THE SUNDAY OREGONIAN,

+ o i - B

=2

T -

PORTLAND, DECEMBER 28, 1902

(Copyright, 1902, by Charles Battell Lsomis)

TALES OF THE UGLY BRASS LAMP

By CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS, Author of “Yankee Enchantments,” etc.

eglovenly. Her business was wash-

ing clothes, but she drew the line
at clothes, and never thought of scrub-
bing bher floor or polishing her pots and
pans and other utensils. That s proba-
bly why her ugly brass lamp looked s0
dingy, and one day when It wns accl-
dentally knocked off the tabie and set
fire to the house, Mrs. Dempsey flung It
through the open window, and the blas-
ing comet that descended to the street
below guve the alarm of fire.

The fire cleansd out her place pretty
thoroughly; In faci, so thorougly that
1t burned up not only the dirt, but about
everything else that the poor woman had.
But the chief joss, If she had but known
it. was the lozs of the lamp.

That battered piece of furniture burned
for awhile in the street and then, as If
wort out hy its exertions, It lay on its
side, a useless thing more ugly than over.

it was the next day that Harry Munn
eame wilking along the street on his
way home from schonl He had gone a
block out of his way in order to see
the blackened window that marked the
place of yesterday's fire, and, like dozens
of others, he saw the lamp; dbut, unlike
dozens of others, he stooped and ploked
it up because—well, becsuse he was a
bey, and boys know the vilue of rubbish.

it was not like any other lamp that
he ever had seen, and good reason. Mrs.
Dempsey’s husband had been a sallor,
and he bad picked up the lamp in a place
called Jaygarh, somewhere on the coast
of Indin

Harry took it home with him, and
when he walked Into his mother's bed-
rotm with his cap on and the lamp In
his hand, she sald two things: “"Where's
yvour cap, Harry?™' and “0Oh, where did
vou goet that dirty thing? Do throw It
away. Your coat is all smutted up from
we

“Throw it away?™ sald Harry, toss-
ing his cap upon the bed. "I'm golng to
mieke a stove out of It to use in our
ovens.*

Harry lived In a little suburban town
where the boys found endless amusement
in making ovens in a clay bank at which
they couvked sweet potatoes, burned thelr
fingers and thelr trousers and otherwise
enjoyed themselves. They also made clay
imnges and fired them In the ovens and
then, llke as not, fired them away, after
the fashion of boys.

Harry deposited hls schoolbooks In the
wrong place. and snatching up his cap,
be rushed off to the clay bank.

None of the other boys was there, so
he sat down on a heap of clay and be-
gan to do what Mre. Dempsey had never
done—that is, to polish the lamp. He
had no rag handy, but he used something
just as good—his coatsleave.

Three times she rubbed the dusky brass
globe, end then he dropped it with a
ery of terror; for curling out of the top
was & thin stream of greenish smoke,
that twirled and twisted =and rapidly
grew lurger, untll it was 20 feet high,
when it suddenly assumed the size and
ghape of a glant.

Harry bad read of such things, but he
never had seen one before, and at first
he declded not to belleve it But what's
the use of having eyes If you don’t be-
leve them? Hnarry's eyes never had gone
back on him, and so he trusted them and
started to run away from this spirit that
his rubbing had evoked.

But In a roaring volce the smoke wralth
sald: “Don’t run saway, American boy.
I am the slave of the lamp. It Is not
the lamp of Aladdin, but it was made
by the same wizard. For years I have
not been called. Now I am here. Wish
guickly for the thing you most desire”

I wonder why It 1s that when fairies
or djinns glve people wishes they al-
most always wish for some foolish littie
thing at first. It was so with Harry. The
apple tree In his father's yard was loaded
with ripe apples, and he could get all he
wished just for the picking, but the fool-
Ish fellow suid: I wish I had sz ap-
ple.” and in an instant he held one in his
hand, not one whit better than those on
his father's tree.

The djinn burst into & smoky laugh. M

Mmi DEMPSEY was downright

=~

b |

s

IT MADE SILAS SUPPOSE THAT HIS DRAIN WAS AFFECTED.

could have given you a bad penny just as
easily. Why don't you ask for something
worth while? Hurry up, too, for [ can

It assumed the size and shape of
a glant,

only stay three minutes, and more than
two have passed.”

Have you ever tried to think gqulckly
on compulsion? How much do ten apples

and five plums and six cherries and seven
bananses and four pears and fifty-two
grapes make? Answer quick!

You can't answer quickly when the
teacher fires It at you like that. Perhaps
you say there Is no answer, but when
you take time to it you discover that
the answer Is B pleces of frult

Well, Harry tried to think of some-
thing worth wishing for, but his mind
seemed to be as empty as a blown egg
and while he was fairly trembling in his
eMort to think, the smoke glant disap-
pearod in o thin stream of smoke that
waont stralght up In the alr for a hundred
feet and then lenped behind a eloud wu
the edge of the sky and was gone,

Then Harry felt mean enough. He
looked nt the apple In his hand and was
80 dlagusted at it that he gave It a
viclous plitch and it landed plumb In the
forchead of Dick Sturges, who had come
up to the ovens at that moment.

“Who yer hittin'?" sald Dick savagely,
for the apple had been dellvered with
all the strength of the pltcher of the
Canfield nine.

A fight would have beon unavoldable,
for Dick wns a spunky chap and never
let an Insult go unavenged, but Harry
sald: "I wasn't firin’ at you,” and lean-
ing over he pleked up the lamp and once
more gave {t thres rubs.

The reappearance of the glant was the
elgnal for Dick to disappear. He was
not afrnid of any boy that ever livad,
and he had fully Intended to make Harry
emart for his freshness; but apparitions
like the one before him were good things
to get away from, and he took to his
heels before Harry could explain matters,
Tha glant spoke. “This Is my last ap-
pearance for a month. I cannot leave
Asla more than twice a month. Quick,
what do you want?

Now, even while he was flinging the
apple away, Harry had thought of an in-
visible automobile, and he blurted out the
words so quickly that they tumbled asll
over ench other.

"l want an auvisible intomobile,*

“What?™ gsald the dfinn, angrily. It
there Is anything a djinn hates It 18 to
be trified with,

“I want an In-vis-i-ble au-to-mo-bile,"

He rose cautlously to his feet, and be-
gan to feel for the wvehicle, and there It
was complete; but whether moved by elec-
triclty or ofl or steam he did not know.

But it does not take a bright boy of 12
very long to find out how any old thing
works, and In five minutes Jarry had dls-
coversd that it was an electric motor of
very simple mechanism. And In flve min-
utes had learned how to run it and how
to steer ‘Iit. and he took an Initial run
along the lonely road that -runs north
from the clay pit to where the Canfleld
road intermects.

He met no person, but he did meest a
dog, a water spanlel that belonged to
pretty much every one In town, he was
so friendly., The dog ran yeiping with ter-
ror as soon as he saw Harry five feet up
In the alr and moving apidly forwand.

Hoarry wondered what bad frightened
the dog. but he discovered very soon, for
now, fecling that he knew how to manage
the machine, he turned into the Canfleld
road and ran along at some ten miles an
hour,

Sllas Woodbury was hauling a load of
blue stone up the avenue, and Harry did
not soon forget the look of fright that
came over his features when he saw a
small boy Tushing through the air at him.
To be sure, Harry steered the wehicle to
the right and avolded a collislon, but he
also caused a runaway. Woodbury's
horses were accustomed to visible auto-
maobiles, but the spectaclh of a boy In a
sitting posture with his hand held rigidly
in front of him, kiting along five feet
above the ground smoothly and swiftly,
was more than they could stand, and they
ran up Turner Hill with their heavy load
as If they had been running loose in their
pasture,

Fortunately, Bilas controlled them be-
fore any damage was done, but after he
had brought them to a trembling stand-
still he went to see a doctor, supposing
that his brain was affected.

As for Harry, he thought of nothing but
his delight at ownlng such a conveyance,
and he determined to go home at once and
take his mother out for a ride.

As he came In sight of the house he
saw her sitting on the plazzl, and he put
on a little extra spurt of speed, yelling to
her with Joy and exultation as he dld so.

I do not belleve that there was anything
the matter with the steering gear; I think
that Harry merely got rattled; but what-
ever the cause, Mrs Munn looked up
when she heard the yell and saw her boy
fiying through the alr; first In a sitting
posture, hut just as he eame within four
feet of the telegraph pole he assumed a
horizontal position, face downward and
landed in the woodbine that shndes the
glazzl,

For an Instant there was a grinding
sound In front of the house, and the tele-
graph pole trembled llke an aspen, and
then broke short off. At the same time
there was the sound of the whirring of
an automobile, and then the stone wall on
the other side of the road ssemed to have
been hard hit, and then there was silence.
But for weveral hours people who hap-
pened to use the path by the stone wall
went headlong over Invisible obstacles,
::: then took to their heels in undignified

te.

As for Harry, he had coms through the
vine with no bones broken, and without
walting to efplain things to his mother,
he made a bee line for the clay banks to
get the brass lamp, for he realized that he
would need it agnin.

“More fun 'n a goat,” he sald to himsalf,
as he hurried along.

“BRING YOUR BOATS ASHORE”

A GAME FOR THE NEW YEAR

By J. Carter Beard

Oh‘!!l Decemnber in the fourth eentury,
two Roman boys were sltting on the

bank of & lttle tributary of the Tiber.
They were disconsolate: for the great
Constantine, Emperor of Rome, had be-
come Christian and forbldden the people
to celebrate Baturnalla, the pagan festival
lasting from December 31 to January 1.

An old Homan seer heard the complaint
of the boys, and declded to do them a
kindness. Walking up thé bank of the
stream untll he was several hundred
yurds above the polnt where the boys
lolled on the bank, he cast four strange
objects out into the stream and walted.

The elder of the two boys was the first
to see one of the strange objects. He
thought it to be some small animal.

“Sinlclus!™ he cried to hiz companlon.
“See! There is a dog In the river!”

Sinlclus guzed Intently oul over the wa-
ter.

“There are two doga' he sald.
they are not dogs."” f
“l1 see four now,"” sald the first boy.
“They are Httle galleys,"” sald Sicinios.
*We will throw stones at them until we

drive them ashore.”

About & quarter of a mile down the
strenm the boys gathered In thelr prizes,
Ther were not galleys. as Sleinius had
Ob..eu them, They were curiously em-
possed copper cylinders, and after some
difficulty the boys succeeded in open-
ing them,

Out of each copper cylinder came a
thick blulsh cloud which rapldly dmap-
peared like so much smoke. It was,
however, curiows and wvery wonderful
emoke, and Its effect upon the hoys was
immedlately apparent.

Sleinlus squared his ghoulders and drew
& deep breath,

“l intend to be a great soldler,”

"But

he

sald. And how well he kept his word |

was afterward proved when he shook the
foundations of Rome.

*I Intend to be a great scholar,” said
his companion, looking far out over the
{andscape with dreamy eyes. Before he
was 30 he had become one of the great
phillosophers of his age.

When the seer heard what the boys hagd
determined he smiled snd continued his
solitary walk

“I have given them character, and the
power to know thelr duty,” he sald. “‘Let
them do what they will with the gifts”

This is the legend told concerning the
old Roman game of “Fatum,” which s the
ancestor of the modern game of “Bring
Your Boats Ashore,” and ls connected
with the custom of making new and good-
resolutions on New Year's day,

Figure 1 of the dlagram shows four
tin cans grouped about a smail black
square. To the left of the tin cans s &
heavy black lne. The four tin cana
contaln the gifts of the seer to the play-
e¢rg of the game. Two of the cans contaln
the power to distingulsh duty, and two of
the cans contain character which enables
one to perform duty.

The black square known as the “mark™
Is simply a convenlence to indlcatea the
position of the four cans. The heavy
blnck line is the shore.

Twelve feet from the shore line draw a
circle on the ground 34 feet In dlameter,
The object of the game 18 (o sland with-
in the circle and throw stones In such a
way that they will knock the cans over
the line,

Look at Figure § of the dlagram. Each
ane of the black circles, A, B, C and D,
represents one of the cans. E represents
the “mark."” <C represents the can near-
est the piayer.

Now, two of the cans, C and A, hold
one gift, and two of the cans, B and D,
hold the other gift. It is the object of

E fig.2.

DIAGRAMS,

the player to get different gifts, not two
gifts of the same kind,

To do away with any chance of dlsagreo-
ment In counting up, It is wall to have the
cins marked with ome, two, three and
four holes (see figure 4). By thls means
they can easlly be told apart.

We will suppose that two boys are ready
to piny the game. The short line has
beeh drawn, the circle made, and the four
cans placed about the “‘mark."

The first player throws his stone and
knocks C and D over the line, This ls a
good play, for both Kkinds of gifis have
been knocked ashore. The play will count
him 20. S

It is counted in this way. One can of
any kind over the line counts fiveée Two
cans of the same kind count 10. Two cana
of different kinds count 2. Three cans
count 8. Four cans couat 100,

Each can is set 1% feet from the mari
This allows plenty of space for the stons
to roll over the shore line without hitting
anything, and before a player has done &
little practicing that is what will happen
pretty often.

A can which Is merely knocked down,
but not over the line, counts nothing,

After the first player haa taken his turn,
the second player throws his stone at the
cans which remaln standing—not the ones
which have been knocked over, If there
are mo eans left standing, he gets no turn.

After the second player has thrown his
stone the cans are set up once more.
First play 1s taken turn and turn about.

The best results are obtalned by using
rather heavy wstones, somewhat Ilike a
discus in shape (sce figure B),

In order to knock more than one ean
over the line it is necessary to make the
stone glance from one can to the other,
This is done by striking the ground and

the can at the same moment, as in fig-
ure L

By this sort of play it §s not only possi-
ble to make the stons glance from ons to
another, but the cans themselves may be |
made to carry each other over the line,
as shown In figure L

Figura 7 shows the ideal shot for which
players are always striving. The double
dotted line shows the course of the stono.
The stone strikes C and drives it into D,
carrying them both over the Hne. After
:tnﬂ;m' C the stone glances to A and then

The greater the force with which a stone
is thrown the more llkely is it to make a
good count,

The diagram shows the best method of
holding the stone. If a few prellminary
steps are taken befors the stone s deliv-
ered a great deal of power can be devel-
opal. Look at figure 8.

Place the left foot at B and the right
foot at A. Advance the right foot to C,
then the left foot to D and the right
foot to B. 1If this s done rapldly the
sione may be thrown as though hurled
from a catapult.

A more simple, though not quite so ef-
fective, way Is shown In figurs 8. Place
the left foot at B and the right foot at A.
Bwing the right foot to C and throw.
After the cans have been set up elght
times the player having the greatest score
wins. The score may range from nothing
to 80O,

Using & musse! as balt & correspondent has
eaught n herring weight 5% ounces, while fish-
ing with a rod and line at Liandudno.

Larbs b Trirmrad.

An enormous sunfish, Y
weight, has been left stranded by the tide at
Blaksner, Nocfolk, Epsiand, J

PICTURES FOR CHILDREN TO PAINT

MS}OR]ESOFMANDEUJN—BVGRTRUDEM

Aunt Clarimond opened the
ceme in ‘ond caught Peter in her arms

pentry door; and.

NE morning Mary Amanda, the cook,
came into the dining-room, and she
looked very cross and sald:

““Now, Peter and Elien, listen to me.
You must not go to the cooky jar and
take all the cookies I bake. I never go
to that jar, but I find it empty.”

And Polly Parrot sat on the back of a
chalr and she put her head on one side

and sald:

“Tut, tut, tut; what a crosa old thing."

And Peter laughed, and Ellen laughed,
but Mamma sald:

“Why, Peter and Ellen, dears, do you
go to that cooky jar and take Mary
Amanda’s cookles?"

And ilttle Ellen gald:

“l thought they were cookles to eat
I didn't know they were Mary Amanda’s.”

And Peter sald:

“Grandma olways lets us go to her
cooky jar when we go over to her house
to play."

And Mary Amanda looked real cross
ang shook her finger and said:

*“Cookies were made to eat when you
come to the dinner table; not out in the

yard.

And Polly Parrot put her head on one
side and said:

“Go away, Mary Amandal!"

And Peter and Ellen lnughed, and Mary
Amande went back into the kitchen,

And Mamma sald:

“Mary Amanda s very angry. You
must ask me whenever you want a
cooky, children.”

And Poter and Ellen went out into the
garden and walked about and looked at
the flowers, and Peter eald:

*1 suppose we were wicked robbers, Ht-

]tlo Ellen, to take Mary Amsanda's

cookien.”

And little Ellen felt real naughty.
tossed her curls and sald:

“I llke to be wicked robbers and take
Mary Amanda's cookies!”

And Peter gaid:

“l like to play being a robber, but
Mary Amanda is so cross I'll not take
her cookles.” g

And just then they heard a "ollok, click™
and the front gate opened, and In came
sweet Aunt Clarimond. She was the
youngest, sweetest, dearest Auntle you
ever saw.

And sweet Aunt Clarimond sald:

“0Oh, good morning, Peter and Ellen.
Good morninog.”

And Peter and Ellen sald:

““Oh, good morning, sweet Aunt Clari-
mond.”

And Aunt Clarimond said:

*“l hope you are happy this morning.
You both look a Httle sadl™

And Ellen sald:

“Mary Amanda says we must not go to
the cooky jar ever agaln and taks one
cooky "

And Peter sald:

“Mary Amanda says cookies are to eat
at the table, and not when you play in
the garden.”

And sweet Aunt Clarimond laughed and
sald:

“You can come over to my house when-
ever you please and taks cookles out of
my cooky jar, Cookles were made to
eat.”

And Ellen hugged sweet Aunt Clari-
mond and said:

*0Oh, what fun that will be. You can

Bhe

make better cookles than Mary Amanda "
And Peter sald:

And Aunt Clarimond sald:

““Yes, we'll have a grand time together,
Ellen and you may play robbers and come
into my pantry and take my cookles—not
more than one each time you come,
though.”

And little Ellen danced up and down

and sald:
“Oh, what fuod that will be, Aunt Clari.

And Peter sald: sk -
*When may we come, Aunt Clarimond?
And Aunt Clarimond sald:

“You may comse this afternoon, and now
I must go home and baks cookles, for
my cooky jar is empty.”

And that afternoon Peter and Ellen put
on thelr hats and went down the road to
Aunt Clartmond's house. (Ellen took her
little tames monkey under her arm.)

And Peter sald:

“Now we will play we are robbars, and
we must go real still so no one will hear
n”

And little Ellen sald:

“Yes, we must go real still because ws
are wicked robbers.”

And Peter a Ellen went on tip-tos
around Aunt Clarimond's house, and crept
Into the pantry window.

And little Ellen sald:

“Oh, here is the cooky jarl Im't it &
big, blg cooky jar, PeterT’

And Peter sald:

“We must remember we promised Aunt
Clarimond only to take one cooky each
times we come."

And Ellen sald:

“Yes: I can take only ome cooky, but
my little monkey can take ons, too. He
is & wicked little robber."”

And Peter stood on tip-toe and looked
into the cooky jar.and lttle Ellen stood
on tip-toe and looked into the cooky jar,
and, oh! what do you think, that jar was
filled with Thimble Cooklea! Each llttle
encky was just the size 'of the circls of
sweet Aunt Clarimond’s thimble!

And Ellen sald:

“Ch, oh, what dear, lttle, ocunning
cookles!™ .

And Peter looked croas and sald:

“Aunt Clarimond has played a joke om
uva! Omne of these tiny cookles will only
make one bite!™

And the little monkey jumped on the
edge of the cooky jar end stole two lttle
cookles,

And little Ellen laughed and saki:

“Aunt Clarimond dldn’t tell thi= wicked
little robber how many cookles ne could
staal.”*

And-just then Aunt Clarimond opemed
the pantry door and came In and caught
Peter in her arms and sald:

“Oh, here are these little robbers in the
pantry taking my baby cookles!"

And litle Ellen sald:

“There aro threa Ilttla robbers, here
Aunt Clarimond.”

And Peter sald:

‘““These cookies are so little they only
last & minute."

And Aunt Clarimond sald:

“Come, you three wicked lttla robbers,
I have some handcuffs to put on your
hands because you took my coolkles.™

And Aunt Clarimond led Peter and Ellen
out into her kitchen, and there, on a
plate were three very large cookles—threa
very large cookles, and each had a hole
in the middle.

And Aunt Clarimond slipped ona big
eoocky over MHttle Ellen's hand and one
over Peter's hand, and the other over the
wicked little monkey's neck,

And Aunt Clarimond sald:

“There, you three naughty robbers, you
have handeuffs on because you took my
thimble cookles.”

And the little monkey ran and jumped
up on Bweet Aunt Clarimond’'s ‘shoulder,
and began to nibble the big cockey on his
nack.

And lttle Ellen langhed and sald:

“Oh, what splendid big cookies thesa
are!"™

And Peter sald:

*I would llke to have taken my pocikets
full of those little thimbla cookles.™

And Aunt Clarimond sald:

*“If a little girl named Ellen and s Nttla
bey named Peter come to see me soma
day and ring my front door bell T will fill
their pockets with Httle cookles™

And littls Ellen clapped her hands and
sald:

“0Oh, goody! I love littls thimble cook-
frs. They melt in my mouth in a min-
ul-!.."

And Peter sald:

“Wa'll come over tomorrow, Aunt
Clarimond, and ring your front door bell™

And then Peter and Ellen went home.

The little monkey rode on Peter's shoul. _.

der, and the blg sugar cooky was still on

his nechk

BOYS' GAMES OF ALL THE WORLD

|
The Spanish Game of
i Jai-Alad

play without much practica and

without spending much money on
equipment are 50 many more in number
than those which the boys of other coun-
tries know that the American boy moy
properly conelder himself a lucky boy, in-
deed. Still, there are some games known
to the boys of other lands which it might
be worth while for the American boy to
look into. There Is a lot of fun in some
of them.

One of them is Spanish. It has e ocu-
rious name,. It is called J'al-alal. This In
Spanish is pronounced as if it were
spelled M-a-l-L

Next to the two brutal sperbs of bull
fighting and cock fighting (both of which
are fortunately against the law In the
United States), it is the most popular
sport in Spain. There Is a large court in
every Important Spanish city. In Ha-
vans, Cuba, there Is also a large court,
and while Major-General Leonard Wood,
of the United States Army, was Governor-
General of that island he became very
enthusliastic over the game,

As In American baseball, ths public
games are pinyed by professional players,
who command high ealary just as the
baseball players do In America; and these
profeseional games are played In great
courts which cost & great deal of money
to bufld.

In Bpain, however, the boys have a way
of playing Jal-alsl which is not more
expensive than baseball Is to boys In
the United States. And this is the way
they do it:

First, they take a sapling about six
feet long, which has been split In two
lengthwise, and from which the bark has
been peeled. This must bw of some wood
which will bend a good deal without
breaking. In the United States hickory
would be a good wood.

One sapling, after it has been split, will
furnish matcrial for the framework of two
nets, or bats, or scoops, or whatever you
c¢hooge to call them,

The Spanish pame is torana (to-ra-ya).

The smaller end of the half sapling
should not be so small that it will bend
eansily, becauss after it Is bent it must
still be very firm.

After the bark hes been pecled off and
both eides are smoothed, emch half sap-
ling’s end must be soaked In water untl
it bocomes pllable enough to bend withoat
breaking. Then this end should be bent
over—the flat side in, of course—untll the
bent end curves in a half circle s0 that
it is just six Inches from the maln stem
of the stick. In other words, until the
stick s in the form of a capital letter
J.

Through the bent end a hole must be

THE games which American boys can

boredl very carefully, so that tho sapling
will not split. Through this hole a strong
ecord, or, better yet, a strong leather
thong with single knots tied In" it at
intervals of one and one-quarter inches,
should be passed. The thong must be car-
ried down to a point two and one-half feet
from the larger or handle end of the half
sapling.

There two very small notches may be
made so that the knots will not slip:
but they must be no larger than is abso-
lutely necessary, or they will weaken the
wood at that point. Where thess notches
are the cord or thong should be bound se-
curely. Thus the curve in the stick s
preserved.

When all these things have been done
the framework of the strange racket 18
completed,

Beginning three inches from the polnt
where the thong is° tied, holes are care-
fully bored amll about the wooden frame
to one and one-balf i{nches from the end
of the curvature.

Through these holes strong twins (“stone
mason’s line’” 18 the best) should be wo-
ven just as the net !s made In a tennis
rackel. Pass the twine from the wooden
frame to the knots In the leather thong,
then up to the next knot and back to the
next holes, then up to the next knot and
back to the next hole, etc., untll all the
holes up to the smallest part of the curve
and all the knots have been used up.

Then from the holes in the top of the
curve similar lines should be run down to
the V-shaped juncture of the maln stick
and the thong which binds the bent end
to it

But unlike the lines which form the
network of a tennls racket, the lines for
a “Hi-all" bat must be run loose, so that
there is a sag of sbout four Inches in tha
widest part of the bat, the cross lines
gradually tightening toward the ends. Of
course, the up and down lines should also
he looser In the middle than at the sides,

It will be seen that the racket iz not a
difficult one to make.

The only other things requirsd are the
court—an empty barn may very well serva
for this—and a four-ounce solld rubber
ball.

Thero may bas two, four, six or evenm
elght players if the place is very large
They divide evenly Into two sides.

The play Is to keep the ball In motion
without letting it strike the floor, passing
ft from bats to walls and back agaln on
the rebound.

Each side has one-half of the floor space
and the ball becomes the othér side’s prop-
erty the moment it crosses the line on the
rebound or the moment it is pegm.uud
to touch the foor. :

The game ls really very exciting and

one requiring a quick eye, unerring stroka
and great skill.

The manner of keeping the score is ob-
viously backwards. Every time your op-
ponent permits the ball to strike the floor
it scores ona agalinst him. BEvery time
he permits it to pass into your territory
it scores 10 agninst him.

The score may be anything you pleass,
100 being the best figure for beginners.
Another plan Is to place a time limit on
the game and count that side winner
which scores most points against its oppo-
nents during that time.

Bobby Shaftoe.
In days of yors, In baby lore
(The lore of A, B, C), ;
There Tuns & tals of Ehaftos's voyage
Across the boundless ses.

Hins love was trus, his oyes ware bloe,
Like gold that's finely spun,

Beneath his brave tarpaulin shons
His bright locks in ths sun,

He salled away one Summer day

* His heart was lght and free,

Ho wora n ssamah's blouse, ‘tis sald,
And buckles at the knes,

The waters laughed about the craft
That bore this sallor lad,

And ran and danced and upward sprang.
As though they might be glad,

They leaped In sport toward the port
Whereat be stood full fair,

Then, hastening to the sandy shore,
They kissed the white feet there.

With vprdlsed hand, feet In the pand,
With kirtle red and white,

Bilythe Bobby Shaftoe’s swestheart steod
And watched him sall from sight.

Tet never more, in early lon.'
Find we that sailor boy;

Nor know we aught of what he 4'4,
His sorrow or his joy.

His ship one day salled far away

At striking of some bells

A gir! belleved ha would return:

This only history tells.
—United Btates Magasin

When o Woman Is Happlest.
Leslie's W, A

Lady Arabella lit:rml.ll‘:'.k'I (ﬂ-{cuﬂaﬂ; in an
English magazine, the question, "What is
the happlest perfod of & woman's life?”

She says: “Must not g woman walt till
her life Is nearly over before ahe can
answer that question tzuthfully? For to
each woman, maried or mald, the idea of
happiness must differ acecording to her
temperament or estate, But In mm:ﬂnl
up many examples, oking back on
beautiful memaories, mI:n!;o.,d, lgmink that
the happlest period of a woman's life is
the tme when she has the nursery full of
lztie ob baby years.”




