom majy have
resnt Einfly; mnn.rmnm
has killod me.”

WONDER A-.K. BIRDS.

| Belgian Pigeen That Rases Dally
With Rallway Trais.
Thare W a pizgecn In Belgium which
regularly Ales with the merning taln
that goes from Liega to Waremme. It
beg te & the train teward
tho and of January, and it has done so
every 4oy aitcs then, except oo three
| secasions. The Mouwe, one of the leading
| newspapers io Belglum, veuches for this
| fact, and gives other ocuricus Jdetalls
abowt ths remarikable bird,
|' The irain starts at threa minutes <o 1§

|

| A. M., and & crowd gathess dally to ses
the pig=on go with It. The bird whecls
aroumd the station while the pesssagers
| are tnking their seats, and as scon 2%
the whistie s blown ard the journey
| begins, It takes up a position a ltfle be-
| hind the engine, and thers 1t fles, sur-
| roundad By the maolst, thouxh warm
| steem. which it evideotly enjoys. It re-
tains this position even while the train
'Il yassicg through the tunnels, sndl ap-
| parently Is net incmnmoded In the ‘east
by the warm wvaper. When the *raim
rexchos fts  destination the bird fMiee
swiftly slong the radlroad track dack . to
ldega, where it arrives about 1139
a'alork.

Thia pigecz was dorn at the rallroad

Please accept this guﬁt oj— jﬂ

Cried this joollsh sumpermg X

ﬁ”’

o

—Brooklyn Eagle

bird sight. Pxcent for a “aint tremor, the
wings moved 2t fram 1bhe horizontal pe-
sitinn; the feed wers tucke away heneath
the tall, and an sxorassion of gentls auomf.
dence geve the Imprescdon of a friend!y,
sociable nature. Dim jdeas of Coleridge
and “The Anclent Mariner” floated

through my mind 2 [ gaged in sllence; |

ihore war an =asy ahot, and the rifle was
close at hand, but the murierous act was
nal eommitted, The same altatross ac-
companisd us for days: howsver, the wind
might rage or the ship toss at the mercy
of the waves, IL remained io close attend. |

| stacon i Tdege, and consequently s fa-
millar wirh tralns. samoke and steam.
Untll a few mopths ago, it cerupied, with
11 sthars, a comfortable cote, nmd when
this was removed from ihe mation by
arder af the authorities, It sefused o
shandon Its ald home, though its 11 com-
paniona at onve sought for shelter else-
where. This fidelity was auitably Te-
wanded. The raliroad +fficials gave the
bird carte blanche to ssaich for fosd
whersver it pleasad, and the public b
Irnnlhr suppiled (1 with ecoarn and other
mu-. A alogulnr fact s thed on three

daye whes It fafled to acocompany the
traln a Helglan engise was used [nstsxd
of an English one, nnd the assamption
is that the fusl consumed by the Iaiter
gives forth semoke or vapors which the
mm»mtmuamnn-
sine.

INDIAN KINDERGARTENERS.

ing Happenings at Goverament

_School In Arizonna.
*If any one thinks for & momest,”™ said
a teacher In_ the Indlam Government
Bchool, near Phoanix, Aris recently “that
the Indian chiidren are in amy way uniike
our own - ilttis ones he s much mistaken.
We have about 3 tiny kindergartners In
ths school, and they are just ag cunning
and awaet as acy white chlliren you =ver
saw. They love to play. and as soon as
school hours and *duming stocking” hours
are over for all the little malds have to
help with the darciog basket, which holds
At least 2000 pelrs 4 week) they are resdy
for fun,

“*The coler line i» unnaticed here, a=d
the fair-haired chfldren of the instructers
are extremely fond of their lttly dasky
playmates. Onpe of the roll-Sioadsd Indian
girls iz &n sidno, with white skin arcd
bair and pink eyes, There are sald o
be several albines in her triba

““The chlidren are sxtremsly fond of
pets, and nurse {he cats and 40ogs as ten-
derly as though they were Dables. They
are great climbers, and the tall cotton-
wood trees In front of the school are
often Alied with these Httle human asquir-
rels. Every Saturday evenlng the small
boys and giris have g ‘hop’ on the jawrn,
and & pretty aight It Is to mea oach little
brave giving his Bir Roger de Coverly
bows to his dusky vis-a-vis. It teaches
them to be courteous ts women,

“When we first cams hers we used to
see the men riding en horseback, and the
poor old sgunws walking on behind: os
1f they did have an old ramshackis wag-
on. the man sat on the seat, and the
squaw bumped slong on the bottom. Now
our teachings here are talked over on the
reservation, and we begin to notice a
decided difference in the way the men
troat the women.”

COATS ON OCEAN LINERS.

Pussy Finds a Comfortable Berth on
Passenger Carriers,

Nearly every large ocean liner carrying
passengers has on board from six to ten
cats, these belng apportioned to varlous
parte of the ship, ns well as appearing on
the wessel's books with reference to the
rations they draw. And, even beyond this,
on most of the great lines, employes are
instructed to feed daily certain cats In
their part of the ship. And there Is pro-
motion for pussy es well for any cat
that is particularly amiable, clever and
interesting, ls permitted to enjoy the run
of the first- or second- of third-class sa-
loons, according to the popular vete. In
thia way certaln of (he firsi-ciass saloon
pussies have become quite celebratsd, es-
peclally on the long voyage boats that go
to Indla and Australla, and the stewanls
of the various classes are quite commonly
eager to push thelr awn favorite cat into
first pince. Of courss, there are favorites
with the staff of the ship that are fine
huntess and do not seek “mociety.”

When the ship is {n port, & certaln man
har the duty of feeding the cals at regular
hours and of enterlng the rations In a
book, but every cat on the ship that has
been long there stems to walt with eager-
ness for, and to recognizs at once, the
professlonal rat-catcher, who always goes
to work In the hold of every pamsenger
liner when It comes to dock. and who
lives by ridding ships of rata. The “staff
cats,” na_the stewards call them, never
leave the rat man til} he has finished his
dutles. Large sums have bean offered for
one saloon ent on a large ilpe, and the
#aff have to guard it strietly from aec-
quisitive admirers, In whose luggage It
bhas several times been found.

Cap'n Pete and His Son, Jim.
The Marion Squizzle it were she was,
WY lumber from Manistes;
An’ "long aboul noosa It coma e 10 biow—
Alewed [ood-fec-th'-fish (says hel.

1 seen soins men In my e (ba sayn)
It been fus' 4 pleasure Oy eat,

But for olit-an’-eut-an’-come-in-Ag 1a.
GI' me that Cap’'n Pete.

He coms 38 deck In that t«r'bis blow,
In that howlin', wallepin® gale,

Az’ be rousts th' bhan'sen uwp from below,
AR’ he sets & foretonsall.

“Dot"t none on ye tech that gafl™ he says;
“By the mollicky jamboree!

Dem’t none on ye teck that mall™ hs says,
“Without you speak te me"

He says It partic’ler to me ax’ Jim,
An' he ups an’ goen below,

An' we ain't no move o' sigat & his head
But she bucklss right on to Blew.

The Mariom Squizzle shs bends that wmuch,
A-standip’ aft By th® wheel,

1 san't see th' Jockout for'ard at all;
Ebw's & reg’lar aguirmin® eel

An’' Jim, be bein’ th' cap'n's som,
An' leoktin’ consides'Dis paie,

“Gee-whillicker-roceets, boys!™ he says,
“T'm goic’ to take o teat sall™

*You better speak to Pote,”™ 1 says;
1 knew he'li b madder'n sin.*

But Jite he rousts th han'ses out,
A’ be gorsw an' takes her in.

An' Cap'n Pete he comes up oo dech,
An' I verry 4rw thing be res

Ir his swas’ a-stapdin’ thics an’ Lisck
Whers Ms tepa’l sughiter bel

“Who's took fo that sall T says Cap'n Pate.
““Whe ‘s tocken ber in?" says he.

“Who's went an' tooksn that tope’l in
Without fust apeakic” to meT™

*1 tookes ber in " says Jim, be says,
“WOr they'd "a’' deen trouble to mend;

It T hadn’t ‘a’ went an’ tsoken ber in
Ehw'd sa-stood us right up 2a end.

“Tou gt i that boat ! says Cap'n Pete,
"0t ot thas boat!™” says he

“The Marion Squlazie don't carry Dome
Hut takes thelr orders o me."”

We bege of Pote llks he wvas our pa—
Beapgectes him bard an’ swif;

Bat he puts that Jim In & open boal,
An' he turne Rics orf adrifr,

An’ that boy Jim he comes safe sahaw
AR he dom't mever ship & sea;
Bat the Marion Squizsle turne bottom up,
An’ we all was drowned (says he).
—Wiiliam B. MacHarg in 8. Nicholan

Mabel’'s Little Siater.

When you have wanted a lttle sister
very, very badly and when the litie sis
ter finally arrives, you are apt 1o love her
far better than anybody else could pos-
sihly love her, even your father and
mother. Mabel was 7 year» old before the
long-wished-for little sister arrived. The
first rapture of really having her waa
dampened somewhat by the Incessant ery-
Ing of the baby,

For herself Mabe] didn't mind, Anything
the baby dld was perfect, but, oh! would
the others, who couldn't, of course, waor-
ship “little sister” the way Mabe! did.
get tired of 1?7 Omne day when the baby
had almost screeched her ltile head off,
and allin that inconaequent way of bables
Mabe! went to her mother In the first luil
and begged absolution

‘“You- don't mind her crying =0 very
much, do you, mamma?"' she sald, earn-
estly. “She's =0 litrle, you know, and she
can't Belp It yet; really and truly she
can't. Please, please put up with It for
my sake. And, oh, mamma, no matter
how hard she cries you won't—now prom-
is¢e me you won'l, mamma—send her
away!'—New York Sun.

Acrostie.
My first is in link. But not tn eink.
My second is in rilck. but not in sta
My third v in saught. but not in caught
My fourth Ia in could, but not fn should
My fifth Is in tom, not In %
My sixth: is in ook, but not In

but not in mice.

gs

enald,
hut
by

i

My seveath is in olos,
My whole I the name of & very greal man

ml‘llwlllnﬂ lmlnevmllt!kw:uﬂ
&7l bad examined the wheel Then

“MUSH” AND HIS BICYCLE

He Mokes Many Attempts to Ride It,
and Finally Sacceeds While
He's Sound Asleep.

Mush had a bicyeie, & drand-new, 190-
model., with & coaster brake, little, of
course, because Mush s a very amall .
boy, but, In all other respects, like any
first-clams wheel.

What a pity that rain should have be-
gun the very hour Mush came Into pos-
feasion of his bleyele, and continued untll
he wondered whether he would ever have
the opportunity to take it out of doars.
For three days he had to content him.
eelf with admiring It, as it stood In the
front hall, Oh, but it was a little beauty!

But do you think he could manage that
tnnocent-jooking machine” Not a bit; from
the very firmt it acted like a viclous, liv-

thing.

“Oh, T don't want any one to hold i8™
he mald, when his mother would have
steadied it for him to mount. But he
soan found that If he were to ride It
must be with the assistarce of two peo-
plio—one to hold the bicycie up, the other
to hold the boy on. At first his mother
and auntle these offices, but
they could not go very fast, and were soon
tired out, ® Lee relleved them.

Although the Chinaman cambined the
work of 'wo, he succesfled In taking his
charge around the block at a lvely rate
of epeed. And what Mush liked bust
about the way Les conducted proceed.
ings was that he made It seem as though
Mush, himwelf, had something to do wih
making the wheel go. Lee, who rode a
uucnh himself, waz able to give Instruce

ona.

“8it up stlaight; pushw hard: go alle

same you ee¢ me gol” he directed. And
Hlﬂlh did alt up siralght, but pushing
hard was out of the guestion, for his
feet kept fiying off the pedalm

“Oh, stay out a lttle longer!” he ex-
claimed, when the Chinaman, after whiz-
zing him around the block once, started
back into the kitchen. But the coaxing
was of no avall, and what was still more
dsappointing, his mother mid:

“You've ridden encugh for this Ume;
we'll take it In the hounse until after din.
ner.” Ridden encugh, Indeedd Didn't

THE LITTLE BIG-HEADS VISIT A SODA FOUNTAIN.

A fine seda fountaln with swrups galore
Attractad the Big-Heads, who peeped through
the doar.

The kour was ®idnight, and swerrons slept,
As stealthily up o the counter they crept

One greely yrung Big-Head tried svery kird
Of flavor that he could possibly find

The next thing be had was & terrible pain,

And [ dun’'t think the feliow will try that
agaln:

Armether young Bix-Head bocame very disey

From seltzer and vichy and other things fizgy.

It went to his head with such a quesr feeling,
And liks & balloton he few toward the celling.

And then one by ece they all followed after;
To sew’ #m up there you'd have just died from
laughter,

They ocoulMin't ge lower,
Ligher,
They bellumed and roarsd at peril se dlre!

they ecouidm't o

The ons with the pain bad remained down be-
ow,
For hiz head folt an heavy as lead, you koow.

He threw up a lna, Iasscolng ench hesl,
And then lauled them down witk an lnpre-
vised reel

Ha wrighted thelr peckets with cough drape
and candy

Te keep them from dying: now wasn't that
dandy?

The clxck In the steeple was fost strinking twos
When the Little Big-fleads guita vanished from
view. —SBrookiya Eagls.

You shodld have sesn (t—the hrightly
polished, substantial looking framework:
the rubber tires, so clean that they were
almost white; the nickel handle.-bare and
pretty red handles.

How longingly Mush looked at the red
leather sa. .ie, anticipating the time when
he should skim nround the block Ilke o
bird on the wing, while people looked on
in admiration! He rang the bell until his
mother and auntie thought they must
stuff cotton in thelr ears, and untll Lee,
the Chinaman, asked:

“What for you alie time makes so
muches nolse?™ adding, “You drive peo-
ple clazy.”

It would be difficult to estimate the
number of times he pressed the tire witn
his plump forefinger to see If he could
make a dent in the mibber. But the tire
wae s0 well pumped up that hi=s finger
conld make no Impression. Over and over
agaln he spelled out his name (not his
nickname “Mush,” but his real name,
“Harl”), which was engraved upon a tiny
silver pilate.

Well, at st the sun 4id shine, and the
moment of triumph was at band. Mush

Likely to Come True.

Mr. Gatorbait—] have a stroog presentiment

of important Impending eveats.—New TYork
Preas

marched proudly down the eteps. foi-
lowed by his mother and aunt, who cirs
ried the wheel. Lee came out from the
kitchen to watch the proceedings. The
children of the nelghborhood, tagether
with sevaral grown people, gathered in
fromt of the house.

Mush was very unseifish, n’tuum ais

Mush intend falrly to
wheel?

But Mush could mafage that perverse
bicyels no better than befors Lee had
glven him a leason. Ha was provoked
with his metal steed, and determined to
conquer it, then and there. What bumps
and tumbles he got In the attempt! A
blessing It was that his bonss wera a0 wall
padded with fat, sise one or more of them
would certainly have been broken.

“He's too Uttle: we'll have to keep It
for him until he's older,” Mush heard his
mother say to hi=s father, when the family
had left the dining-room and come out to
watch. To Mush's great rellef, his fath-
er repiled: “No; let him nght "

In theory he knew perfectly well how
to ride the bicycle, amd he lost his pa-
tiemes when every one offered a different
suggestion. Whh it he Jost the sympathy
| of the onlookera. When two strangers
| who passed laughed, as one mald to- the
other: “Bee that fat Httle boy trying to
ride a wheel," Mush's friends tittered and
Eiggled with them. Thus, instead of be-
ing the admiration of the neighborhood,
os he had intended, Mush becama Its
laughing stock. But be continued his
efforts until his face wae red as a peony
and he was wet with perspiration.

Then the wheel knocked him down, fiat
upon his ifttle nose. Biood streamed. as
Mush, or Earl, as we ought to enll Bim,
was picked up. After the blood hail been
washed awny, and his face had cooled, he
wanted to go on learning to ride. b |
guets I'll try 1t In the back yard, where
they won't see me,"” he suld confldentlally
to his mother.

But Charlle Smith di4 ses him, and the
naws that he was there spread until, In an
incredibly short time, all the neighboring
children were on hand to behold the per-
formance. However, ne 4ldn't stay out
long, for he strnuck his knee dreadfully
hard against one of tme handles He
limped In to his mother, who bathed It
and his other hurts with “paln-killer™
after which he wa® perfectly willing to go
to bed

“I Just wonder if I ever will ride my
beyele,” Mush thought, as his head
touched the plilow. He J4id ride It, and
that n great deal sooner than any one2
could have expected.

Four houwrs later, his father, who is a
physician, was returning from a night
eall. When in the vicinity of hizx resi-
dence, he witnesawd a spectacie which
might have been taken for an apparition.
A lttle figure, clad all in white, moved
toward him. The ghost, If such It was,
rode a wheel.

Imagine Dr. Toland's surprise, upon
finding the little figure to be thal of his
son, Enrl. The Iad was In slumber. Dr.
Toland understood nt ance that it was a
ense of sleep-walking, or. rather, of sleep-
riding. Gently lifting the child from the
bicyele, he carried him home and placed
him back in bed, without having awak-
eéned him.

The little boy heard of his feat the next
morning at breakf{ast. Rensoning that If
he could manage the wheel while asleep,
it was possible for him to manage it while
| awake, he lost no time In resuming his
practice.

Sure enough, the wormt praved to ba
over. To Mush's deilght, shortly before
| Tunch, be found himseif able to ride. Of
course, he wobbled a little for a week or
more. In fact. Charley Bmith called him
“a wohbler from Wobbleville ™

But Charley doesn’'t call him that now-
adays. for Earl's fond ambitions have
beens reallzed. He Is 8 good, steady rider
—a scorcher, too, when he knows there s
nn danger of any one helng run down by
his scorching. He has almost forgotienm
the disagreeable experiences he encoun-
tered tn learning. Indeed, he would have
| quite forgotten them sre thim were jt not

that he !s occaslonally reminded of them

by hearing told the story of how he went
{ bleyele riding In his sleen.
AMY MAGUIRE.
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NEVER TROD THE EARF_[I--

Kennel of Ratting Fox Terriers Borm
and Bred on Roof of Big
Office Bullding.

— 9

A dog kenpel upon the roof of = sixe
story building, surrounded by :all wky= "
sorapers, In the midst of the business pore
tion of the business center, Is one of the
curicsitles Chicago has to offer. |

This novai kennel Is located uwpon the
roof of & prominent down-town theater,
and is the property of & Jepartment stors
immediately adjoining. [t hae been malp-
talped with great suscess for thres yelms
The dogs In the keunel are fox-terriers,
nid are used by the tmanager of the de-
partmen! store 1o keep the place clegr
of rats that falrly overran the place be-
fors their Introdoction. The manugés &
dnys they are superfor t0 cals or pro=
fomsional rat-catchers; that they are cleap= |
I5 In their habits, nnd that they zpet zid
of the rats that infest the piace, both by
ktlilmt and frightening them away.

“Hefore we introduced these Nttle fout-
footed guardians the damage wrought by
redents ran up into the thousands of Sol-
lars every year; now our lose is compars
atively =llght,” eaild the moannger 108
Chicago Tribune man.

The Jdogs are turned into the store by
the nightwatchman In the svenimg, after
the last customer hos gone and the last
clerk has departed. They azmmnper ud abd
down the alsles, noming belilcd boxes, Dar-
rels and bales of goods, keeping up . A
barking and yelping tha: frightans all the
longtalls away.

Cleaned "Em ©Out.

They killed frem 2 to ¥ rais every
night when they were first installed as
guardisns of the stock, but unow thelr
ciatch dosm't amount to that gpany &

moath. They are in charge of the head
janitor of the wtore, who sses to U
that they are suppiled with the bast of
food—such as milk, meat and deg Ba=
cults—and thelr bedding consists of solt
woolen binnketa that have been 150 badly o
damagedd to ba salahle. A
Their kenvels are érygoods boxes, with

a door cut in one side, and are limed
atdr with eilcloth nnd woolen binnkets
the Wintar time and ollcinth alone in
Summer. They bave as a pls
what the janitor calls *“thelr park.*™
is formed by an iron fence about
feet In helght, setting just Back of
cornice facing the street on cne side, Twa
gldes are formed by the sloping sides of
2 maneard rising from the gravelly roef
which forms the lawn of their pu:r'rwaq.
and the fourth wide !s the wall of the 8-
partment bullding. |

The dogs seem perfectly cootented with
thelr asftustion, and evilent!y flourish i
this hizh altituda. Ths janitor claims the -
dogs are much healthier than thelr rels= |
tives who live !n kennels upon the earih,
and to substantiate thi® claim points with
pride to the fact there has never been &
single case of dintemper among the dog
and he has been In charge for more
wo years

Numerous Colaany.

There have never »een less than six
and sometimés o= high as 20 dogn In the
kennels nt one time. Twenty Uiters of
pupples have been born during the two
years the janitor has been In charge,
averaging five pups to the ltter. This
makea ¥ dogs that have sprung to life
upon the rooftop in that time, and of =
that number hut one was lost, and it was |
aceldentally pushed over the eodge of the
roof into the areaway In the rear of the
bullding and was crushed to death by tHe
fall of six stories.

Thers are al pressnt seven dogs in (e
kennels, and but one of them, a bull ter-
rier lately introduced, has ever set fopt
upon the ground. Perhaps as curlous =8
anything connectad with these aarial ken-
nels are the anmes the janitor, who I= of
a poetic nature, has bestowed upon fhe
dogr There are six fox terriers, the mﬂp
being named “Bky,” “Alr” “Clo
“Smoke” and Vapor,” while the !cn::b
glories In the name of "Sunshine.™ The
bull terrier, which s as white as bull
terriers can be, bears the name of “Sook™

EEE ir?

Mother Goose Up to Date.

Thers was an old wo-
man

Whe lived In a boot;

She got down her gun

And want out to shoot,

Hut all that she killed

Was an old erippled
crow

That sat on a branch

Of a tres that bhung low.

— .

Thers was mn old wo=
man

Who iived in o slipper,

And when sha waa
thirsty >

Ebe horrowed o dipper.

The well t was neas
And the pump it was
handy,
The water was clear,
Bt it sometimes pump-
el sandy.

Thera was an old wo-
man

Whoe lived In & sandal,

And whea she went
calling

Ehe carvied a candle.

The fiowars ca her bon-
net

Wers purple and red,

And - the nsighboes all
ealid

She had wheels In her
head.

et —
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W'hn iived I IM
tng. 3
And the way nhe u_.
house i,
Tt was perfectly shools
l.ll‘. .
All day with & novel
This old woman st g
Th-.-.tll:hdl.hnﬁ.w
And grew very fat M
—Mery Millee,




