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The Dandelion.
There's a dandy little follow.
Who dresses all In yellow
In yellow, with an overcoat of grei.
With his hair, all crisp aad curly.
In the Springtime, bright and early,

o'er the meadow h Is seen.

h all th6 bright June weather,
Like a Jolly little tramp.
He wanders o'er the hillside, down The rvaJ;
Around his ellow feather
The gypsy fireflies camp;
His companions are tho wcdlark and the toad.

Spick and spandy, little datidy.
Golden dancer In the dell;

Green and yellow, happy fcllcw,
All the children kne him well!

But at last this little fellow
Doffs his dandy coat of yellow.
And very feebly totters e'er th green;

For he very old Is growing.
And, with hair all white and flowing:,

in the sunlight ho is seen.

The little winds of morning
Come through the crass.
And clap their handr around him in their glee;

They shake him without warning--.

His wig falls off. alas!
And a little bald-hea- d dandy now is be.

Oh! Poor .dandy, once so spandy.
Golden dancer on the lea!

Older trowing, white hair flowing,
Toor little bald-hea- d dandy now is he.
Nellie M. Garabrant in New York Tribune.

ROMANCE OF .A BIG CITY

Tale of n Little Boy Violinist and a
Pretty, Falr-Halrc- d, Kindly

Maid.

He was only 8 years old, and was
very small for his age. His name was
Mateo His parents were "assisted pau-
per" emigrants, who, after managing to
pass through Castle Garden unchallenged,
found themselves stranded In the great
city, The English tongue was almost un-

known to them, and they hated, with" air
the Italian power of hatred, the little
they did know. But the exigencies of the
situation compelled them to "splk-- a

as- they Inquired their way to the
Italian quarter.

There they felt more at home. After
settling their small belongings, In a teneme-

nt-house swarming with their country-peopl- e,

the father set out with his hand-orga- n

and monkey, while Mateo trotted
at his heels, carrying his little violin.
The big brown eyes of the village-bor- n
boy opened wide with wonder at the
sights and sounds about him.

He was cold, hungry and homesick. But
he kept his thoughts to himself, with
the doggedneps of the very poor of his
class. It was only when he lifted his
violin to his- chin that he told the story
of weariness and hunger and homesick-
ness. In a way that he who ran might
read. The instrument was Mateo's me-
dium of expression. His heavy black
hair fell over his pinched, dark face, and
his eyes looked wistfully out as he
played.

One Old Mnnaion.
The two had a certain route, from which

they eldom departed. To Mateo, all
places were the same, at first. But after
a week or two ho always felt a thrill
of childish pleasure when they halted be-

neath the windows of a certain old fam-
ily mansion. He was Inspired to play
his best there.

He was sure of an ample reward In
pennies: but to him that mattered not at
all. slnc&tf.his? father received, and his
mother disbursed or secreted them,
against the time when a fruit stand should
be set up. However freely the pennies
came in. Mateo was certain to go cold aihungry. Just the same.

There was a little girl, fair and blue-eye- d,

who always came to the window
of the mansion, charmed with the organ,
the monkey and the playing of the un-
kempt, black-browe- d little boy, who fixed
his brown eyes on her face so oddly while
he made mu!c. He was and
dirty beyond any little boy ?he had ever
seen; but. oh! how bright and big his eyes
Were, and how beautifully he played!

Yet he never made her feel like lifting
her pretty skirts, and pirouetting about, as
she had once seen some happy little rag-
ged girls do. to the inspiring strains of a
street band. She wanted to cry. softly and
happily when Mateo drew his bow so
sweetly across the strings. In strains that
spoke of his native southland, where he
had been so warm and blest, under the
sunny skies.

Once he said these things so plainly that
the little girl asked: "Are. you cold, little
boy?"

"Yes, senorita."
"If I give you money, will you buy a

warm coat?"
Banana Moat Wanted.

"Yes, senorita."
But the coat nwer appeared on his back.

The mother figured carefully Just how
many dozen bananas the money would buy.
and added it to the fruit stand fund. And
the little girl limited her largesse to pen-
nies after that.

When she looked down on Mateo from
an upper window, she appeared to him
as one of those golden-haire- d saints, where
he had counted his beads in the village
church at home. He set up an altar in his
childish heart for her image, and wor-
shiped her secretly. Mateo had truly the
imaginative nature of the musician born.

One day. when the strollers halted before
the mansion and the organ set up Its
discordant grind, they were ordered sum-
marily to move on, lest they offend the
cultivated ears of a great Italian tenor
who chanced to be calling on the lady of
the house. But the little girt, not being
trained In worldly ways, set up a cry ot
remonstrance:

"Oh. please, mamma! Just let the little
boy play one tune: he plays so lovely!"

The tenor looked commlseratlngly at his
compatriots, well knowing the extent of
their misery in this cold northland. and
asked that the boy might be allowed to
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Play, preparing himself for the usual t
meaningless ragtime alrf

But Mateo raised his violin and played
as he had never played before, his brown
eyes looking dreamily at his heart's saint
and at the splendid slgnor. whom he knew
at once to be of his own beloved Italy.

The music sang of all things beautiful
and sad. It walled In nigh, sweet, heart-breaiu-

harmonies, or sobbed In deep,
vibrant strains: and always the brown
eyes dreamily regarded tire flower-lik- e face
or the dark ono of the slgnor, until the last
strain fell softly away In silence.

An Impnlnlve SlRrnor.
For a moment the listeners stood en-

tranced. Then the little girl clapped her
hands Joyfully, and the slgnor threw the
window open, impulsively, and spoke to
Mateo in Italian. He wrote down an ad-
dress and gave the hoy a coin that made
the father's eyes shine with greed. He
said something excitedly, but the slgnor
answered blm shortly, and. "closed the win-
dow.

"Oh, did he not play beautifully?" cried
the little girl, jumping about In ecstasy.

But the slgnor was lost In thought. This
boy he had of the talent, yes. He, Slgnor
Capello, would himself have him educated
In the music He had no "bamblnos" of
his own. and tho boy. handsome through
all his dirt, and of he genius, would do
him of the honor.

Mateo Is now as bright and as handsome
and cleanly a boy as you will find in Italy,
where he Is studying with a great master.
His father, for a consideration that com-
pleted the fruit-stan- d tund, gave the boy
up to his benefactor, who is confident of
Mateo's brilliant furore.

But the secret shrine Is still in the boy's
heart. And the fair and blue-eye- d little
girl In the old New York mansion has not
forgotten the brown-eye- d little violinist.

MARY C. BELL.

SIGHT WOllTH WITNESSING. I

The Great, "Wander-in- Allatros a
Observed at Sen.

Speaking concerning' the great, wander-
ing albatross, a contributor to The Corn-hl- ll

says of a recent experience with the
wonderful whll h6 (tfcn writer) was
on a voyage through Southern seas:

"The stately creature first attracted at-

tention
I

t
nn It beat Imperceptibly against

the wind from the distant horizon, travel-
ing in great circles toward th ahlr. that
it alwnys had in view. "Who can augo
the sight of an- albatross? Tho ore can
be focused at will to penetrate incredible
ranges, and a fragment f food cast uon
the waters will rapidly allure it from
distances far beyond the powers nf hu-
man Ight.

"To see the enormous bird tbns circle
round the ship, with wings fully expand-
ed, though well night motionless. .Is lv

one of the wonierp of nature. The
only muscular action visible Is a slight
tremor at the extreme points of the wings,
a vibration so rapid that Jt cannot be de-
tected without th-- meet caroful observa-
tion. There Js no suferostisn of fore ed

in the flight, but simply that move-
ment which sallorn understand by the
word 'cant' a tilting of the body out of
the plane which serves to give both pow-
er and direction In space. In very calm
weather there is a heavy ilHppmg;"of the
wings; in ratio, however, as the force of
the wind so muscular action
disappears, until a rale finds the alba-tra- ss

poised above th', ship In mid-a- ir is
with an easy gr.v& which is lnexpllrijjle.

"Lying upon my back on th whlhox.
I have with glasfni rlvefd the 'yes cf
such a bird as it liovsrsd steadily above
the mast of th ship. Th- - green l1de
showed that curiae expansion and con-
traction which i3 tho spo-iia- character of

AffftftiNQ

of

But' hjs

bird slgbt. Except for a faint trnor, the
wnga mov:d not from ih horizontal po-

sition; the feet were tucked away beneath
the tail, and an -- vjrssIon of gentl- confi-
dence

11

gave the ImpreKMon of n friendly,
sociable nature. Dim ideas of Coleridge
ana "Tli6 Ancient Mariner" floated J

through my mind as I sazed in sil-n- e: 1

there was an easy shot. nd the rifle was I

not committed. The-- same albatross ac-
companied us for days: however, the wind
raisrht rago or the ship toss at ihe mercy
of the wave, it remained in close attend- -
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ance. conveying a sense of perfect rest,
though hardly, if ever, still. In this lies
the great secret of Its attraction, and th
evolutions In space are followed by the
traveler with an interest that never dies."

LEGEND OF FLOWERS.

Prettr Tale of the Orisrln of Cer-
tain Well-Kaov- m Flaata.

As flowers are Nature' chief beauty,
it Is always Interesting to know a Httl6
about them, eueh as bow" their names
originated and to wWoh oounrrr tby be-

long. Here Is a pretty losund aSxmt tb
forget-me-not- s, reference to which was
made in The Oregonlan recently: One
day two lovers were walking along
the banks of the Danube, The
girl, spying a pretty little blue
flower on the opposite side, was
very anxious to set It. Her lovar. stand-
ing en a stone, was trying to reach It,
when he till In the desp river. Even
then h tried itjaln t ret&on tn flower,
tut fadl'.ng, he cried, "JTerget t not,
Mary," and then rank.

Tho Feverfew Diiring the awful Ibvor
platue In London, In 1K5, there happened
to bt very few cases in & certain ubnrt
where, this plant grew. As It Is a strong
disinfectant, it is said to have got ru
name from this Incident.

The Mlmulus This llttls flcjwer grew
on Mount Calvary. At the crucifixion,
wfteu the ldfers pierced our Saviour'
side, some drops ef his blood fell on the
yellow flower. An that is the reason
why evry yellow mlraulus is tpctied
with red.

Th Tree and th Ivy "Oh, pleas' dnt
grow up me!" said the tree to the litt
groen sproat of ivy that was beginning
to clamnsr up its trunk, "you will make
me. III." "Ot, no." said th Ivy, "for

shall keep you "warm wlfm your leave t
heve alien, and mak you p?My, too."
So the Ivy climbed to the very" topmost
twig and oorr'erod the tree all over.
"There," It said triumphantly one day,
"see how beautiful I have made 3"ou!"
"Oh, no," sighed the tree with its last
breath, "for people eay how pretty the
Ivy is and how pretty the tree Is, and
you hve twisted around me so tlibt that

can breathe no- - lonrer. Yon may have
went Irincly; but, it so, your kindness
has killed me."

WCftiDER AMONG BTRDS.

Belgian Pig-eon- . That rtaoes Dally
Wltk RallivaT Train:

There is a pi&eon in Belgium which
regularly flies with th marnlng n

that foes from Here to Wremme. It
began to Accompany tho train tward
tho end e' January, and it has done so
every "Say slhc6 then, except eo three
occasions. Th Meuse, one of the leading
newspapers Id Belgium, vouches for this
fact, and gives other curicus details
about the remarkable bird.

The train starts at three minutes to 19

A. M., and a crowd gather daily to see
th pigeon go with it. The bird wheels
around the station while the pessengers
are taking their seats, and at soon ?.s
the whistle is blown and the journey
begins, it takes up a position a llttl be-

hind the engine, and there it flits,
by the moist, though warm

cteam, which it evidently enjoys. It re-

tain this position even while the train
passing through the tunnels, Mtd ap-

parently Is not lnoomniodcd In the least
by the warm vapor. "When the train
reache its destination the blnl files
swiftly along the railroad" track back to
LI"g-6- where It arrives about 11:28
o'clock.

This plgeor. was born at the railroad
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station in Llcge, and consequently is fa-
miliar with trains, smoke and steam.
Until a few months ago. it occupied, with

others, a. comfortable coie, and when
this was removed from the station by
order of tht authorities. It refused to
abandon Its old home, though its 11 com-
panions at once sought for shelter else-
where. This fidelity was suitably re-
warded. Tho railroad officials gave the
bird carte blanche to seaich for food
wherever it pleased, and the public lib-
erally supplied it with corn and other
dainties. A singular fact Is th&t on three
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days when It failed to accompany the
train a Belgian engine was csed instead
of an English one. and theassumptlon
is that the fuel consumed by- - the l&Uer
gives forth smoke or vapor which tho
bird prefers to that from a Balgi&n

INDIAN KINDERGARTENERS.

Pleasing- Happening at Government
, School In Arizona.

"If any one thinks for a moment," said
a teacher" In. the Indian Government
School, near Phoenix. Ariz., recently ."that
the Indian children are in any way unlike
our own little ones he is much mistaken.
"We have about 50 tiny klnderjrartners in
the school, and tbay are just as cunning
and aweet as any white children you ever
saw. They lovi- - to play, and as soon as
school hours anil 'dRt-nln- stocking hours
are over for all the little maids have to
help with "the darclog baslrotv which holds
at least 2C0O psdrs 4 week) they are roady
for fun.

"The color line is unnoticed here, and
the fair-hair- children of th Instructors
are extremely iand et their little dusky
playmates. Ono ot the Indian
girls is an albino, with white skin and
hair and jink eyes. There are said to
be several albinos in her tribe.

"The children are extremely fond ef
pets, and nurse the cats and dogs as ten-
derly as though they were babies. They
are great climbers, and the tall cotton-woo- d

trees In front of the school are
often filled with these little human squir-
rels. Every Saturday evening the small
boys and girls have a 'hop on the lawc,
and a pretty sight it is to see each little
brave giving his Sir Roger do Coverly
bows to his dusky vis-a-v- It teaohes
them to be courteous U women.

"When we first came here we used to
see tho men riding on horseback, and tht
poor old squaws walking on behind; or
If they did have an old ramshackle wag-
on, the man eat on the seat, and the
sqxww bumped along 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 meri
treat th women."

OATS ON OCEAIf LINERS.

Faisy Finds a Comfortable Berta on
Paaaenger Carriers.

Nearly every large ocean liner carrying
passengers has on board from six to ten
cats, these being apportioned to various
parts of the ship, as well as appearing on

the vessel's books with reference to the
rations they draw. And, even beyond this,
on most of the great lines, employes are
Instructed to feed dally certain cats in
their part of the ship. And there Is pro-

motion for pussy as well, for any cat
that Is particularly amiable, clever and
Interesting, is permitted to enjoy the run
of the rirst- - or second-- or third-clas- s sa-
loons, according to the popular vote. In
this way certain of the first-cla- ss saloon
pussies have become quite celebrated, es-

pecially on the long voyage boats that go
to India and Australia, and the stewards
of the various classes are quite commonly
eager to, push their own favorite cat into
first place. Of course, there are favorites
with the staff of the ship that are fine
hunters and do not seek "society."

When the ship is in port, a certain man
has the duty of feeding the cats at regular
hours and of entering the rations In a
book, but every cat on the ship that has
been long there seems to wait with eager-
ness for, and to recognize at once, the
professional who always goes
to work in the hold of every passenger
liner when It comes to dock, and who
lives by ridding ships of rats. The "staff
cats," as.the stewards call them, never
leave the rat man till he has finished his
duties. Large sums have been offered for
one saloon cat on a large line, and the
staff have to guard It strictly from ac-
quisitive admirers, in whose luggage- - it
has several times been found.

Cap'n Pete and His Son, Jim.
The Marion Squtzzle It were sh was,

"Wl lumber from Manistee;
An 'Ions about noon It come n to blow

Blowed (says he).

I seen some men In my life (he says)
It, been Jus' a plasur t eat.

But
GV mo that Cap'n Pete.

He coma so- dok in that ter'ble blow.
In that howlla', wallopln' sale.

An' he rousts th' han'ses up from below.
An he ects a fore'opsaJl.

"Xton't none on e tech. that sail," he says;
"By the rolllcky Jamboree!

Don't none on ye tech that sail." he says.
"Without you speak to me."

He says it partlc'ler to me an Jim,
An he ups an goes below.

An we ain't no more loa' slg'at 6 his head
But she bucklss right on to blow.

Tiie Marlon Squizzle shft bnda that icuch,
aft by th' wheel,

I can't see sth lookout for'tod at all;
Sbn's a resrlar squlrmln eel.

An' Jim, ho belli' th cap'n's son.
An lookln consiof'bl pale,

boys!" ho says,
"I'm cots' to taka in that sail."

"Tou letter speak to Pete," I eaj-s- ;

"I knew he'll bo maddrn sin."
But Jim he rousts th han'ses out,

An' be roes an' taks her In.

An' Cap'n Pete ha comes up on deck,
An th very nr thine- - be eeo

I his mas' 4tisd!&' thin, an black
Wher his tcp'l cvrhter bel

"Who's took Id that sail?" says Cap'n Pete.
"Who s tockm her in?" says he.

TVho's went a' tookea that tops'l la
Without fast apeOtin to met"

"I tookes her In." says Jits, he saya,
"Or they'd 'a een trouble to mend;

If I hadn't a went an tooken her In
Shd atood us right up en end.

"Tou git la that boat!" says Cap'n Pete.
"Git into that boat!" says he.

"The Mfcrlon Squlzzle don't carry nono
But takes their orders o me."

We begs of Pste like he was our pa
Beseeches him hard an swif;

But ho puts that Jim In a open beat.
An' he turns him orf adrir.

An that boy Jim he comes safe ashore
An' ha aon't never ship a sea;

But the Marion Squlzzle turns bottom up.
An wo all was drowned (says he).

William B. MacHarg in St. Nicholas.

Mabel's Little Slater.
When you have wanted a little sister

very, very badly and when the little sis-

ter finally arrives, you are apt to love her
far better than anybody else could pos-
sibly love her, even your father and
mother. Mabel was 7 years old before the

little sister arrived. The
first rapture of really having her wa
dampened somewhat by the Incessant cry-
ing of the baby.

For herself Mabel didn't mind. Anything
the baby did was perfect, but, oh! would
the othere, who couldn't, of course, wor-
ship "little sister" the way Mabel did,
get tired of it? One day when the baby
had almost screeched her little head off.
and all in that inconsequent way of bab'es,
Mabel went to her mother in the first lull
and begged absolution.

"You don't mind her crying so very
much, do you. mamma?" she said, earn,
estly. "She's so little, you know, and she
can't help 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-
ise me you won't, mamma send her
away!" New York Sun.

Acrostic.
My first is in link, but not In sink.
My second Is In stick, but not In stalk.
My third Is In naught, but not In caught.
My fourth Is in could, but not In should.
My fifth Is In ton, but not In sun.
My sixth Is In look, but not In book.
My seventh Is In nice, but not In mice.
My whole is tho name of a very great mm.

J

The DaSodlla.
Long-- long ago, when this old world was young;
Before first thrushes on first blossoms swung;
wane yet Klgnt reigned. In fragrance, soft

and still.
O'er all the world there erent a. miMl fh-- ni

Strange, steady, strong, it came apace, and
rtigni.

Affrighted, fled before the triumphant Light.
And where the Sun's first kisses touched the

hills.
There sprang- - and grew the golden daffodils.

Truth.

lUSH" AND HIS BICYCLE

He Hakes Sany Attempts to Ride It,
and Finally Succeeds While

He's Sonnd Aaleep.

Mueh had a bicycle, a brand-ne-

with a coaster brake, little, of
course, because Mush Is a very small
boy, but. In all other respects, like any
first-cla- ss wheel.

What a pity that rain should have be-

gun the very hour Mush came Into pos-
session of his bicycle, and continued until
he wondered whether he would over hava
the opportunity to take It out of doors.
For three days he had to content hlm-ee- lf

with admiring It, as it stood In the
front hall. Oh. but it was a little beauty!

THE LITTLE BIG-HEA-

A fine soda fountain with syrups galore
Attracted tha s, who peeped through

the door.

Tho hour was aMdnlght, and tvaryone slept.
As stealthily up to the counter they crept.

On greed yrung Big-He- tried every kind
Of flavor that he could possibly find.

Ths next thing ho had was a terrible pain.
And I don't think the fellow will try that

again:

Another young d became very dixry
From seltzer and vlchy and other things flzr.
It went to his' head with such a queer feelrcg.
And like a balloon ha flew toward the celling.

And then on) by ore they all followed after;
To see em up there you'd have Just died frosi

laughter.

You should hava seen It the brightly
polished, substantial looking framework;
the rubber tires, so clean that they were
almost white; the nickel handle-bar- s and
pretty red handles.

How longingly Mush looked at tho red
leather sa le, anticipating the time when
he should eklni around the block like a
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 their ears, and until Lee,
the Chinaman, asked:

"What for you alle time makee so
muchee noise?" adding, "You drive peo-
ple clazy."

It would be difficult to estimate the
number of times he pressed the tire wltn
his plump forefinger to see If 'he could
make a dent in the rubber. But the tire
was so well pumped up that his finger
could make no Impression. Over and over
again he spelled out his name (not his
nickname "Mush," but his real name,
"Earl"), which was engraved upon a tiny
silver plate.

Well, at last the sun did shine, and the
moment of triumph was at hand. Mush

Likely to Come True.

Mr. Gatorbalt I have a strong presentiment
of important impending- events. New York
Press.

marched proudly down the steps, fol-
lowed by his mother and aunt, who car-
ried the whceL Lee came' out from the
kitchen to watch the proceedings. The
children of the neighborhood, together
with sevaral grown people, gathered in
front of the house.

Mush was very unselfish, restraining bis

own Impatience until every little boy and
girl had examined the wheel. Then he
commenced.

But do you think he could manage that
innocent-lookin- g machine? Not a bit; from
the very first It acted like a vicious, liv-
ing thing.

"Oh. I don't want any one to hold it,"
he said, when his mother would have
steadied it for him to mount. But he
soon found that if he were to ride it
must be with the assistance of two pe-
opleone to hold the bicycle up, the other
to hold the boy on. At first his mother
and auntie performed these offices, but
they could not go very fast, and were soon
tired out, eo Lee relieved them.

Although the Chinaman combined the
work of two, he succeeded in taking his
charge around the block at a lively rate
of epeed. And what Mush liked best
about the way Lee conducted proceed,
ings was that he made it seem as though
Mush, himself, had something to do w:tb
making the wheel go. Lee, who rode a
bicycle himself, was able to give instruc-
tions.

"Sit up stlaight; pushee hard; go alle
same you see me go!" he directed. And
Mush did sit up straight, but pushing
hard was out of the question, for hla
feet kept flying off the pedals.

"Oh, stay out a little longer!" he ex-

claimed, when the Chinaman, after whlz-zln- sr

him around the block once, started
(back into the kitchen. But the coaxing
was of no avail, and what was still more
disappointing, his mother said:

"You've ridden enough for this time;
we'll take it in the house until after din-
ner." Ridden enough. Indeed!. Didn't

VISIT A SODA FOUNTAIN.

They couldn't go lower, they couldn't go
, higher.

They bellowed and roared at peril i dire!

The one with the pain had remained down be-

low,
Por his head felt as heavy as lead, you know.

He threw up a line, lassoolng each heel.
And then hauled them down with an impro-

vised! eel.

Ho weighted their pockets with cough drops
and candy

To keep them from flying; now wasn't that
Aandy?

Tho clack in the steepla was Just strinklnc two
"When tho Llttlo quits vanished from

y!w. Brooklyn Eagls.

Mush intend fairly to live upon that
wheel?

But Mush could manage that perverse
bicycle no better than before Lee had
given him a lesson. He 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 bones were so well
padded with fat, else one or more of them
would certainly have been broken.

"He's too little; we'll have to keep It
for him until he's older," Mush heard his
mother say to his father, when the family
had left the dining-roo- and come out to
watch. To Mush's great relief, his fath-
er replied: "No; let him tight it."

In theory he knew perfectly well how
to ride the bicycle, and he lost his pa-
tience when every one offered a different
suggestion. With it he lost the sympathy
of the onlookers. When two strangers
who passed laughed, as one said to the
other: "See that fat little boy trying to
ride a wheel," Mush's friends tittered and
giggled with them. Tnua, instead of be-

ing the admiration of the neighborhood,
as he had Intended, Mush became its
laughing stock. But he continued his
efforts until his face was red as a peony
and he was wet with perspiration.

Then the wheel knocked him. down, flat
upon his little nose. Blood streamed, as
Mush, or Earl, as we ought to call nlra,
was picked up. After the blood haCbeen
washed away, and his face had cooled, he
wanted to go on learning to ride. "I
guess I'll try it in the hack yard, where
they won't see me," he uald confidentially
to his mother;

But Charlie Smith did see him, and the
news that he was there spread until, in an
incredibly short time, all the neighboring
children were on hand, to behold the per-
formance. However, he didn't stay out
long, for he struck his knee dreadfully
hard against one of tne handles. He
limped in to his mother, who bathed it
and his other hurts with "pain-killer- ,"

after which he was-- perfectly willing to go
to bed.

"I Just wonder If I ever will ride my
bicycle," Mush thought, as his head
touched the pillow. He did ride It, and
that a great deal sooner than any one
could hava expected.
Four hours later, his father, who is a

physician, was returning from a night
call. When in the vicinity of his resi-
dence, he witnessed a spectacle which
might have been taken for an apparition.
A little 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 that of his
son. Earl. The lad was In slumber. Dr.
Toland understood at once that it was a
case of sleep-walkin-g, or, rather, of sleep-rldln- g.

Gently lifting the child from the
bicycle, he carried him home and placed
him back In bed, without having awak-
ened him.

The little boy beard of his feat the next
morninsr at breakfast. .Reasoning 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 worst proved to b
over. To Mush's delight, shortly before
lunch, he found himself able to ride. Of
course, he wobbled a little for a week or
more. In fact. Charley Smith called him
"a wobbler from Wobblevllle."

But Charley doesn't call him, that now-
adays, for Earl's fond ambitions have
been realized. He Is a good, steady rider

a scorcher, too. when he knows" there Is
no danger of any one being run down by
his scorching. He has almost forgotten
the disagreeable experiences he encoun-
tered In learning. Indeed, he would have
quite forgotten them ere this, were It noi
that he Is occasionally reminded of them
by hearing told the story of bow he went
bicycle riding in his sleep.

AMY MAGUIRE.

Listening to the Ralsu
Don't, you love to Ha and listen.

Listen to the rain.
"With lu little patter, patter.
Ana Its tiny clatter, clatter.
And Its silvery spatter, spatter.

on tne roof and on tha pane?'
Yes, I lovo to lie and listen.

Listen to .the rain.
It's fairies Pert and PlccVv.
Nip and Nimble-toe- s and Lucky.
Trip and Thimble-ncs- o and Tucky

un xne roor and on the pane!
That's my dream tho while I listen.

Listen to the rain.
I can see them runnlnir races.
I can watch their laughing- - faces
At their gleeful frames and na.On tho roof and on the pane!

St. Nicholas Magazine.

NEVER TROD THE EARTH

Kennel of Rattlns; Fox Terriers Bora.
and Bred on Roof ot Biar

Office Bnliainc;.

A dog kennel upon the roof of a. six
story building, surrounded by tall sky-
scrapers, in the midst of the business por-
tion of the business center, is one of the
curiosities Chicago has to offer.

Thie novel kennel is located upon the
roof of a prominent down-tow-n theater,
and Is the .property of a department store
immediately adjoining. It has been main-
tained with great success for three years.
The dogs in the kenneL an fox terriers,
and are used by the manager of the de-

partment store to keep the placo clear
of rats that fairly overran the place be-fo-ro

their Introduction. The manager
says they are euperjor to cats or pro-
fessional that they are clean-
ly In their habits, and that they get rid
of the rats that Infest the place, both by
killing and frightening them away.

"Before we Introduced these little four-foot- ed

guardians the damage wrought by
rodents ran up Into the thousands of dol-
lars even- - year; now our loss is compar-
atively- slight," raid the manager to - a
Chicago Tribune man.

The dogs are turned into the- store by
the nlghtwatchman In the eveniag, after
tho last customer has gone and the last
clerk has departed. They scamper up" and
down the aisles, noolng bellied boxes, Bar-
rels and bales of goods, keeping up a
barking and yelping that frightens all ths
longtails away.

Clenned 'Era Ont.
They killed frent 20 to 30 rata every

night when they wer first Installed as
guardians of the stock, but now their
catch doesn't amount to that many &

month. Ther are In charge of the head
janitor of the store, who sees to It
that they are supplied with the best of
food such as milk, meat and dog bis-
cuits and their bedding consist of soft
woolen blankets that have been too badly
damaged to bo salable.

Their kennels are drygoods boxes, with
a door cut In one side, and are lined in-

side with oilcloth and woolen blankets la
the Winter time and. oilcloth alone in the
Summer. They have as a playground
what the- - Janitor calls "their park," which
Is formed by an Iron fence about three
feet in height, setting just back of the
cornice facing the street on one side. Two
sides are formed by tho sloping aides of
a mansard rising from, the gravelly root
which forms the lawn of their playground,
and the fourth sldo is tho wall of the de-

partment building.
The dogs seem perfectly contented with

their situation, and evidently flourish Is
this high altitude. The janitor claims th
dog-- are much healthier than their rela-
tives who live in kennels upon tho earth,
and to substantiate this claim points with
pride to the fact there has never been a,
single case of distemper among the dogs
and he has been In charge for moro thai
two years. i.Xnerons Colony.

There have never been less than six
and sometimes as high as 20 dogs in the
kennels at one time. Twenty litters ot
puppies have been born during- - the two
years the janitor has been In charge,
averaging five pups to the litter. This
makee 100 dogs that have sprung to life
upon the rooftop In that time, and of
that number but one was lost, and it was
accidentally pushed over the edge of the
roof Into the areaway In the rear of the
building and was crushed to death by the
fall of six stories.

There are at present seven dogs In tha
kennels, and but one of them, a bull ter-
rier lately Introduced, has ever set foot
upon the ground. Perhaps as curious as
anything connected with these aerial ken
nels are the names the Janitor, who is of
a .poetia nature, has bestowed upon the
dogs. There are six fox terriers, the males
being named "Sky," "Air," "Cloud,"
"Smoke" and Vapor," while the femals
glories In the name of "Sunshine." Tha
bull terrier, which Is as white as bull
terriers can be, bears the name of "Soot."

Mother Goose Up to Date.

P

There was an old wo-

man ' -- ft I
"Who lived In a boot; j

She got down her gun
And went out to shoot.
But all that she killed
"Was an old crippled

crow
That sat on a branch
Of a tree that bung low.

C-- --n J

There was an old wo-

maner" Who lived in a slipper.
And when sho was

thirsty
She borrowed a dipper.

The well It was near
And the pump It was

handy.
Til water was clear.
But It sometimes pump-

ed sandy.

There was an old wo-

man
Who lived In a sandal.u And when sho went

calling
She carried a candle.
The flowers on her bon-

net IWere purple and red.
And-th- e neighbors all

raid
She had wheels in her

bead.

There was an old wo-
man

Who lived la a stock-
ing.

And the way sho kept
houxo

It was perfectly shock-
ing.

AH day with a novel
This old woman sat;
The cat licked the dlshss
And grew very fat.

Mary Miller.


