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NIGNI THE

good cause to remember my
THAVE Early In. the morning
JL my father weighed me and nodded
and smiled and said:

"Mother, our Nignl will be a man some
day. If he keeps on. J find that he weighs
more than eight pounds, and his height
must be all of 11 Inches."

Almost every baby 3 months old Is as
tall and heavy as that twice oi'cr, but
I was a dwarf, you see, and when I
gained ever so little It pleased my pa-

rents. For birthday presents my father
gave me my first pocket-knif- e, and my
mother's gift consisted of a dumb watch.
Being poor people, they could do no bet-
ter by me, nor did I expect them to. It
was on July 6, and breakfast bad been
ended about an hour, and I was playing
in the garden, when a stranger arrived.
I heard him talking for a while with
mother, and then I was called In. I found
him to be an oldish man, and his face
looked so kind I liked him at once. He
looked me over as I stood in the door,
and then said:

"Well, my little man, how do you do?
I have heard of you, and have traveled
COO miles to see you. I was told that you
were the smallest dwarf in the world,
and I see that the news is true. I am
here to see all the family. Do you think
you can find your father and bring him
here for a talk?"

I replied that I could, and hastened
down to the shore of the sea, where
father was mending a boat. The stranger
had said that his name was 'Yeddo, and
when I gave it to father he said:

"Yeddo? Why, that is the name of Ja-
pan's greatest showman! He Is a second
Barnum. I wonder why he should want to
gee me?'

When we reached the house Mr. Yeddo
shook father by the hand and hoped he
was well, and after a little talk about 1

the weather, he said:
"Perhaps you can guess why I am here.

I want to arrange with you about taking
little Nignl around the country on exhibi-
tion. He certainly is the smallest of all
dwarfs, and the public will be glad to pay
a good price to see him. He has been
written up in the press several times, and
people are asking why I don't engag
him."

"What! Exhibit our NIgnl around the
country as if he were some strange
beast?" screamed my mother, as she fell
Into a chair.

"I am not the sort of a man to sell his
children," added my father, as a frown
came to his face.

The showman did not lose his good tem-
per. He talked plainly and kindly, and
after about an hour he brought my pa-
rents around to view the thing in a dif-
ferent light. As for me. I was delighted
with the idea, and would have said "yes"
at once had it rested with'me. Mr. Yeddo
remained all day, and by supper time it
was settled that he was to exhibit me.
He was to pay father a large sum of
money more than my parents had ever

TOMMY'S BIRD
HOV HE

IT WAS the second day that Tommy's
had been away to work, and

w hen he came home at noon from kinder-
garten, unlocked tho door and entered the
room, he felt very lonesome. His lunch
vas laid out on the table, but at first he

did not feel like eating, but threw him-ee- lf

on the bed and began to cry. Then
remembering what his mother had said
about his being a man and taking care
of her, he sprang up and ran to the glass
to look at his black eye.

It was still horribly black, and it made
him feel worse to look at it, so he went
to the table and began to eat. "While he
was eating he kept wishing he had not
got into that fight with the landlady
boy. Mrs Jewett had offered to take care
of him while his mother was away, but
Pete was so spoiled and bossy that Tom-
my just couldn't stand being ordered
around by him, so they fought, and when
Mrs. Craven came home at night, tired
and sad, there was this story of Tommy's
naughtiness awaiting her. She had not
said one word, but just led her boy up-

stairs, had got the supper and waited on
him as kindly as on other nights, but
when she put him to bed she told him
that after this he must never speak to
any one in the house while she was out,
but come straight to his room from school
and remain there until she returned. Then
she kissed and tucked him in, and in a
kind of dream, just as he was falling
asleep, he heard her praying for his father,
who was away in Alaska. They had not
heard from him for so many months that
they thought he must be dead. That was
why, her money all being gone. Tommy's
mother "had been obliged to go to work,
and that was why through her tears she
had said to Tommy: "You are all tho
man I have got now; you must take care
of me."

At that thought he sat up in bed. and
with his sleepy eyes half closed, threw
his arms around his mother's neck and
whispered: "Oh, mamma, I will be a man!
I will be a man!"

Then he fell asleep and dreamed that he
was, oh, so big, and he hit Pete such a
crack In the eye that he.fell over like a
nlnepln. The memory of that dream made
Tommy laugh, and by the time he had fin-
ished his lunch and put away the dishes
he felt better.

His mother's room and little kitchen
were at the very top of the house. On
one side the windows opened on a flat
roof, and here Tommy liked to play. On
the other side the window overlooked the
garden of a rich man, whiSh was full of
shrubs, flowers, pines and other trees.

It was to this window Tommy now went.
He opened it wide, and, sitting with his
chin on his folded arms on the sill, looked
out. The wind swayed the tops of the pine
irces, ana saucy miie sparrows played
emong the branches or climbed alone the i

tew shoots, picking off and eating some--
iu4ii, uiu.y ue insects, xommy S ICacner i

had said that sparrowswere quarrelsome
creatures, who drove" away birds that
otherwise might nest In the gardens of
tho town. But Tommy liked the impu-
dent little fellows, they wej;e good com-
pany for a lonely little boy, for they

happy.
As he sat watching these merry rogues

out of the air seemingly came a curious
thin, reed-lik- e, rasping sound. Tommy
had often heard it before, but had never
been able to find out where It came from.
Now. bending his head and following the '

S:kSiR?P?,?.e"e1r,!'f.atiny-tin3rd- :
,nul tt JU"5 Ultttli uea. anQ a. DCaUUIUl
burnl&hed neck, making quick little move.
ments as it sang its unmusical song.

"Oh.oh, oh!" cried Tommy, who knew)

hird! It's a humming-bird!- "
He looked around to tell his mother,

forgetting ehe was away, then turned
back to watch the little stranger, who
did not rest very long, and darted away
so quickly that Tommy .could not see
where It went. Hehad to content himself j

with his old friends, the sparrows, and
had almost forgotten the winged jewel,
when suddenly something flashed past his
face and into the rocim. Quick as thought
he closed the window, and turning back
saw the humming-bir- d fly around vthe
room. At last it dashed against the glass
At tho window and feel to the floor ex--

DWARF
THE ADVENTURES OF
WRITTEN BY HIMSELF.

- r
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MY LITTLE MAX, HOW DO YOU DO?"

thought could be collected together by
one man and mother was to go along
and take. care of mc. I had not been
going to School, but mother and others
had taught me to read and spell, and I
could sing fairly well and speak a piece.
It was decided that when I went on ex-
hibition I should make a sing
a couple of songs and dance a jig. This
I would do twice a day, and the rest of
my time would be taken up talking with
the people. It was also decided that I
should be dressed as a Colonel in the

HIS AND A NEST

hausted. Tommy ran over and picked It j
up gently and tenderly. How small it felt, JI

even in his little hand! He bent his head 1

and could just hear the beating of its tiny
heart. It was sujfi a little, little sound!
Tommy softly stroked its head with his
smooth cheek and to himself:
TH keep it,"
Then he looked around the room for

to put the tiny creature in, and
caught sight of an old bird cage. But
the wires were too wide apart, this wee
bird would get between' them. As he
turned back his eyes fell on the trees and
flowers of the bright garden outside, and
the thought came to him that after living
in freedom there, the active little hummer
woum never be happy caged up Indoors.
Tommy shut his eyes, so as not to see the
beauty outside, and muttered: "It came
into my room; it's mine. I will keep it!"
but he could not get away from the
thought that It would be cruel to deprive
the tiny creature of liberty.

He opened his ejes and looked down at
the atom in his hand. It had recovered
from Its fall, and was glancing from side
to side with its bright eyes, and though it
did not seem it was
to get free. A tear fell on the burnished
head and glanced off, as the child bent
down and "I want you just
awfully: but I'm going to let you go."

His voice ended In a sob, but he bravely
xalsed the window, opened his hand and
watched the fairy bird fly away, while the
sparrows chattered and scolded as though
they were saying:

"What a goose you were not to keep
that fierce little warrior when you had
him!" For you must know that, little as

,they are, are not afraid
or sparrows.

"You hold your cried Tommy.
"I let him go because because he didn't
want to stay."

Then he went out on the roof, crumbled
a little bread for the sparrows and '
watched the children play in the next
yard. It was getting late when he re-
turned, to the room, so he went Into thd
kitchen, lighted the gas stove and put on
the He wanted to surprise
his mother, and you may be sur,e she was
surprised and pleaded to And supper nearly
ready when she reached home.

After that Tommy was not lonely any
more. The birds were company for him,
and when Pete, having got over being
mad with Tommy, knocked and asked
him to como and play, he did not even
feel when he called back
through the locked door that his mother
had forbidden him to speak to any one in
tne house. Pete had to find another

Tommy now saw his bird
friend quite often. He used to hover over
the flowers In the garden, dart through the
air, or, as on the first day, sit oa' the

wire and sing. Tommy felt sure
Luat ae must nave a nest, out it was a
long time before he found it. v

ne y "Fhcn he was looking down at
""- - "t " aio ucu e aaw 5Ulucthing move. He gazed closely at the spot,
and at length mifie out the shape of a
wee bird very vl!ke-M- r.
sitting on a tiny cup fashioned of material
closely the mossy bark of the i

tree. While Tommy was looking the bird '

new off, ana he saw that the nest con-
tained two little eggs like pearls.

Just then Mr. .came back.
and glancing up saw that Tommy hadj
discovered ms secret. He new boldlv up
to the window, and as his whirring wings

",S m

I "." said
Tommy when he told his mother, "but
I curf in m -f no f h enM Pl.oi. I

don't tell anyone where my nest Is.' And
I wont never tell anybody j:ept only
you."

Just after Mr. left Tom-
my, the rich man's boy came out on hlc
back porch, and, seeing Tommy, Levi
called out:

"What are you always looking out of
that window for, kid?"

Tommy was so full of what he had seen
that he very nearly said, "At the hum- -

nest"; but at that moment his
little friend blewby again, and Tommy
seemed to hear these words quite plainly,
"That boy robs bfrds nests," so instead
Tommy said what was quite true:

"You have such a pretty garden that Ilike to look at it."
It isn't bad," tho rich boy
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army and wear a real sword, and tho
j'name the public was to know me by was
Colonel Mite. As I was to be ready In
two weeks, I Went right nt It next day
to learn my lessons, and I wa3 so deter-
mined to succeed that it was onlyi eight
days before I could recite a long poem
and sing a couple of funny songs. As to
my dancing, that was good enough with-
out any further lessons. Mother and I
were ready when the showman came for
us, and In my next I will tell you how I
went out into the world.

proudly, After a minute he shouted again,
"Say, kid, I'll give you a dollar if you can

e 'rom "? .V1"6 where the humming- -
bird's nest is,

"What would you do with it?" asked
Tommy.

"Take It, of courset"
Then Tommy knew that the little hum-

mer was right about Jacob and for fear
he might say something that would show
the big boy where the nest was, he left
the window and went out on the roof to
feed the sparrows.

After that the most of Tommy's pleas-
ure was gone, for every evening when bo
came home from school Jacob would hunt
for the nest, which he felt sure was some-
where in the garden. It was really won-
derful how long he was finding It. At last
he bethought himself of the old apple
tree, and one afternoon came and stood at
its foot and looked up.

The blrdllngs were out of the eggs by
this time, and it is just possible he might
have missed the nest, had not the parent
birds, wild at seeing the enemy so near
their home, flown at him In fury, vibrating
their tiny wings, darting their beaks at
him and quivering with rage. Jacob now
felt sure that he was close to the nest,
and, waving the birds off with one hand,
clasped the trunk with the other, prepar-
atory to clinmblng the tree.

Tommy was in despair when he saw the
plight of his friends. He burst out cry-
ing, and screamed and yelled at the top
of his voice. He made so much noise that

Qi mum m n b n TT'ff"f

IV

Mrs. Levi heard the uproar and came out J

to see what was the matter. As soon as
she saw the hummers flying so angrily
at Jacob she knew that they were de-
fending their nest, and as she was fond
of birds and was particularly anxious for

. , uuuiuiiub-uuu- s ii icci at. uuiuc ill iivi
j garden, she commanded her son to come
away from the tree and leave the birds
alone.

Then she asked Tommy what he was
screaming about. He said he was afraid
Jacob was going to steal the nest; then,
seeing that she was kind, he told her all
his story, how he was so much alone that
he made friends of the birds.

Mrs. Levi told him not to be afraid any
more, she would protect the nest Then l
she told Jacob to bring a step-ladde- r, and
they climbed up and looked at tho tiny.
squirming humming-bird- s in .their wee
cup of a nest, the parent birds hovering
arouna ana reeling very aoubtim or their
intentions, but' seeing that the visitors

i?id nM ST th? Uttl fam,ly' " bCgan

Mrs. I.evl kept her promise, and Tommy
and his new friend had the pleasure of
watching the youngsters grow up and
learn to fly. Before very long there were
four humming-bird- s hovering like winged

l Diossoms over tne nowers in tne garden,
j The young ones looked so pretty that
I even Jacob felt glad that he had not
j killed them when they were babies,
j The kind lady dfd more than protect the

humming-bird- s. She found so much work
for Mrs. Craven that she was enabled to
stay with her little boy and sew at home.

I This went .on until one happy day Mr.

sound with his gold. He had been In such
a wild, wild place that he had not been
able to send letters.

THE GOLDEN BALL
. HOW THREE YOUNG

PRINCES COMPETED FOR A
PRIZE POEM

HEN the sons of King BeneficentW
Echool, the Wizard Wiseman - acting- - as

the three y6ung Princes to his cell and
spoke to them as follows;

"Princes, I give you greeting. I want
each'of you to write a poem? To the one
who writes tho best original poem by'to-morro- vr

I shall give this golden ball,' and
he held out a splendid golden ball that
sparkled in the sunlight.

The youngest Prince, Richard, went at
once to his room and started in to write,
for he was very anxious to win the splen- -

j did trophy. His brothers saw, and flouted
mm. "worK away, you grind," said they
derisively. "Writing poetry is a talent,
not drudgery. We shall not work half
as hard, and I dare say our poems shall be
twice as good." But Richard said noth-
ing and continued his work.

John and James were quite as eager as
he to gain the golden ball; this time they
were not only rivals to Richard, but to
each other. John went at onco to his

lTaL ah
concocted a plan, and they

were Impatient to start.
As soon as James reached the room he

bolted the door on the inside. Then he
opened a secret door that led from his
room to his father's library. He walked
softly along tho passageway until he
reached the library. Once there he .took
down from the topmos shelf tho Oldest
volume of poetry he could find. "Nobody
will ever know," said he to himself,
"and. I must win that golden ball." He
copied a poem and replaced the book.
Thnn hf wpnt haolc to h!s room.
t That night the other Prince, John, went
into tne Horary, ne, too, took down a
book. He, too, copied a poem. Then, ex-
ulting in his own shrewdness, he went
back to his room.

The next day they all handed In their
work and" awaited the Wizard's decision.
. It was four days befora he sent for
them. ,

"Richard," said he to the youngest
Prince, "your poem is not nearly as good
as the other two."

"I did my best," said Richard. "More
than that you can ask of no man."

"Quite so," said the Wizard Wiseman.
"As for your brothers poems, they arc
gems, and so evenly balanced in merit
that I cannot choose between them. Both
are very, very fine."

"Do not trouble yourself further," said
John and James, overjoyed; "we do not
care. You can bestow on us the prize
in common."

"I said nothing about the prize," re-
joined the 'Wizard. "I merely said that
both of your poems were very, very fine.
They ought to be they were written by
one of our most illustrious poets. You
copied yours John; you copied yours.
James, and the funniest part of it is that...tyou both copied the same pcem. There
they are wora ror wora aiiKe."

So Richard got the prize after all.
"Boys," said the Wizard, as he gave-th-

golden ball to the youngest Prince,
"It is a fine thing to be clever, but the
man who is too clever often dverreaches
himself.

And John and James ruefully looked up
tho word "overreach" in their diction- -
aries, and said they guessed he was right,

Dorotfcyi?dercH(Wt

DOROTHY AND REGGIE IN LONDON.
Sweet Dorothy, through Dickcntf land, with

Reggie wandered band in hand;
They cried again o'er Little Nell, and fol-

lowed her through lane and dell;
With Dai id Copperfield they strayed, and, taw

where little Florence plajcd.
At last, before their wondering eyes, they saw

the mighty London riee.
And soon beheld, a motley mass, the ancient

and the modern pass.
At the children in. surprise, stood still

, and. with wond'rlne eyes,
For there, they saw a lad who conld have dated

back to Robin Hood.iigg'ipioipg'

-- WHY FIREFLIES CARRY LANTERNS
HOW THE WICKED NIGHT HAWK WAS

EXPOSED AT LAST.

R. HAWK was a regular-- pirate.IK He never worked for his living
as did the other birds, but just

took what he wanted from those who did
live honestly. No one was safe from hi.
thefts. He grew so bold that he would
take things while the owners were look
lnB directly at him, and if they tried to
stop nun ne woum neat tnem terriDiy. tie
alwavs went about his hurelaries at nieht.

so at last he came to be called Mr.
Night Hawk.

One night he crept lnt6 Mr. Turkeys
smokehouse and stole four hams. The
nexf night he stole a whole bag of corn-me- al

from Mr. Woodpecker's pantry. A
little whllo later he robbed poor little
Miss Jenny Wren of tnrco mince pics.
The whole neighborhood was aroused
at these three bold burglaries, and Mr.
Woodpecker, Mr. Turkey and Miss Wren
all met at Mr. Booster's store one even--

Wm
f Z

MR. HAKK STOLE MR. ROOSTER'S OVERSHOES, MR. TURKEY'S
UMBRELLA AND 3IR. WOODPECKER'S MACKINTOSH.

lng to talk It over. It happened to be
raining, and they left their things in a
back room, as Mr. Rooster said the

t damn was hail for the dri-- ri nnnlps.
! while

.
thy re talking about Mr. Night

Hav;k s Enocklng behavior, Mr. Hawk
! himself crept in the back window and

stole Mr. Rooster's overshoes, Mr. Tur--
.key's umbrella and Mr. Woodpecker's
mackintosh. Then everyone decided that
something must be done at once.

Everyone agreed that Mr. Owl was the
wisest of the birds, and so to Mr. Owl
the rest of the birds all went to out
how to catch Mr. Night Hawk. Mr. Owl
thought about It for a great while, and
finally he said the best and. easiest way
he could imagine was for all to leave
their front doors wide open and sit &U
night behind the door. Mr. Night Hawk
would be sure to go in one of these open
doors looking for something to steal, and.
then tho owner could slam the door shut,
lock it and catch Mr. Night Hawk. This
went away satisfied. But that night,
sounded like a fine plan, and everyone

THE DOROTHY BROWN PAINT PICTURES

THE BLACK BEAR AND WOODCUTTER
HOW BRUIN PAID HONEST DEBTS WITH A LITTLE INTEREST

NCB upon another time tho Blacky

Bear that lived In a cave closa
to the Gray Wolf's old home did

a funny thing. But I'd better tell some-
thing else first.

After the wolf had led the dogs to the
Black Bear's cave and had been killed

! by his own trickery, the Black Bear
would never let any more wolves move
into his neighborhood. He didn't like

'
wolves, anyway. He hated men, too, ana

; stayed away from where they and their
guns were.

One day a man who smelled differently
from the hunters came by. He carried an
axe, a saw and a dinner bucket. Tho
Black Bear watched him come up the

' path in the woods and could have caught
him and killed him, but he didn't
to want to. He didn't even growl as the

'
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once,
looked

and

find

seem

He wore a strange flapped coat of blue, most
curious to the modern view. -

And Dorothy, too, marveled that the odd youth
was without a-- hat.

"I s'poso he's lost It, Res," she said. But Reg j
had knowledge in bis head,

And he remembered, to his Joy, that this must
be a Blue Coat Boy.

Paint Dorothy In pink and white, tints that
are delicate yet bright.

The Bine Coat Boy, of course, is blue; Reginald
paint In grayish Sue.

Copyright, 1802, by Douglas Z. Uoty.

4. when It came to leaving the. front doors
open, It did not seem so nnc. "M.y door,
said Mrs. Robin to Mr. Robin, "just sup-
pose that dreadful Mr. Night Hawk should
come In our door. It would be perfectly
awful. I am sure I should have hysterics.
It gives me the creeps just to think of It."
Mr. Robin at once said If she felt that
way ab6ut it, he would keep the door
shut unrl locked: and It wouldn't make a

I bit of difference, anyway, for all the other
birds would have their doors open, and
Mr. Night Hawk could go in one of them
and get caught.

All the other birds felt the same way
when It grew dark, and they all shut and
double-barre- d their front doors, each
think'ng that all the rest had, their doors
open, waiting to catch Mr. Night Hawk.
The only one that had an open door was
Mr. Owl, who had proposed the plan. He
did not have the slightest Idea of catching
Mr. Hawk, but he just left his door open
for the looks of the thing. He sat on a
llttlo chair behind the door, fast asleep,
and in the middle of the night Mr. Night

fa ivr rl

Hawk crept In and, tried to steal the
cuckoo clock on the parlor mantelpiece;
but he knocked off two large vases, which
broke with a great crash and awoke Mr.
Owl.

"Who is that in my parlor?" cried Mr.
Owl, stretching and rubbing his eyes.

"It is Mr. Crow," answered Mr. Night
Hawk. "I just came In to borrow your
dictionary. I want to write to my rich
uncle, who is very ill, and I want to use
very eloquent language. I saw the door
open and I walked right In."

"Oh, help yourself, by all means," said
Mr. Owl, and sat down behind the front
floor again to wait for Mr. Night Hawk.
Mr. Night Hawk did help himself. He
took the cuckoo clock, a pair of opera
glasses and a photograph of Mr. Owl's

in a gold frame. He
put them in his pockets, took the diction-
ary under his arm and walked out, thank-
ing Mr, Owl very kindly.

In the morning Mr. Owl was fearfully
"angry when he found his best two parlor
vases broken and his cuckoo clock, opera
glasses and picture
in a gold frame all gone, not to speak of

man passed close to the cave and the
saw teeth rang against a little tree.

The bear came out and watched the
man swinging on up through the woods,

rbut he did not follow. That evening he
saw the man come back, but he did not
disturb hinu The next morning he let
the man see him, and the man just
looked quietly and wAt --on about his
business. All that day the Black Bear
kept saying- - to himself:

"How foolish of me to show the man
where I stay; for he will come and bring
others to kill me."

But passed, and not a single hunter
came to bother the Black Bear, so fie
believed the man was a friend and dif-

ferent from other men. He often sat or
lay or stood at the door of his house and
watched the woodcutter go by to his
work up in the foothills. And the man
always walked by as If there was no
bear there. Except when one evening he
threw the Black Bear a b-- of bread left
from his dinner. ,

One i day about noon a big storm came
up. The wind blew a perfect hurricane.
Big trees were hurled to the ground,
crashing their way through the other
trees and breaking the smaller trees like
pipe stdms. Near the door of the Black
Bear's house stood the little tree against
which the woodcutter's saw had rung
rm thn flrsf momlnrr hft hfld eonfl bV. Not

I far away stood the giant oak by the door
of the old wolf den. The wind caught the
big oak and broke off its stem near the
root, as if it had been a lead pencil.

The Black Bear was sitting just inside
his cave, worrying about the woodcutter.
Hearing the pop of the breaking oak, he
bounded out to see what was the matter.
At exactly that second, the big tree
struck the little tree near the Black
Bear's door and broke it The little tree,
in falling, caught the Black Bear's foot
and pinned it close against the side of
the rock right against his own stony
door Jamb.

The Black Bear hauled and tugged and
made the poor, crushed foot hurt a. good
deal worse than it would have hurt just

I as little children do things sometimes.
But he was fast. The big tree had fallen
like a monster bridge across the little
gully and had pinned the little tree and
Black Bear down, so they had to stay
just where they were.

Oh, how the Black Bear suffered! His
paw felt like the toothache, only, worse,
because the paw was bigger than the big-

gest jaw tooth you ever saw. All after-
noon he lay and whined and bit severely
at the little tree. But It seemed that the
big tree kept pressing on all the harder.
And the Black Bear became angrier
every minute.

Then it, began to grow dark, and he
heard somebody coming. He was afraid
what Black Bear wouldn't have been
when he was unable to flght? And he
was angry at the whole world, the wind,
the trees everything. So, when he saw

f It was the woodcutter coming along, he
quit being afraid; but he stayed angry,
and growled, and showed his teeth and
snarled. x

The woodcutter stopped and looked at
the Black Bear. Then, carefully keeping
out of reach of the big black paw that
was not fastened down, he worked away
with the axe until the foot was free.
Then he started to run. But the bear's
anger was gone now, andhe didn't want
to, hurt the man. Still, he couldn't un-

derstand why the woodcutter was so
good to him. He was not the kind of
man the Black Bear had heard of. He
would remember the woodcutter.

One other stormy evening the woodcut-
ter was coming along near the Black
Bear's house, when a little piece of bark
fell in the path from a leaning tree over-
head. He looked up and jumped back-
ward Just in time to see a pair of fiery
eyes flashing at him, and to keep from
having a big, strong, yellow body strike
him. as a monster panther sprang through

air. As it missed its mark, the ani

the. dictionary. Ke went straight to M
Crow's house and called him all kinds c;
names. "Give me back my great-gi- .

picture in the gold frame. a
black, dictionary-borrow.in- g rascal," crki
he.

Mr. Crow was astonished, and he be-

came very angry when he found that
someone had been using his name in or-

der to steal things. "It must have been
Mr. Night Hawk," he said. "Never mlrJ.
I'll fix him. I never stole a cuckoo clcL
In my life!"

"It would. Indeed, have been more lik
you to have kicked me out and takn th
whole house." said Mr. Owl, and he wert
home angrier than ecr.

When tho other birds heard that Mr.
Crow was going to fix Mr. Night Ha-nu-

they all came to him and promised to par
him well if he yould only put a stop t
Mr. Night Hawk's thieving. Mr. Crow
said that he would do that if he were
out all of his shoes, his gum boots ar.d
his carpet slippers doing it. For a lor r

HIS

days

I time he snent every dav In searching for
Mr. Nigbt Hawk, but without ever catch-
ing a glimpse of him. At last he came
to the conclusion that the only way to d
was to hunt at night, when Mr. Night
Hawk was In the habit of going abet
robbing folks. Mr. Crow was sitting en
his perch smoking his pipe when he de-

cided on this, and just then a big fly l.t
on his knee. Mr. Crow caught it at on"?.

"Gracious!" said he, "I never in nv
life saw such a big fly. I think yoii n ou'.d
make a good cough drop," and he opened
his mouth very wide.

"Oh, please, my dear sir, do not eat me.
I beg of you." cried the fly. "My fam'i'y
would miss me dreadfully."

"That is your fault for not having your
life insured,", said Mr. Crow, calmly.

"But I am the King of Flies," said hl3
prisoner, "and if you will only let mc-- g--

I and my people will do an j thing fcr
you.';

"Will you help me 'catch Mr. Niglt
Hawk?" asked Mr. Crow, beginning to be
interested. .

"Of course, we will." promised the fly.
"if you will tell us how to help you."

"You must help me look for him at
night," said Mr. Crow, "for I have look l
for a long while In the daytime myself."
The fly promised and Mr. Crow let him
go.

The next night 17.0C0 flies took out their
lanterns and helped Mr. Crow look for
Mr. Night 'Hawk. He was cariyng off a.
pair of lace curtains from Mrs. Goo3s
house when some of the flies found him.
"Here he is, Mr. Crow:" they shputel;
"here he is," and Mr. Night Hawk was e'
frightened that he dropped the lace cur-

tains and flew away as fast as he could.
After that he could not go anywln re at

night but some of the flies carrying lan-

terns would see him and shout: "Here ha
is. Mr. Crow." After a while he ate all of
his provisions, and he had no chance to
steal more with Mr. Crow looking fv.r
him in the daytime and the flies with
lanterns looking for him at night. Ho
had to stop stealing altogether, and. as he
was too lazy to work, he lived on fl-

-h

which he caught, diving Into the water
after them. Then the birds chang d h
namo from Mr. Night Hawk to Mr. Fiaa
Hawk, and so ho is called to this day.

Ever since that, in the warm weather,
some of the files with lanterns go abcut
all night, so that if Mr. Hawk should cer
take a notion to steal again he would be
afraid to try, for they would be sure to
see him with the help of their lanterns.
You can often see them in Summer evcr-ing- s.

and, although they are now called
fireflies, you will know they are looking
about to see If Mr. Hawk is trying t
steal anything from the other birds.

mal gave a loud scream of disappoint-
ment and gathered its feet under it for
another jump. But just At that moment
a big black body shuffled up behind tho
long yellow tme and the panther turned
just In time to get a slap on the side of
the head that hurled him against tue
tree, killing him instantly.

The woodcutter stood, scared and sur-
prised, a few feet away, and as the Bla-- k

Bear started to shuffle back to bed, ha
grumbled and growled. But the woodcu-
tter never quite understood whether the
Black Bear was saying:

"There now, you old sneaking panther,
I'll teach you to let my friends alone,"
or "Keep still, friend woodcutter, don't
go thanking me; I'm just paying my
honest debts."

SOME SERPENTINE STANZAS.

Said Sammy: "Though I strain mjaelf by
blowing this eweet strain,

Yet by its charm, the serpent sly from sliding
I restrain;

These bars of harmony I play, will bar bin
from his harmful way.

And while he's colled before my feet, I foil
him from some curdling feat.
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It music soothes such savage breasts, no mere
this snake will ravage nests

Or writhe abroad to strike and bite, but
blithely strive to do what's right."

Then Sam blew more and more; he blew until
his face was" red of hue.

The snake she crept beneath the rails and
lightly played upon the scales.

One Way to Play Marbles.
The boys of Arabia have a curious way

of playing marbles.
The marble is placed In the hollow be-

tween the middle finger and tne fore-
finger of the left hand, the hand being
flat on the ground and the fingers closed.
The forefinger of the right hand is thea
pressed firmly on the end joint of the
middle finger, which pushes the midd.e
flnger suddenly aside, and the forefinger
slips out with sufficient force to propel
the shooter very accurately.

la Dolly Land.
What do you think of Dolly Land,
Little stilt trees on either hand.
With, sugar plums all hanging round
And IjJng thickly on tho ground.

Between the houses in a row
The wooden horses prancing go
Or armies of tin soldiers come
With gleaming spears and beat of drum.

The strangest things you hear and sea
In Dolly Land so far away.
And no one sends you off to bed
When you would rather lay instead.


