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John and Frank made a light break--,
fast before they started out to look for
Bilas and Stubs, the two missing boys.
That part of the Blue Mountains is cut
up with deep canyons, lined with towering
pines, and packed with a dense under-
growth, and Intersected with paths that
wind about with the shape of the coun-
try. Yet one who is familiar with the
general direction of these canyons and the
course of the creeks could hardly fall to
iind the way to Grand Itonde River,
which sweeps northward In a semi-circl- e,

and bursts through the east rim' of Grand
Honde Valley-Sila- s

and Stubs had never been In that
part of the country. They were lost,
or they would have reached the meeting
place. Frank was deeply concerned, as
he felt responsible for the safety of the
entire party.

"I don't understand how they could have
missed their way," he remarked to John.
"We've got to find them somehow. Fire
your gun and perhaps they may hear.

John fired his gun, but only the echo
of the report was heard reverberating up
and down the canyons.

They then derided to return to the point
of separation and, if no traces were
found, to continue back to camp. Care-
fully they retraced their steps, firing sig-

nals at intervals, until they reached the
place where they had separated the day
before. Not a trace of the missing boys
was found on the way. At the camp they
were surprised to find
and Indian scout, and well known member
of the Cayuse tribe, living on the n.

He was on his way to the
old camp ground at the head of Mill
Creek, about three miles from La Grande,
with his squaws and ponies for a Fall
hunting and fishing expedition. Seeing
the camp he stopped over for the night.
The boys quickly told him In jargon that
their "tillicums" (companions) were lost
and they wanted him to help find them.

"Nah-wlt-k- a, six!" exclaimed Cut-Mou- th

out of the corner of his mouth.
His disfigurement was caused by a bullet
plowing Its way through his jaw. He as-

sured them that he would help find the
missing boys.

All three climbed a tall cliff overlooking
the surroundings for many miles. Cut-Mou- th

shaded his eyes with his right hand
as he swept the mountains in every di-

rection. Suddenly he pointed off toward
the southwest The boys looked, also,
but saw nothing. Cut-Mou- th said he saw
smoke and, looking closer, the boys made
out a slight line rising about seven miles
distant over toward the head of Grand
Rondo River. Presently they heard the
faint report of a gun.

"That's the boys," exclaimed John and
Frank, in delight. They returned to camp,
and all three started out on
ponies, the Indian leading the way.

But we must now return and follow the
fortunes of Silas and Stubs after they
separated the day before.

For several hours they followed what
they supposed was the right direction to-

ward the meeting place. Signs of big
game were seen. Silas happened to glance
up the side of the canyon where, on a
bare spot, stood a fine buck, a doe and
a fawn. They were too far for a good
shot.

"We'll crawl around to the east and
get a crack at that big fellow," .whispered
Stubs.

"All right," replied Silas, "but we must
be mighty careful, or we'll get lost In this
country. You know what Frank said."

"O, we can take care of ourselves," said
Stubs In a low voice, as he cautiously
parted the brush on one side of the path.
They worked themselves through the un-

derbrush to within 75 yards of the deer,
when the wary animals caught the scent,
but Stubs quickly took aim and fired. The
big buck turned clear over, but was on
his feet in an instant and crashing
through the brush with Stubs and Silas
after him.

"We've got him, sure," exclaimed
Stubs, quivering with excitement and
plunging through, the brush.

On they went for at least a mile, not
noting the direction, but following the
crashing of the brush as the wounded deer
tried to escape. Too excited to observe
their surroundings they ran onward, com-
ing at last to an open place on the side
of the canyon that was covered with
shale rock. Both were close together.
They had hardly reached the middle of
the shale, which extended far up the side
of the mountain, when an avalanche of
broken stones started to slide. Both were
carried down the mountain side with the
torrent into the deep canyon, where they
were half buried and badly bruised.

"Hello, Silas," exclaimed Stubs, "arc
you alive?"

"Yes," came faintly from Silas, as he
pulled himpelf from under the rocks and' debris of the avalanche.

They found themselves at the bottom of
a deep canyon, and could see no way to
get back. It was not wise to follow up
the path of the shale avalanche, as that
would start another slide. All traces of
the deer had been lost, but they did not
mind that, as they were more anxious to
get out of their predicament than to find
the game.

They decided to push on up the canyon,
and started at once. Forcing their way
through the undergrowth for about 100
yards, they came to a path, beaten
through the brush. It seemed to be a
way forced through the dense growth by
wild animals.

"We'll keep on In this path," said Silas,
"it'll lead us somewhere."

"I believe we ought to go the other
way," replied Stubs, "we don't know a
thing about this path."

"Well, we've got to meet Frank and
John up there at the point, and I think
we can reach It this way," Silas answered.

On they went, following the path for
three miles. It wound around the can-
yons, but the boys were so Intent on
reaching the meeting place that they
failed to notice, that they were being led
off toward the southwest.

They became aware, too, that they were
being followed by some beast, which kept
out of sight. Often tlwy heard It behind
them, and then in the brush to one side.

"Silas," exclaimed Stubs, "look out,
there6 a panther after ns. I saw him
just behind me. I'll shoot If I get a
chance at the beast."

At that moment the brute sprang across
the path between the thoroughly startled
boys. The animal had made a dash at
Stubs, just missing him. He did, however,
strike him on the shoulder with, his claw,
tearing his coat sleeve off and badly lac-
erating his shoulder.

They were further alarmed to notice
that the sun was setting while they were
still In the narrow path that seemed to
have no end The panther had kept in the
background after the first plunge, but
could be heard In the brush, slinking
stealthily along. Once he managed to
get ahead, but Silas, with a quick shot,
sent him to the rear again.

With the increasing darkness the beast
grew bolder. As they reached an open-ln- g

in the brush they decided that it was
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MAGIC

TUB WATER WILL TURN TO A MILKY HUE.

You can astonish your little friends by a very rlmple trick that will not seem at all simple to them, and at the same time
perform a most interesting experiment with very little trouble. Select some evening when several of your little playmates
are together, at a party at your home, for instance, and offer to turn a glass of water Into milk by breathing Into It. Of
course, they will not believe tnat you can do It. and will make all kinds of fun at your boast of being able to. When you
have their curiosity sufficiently aroused, excuse yourself from the room and get your "magic" apparatus together.

You will need eome lime water, a long piece of glass and an ordinary glass tumbler. If you have no lime water in the
house you can get enough for a few pennle3 at any drug store. Half a. pint la more than enough for your trick. You can
get the piece of glass from any old broken pane you can find. A piece three Inches long and narrow enough to enter the
tumbler at Its widest part will do.

Fill the tumbler with the lime water and bring it into the room where your friends are assembled. Place It upon the
table before them where they can all see It. but do not allow any of them to taste It. Tell your friends that the magic
properties of your breath will charge the water Into milk, and then breathe frequently Into the tumbler, stirring It con-

stantly with a piece of glass. The perfectly transparent lime water will a.sume a milky hue, and then as you keep breath-
ing Into it It will finally grow white, closely resembling skimmed milk, amid the applause of your friends.

Now. you can explain that your magic breath being combined with the water In the glass will. In a few minutes, produco
chalk. Let the tumbler remain perfectly quiet for a time whlla you and your companions play some other game, and upon
looking at It later you will and that a layer of real chalk has been deposited In the bottom of the glass.

too dark to go further that night. Fury
thermore, the two boys were completely
lost. They had stumbled along through
the thick timber in the gathering du&k,
hunted by the fierce beast, until they were
bewildered and confused. j

"It's too dangerous to go further to-
night. That panther would track us and
jump on us In the darkness. We'll start
o fiio hvro nnd enonil tVin Tllfrlt SUIT- - I

gestcd Silas.
With that they began gathering dry

twigs for a fire. Silas was striking a
match when he heard a cry from Stubs
who was off to one side. It was not quite
dark, and Silas made out the dark body
of the panther gliding from a log. It
spring on Stubs, knocking him to the
ground, and was in the act of dragging
him Into the brush, when Silas discharged
his carbine at the beast. It gave a fear-
ful scream that echoed in the timber far
and near, and, dropping Stubs, sprang
into the brush. Without stopping to as-
certain the seriousness of Stubs' wounds,
Silas hastily started a fire and heaped
It up with pine knots. He knew well
that a big fire was the only protection

, they could have against the panther, that
seemea aeterminea on carrying on one 01
the boys.

Stubs had been knocked senseless by
the animal. On examination Silas found
that the claws of the beast had unk
deeply Into Stubs' shoulder, but he could
do nothing for his friend at that moment.
It would never do for the fire to die out,
and he had to keep an eye on the panther.
He knew not what moment the beast
would make a dash, and so stood ready
for him with loaded gun. Occasionally he
discharged his gun Into the brush in the
direction of the crackling noise the crea-
ture was making.

Stubs moaned In pain, and- - slowly re-
gained consciousness. He lay in a stupor
until nearly midnight, when he roused
up, much to the relief of anxious Silas.
His wounds were painful and he was
helpless, hardly being able to move. Silas
hastily bound up the wounded shoulder
and made him as comfortable as possible,
with one eye all the while on the fire
and the other on the lookout for the
beast.

Later on his weariness overcame him
and he fell asleep. The fire died down.
The panther saw his opportunity, and
sprang at the helpless boys, alone in the
great forest. But he made a miscalcula-
tion, and landed right in the hot ashes
and dying embers. He was burned so
badly that he aroused the boys with an-
other bloodcurdling scream, and sprang
clear into the brush with his toasted
feet. Silas quickly replenished the fire,
upbraiding himself for his carelessness.

Stubs slept on through the night, with
Silas watching with his gun in his hands.
The panther also kept vigil from the
brush, not venturing to attack the boys
again until nearly daybreak, when Silas
had dropped Into another doze. The pan
ther was quick to notlco him, and made
a spring, but Silas was aroused by" the
noise, and Just as the animal launched
himself at them, Silas met him with a
bullet, which tore Its way through the
head of tho animal and the huge beast
rolled over just beside Silas.
It was indeed a lucky shot. The big"

slug, carried by the Spencer
carbine, entered the mouth of the panther
and tore Its way through the back of
his head. It was some minutes before
the beast ceased Its death struggles.

Morning dawned. It had. Indeed, been
a long and eventful night, full of terrors.
Stubs was very weak, and still In pain.
Silas was tired and worn, but glad that
the panther was done with. Still the
boys could not forget that they were lost
and that their situation was a dangerous
one. They had no idea where they were,
and Stubs was unable to travel. Silas
succeeded In shooting a fine fat grouse,
on which they made a good breakfast.
Both felt better after the meal, but Stubs
was still too weak to move about. Sllaa
built a big fire and covered it with pine
boughs, which caused a great smoke to
rise. He'then fired his gun several times
as a signal of distress.

At 12 o'clock Cut-Mou- th John suddenly
appeared in the little clearing, folldwed
by Frank and John.

"Cll-hl-a- (How do you do!)" said tho
famous scout, as he took In the rituation
and noted the huge panther dead a few
feet off, and Stubs lying near the fire.

The Indian quickly gathered some
medicinal leaves, which he bound on
Stubs' wounded shoulder. Then John got
some water, and made hot coffee,
and In a short time all were in a condi-
tion to travel. Stubs and Silas were

BREATH: A PARTY

placed on the ponies, and by 3 o'clock in
the afternoon were safely at the Rock
Creek camp.

Cut-Mou- John consented to stay with
the boys for the rest of their hunting
trip. As for Stubs, he soon recovered
from the rough handling the panther had
given him. The Indian skinned the two
bears, and the panther, and was allowed
to take the skins, much to his delight.
I need not follow the fortunes of the

youthful hunters further. They stayed
their full vacation, shot deer and elk. and
returned home, after having had tho

WHY SO FEW OF THEM ARE IN
MARY

Of course, you all know that a very
great many years ago nil good children
had fairy godmothers. Even If you don't
know It, It must be so, for so very many
people who write about things say so, and
people who write about things know every

j single thing there Is to know, especially
j me.

In those days of which I write one little
girl namo Mary Emma had a fairy god-

mother who was very absent-minde- In-

deed, she was so absent-minde- d at times
that she forgot she was a fairy godmother
at all, and so, instead of help Mar Emma
make her fortune, as, of course, she should
have done, she Just stayed at home and
kept house just like any one else. In
fact, If It had not been for Mar' Emma
herself, the fair' godmother might have j

forcotten that she had a coddauEhter. but
every once and a while Mary Emma would"

HOW

TRICK.

mIMC?S

ABSENT-MINDE- D FAIRY GODMOTHER

EXISTENCE TODAY-LIT-TLE

EMMA'S ADVENTURE.

finest hunting expedition of their lives.
On parting from Cut-Mou- John, that

Indian said: (Good
friends)."

He even offered to provide all four
boys with wives out of his superabun-
dance, but they declined his exceedingly
generous orrer. They returned home and
entered school for the Winter, under
charge of Professor Morgan, of blessed
memory. Two of the boys have long since
passed away, but Silas and Frank often
get together and never fall to talk over
this bis hunt In the Blue Mountains In

!, TA ATTH!? "T "IVCT.T.e!

wink her left foot three times, which
would immediately summon the fairy god-

mother to her side.
Mar' Emma did not want anything at

all, but she was a very far-seei- little
girl .and she knew that some time she
might want something, and If her fairy
godmother did not have some practice,
sho might forget what It meant when
Mar Emma winked her left foot three
times, and never come at all! By the way,
you can always tell whether or not you
have a fairy godmother by Just trying
that. If a fairy godmother with a sugar-lo- af

hat and a long wand does not appear
as soon as you have winked your left foot
three times, then you haven't any.

Well, one day Mar' Emma decided that
illft txrfiQ nlfl nnnnrh trt fn ritif anrl crt--

her fortune, so off she went. She had on
her very best frock, a nice lunch In her
basket, and she felt sure she was going

to find a very nice fortune, Indeed. She
left her mother stoning cherries on the
back porch and walked on and on and
on. until aho had gono farther than she
had ever gone before. After a while she
entered a deep forest. She had been quite
hot and cross In the sun, but it was de-
lightfully cool in the forest under the
great trees, and she thought that seeking
one's fortune was Just heaps of fun.

Mary Emma was going along singing at
the top of her voice, when all at once she
turned a corner of the forest, and there
were three robbers lying In wait for her.
My! But she was frightened! She winked
her left foot three times just as hard a3
ever she could, and her fairy godmother
appeared, rubbing her eyes and looking
very cross, for she had just been taking
a nice nap when she had been so suddenly
awakened. The robbers were Just about
to rob Mary Emma of her lunch basket
when her fairy godmother appeared, but
as soon as they saw her they all stepped
back a few paces, clenched their teeth,
and said. "Foiled!"

"Oh, please change those dreadful rOb-hAr-.Q

!ntn cnmAthlnc mi'VI" rf Tlfmv
j Emma. Her fairy godmother looked very
I severely at the robbers and waved her

wand. "Why didn't they change?" asked
Mar Emma, and then she looked around
and saw that her fairy godmother had
changed herself Into a bicycle by mistake.

"Oft, dear me!" said the bicycle. "What-
ever shall I do now? I must have used
the wrong magic formula, and now those
horrid robbers will steal me." The rob-
bers all unclenched their teeth and said,
"At Inst!" They were Just about to steal
the bicycle, when Mary Emma Jumped on
It and rode off as fast as she could ride.
The robbers ran after her, called to her
to stop, but she kept on. Mary Emma did
not know how to ride a bicycle, but you
know this was a fairy godmother bicycle.
and so, of course, it could keep Itself right
side i! p.

Mar7 Emma soon rode the bicycle out
of the forest, and then It wanted to stop
and rest a while, for It said it was not
used to being a bicycle and was complete-
ly tired out.

"Nonsense!" said Mary Emma. "The
Idea of a bicycle' getting tired! I never
heard of such a thing!" and she rode on
faster than ever. Just as the bicycle was
getting so very tired that It did not know
what to do, they crossed a little bridge
over a running brook. You all know that
when anything that has been enchanted
crosses a running brook it turns back to
its former shape at once. Well, as soon
as they had crossed this brook the bicycle

THE MEADOW

changed back again, and Mary Emma
found herself on the back of her fairy
godmother's neck. "Get ott the back of
my neck at once!" cried the fairy god-
mother, crossly, for she was very tired
from being a bicycle. "You ought to be
ashamed of yourself a great, big girl like
you sitting on the back of an old lady like
me! Sit on the back of your own neck.

TO MAKE A PIN ORGAN.

DRAW THE IIATM X ALONG THE RO W OF PIXS.

ICo doubt many of our readers are accomplished musicians, and play beautifully on tho piano, violin, banjo or other musical
Instruments. Of course, almost a,l of our little friends, can sng, and do Gin?, too, at school and Sunday 6chool. and we feel
eure that they are all very fond o I music Many of them, while very fond of Instrumental music of different kinds, have no
chance to play on any Instrument.

Here is an Instrument which you can all make, land which, while It will not be a very elaborate one, or a rival to your
mamma's piano or the church organ, will clve you lots of pleasure and a sense of satisfaction at havlns your own self made
something that will really play tunes when you wish to render an Instrumental selection. Eesldcs this. It will greatly develop
your car for music, and so be of lasting benefit to you.

Take a soft pine board about three feet long and one foot wide and make a heavy line down the center In lead pencil. Get
a box of large pins and a light hammer, and your equipment is complete Drive the pins In the board along the line down the
center, having the pins about of an Inch apart. When the line Is full of pins you are ready to tune 5 our organ.

Take a long pin. a hatpin, for In- - stance, and with Its point bend slightly the first pin on the line. Then let It fly back, and
you will find that It will give out a distinct musical note. JCow you must decide what tune you want to play on your organ.
When you have selected your tune you can go ahead.

The further the pin Is driven Into the board the higher the note It will give out when touched by the hatpln. You must
rely on your car in driving the pin various distances into tho board, trying each one after each few taps of the hammer.
You will find It better to drive the first pin half way Into the wocd. for. as rome of tho notes you will want will be very
low. It will be necessary to have some of the pins driven in but a. very little way.

When you. have finished you can ilay a tune by simply drawing your hatpin along the line of pins. You can pick out other
pieces easily enough after you have become accustomed to the various notes the sins make when struck, and with a llttlo

you can play almost any simple melody on your pin organ.

If you want to!" Mary Emma got down
at once. Then she found that they were
hungry. They sat down by the side of
the road and began to eat the lunch that
Mary Emma had In her basket.

They ate and rested and rested and ato
until the lunch was all gone. Then Mary
Kmma said: "Why don't you change this
lunch basket Into a coach, so wo can get
In and ride? I don't like this walking
about while I am making my fortune."
The fairj- - godmother said tint she would
do that before Mary Emma could spell
"Jack Robinson" backward In German,
and then she laughed so hard at Mary
Emma while she was trying to spell
"Jack Robinson" that way that sho very
absent-mindedl- y forgot what sho was
about, and at the same time that she
turned the lunch basket Into a coach she
turned herself and Mar- - Emma into two
splendid coach horses. Mnry Emma was
very angry when she found herself har-
nessed to the coach and helping her fairy
godmother draw It along the road. "Now.
Just see what you'vo done," she cried. "I
do declare you oui;ht to keep your wits
about you more. How are we ever going
to get out of this?" Just then the Prince
of that country and a lot of courtiers
came along riding on oxen, for thero
were no horses In that country.

When the Prince saw the two splendid
horses drawing this superb coach along
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the road he was delighted. He had never
seen any horses before, but he had seen
pictures of them In his natural history
book, and so, of course, he knew what
they were at once. He got In the coach
and drove the horses all the way to his
father's palace. The horses were just as
angry as they could be, and they told
the Prince he was no gentleman to make
ladies draw him along the rond in a
coach like that. The Prince said they
must not dare to talk that way to a real
Prince, and that they were not ladies,
anyway, but only horses, and that if they
didn't behave themselves and trot along
nicely, he would hit them with his whip.

"Oh, Just you wait until we cross a
running brook, and if I don't change you
Into a list year's mince pie. you may
have my gold spectacles!" said the fairy
godmother. The Princo thought that per-
haps there might be something in that,
so he dro-- e them over roads that did not
cross running brooks.

When they came to tho palace the King,
the Prince's father, was as pleased as he
could be, and said that tho Prince was
just the dearest boy that ever lived.. "You
can have the coach," he said, "but send

the horses to my stablo and give them
some oats."

"Oats. Indeed!" said Mary Emma. "I'll
have you understand I never ato an oat
in my life, and. what 13 more, I am not
going to any old stable, cither."

Then as soon as they were unharneBsed
from the coach sho and her fairy god-
mother started to run, but just as they
had gone a few steps they crossed a
water pipe full of running water that led
to the palace, and they Immediately

J turned Into their proper shapes again.
Then the lung was furious.

"What do you mean," he shouted, "by
changing yourselves into something elso
when you are the only horses I have? I
never heard of such conduct! Change
yourself back Into horses again at once!"

"I will do no such thing," said the fairy
godmother. "If you think I am. going to
live in a stable and eat oats, you are very
much mistaken.

"Selzo them and cast them into the
deepest dungeon!" cried the King to his
army. The army got ready to seize them,
and then Mar Emma and her fairy god-

mother were frightened almost to death.
"I guess maybe wo had better change

back to horses after all," said the fairy
godmother.

"I guess maybe wo had," said Mary Em-
ma. So, just as the army was about to
seize them, 'the fair' godmother waved
her wand, but she did it so absent-minded- ly

that instead of changing herself and
Mary Emma she changed the whole army
Into horses, and they Immediately began
to eat grass. The King was delighted at
this, because now he had enough horses
to stock his whole kingdom, and, besides,
he owed the army two years' wages, and
now he would never have to pay them.

All this time the Prince had been star-
ing at Mary Emma just as hard as be
could stare, and now he dropped on one
knee and told her that ho thought she
was the very sweetest girl he had ever
seen, and that he would like her to be hl3
Princess at once and for evermore. Mary
Emma said that she didn't mind, for she
had always wanted to be a Princess, and
the King said they had better hurry "P
about it, for dinner was almost ready and
he was hungry. So they were married at
once, and then they all decided that they
had better send the fairy godmother home
as fast as she could go, for fear she would
absent-minded- ly change them all into
something else. The fairy godmother was
getting homesick, so she Hew off in a
hurry, and the rest lived happy ever after.

When the fairy godmother got home ehe
called a convention of all the fairy god-

mothers in the world, and told them all
about the way she had been treated. They
all said it was perfectly shameful and that
they were a very nuch abused class of
people. Most of them went out of busi-
ness right there and then: that is why
there are so very few fairy godmothers
about today.

"Haven't you found the nursing bottle
yet. Airred?"

"Oh. yes. but I've mislaid the baby!"
Fligende Blatter.

Come with me while the dew Is fresh
on the low-lyi- meadows. Far away,
fresh and clear, it comes on the morning
air:

J-
-

This is as close to the meadow lark's
whistle as' It can be written. It i3 an
easy series of notes to whistle when you
are familiar with It in nature, but wh?n
written the proper emphasis and value
cannot be given. The only Instrument
which can imitate birds songs and whls-- i
ties Is the human voice. Even then, thot
imitator must be thoroughly familiar)
with the bird In it3 everyday life. He.
must know the peculiar, vibrant and mel-

ancholy timbre which so many birds havoi
In their songs, and he must know its
value. There Is a second call which Is,
used by the larks. This call is heard
most frequently during the breeding sea-

son. It is a peculiar low chattering and
cannot be expressed In written music.

The call notes given above always
bring to memory wide, open stretches of
upland or long, narrow bits of meadow
lying near water courses. In Spring' and
Summer the call of the meadow lark is
given with a dash and brilliancy that
make you know the mating season Is at
hand. In Fall and Winter, when the sun
is bright, you may hear the same song,
only it Is sung in a low, subdued manner.
You might say he almost whispers it to
himself as ho takes a sunbath on tho
top of some tree.

Somo morning Jn early Summer let us
follow his song. We hear it again and
again from the high gras3 ahead of us.
There! see him? He started out of tho
rank grass just ahead. Notice his flight
carefully; it 13 different from that of
most of our birds. Tho wings do not
seem to strike the air with any down-
ward motion, as is common with most
birds, but they appear to be qulckly
drawn close to the body and then sudden-
ly expanded horizontally. It makes hia
flight have a peculiar, jerky appearance.
When he has gained somo momentum, he
sails a short distance, then uses his winga
again; thus ho flies heavily, alternately
using his wing3 and sailing. As ho risea
from the ground he spreads his tail tc
its full extent, showing the white on its
outer edges.

Mark the spot where tho bird arose,
for that la the tonly way you can find
the carefully concealed nest. You will

.usually discover the nest In high grass
and, as it Is often arched over. It Is al-

most Invisible to the quickest eye. Often
a slight depression is used in which to
place the nest, thus making It appear
more on a level with the surroundins
surface. It is so cunningly placed that
you might walk over it a hundred tlme3
and never see It.

The nest is a rather bulky affair and
is composed of grass and weed stems
loosely woven together. I have found
nests, and when I wished to return to
them they seemed to have disappeared.
I have hunted over and over the ground,
but to no purpose. The only method I
have been able to use in relocating these
nests after once discovering them Is to
put a small stake near. The egg3 are five
or six in number and are whlt, moro
or less thickly spotted with reddish
brown. They measure about an inch In
length each.

The larks are moro numerous In tho
lowlands lying near large streams dur-
ing tho Summer and early Fall months.
As Winter approaches they form In loosa
flocks of from five to 20 Individuals and
seek tho high ridge fields. They rarely
como about the houses or barns, but lova
the open stretchespf cultivated fields and
meadows.

During somo severe weather several
Winters past, a small flock came Into my
cattlo barn. Tho cold and deep snowj
had subdued them and they fed among:
the cattlo and hogs. A3 tho "cold spell
lasted for almost a week, they became!
quite tame, and I hoped they would stay
about tho house. A few bright, warm
davs. and the snow beuan to show brown
patches of earth here and tlrere, and my
larks went back to tho wide neids wnicn
were their true homes. For the first few
days they did not go far from, the barn
to feed, and I often heard their subdued
whistling from tho treetops near at nana.
In the cold of Winter it was pleasant to
have their soft music, which was so sug-"-1

gestlve of the whisperings of love In na-
ture as tho sun comes northward. W
had no moro severe weather that Winter,
and I never saw tho larks again.

Like most blrd3 which live on th
ground, the lark's back Is an exquisite
mottling of browns and blacks. Indeed,
his back harmonizes so well with the
ground on which he feeds that, unless ha
turned hl3 bright yellow breast toward
you, you would not be able to see him.
How wonderfully nature fits all her chll
dren for their environment! Tho longei
you study nature, the more wonderful it
all seems, birds in widely different famil-
ies having the same haunts and showing
very much the same markings to mako
them Invisible. A lark's back markings
are much tho same a3 those of tho anipa
or the partridge; and yet tho lark Is. a
first cousin to the blackbird and tho or-

iole.
There is no necessity of giving a de-

tailed description of this well-know- n

bird, for he is found commonly over a
largo area of the United States. HI3
bright yellow breast with its black throat-ban- d

and his cheery whistle are known to
ever- - farmer boy, while too many hunter
uso the bird for target practice.

It Is a great pity that the larks are n
better protected by our farmers, for they
are the farmer's best friends. They eat
no fruit or vegetables which the farmer"
prizes, and do not Injure the grain or
grass seed. Their main diet is grubs and
insects which live in tho open fields and
meadows and arc sure to injure growing
crops. JAMES SPEED.
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nnJy Stars A Child's Sons.
The so'uls of little girls who die
God sets up shlnlns In the sky.
Hut what becomes of little boj-3-

I ask of nurse, and she replies
That little boys ara born without
Jut born to scuflle and to shoat.
To play rough games, hit hard, and die.
I'm glad I'm not a little boy.
I think I'd llku to be a star.
If God would set me not too far
Away from Daddy so that I
Might send him klFses from the sky.
And shine upon his bed at night
With such a lovely little light;
And If he felt too lonely there,
I'd unwind all my golden hair.
And make a little shining stair.
For him to climb and tit by me
Oh. Lads, how lovely that would be!
And. perhaps, if I asked God for you.
He'd change you to a star, dear, too.

Richard Le Galllenne In Harper's.

A Generous Hostess.
"Our cook didn't break a dish while she

lived with us; but we had to buy new ones
when she left."

"How was that?"
"Oh. we think that every time any ot

her friends visited ho- - she gave them
souvenirs." Detroit Free Presa.


