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N THE Counjy of Falrsex, in Connectl-
l cut, dwells # family named Windham,

and ever since the time of Cottom
Mather they have had an heirloom which
hax been handed down from father to
son and has been laughed ut and derided
by each one In turn until the present
beaser of the name, Harvey L. Windham,
hecame head of the house, In Cotton
Muther's time one Windham was burned
st the stake for owning this plow beciuse
1t was said 1o be enchanted., And those
whn eaw Ell Windham destroysd supposed
that the plow was burned aleo, but In
pome way it epeaped and came down the
generations to Harvey. He had heard
musty ol traditions coneerning the old
plow and one day he hunted it up in the
barn and found it to be an uncouth imple-
ment, indeed 8

Now, Harvey Windham was an t'»MJ|
sort of a fish, as will be seen 1f you read |
the sdvertisement that be Inserted In|
the Rockton Leafer,

“To Whom It May Concern: To the one |
who knows how to run the Windham |
piow, which s 260 years old, 1 wil give in |
eddition to his board and lodging and =
doliar a day, % acres of my best jand
Apply, ready to begin work, on May 207

Those of the neighbors who read It
pald: "Just Nke Harvey—halrbralned and |
whimsical.”™
*On the morning of the 30th, a thin
{"pindling'"Jooking youth of about IA
Famﬁd Tudor, came to the house at day- |

reak and asked 1o mee Mr, Windham
“I've come do that plowing, sir |
uid be, when Mr. Windham opened the |
»OT.

\Harvey looked at kim
then shook his hesd. :
“You're not old emough and you're not|
etrong enough. I can give you wark at|
cltaning up the woodshed. But I wouldn't |
think of Jetting you touch that plow.™ |
The lad jooked &H=appointed, but he |
saw from Harvey's manner that it would
be usciess to eay apything further just
then, However, withoit wasiing any
time in repining, he went out to the
woodshed and began to tidy It up, and
while he was ut work the second appll-
- wos now 7 o'clock,
a slouchy-iooking fellow
f Charles, and Harvey
| nolL be able to do much.
ng enough, cerlainly,
hat B acres. Where's the

to

curiously and

Cant cums !

o T

1id mot like Charies’ way
w snid:
tl I bire. Maybe you
a plow yet that 1 couldn't
don't do the work you
kos of a Jamb's tail, you
s cent. But I'll get the
1 don'L*™
+ mind to tell him that
Lim; bot he certainly

¢h, 50 he took Him mit‘ froedom fromm atomes. The plow traveled

to the 1ot om which the plow was to be
tried, and there it stood with & strong
Hetle horse hitched to It

“Did you ever handle a plow Mke that?™
asked Harvey. : " |

“No, and nobody else since Noah died,™ |
pald the mzn. “Sull, I cin do I l

“Well, 80’ your best, I'll come back in |
an hodr. That will be time encugh to tell
whether you are able or noL™

Now, in the fisst plsce, Charles didn't
belleve  that the plow was enchanted,
and in the pecond place he was so [ood-
fsh ns to call it names, This one acted
like = balky horse. As soon as the man |

| put his hands on the handles it began to

beck 0 'fast that the horse had hard |
work to keep up with #. The man just |
escaped being jJammed against & llo-m[

fenice,

But his tpod was up, and he grabbed I

the /handles once more and lashed the |
horse with the reins, and the plow started |
off sp fast that the horse had to gallop
to keep ahead of L. Bul It Al not piow
up any earth; it medely scratehed about
a quarter of an iach of the surface and ]

| chased the poor borse around and sround |

the fleld unttl he dropped in his tracks,
and whes Harvey came back to the jot |
Churles was alterpately kicking the horse
and the plow.

“Here, 111 have ne workman who Is
eruel 10 Aumd beasts or who gets angry |
at inanimate thinga., Here's a drnar.|
Now go. 1 was mure that you couldn’t
handie that plow.™

Quite crestfallen, Charles took the 40l- |
jar and waiked away slowly, and ihe
fittle horne rose to his feel as fresh aw |
when he had Arst come owl !

Harvey Jooked up eand saw another
man approaching. THis one pal® s |

to he adlent

“This s A free country, and Il talk |
when I want to, I thle s an- enchanted |
plow then I'm & fairy.” |

Certainly the latter proposition was not
likely end the pioture of Edwin as & falry
s0 amused Hurvey that he forgol o be
angry—which i» one of the besi forms of
forpelfulness,

As before, Harvey Al not stay to watch
the man, but wesit back to the houaso.
But the mzan was » that Harvey did
not ftay, as he wn to show his pawer
aver the plows Then, 100, he did not llke
Harvey's évident contempt for him, dud
he growlsd and grumbled as ho took up
the handies and started the plow. Tha
Rorse walked right' along, puliing the
plow after him, but instend of making a
good deep, siralght furrow, the plow sim-
ply unearthed one rock aftef another un-
t{l there was a othaln of rocks from ons
end of the fAeld to another. And the lot
had becp noted for (& -rich carth and

| name wWas Edwin, although Harvey had

not asked him,

“I'm afraid-you can't handle this plow.”
sald Hervey. /

“Why not? _Aln't
peked Edwin.

“You're strong enough, but s en-
chanted."

“Enschant your grapdmother.™
man in & very disrespectful tone.

Harvey, who dlda’'t happen to hawe &
grandmathen, bpevertheless told the méin

1 strong enough?™”

N
sald the

{

| as 1 ean get a plece of land on which to

as fast as the horss could trot, and the
stones were thrown 0 one wside, and
when Edwin reached the other side of the
field he chockied to think of the harm he
hsd done.

“I belleve 1t 15 enchanted, and I'm glad
now that 1 4 i Hell be carefol how
he speaks to me the next time™

And now Harvey returned, and when

his work while Mr, Windham was talking
to him.

"By the way, had any
asked Harvey.

*Ng, sir, I rése before breakfast this

mornl :

“Well, why didn't you say asc at first?
Tou come Into the house and got break-
fast, and then you'll be more lkely to

breakfast™”

he saw the evil that Edwlia had wrought | succeed.™

he was very angry.

“There was not & stone bigger that a
pebble in that lot until you came™ sald
he. “If that is what an enchanted plow
tn the bands of s maliclous man can do,
I want you to stop work at once. Hore's
a dollar, and now go and seek work else-
where and 1ry to be civil to folks, for If
you had Dbeen well dlsposed you could
have earned the 3 ascresa You can han-
die  the plow I you want to, but 1 don’t.
call a erop of stones the resuit of good
handling.”

The man took his dollar and went off
mutteying, and Hagvey returned to the

Tullor soon fnished Bis breakfast and
then he and Harvey went out to the lot.
There lay the ugly rocks,

“That last plo has given my hired
man  _good day's work at getting rid
of these stones.”

“Why doesn't your hired man iry the
plow?" asked Tudor,

He'a superstitions, Bald he womldn't
touch It for all the acres In the world.”

Tudor laughed. *1 haven't an ounce of

perstition In me. 1 beleve that this
plow 1s enchanted, Because you've told
me wiatl It has Jone, but T°d jusy as =oon

break 3 mirror or sit Jown with I at a

r

I'VE COME TO DO THAT PLOWING, SIR.

house, leaving the horse and plow.in the
feld. -

He glanced st the woodshed ns hd
passed. “Hello, my lad! Well, you are
a quick wdrker. Why, 1 thought I'd given
you a diy's Job. And @l you handle all
these logs alone?” .

“Yes, sir,” sald Tudaor,” hi=z syea Llght!
up. “You see, [ expoct to marry as soon

bulld a house. I'm 18 although I dom't
look 1t. Mirlam, she's the girl I'm going
to marry, read the notice to me and told
me It was a great chance for us, and I
made up my mind I'd work here untl] 1
showed you 1 was worthy to try rn{r
plow.”

“Well, 1 llke your spirit.t and I'd be
happy to have you win that 20 acres.'”

“Why dom't you try the plow, wir*
asked Tudor, although why bhe satd “sie”
In speaking to a man not much older
than himeelf, 1 don't know. “Sir” 1s for
viry old men.

“T' not & farmmer. T'm a lawyer” mid
Harvey. 1 hate work in the feld, and
this plow must be rin by a man who
loves his work armd who Hkes me, and
I'm not at all satiafindg with myself*

Tudor thougbt Harvey tne of the gueer-
ext men he had evef pesn. He finlahed

-

table or walk under a ladder as 1 would
put on my bat"™ .

Tudor grasped the handles as he spoke
and, =8 defore, MHarvey went back into
the house, %

“Get up, pld fellow.,” aald Tudor, pleas-
antly,  “Now, my lttle plow, do your
pretijest, for this kind man has given me
work."! -

S0 ‘snying, he pressed the point of the
plow into the -soll and the Implement
dived into the ground like a frog into &
pond and up curled the mellow earth at
fta prow. Tudor was delighted and the
hi pulled sa If plowing was a little

than a bag of oats. The plow zan
all Hght for 10 feet and then 1t brouoghs
to the surface s duil-colored stone about
as jarge aa an ostrich egg. Tudor waa
bothered, Harvey had told him that the
jot had no stones in it except those that
BEdwin had caused to coma there, and
here he was bringing up some more. Could
It be possible that he had wished Wind.
ham evil when he first refused to let him
plowT He went on, but every 10 feel he
unegrthed another duil stone, and at last
whem he had plowed three furrows and
thers were M ugly looking stones In the
freshily-turned earth he siopped.the horse
and, leaning upon the plow, he burst lato
tears.

“Hello! What's the matter, my boy ™
ecalled a volce some dlstance off, and,
looking up. Tudor saw Harvey coming
toward him.

oy

!
% too, must have evil thoughts' eald

Tudlor. "Bee all the stones I bave un-
earthed.”

Harvey had now come up and he
stooped and plcked up one of the
“stanes” In a moment he gave a ory of
surprise and grasped Tuodor's halnd “My
boy, you are ‘the very one to run this
piow. What you cafl stones are really
nuggels of gold. You have made a rich
man of me"™

Tudor could hardly belleve his ears. But
it was true, every word, His kindly
thoughts and his desire to be married to
Miriam soon had actedl on the enchanted
plow, and he was rapldly making a gold
fisld for his empioyer that might cause
men to rush to Copnecticut just as they
rushed to Californis in 48

But Harvey had all the money he
wanted. He Was one af those rare per-
sons who do not care for money.

"My boy."” he sald, “I wanted to see if
this plow really had enchafited proper-
ties. I see that It has. Go on and finish
the plowing of this field and I will give It
to you with all It contalns and you can
get married and come here to lve™

Tudor was overjoyed. He put his Pand
to the plow, and thinking now only of
Mirlam, he piowed furrow after furrow
and then put the plow back into the barn,
and in half an hour it had dropped to
pieces and utterly disappearsd.

Bot If you pass through Fairsex County
In your travels you can't halp seeing a
beiutiful palace near Harvey Windbham's,
and that palace belongs to Tudor. [ won't
tell you his lasat name, as he is still alive,
and, with his wife, Mirlam, he bids falr
to pass many happy years His near
neighbor and good friend (s Harvey
Windham, and a pretty ornament in his

parior f5 a little gold plow mounted on an
onyx &lab,

IN ALICIA'S LIFE

SHE WAS REALLY AFRAID BUT STILL SHE FACED THE DARK
A LITTLE GIBLS EXPERIENCE

iCIA Is

senall

A w very lttle girl =0
young that she hasn't
ived many which to Jearn to be
brav And y, perhaps, IU's eas-
fer for some people 19 be brave than for |
others, Alicia, nt all events, finds It very |
difficule It fairly makes her trembie to
think guing 2 darkened room,
."b:!n ax for being alone st night—unti] |
she' s very [ast ! sound aslecp—Aliein
wouldn't have belleved such & thing pos-
~ aible until aboul u week ago.
«Omne day Allci pnpa had to go away
for & few days and Jennle, the mald, was
called home with n sick mister.
Bo Allcis and mamma were left all
alcne In the house and a 10-room house
seems very large (or Just two people,
pomeiimaen; espocinily when it's night, and
oné of the gwo peaple I a very small
timid girl. But Alicia went to bed at her
usun! Ume, her mamma-ciose beplde her. |
And it's hardly itkely she would ve
opencd her e¥es before ®. but <or
the fact that ber mamma called her,
gently, while still the night was dark.
“Mamma's feeling wvery [, ° darling'
the loving voice id her, “and =he is too
falpt 1o go to kitchen or the bath-
rooen for o ginss of watgr. WII you get
one far her”
XNow, 10 got to

1
YeATs 10

1 b

of

..

AE

the bathroom from the
room In which AMcia and her mamma
had gmne to bed It was DecOERAry 10 gO
down a lgog. long hallway, and, of course,
Allcta wann't tall encugh to light the gas.
Her heart was up n _her throat, as the
paying is and it really feit ke it. And
her hands and fect were simply <old with
terror, as she folt her way along to the
bathroom, filed the giass with water and
ptarted back. The bathrotm door creaked

oddly s she .opened i, and twice sha
spilled cold water on her bare feet. When
these things happened, It seemed (0 her
that she couldn't go £ step further, but.
she did, forcing herself to be brave and
to do her duty, and it was soms com-
pensation to see how giad mamma was o
getl the water.

“I feel ever so much better,” she told
Allcin. "Get intd bed with me now,
dearie, and we'll cuddla down together
untll you get warm.”

For Alicla was ahlvering and trembling.
though more with nervousness than cobd,
and It really did seem very nice to gel
Ints the warm. cozy bed. Mamma lay
down close beside her, and they both
wanut to sleep.

Dut just as Alicia was dreaming sweet-
Iy of several plénsant things, her mother
found it necessary to wake her agaln.

“I'm fecling worse than ever, dearie™
she said, weakly, "and I think I'll be
vompelled to send for the doctor. Do you
think you could siip on your ciothes and
g0 next door mnd ring the bell, and nsk |
Mr. Hansell to teiephone for a doctorT’

To go downstalirs alone and in the dark?
Werse yot to go outside, and down Lo
the street, and up to the next housa? And
to stand thers, In the chilly darkness, |
while somebody nnswered the bell! Sull |
—with mamma il and in such pain— |

“I'tl go. mamma™ Allels answered, |
bravely, and it really ssemed no time at |
all untll she was ringing the door-bell of
the next bouss. Mr. Hansell knew her to
be timid so be went Dack to her own
home with ber, and kind Mra Hansell
came over Jirectly and sayed until it
was daylight. and Alicla’'s mamma was
better. But most of the day they were
aione In the house together, Alicia and |
her mumma, and every time Alicia had
to g0 downstairs sbhe folt her timidity re-

make matters
went the golng

turning. But, still, to
better, every Uime she
seemed less terrible and “secary,'” -and by
the time it was growing dusk and Jennje
bark again, Allcia felt quite brave. And
her mamma declared that she bad been
the dearest and best of children and a
great comfort to Her in every way.

“80 1 hear you were very hrave and
took very good care of mamma” sald
Alicia’'s papa;, very proudly, when he
cama to hear the story. “And are you
giad, dearie, that you tried being brave
and courngeousT Now, little daughter,
you will never be quite so timid or fear-
ful again, and all because of the brave
effort of that one night and day."

“Yer, papa,”, sald ..ul%-, hesitatingly,
“I'm awful giad 1 was brave, 'cause of
mamma—and myself, too—and really it
wasn'f so awfully hard when | got used®
to it But al first, papa, I—well, papa,”
snuggilng up close to him and slipping
her hand Into his at the recollection of
that first ecreepy trip down the dark hall-
;u‘, “It was the bravest ke of my

fol"

How She Made a Prodt,

1n Parle & gentleman who !s very fond
of fine palntings bought the other day
for 15006 framcs o work entitled "““The
Bride of Abydon,™ and was congratulating
himself on becoming s possessor, when
he suddenly remembered that his wife dls.
kad wery much to see him spend his
money in this manner,

“How can I avold a scene™ he asked
himself. “If I say that the pailnting cost
15,000 franecs, there will be an awful time,
aﬂum I'd better say 7). No. TI'll say

By the time bhe bad reached home, and

|
when he saw his wife he told her unm-

biushingly that be had just secured a bean.
tiful work of art for the pominal sum of
3000 france. At this good news sha ssemed
more discongerted than pleased, but sald
nothing, and the palnting was hung up.
Next day the gentlemen was gbliged to
§o to the south pf Fmnce, and when he
| returned after a week's absence his wife
met him with a beaming countenance, and
! sild: “T've done a g0od stroke of business
while You were away. You know rthat

| more or less distinct and permanent.
| may

| painting you boughit for 3000 francs? Well,
I sold 11 yﬂﬁrdly for &0—a clear profit
of 1500 franca'

© hlde a trafl from the eves of an
I ordicary weodsman needs only a
good raln or a few days of sun
and wind. Very few Indians or trappers
can follow a trall If the westher bas had
one weak's tims in wiich to obliterate It
There are some miem-however, whose five
senses nre so carefully coached that they
offéy mors resources than does the ab-
aormaily trained aowe of the bloedhound.
To such woodsmen & trall once made will
stand for weeks or even months in any
sort of weather, :

In giving an ldea how tqueo ghout fol-
lowing & trall- It will be in
wade through a few unlikely conditions
in. order to explain what ordiparily hap-
penm: Of course,
and gne ways in which a man Wy
love trages of himself, as for instancs,
by deropplog his. handkerchief, or, If he

has been wounded, by his blood, or, If he |

has been smoking. by his clgag ashes,
These conditions eoften ard® used In
storfes, but when it comes to actual

trall-following one s quite lMkely to find

that the man to be traced haz neglected
to lose his handkerchief, is not wounded
and never smokes. When we throw aside
all, or at least most, of the romantic torn-
dress or dropped-slipper episode of trail-

following, we fng that there s oanly one |

saort of mark which, unléss a man walks
through running water, he cannot do
otherwise than leave, and this is his foot-
marks.

Uniess 4 man rides In a balloon he
cannot travel over the ground without
some part of himeslf or his conveyance
touching It, and that part which touches
the ground I sure to leave a enark
It
be a foot track an Inch deep In
the ground, or It may be only the faint-
est seratch on stmas stone. It rests with
the tracker whether or ctot the mark shall
be dorrectly read snd interpreted,

The footmarks a man leaves are of
various kinds, according to the sort of
ground he walka over. The trall-fol-
jlowar must always take the ground {ato
conaffigtatipn and have definitely in mind

there are® a thousand |

the sort of marks he != llkely to nq!. It
f= hardly worth while 10 watch for a |
brokent twig in & bare fleld, or the Im-
"presston of a heel on the face of = boul-
der. DiNerent surfaces will have difforent
ways. of telling the story that “scme pne
has passed this way.™

Groumd, ¢onsidered from the standpelint
of a trecker, may be roughly divided into
saft, hard, bare and overgrown. The first
and last mmke the best tralling. Any
amateur can follow a trall aver saft
pround, but over hard groumnd the thing
becomes an art the practice of which
needs much training and great concen-
tratipn.

Caolor Is a great factor In trail-following.
Btones, hard pteces of dried mud, bits of |

bark, even dust, are of one cojlor next to |
the gfround, and quite another color next
to the sun. Bywnotkig this It can be de-
termined whether stons, mud, bark or dus:
has been lately disturbed. An abundance '

| country,
it In onexpected ways,

| are following.

of large rocks makes trailing very difficuls,
Unless the person Tollowed wears pegged
shoes, the nalls of which soratech the sur-
face of the rock, amateurs will not be
able to unravel a trall which leads over
the face Hf A boulder, but they can elrcie
snd plek up the tral]l where it leaves the
rock.

When A trall lends
which are overgrown,

through districts
crushed flowers,

| grasses and broken twigs are, of courss,

the signs for which to watch,

This is the A B C of trail-followipng—
footprints on soft ground, discoloration
oa bard ground and broken piants on

| covered ground. Any boy who keeps this,

in mind s sure, with a lttle practice, to
become efficlent, and Is unllkely to be lod
astray by old marks. If, for example. In
following & trail over hard ground ome
comes upon a heelmark half an Inch deep,
it s evident that the Impression was
made shortly after the lant rain, and can-
not be the mark of a recent trall

A gnme which la quite populir ia certaln
sections of the country gites splendid
practice In trall-following,

A crowd nf boys start walking acroas
making a plain teail, but doing
such as placing
stones on the limbe of trees or tying vio-
i¢ta to grass stems, or planting x ferm or
=ome such plant whieh always grows In
the shade 6ut in the blazing sun.

Half an hour later a second crowd of
hoys start out to overtake the first lot
This second relay may race, while those
whom they are following must walk.
Careful ecount Is taken of the time It
takes to comes up with those whom they
When ons party hes cap-
tured the other, they change places and
the pursuers become the pursued, :

The boys who occupy the least time in
overtnking their companlons are, of
course, accounted the winners

1
|

|

FINDING

A TRAIL.

PRINCESS VIOLET AND THE X-RAYS

STORY OF SERIOUS ILLNESS AND A VERY JOYFUL CURE BY FATHER

CERES AND HIS BLACK BOX

NCE upon 8 time, a little Princess
O Violet was very ill; so ill, Indeed,

that Dr. Violet, a purple, cholerig
gentleman, gravely sheok his head and
declared he could do nothing more for her;
herm was a hopeless case, past medical
aid!

Thia st all the neigbbor violets acrosa
the way agog with excliemont. Though
Princess Violet was of the royal family,
three in number, the purplie violetm sub-
jects, thought the Princess was to be
pitied—alic was @0 frall, dellicale and pale.

“Naturally, she isn't half as strong as
we, for we belong to the deep purple
famlly, while she, her father and mother,
ara dellcate, white-flowered people,’’ com-
mented Cardinal Richelleu, strutiing
proudly in his sult of velvet damank,

Little Boy Blue, a tiny floweret, touched
his coat. He was page t9 the King and
Quesn, and was impor aside frem
belng small

““The King wants you dreadfully, Cardl-
nall™

The Cardinal obeyed qulckly, no doubt
hastened by the envious glances of the
purple court. When he reached the castle
apartments made by croseing the hallway
of a great conservatory, he could not but
notice the laxuriousness of all the fur-
nishings, The softest green carpet
drowned his footsteps. the richest fra-
grance exuded from the apartments all
furnished in brown tapestry and oroa-
ments. Richly dressed purple maids
swalted the Queen's behest, with bowed
heads, Hewlldered, the Cardinal almost
falled in finding the Princess, who lay
wery still on her bed of sheeny folds
Nothing aroused her. *The last thing she
sald,’” mourned the Queen, “was that she
wanted to play outdoors, snd meet Prinve
Sunbenm! As to the first, 1t s too cold,
and 3 to the second, no one knows who
Prince Bunbeam s, or what he looks like,
save that he Is sald to dress In gold. We
promised her a string of pearis, and =
Princo of royally among the King's rela-
tives, hut to no purpose, Bhe fainted dead
away at our refusal, and nothing arouses
her. Can't you help us, Cardinal?

Here the Cagdinal felt himself pulled
into o green nookery, hidden by ferns, and
the King besought him pitsousiy, leaving
the poor Queen weeping. What with the
maids weeping, the Queen crying, and his
own tears falllng, there was n shower
coid and wintry enough to have killed the
Princese, only the Cardinal, quickly sus-
pecting, drew all near to him in the nook-
ery, and suggested that he ring up Father
Ceres, always sage and helpful. There
wis o {ad nowadays to try new things,
and he was an old prophet to be tried
since the doctor had falled. He had even
heard of X-rays, something new. On
Father Ceres’ entrance, all heid thelr
breath: surely he would help them. He
listened pageriy to thelr story, while he
bent over the falr Princess’ bed, running
meantime his Jong. bony fingers through
his meshy besrd., Then he took a strange-
looking instrument and focused X-rays on
her heart. He lookesd long and hard, and
then sald:

"“8he should piay outdoors to make her
strong, and as to Prince Sunbeam, [ will

SPIDERS OF THE WATER

Yeaves of aquatic plants and catches
HE water splder runs about on the
the Insects that live among them: but the
nest In which this spider fves s -4 silk
bag filled with alr, and it Is anchored be-
neath the water. Its opening points di-
rectly downward, 2o that no alr can escape
when the aplder enters it.
,After the nest has been made large
gnough, the splder procseds to M1 1t with
air in the moast remarkable way. She car-
ries It in, just as human people might
carry coal or wood or walar Into thelr
houmes, Golng nearly to the surface, she
puts the end of her body out of the water
for an \nstant, then jJerks It quickly under
with a bubble mttached, and descends to
the nest. into which she then allows the
bubble to escape.

This Is repeated until the nest Is Alled
with beautiful, shining, silvery bubbles of
alr.

The spider has chosen this singular
abode to escape destruction by water fowl.
The leaves of most aguatie plants He flat
upon the water, and offer bhnly few places
where the spider could hide from enemies

The thought of a house of siik Olled with
air, and anchored in crystailine, sparkling
liquid, would do for a falryland story, but
here it Is In real lifa

send Persls, my daughter, for o faw Jdarys,
She might come today, only it Is almost
ton warm for her this April weather
Bathe the Princess’ temples with this
| Uquld, walt seven dayn, and Omethicg
wonderful skall happen!™ '
On the morn of the seventh day, Prin-
ceas Violet, very pale and wan Indeed, feoit
| a twenk at her nose, but she did not stir,
'lI *Probably it was the mald trying to puil |
| the coverlet over her to keep her warm,™
she thought, and she weartly opened her
eyed. and was so dumzied with a grent
shining light focused upon her that giad
she was 1y close them agaln. Hut some-
how she felt herself grow stronger, and
ere she was aware, a cheery little sprite
held her to the window, pinching her
cheekn and laughing rogulshly. amidst the
protest of the King and Queen, who were
watching Ceres, the gray-halged prophet,
twen & lght from a black-lpoking box
that made them tremble. BSo. Interested
were they that they had forgotien to pull
the biinds to look at the beautiful new

day.

“jook, Princess!” said Persis, "1 came

all the way from fairy-wocld, at 5‘:;:&:1-.
Ceres’ command. He sent me here to e
you and care for you. You are to go out- |
doors today. BSee, the sun shines warm
Just for you. For fear he'd shine 00
warm for me, tan my skin, bring wrinkles |
over my e¢yes, Father Ceres mada the
beautiful trees you see to shelter me and
give you pleasure. Do you se¢e all those
golden, fluffy balls on the prongs and
twigs? They are lttle falries that came
with me. When we are happy. giad and
merty, these little ‘gold-bugs,” as we call
them, grow bright and beautiful. When
we pine and are sad, they wilt and die.
Then they never return to the falry-world
again. "
There wns p great feast in the garden
of the castle, a bright day In Spring. A
pole was erected] gay in colora. A great
company wers upon the lawn, and the
King hall commanded svery one to awing
the fMuttering ribbons ot a given signal
Littla brownles, fat and Impressive,
bowed thelr way to the castle with varl-
ous packages, suggesting goodles to ent
and pectars to drink, Little spritee car-
ried bonnets, ribbone and handkerchiefs
to the reception-room, importantly, and
all was bustle,

The musiclans, with Meadow Lark, Bob-
olink and Grombeak, leaders, awalting In |
expectancy to sound the fiTst note, for
what, they knew not, grew fesrvous

The air was odorous with the Cardinal
and his courtly connections’ presence
Purple. red. marvon, lemon and biue, all
whre there, a gresat number, swelled by |
the attendance of thelr biack livery—black |
charcoal creatures that Persis declared
she was afrald of,

Persis beld dightly Princess Violet's fin-
gers, who, still pale, had not quila recov-
ered from her sickness. Npt even severs
tweaks from Persls® tiny finger-tigs, or
dewy drops from her medicine vial had
completely restored her. But here she
was with Persls awalting Prince Sunbeam.

“Sound the trumpet, Thomas Bobolink:!™
roars the King. ""He comes!

With the first strain of the music, the |
gates to the palace swung wide open, and
a chariot drawn by two milk-white steeds
sprang Into the yard, And with them was
Prince Sunbeam, & sunny feliow, merry— |
the mirth of which beamed (rom eyea the |
color of the Summer sky, contagious 1o |
all. What with his golden halr, and dress
of gold, from which radiated ;omfui
sparks, the aasembly were speilboung But |
wonders yet! Four yellow cats, tho in|
front of the chariot, and two hringing up
the rear, cames with the traln,

Consternation arlséd the crowd; the
brownles cried myurder! The aprites flew
up the May-pole, tangling the ribbons; the
King and Queen grew whiter still; and
all the Cardinal’'s attendants bowed thelr
heads, as though a great wind had strick-
en them.

Persls and Princess Viclet alone atood
thelr ground.

Prince Sunbeam alighted, saluted Persis,
and pinned Frincess Vialet to the collar of
his velvet blouse, where she was aheltered,
blushing, ‘neath the meosh of fAuffy hailr,

“You may go now, Persls,” Prince Sun-
beam says. “Father Ceres says you are
wanted—and I'll care for the Princess.”

“Run! Run!' You naughty children!™
commanded Father Ceres, who had en-
tered unawares. ‘‘Don't you see all the
kingdom is in excitement and turmofl
because of those cats! Look at them, sit-
ting at your feet, licking thelr chops, The
Sheriff of the castle —a tremendous
brownle—will cut off their heads, and per-
haps yours, If you do not run, Ranm, 1
myr

The Prince clapped his hands,
mmn up the wvery trees given
shelter.

Again the Prince clapped his hands,

l-

|
|
|

and all
for Persls’

| they are young, we

when the yellow cats sang “"P-u-r-vi

P-u-r-r!" And strange, the little “gold-
bugs” on the tres =ang the sams tune.
The Prince added his bass, and Persls her
mellow soprano. It was so sstonishing,
wierdly strainful, that all the people canme
forth from their hiding places, scared, yet
venturesome.

The Prince feit this a time to apeak.

“Most noble people: These are cale, ¢x-
ceflent creatures, friendly and useful
They guard my charfot from il When
call them pussies;
when ald, eats. Do not be afraid; I will
take them away with me, In returming, I
have hesn told to bring—

Bomething pew and something old.
Yot something old and good ss goid.

“*The country from which I camas 18
barren, devoid of trees; this tree is some-
thing new. The green bhuds suggeat the
color of the kirtlee my people wear; that
fs something old. The yellow blossoms are
as good as gold, for they will giadden the
hearts of my people by thelr beauty. Only
let each of us taks spruys with us, and
otr bags full of golden blossoms, and we
will take our leave.”

The King stepped op.
tite the blossoms to the eurth children
shut in with glckness snd sorrow, all
Winter long?"”

The Prince nssented,

“In thar case I will send the hrovnies
with you, to help distribute the blomsoms,
and each year at the close of Winter and
beginning of Spring, I shall ask Fathet
Ceren for these trees.”

“And this belng your wish, I christen
the tree Pussy Willow, in honor of my
pussies, who shall obey your royal wiil,'™
returned the Prinee

Hera the Prince ciapped his hands threas
times, but all ths people bowed thelir
h#ads to the ground, and would say noth-
ing.

“What is the matler,
commands the Prince

None would answer, and the prophet,
old Ceres, took the dark box and focused
fiz ray=s on the King's heart, and read
what he wanted to know.

“¥ou are taking the Princess with wou,
the darling of thelr heart, never to return,
they think.'

Just as If the cats beard, they stepped
boldly out in march time, bearing aleIt
on their backs all the brownies that could
find room, each with a tiny sack of pussy
biossoms. Brownles to the extent of &
great army followed, and before the as-
tonished gaze of the courtly crowd, ths
milk-white steed bore the Prince, Pernis
and Princes= Violet,

“Drive fast'" roured the Prince, and.
facing the a=semblage, he enveloped them
in such a may of brightness that they
once again bowed them to the earth—and
#0 lost slght of them—2he Prince, Persis
and Princess Vielet

When the Princess returned, she never
tired of relating of the sunshine they
brought weary earth children; of the goid
dust shaken by thelr plates; of velvet
pouches placed in thelr hands, rubding

“Will you Aletrib-

Father Ceres?”

| health and color to thelr cheeks: of the

retreat of King Willlam Winter with deep
disgust at the polden blossoms studding
the earth; of musical whistles vocalized by
Spring’'s chlldren

This ahe loved best tn relate to Father
Corea, to whom she declared she did not

| mow need the X-rays to tell what the mat-

ter with her was, for she was as merry
as a sunbeam.

Father Ceres wns ever afterwards In de-
mand with his biack box with the X-rays
and the Princess with har sunbeams.

LUCY TERRY HIGGINS.

Do Animalis Help One Another?

Yex, a thousnnd times yes Instances
of foster-motherhood In the animal world
are to be counted by the hundred. From
the days of old Aesop, when the mouse
heiped the¥lion, and, ndeed long before
hi= time, one animal would assist another,
Thomas Edwnrds, the working Scoteh
naturalist, once wounded a seagull and
miw two others Jift the stricken Lird by
its wings and fiy with It out of range.
The kindness of ratz to thelr old and
bilnd and feeble Is almost proverbial
Farnny Kemble mentigns a lady who ob-
soryed a cow actually pumping water
from n well for another cow. The creat-
ure ralsed the handle betweem her horns
and pumped whilst the other drank.

Why Replnetl
Why, why repine, my penzive friend,
Al pleasures slipt away?
Some the stern Fates will never lend,
And all refuse to siay.
I se= the mainbow in the aky,
The dew upon the grass,
I sen them, aod I ask not why
They glimmer or thay pass.
With folded ms I linger not
Ta call them back; “twera valng
In thix, or in some ather spot,
I know they'll shine bpsin.
= ~W. 8. Langoe,




