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THE BLIND

PART IL
S Rue passed out of the great.

warm, light building Into the
night, it seemed as though the full

strength and power of the Herald were
wrapped about her like an armor. She
was going to interview the great James
R. Blair, the man whom Holmes was
speeding East in vain to find, and, most
marvelous of all, they were holding the
forms for her holding back the forms of
the greatest paper in the West for her
story. A few snowflakes played a merry
game of tag about her as she bent her
head to the wind and hurried up Adams
Etreot to take the car to the depot. She
felt as if her feet could have left the
ground, and she could have floated with
the flakes, her heart was so light. It
was 4:03 by the Board of Trade clock
when she passed La Salle street on the
car. From there on to the bridge it
seemed to creep along, and when she
swung Impatiently off almost before it
had left the iron framework behind she
ran the few steps to the door of the
waltIng-roo- around the corner on Canal
street A hasty survey of the long, high
room showed her that Sydney had not ar-
rived yet, and she chose a seat rom
which she could obtain a view of both
the door through which she must enter
end the clock. Her notebook that precious
new notebook, Uh ite host of spotless,
white pages, which had spoken so elo-
quently to her of many thrilling inter-
views 'when she had purchased it a month
ago lay with her purse upon her, lap.
Its small, business-lik- e pencil was in its
place, and she was looking for the lOtn
time to be sure that its point was harp,
when a gloved hand was laid on her shoul-
der and a warm, glowing, girlish cheek
pressed to hers.

"Dear old chum, it was so good of you
to come," Sydney said, dropping into a
rocker beside her. "Papa's rushed off
somewhere or other to telegraph and hunta long-distan- telephone. He's done thatevery city we've stopped at since we left
Denver. Let's go downstairs to the train
and then we can sit in the section and
talk until you have to go.

Rue followed the tall, erect figure, In
its well-fitti- dark gray tailor-mad- e trav-
eling suit, with a keen ache of disap-
pointment and dread in her heart. That
such an awful accident of circumstances
as her not seeing Mr. Blair should hap-
pen had never occurred to her. She
thought of Mr. Rhodes waiting in room
34, of the delayed forms down in the
composing-room- , and even Sydney's gay
chatter could not chase away her trouble.

"It's ever so much better than poking
around all by your lonelies in an old
private- - car," Sydney said, when they
were seated In the Pullman sleeper. "I
like to have a lot of people about me
when I travel, so I can watch their
faces and be Interested and curious about
them. Now see this couple, Rue; don'tthey look just like Professor "Vane and
his wife? Look!"

"When will your father return, Syd."
Rue asked, without turning her head. "I
wanted to interview him, vou know, for
the Herald."

"You?" Sydney's brown eyes were
alight with interest. "Oh, of course."
she added quickly; "I forgot you were
a real, true newspaper woman at last.Just to think of the White Elephant
days, and here you are on the Evening

MARVELS OF

'SERPENTS"

animals of the deep sea which
THE habitually In water just above

freezing point, in darkness
that is profound, are among the most
grotesque and singular of living beings.
The fishes so far as known, are of small
size; but this does not prove that there
are no large animals in the deep sea.
The method of taking deep-se- a forms
precludes the capture of any except the
small and very sluggish ones which lie
in the deep ooze, but the time will come
when a large dredge will be invented in
which the monsters of the deep will be
taken, as there are few naturalists who
have given the subject any attention but
believe that there are in the greater
depths some gigantic animal which is oc-
casionally seen by those who go down to
the sea in ships. The many and

stories of the sea serpent tannot
all be visions, pictures of the fancy. Many
of the supposed sea serpents are whales,'
lines of birds or 'patches of seaweed, but
it is the consensus of opinion among

naturalists that there is some
gigantic animal in the deep sea yet un-
known to science which occasionally
comes to the surface, showing portions
of its form to the amazement of the mari-
ner who may chance to be in the vicin-
ity.

As to the nature of these unknown ani-
mals we have several suggestions. Somo
years ago a fisherman on the Georges
banks off the Maine coast, or in that vi-
cinity, brought up a remarkable fish 20
feet in length, which was entirely new
to him. Considering it a mere encum-
brance it was thrown overboard, but the
catch was reported and aroused great in-
terest among naturalists; so much so thata large sum was ofCered to the fishermen
to fish It up again, which they tried to do
without success. The fish was a veritable
young sea serpent, and If such a fish at-
tained the length of 50 feet it would well
compare with the accounts of sea ser-
pents which are reported so often. Since
this occurrence several eel-li- ke sharks
have been taken; long serpentine-lik- e
creatures that when large must be the
sea serpents of the deep sea, and have
convinced observers that the tales which
have aroused the credulity of people are
not without foundation, and that this
mysterious realm conceals strange and
gigantic forms which only rarely rise to
the surface.

The eel-li- sharks found are in some
Instances luminous, emitting a strange
light over the entire surfaces the Ilght-glve- rs

of the deep sea.
Another strange denizen of the deep is

the ribbon fish, several speci-
mens of which the writer has seen on the
shores of Santa Catalina Island. This
creature is one of the most beautiful of
all fishes. Itresembles a white or silver

. ribbon, slashed with black. A long fin
extends its entire length and over the- head forms a number of plumes or pom-
pons of a vivid red, that in long specimens
might easily be taken for a mane waving
to and fro. That this delicate ribbon
fish attains a large size Is generally be-
lieved, as large specimens have been cap-
tured. Some years ago a fisherman was
hauling a net on the coast of Scotland
when it was found that some heavy
weight was holding the net back. Addi-
tional help was obtained, and a dozen
men finally hauled in a monster fish which
was estimated to weigh S00 pounds. It
was a gigantic ribbon fish CO feet or more
in length, so long and heavy that It re-
quired the efforts of half a dozen men to
carry it along the deck. It was a verit-
able eea serpent, and extending from Its

PONY
STORY OF A GIRL BREADWINNER BY IZOLA
FORRESTER if IN TWO PARTS.

Herald. Papa won't be back until the
very last minute, I'm sure. He never
docs. Interview me. I'll tell you lots."

Rue hesitated.
"Where did you go after you left the

car in Kansas?" she asked, after a mo-
ment's consideration.

"Over among the mountains in Colo-
rado,"- returned Sydney promptly. "It
was lovely. Papa left me at a funny lit-
tle place called Three Bears. That was
where Mr. Maxwell met him, you know.

Mr. John Maxwell, of New York. And
they went up Into the mountains for a few
days and left me with the landlady at
Three Bears' Hotel."

Rue pondered. She did not write any-
thing down in her notebook except the
names Three Bears and John Maxwell.

"What did you go up to the mountain
for?" Exidently the one great point of
importance was to find out what Mr. Blair
had been doing with himself slnco he
had left Kansas. ..

"Why, I don't know exactly. Some
business," answered Sydney vaguely. "I
know one thing, though, that may help
you. Mr. Maxwell bought the Lost Star
stock from papa before we left New
York. I suppose that might be interest-
ing in a newsmpcr to men, don't you? Af-
ter Mr. MaxwVill left us we went farther
"West in the state, and papa was busy
hunting and looking after some new
things he'd bought up, mines, I guess.
And then all at ence we started East,
that's all. I'm afraid you can't mako
anything good out of it. Rue. It is not
nearly as exciting as some of our old first-colu-

thrillers, is it?"
"I don't see why everybody's so inter-

ested about that trip," Rue said, thought,
fujly replacing her pencil and drawing on
her gloves. "It must be splendid to be so
Important that every time you turn
around people get excited." There was a
sudden movement among the other oc-

cupants of the car, and she glanced at
her silver chatelaine watch. It lacked
three minutes of the time for departure.

"I am so sorry there was nothing thrill-
ing for you to tell," she went on quick-
ly. "It meant so much to me. Syd, the
making of a good story out of an inter-
view with Mr, Blair, I mean." They had
both risen and started down the aisle,
Sydney's arm resting around Rue's shoul-
ders and a queer, choking sensation was in
the latter's throat as she tried to meet
Sydney's frank gray eyes bravely. "It's
a little difficult, having been editor of
the White Elephant, you know, and now
only a cub reporter, on probation. Good-
bye, chum. Don't forget me, Syd."

They had paused a moment in the nar-
row vestibule for a hurried embrace, when
suddenly Sydney's eyes flashed with eager
gladness.

"There he is," she cried, as a tall,
smooth-face- d gentleman entered the car.
"Papa, come here, quick. This is Rue.
you know, my Rue, Rue Bartram, and
she's on the Herald, and must have a
word from you. Say something, dear,
please."

Mr. James R, Blair looked from one
earnest face to the other, from Sydney's
bright, pleading one to Rue's brown eyes
overflowing with most unprofessional
tears.

He thought of the telegrams in his in-
ner pocket, and of what awaited him in
New York, and he smiled quizzllally as he
took Rue's hand in a warm, hearty clasp.

"You may say we've been hunting a
blind pony, little girl," he said kindly,
"and have fdund It."

"Is that all?" asked Rue in bewilder-
ment.

"That is enough. Tell old Rhodes that
from me."

A minute later, and Rue was waving

DEEP -SEA LIFE

UNDOUBTEDLY EXIST

head were tall deep red or scarlet plume-lik-e
fins, which form a sort of "mane,"

frequently described as being seen on the
typical sea serpent If these fishes attain
a length of 30 feet there Is no reason

j why they may not exceed this, and it Is
very possible that some of the "sea ser-
pents" which have been observed at va-
rious times were gigantic ribbon fishes,
which came up from the deep sea and
moved along with undulating motion at
the surface.

During the past year a large specimen
of this deep-se- a wonder washed ashore at
Newport Beach, California, where It was
destroyed by a Mexican, ignorant of its
value. The fish, which was 25 or SO feet in
length, and estimated to weigh 500 pounds,
was seen at flrstT in the surf, presenting a
remarkable appearance as its silvery folds
rolled over and over and flashed in the
sunlight. The finder waded into the surf,
and with much difficulty hauled the strug-
gling ribbon fish out upon the sands.

How deep the ribbon fish lives in the
sea Is unknown, but it Is supposed to
come up from the very great depths
where almost profound darkness reigns.

One of the most remarkable as well as
gigantic animals of the deep sea Is the
giant squid a favorite tid-b- it of the
sperm whale. The size to which these
animals grow, their strength, their hid-
eous appearance places them on a par
with .many of the wierd and grotesque
creatures of a past age. The squid un-
doubtedly attains a length of nearly if
not over 100 feet, and pieces have been
taken from the stomachs of whales which
suggested animals far beyond this in
size.

No more hideous creature can be Imag-
ined. The body Is barrel-shape- d, the tail
like an arrow-hea- d, the eyes as large as
saucers, black and white, hypnotic and'staring. The arms are attached to the
head, and are 10 in number, from 10 to 20
feet long in extromely large animals,
while two are from 20 to 50 feet in length,
depending upon the size of the individual.
The short arms are provided with extra-
ordinary suckers their entire length. The
two long ones have them only at the ex-
tremities, and they form virtually a pair
of pincers, which are shot out SO or more
feet like a flash of light to seize unsus-
pecting prey, which Is then hauled among
the shorter arms and held powerless to
escape. The mouth is small, but is pro-
vided with two large parrot-lik- e beaks.
This wierd creature weighing tons, with
a power of changing Its color like a cha
meleon, and In some species luminous,
lives in deep fjord-lik- e bays, and probably
ln the deeper regions of the ocean, as it is
rarely seen, except when wounded. A
number of years ago an epidemic appears
to have overtaken these animals, and,
numbers were found at the surface in
Newfoundland waters, one 53 feet in
length, giving the man who discovered it
a hard struggle. The hideous animal threw
Its arms over the boat, holding on with
vice-lik- e strength, emitting clouds of Ink,
which permeated the water In very di-

rection. It was finally secured, towed in
and anchored in the surf, where It lay
until the tide ebbed, tossing its arms aloft,
filling the water with ink a terrifying
spectacle

The capture of nearly all the giant
squids has been sensational. The French
man-of-w- ar Alectron sighted one some
years ago lying upon the surface. A.boat
was lowered, but the captain was loth
to allow his men to attack it, fearing that
some one would be killed or Injured by
the flying arms or be hauled down into
the water. Finally a harpoon was thrown
into It, and killed It. When the animal
was hauled aboard, by its mere weight it
fell apart, yet there was no doubt but
that It could have held two men In each
arm and drowned them easily In the open
water. So uncanny a creature might "well
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farewell to a fluttering white handker-
chief tn the distance, as the Eastern ex-
press sped out of the depot. Then she
looked at the three entries in her note-
book. Three Bears, John Maxwell and
Mr. Blair's message. It certainly had been
a barren interview, she concluded, and
neither the tears nor the choking sensa-
tion had entirely taken their leave when
she turned Into the Herald Building 15
minutes later.

Mr. Rhodes was alone. He half turned
in his chair as she entered, and there was
a sparkle in his keen, dark eyes from un-
der their heavy brows.

"Well?" he asked, "Did you see him?''
"Yes, for a moment." Rue's face was

flushed, and her mouth drooped at the
corners. She looked slight and young, and
disheartened, as she stood beside the long
mahogany desk, and looked at the man-
aging editor. "But there isn't any story
to it at all. They only went up into Colo-
rado With .Tnhn ll nt Vi tt! Bears, and he owns the Lost Star now.
and Mr. Blair says he's been hunting a
blind pony and found it; that's all."

She had expected a curt dismissal, or else
an outburst, but none came. InstcRd, af-
ter one long look at her face, Mr. Rhodes
turned deliberately aside and pressed sev--

! cral electric buttons at the side of his
aesK. .sir. uextcr and an dfllce boy and
.ho foreman of the composing-roo- fol-
lowed each other In quick succession, and
Rue stood aside as Mr. Rhodes conversed
with each in turn.

"Wire to Maxwell for confirmation of
the Lost Star story," he said finally, and
Mr. Dexter went out last, his thin, sharp
face full of Intense concentration.

"Mr. Rhodes," exclaimed Rue. desper-
ately, feeling she must know the truth.
..Please, what is it about the blind
pony, anyway? Have I done any good?"

Mr. Rhodes eyebrows lifted, slightly.
He was not accustomed to explosive quer-
ies on the part of his staff. But as he
met her anxious, girlish gaze his face
relaxed Its sternness somewhat.

"You have found out all we care to
know of Mr. Blair," he answered. "It
was a most successful interview, MJss
Bartram." After a moment's hesitation:
"I congratulate you. Concerning the
Blind Pony, just at present, it is causing
almost a panic in 'Wall street. It is the
'richest gold mine that has been struck
in this country for many years, and Mr.
Blair was believed to have no share or
interest in it, but had staked all on the
Lost Star stock." He paused and an-
swered a telephone call from the city
editor, before continuing. "Every effort
has been made to ruin Mr. Blair in this
deal, and every- advantage taken of his
absence."

"And the blind pony Is hl3?" exclaimed
Rue, enthusiastically.

"The Blind Pony Is his," repeated Mr.
Rhodes, "and he is in almost absolute
control of the gold market. Financially.
I may say, he is the greatest man of the
moment In tho country. Now do you
understand?"

Rue did not answor. Her head seemed
to whirl at the magnitude of it all, but
out of all the choas one important per-
sonal thought reared itself, and she hesi-
tated at the door.

"Mr. Rhodes," she said, "It is a month
tomorrow"

"Miss Bartram." said the managing
editor severely, " there are two important
lessons you have to learn in your news-
paper career. First, learn to know a
good story when you are fortunate
enough to secure one, and second, do not
worry over your position until you find
a note of dismissal on your desk. You
will report to Mr. Dexter tomorrow as
a regular member of his staff."

AT GREAT DEPTHS

inspire horror among seamen, but there
is every reason to believe that they are
very timid. The writer measured ono of
those animals, which proved to be 45 feet
in length; and at tho Island of Santa Cat-
alina once observed a school of squids
from eight to ten feet long, rush In upon
tho rocks, chased by large fishes. One or
these curious creatures was placed In a
large tank, where it lived for several
hours, giving a remarkable exhibition of
color changes. It threw its long arms
about the edges of the tank with a grip
almost impossible to dislodge, while over
its body flashed tint and color changes
fairly dazzling. The prevailing hue was
reddish brown, becoming vivid, then fad-
ing away to pale gray, suggestive of the
possibilities of concealment of this strange
animal. The writer has seen them pois-
ing over a white sandy bottom almost
invisible, then when over a dark bottom
they took on a darker shade also almost
invisible to any lurking foe. When at-
tacked the animal shot away, tail first,
like an arrow, discharging backward at
Its enemy a cloud of ink, which filled th
water for many feet about a protective
measure at once effective and sensational.

The question of large animals of the
deep sea is one of the problems of the
future, and doubtless in the years to
come some trap will be devised which
will bring to tho surface some denizens of
the deep sea, which in form and shape
will be as remarkable as the smaller ani-
mals which are known to be the light-give- rs

of these abysmal regions of the
ocean world.

GUATEMALA'S NATIONAL BIRD.

The Quetzal Commits Suicide When
Caught and Cased.

Tho little republic of Guatemala dec-

orates its coat of arms, its stamps and
its official" documents with the picture
of a heautiful parrot. The bird Is of a
rich green color, with tufted head and
a long tall, which frequently grows to a
length of four or- - flye feet. It is found
only in the forests of Guatemala. The
green parrot of Quetzal, as It is called,
has been made the National emblem of
Guatemala, just as the American eagle
has become the National emblem of the
United States. And the parrot perches
gracefully upon a pedestal in the Guat-
emalan stamps much the same as the
great eagle which screams from the se

side of the American dollar.
The Guatemalans are very proud of

their National bird, and have written
many songs and poems about It. Tho
parrot was selected for the National em-
blem because it was found very hard to
catch, and since, when once imprisoned,
it always kills itself rather than remain
in captivity. The liberty-lovin- g people of
this South American republic say this
bird, which so skillfully eludes capture
and dies rather than surrender, is typical
of their own country and Its people.

The Quetzal lives In the wildest parts
of the mountains, and never visits the
neighborhood of the towns or cities. The
only parrots ever brought out of the
forests are caught by the native Indians.
The parrots are too wary' ever to be
caught in a trap. The Indians first
watch the parrots, sometimes for days
at a time, until they discover" their
haunts. Then they smear the limbs of
surrounding trees with thick glue. The
parrot perches on the sticky limb, and
Is held fast. The natives remove the
bird from the limbs by the simple exped-
ient of cutting off their feet. For many
years it was supposed" by scientists all
over the world that the green parrot
grew without feet.

has ever been brought from
Its forest home alive They struggle des- -

perately when caught, and when they
find they cannot escape they kill them-
selves. They always commit suicide in
the same way by pecking at their breasts.
They calmly peck a hole through the
outer skin until the jugular vein Is ex-
posed. . A final peck severs the artery
and the bird" qulpkly bleeds to death. The
Quetzal dleo, but never surrenders. The
green parrot stuffed, but with its feet
missing, is to be found In natural history
museums all over the world. But no
one has ever, succeeded in keeping a
specimen alive in captivity.

A Small Boy's Questions.
Mamma, alt down! I want to ask

You "3ust one thlnp or two:
What makes my shadow stretch out so?

And tell me, what Is dew?

Is It the trees that make the wind
By switching 'round their boughs?

And where do dogs go when they die,
And kittens, cats and cows?

And when it thunders In the sky.
What makes the clouds all wink?

Could I dig down to China-lan- d

In 10 years, do you think?
Why don't the people tumble oft

When China turns this way?
And when you say the moon is full.

What is It full of. pray?
How far Is It up to tho clouds?

How long aro comets' tails?
And why will not umbrellas do

For boats as well as sails?
I

How did the very nrstest man
Who made tape measures know

How long to make the first end Inch,
And, say, do yardsticks grow?

How many workmen did It take
To build a pyramid?

And won't you show mo on the map
AVhere baby Moses hid?

What makes the little darkles black'
What makes the cky so blue?

And Is It right to tell a Joko
When not one word Is true?

Why do you love me Just the same
When I am cross and bad?

And tell me, mamma, why am I
First happy and then sad?

And will you be the grandmother
To all my little boys?

And when you come to see mo
Bring your pocl.ets full of toys?

Is. Santa Claus a truly man?
Have reindeers hoofs and paws? s

Who dresses all the Christmas dolls-D- ocs

Mr. Santa Claus?

Is Jesus real, mamma, dear?
Were frankincense and myrrh

His Christmas gifts? Did Mary
Think these" things were meant for her?

Or did she keep them safe from him?
Why don't the Bible tell?

Was God ono time a little boy--He
knows our hearts so well?

Where Is our fire when It goes out?
Why can't I understand?

Well, won't you tell mo where to find
Sras undiscovered land?

How can God hollow out the hills
Without a single tool?

Tou don't know everything? Well, then.
Why don't go to school!

Emma Huntington Nason.

How to Piny Clans Ball.
The rlayers stand In a line like a class

In spelling. The left-han- d end of the
line is "head" and the right-han- d end
"foot." The "teacher" stands midway in
the line, facing the class, and throws the
ball to No. 1, standing at head. No. 1
returns It to teacher. Teacher throws it
to No. 2, and, It being returned to No.
3. and so on all along the line. When

. ,

one misses he must go to the foot. When
the teacher misses he takes the head, and
"head" takes the teacher's place. When
thetime limit is reached those who have
missed stand in a line 10 paces off. and
those who have not missed are privileged
to take one throw hitting whosoever they
cari in the line. Thls is also a pretty
parlor game, played after the fashion of
battledore and shuttlecock. A soft bail
is best suited to this game.

NIGNI, THE DWARF

claim has been made lor me thatT'HE was the smallest child ever born
alive, but I shall not boast of that. In-

deed, I would rather have been a bounc-
ing baby than the frail and tiny thing I
was. When I was 3 days old I weighed
only 12 ounces, and was about as long
as one of the little crockery dolls you
see In the stores. Had my father put me
into his overcoat pocket I should have
been lost.

Of course, all I'm going to tell you

THE FIGHT WITH

A WONDERFUL

DEAF,

Our schoolboys must not Imagine that
they are the smartest in the world, for
thorn is a little boy in Boston who is
deaf, dumb and blind, and who, in spite
of this, will make every one of them look
cut good and lively for nls honors. In
manual training Tom Stringer has few
equals and no superiors; more yet, he is
a mechanical genius.

Tom is now 15 years old. The little
fellow lost his sight and hearing when he
was about a year and a half old, from,
spinal meningitis. He forgot how to
walk, and at 5 years of age, when he was
admitted to the Perkins Institution for
the Blind, in Boston, he crept backward.
Now Mr. Anagnos, the director of the In-

stitution, considers Tom the equal of any
boy of his age in mental development, so
that all he has learned. Including how to

I
walk, has been accomplished in 10 "years.

Tom's composition for the commence-
ment exercises of 1S99 was:

"TWO BOSTON BOTS.
"THE PURITAN BOY OF 1C90. THE BOS-

TON' BOY OF 1800.
"Boston Is an old city. More than 200

ii

(Copyright, 1002. by Douglas Z. Doty.)
'Twas April and Sprlnslke in Paint Box Town.
With the dogwood In blossom, when Brown
Was told of the news like saucers her eyes
For really It was a delightful surprise.
"We start In a week," Mr. Brown said at tea.
"At we touch, after six days at sea.
Then England and Scotland and Holland and France,
And other nice places If we have the
And now. Daughter Dorothy, won't that be bliss?"
And Dorothy- - said, as she gave him a kiss,
"Is Reg going with vaV and father said. "Guessl"
But Dorothy knew that his smile was a "Yess."
Now Reg la her cousin and chum, you must know.
And It Just capped th climax to know he 'could go.

THE ADVENTURES OF
BY

about my babyhood I learned in later
years from my mother. Even though I
was called very smart, I remember noth-
ing until I was about 3 yeaxt old. I was
so small and weak that It was hard to
keep me alive for the first six months,
but ater that I "began to pick up. At
the age of 1 year I was only seven Inches
tall and took my dally baths in a pint
cup. I then began to walk alone and
my adventures to begin. Being eo small
I could hide almost anywhere in a room,
and If I went outdoors I was sure to get

GRASSHOPPERS.
.- -

LITTLE '

DUMB AND BLIND, YET

years ago the Puritans came across the
ocean to find a new home in America,
they built a town on three hills and
named it Boston. That was their old
home in England.

"The little Puritan boy through
the grassy lanes Instead of He
drove the cows to pasture on the com-
mon. Washington street is the old crooked
cow path. There was a high beacon on
Beacon Hill. The boys liked to coast
down Hill in "Winter.

"An Indian was the postman who car-
ried letters from town to towp. The
people traveled by stage. The only ships
were sailing vessels. Because the people
In Boston town were good and brave, it
grew to be a big city. There are 500,000
people in Boston now.

"The Boston boy of ISM rides in steam
and electric cars and carriages without
horses.

"The mail and telephone and telegraph
carry our messages. Steamboats cross
the ocean In a week. There was not land
enough for all the people, so more land
was made In the harbor. The old town

DOROTHY BROWN PAINT PICTURES
SEQUEL TO "PICTURES OF PAINT BOX TOWN."
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Dorothy Brown Helps Her Mother to FacK

DOROTHY BROWN ABROAD.

Dorothy

Qucenstown

chance;

WRITTEN HIMSELF.

LAD

walked
streets.

Beacon

THE

How short seemed the days that followed so fast,
With packing and sewing- - and work to the last!
In painting this picture be careful to use
The colors quite thin, especially blues.
I think Mrs. Brown should be colored In gray,
With flowers of pink on her dress, let us say;
For Dorothy, lavender, stockings of green.
Russet brown shoes and the cat so erene
Is grayish to white. Gl-- e Norah, the maid,
A whlte'cap and Vipron, her dress a. pale shade
Of blue or of pink the wall greenish gray.
The curtains of ecru. A week from today
Will find Mistress Dorothy bound for the ship.
And please meet here there, or we'll miss a fine trip.

w - -

A LITTLE MAN, AS

into some trouble. When I was about 2
years old I was left alone for a. few
minutes one day, and a mouse came out
of a hole In the wall to bear me off. I
happened to be playing with a knitting
needle, and I used It for a weapon to
defend myself. Mother came In to find me
fighting for my life, and though I had
been bitten three times I had almost crip-
pled the mouse. People who heard of
It came to &ee me and praise me for
my bravery, but I was too young to un-
derstand them.

About a month later I got outdoors
one day, and a Spring chicken took me
for something good to cat and tried to
snap me up. Never was a little fellow
In greater peril. The chicken was com-
ing on with her beak open to devour me
at one gulp, and there was no one to hearmy cries for help. I sprang aside just
as the chicken thought she had me, and
lo! an old table fork with one rusty tmo
lay at my feet Picking this up for a
weapon, I dashed forward and stabbed
the chicken in the breast and put her to
flight, and mother found me just as I
was marching up to the rooster to dare
him to battle. There were people who
said I was born to be a warrior, but my '

father only smiled at such talk. No dwarf
ever became a famous general or ever
will.

I was 3 years old, and I was 11 Inches
high and weighed six pounds, when I
wandered away from the house one day
into a meadow. I was armed with a
sword made out of pasteboard and had a
paper cap on. That year happened to be a
great one for grasshoppers, and I was
suddenly surrounded by SO or 40 as fierce
and savage looking hoppers as one ever
saw. Young as I was, I knew that I
could not outrun them, and that I must
fight for my life if I would preserve It.
The hoppers surrounded me and cut off all
escape, and as I took a firm grip on my
sword they rushed forward to the attack.
I do not wish to boast of my bravery,
but when I tell you that I killed 12 of
those savage grasshoppers before they re-
treated you will say that I fought des-
perately.

The hoppers did not give up with ono
attack. They drew off to rest themselves
and collect a greater force, and while
they were doing this I sharpened my
sword on the grass and got ready for an-
other struggle. When they came again
they were gnashing their teeth and thirst-
ing for blood, and they came" with such a
rush that I was knocked down. I was up
in a second, however, and laying about
me as hard as I could strike, and show-
ing mercy to no foe. I beat them off,
and even drove them across a creek.
Then I counted up the dead hoppers, and
found 27 of them, and when father came
running he found me waving my bloody
sword and cheering over my victory. It
was indeed a great battle, considering my
size and youth, and there were folks who
remembered and talked of it long after I
had left the town and was meeting with
other adventures. I received four wounus
in the fight, but after three or four daya
was out again, and as good as new.

My further adventures I will relate to
you another week.

HE MAKES PICTURES

dock is part of the subway now. The
little Puritan boy would find everything
changed' except the Common.

"I am very glad that the little Puritan
boy came across the sea from EngHnd
to live in Boston in 1630, but I would rath-
er be the boy of 1S39."

Tom wrote this composition In BraillQ
Point characters during his day hours.
When that part of the work was d?ne ho
set himself about making his illustrations.
They consisted of the old stage-coac- h of
16S0 and the electric overhead trolley car
of 1S99; a sailing vessel, the beacon on
Beacon Hill, and the windmill on Copp'a
Hill, which he cut out of white paper and
pasted upon black cardboard. The unique
feature of Tom's illustrations were that
they were all made out of straight lines,
and yet any person could Instantly tell
what they were intended for.

If anyone imagines this would be an
easy task. let him blindfold himself and
try to cut out of stiff white paper an
old stage-coac- h pulled by a horse, and a
trolley car. with its overhead electria
wire and its track to run on. The wlni-mll- l,

sailing vessel and beacon light look
easier, but they would be hard enough,
goodness knows, with one's eyes shut.

The commencement exercises took place
la the Boston Theater, before an Im-

mense audience, and when It came Tom's
turn to read his composition, this is the
way it. was done: He passed the "read-
ing finger" of one hand over the raised
characters, and, with the other hand,
spelled it out in the manual or deaf-mu- te

alphabet to an interpreter, which.
Interpreter repeated the story of the "Twa
Boston Boys" to the assembled audience.
At tho righttlme Tom held up the I-

llustrations he had made. The table upon
which his manuscript rested has been
made by his own hands. None of the
pupils that day got Iongor, or heartier ap-
plause than deaf, dumb and blind Tommy
Stringer.

Xeert of Ventilation.
It is not the actual overheating oi

rooms, but their lack of ventilation, that
makes colorless faces. In
houses the maid opens the windows of tho
sitting and dining-room- s every morning
before breakfast for five or 10 minutes,
even on the coldest Winter days. But by
noon the furnace heat has exhausted all
the oxygen in the house, and thus de-

vitalized air Is taken into the lungs of
the occupants for the rest of the day.
With a good furnace a house should be
aired three times a day. Visitors enter-
ing a house in Winter time are sure to
find the atmosphere oppressive, but after
15 or 20 minutes they forget about it and
are content to remain in it for an in-

definite time. English girls are noted the
world over for the fresh coloring of their
complexions; they never live In furnace --

heated houses, whose doors and windows
are kept carefully closed. The open fires
are sufficient for heat and ventilation.

Tond In a Passion.
In spite of the precious jewel which it

wears In its head, the toad has few
friends, although one which Professor
Bell kept as a pet would sit on one of
his hands while it fed out of the other.
No doubt it Is an ugly creature, but it
cannot help that. Why, then, should it
also possess a temper? A toad in a pas-
sion Is really and truly very angry in-

deed. One was once caught In a snare
that had been laid for birds. The mo-
ment it found itself a. prisoner, its rage
knew no bounds. It struggled furiously,
and snapped at everything within its
reach. Nor does it spare its brother toad,
but often goes for It on land or water.

George Doinp: Well.
Philadelphia North American.

Mrs. Sinslt How are you making out at
breaking your husband of the liquor
habit?

Mrs. Newliwcd Grandly! The first vic-
tory belongs to me, as George gave rjght
In to my first suggestion.

Mrs. Sinslt How noble! What was your
suggestion? ,

Mrs. Newliwcd Well, I suggested he
drink as much water as he did intoxicat-
ing drinks, and he promptly promised that
for ever drink of whisky he took he would
take a glass of water right after i.


