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~ —mstonished and quite excited; so much

aﬂor & moment’'s thought.

T Termny. rmensety interested |
"in the strange box, and while examining

~ foddiness knows where

- house. Thus, as you may lmagine, whon

Mebbe it's gold.
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Which Had Marvelous Effects

Medicin

» HE Miller family, which consisted
of four persons and a red dog,

_li\-t-d in & small house near the
KRinkobasky river, far from any
peighbors and so far from school that
the walk thither took nearly an hour.
It was rare indesd to see the mallcar-

rier stop at the Miller house, and evew |,

rarer to see the expreasman deliver any-
thing there. But rabbits, aeer and quall
were frequent visitors to the edge of)
the wood that syrrounded the lonely

'a wagon drove up to the gate and a large,
square box was carried 10 the doorstep,
Robble and Clara Milier were much

that, when the expresamen
anked, “Is this Mr, Miller's™  Robble
meroly stared at him, dut Clara replied:
o “Yea, sir; iU's Miller's."
The expressman sald:
" *Then this 11 his package, and there's
B2 to pay on it."

who wsent these nasty:looking bottles.™
So Frams opened the leter and read
as follows: ;
“T'a my cousin Wilhelm, or his sons, If
he be not living, 1 give and bequeath all
my store of magic"¥lixirs, balsams, oint-

Which

ments and compounds, in the meking
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- fsn't bome, nor mamma, either,™
said

fand

**Then I can't leave the box,” declared
the man. *T must have the money."”

“What's In t?T" inquired Robbie,

“How do I know?' inguired the man,
laughing. *1 can't see through wood.

“Where's it frgm?”” demanded the boy.

“It's all the way from Germany,” re-
sponded the expressman. ‘“There If Ia
on the side, ‘Frankfurter, Germany,” as
easy to read as American writing.'

“I've got about 8 upstalrs,” sald Robhle,
“r'll pay for
it, but I sure hate to do I

*“You'll be glad, if you fAind It full of
gold,” exclalmed his sister, as ahe eyed
the big box.

“Dare we open ItT" asked Clara, after
the man had driven away.

“Guess pop won't care,'’ replied Rob-
ble. 1 pald for It, anyhow, so it's partly
mine, kinder.™

S0 Robble go the ax and in a few

exposed,

Judge of the amazement of the twe
children on finding, Instead of gold,
merely & lot of hottles, all of which were
tightly corked aq)d filled with liquids of
Alfferent colors, and all ooking wvery
anclent, being ocovefed with dust and
ecobwebs. Robble gased at them dis-
mayved to think that he had lavished §2
on this rubbish. His sister mald:

“Pooh! Looks like medicine!
they're samples of cough syrups'”

“Leot's take the cork out of one and
#ee,”" suggested Rob,

At that moment Frans Wilder arrived.
Frang wan & little boy who lived &
mile away and who came almost dally
to the house. He was a hunchback and
liked to play with the Miljer. children
ba they never laughed at his de-

TEwWaR

Guens

the many bottles he suddenly exclalmed:

“Say! Here i & letter down at the
bottom. ™ It's addressed to Mr. Hiram
Mille# in German lotters.”

“Of course.” replied Franz; "my mother
fs Dutch, I can read It and speak it,
100."

“Then you may open this letter” and
read it to us, mo that we may kmow
what it all means, for papa certalnly
can't read German and he won't know

by ted Bodk

of which I have spent 7 years. He will
find In the Red Book, which Is In the

box with the bottles, full directions for |

the use of all these things, 1 caution him,
und all who ever handle them, to use
graat caution in applying any of them,
for terribie and - lasting results—ap-
palling evils, perhaps—may follow the use
of those which 1 haye not fully tested
The Giant 8yrup, for Instance, has not
been used as yet, nor his the Fluld of
Youth been tried upon any human being
1 have sueceeded with the Perfecting
Mixture and some of the others
“GOTTLIER GESBUNDHEIT."™

“80 thesa are magle fMulds!” excleimed
Franz, taking up a bottle. “Bee! Here it
saye ‘Giant Byrup,' [ wonder what It's
for? Here's the ‘Perfecting Mixture,” too.
It looaks lke quicksiiver; and this ls the
‘Fluld of Youth.""™

“Gea! Th#k must have bee¢n pop'a
wrandfafhFr's brother ' cried—Robbie 444
remember him saying that there wns a
wizard In Germany who was related to
him.

“No, It was hiz grandfather,” declared’
Clara.

“While the two were dispuling the
matier Frang was examining the bottles,
and fAnally, when he had removed them
all from the box and placed them on
tha stoop, he =ald

“Well, there's a lot of them. Here's
something to make the hair grow, and
here's stuff to cure warts. This Is to
remove paint and this to Rl bugs, This
is called ‘Laughing Julee,” and this one
‘Musle Olntment. 1 wonder what that

“Lat's get the-Red Book_and find out™
suggested the girl :

But a thorough search_fajled to, reveal)
. . whatever, w0 it was
impossible to discover the exacl method
of applying any of the contents of the
strange bottles. Yet this did not deter
these children from trying to teat the
liquida In the bottles, and they at onc.
began with the one marked “Fluld of
Youth.” After removing the cork and
smelling of the dark, mysterious flula,
it was decided to test its power upon
an anclent and sedate goat named Nanny,
which roamed the fields near by without

with the *“Fluld of
offered them to the
devoured them, Noth
finally Clara said with

| cabbage leaves
Youth,” Robble
goat, who cagerly
Ing happened and
a =niff;

“Huh! [ guess- the stufl is tloo
Give her some more."”

Another feed of cabbage produced no
apparent affeot upon the animal, and
the disgusted children turned to another
bottle. : A

“1 like the looks of this silvery stuff.”
announced Franz, holding the bottle up
in the sunlight. “I'¥ llke to be per-
fected, you bet! 1 bhelleve TU try It
on myself.”

“Oh, Frans, don't you dare!
do something dreadful
Clara, with a shudder,

“Pooh, I'm not afraild! It couldn’t
make me any worse looking.” angwered
the hunch-backed lnd. “Maybe it might
L siralghtog. me out-—who Kaowsd—
“"Bafore they could stop him he had
inken o big wwallow of the stuff labeled
"Perfecting Mixture”

“It doesn't tasxte bad,” he announced
after a« moment, "“but, goodness! how
funny It makes you feel, Beems as If
L war on fire all over,”

“T do hope It .won't polson you,” sald
Clarn. “I don't swant to be perfected,
if 1 have to take such stufl."

“Oh' look at Nanny!" shouted Robble,
“Bomething’s the matter with her”

Sure enough., something had happened
to the goat. Bhs was frisking about
lika o young kid, leaping over rocks and
bushes and bleating merrily. There wan
nothing different In _her & N To
show that the magle fluld had taken
effoct, but it was certaln that it had
alrpady changed her in some manner,
a great distance. watching her antios,
and then suddenly Clara turned to find
that & very shapely boy, with a face
ke that of Frani, was following her.
Startled at his sudden appearance she
Wtopped, when he sald: .

What's the matter?™

It was the volee of Frang, and Robbie
turned to look, and was amnzed

“The stuff has worked on you, all
right., Clara, can't you ses that “t's

olik

It might
to you!" cried

arf owner of & home. Sprinkling some

¥Frans and that he's been perfected T

They had to make him look In a pool
of water before he would belleve that
he had lost his ernnkl_-..d shape and been
changed Into a perféct’ ' boy, ‘Then he
sat down and cried for joy. and they
knew then how bitterly he had felt his
deformity. slthough he had always made
light of it

“Oh! won't mother be glad” he cried,
as he leaped about, exactly like the goat

“My goodness!" shouted Robble; “that
makes me think. What will pop say
when hesfinds-out what we've done?™

“[ think that he will' be glad when
he sess Franz.' declared Clara.

But Robbie wam now thoroughly
frightened as he thought of the tremen-
dous power of these liquids, and he
feared his father's anger. His firat
impulse was to hide everything until
be could got courage to tell his parents
whiat had happened; and this was masde
stronger when he saw the goal, now
changed into a frolicsome Kid, prancing
about near them, Had the boy been
older he would have reflected that the
endeavor to coneeal thelr aet was far
more dangerous than confession; but he
was only 12 and his fears carried him
awny. The others, npearly as much
seared as himself, promised never to
divulge the secret until he was willing;
but how was Franz to account for the
change of his appearance, for e
wouldn't tell a lle. It was at last de-
Slded that he wii to tall his mother, but
first make her promise to keep the
secret. Each of them took several bot-
tles to conceal in safe hiding places, and
the# carried the box Into the woods.

Robbile, hin heart in his mouth at
hearing  his father's yolee In the dis-
tamee, dashed into the woodshed, where
he put his botties on a shelf; but Clara
carried hers to hir bedroom and cons
cealed  them. Franz darted Into the
shirubbery and histoned home.

It would take a whole book to relate
all that happened after that.

An hour after supper, whila Robbie's
mother war wiping the dishes, hie

(sald,” with & migh:

“The whole world's a-gitting old: my
pesky rheumatiz—ix—hothering meto-
night worse thnn ever.”

“Why don't you try that liniment that
Mra. Walsh gave you?' asked Mrs, Mil-
ler;

“Where
band.

“Out In the woodahed, on the shelf."”
replied Mra. Miller, “1 clean forgot
to bring it in, and it's just where she
Jeft it that day. T'Il gn and get it

“T'Nl get It,” eried Robbis, in - great
alarm.

“I guess 1 can get’'it myself,” sald
his father,

Robble darted away, but before he
eouldl secrete his bottles his father was
beside him, wondering vastly at his
wpon's sudden desire to save him trouble,

a It™ demanded her hus-

~for-H1Te 00K Tha Hotllé from WobBIeR hands,

and withont looking at it returmed to
the house, leaving his son almost para-
lyzed ‘with fright. . . y

“Ia this the stuff?™ he asked af Mra
Miller.

“I guess 50" ahe replied;
wasn't any other bottls there™

"It tastes gighly good,” exclalmed Mr,
Miller, smiacking hia lips,

“Then I'll try It myself,” sald his
FwiTe, " “My neuralgy in none too quiet,
let me tell you.™

“there

\ "\T;
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father,  sliiing smeling—on—the—stoop;]
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Poor Clara sat there In awed nile’nﬂ
watehing them, afrald to speak, for had
she not promised silence? Mrs. Miller
took n taste and then a good, big drink
of the magle Fiuld of Youtl, for that
was the bottle which her husband hap-
pened upon. Then Clara ross and
slipped out to inform her brother. Ahe
was trembting with mingled fear and
eigerness when she whispered:

“Papa and mamma both have drunk
out of one of those bhotthes™

“You don't say so?" ovied-Robble 71|
wonder  which one it wasa™

“Well. there were only two of them
uncorked,” replied thé EIfl, 8o 1T must
be sither the Perfecting Mixturs or the
Bloom of Youth, or whatever [t is."

“1 am afrald we have gone anft dons
it  whispered Raobble. “Goodness!
Maybe It will make them: as young as
ue'’

“Well, suppose it does?™"

“Well, anyhow,” 1 do Tope it _won't

make .pop any bigger than me, then.”
“ There waa a long period of wmilence
during which the two children sat in the
dark beside the woodshed awalting de-
velopments and straining their ears to
henr any sound from the house. Then
Msuddenly a loud peal of laughter rang
out in the night. The laugh didn't
sound a bit like elther. father's or
mother's, yet there wax something fa-
millar about {t. Raobbie started and
said:

“It's worked,
& boy again’

“Then mamma's a girl"” breathed

”

T'll bet that's pop. He's

FOR_CHILL

LY -

“T am only 46, cried ‘his mother.
Then she laughed,

“Why, you are younger than I am.,”
added Clara, taking her cus from Rob-
bie. - “F guess you are only nbout 10
yeuryg old. You musn't pretond that you
are my mamma, little girl; s not
right."

“Hut, bless my soul, I am your

ma,” eried Mras. Miller,
right into the house, and we will tell
you all about 1t.”
“Not much!" cried Robble, prétending
to Be Wiarmhed. “You want to get us
into the house, and then pop will be
after us with a stick, You kids can't
play any game llke -That.”

"We're no kids,” Interrupted Mr.
Miller, grinning "I'll show y»0u In a
minudte who I am; you come along Into
the house.” .

“I guess I am not afraid of a little
shrimp like you." retorted Robble, eve-
ing him father carefully. “You gan't
tuke any gad to me, you know.™

Mr. Miller snorted and then turned
pale. He suddenly reallzed that his son
wiis taller mnd stronger than he., "Bee
here,” he added, after a pause, "I am
your father, although you are bigger
ithan 1. and so must mind me. This
Httle girl here 18 your mother, and she
must be obeyed.” ~

"All right, but you musn't get sassy!"
replicd his son “We hig boys dom't
want any back’talk from litler kids™

When ther all were Indoors and the
children had a good look at thelr wons
derfully changél parents,
was found to be most amaxing; yet with
it all any one who had known them
woulll’ eanlly have recognized Mr. and
Mrs, Miller without much trouble, so
the children admitted at last that they
were convinced of the truth of thelr
parents’ statements. They hasd been
changed Into Tittla children, ceptainly:
but when Mr., Miller lighted his pipe all
of them Ilnughed, for, after all, while
they had been mede young again, all
thelr habits and their manner of talking
and acting were the same as before In
many wayse It was such a funny mix-
ture of youth afid aks that they were
continually roaring at the queer things
that happened. After a while Robble
told about all the wonderful bottles,
and ther his father demanded to see

mam-
“Come

Clara. "T'll bet she's llttlar thap me,

'cause she took an awful big dose!”
They heard more laughter, and it

stemed to be coming nearer, Then both

-

ut slght of a boy and girl who wers ap-
proaching hand In hand along the path

“It's them!" gaspad Robble, and Clard
in sllence clutched his arm. They wore
ciothes exactly llke those worn by the
children's parents, and
L looked-nt-threm Th the dim staFlight they
could plainly see a resemblance to the
old people they had left & fow minutes
before bewalling thelr age and [linesses;
but oh, what a startling dJdifference!
Rarely bad -Robble and Clara seen thelr
parents smile and more rarely heard
them actually laugh, but now these
two, who were cortainly thelr parents,
woere gCinning and chuckiing with gire
and almost dancing with joy as they
came seeking for shelr children hiding
in the dark. Robble held his breath,
His father stopped when he saw them
crouching there, and then he shauted;

“Whoop! hooroo! Children, do you
know who we are?”

Robhble. toak a-quick” measure of his
father's slxe and, réjoleing to see that he
waAs at ‘Ieast two - inchen shorter than
himuself, he opened his mouth to reply,
when his mother interrupted.
|__“Hush! let_me_speak.
all, a serfous matter” - Then to the
children she said:

“Something han pened to us; I
d6n't know  what, rl::f we have been
turned into childten agnip. I mean we
look Jike children; but after all we mre
your parenta™

Raobbie, galning all of his courage in
a twinkling, grinned and asaid:

“Huh! Now don't you kids come
round here telling any such tale as that,
My father and mother are old folks,
migbty. nigh 100 years old, I guess—"

sprang up to flee and hide, but stopped |

asthe—twn |

|old Uncle

~Lhin is, after |

them.

“I hardly think it's safe to let such a
small poy monkey with such things"
sald buie, very soberly.

“Consarn It!" shouted
dancing upqand down, “don’t you talk
Itke that any more, or there will be
troubls! Bring on your old hottles!"

When the bottles had been produced,
and Mr. Milier read the letler of the’
erman wizard, he sat thinking for
time and then sald:

"“You acted very foolishly, and jt s
lucky that you happened to hit upon
the=e two hottles; otherwisse wa might
all have been chunged into strange ani-
mals. 1 remember hearing tales about
Gesgundheit turning - people
into wolves, birds and cats, and now 1
believe he could do anything. It would
be folly (0 attempt to do anything with
those without the Red Book, for mis-
takes might be fatal Now that we
really khow the secret of two of the
bottles we can do what we will with
tham, but I shall lock the others up In
the chest until the book is found"

“I think we ought to give the eold
hotse and the two cows some of that
stuff,” suggested Mra. Miller, lnughing.
“They are certainly pretty old.'

“That's a good ldea, and I'll do
the morning."

Mr. Miller,

a

It In

ing stuff, too” sald Clara.
any too fine, you know."

Now that all of the magic fluid of
youth bad yanished, and there was no
tonger hope of having fun with that,
Robble said: .

“Too bad It's gone! But we still have
the other stuff, and perhaps wa énan get
a lot of fun out of that, perfecting all
soria of things.'™

“You, and we have a lot of other
things; but I am thinking now of some-

“*They ain’t

thing - more than having fun” repifed

the alteration’

|- “And-give_them. -some-af- the perfects |-

.

his_father, “Now that. we ara young
Again and havegprobably” many long
years ahead of us, we must try to mend
our affairs. T see & Wway 'to make the
farm pay splendidly and tomorrow I am
®oing to start” a mew sort of cattle-
ralsing.  The olreus comes to town 'In
the early hours, and I'll trade our per-
fected horse for a couple of old, broken-
down cireus critters, then we will per-
fect them and keep a-trading, two for
one, untl] we have 5,000 head of horses.”

“That's a grand idea!" mied Robble
“Let's get to work at once”

They' hastensed to the tumbledown
barn and gave the old horse some oatn
sprinkled with the magle fluld. It was'
then very late, and all were sleepy-and”
glad enough-to hurry-to bed, -

In the morning Robble awolke to find
that Clara had placed Baby 8ilas be-
side him, and was speaking to him,
laughing the while, :

“Mamma and papa were squabbll
bed about gelting up te maks the fire.'
sald she, “Mamma says she's too lit-
tle., and papa thinks he's too feeble, so
1 guess you will haye to do It

“T never thought that would ba the
result of all this!™ groaped Robble, as
he slowly got up and dressed. , .

He went to the barn, and tHere sto
a horse that was =0 splendld as to
startie hipm. He loudly yelled for his
father, who was 50 amiazed that he al-
most fell over.

“Why. that horse is worth two or
thres ~ thousand d@ollars™ he aliotited.
“We must get together all the old,
broken-down plugs in the nelghborhood..
at oncel!” 1

Immediately after breakfast the two
boys, father and son hastened to the
headquarters af the clrcus people, wheras
in a few minutes they had traded the
noble horse for seven eordinary Fiaads,
much to tha delight of the olrcus men,
Then home they rode quickly and -fed
the Perfecting Mixture to the old
horses. At noon Franz appeared on the
scens Teady to assist, and he tpld them.
of his parents’ dJdelight, but sald that
it had taken him two hours to make
them belléve hin story.

“Don't tell how It happensed,” sald
Mr. Miller. "If you do, we~will have
everybody who han any cpmplaint (and
everybody. has something the matter
with him, you know) after us to cure
them and make them perfect. Bo keep
the secret.” L

“1 shouldn't wonder if you eould makes
a milllon dollars doing that very thing."
suggested Frang “It might be better
than perfecting horses!”

“Doubtless,” replied Mr. Miller. *“But
think of the envy and heartburnings
that might result If some were madse
as perfect as you are, for Instance,
while others remained crippled and dis-
torted. No; horses won't make people
discontented, for we are all used to see-
ing animals far more perfect than men
und womel.-We must never let any-
body know about the Perfecting Mix-
ture at all.”

in.

(-

In The afternonn.ihiey roda away Wwith
the soven transformed horses prancing
and ourvetting in all the pride of their
youth, and two hours later they were
seen loading  home 49 seragrly otd
wrecks, which next morning ‘were
turned into equine beautles of such
magnificencs that both father and son
decided that they need no longer trade,
but could sell at high prices. 80 they
took their stock to the great city, where
the horses created such excitement that
their pletures wers printed In the pa-
pers. In two wooks they had mada an
himménse fortune, and then they found
that they had used up every drop of
the mixture. . &
_Waell,” sald Me. Miller, “wd -Have
four of the finest horses in all the world
for our own use, and all the money we
want, 80 we 't complain. The
money will |ast 11 8lr lves, and
now we'll go in for enjoyment.'”

And wo thay a1d. On their farm you
may ses thé most magnificent roller-
consters and merry-go-rounds, swings
and miniature rallways, pleastré boats
and lce erenm soda fountalns in all tha
wide world, and to svery child for miles
around all these things are fres. 1 do
not suppose you will ind anywhere such’
a center of hearty enjoyment, and my
only wish is that you . happen to
vis#t the neighborhood some time to wes
for yourselves that T am speaking noth-_
ing but the truth. )

WALT M'DOUGALL.

| Native Supe

From the Ceylon Times.
VERY gruesome—and,
same time, a very venient
~—soure s going the rounds in
the morthern suburbe of Co-
Jombo, In Kotahens and Mutwal—in the
former In partioular.. According to a
ourrent rumor thers 1IN wome |pmiE-
mduntabls Alfflculiy In ihe bullding of
the new graving dock. Every stone and
canerete hlnu!:. put” down disappears,
MF, Hoatork
hea hnd experience of harbor works
before, and he' kpows what is lo be
when stones and DIocKs dleappear
that mysterious Tushion. It Is the
of the devil. and the devil must
tisted by humasn sacrifice!

at  the

rstit_ion

ructs

the man In the sireest, knd accordingly
117 human lives must be immolated.

Every sacond man in Kotahena be-
leves the stary, and wivep and mothers
live {n trepidation, let Wione their hus-
bande afnd brothers. Little child
who go to sehool are walted for by their
parents with the utmost anxiety, and
the scara in workln? much ¢intress,
One awkward Fesult of the seare ts that
porvanis will not go out into the bou-
tiques after dusk. ey

The scare las much behind to ree-
ommend it o the credulity of the peo-
ple. In days gone by no big work was
undertaken, they say in & whisper, but
that which is known as billa was paild.
The foiklore of the country s steepsd

ic WOI‘

Pub

! S

done, but It is firmly believed by the
masses that hundrods of lives were sac-
rificed in the bullting of fanks, and
of dagobaw, ste., In anclent days. It ds
firmly belloved that the tunnels through
which the raflway line rins all had
billa paid before their construection.
“The souls of thess men enter Hher
L bodles, and In the courme of the {rans-
migration of those souls they Bacomé
] in r—and
snaken are the guardian angels

&re 117 plllare to be bulil, says

witmwun of the paying of billa. _It.
in quite clear as to i

s 5552

i was ||

to procure the necessary mep for Immo-
lation. The men Are procured, so it fa
belleved, by a very almple contrivance,
A lttle white powder s thrown on
them, and they forthwith follow the
man, wWho Tares thim THto s6me tn-
known dungeon. Beveral are sald to
hava alrendy bean taken In that way
and stories of losses conlinue to in-
iorease from day to day. The story is
told of breadbaskets being brought to
police atations, baskets whowe keapers
have been spirited away by the Afghans
‘with the white powder. Rikishas are
sald ta be bBrought to police stations

the score—for they had n left

Aeivin bad dleappearad.
The commotion is greatest in Kota-
henn, ‘Butl the stdries come from every
part of the town. The drg
P, o e 1ol
reality. =0 tt oom;
even other npeople goverm Ahelr .l:::
In conformity with the scare,

in & wters

B vt

v

on the roadeldé while the men'them- |,

and con- |

.y

By Bav. W. B. Oarwardine,
ORTY years of honorable recond
and splendid  business oaresr
wiped out In four months of
ifng furore. ‘That s the
Digelow's 1&r

40

catio

ted lesson. .
The man who gambles must Inevit-
ably lose., No mattér how honest N
may be at the outset, the end Is sure
dipastir, 'lg_’g!n‘,_l‘m'qg%'_ b
tempted fa rob otherk, hoping to re-
cuperate his losses and make good, but
it in contrury to nature, and the colla)
comens, - |
4o men with good salaries and
thelr

money, ha_ld |

It is not aloma that the man himnelt
suffers. It s the ruin to lnnocent per-
nons allfed with him, the shoek to pubd-
1i¢ confidences, the revelation of the
hm—@&dnﬂt practioed bafors
the world. All the goodness and in-




