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are just hens eggs," said
THEY toploftlcally.

no, Busser, Easter eggs."
Little Sister showed them proudly one
pin, one green and one mottled.

"Where'd you find them?" asked Buster.
,Thcre., and Little Sister pointed to a

corner of the porch.
Buster pulled the nest of hay to pieces.
"Uncle Fred put them there," he af-

firm ed.
"Uncle Fwed did not" Little Sister's

eyes were moist, so Buster stopped teas-
ing.

They sat down on the porch and rolled
the eggs to each other. The gray kitten
hit the pink egg with her paw and
knocked It off the porch with a crash.
Little Sister's face gathered into puck-
ers, but cleared as Buster suggested,'"Let's eat It."

So they shared It. Buster ,and Little
Sister and the kitten the kitten coming
for certain dyed portions of the white,
about which Buster, with wis--do-

had his doubts.
"Wabbitts eggs," went on Little Sister,

continuing the interrupted argument. Her
face had acquired by this time a mustache
of yellow, which gave her a rakish air.

"Who told you?" asked Buster, unbeliev-
ing still.
. "Uncle Fwed. An' when the 'ittle wab-blt- s

want to get out they jus stick their
ears up, and the shells go 'pop.' "

Little Sister Illustrated dramatically with
a clap of her hands.

"Huh," said Buster, "they Just don't.
Bunnlklns never laid an egg in his life."

Bunnlkins was the children's pet rabbit.
''Let's go and show him our eggs," sug-

gested Little Sister.
So they went down the steps and across

the green lawn to the edge of the gar-
den, where Bunnlklns lived in a very com-
fortable little house.

Bunnlklns was eating some very green
and very tender lettuce, but as the chil-
dren approached he hunched himself so-

ciably up to the side of his hutch, work-
ing his little nose with an inquiring air.

Little Sister took the mottled egg out
of her basket and held It up. "Look, Bun-
nlklns," she said. Bunnlklns looked at
the egg, and then at Little Sister, and
then he winked deliberately.

"Now, what does he mean by that?"
said Buster.

Again Bunnlklns winked, this time
bringing the thin white lid entirely, over
his pink eye and popping it open quickly.

"Did you ever lay an egg, Bunnlklns?"
asked Little Sister, anxiously.

Apain, and for the third time Bunnl-
klns winked.

Buster began to weaken.
"Do you suppose he knows anything

about it?" he asked Little Sister.
"Of tourse he does," said that small

woman, triumphantly. "Uncle Fwed said
so."

But after that third wink they could get
nothing out of Bunnlklns, for he went
back to eat a small and yellow carrot,
and would pay no attention to them.

That evening, however, just at dusk. In
the hour, which the children were allowed
to play before bedtime. Buster and Little
Sister sat In one corner of the porch.
Buster with his soldiers and Little Sister
with her doll, when across the lawn a lit-
tle white figure came hopping, hopping.

"Bunnlkins Is out again," remarked
Buster.

It was one of Bunnlklns favorite pas-
times to push open the door of his house
and take nightly rambles, and as he did
no great harm, he was allowed to do as
he pleased.

Instead of going straight for the garden
as usual Bunnlklns came up close to the
porch, and then the two children heard a
small, wee whisper.

"Come on and find out about the Easter
eggs."

"What?" asked Buster, loudly.
And "What?" said Little Sister, in k

timid, tiny voice.
"Come on and find out about the Eastd.

eggs," repeated the small voice, and then
they saw that It was Bunnlkins who was
speaking.

"But" began Buster, but Bunnlkins
was hopping away from them so rapidly
that Buster, full of curiosity, took Little
Sister by the hand, and away they ran
after the rabbit.

Down the garden path they went, and
up the hill beyond, and Into the orchard.
The peach trees were showing their small
pink buds, and the grass was green and
tender. Under a gray old apple tree
Bunnlkins stopped.

"If you will stay here and wait." he
said, "I will show you where the Easter
feggs come from."

"I didn't know you could talk, Bunnl-
klns," said Buster.

"There are a great many things you

FREDDIE'S
Freddie Semon's mother had

LITTLE him his goodnight kiss and
down stairs, and as he pulled

the cover up under his chin he dream-
ily thought how nice It was to have a
mother, and how particularly nice to have
one like him. Then his mind wandered
off to the conversation at the table a few
hours before when his Uncle Robert, re-

cently returned from a trip to Yellow-
stone Park, had told of his adventures
(whlle there. The discourse had been very
interesting to Freddie, and his thoughts
were full of geysers, bears and buffaloes.

He was Just wondering if he would ever
visit that enchanted land when he was
startled by a loud voice saying:

"Now, then, you young fellow! this Is
the fourth time I've called you this morn-
ing. Are you going to stay abed all day?"

"I beg your pardon," said Freddie, sit-
ting up in bed and gazing with astonished
.eyes at a hugo bear dressed In a swallow-ta- ll

coat, and sporting a diamond stud in
his capacious shirt front, "but I'm suTe
this Is the first time I've been called. To
tell the truth, I have just this minute got-
ten in bed."

"Rubbish!" said the bear. "You've been
in bed long enough In all conscience, and
if I haven't called you four times I cer-

tainly Intended to, which amounts to the
same thing. Come now, dress in a hurry,
pr you won't get anything to eat at all, for
at this place we all have bear appetite.
I'll help you to get your clothes on."

Freddie Jumped out of bed, wondering
how the bears ever got Into tho house,
and then noted with surprise that he wals
In a strange room. Glancing from the
window, he saw a great forest which stood
where the home of his little friend, Tom-
my, ought to have been.

"Well, I'm Jiggered!" exclaimed Fred-
die, who had a few such expressions for
special occasions, unknown to his mother.

In the meantime the bear was doing his
best to dress him and making a poor job
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don't know. Buster." said Bunnlkins, and
Buster felt very Ignorant indeed.

"Rabbits can speak from 6 In the even-
ing until midnight of the night before
Easter Sunday," continued Bunnlklns,
"but as a rule they don't take the trou-
ble."

While Bunnlklns talked there was a
rustling In the dried grasses along the
edge of the fence. Onccor twice the
children thought they saw a flash of white.
Bunnlklns left them and went over to the
fence, and soon he came out with a large
Belgian hare. The two seemed to argue
about something, but at last Bunnlklns
came back to the children.

"You can stay," he said. "Only don't
talk."

Then again he went away, and they
heard his voice calling.

"MolUe Cottontail. Mollle Cottontail."
From all the crannies and nooks of the

orchard hundreds of voices took up the
cry.

"Molly Cottontail! Molly Cottontail!"
The sound grew louder and louder, until
at last a sprightly brown hare bounded
out into the orchard, her little white tall
showing plainly In the young light of the
moon. Instantly she was surrounded by
rabbits; wild ones andXtame ones, all
crowding and pushing and asking ques-
tions.

"Now do be still." said Molly Cottontail,
"and stop pushing."

"But Molly, Molly Cottontail, tell us
about the hens," shrieked a small mal-te- se

rabbit, which Bueter recognized, as
belonging to Teddle Smith of the next
farm.

"The hens, my dear Bluette. are all
standing on one leg, sound asleep, with
their heads under their wings, dreaming.
Even the rooster is quiet at last."

"Then we can go now?" was the ex-
cited question.

"Yes," answered Molly Cottontail; "get
in line, and then on to the biddies."

In a moment every little rabbit was
whisked Into line, and away they went,
hopping and humping .down the hill and
into the henhouse door.

Several minutes passed and thp children
talked together in awed tones, and then a
little brown head peered out of the hen-
house door, and another, and another.
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and at last the "line was again formed,
and they started up the hill.

But there was something funny about
the way they came. They wobbled and
fell out of the line, and once Bluette
rolled back, and had to be pushed up by
the Belgian hare, and as they came
closer Buster and Little Sister saw that
each rabbit had an egg In front of It
which It was pushing up the hill with
both paws. It was slow work, but at
last thej all reached the top, and the
eggs were rolled together In one big heap.

"Is the kettle ready, Mrs. Jackrabblt?"
asked Molly Cottontail of an old gray
rabbit

"All ready," announced Mrs. Jackrabblt
and she led the way to an old iron kettle
that had stood In the orchard for years.

h

or It Presently a scratch caused Freddlo
to reject his attention with the remark
that bears wore their claws too long for
convenience. The bear resented this.

"I want you to understand that I cut
my claws twice a week, on Tuesdays and
Saturdays, and I'm sure you don't cut
yours any oftener."

"Right you are," said Freddie, as he
completed his toilet by smoothing down
his hair with his hands. "I .cut mine only
once a week."

"Humph!" growled the bear. "Well,
you're all dressed now, so cctne along to
breakfast" With this he opened the door
and led the way down a long corr'dor
which was rather full of bears of all sizes
dressed In the latest fashion, and all hur-
rying In one direction, which Freddie
guessed to be toward the dining-roo-

"Excuse me," he said to his guide, "but
don't you rave any people here?"

"People," grumbled the bear, "what
kind of people?"

"Whj Just people, you know," said
Freddie, "like me."

The bear stopped, felt around In his
coat-ta- ll pocket and drew forth an im-
posing pair of spectacles which he placed
carefully on his nose. Then he looked
at Freddie. "Well, bless my soul if it
isn't a boy! My eye sight is gottlng
.worse and worse never would have be-
lieved It hum-hum- !" Muttering to him-
self the bear disappeared down a side
passage, leaving Freddie to look out for
his own affairs. And Freddie was con-
siderably frightened, but he thought the
best thing to do was to try to make
friends, so approaching a fat, Jolly-looki-

bear he said: "If you please, sir, will you
I tell me the name of this hotel?"

"Certainly," replied the bear, without
j looking up from the newspaper he was

reading, "the Bruins' Resort of Yellow-
stone Park."

"Yellow Stone Park! Js this really It?
Say, will you tell me where to find the
wild animals, the buffaloes and bears

i

THE 23, 1902.

w3 M Jmrt yKrrftm
XT Va0Bfi

It was full of cold water, and there was
a board set up against it, and up this the
rabbits pushed the eggs and dropped
them very carefully Into the water.
When all were. in. they lighted the sticks
under the kettle and then they sat down
to wait.

Bunnlklns came over to Buster and Lit--
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Talking to Bnnnllcln.

tie Sister. The eggs were bobbing up
and down in the kettle, and the steam
was rising.

"I am afraid vou won't ho rihl tn ctnv
Wo have to let them cool beforo, we dare i
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to go up the sides of tho kettle, and I

then we have to dip the water out or we
should all be drowned. It Is rather dan-
gerous business," he added.

"Why can't I take them out for you?"
asked Buster.

"Fine!" said Bunnlklns. "I will tell
Sir Sable," and, he went to the black
rabbit who was taking care of the fire
and told him.

So when tho eggs were ready Buster
lifted the steaming kcttlo and carried it
down to the little stream at the foot of
the hill, and the boiling water off
and put In some cold, and presently the
eggs were cool enough to be handled.

"And now," said Molly Cottontail, "get
tho paint brushes."

"I don't see how we are to have any red

and" Freddie stopped suddenly as the
bear turned an awful look upon him.

"Wild animals, indeed! Where did you
cctoo from? How did you get In here? I
and my family leave today If the propri-
etor is going to allow things like you to
Invade the house."

Freddie felt very much squolched, but
tried again. "I didn't come in. I just
woke up and found myself in. and I would
be much pleased td get out"

"Oh, you Our society is not
good enough for you, I suppose. Well,
you can't go. I'll keep you for a pet for
my son. Toddles. You can come to break-
fast with us. By the way, what's your
name?"

"Freddie Seymons; but sir, I'd rather
not bo a pet If you don't mind very much."

"But I do mind, boy. You don't seem to
understand that you are out of place here,
and I am doing you a great favor to let
you remain. However, you are a kind of
curiosity, for mankind Is getting scarce.
You see, we have killed off most of the
race, but here In the park there Is a law
protecting them, and there are a few
specimens left"

"Did you kill my father and mother?"
asked the startled Freddie.

"I'm sure I don't know, but If they were
as foolish as you. and knew as little, you
may be sure they are killed all right Hur-
ry up now, I can't lose my breakfast on

of a boy."
Freddie felt very miserable. He didn't

believe his father and mother wer dead,
but It wasn't pleasant to be told that they
were However, he followed along behind
the big beaF, his wife and' Toddles, who
cast ciltlcal glances at hfcn now and then.
He felt that he was going to hate Toddles.
Presently they reached tho dining-roo- m

and took seats at a long table, that Is,
the bears did, and Freddie was kiciced
under the table and told to keep still
Every now and then the bears wquld
throw him a bone or a piece of meat,
Tih!rlv nt It Trri rrn? Tin nt1,f on
though he was hungry enough to try.
When the dessert was brought on a little
was passed to Freddie under the table,
and being honey, he ate it greedily. The
bears then got up and went Into the parlor
dragging the poor captive with them. In
the center of this room was a. big pipe,

eggs," said Sir Sable In a worried way.
"It Is so early In the season and there
are no red flowers to be had."

"There are some fine red tulips' In old
Master Vandervoort's garden beds," said
a shabby little lap-ear- rabbit.

Sir Sable looked, at her kindly. "And
he should grow lettuce for you. Soft
Paws," he said-- "It "would punish him
well to have his tulips taken, for he Is
not good to you."

So several rabbits went in the direction
of Master --Vandervoort's garden, while
others brought ferns, and violets, and
arbutus, and dandelions. These wcrear-range- d

in. piles, and four rabbits, each
with a brush and palette, grouped them-
selves about each pile and began to paint
the eggs jat a great rate. .

When Soft Paws came Back with the
tulips she sat near Buster and Little
Sister, and they watched her put on the
red color with broad, sure strokes.

"Oh, dear," said little Soft Paws to the
rabbit who sat next to her, "I wish I did
not have to go back tomorrow morning."

"Do you have a very hard time?" asked
the other rabbit

"Yes; he locks me up, and sometimes
for days I don't have anything hut dry
bread, and If It had not been for dear
Bunnlklns, who came around and unl-
ocked my door, I should not be here now,
and tomorrow morning I must go back
to the same old round."

Buster and Little Sister listened sym-
pathetically. Then Little Sister whispered
to Buster:

"There's my four pennies In my bank.
Tan't I buy her?"

Buster thought of a cherished quarter,
saved for a fishing line, but he knew
Little Sister's four cents were just as
precious to the little girl.

"I'H buy her," he said.
Then he spok to Soft Paws: "Do you

think Master Vandervcort would sell you
for a quarter?" he said. "You could llvo
with Bunnlklns, and we really feed him
very well, and he comes and goes when
he likes."

"O!" said little Soft Paws, rapturously.
Her big brown eyes were, moist with
tears and sho trembled with Joy.

ALL BUNNXINS WERE ROLLING EGGS
DOWN THE HILL
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"I know he will sell me If you ask i
him. I heard him say he would like to
get rid of "me."

By this time most of the eggs were
painted and "they lay In great brilliant
piles, of pink and violet and yellow and
green and red.

Then again the funny procession was
formed, and each rabbit began to roll a
bright egg down the hill.

Soft Paws wasmear the end of the line.
She looked at Little Sister and Buster
with grateful, .beseeching eyes, and Little
Sister threw her a kiss.

"We won't forget, Mttle Soft Paws,"
she cried.

"When the rabbits reached the long,
white road tho children could see them
rolling, rolling, the young rabbits having
great sport and the older ones proceed-
ing with great solemnity.

As they came to a turn In the road
there was a shriek, and the sound of a
smash. t"Molly Cottontail has broken her green
CBS." shouted Mr. Jackrabblt.

"Oh, Molly, Molly Cottontail," laughed
all the rabbits, and Bunnlkin rolled an-

other green one down to her, and the
procession again started.

But the last sound the children heard
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was laughter, and thoVMolIy, Molly,
Molly, olly-ly-- of the happy rabbits.

"Perhaps you h3d better not say any-
thing about this," remarked Bunnlklns,
as they went home, the children with
their hands full of eggs of the color of
the arbutus, the dandelions, the ferns, the
violets, and Master Vandervoort's tulips.

The next morning Katy, the cook, was
helping the children to oatmeal, as Bun-
nlkins hopped into the dining-roo-

"It's no eggs yo'll be gettln'," said
Katy to the children. "For not one of
thlm bllssld ould hens has laid an egg
the day."

Bunnlkins lifted a listening ear.
"Not a bllssld one,' 'reiterated Katy.
And then, once again, Bunnlklns

winked !

HIS HOSTS WERE
NOT SO POLITE AS HE VOULD

HAVE WISHED

which ran from the floor to the celling,
and Freddie couldn't resist asking what It
was.

"Idiot!" exclaimed his master, "even
Toddles knows that The pipe Is over one
of the geysers which shoots hot water
through It to all parts of the hotel. It
serves for heating and for bathing as
well."

Freddie wondred how often they bathed,
for he noticed that Toddles had honey all
over his paws, and some of It looked as
If It had been there for weeks.

By this time the room was pretty full,
and a young lady bear sat down to a
piano and played a tune, clawing the In-
strument unmercifully so that by the time
she finished her selection it was a wreck.
Toddles condescendingly Informed Freddie
that they had a new piano every day.
Then four bears tried to sing .and --c
noise they made caused Freddie to put
his hands over his cars. Toddles was

and slapped his new pet rather
hard. This was too much and Freddie bit
back. Then they had it out By tho time
they were separated you couldn't have told
which was bear and which was boy.

Toddles' father gave it as his opinion
that Freddie ought to be served up for
supper, but his wife, who was tender-
hearted for a bear, said she thought hovs enly a little too and
ought to be put In the Ice chest to cool
off. The others agreed with her, and he
was accordingly carried down and left In
the refrigerator. When the door was closed
he looked around ahd found there was
barely room to move on account of the
Ice. He felt hungry and miserable, and
was beginning to shiver from cold.

He called as loudly as he could that he
would, be'good and not fight with Toddles
any more, but he got no answer. Then
he commenced to cry, but as the tears
rolled down his cheeks they frozo to
Icicles and he stopped crying, for there
was already too much Ice. He believed
he was about to die, and began to say
his praycra when he opened his eyes and
there was hla mother bending over him.

"Why, Freddie, you have kicked the
cover all off on the floor, and you are as
cold as ice. I am afraid you had too much
plum pudding for dinner, little boy."

PRESTON SMITH.
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ANDIRON TALES M BY J. K. BANGS

CHAPTER Vn.
As the jolly party sped along through

the heavens Tom began to find his eyes
bothering him a trifle. Brilliant as many
of the sunshiny days had been at home,
particularly when the snow was on the
ground, nothing so dazzllngly bright as
this great golden arc In the sky was get-

ting to be as they approached closer had
ever greeted his sight.

"It's blinding!" he cried, his eyes blink-
ing and filling with water as he gazed
on the scene. "I can't stand It What
shall I do. Lefty?'

"Turn your head around and approach
It backward," said Lefty. "Then you
won't see It"

"But I want to see If retorted Tom.
"What's the use of visiting the moon If
you can't sec It?"

"Reminds me of a poem I wrote once,"
put In the Poker. " 'What's the Use?
was one of my masterpieces, andunaybc
If I recite it to you it will help your
eyes."

"Bosh!'' growled the Bellows, who was,
beginning to get a little short-wind- ed with
his labors, and therefore a trifle out of
temper-- "How on earth will reciting your
poem help Tom's eyes?"

"Easy enough," returned the Poker,
haughtily, and with a contemptuous
glance at the Bellows. "My poem Is so
much brighter than the moon that the
moon will seem dull alongside of It'

"Go ahead, anyhow." said Tom, Inter-
ested at once, and forgetting his eyes for
the moment "Give us the poem."

"Here goes, then," said the Poker, with
a low bow, and then, standing erect, he
began. "It's called

WHAT'S THE USE?
What's the use of circuses that haven'tany beasts?
What's the use of restaurants that haven'tany feasts?
What's the use of oranges than haven't

any peels?
What's the use of bicycles that haven't

any wheels?

Whaft the use of railway trains that have
no place to go?

What's the use of going to war if you
haven't any foe? '

What's the use of splendid views for those
that cannot see?

What's the use of freedom's flag to folks.
mat cren t tree?

What's the use of legs to those who have
no wish to walk?

What's the use of languages to those who
cannot talk?

What's the use of Kings and Queens that
haven't any throne?

What's the use of having pains unless
you're going to groan?

What's the uae of anything, however grand
and good?

That doesn't ever, ever work the way It
really should?

"Humph!" panted the' Bellows, "you
don't call that bright, do you?"

"I do. Indeed," said tho Poker. "And
I call It bright because I know It's bright.
It is so bright that not a magazine In all
tho world would dare print It because
they'd never be able to do as well again,
and people vwould say the magazine
wasn't as good as it used to be."

"What nonsense," retorted the Bellows.
"Why, I could blow a mile of poetry
like that In 10 minutes."
What's the use of churches big that

haven't any steeples?
What's the use of nations great that

haven't any peoples?

What's the use of oceans grand that
haven't any beaches?

What's the use of Delawares that haven't
any peaches?

What's tho use

"Oh, shut up. Wheezy," Interrupted tho
Poker, angrily. "Of course you can go
on like that forever, once somebody gives
you the idea, but to have the Idea In the
beginning was the big tHing. Columbus
was a great man for coming to America,
but even foreigner who has come over
since Isn't not by a long shot As I
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all the Indoor games that the

OFwriter has tried and he has
tackled about all of them none

have proved such Jolly good fun as table
tennis, or, as the English call It; "Ping
Pong."

A first-cla- ss ping pong outfit with two
rackets that are perfect little tennis
rackets on a small scale, will cost about
$4 at the shop. When It comes to a
very cheap set you can probably make at
home just as good an outfit and maybe
better.

First, as to the rackets: In England
tho kind most favored have centers of
parchment like a drumhead, from which
the ball rebounds with that humming,
ping-pon- g sound which gives the game
its name. .

The writer prefers the string racket
Pieces of rattan soaked a while In steam-
ing hot water to make them very supple,
make good racket frames. A wooden
handle, hollowed out at the end with
grooves for the rattan frame to fit In Is
simply constructed, as shown In the dia-
gram above. In stringing, the string
used on a banjo would be about 'right
Two strings for each racket should be
enough.

Thcso strings should be thoroughly
soaked and then used while still wet
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Do not string too thlghtly. for If you do
when the. strings dry and shrink they
will pull the frame all out of shape.
String first across and then up and down
exactly as In a regulation racket. In
making a support for your net a couple ot
yards of heavy telegraph wire will an-
swer. Take each length and double and
bend Into shape aljown in the diagram.

TOM, LEFTY AND RIGHTY
TO' THE MOON

say In my celebrated rhyme on "Great-
ness":
The greatest man In all the world, by far

the greatest one.
Is he who goes ahead and docs what no

ene else has done.
fBut he must be the first if he would rank

as some potaters.
For those who follow after him. are merely

imitators.
"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed the Bellows.

"You are a great chap. Pokey you, with
your poetry- - I hope Tom Isn't going to
be affected by the lessons you teach.
The Idea of saying that a man Is the
greatest man In the world because he
does- what no one else has done! I guess
nobody's ever eaten bricks up to now.
Do you mean to say that If Tom here ate
a brick he'd be the greatest man In the
world?"

"No; he'd be a cannibal," put In the
Rlghtandlron, desirous of stopping the
quarrel between the rivals.

"How do you make that out?" de-

manded the Bellows.
"Because Tom Is a brick himself," ex-

plained the Rlghtandlron: and just then
slap! bang! the party plunged head first
Into what appeared to be and, In fact
really was a huge snow bank.

"Hurrah! Here we are!" cried Lefty,
gleefully.

"Wh-whe- re are we?" Tom sputtered,
blowing tho snow 'out of his mouth and
shaking It from his coat and hair and
ears.

"HI, there! Look out!" roared Rlghty.
grabbing Tom by the coat sleeve and
yanking him off to one side. A terriblo
swishing sound fell upon the lad's ears,
and as he gazed doggedly about him to
sec what had caused It he saw a great
golden toboggan whizzing down Into the
valley ,and then slipping up the hill on
the other side.

"You had a narrow escape that time,"
said Righty, as they excitedly watched
the toboggan speeding on its way. and
which, by the way. was filled with a
lot of little youngsters no, bigger than
Tom himself, children of all colors, ap-

parentlyred, white, and blue, green, yel-
low and black. "If I hadn't yanked you
away you'd have been run over."

"But where are we?" Tom asked, be-

wildered by the experience.
"We're on the Crescent Moon at last."

said Lefty. "It's the boss toboggan slide
of the Universe."

"A toboggan slide?" cried Tom.
"The very same," said the Poker.

"Didn't you know that this dazzling
whiteness of the Crescent Moon Is merely
the reflection of the sun's light on the
purest of pure white snow? It's too high
up for dust and dirt here, you see, and
so tho snow is always clean, and so equal-
ly, of course, is dazzling white."

"But the tobogganing?" asked Tom.
"It's like swinging and letting the old

cat die." explained the Rlghtandlron.
"You see. It's this shape," and he marked
the crescent form of the moon on the
snow and lettered the various points.

"Now," he continued, "you start your
toboggan at A and whizz down to C.
When you get there you have gathered
speed enough to take you up the hill to
B. Then of Its own weight the toboggan
slides back to D, from which It again
moves forward to E, and so It keeps on
sliding back and forth until finally it
comes to a dead stop at C. Isn't that
fine arrangement?"

"Magnificent," said Tom. "And do they
call It tobogganing here?"

"No," said Rlghty. "It's called oscil-
lating, and the machine Is known as the
oscycle"

"Don't confound It with the Icicle," put
In the Bellows.

"Oh, I know what an Icicle Is, 'said
Tom. "It's a spear of ice that hangs from
a piazza rbof."

"That's what it Is at home," said the
Poker, "but not here, my lad. Here an
Icicle Is a bicycle with runners Instead of
wheels."

"But what makes it go?" demanded
Tom.

"Pedals, of course," returned the Poker,
"yon Just tread away on the pedals, as
If you were riding on a bicycle, and the
chain sets a dozen Ice picks revolving
that shove you over the ice like the wind.
Oh, it's great sport!"
Another rush and roar of a passing to- -

PING PONG
ThL of Itself may not be quite stanch
enough to hold the net taut, but by run.
nlng a cord from the top of one wire sup-

port down and under the table to the top
of the other support you should be able
to obtain the necessary amount of rig-

idity. The net Itself should be about six
Inches high from the table, and should
clear the table enough to allow the ball to
pass easily under It Any material will do
for the net, though a gauze or netting of
some kind bound at the top with an Inch
or two of white tape Is best As to the
table Itself, It should be simply a smooth
and flat surface about 6x10 feet or say
4x8 feet.

The game Is played exactly as tennis Is
played, except that thero Is but one
court on either side of the net If the
ball strikes the very edge of the table and
so bounces off In such a way that a re-

turn Is Impossible, call It an "edger,"
and serve over again.

The method of scoring Is the same as
In tennis. One rule of the old game
which Is barred because of the narrow
bounds Is volleying. A ball can never be
returned except on the bounce. Pickups,
however, are allowable. Another strict
ruling of ping pong Is that no overhand
strokes are allowed; the hand must never
bo raised above the height of the elbow.
Also, the serve must be delivered from a
point beyond the end of the table.

Tho tennis experts and ath-
letes have devised a new sort of racket

(S -- p2)F5(P& t
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that makes of this parlor game a rather
strenuous 3nd exciting affair.

The racket Is simply a wooden paddlle
of about the same outside dimensions as
the ping pong strung racket; that Is.
about six Inches In diameter roughly
speaking the handle being of any desired
length.

The paddle part Is not of one piece with
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HAVE A FINE RIP

boggan caused them to pau In their con-
versation for a moment then Tom
turned his attention to le diagram
Righty had drawn on the :w.

"Suppose you didn't stort B and go
back what would happen? asked, as
he considered the possible t gers of this
wonderful new snort

"You'd fall over the cdglof course,"
said the Poker.

"I see that," said Tom. 'But if you
fell over the edge what uld become
of you? Where would yotand?"

"If you had luck you uldn't land
anywhere," said Rlghty. he chances
are, however, that you'd fa back on the
earth again. Maybe In Ca da, possib.y
In China, perhaps in Egypt It would all
depend on the time of nightl

"And wouldn't vou be lied?" Tom
asked.

"Not If you had your rubers on," said
Righty. "If you had your tbbers on it
would only jar jou slightly You'd just
hit the earth and then bounc back agalv-bu- t

there's no use of talkin about thai.,
because It never happened it once. It
happened to a chap namei Blenklnsop,
who took an oscycle tha hadn't any
brake on It. He was one o those smart
fellows that want to show her clever they
are. He whizzed down onoside and up
the other, and pouf ! First ting he knew
he was flying off Into spacj"

"And what became of hlmf demanded
Tom. N

"He had the luck not to It anything,
but he suffered just the ame." said
Rlghty. "He flew on until le got to a ,
point where he was held fast lp in the air
by the force of gravity of GOO different
planets, and he's there yestJ At a dis-
tance he looks like another rtw star, but
when you get close to him pe's nothing
more than just a plain, every-da-y

Smarty."
"I should think he'd starp to death,"

said Tom, as he reflected oi the horrid
fate of Blenklnsop.

"He would If he had any appetite." said
the Bellows. "But he hasn't He's bo
worried all the time that he can't eat, so
he gets" along very well without food "

"Let's quit talking now." suggested the
Poker, "and get a ride, eh?"

"I'm ready," said Tom, eagerly. "Where
do we start"

"There's the station up on the hill. It's
only about TOO miles. We can walk It In
a year," said Rlghty.

"I move we take this cloud that's coming
up," said the Bellows. . "I'm winded."

Tom looked In the direction in which tho
Bellows had pointed, and sure enough,
there was a cloud coming slowly along,
shaped very much like a trolley car, and
on the front of it. as It drew nearer, the
lad was soon able to discern the funny
little figure of a Brownie acting as a

"Why. it's really a trolley," he cned.
"Certainly It Is," laughed Rlghty.

"Didn't you know that? When you have
watched the moon from your window at
home and seen constant lines of clouds
passing up to It and stopping before its
face night after night what did you sup-
pose they did It for? Fun? I guess not.
They're clever people up here, these 'moon-fol- k

are. and they make use of everything
going. The 'vo taken these electric clouds
and turned 'em Into a sort of Sky Trac-
tion Company, and instead of letting 'em
travel all around the universe doing noth-
ing and raising thunder generally some
of the richer Brownies have formed a
company to control them."

By this time the cloud had reached
the point where our little party stood, anJ
the motorman. In response to the Bel-

lows' signal, brought It to a standstill.
"Step lively, please," the conductor cried

from the rear end.
Tom and the two andirons and the Poker

and Bellows clambered aboard.
The conductor clanged the bell. Tho

motorman turned his wheel and the cloud
moved rapidly on.

And what a queer crowd of folks there
were on board that strange trolley cloud.
Tom had never seen such an Interesting
group before.

(Copyright, 1902.)

DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING
A COMPLETE OUTFIT FOR

TABLE TENNIS

the handle, as it would break or split too
easily. The handle is spljced on. Tho,
paddle on one side or both according to
how you play, is covered with emery

f cloth or paper glued on carefully. With
this rpugh surface you can cut the bill
or give the "Lawford" stroke In splendid
fashion.

As to balls, tho best are those made of
celluloid, which can be bought at any
sporting or toy store for a few cents
apiece.

This ping pong is really a great game,
and we think It has come to stay. .

WHY KIFLIXC GOT EVEX.

Ills DiNlilse for "Flnnnelcsl Fools"
Dntc Bade to Boyhood.

Kipling's tirade against the "flanneled
fools" of England carries with It a de-

cided taste of the personally reminiscent
To some it will recall the time at col-

lege when poor GIggs was compelled, on
half-holida- either as one of a gang of
small boys, to try a huge roller weight-
ed with granite boulders back and forth
over the cricket ground, or as an In-

dividual to stand at some point near the
nets and field balls for his seniors of tho
elccn. This practice Is cilled cricket
fagging, and there was probably no
Junior In the school who disliked it moro
than Kipling, and for two good rea-
sons. Physically he was not of athletic
build, and as he was particularly near- - (

sighted, few were the balls which were
secured by nis outstretched hands. As a
consequence many times such reproaches
as "muff." "butter fingers," etc., were
hurled at him.

In Kipling's case It was the same with
all outdoor sports, and football, as the
roughest, naturally fell under his odium.
As all games were coirlpulsory, a caning
from the captain of games being the
punishment for "shrinking." Kipling was
obliged to play, but he did not like It;
and this becoming known to his schoolfel-
lows, nothing delighted them more than
to get Giggs In the middle of a tight
scrimmage and then pile In a heap on
top of him.

The result of this seems to be that ho .'

has at last taken a whack back at the j!

his much-talked-- poem.

Poem Pnwle'AnMver.
The answer to the word picture puzzle pub-

lished last wopk. and entitled
"THE MISER AND HIS FATE."

Is as follows:
Domestic little Eleanor was auch a Jewel rare,
Sho much preferred to bake a cake to going to

a fair.
And this attracted Billy Green, a selfish, hard-

ened miser.
"A Blrl who only cares for fun," quoth be,

"I much despise her.
"My wife must sweep and wash and mend and

keep a larder.
And never spend a cent that she can save by

working harder."
Now Eleanor, designing minx, cried vengeance

on the sinner.
She married him one noon, and then she cooked

him a corkl:g dinner.
Then urged him on to eat and cat? well, moro

than was qult healthy.
That very night ho up and died, and left his

widow wealthy.
The moral of this tale is plain: Too much will

alwajs cause jou pain.


