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HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERS

UITE repently nhotographs wrra
printed of scrap screens which
the Fairy Tale Man made for the

musement of his boy and girl friends,

ures were clipped from illustrated
pers and then pasted together to
apléte one big artistic screen. So you
know that the Fairy Tale Man

8- very fond of chlldren. But this is

all he did for them, He wrote tha

hestest kind of fairy stories—storics

SShich are read the world over, Ameri-

English, German, French, Bpanish

and Italian children enjoy them no more
fhan do the little pig-tailed children of

! pff China or the swarthy-skinned

y# and girls of India.

~ What kind of & person was this Falry

Tule Man, whose other name was Hana

Cl tian Andersen? You shall hear the
ory of his life—a story which is the

.l 8 of the Ugly Duckling all over again.
- 4n April 2, 180§, there was born in the

Panish city of Odense, on the Island of,

gnén, a baby who was finally to be-

p the Falry Tale Man. ‘Lhe building

L In which Hans was born was torn down

fghortly afterward, and the first home

if which the great storg-telley pad rec-
digction Wils & little house on Monk

s street. There were only two rooms

the ground floor. From the kitchen
by climbed by mesns of a ladder to
tiny altic above, where upon the
Indow slli wae a gnrden box contalmng
ttuce and garlic and a few flowers—
very same box you remember so
in the wale of the “Bnow Queen.”
almost overshadowing the modest
gwelling was the famous Church of St
nute, whose pealing bells 80 often be-
gulled the fancy of Mttle Hans.

Hons' father was a cobbler, with the

mmbition to achieve fame under Napo-

Meéon, But his military career was

sho for he got no farther than the

hboring duchy of Holsteln befare
came home o die. Thers remained

-oare for the lad his simple, Indus-

D mother. His grandfather, though

d, was quite harmless, and the boy

S%ften went to see the old gentleman,

iWho carved Innumerable grotesque mon-

5 out of wood. The grandfather and

| grandmother—who now attended the

Pmadhouse gardens—were once In better
glrcumstances. From the latter Hans

i rd stories of & certain great-grand-

imother, come of & poble family in Cas-

i who had run away with a theaier

‘plhyer.

Perhaps it was the story of this an-

Jeestor thal Influenced Hans In his de-

#ire to become an nctor and a writer of
p 8. Be that as |t muy, sl a very

early age he had a fondness for the the-

ieater. Indeed, while a tiny youngster he
ipuld set up his puppet playhouse and
herein enact dramas with the litiule
Wooden dolls his futher had carved fur

_Later, after his father dled, Hans'
gmpther wished him to Jearn a trade.
t at the factory where he was sent
boys made =uch fun of this homely,
wky Ind that the msensitive boy re-
b ned to his dolle and playthings. He
88 not as other lads were, For hours
De would sit with the old ladies, while

ey spun. BEnd listen lo their strange
es and legends He would strull
dong the Odense river, dreaming of
luns and storios which afierward
ought forth the worid s admiration,
WWhen only fourteen years old .he
arted for the of of Copenhagen—
mwWenty milcs diniu from Odensse—to
Fouke his fortun. for two years
e bay hud time of It He
dled In his a ( become an
ﬂ:{. but many ¥ found who
ATrie 10 help. him lesrn .
any diMfculties lad JITI ”!1.‘-

tudies, but he surtoounied e
In 188 after he Lad entere.
ity of Copenhnpe; 3
tings of grest me: ot A
began to take o
uckling.” In 182 pe

gon by King Fredor g
st out on hia travels 1) roy
iseriand and Italy [ater he
In. Greeoe, Constantly
n. Bome time pe
| vigited Germany,

L But now (hat fame Lad come 1o 11,

m all
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FAIRY TALE MAN

great writer, and he was loved through-
oul Denmark, he was just as modest
and unnssuming as ever, When he would
the street he

EN, THE

espy AN pcquiintance on
would wave hls umbrella or cane or
whatever hea had in hand, or shake

hunds and clap the person warmly on
the back. BHest of all was he joved
by the children, One look {nto his kind-
iy gEray eyes made them forget the tall,
homely, stooped Ngure. And they
trooped around him, grasping his hands,
and merrily asking him guestions,

To his natlve town of Odense, the
Falry Tale Man ever remained true, Ie
loved the town and its peopld, and they
returned his love. When, In the year
of his deaih (1§75), he Journeyed to
Odense, the town was literally ablaze
with decorations In his honor, 1In this
way was there fulfilled a prophecy which
an old woman made when Hansg first
left Copenhagen, “When he returns™
sald she, “Odense will be {Huminated for
him" And mso it was,. But who could
help loving sueh a dear old man?

In truth, the Odense children of today
seemy to fdolize the very statua of the
Fairy Tale Man. it was erécted through
the contributions of the Danish children
themselves, and it stands in the King's
Garden, on the banks of a miniature
lnke where swim majestlc swans, just
such beautiful birds as the Falry Tale
Man llked to write about, Around this
slatug the boys and girls dance, and as
it stands with arma outstretched toward
them and with a kindly smile upon Its
face, It would almost seem that agaln
the Falry Tale Man was telling those
entrancing stories of "“The Nightingale,"
“Thumbelina,” “The Old House," “Ths
Bhepherdess and the Chimney-Sweep,”
and ever so many others,

No one can imagine thea Fairy Talas
Mun doing othep than providing delights
for glrls and boys. 1 really think he
must at this very moment be telling
charming tales to little cherubs, hover-

ing round about him. Don't you? And
gurely they must love him just as all
of us here love him.

' (Copyright, 1808, by The North American Coempany.

Sloop Race

ii O, MY BON,” sald Monsaleur

N Dunols, firmly; “when 1

bought your diabolo wet 1 told

you quite plainly that It must last you

at least & month; nor will I reverse my
decislon.”

Frederfo sadly turned and walked
away. Always carcless with his toys,
he had broken three dlabolo sets within
the past two weeks. Now hls father
was determined to geach the boy a les-
son. The punishment wag just, Frederlo
knew, and at any ordinary time he
would hove borne it with fortitude. But
tomorrow was the 14th day
when he was entered In the diabolo
contest. And he had no set!

As was usual for him, Frederle had
also spent his week's pockel money.
Unfortunately, too, hia sister Christine
had spent her all in the purchase of
ribbons and other gewgaws for servics
on the morrow, There was apparently
no way out of the difficulty. Frederio
wae Inconsolable.

The weather for this joyous celebra-
tion was }dFul_ Not a cloud marred the

sky. July 1, you know, Is the French
holiday which marks the falling of the
Bustlle. Paris, In particular, is in her

gnyest mood upoen this day. In the morn-
ing there 18 speechmaking by greal num-
bers of dignitaries, exercises and procos-
slons of the school children and military
pageants, Then the afternoon 18 hy
cusiam devoted excluslvely to Lthe chw
dren, who participate Iln all manner o
vgames and contests. At the close of the
day thero s a magnificent display of
firéworks, and the vest of the evenjng
is spent in mirth and revelry,

Frederic and Christine nequitted them-
gelves well In the patriotic excrelses, In
which both had prominent parts, And

irlstine lvoked wo nice In the proces-
20':1, with her proetty new gown, that
Frederle in his pride for her forgot tem-
porarily his own lissatisfaction. After-
ward the splendid procession of brightly
uniformed soldlery was envugh to stir
any boy's bloopd.

When luncheon was over Christine and
Frederfe, accompanied by thelr father
and mother, eagerly ketook themselvea
to where the chlidren's games woere to
be held. A great crowd had already
gathered to witness the different events.

Promptly at half-panst two o'clock, the
master of eceremonles announced the

beginning of the contests. First, there
was a4 “‘three-legged’ race for the bova,

Brave HEART

6 AFE 1 feel, and well protected,
S While Brave Heart |s guarding
me"'— '
8o says mother dear whenever
I a soldier try to be

"Courss, it fsn't that I'm daring,
Or I'm wery. very brave;

For If just to me came danger
1l don't know how ['d behave.

H

1
When I was a tiny fellow,
Everything quite ecasy soemed:

1'd Kil] rigeras and growt ltons,

Bears and eleplianis—I1 dreamed.

Now U'm big, I'm not so boastful,

‘Caure | might as well own up—
‘'m not fond of Inky darkness,
And ] hate Ted Jones' bull pup.

But, {f anything, whatever,

To hurt mother dear would try,
would show thal I'm her “Bravs
Heart"'— *

I would fight until T°'4 Me!

of July, '

#

L

DAV " trance

o

S

Each Iad had one leg tied up with a
gay-colored scarf, Thls left him ond
leg and hils hands to cover the stretch
of pavement that lay belween the start-
Ing-point and the goal. Frederic hob-
bLled along the course with great vim,
and he was roundly cheered by nu-
merous fricnds when he came out [n sec-
ond place, Christine did well, also, In
the bowl race which followed. 1n this,
several little girle ran with bowls fllled
to the rim wilh water, She who reached
the gosal first, and without epliling any
of the water, was awarded the prize.
Next came an egg race, In which bova
ran along n stretch of ground with egga
balanced In spoons; then a candle race,
and many other contests. The hoaop

Awarding the Frizes

race for girls was announced as the
evenl to follow.

As Christine took her place in the line
of girls who were cgmpeting, her neigh-
bor whispered:

1l hear there's golng to be a delight-
ful set of dlabolo for the winner of thls
rnce.”

At once the thought came to Christine
that here wns an opportunity to win
the set for Frederle, and thus enable
him to enter the contest to be held later.

Frederle, In the meantime, had given
up all hope of his fatlver relenting, and,
ns befltted a brave lad, was trying his
beat not to feel disappointed. It really
was a great digpppolntment, because
ke was very skilful at dlabole and had

every chance of bearing off the honors,

But the hoop race was on. Christine
gritted her teeth, Bwiftly she flew along
the course, splnning her dalnty hoop
with an energy that soon brought her
directly In line with the foremost girl
But try as she would she could not
forge ahead of her rival, Suddenly the
other gir! slightly turned her head to
note Christine’s progress, the hoop was
eent on a false =pin to the right, and
Christine in a breathless spurt reached
the goal—ths winner! And :‘ter the
cheerlng for her plucky fight had sub-
slded, she was presented with a splendid
diabolo set!

Monsieur Dunols was so proud of his
Ittle daughter's achlevement that he
finally cansented to permit Frederlie to
use the dinbole set, This event, as had
been expected by the other contestants,
was captured by Frederic, who went
into the contest determined to do his
best, as much to show hls appreciation
of Christine's generosity as for any
other reason.

In all the Jubllation which followed,
however, Frederie did not losa sight of
the lesson so painfully taught him. And
although he s stfll careless and de-
structive with his toys at times, he
now tries his Jevel best to correct the
fuult, so that/ no one has any longer
Ereat cause for complaint. “ 7

Faculty of :Observation
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EKINNY

E'D never have lost that base-
W ball game to Newtown If It
hiadn’t been for the first two In-
nings: and thg first innings wouldn't
huve been bad If Skinny and Joe Stan-
ton hadn't missed the 215 truln. And
Biinny says they wouldn't have missed
the 2.16 traln if it hadn’'t been for the
“piney.” That's just like Skinny—to
blame a poor, harmliess animal for los-
Ing our baseball game, and not glve It
a chance to 'fend itself,

As well as 1 ran make out, Bkinny left
home ‘bout 10 ¢'clock and went through
Perkins' front gate ten minutes later.
Then he sald to Mra, Perkins:

“"Mis" Perkins. ma says here |8 a half-

doliar, un' she wants a nlce, [fat
chicken."™

“All right. Joseph.” says Mra, Per-
kins, (Joseph !s Skiuny's real name,
but he's never called that by us fel-
Jows.)  “All right, Joseph.'" says Mrs.
Ferkins; "suppose you calch one your-
self."

Bo Skinny scounted out to the chicken

yard, got his eye on A& plump hen, and
started to charss her. Now chasing hens
Is mighty warm work, an’' after awhile
Hkinny thought he might as well rest
a bit

It was when Skinny was sitting on a
chicken coop that he saw the "ploney.”
That's what Farmer Perkins sald It was

| & LATEST

RICK IN

HUNTING T

FPATIENTLY

if n hada't been for Skinny and that
comsarned “piney.” _

WATCHED THE HOLE

when S8kinny toid hlm about it, 'though
Biinny maid It looked exactly lilke &
weasel, Anyway, the [ittle beast, what-
ever It was, streaked across the chlcken
yard just Jike lightning and dived right
down a little hole near the fence.

You gan bet your life that Skinny
wasn’t leng getting to that hole. You
sce, Jack Warner 1s so hefty proud
over that groundhog skin he's got nail-
ed to his pop's barp that every one of
us fellers is Lrylng to cateh gomething
that'l) make Jnck feel as humble as dirt.

Well, #'r, 8kinny plugged up the hole,
and then started to hunt Jike blazes for
the other doop of the “piney”™ home,
He spent ‘bout an hour at that, and
then, saot Phnding any., went to work to

dig at the holn he'd stopped up, He
digged and  digged and  digged, til
he had most of the yard dug up. But

he began 1o find 8o many little galleries

that branched off from the maln hole
that at lnsi he made up his mind be'd
have 10 dig unt!l kingdom vome. So he
Fal right down by the diggings and
wialted,

When we fellows gat ta the depot
Ekinny wasn't there. And when It was
only about five minules to traln time,

we began to get anxious. Joe Santon
started off at a run for Skinny's home,
and from there traced him teo FPerkine'.
There Joe found *im.

“What In thunder are yuh doln'?™
yells Joe, “Don't yuh know that you'll
bave (o hustle llke sixty to catch the
train?™*

£kinny torned his head. and just then
the “piney’” akipped out from his hoile
and sreaked §t 'cfoes the yard, BSkinny
eireaked ', too, but his path led toward
the depot. As you know, he and Joe
miared the train, and didn't get top New-
town tiH an hour and a half later,

Bkinny got the dickens all ‘'round He'w
our best pitcher, and we gave it to "im
hot and heavy for iosing the game.
Antd then when he gol home his ma
told him a few things abouyt met gettim’
her chicken
Skipny hasn't seem Mrs, Perkina yet,
an' he's putting off mPedting her just as
long as he can. She has {t In for Rim,
‘cause he dug up the chicken yard
Now, | gusss you know just how we
lost the game. "Courss, those Newtown

il OW many seed compartments
H afe there In an apple? bhe
querted. -

No one knew.

“And yel,” sald the school Inspector,
“all of you eat Mmany apples n the
course of & year, and see the frult every
day, probably. You must lesrn 1o notice
tha Hitle things In nature.”

The talk of the inspector impressed the
chlidren, and they earnestly discussed
the matter at recess time.

The teacher the next day overheard

this conversation in the play yard, A
little girl, getting some of her com-
panlons around her, Egravely sald:

“*Now, children, just s'pose that I'm Mr.
Inspector. You've golL to know more
nbout common things, 1 you don't
you'll grow up to be fools. Now teil
mi2,” ehe sald, looking sternly at o
playmate, "how many feathers has a
hen?"

How a Horse Gallops

HORSE In full gallop places only
A one foot at a time upon the

ground. IDId you know that? This
fact Is more convincing to the ear than
to the eye, for the human eye, after
all, s a trifle slow. |In lstening to &
horse galloping on a hard road, {t will
be found accurately exhiblted by plac-
Ing the little finger on a table or pane
cf glass, and causing the other three
fingers to follow in rotation; by so do-
Ing the precise sound as of a horse gal-
loping will be produced. I remember it
Was & common practice for boys lg cab-
bage all the empty tin cans and use
them for gulloping. Great sport. The
bottom of the can was held In the hand,
the opened fop wae on the ground. As
we gulloped through the streets, My
rtrong, people thought they heard a
regiment of cavalry coming,

Angler—""Ia It agalnst the law to fish
in this stream, can you tell me?"

Boy—"Nga, but it's again’ common
sense. Ther' aln't no fish In 11"

Daddy Stork’s
Mistake

OR a long time Clarissa had prayed

F for a uister—a nice lttle baby
slster, whom shs could love and

fondle. And nbw the mean old stork

.+ bhad brought her a baby brother that

fretied and squalled and looked ever
80 croasly at her, ’
“Daddy Btork must have made & mis-
take. I'm stre he must; and I do wish
. he'd take this baby back,' sald Clarissa
Impatiently, as she frowned upon her
baby brother,
Clarissa dldn't know just how It came
v About, but suddenly she found beside
her a radiant angel, ¢lad In gleaming
pébes of white, and wearing u brilliant
kar above her hrow., And the angel,
though still smiling sweetly, sald quite
reprovingly to the little girl:
“There was no mistake. The queen of

“AN ANGEL BESIDE HER"
heaven heard your prayer, and Imme-
diate!y ghe bade a little cherub cease
from playing, with the starg ani run
across o the chamber of mouls with a
message. Now, this message directed
that a delightful ltue girl baby be se-
lected from among the souls, and he
Blven to the stork messenger. DBut when
we happened to tell the gueen that a
naughty boy baby was disturbing the
littie souls, she communded this baly
sent to you, In order that It might teach
you patience and kindness.”

“l have just been too ugly for any-
thing," murmured Clarigsa through her
tears, “and won't you pleasa tell the
queen that I'll be as kind and patlenf as
And I really do feel that
1 love baby brother now.”

Clarizsn quickiy proved that. after all,
Duaddy Stork had made no Mmistake

Bottle “Stunt”

SPHI‘Z‘;\D a nawspaper flat on the

ever I can.

table and upon the paper stand a
bulile, mouth downward,

You may then announce with per-

fect confidence that you cun draw Lhe

POBITION OF BOTTLH

newspaperfrom beneath the bottle withe
out upsetting the latter.

Grosp flrmly two ends of the paper.
AsK a friend to pound gently upon the
table. Before long your bottle will nave
“walked' off the newspaper,

Neighborly.

A few days after a farmer had sald &
pig 1o u neighbur he chanecod to pass the
neighbor's place, where he saw their
little boy sitting on the edge of the plg-
peu waiching {8 new cccupant.

“How d've do, Johnny,” sald he;
*how's your plg today ?*

“Oh, pretty well, thank you," rEplled
the boy. ‘How are your (plke?"

1
“What became of Nineveh?' asked a
Bunday schoo! teacher,
“It was destroyed,”
promptly,
“And what became of Tyre?”
“Punctured.”

snid  Johnny,

B TORTOIEE would never have
£t kis pictures In the paper haa
be mot been too busy QuUArreiing

with himself to” observe the man's AP

v “Horld of Curiosiltes
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