i

|

I

——

I
|

)

4
li

|

i

]

W

|
|

‘s & Talry Viver with ur—
ot wisd vd 1here, To0?
i alware W eomTart
any one that's biuoe

I» so wymynihetic!
rou Elmost cmok your head
bl Bathe 1t with rwent oolozoe,
pl sing whes Ll

LT
you're i

Four hoerid aull old jnckenife
Bligs anld rots voor hand “mest
el bind the wounde with alve

Elves candy for s congh.

sometimes you are onrelees

pfi tear your bostest clethes,
g Inlry's porry for yom,
nd finds ber thread ond sews
boles wp tight and handaome
Pore guy one can ecgld,
r tatry's vary gweity
o' abe's very, wery

r eyes are bhright snd saappy.
And the's Tand of every gams,
he womr: o palr of stmotacdlos,
And CGrandwa in ber ot
—~ChHimpo Times-Hernld

FORGE, THE DOG TRAMP

Belag Advised of Expected Come
ing of Yosnger Hival, He Gives
Up ithe Canine Ghost.

cis.

I hall elwnre been dreadfully efrald of
mpE, much to the disgust of father and

b SOFE.

v

Bo I went up to him, slowly, half fesr-
ing I would find him as 1 dld, dead.
Father and the boys suy he died of old
age; 1 kuow his henrt was brokem.
L. E C

CUTE SAYIXGS OF CHILDREN.

Fanny ldéns That Bob Up in Hends
of Boys aud Girls.

Good Man—Do you know where little

boys Eo that throw stopes at birds?

The Dad Bay—Cert! Dey po where derc

is birds. Diin't think dey went down

in 2 well, did yer?—Boston Traveler.

Father—Now, Fred and Harry, I want to
soe which of you will put §1 to the best
sccount in a week,

Father (following Baturiay)—Well, Fred,
what have you done with your money?

Frad—] have doubled It

Father—That is good and promises well,
and Harry, how have you dons?

Harry—1 have jost mine. 1 tossed with
Fred and he won—Pearson's Woekly,

Johnny—My beok says the wild hog is
one of the most pugnacious animals in
the world.

Tommy—I don’t care what your book
Mine says the Bengai tiger is
more pugnnstier.—Philadelphia Inquirer.

Little WIlie—Paw, is ma a3 microbe?

Mr. Henpeck—Why, no, Wiilie. What
makos vou ask such o guostion?

Littla Wiille—Well, the teachar told uns

| thet bnldmess was caused by a microbe.

¢ boye. who thought I was unneres- |
Iy timid. Bo, when I actunlly tcok one
and beggel that he might stay, I was,

course, well teased sbotit 1L
t waE ono sfternoon {n Bpring. Father
pd mother had gone to tewm: the boys
y off fishing, and T was alone on the

I locked nil the oore and, perting

—NDaltimore American,

A lttle gir] who had been tenring her
doll to pirces dQuring the week attend
Bunday School on the following Sabbath
and was asked what Adnm was made of,

“Dust," she replisd.

“And what was Eve made of? asked
the tescher.”

“Sawdust.” promptly answered the little
miss.—Philadelphla Inguirer.

In the crufe Innguage of childhood Ideas
are often expressed which In more muture
phrascology lose often a great part of
their force and clearness. This is lus-
trated by Tommy's composition on the
“Cat Boat'".

““The cat boat is called one because it
is like cafs

“Firstly, the cat boat is very common,

*“Bo Is cats.

“Becondly, the cat boat is small

"8p is cata

“Thirdly, the cat boat Is cheap.

“Sc¢ is cats'—Buffalo Inqulrer.

Teacher (to mew pupll)—What is your
last name, my little man?

New pupll-Tommy.

“What is your full name?

“Tommy Tompkins."”

Then Tompkins 18 your last name”

*“No, At lsn't. When I wss born my
name was Tompkine, and they 4idn’t give
me the other one for a month afterward.”

book, sat where 1 could see the back | _(sllier's Weekly.

por, without being seen.
I bad Deen reading some Nitle time,
hets I beard & nolse and, looking up,
F thut my tramp bad coms, He was
ch g starved and wretched-lodking crea-
e, bowever, that I f¢lt more pity than
He was so small and seemncd ao
pak that T was sure he couldn’f hurt
, 80 I concinded 1o open the door and
p him something to eat.
I had never seen such o foriorn object.
wos such a timid, hang-dog air
popit him, 1 could have sworn that he
't tapted food for three days, oven |
8 I heard his weak, begEar's whine
wilentiy he had been more used to hav.
hix reguests anewersd by stones than |
He was dHriy and westher-bagten:
Joints were stiff with rheumntism; one
wes gens, snd there was a great
on his nose.
pot soma bread and meat, and he
e me & griteful look with his eye and
pw hils fragment of a tall from between
bep: and gave it o feechie wag oF two.
tramp wis that most pititul of all
imals—nobody's dog. We were friends

1

once, and 1 mafe him u bed in the |

polished, although father and the boys

de Tun of him.
Specidy Improvement.

was surprising how quickly my tromp

pved with kind treatment and good

Foor Teliow! He must have had a

| Nf&; hic mever dld get over his fear

& broom, but would run and hide at

might of one. He wars qQuite a Jolly

e dog, when he got well and fat, and
had 5o much expresrion in his one
thet it was almost ax good ns tals-

[ often regretted that I couldn't under.
mé his language, as he must have had
me thrilllng adventures ond Jodglng
his sonrs, helrbreadth cscapes, Indeed,
Penr o had been 2 sad young dog In

ls Gay, but If he went wrong 4n hia
ppyhood, he was moxt Hkely lod artroy
batd compeny.
wis just as good a dog ax thet “old

Tray™” everyhody brags atout
samed him Geoorge

While e wae with mo |

Fred snid Methy. |

fak would suit hilm better, but that wes |

mier. Be was a very grateful ]imie
and 4 all he could to help =baut
ferm. He drove every cat off the
pe before he had bewn thers a week,

g I had hard work to defend him when |

gber found Nim sharing his dlnnet with
rat, oneé on sach sifs of the plate,

followell me In oll my walks abdot |

eountry, and it wes roon understood
it If ome was seen the other of us
't far off. If I waz away for a day,
was frantie with joy at my r~

and would bark himwself hearse °n
honior. He gave me all his love, poor
Bowr! and wanted all mine In return,
Jidn't even like me to pet the pony,

when uncle wrots that he wae golng
send me & fne pup from the city, I
naturaily anxious ss to how Geoorge
feel adout It I told Jm of the
5 the morning 1 went after it and my
p seamed to understand. There was
grieved look In bhis eye, and when I
ol be seemed to hete to lose sight

Sroned Him Mome.
I fact, Fre! rot out of the buggy twice
threw riones ©t him, to drive hm
T have slwiys regretied this, but
r could get Fred to be gentle with

' I came homs In the evening,
e wna not at the gote to meet me.
Sistled and called, but he did not eome,
Book pup out, and then went to bunmt
up. He was nowhere in the yard

¥ went 10 the farm, hoping to find him
! fure enouph, there he was In the
stretched out, appafently fast

s, Oeorge; clme and see Pup!™

Hed, guite loudly, but the Ntfls brown

iy 418 not stir, He must be getiing
ba? 1 thought

galled sH1 louder, but he 4id ot movs,

|

——
“*This won't 40," exclaimed Mrs. Hox,

| excitedly, “there’s 15 at the table”

“Never mind, ma,” shouted little John-

nr, I kin eat for two."—2oston Herald,

BABY TELEGRAPH OPERATOR.

Can Talk Over the Wire as Well ns
Any Mnan.

Hollls B, Thomas, aged 4% years, 1=
anid@ to be the youngest telegraph op-
erator in the world., He Is the son of W.
8. Thomas, the jolnt agent of the Grand
Island, the Chicngo Great Western and
the Santa Fe Rellweys at Bee Creek

1.‘.Iuncuon_ seven miles southeast of Bt

Joseph, Mo. When the little follow was
& mere baby he began to make trips te
the station where his father worked. He
was owried there by his mother, who
would walt in the evening and go home
with her busband.

From the beginming the baby mani-

dispatching traing. He has developad
the faculty of recelving a message by ear,
and immediately transmitting It on an-
other wira to a distant polnt without the
necessity of reducing the méssage Into
writing.

Hollis is a bright-faced lttle fCellow
and is the wonder of Bee Creek, where
many of the country folk gather to ses
him working with the Instruments. He
ean send and recelve messages ns well
as men who have been operators for 10
YEArs. "

DIICKE‘S! AND THE DOLLS.

How the Famous Novelist Dried a
Little Maid'sn Tears. .
Charles Dickens, the novelist, was very
fond of children. One day he was walking
in the nelghborhood of Gad's HIll, near
Logglon, not long after he had aecquired
bhis property there, when he suddenly ran
into a lttle girl wheeling a doll's péeram-
bulstor, In an Instant the tiny wvehicle
was upset, the dolls belng thrown out
It was a bad accldent a8 far as they
were concerned, for wax heads and lHmbs
are not calculsted to stahd much hard

Teddy's Tuator.

Thomas Tinkler. Teddy's tuter,

, Tried to teach Ted tastfully;
Trifing Teddy thought oo tiresems
Tutor Tinkler's tandency.

Thercfore Teddy, tempting troubla,
Tried to thwart the tutor'a tact;

Turned to taking truont trudges,
Till T. Tinkler Teddy tracied.

Tutor threatened, truant trembled
Then to tardy (nsks turncd they,
Thanks to tutelary tyrant,
Teddy's talents tell today.
\ —Home Queen.

EPISODES IN PUPPYDOM

Varions Happenings in a Greyhound
HKennel Told, in Puppy Fashlon,
by One of the Family.

When I first opened my eyes to life’s
awakening, it was to gaze upon the face
of my sweet mother, whoss large brown

OREGON’S BEST PRODUCTS.

SAGEBRUSH BABIES, IN PENDLETON'S CARNIVAL PARADE,

Here we all are, and we'ra not the least bit afrald—

A load of plump bables, in the floral parnde!

With our tousled gold locks and our mertx blus eyes,
Don't you think that we've worth a fine ciirnival prize?

usage, The little mald burst into tears,
and, much to the novellst's sorrow, re-
fused to be comforted.

“Then come home with me”™ Dickens
whispered, soothingly, *“and we'll see If
we can't find some grand waxen lady in
silks and satins for you."

8o baeck to the big house the two went
and, sure enough, up In his chilren’s
nursery, he managed to discover s few
prettlly dressed dolls, With these safely
tucked In her perambulator, the llttle girl
trotted off.

But it is In the sequel that the best part

THE LITTLE FLIRT.

eves told me-in unspeakable languags of
the love, pride and joy that she felt in
the possession of her new pupplos.

Bhe was a beautiful English greyhound,
and very much admired by persons who
considerad themselves good judges of
dogs. I soon learnad from thelr conversa-
tion that I was the most valuable anlmal,
and could see that my mother falt grisved
because my brothers and slsters wers
not fondled and petted as much as mysell.
{Mothera have no praference.) Wa all
enfoyed ourselves very much rolling and
tumbling about upon our poor mother,
because nearly exhausted In trying to get
us to sleep.

Every day other dogs on the place
would come and look into the box we
called our home, and talk about us to
each other; and I overheard one dog may
to our mother: *'You will have to look
out for that puppy (meaning me) or
some one will stenl |t."’

After he had gone I sald to my mother:
"1 hate that dog; I wish he would never
come here again.”

‘“Hush, hush!" she sald; *“that {s Uncle
Tasso. from Boston, and ha is of a very
fins breed. Did you not notice his beauti-
ful form and color?"

Became Good Friends

After that we came to be very good
friends, and he told us how to look for
the train which brought our master from
the clty. So, when evening came, we all
watched for him, end we would all run to
the front gate to welcome him home, for
he always hed a kind word and caress
for us all.

Wheg we were several months old, we
were out on the lawn playing. when sud-
denly our mother started off on a run,
and we all watched and wondered where
ghs could be going; but very socon she
came back with a fat hen, telling us we
woitld find It very good eating. We én-
joyed it very muech, but when our master
came home he was very angry, and said,
“Dalsy must go. Bo a strangs man

she and took her away.

\.Q_ tL

“Church bells are ringing,

*'Sisted Sue's singing:

*‘Golden land, rosy land, over the seal

“Mamma's most ready,
“fo's brother Teddy—

“Smell the puffcom'ry on my hankechee!''

fested a great interest In the monotonous | of the story lles. The ohild's heart was

ook of the telegreph instrument. His
parents took iittle notice of this for a
time, but soon began to see that the in-
strument had soms special attraction for
the youngrter, Wher he was 2 years

| old he sesmned to comprehend the use of

the sounder and receiver, and two years
ugo the fsther began to teach his s=on
the signs: he learned them at the same
time he 4id his alphabet.

The littie feilow has developed into &

| real telegraph operator, and if necessary

could perform the work of his father in

sot on making some return for thiz kind-
ness, so her parents, who had not the
faintest suspicion of her friend's person-
allty, took her o town to choo=ze BOme-
thing. Her choleo f{ell eventually upon &
gorgeously bound book.

When Dickens: the next day undid the
parcel bis small visitor brought him, he
was surprised and dellghted to sce a copy
of "David Copperfleld” .

ot umil many yeers later, when ther
miet again In soclety, dld the little gint
learn who the “kind gentleman™ was.

Our mother talked & long time with ns
the day she left us, and sald: *“This ¥
the last time I shall look on this beautiful
green grass, or lap the clear, cold water
from the pebbly brook; gand when [ say
farewell, I say it forever and aye. Bo, re-
member my last words. Be good and
faithful to your master, for he is kind to
you.” I never shall forget the look she
east upon us as she turned to give us our
last geod-bye.

Weo all cried after her untll Tncle Tas-
g0 came and told us we must control our-
sclves for “such is life) sald he, and
added: “'These heavy clouds will soon
pass Awny and we shall see the bright
sunshine. again.”

He remalned the night with us, trying
to divert our minds by telllng us a true
story of a dog that saw some thlsves
steaiing clothes that were left to dry on
the line over night, and who drovg away
the thieves and took the clothes In hisg
mouth to his kennel for mafe keeping.
Then he sald we shonld keap watch of
our master's property just the same as
d1d that falthful dog.

Sleepy and Tired.

Aflter 8 while we, began to fesl slespy
and tired, so we o}l huddled up around
TUncle Tasso, and It was the last we
knsw until morning, but as soon as ws
were awake and found our mother away,
wa felt so badly that we could not help
whining. and orying.

Presently one of the dogs on the pluce
come alopg -and sald, “Rats' At that

Unele Tasso started off and we pupples
aftar him, tumbling and turning summer-
saults over each other, but when we ar.
rived at the barn te rat had been caught
by Uncle Sport,- a finé one he waa.

Uncle Bport wnas all out of breath, but
ha managed to tell us how the rat bit him
and how he came near losing it. We
puppies looked at each other In amame-
ment, for it was the first rat we had
ever seen, and wondered !f we could
ever catch one as large as that ona. One
of my brothers said he wasn't afrald of
it, and begmn to toss it up and down,
thinking he was very brawve.

The next day a man cams and took
Uncle Rover away. He and Uncle Fldo
were brothers and play fellows, In the
afternoon we saw Uncle Fido sitting by
himself, seeming very sad, Indeed, for he
whined and locked all around for Uncla
Raover.

Some people say that dogs do not think
or have sympathy for each other, but I
heard of one that carried bones to an-
other dog that had broken his log.

One evening, just after sundown, Uncle
Tasso came to our nest and sald to us:
“You are getting to be such big dogs that
I find it uncomfortabls to sleep here any
longer. I hate been accustomed to o bed
and will sleep there hereaftar.'”

“Oh! Uncle Tasso, pleass tall us a stery
before you go,'’ we cried.

Unecle Tasso’s Story.

““Well, I'll tell you a true story about m
dog that saved the life of a little girl who
had fallen into deep water. He brought
her out safely, but left the impression of
his teeth on her arm. The tather of
the child thought the dog viclous, and or-
dered him kilied, but hfs maater sald,
“No, I will send him out of town,” which
he did

Bnme prople sald that a dog that had
done such a good deed should be free
from llcense the rest of his days, Now,
good night. When I come again I will
tall you ancther story."”

The following evening Uncle Tasso
found us walting outside our nest in the
bricht moonlight, s0 hc began the story
at onoe.

“One very dark and stormy night we
had all been in bed for hours; your mothe
er was here at that time and yoyu wero
lttle pups, Just 1arge enough to be full
of mylachlef. You wera all nestled around
rour mother. sound cxleap, dreaming, no
doubt, of rabbi'sn chipmunks, rats and
so forth. Presen’ly footsteps were heard
on the plemsn and some one took off o
window blind, aud in so doing let it fall
with a loud bang. :

“At once Bpry, a little dog we alwaya
fooked upca as worthless, barked so
loudly that they all rdn for thelr lves,
tumbling over the fence, breaking the
p'ckets and dolrg other damage. From
that night Utile Spry had the respect of
all the dogs on tho placs.”

The Prizse-Winmer,

Our master missed our mother so much
that he concltided to have another English
greyhound and sent to a dog fancier to
purchase one for him. He was willing to
pay & good price, provided the animal was
jerfect in everr way.

After a few days the man sent word
that he hagd for sale the prize dog at the
benoh show, ard would bring her arcund
the next day.

Weo were all out in the grounds in the
aftorncon pinymg, when o man cams to
the blg gate, inging with him a beauti-
ful dog. We all ran to meet her, for she
was our mother, and she looked once
mora on ths beautiful gresn grass and
drank again from the clear running
brook.—Auntle Salte, in the Brooklyn
Bagle,

Find the Pole Star.

Placs & nesdle agalnst a strong horse-
shoe magnet over night. The next morn-
Ing set the needie afloat in a basin of
water, and If the stars are shining that
avenlng carry your compass outdoors and
the needle will point out to you the beau-
ful Pole star, to which mariners very
often used to pray. Turn the needle an
much as you please, it will ever swing to
its proper position. but that position will
not be just In a line with the Nerth Pole,

Why? Because the earth is itself an
endrmous magnet, and It influences even

| slon on the lake,

within the clutches of a cat. She cast
about wildly In her mind for some occu-
pation to begin the first day. She fe-
grotted bitterly that she had not ar-
ranged some dafinite plan of compalgn.
Then her face brightened. Bhe would find
out what the children already knew.
Question followed question, touching on
divers subjects.

“Now, who knows what a skeleton 187"
asked the teacher, smiling coaxingly.

The little girl wearing the pink gingham
apron and cccuping the back seat waved
her hand wildly and worked her mouth
in frantic endeaveor to get “teacher'” to
look at her.

“Well, what is 117"

A skeloton,"” sald the tot, twisting her
apront in bher fingers, “ls &4 man who has
his Insides cutside and his cutaldes off.""—
Denver Times.

Misa Buttereup's Party.

One day, says a story-teller (n the New
York Herald, Mliss Buttercup thought
sha would like & party, so her mother sald
she might give one on the lake that even-
ing,

They sent out the invitations, written on
pleces of bark, and In the evening the
party arrived and formed into a proces-

First came Miss Pansy, who had for a
partner Mr. Butteffly; then came Miss
Clover, with Mr. Bee, and [dHes and
Dalslas and Hollyhocks and numerous
ather flowers, and, lnsects, all salling on
water lily leaves, with here and there a

His ldea of It.

In Too Much Haste.

A Hiackbird met & Squirrel one Jays
‘How 4o you de™" sald =he:
“Itut, Indeed, [ nesd not 34k you

You're well, 1 UL L
For round as apples are your cheols—
Yen, round an rognd ecan be
But, pray, slr. have you lost your tongue®
Why don't you anawer me™
The Sgul 1 amii=d a crocked amile,
hen essaymd (o speal,
When, out fell a lot of mws
And grain from eithor cheei
“Wall, I declare! the Bluckdint cried,
As off she quickly few,
T will nat stop & moment mors
With such & fraud as youl'
“ah, b the Sgulrrel said:
Had made a longer stay,
Sha'd lenrn that sqilrrels carry home
Their marketing that way
tndead!" And then he plcked
nd mralm,
n His cheels until
plump agnln.
in New York Tribune

thaly

plalnly

lat

“if ahe

grew quite
—Margaret Eyiinge

IS EVIL CAREER ENDED

Incldent of o Famous Wolf Drive..in
Which “0ld Three-Toea" Parted
With EHis Knavish Life,

Readers of "The BHoys and Girla™ page

Colonel Cary (a gentleman farmer new (o the

1 My chlck don't sesm to be doing
vary weil. |
Rube Vincont—What de ya fesd um on? |
Colonel Cary—Why, nothing: 1 thought the |
old hen gave milk enough. |

| glowworm and firefly to light up the way.
| After going some di= & up the Iaks,

they landed In a large fleld, and all =at
down to supper, with rocks for tables and

Thoy &ll nte heartily of honsy, nectar,
and for wine they drank dew.

After supper they danced and ployed to
thdir hearts’ content. Then 251 went
aboard and were rowed home, to alecd

lightly, yet wake spritely as ever.

Word Puaazle.
1l up the following blank spaces with
a word of five letters, {(ransnosing the
lotters each time so as to form a durf:nant

wns carryving a basket full

The teacher told the boy to — the

word.
The soldler, snatching & — from the
gl.‘;::d. rushed forward.
laborer — in the corn field.
Ths coolk — the apples for the ple.

Stuck to His Poat.

When It comes tb o battle o horse shows
no fear of death, no slgn of belng over-
come by panlc In all the wild tumult of
the battle’'s roar. A horse in one of our
' batteries In the Mufreeaboro fight

HOW THEY LOVE ONE ANOTHER.

“Papa {3 afrald soma man will marry ms for my money.

o —

—

Do you think anyons wouldr*

"“Somo men will do almost anything for money.”

a tiny ntedls, turning it s trifle to the
left, that s té the northwest, of the star.
It was the clever Chinese who discoversd
this simple compass,

She Dencribes It

It was the first day at school. The bell
had tapped and the littke people of the
mecondary primary were sitting upright in
thelr soats, hands properly folded and
with round eyes fixed on the new teacher,
taking & mental inventory.

Bhe was abit nervous. It was her first
school. The children made her *“Ndgety”,
they Mtared at her so hard and watohed
her so nerrowly. L

fhe began to feel like a-mouss that is

)

of the Civil Wwar was hit 2
plece of shell, which split hia
skull so that one side was loosened. Tha
driver turned him loose, byt when the
horsé saw the team he had worked with
being driven back for ammunition he ran
to his old place and galloped back with
the rest, mays "“"Our Dumb Animals"™

When an officer pushed him aside to
have another horse put in, he ased at
the new one with a mowt sotrrowful ex-
pression in his eyes. Then he seemed to
realize that the battle was no more for
him, and he walked away and Iald down
and died. The offlzer declared that It weas
A broken heart that killed him.

by

| eated

aplder webs for tablecloths and napkina, |

She -ﬂlid she could not — us any mors, |

of The Sunday Oregonlan, who perrused the
ppeared in the jaae of Sep-
tember entitled  *“Stug oy Wolt
Drive.” by M. A. Fayorft" will be Inters
In the present narrition of an in-
cident of that memorable “round-up,”
mention of which wns omitted on the SBun-
day in question becnuse of [ack of space.

It will be remembered that the ssttiers
of Grand Prairie succeeded In driving the
wolves and other wild animals inta &
small, elrcumscribed space for siaughter,
and that few of the frightinsd ¢reiiures

story which

16

| ascape. oCntinuing bis story, the author

ANyS: .
Chase of 0Old Three-Toes.
“Hat the most thrilling occurrence of
the day and which lnterested and gratified
nil the people of the country alde, was the

ETRY that
e

old, wolf
of svery sheepfold
farm around the
knew him and

capture of the Iarge
|h.--.<.l bean the terror
and pigsty on every

Omnd Praire Everybody
| hig track e b been ecpught In a
| steel trap and had we, nnd all
eftocts thus fnr had falled to secure him.

"The prople when they saw
‘Old Threc-Poos' the ring: “He'll eat
no more sheep.’ what was their dis-
appointment when saw him dash
through the lns

* *Phere, the ol thisf had outwitted us
agaln, wns the deapalring cry

*Hut no. not vet Two hrave young-
sters, on fast 11 without arms
of any kind X they
gped! but as long A« Toaw"
could be seen by the + un he
scampered over the rolling . he seemed
to be gnining oo his pursus

= *The old gray rascil {= too long-wind=d
for us!" shouted one of the boys in de-
spalr.

“ ‘But [ shall not give him up.'
other, in reply: "I see he bDeging
en.’
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eriad the
to wealk-

milea the Ind wos
An r half mile

the end of two
close upon the wall,
and he was running ove hie growling,
snapping benst, for, by time, the
panting old heast had become angry and
showad fight.

Now,' thought the determinsd youth,
‘how shall | capture this feroclous brute
without plsiol or club?T

Denth of the Wall,

*“Tha 1nd was not of the aort, especialiy
Iy with the
give up the chase, and he was, morsover,
like nil tars brought up on the
pralrie, clever of resources. Renching
down, heo seized the strap from which
was suspended one of the blg, heaavy steel
stirrups. of hia horse's saddle, and un-
buckled It. Grasping the loosened end of
the strup, he wound It about his hand
and dellvered a tremandous blow  with
the heavy stirrup upon the upturned hend
of the snarling wolf. ‘“Thres-Toss' full
aver, but, partially reguining his feet,
made a fight, unt!! again the stirrup de-
acended upon Nis head, when agnin he
went down, this time to stay, whils the
lad, pow afoaot. best out the lnst ssmblanca
of lfe from his shaggy. bloody carcass

“After a few moments’ rest, the young-
ster flung the body of the woif acrToss
lils horse's withers, and, remounting, roda
back to the ring with his prize Thera
he wnoas given a gramd recepiion, people
cheoring and running up to grasp hig
hand and congratulate him fer Raving so
pluckily rid the community of "Ofd Thrce
Toes' the most flerce and daring of all
the wild beasts destroyed ia the day's
hunt."

thin

tdvantoge he had gained. to

To Make a Doll's Bed.

A pretty &oll bad can be made from a
grsps basket. Remove tha handle and
! remlace one-third of the way from the
end., Line the bazket nestly with silko-
lina or cheese cloth, and wind the handlo
with & strip of thq same, and again with
parrow ribbon, ending in a bow at each
end of the handle Put a ruffle adged
with narrow lace, arcund the outslde of
the basiket

Inclose the short end by fastening &
ecanopy of the materinl g=ed ta handle and
olge of the basket. Fasten luce oiged
curtains to the top of the handle, draw-
Ing to elther side. where they may be
ta? with ribbon. Cover a plece of paste-
board to fit the bottom of the bosket, and
the bed Is ready for mattress, plilow, ete,
it is fine enough for the queon of all e
dolis.

Enlgma,
My first iz In drawer, but not In write;
My second Is In quarrel, but not In fight;
My third |s in all, but not In none;
My fourth !4 in waves, but not In one;
My fAfth (s In eat. but not in drink;
My sixth is In ponder, but mot in think;
| My whois is & thing to be kept In order.




