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THE BLIND "PONY

PART L
Rcc'h Chance.

T was very quiet In room 26. From
the street, five stories below, the hue
end cry of city life" floated up to them

like the shadow of a sound, and from the
floor beneath, came the dull vibration of
the presses, strong and regular as a steam--

er's engines, but that was all.
Now and then the click of Holmes-typewrite-

sounded sharply in the long,
narrow room. He was late with his copy.
Rue thought. Perhaps they would hold the
last edition for him. She looked down the
vista of tables, with their green-shade- d

lights gleaming dully in the early Winter
twilight, and wondered If her copy would
ever be of such startling Importance that
they would hold the forms for it. And he
was such an Insignificant-lookin- g person,
this mighty Holmes of the Evening Her-
ald. Short, stout and bald. She could just
catch a glimpse of Ins head, with its
fringe of thick black hair like a Japanese
doll's and It bothered her.

For the time being, it represented: all
' she had hoped to be, back In. the dear old
days at the Northwestern, when she was
to make her grand onslaught upon the
world. There was brilliant journalistic

' success, and back of that, the brains that
had won it. She had never doubted her
calm to either at the university. She had
been managing editor mere of the White
Elephant. She believed Odr. Colfax, the
president, had .shown the chief of the
Evening Herald's staff a copy of it, when
he had lent his influence to gain her her
present position, and while she did not
know what commeijt had been made on
the Elephant, by old Rhodes, still, the
surety that he had seen it, made her hold
her head a trifle higher when she passed
the great man in the corridor. It was no
small matter to have been editor of the
Norths cstern's official organ, even if now
one were only the least and latest among
the reporters of the Herald.

They would give her a chance for a
month, Mr. Rhodes had said that first
day, and her heart had beat fast at the
thought of the glorious possibilities
which lay before' her, the wonderful
scoops which should place her among
the gilt-edg- e members of the press, as
Holmes called them, and thrill the world
with wonder at her far-seei- enterprise.
But tho trouble was, the world didn't
thrill worth a cent, and It was a whole
month since that first day, and she had
made several dismal failures.

Here she forgot Mr. Holmes' bald head,
and turned to the broad smoke-grime- d

window beside her with sclem, tearless
eyes. It had been snowing; not a light
downy fall, but a slow scattering of heavy,

-- wet flakes, and the window was splashed
'with them, but she could see the electric

lights gleaming here and there with a
nebulous, opalescent beauty, and a vague"
memory crossed her mind of some ex-
quisite line of Le Galllene's, something
about the city being a flower which only
bloomed at night, and the lights were
the lilies. Across the street was the
clock tower, that kept her company with
Its hourly chimes. It always looked well
at night, like some Titanic spear head
standing out in silhouette against the
gray sky.

There had been chances given her dur-
ing the month, good ones, the rs

told her. There was the drowning case
off the government pier, a half column
anyway, little Miss Alnslee had said with
cheery encouragement when the assign-
ment had been given Ruo

"Work It up, dear. In detail, they'll tell

are two popular ways of
THERE a mate in blrdland. First, to

her favor, either by caresses
or of "showing off" of plumage, or per-
formances, euch as strutting, drumming,
dancing, etc., when, as Darwin says, she
makes her choice;" or, secondly, to settle
matters by driving away other pretend-
ers and by fighting, In which case she
has no choice, but Is the prey of the vic-
tor.

In the great variety of methods d,

one family of birds Is unrivalled.
One might paraphrase an old saying and
classify the feathered suitors In three di-

visions wooers, bullies and grouse for
that family, wherever found, from the
poles to the equator, from Central Africa
to the United States, Is always and for-
ever one of marked characteristics, of
Idiosyncrasies- most grotesque, with its
strutting, and bowing, drumming, danc-
ing and crowing; Its outlandish poses and
its awkward capers; some of them rustle
the tall feathers like a silk train, some
fly high In the air and croak, and some
run around with wings dragging. They
ruffle their feathers, twist their necks and
utter grunts or croaks or whines or roars,
roll over and over, spring Into the air,
and, In fact, act like candidates for a
madhouse. Some blow up the loose skin
like an orange on the side of the head-- as

our prairie chicken; others puff out a
breast bag like a pocket as our pectoral
sandpiper; and still others fight like sav-
ages. In fact, there Is hardly a way of
securing a mate known in the world of
birds that has not Its representative In
this family.

A ludicrous example of the opera bouff e
style of fascination comes, as might be
anticipated, from that land of the unex-
pectedChina. The bird, one of the pheas-
ants, is ordinarily a personage of modest
and dignified appearance, who hides his
gorgeousness In secluded retreats of the
Himalaya Mountains. But the Irrepressi-
ble reporter has sought him out and
shown him up In his transports. In court-
ship he suddenly blossoms out Into the
most grotesque figure conceivable; fleshy
horns rise on his head, hanging wattles
swell and expand, wings open and droop,
plumage stands out all over, and the pos-
sessor of all this glory sinks to the ground
In ecstasy. After a few moments of this
dazzling display he calmly rises to his feet,
shakes himself Into shape, and goes about
hla business as if nothing had happened.

Humming Bird.
So much has been written about the

wonderful plumage shows of foreign birds
at wooing time that we overlook the fact

even if we are familiar with It that we
have ourselves at least one family which
can bear comparison with the world for
feather decoration, and no doubt for
courtship displays, though the birds have
been so little studied that we have almost
no testimony on the subject Theee are !

the humming birds, with their fantastic
frills and fans, their crests, gorgets and
eccentric leathers of many kinds, exceed

STORY OF A GIRL BREADWINNER BY IZOLA
FORRESTER & .IN TWO PARTS.
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t you the color of her eyes, and all thepretty, pathetic part you know
I A? d u0,.,had com J""5! ith whitegJ

ouIct room t thft
j girlish face and long, fair hair, still

damp from the lake waters.
j t can t write a word about It," she

had said brokenly to Miss Alnslee. "It'shorrible.
So the other had good naturedly patched

up a few lines for her to hand In. and
Rue's first chance had passed by.

men tnere was the Wltford wedding,
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WITH A HIGH-BEATIX- G HEART

and she had gone to the wroncr Wltford.
somewhere off in the suburbs, and by I

the time she had reached the real one!
the wedding was over, the bride gone,rd even-on-e was too busy to bother
with her. She had her first good cry I

that anight, alone up in the little ftont I

rOOm Which Khe hnrt rntrfl an innf1ilnntlv M- w ....-....- ...,

when she had left tho university.
She had moved to a back room since

then; it was ?2 a week cheaper.
And thero were others, each a Httlo

professional failure in its own line and
the editor of the Whlto
Elephant was in sore trouble.
'Some one came Into room 2G whistling.
It was Trotters, the little chap who
brought the mall, and he waved an
envelope at her invitingly.

"Half the bunch and I'll give It to you
Miss Bartram," ho said, coaxlngly, and
she divided the cluster of violets she
wore, with a smile that made her almost
pretty. Dimples and big eyes and a smile
go farther than classic profile, anyway.
She had gone withouU lunch at noon-
time in order to have that bunch of
sweetness all for her very own, but Trot-
ters was her besf friend on the Herald
and had his rights.,

"Walt and run this for me Trot."
called Holmes, rattling off his last sheet
as If he were playing a ragtime break-
down on the machine. "It's important."

'"Lection stuff, Mr. Holmes?" asked
Trotters, interestedly, as he leaned over
the desk.

!

THE AT

ing in variety the birds of paradise them.
selves, and all in colors that rival gems,
They have not the big shewiness of the
peacock and the argus pheasant, but are
far more wonderful and attractive in their
exquisite proportions and dainty move-
ments.

More Interesting, If less startling, than
grouse manners, are the wooing ways
of somo of our familiar birds. What
can be more charming, and at the same
time more Impressive, than tho method
of the great horned-ow- l. There are no
poses for display, no capers to astonish
the object of his choice; he is In fact
almost human. In his approaches, he wins
by caresses. He quietly draws near his
beloved, who stands on a branch, turn-
ing her head away like a bashTul girl.
Fondly ho strokes her with his bill, bow-
ing solemnly, touching her beak with his
kissing might one say? Then bowing
again, and sidling a little closer as she
shyly draws away. His demonstrations
are received with apparent diffidence, but
without resentment, and after awhile they
fly slowly away side by side on wedding
Journey perhaps.

Gentle and caressing also is the wooing
of doves with breast pressed together
and mouth to mouth, "like the children of
men" says a sympathetic observer.

A bewitching way to win a mate Is to
charm her by music This Is the fashion
of our little house wren, who arrives first L

in the nesting region, selects a site and
begins the home, and then draws a mate
out of the vast unknown by his charm of
voice. No one could do it better, for he
is a delightful and a tireless singer.

Posing: to Impress Femininity.
Posing, or showing off seems to be a

particularly effective way of Impressing
feathered femininity. The object Is to
draw attention to some peculiar beauty,
of plumage, of coloring, or any unusual
decoration, or to show the variety of posi-
tions one can assume. It Is significant and
sometimes surprising to note the bird's
exact appreciation of his Individual
charm, and his well-plann- manner of
displaying it The tiny kinglet for ex-
ample, whose one spot of bright color Is
a narrow stripe of orange on top of the
head, expands that' till It looks like a
golden crown and gives him a distin-
guished appearance.

Our flicker, or golden-winge- d woodpeck-
er is comical In almost every act of his
life, and he makes himself Irresistible by
sitting up very straight, fluffing out his
beautiful spotted breast with Its velvety
black crescent, and spreading wings and
tall to show their golden lining. To this
exhibition he adds action, bowing to right
and left and thus displaying his last spe-
cial attraction, the rich black cheek patch-
es, or "moustaches."

A flycatcher of the Southwest the ver-milll-

whose beauty is a brilliant ver-mllll-

breast, displays that peculiar
adornment by holding himself poised in air
over the head of the dull-color- person-
age he desires to charm. He hovers at a
height of about 20 feet, with every feather
of body standing up, looking to Irreverent
eyes like an animated ball of feathers.

A certain plover seen by Mr. Selous
having only a white breast and pair of
bright orange-colore-d legs to pride him-
self on, approaches his dulclnea with legs
moving in rapid vibrations and head
drawn up, showing his snowy breast
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"No. Samo old Blair story, returned
.tioimes aosently.

"Haven't they found him yet?"
"Not yet." Holmes' hand closed firmly

over the yellow telegram Trotters had

BowTattheendof fie SSSd
up quickly from her letter.

"Going East, tonight then aren't
Mr. Holmes?" Trotters- - eyewcro nS
rowed shrewdly. The pride of the Even- -
lnc Herald fl hi nrM ,i , a
rnii , iu tti ' J.- -" .

some of h ; fltZ PntTl..
turnor! nut-.... Vilo..... 1lv- .ttv.n.. --...b... -- ,u,Uut .Wcug,
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RUE BOWED AND WENT OUT.

and. rphin- - fr. m i,f . .

hurried out of the room '

Trotters stood minutes
!

watching door reflective!? A violet
loosened
to the ground.

it?e
He"picked Tand

the dust ofr careful beta? replacing !

.,,.. ',1 i-- n.i j. t.- -.v. a..u HJWH ouuiicu uutvu iu --111S3 J3Uf Itram's desk.
I"Wish I were W. Holmes, Esq.," ho said

cheerfully. "He's got to chase off east !

oii that Blair case, all right." I

"Is it the Mr. Blair?" Rue asked. There
was a little flutter of excitement In her
manner, and she folded her letter and
slipped it back In the envelope "the real
one?"

"The real, warranted, article."
answered Trotters. "The great and only
James R. The man who touches the but-
ton, and for 'leven hundred people rush
'round and do the rest for him. Now, say.
Miss Bartram, would you think a man like
that could drop out of sight all at once,
and no one know where he's gonc?Ifs
so. I carry all the wires, you know, and
they've been humming all day."

"But what Is the trouble, Trot?" Ruo
bent over a pencil she was sharpening to
hide the telltale eagerness of her face.
"Is It very Important?"

"Important?" Trotters' round face fair-
ly shone with happiness at being able
to Impart news of such consequence. He
leaned over the top of Rue's desk confi-
dentially. "You know about stocks, don't
you. Miss Bartram? Like they Juggle

When there is no striking beauty dis
played, manners come in. There aro many
instances of "deportmeht" that would put
to shame the ways of somo
human lovers. Nothing can be more im-
pressive than the manner of the cedar wax-win- g,

who comes to the chosen one withbody trembling, vibrating In unison with
his throbbing heart, no doubt Or thecourtly ways of another of the plovers,
as described by the observer Just quoted,
who has made same valuable studies of
theso little-know- n birds. It is fashionable,says Mr. Selous, for lovers to walk de-
murely side by side, almost touching one
another, and taking affected little steps
quite unlike their ordinary way of getting
about If another suitor appears, the ac-
cepted one turns and makes a solemn
bow to his partner, as If to say, "Excuse
me a moment," then straightens up and
faces the Intruder a different fellow. There
Is no softness about him now. With head
thrown back and tall spread he meets theenemy, prepared to flght If the unwel-
come bird retires, as he usually docs, the
lover returns to his mistress, approaching
In the .most formal way, with the high
courteous action of a knight of the olden
time.

A little further on the pair Indulge Ina curious pose, assumed with so muchceremony that one wonders if It havenot some peculiar significance a mar- -

aTbv fZ U ncUnsr

L ldfh looking different
"v. iw o.tct.v;ii uu vcrv tan nn nipir

stllt-llk- e legs, then slowly' and solemnlycurve their necks, turning tho head down

-- ' Vrv
Cach night wlicn supper's cleared away,
My papa takes his pipe of clay.
And when he's filled it to the brim
He lets me light the pipe for him.
My papa can make little rings
All out of smoke, the cutest things,
And they keep growing big and tall
Until you can't eee them at all.

How Birds Win Their Mates
VAGARIES OF FEATHERED KINGDOM
POSING TO IMPRESS FEMININITY.
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round here on the board of trade? Well,
dawn east there, Mr. James R. Is the
king bee. See? And he's- - been playing
possum for a long time. Just bobbing

'round the country In his old private car,
andk not saying a word to the papers.
Well, Mr W. Holmes has had his eagle
optic on that car all the time, expecting
something to happen. And last week It
stopped down In Kansas somewhere In
the prairies, and he chased after it, and
there wasn't anything In It but a por-
ter and a French cook. James R. had run
away. Mr. Holmes came home with a
headache." Ho stopped and nodded his
head solemnly.

"Then what happened?" exclaimed
Rue. The pencil had been tossed aside
long since, and she was leaning forward.
Jir chIn 0n her ms' tch!n TrotI

! ...
ir" 1 au' conciuaea me lauer tn- -

PnUy. "except about tho tpck, you
knnw Thorn'.! cnn-- Vt. t !... ll,,.
!? New York. I don't know what,Z but
"" re trying to do something while

1 B,alT7? Something about a blind
! Ponj.

..A DlInd pony.. Rue repeatedr curIOus- -

"Yep. Last wire Holmes got said:
Blind pony eky high. Lost Star dead.'

and he went east tonight!" The sharp
f metallic bur-r- -r of an electric bell sound

ed near the door, and Trotters smiled.
That means me. Good night, Mis3 Bar- -

i tram. Say. If you and I knew where
James R. was right now"

Rue rore from her chair, her eves
bright, her face full of determination.

"Has Mr. Rhodes gone, Trot?" she
asked.

Trotters glanced down tho corridor to
whero a light shone from the managing
editor's office. '

"Mr. Dextcr's there, too," he said, and
went on. Rue opened the letter which he
had brought her and reread It. It was
from Sydney Blair, her one-tim- e class
mate and coedltor on the White Elephanty
stair. It had mattered little at college
that she was the daughter of James R.
Blair, tho owner of gold mines, and
many things only to bo dreamed of by
Rue Bartram. The two girls had liked
each other and had nrnmntlv unltprl
forces. Sydney had given up her dainty
rooms in Hobart Hall to share Rue's

' humbler castle and many a joyous lark
' had been held thero and many almighty

editorial coup planned by the two, as
they sat on the pillow-nlle- d divan, knees i

( drawn up tentwlse as desks, to support
ineir .paper paus, wnne incy dil me enas
of their pencils and discursed the power
of the press versus the arm of faculty

'law.
Some of tho dear old memories flashed

over Rue as she read the letter.
"I have been tramping around the coun-

try with papa," Sydney wrote. "You know
he promised mejsgypt and tho Mediter-
ranean this Winter, but at the last
moment he had to start West, vo I In-

sisted upon coming, too. We Jiave had a
glorious time, and will pass through Chl- -
cago prIday nlSnt- - Do steal half a. mln- -

te to run over to see mo. Wo will be at
?c depot 15 mlnutas anyway. Don't ask

Rs.as' J beU??'.C' at
4:0'".c of tho Union.
UO COmC
It was 3:45 now by the big oak clock

at the end of the room. Ruo slipped on
her short jacket, and walked
rapidly down to Mr. Rhodes' room. Mr.
Dexter, the city editor, was talking to
him. but Ruo did not wait

"Mr. Rhodes." she said briefly, "I can
see Mr. Blah for you. If you wish."

Both men turned quickly and stared at
her.

"James R. Blair?" Mr. Dexter spoke in
his short, curt way.

"Where?" demanded Mr. Rhodes, be-

fore Rue could reply
She told them of Sydney Blair's letter.

and the two exohanged glances.
"He Is srolnc: back Eist. evidently." Mr.

Dexter said in a low tone. "Probably he
has heard of the Lost Star going down,
Shall I send Holmes?"

"Holmes leaves on the 3:G0 express for
New York." Mf. Rhodes looked at his
watch. He was a quiet slow-speaki-

man, very different from little Mr. 'Dex-
ter. ""Miss Bartram," he continued, "be
back here by 5. I will wait for you and
hold the first forms for an extra." With
a high-beati- heart Rue bowed and went
out

(To be concluded next week.)

WOOING TIME.

ward with beak pointed to the ground,
and whole attitude stiff and rigid, and
stand thus for several minutes.

Sometimes In blrdland the fomalo takes
part In tho wpolng, as In the case Just
mentioned; but occasionally ono is seen
to be as shy as a bashful girl, and again
she Is coquettish, leading her suitor on.
The common cormorant or shag, another
bird of the shore, is a droll fellow on all
occasions, even when he sits demurely
on a rock, looking, as some one aptly
says, like a long-neck- black bottle. His
lovemaklng Is unique. First ho displays
his ono beauty, a brilliant orange lining
to his mouth, stretching up his long neck
and opening wide his bea-k- , that the gor-
geous effect may duly impress. Then he
sinks on his breast to the ground, as if
unablo to stand in ce of his
charmer, with widespread tall turned
over his back, and head turned backward
to meet It a most ludicrous figure. Such
devotion usually completes the conquest
and the wooed one responds by coming
slowly up to her adorer and caressing his
throat with her bill.

Birds who depend on buffoonery and
gymnastics to win a mate are too nu-
merous to speak of in this paper. As
examples of the savage styles of wooing
by roughness and by flghtlns may be
mentioned our blackbird, who
bullies his mate till I have no doubt she
is relieved when he leaves her perhaps.
Indeed, she drives him away and the
ruff, who fights from dawn to darlfwlth
apparent fury, but hurting no one with
all his blustering.

OLIVE THORNE MDL.LER.

I love to watch tho curling smoke.
Though oftentimes It makes me choke;
Dut mama doesn't mind a bit.
Because she's got so uted to it
Now, after papa's smoked awhile.
He says to mama with a smllo:
"I guess I'll give up smoking, dear,
As it affects my heart, I fear.'

fyflw,, ffi

But mama always says: "Oh, fle!
You'll never stop it till you die!"
Then papa kisses her and roe.
And sajs, "Now Just you wait and ece!"

Arnold M. Anderson.

HOW A WAR

OYDOM, or. rather Boydom's lodge
was In session In Jonsey's back
yard. The lodge met In a small

house once occupied by'jonsey's grand-
mother. Jonsey, by virtue of having or-
ganized the lodge, was president, and did
the bossing; it was he who said what
games should be played and what things
should be done.

As I said before, the lodge was in ses-elo- n.

It was composed of four members,
all of whom occupied official positions.
This ledge had no lay membership; tnat
Is, no one who wa just a common mem-
ber, hsldlng no ofllce. As a consequence,
there was no wire-pullin- g. Besides the
president, there was Llmpy (derived from
Pllmp.on), upon whose shoulders rested
the dignity of the Next
in order of succession came Sprat (called
In the family Elble Edward), whose duty
It was to keep a record of the lodge af-
fairs, and, lastly, Squecd (known to his
parents as Francib), upon whom had been
placed the mighty responsibility of caring
for the lodge moneys. He was under heavy
bond.

Still another member, or one who as
pired to be, and couldn't get in, was a!
.rvruiu .v.kjv.h lu IUC lUUU UUJO eta XJC-J- f.

How he obtained this singular appellation
Is not known, but his days were filled with
plots of revenge nnd plans for getting even
with the office-holde- His soul waxed
hot within himself that he was not ad-
mitted to this charmed circle. The rea-
son for it was that the other boys held4a
grudge against him. In the first place he
always managed to "get up a row" with
them, and on Saturdays the air was- - usu-
ally filled with sticks, mud and other mis-
siles, tokens of defiance that passed be-
tween the two fractious element.

A password, known to members alone,
was tne only magic by which any one
could gain admittance to the- - lodge.
Against all others the door was securely
locked.

This youth was accustomed to stand be-
fore the locked door, warbling "in. In," In
nn Imploring tone of voice, hoping that
It possessed some mysterious power, as
did "Open sesame" In the old fairy books.
When this failed he would howl, "Out,

In a way that made the nervous
old maid next door exclaim: "Oh, that
boy will drive me distracted."

One day, after having exhausted all
his persuasive power, eloquence and pa-
tience, he vowed that he would get In
anyhow. Business was Immediately ad-
journed Inside the little room for the ex-
press purpose of keeping him out.

How was ho to get in? His eye lighted
upon the garden hose lying In the grass.
and his plans were instantly made. Le-y-s
ability for. devising ways and means of !

teasing small boys was a I

fnrultv. R hurriedlv drncepd ono ond
of the hose Into the basement of the house.
attached it to the faucet and turned on
the water, full force. Then ho snatched
up the nozzle of the hose and stuck in
through a knot hole In the wall of the
lodgeroom. Before the astonished boys
within knew what had happened to them
they were struck In the face with a deluge
of cold water. Then ensued a wild scram-
ble for the door. Somehow they managed
to get It unlocked and opened and all
tumbled out In a h$ap. Then they scram-
bled up, wet and dripping, and looked
about, but the disturber of their peace was
nowhere to be seen. After properly

the nozzle, he thrust his hands
Into his pockets and sauntered off up the"
hill to look for hazelnuts, whistling "I'm
Tired."

That afternoon a council of war was
held. The lodge members were determined
upon having a place of meeting where
they could be free from, disturbance. Ac-
cordingly they met In the
woodshed to settle the question. Squeed
arose and made a few remarks. "

"Fellows," said he, "something has got
to be did."

Not a dissenting voice was raised.
"We'll get a new meeting place that's

what we'll do," he went om
"Yep: and I know the very place for us,

too," called out Llmpy.
"Where, Llmpy, where?" asked the

others.
"Oh. there's a little shack up in the

woods that'll be Just the thing. We'll
hold our meetings In secret, and then that
old Le--y can't come monkeyin around."

This plan was pronounced "dandy" by
the boys, and they all went off in a body
to see the new meeting place. It stood
on the brow of the hill. Just above tho
Willamette River, and was a fine place
for them. But while Inside, exploiting
Its attractive features. Sprat glanced out
of the window and fairly groaned to see
Le-- y sitting on a big rock on tho river
bank, gazing Intently at the shack. Sprat
dodged back out of sight, exclaiming:

"Oh, there's that old Le-- y again, and
he's found us."

"Hide, and maybe he won't guess what
we are here for," suggested Jonsey.

All kept out ot sight, watching the

N THE early during a visit
at a friend's in one of the largo cities
of Michigan, my attention was called

to the wonder of the town tho only dog
In the newspaper business.

In a crowded down-tow- n street a news-
boy was busily running back and forth
around corners and over crossings, in
answer to beckoning nods and whistles.
Every now and then ho would appear
empty handed, be lost to view, and re-

turn with a fresh armful of newspapers.
A few blocks above lay a large pile of
papers protected from mischievous boys
and dishonest pedestrians by a large
Newfoundland dog, and it was to him that
the boy kept coming whenever he needed
more papers. This dog was the boy's able
assistant and took entire charge of the
stock, enabling the owner to run up .and
down the street and get all the trade in
right, by a heavy load of
papers.

Jack wai an old. friend of my compan-
ion's and had recently told her quite a
remarkable story which showed the un-

usual Intelligence of Bob. Jade's mother
takes in washing and a few weeks before
had left a half-drie- d wash out over night
In the morning when she looked out a
high wind was blowing, and nothing was
to be seen of the clothes. Greatly
alarmed she ran down into the yard to
oee if a few pieces had not been left.
What was her surprise to find Bob hud-

dled up In a corner on the clothes, which
he had gathered piece by piece, as they
blew from the line, and brought to this
sheltered nook, where he had kept them
together during the night

In the evening John has a regular paper
route and the dog Is of more service to
him then. If possible, than during the day.
The boy takes ono side of the street and
the dogs the other. John carles tho pa
pers, and Bob comes back to him for each
one as be needs it If there is only ono
customer in a row of houses Bob always

IN BOYDOM WAS

FOUR YOUNGSTERS, CHARGED WITH
LET OFF EASILY.

young man below them for half an hour,
when he disappeared, and the lodge, be--
ncving themselves locked
the door and went home.

For a whole blissful month they had
things their own, or at any rate, thought
they bad. They held two meetings a week
and the pestering boy was never seen.
But he was there Just the same. He
kept track of the goings --and comings of
the lodge members, and when he saw
them start off together he followed them,
always at a eafa dlotance, to the meet-
ing place. When they were Inside, with
the doors carefully locked against sur-
prises, he would slip stealthily up and
conceal himself In a thick clump of
hazel bushes that grew against the wall
in the rear of the shack. In leisure mo-
ments, of which he appeared to have a
great many, he had whittled out a small
round hole, and on meeting daye lay
conccaled in the thick bushes, with onel
eye at the hole, jealously watching the
proceedings within. And his jealousy was
not unfounded, for the meetings had a
social side to them. When the business
had been disposed of, a most tempting
lunch, prepared by the boys' mothers,
was set out on the table and" the members
would attack the viands with a vigor
that soon caused their disappearance.
There were cake and cookies, sandwiches
and even pie sometimes. It was enough
to set any boy's teeth on edge, and
Le-- y froaned as he watched the boys
Inside swallow cookies In two bites, de-
claring them the beet ever made.

"Well, I Just will get even with them,"
he had declared after every meeting.
"Stingy things not to let me come. Don't
see why they won't lemme In."
After the refreshments had

the boys employed themselves In compos-
ing and printing their lodge paper, called
the Club Report. Its contents were unique
ond exceedingly original, and one column
was always devoted to the subject "How
We Kept Out
of the Lodge; or, Did You Ever Get Left?"

But at last the hour for retribution ar-
rived. Le-- y was jubilant because he
thought ho was going to get even with
the lodge.

His Intended revenge came about In this
way: The lodge members went for a stroll
one morning up the river bank. They had
been gone about half an hour, when the
sound of sobbing caught their attention,
and. following it up, they came upon a
disheveled little girl, sitting in a big bed
of yellow violets, crying at the top of her
voice. The wild flowers she had been
gathering lay scattered about her In with-
ered dejection, and her pretty curls were
hanging fn tumbled confusion over tho
toar-stalne- d little face.

"What's the matter, sis?" Inquired
Sprat, as the other boys stood looking at
hc in compassionate silence.

ray mamma; a m losiea.

"Where d'ye live," was the next ques-
tion put to her.

"In a big house with a big dog." This
was all the information they could get
out of her, and, as they didn't know of
any house'' that was distinguished from
the others by a dig dog, they were greatly
perplexed as to what to do with the Httlo
stray.

"I've thought of the very thing," ex-
claimed Llmpy; "we'll take her to the
lodge and keep her until some one claims
hef. At the same time we can advertise
her In our paper so's people'll know she's
found."

"You're a brick, Llmpy," said the boys-- ,

and Squeed picked up the tired child
and carried her back to the cabin.

The remains of their last lunch was
still on the table, and they proceeded to
feed their charge with cake and ginger-sna-

In quantities that I hesitate to men-
tion. The boys agreed that she must be
hungry after her long walk, for they
Relieved her home to bo miles away. Fi-
nally she went to sleep with one hand
grasping tightly a gingersnap, while the
other held a poor, faded specimen of a
dandelion. They laid her down on a lit-

tle bunk in one corner of the room nnd
covered her up with their coats. Then
they wrote out the advertisement for her,
tiptoeing about the room and talking In
stage whispers, lest the pretty little sleep-
er be awakened.

As their paper had not a wide circula
tion, being subscribed for by club mem--
bera only, tho chances for the little girl's I

parents finding her through that medium
were rather scarce.

Tho advertisement read something like
this:

"We found a pretty-littl- e girl today in
the woods, that had gotten lost picking
flowers. She's a beaut You can have tho
samo by applying to us and paying ex-
penses. We wish you'd come after her
quick, cause she's eating up most of our
grub, and cries all the time when she
ain't asleep." . s

After printing this In the columns of the
Club Report the members quietly locked
up and went home, confidently believing
that they had done their duty. Wiser'
minds will probably condemn their action,
but wisdom, we say, comes only with age,

ANECDOTES ABOUT ANIMALS

THE AND

unhampered

undiscovered,

disappeared,

finds the right place, and should tho
gate be latched he Jumps over with the
paper in his mouth.

A PRISONER'S COMPANION.

How a Spider Was Trained ly a
French, Poet

The most Intolerable part of a long Im-

prisonment is the loneliness. It is mors
maddening even than the loss of liberty
and of one's friends. Those who have
been unfortunate enough to experience
It have felt so keenly the need of

that no living creature ap-

peared too mean to become the object of
their interest, care and affection. "

De Pelltoson, the poet, while imprisoned
in the Bastlle, one morning discovered a
web that had been spun across tho air-
hole of his cell. Upon touching this web
a spider made a furious rush at him;
and from this moment the hours dragged
less wearily for De Pelllsson.

He began by tormenting the little weav-
er, and ended by catching files for it and
courting Its friendship. He at last suc-
ceeded in training the spider to re3t on
his hand or his knee. With each new

the poet's attachment
to his strange pet gained in strength. His
pride In It, too. was gj;eat. And thla
pride brought misfortune.

One day the governor of the Bastlle
entered the cell and asked the poet how
he spent his time. De Pelllsson answered
that he managed to find amusement, and.
as a proof coaxed the spider from its
web to his hand. But before he could
put his pet through its tricks the gov-
ernor brushed it to the floor and eet his
foot on It

De Pellisson cried out, and, in his grief
and anger, turned on the governor with
reproaches. "X would rather," he flashed
out, "that you had broken my arm!"

A PRECOCIOUS ROGUE.

This Monkey "Would Have Made His'
Fortune on the Stage.

Monkeys in their wild state seem to bo
as skillful in Imitation as their brothers
who have received something of an edu- -

CLOSED

KIDNAPING,

t and the oldest of this quartet was only 9.
! Meanwhile, the distracted parents of the
little lass wore searching high and low
for her. They were being assisted by all
tho town people, Including the police force
and the Mayor. The day passed, and so
did the night, without throwing any light
upon her whoreaboutr. When the next
day came Le-- y started up to the shack
to see what the lodge was dolrg. On "the
way he picked up one of the Club Reports,
which the boy3 had thrown about, so
that people could read the advertisement
He read it through with growing excite-
ment, comprehending at a glance the en-
tire situation.

"6ee whiz!" was all he said as he threw
down the paper and broke Into a run. As
he ran he hit only tho high places and ar
rived at tne shack in an incred'bly short
space of time. Bursting into the room
he completely surprlsM the boys who
were gathered around the table with the
pretty child In their midst Though there
were traces of tears In her eyes, she was
looking very happy for a lost child as she
sat there, devouring candy, pie and plckle3
In very evident enjoyment. The boys wsro
trying vainly to print another Issue of
their paper, but she had mixed up things to
such an extent that their progress was
slow. Indeed. Her hands were full of type,
while her face and dress were covered
with printer's ink.

When Lc-- y caught sight of her he fair-
ly howled with delight

"Now I've got you." he shouted at the
astonished boys. "Goln' to tell the per-ll- ce

on you, too." and with that parting
shot he started 6ff again. mTtklng the air
ring with shouts of "Pcrllce! Perlice!"

Coming upon one who was searching the
woods for the lost child, he exclaimed la
this very coherent fashion:

"I've got 'em. perlice; I've got 'cm. The
whole push. They're the ones that stolo
the kid and she's there. Come on an' I'll
show 5'ou."

The blue-coate- d policeman hastily fol-
lowed his wildly gesticulating guide to the
cabin. As his big frame filled the doorway
wlth the star glittering ominously on his
broad chest, the four small boys began'
to feel very small. Indeed.

t'Here, you young scamps." roared tho
policeman, in a voice like thunder, "what
do you mean by kidnaping a little girl?
The whole city is looking for her. Como
on to jail!"

Jail! At that awful word the Iodgo
members" courage oozed out at their toes
and they began to cry and protest their
Innocence.

"Oh! please don't take us to jail. Mr.
Policeman," they begged, "we didn't steal
her; sure we didn't"

"Come on to jail." thundered the guar-
dian of the law, "that'll teach you to
steal children."

"No, sir. we didn't steal her." screamed,
the terrified boys, strugcllng to get away
from the policeman, who had them by
their several coat collars. "We gaie her
lots to eat and advertised her. too See."

As the big policeman read the advertise-
ment In the paper that had been thrust
Into his hands, the stem look on his face
relaxed and he dropped onto a bench and
laughed until he could laugh no more.

Tho four boys watched him In silent dis-
may. They were too thoroughly frlghteucd
to see In the policeman's mirth a good
omen for themselves, and. with the dread
vision of prison bars looming up before
them, were In no mood to faugh, even if
there had been anything to laush at.

The fact that Le-- y was standing in the
door, making faces at them and calling
them "Jail birds." didn't add to their en-

joyment of the situation either.
Presently the policeman jumped up

briskly, saying:
"Well. boys. If you'll give mo a piece of

that cake you've been feeding her on I'll
let you off this time."

Llmpy grabbed the entire cake and of-
fered it to him with hands that shook.

He laughed again as he cut off a gener-
ous slice nnd set the plate on the table.

"But, remember, boys," he went on.
looking at them grav4y. "the next time
you find any lost children, don't go about
trying to find their owners in this way.
You'll have to advertise your find in a
different manner or you may get into seri-
ous trouble. Come on. little one, I'll take
5ou home now," and he took the little
girl by the hand and led her out of tho
cabin.

Not until he was out of sight did the
lodge members recover sufficiently to heed
the taunts Le--y had been hurling at the m.
He had been greatly elated at the pros-
pect of sending them to jail and was now
decidedly crestfallen at the turn of affairs
In their favor.

"Did you ever get left, old Le-y- thov
sang In derision at him; "thought you'd
get us rested."

"I'll tell you what," said Llmpy. "If
you'll promise to quit your monkeyin' I'll
get the boys to let you in."
in Boydom, to keep the peace, and ho
was immediately elected to membership
In the club,
swore, by all that is regarded as binding

Le-- y crossed his heart several times and
Thus the feud ended between them.

ALICE M. WELLS.

cation at the zoo or In or-
gans about the streets.

When Sir Charley Napier, the famous
English General, and his wife were in
India, they camped one night in a
grove inhabited by monkeys. Thes ani-
mals were drawn by their curiosity
close to the travelers whose every ac-
tion they followed with symptoms of the
greatest Interest and wonder.

Eady Napier sent for some nuts,
which she put Into the pocket of her
apron. After some little coaxing she suc-
ceeded in gaining the confidence of a
large monkey to such an extent that he
approached and accepted nuts from her
hands, his timid companions looking on in
the throes of excitement and suspicion.
When, tho nuts exhausted. Lady Napier
retired to her tent for the night, tho
monkeys withdrew to their homes In the
trees.

The next morning Eady Napior was
startled to find that her apron was miss-
ing. Tho loss of the apron was Insignifi-
cant, but in the pocket was a purse con-
taining a considerable sum. An inquiry
and a close search were Instantly begun,
but In vain. The searchers were Inclined
to suspect some of those dexterous Indian
thieves, who can steal a sheet from under
a sleeper without awakening him. Going
by chance Into the back enclosure of the
tent. Lady Napier found her guest of the
previous evening seated In grave dignity
with the lost apron tied about him. He
was recalling by mlm cry the scene in
which ho had played so courageous anl
greedy a role. The lack of nuts was
supplied by the gold and rflver coins,
which he took from the purse and scat-
tered liberally among Ills kith and kin.

Though efforts were made to catch tho
rogue, 'they were fruitless. He escaped
to tho wods, clad in a black satin apron,
and doubtless played the part of a mon-
key who-- had seen the world.

lt Would Seem So.
"Never, undor any

said the woman who was explaining how
she kept "her wardrobe in such splen-
did --shape, "do I wear a street gown in
the house, evn for an Instant"

"Really?" returned her envious neigh-
bor. "I should think you would find
it awkward to change gowns on the
steps."

BOB, NEWSPAPER DOG, HOW HE SERVED
SUBSCRIBERS f A TRAINED SPIDER.
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