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side’ Risfe. “What are you doin'
here, Rufe?’ he defmanded,
“Thinkin' &5 1 oeéded o rest fum

!

U hawd I6ssons, I'se gib mah braio a hol-

o lerday. sald’ Rure drowsily,

L L"What you-all doin’ heah? he asked.
7 “Same thing,” murmured Jalke,

M Truants they were and comrades on a

“wark.’” Down to the wharf they went

"

~ ‘and borrowed & rowboat without asking

%4 the owner’s psrmission. They Knew of a

¥
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I Vplessant Mttle taland in the river where

“they oouid wpemd the hours nicely,
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of Constantinople are being -treated
very, very badly! Ask any ome of them, and he will
tell you exactly what I am telling you xow.

The blow—the BIG BLOW-—comes all the harder
and years the doggies of Constantinople
have had everything their own way., When they lay down
in the middle of the pavement or street, people and car-
riages had to pass around.them. They moved for nobody.
And the “middle” was always their favorite position.

Not only did these proud doggies have the pick of the
refuse of Constantinople, whoss streets they cleaned thor-
oughly of garbage, but thousands of Turks, overlooking
the fact that dogs were “unclean,” fed them tidbits from
their kitchens, ' ! :

The dogs had always divided themselves into bands, or
- “euilds”’ Each patrolled a certain
\ district of the city. Woe to the dog
of mnother guild who crossed the
boundary line of that district! He
wos leaped upon and torn slmost
to pieces. There was never an ex-
cuse for the intrusion, because every

HE poor doggies

oned in the pens of the B
square, therefore the beasts suffered greatly.

Cora//es ) -  Ph g e t:mmkh?:{!g' ;i-omsé =
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’ m' y Q?‘ered by t_ha water off 5h0ﬂ, in order  that they
dog knew the boundary lines, although they would seem ‘altogether
imaginary to you or me. Even at nighttime the dogs were on the
alert. Every guild had a dog'sentry, or bektchi, who kept guard while
his comrades slept. .

Now from 50,000 to 80,000 doggies are ever so unhgppy. This is
the number of the street dogs of Constantinople,

reason for grief..
Not many weeks a

An

the Young Turks, who are in control of the
Turkish government, decidéd that the street dogs should be banished
from Constantinople. So the poor doggies were captured and impris-
ntine wall. Each pen dis only forty feet

. the isle of Oxias, and were told that thmthg must stay.
They had to; because there wasn't o ancé in &
million for them to leave it. =

2

’elm‘gbt be protected from.the hot rays of the sun and
from' insects, ", s

The guard will tell you the
as muth to eat as they did in.,
stantinople; and that he draws water for them from a
well, using kerosene cans. There are 80 many thirsty
they hgve animals, each wanting a drink, that he has to drive
' some of them back with a heavy
stick,

It is no wonder, then, that the
poor doggies do not feel kindly to-
wird the cruel men who banished
- them, And their yearning for Con-

i dw‘z’t get nearly

Then the doggies weare earried by boat-into the Marmora sea. stantinople is a great big yearning.
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: without the least bit of céremony; on-

‘streets of Con-

YA Moro Hoy dld wot know exe
o seactly - how the Old Headhupter
i _Telated: to him, but tor aa
48 ha could remember he had )ived
with the ol man. And ‘when he had
STOWD old enough tol toll 1
garden pateh aboul’ the hut, he alonm
Hiad worked, the old man sitting on the
ground at the door of the hut and mum-
‘Busily as the boy labored, however,
the Old Headhunter was never sitlsnied.
He' always grumbled—not at the bay
especially, but ' at-ths food provided.
He dld not ke vegetables nor fruit
Ifhnlbor would taks h | bow and arrow
and go out and slay water-rats, Bl
the old man complained. 1
“When I was young,' sald be, “I
hunted my enemies and slew them and
ate them. That §s the food to whlcl:.j
have badn accustomed. And now, alas
I must eat grass and herbs littls fit
for so t'a warrior as 1"
The ‘only pleasure the old man had
wis to rejaté to the Morp Boy tales of
his prowess as a headhunter: how he
Philippine isles, killing
famous ‘warrlors striking terror
imto the hearts of ngtives wherever he
wenl, At the end of‘each tale he would
always urroduca four skulls, fastened in
& row to.a atick of bamboo, and bid the
iad gaze uppn thess horrible trophids.
Then he would show the wicked-look-
1 bolo with which he had slain the

the - little

L Thitber they

o1

i were bound, . ~, # . - ’ y { . 1 . lon
| Having reached the tiny fsland, the ' /& 2 IS 7 \ bd | g ‘ : i M
" truants started to explore and then took N\ iy L ' 7 s /
' @ long rest among the trees. When they
3 came. back fo the landing they found Ag the days passed the Old Hesd
- vs [ eand-
- '?‘ the boat had drifted Away. | S, y . . \ _ A LK ( 3 hunter behaved more dnd mors strange-
L “What we gwine' to do?' groaned ) ol Ui 2 W |22 . £ Wi / _ . Iy: He barely spoke to the Mord Boy
- Rufs, \ i ’ e (W4 [ = eV i ’ / / ) now, - but spent all his time muttering
: ‘. "Qurch me," replled Jake; and then :mgl—"—" .ild_ﬂl_‘-lf!_l;lﬂ‘ t_h'e_ e o
. hey saw, further along the bank, an- One night the boy was soddenly

’ et 3 N aadasmato 1o wakensd by a sharp, angry barking.
AR he sprang to his feet he saw the

rs to whom the skulls once be-

ad,

ga Moro Boy's greatest joy was to

ﬁ?_mth his pet dog for a long rambile
rough the 'marshes and the woods.

This dog wis thé only friend the boy

had, and they dearly loved each other,
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[ PRl bortow thal, t00,” sald they.

HOW LITTLE JOHN LEARNED MUSIC  The-Man i the Drui

! : m

"~ 'SwWay, a big man appeared,

Bt Just s they wemm about to row
o ownetl
Ahe -boat, and Le promptly rescusd it
the troants.. Then he spanked
und earrled them back to shore,

S “where they were promptly seized by the

‘owner of (he bou! that they had bot-
first, When they been pun-
Y5bed by this man, they were turned

. ~over (o the truant offiosr, who sent
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/ to school. Having been puoished
by thelr teacher, they went home, only
be punished by thelr parents, +-

e e Dot ne to rést mah brala enny
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ufe firmly when next thay
nuther,” Jake replied, just

" Nor me,
&8 firmiy

ANY years ago, a lttla boy named Now. Chris owned a splendid book of
John dwelt In the land of Ger- musle, from  which John wished very
many, Johm , was so fond of much to learn. But Chris would not

music that his fMather, who was & st his )ittls brother have it, and for a

had to do without it, How-
muisle an himself, taught the Jad how tme Joim A Ohvis
to. play. the fNddie. But hefors long, eYeT, BN Ja, Ry Abee

was c}eeplnf at night, John got out of
when John was only 10 years old, his  bed very quietly, got the music book out
her dled, So his place.was talen by of the box, and began to copy all the
John's ‘big brother, Chris, ‘who oould music into a book of his own.
ay the organ snd who sald he would Johm could do only a little bit
cach Jobn all about muslo, night, and it took him six months to
John was a clever boy, indeed, and he oppy all the music from the book, But
wis 5o quick in jearning that very soon he persevered untll he had finished.
hia hmtger Chris angx Thy," In later ydass, when little had
sald he, "John will koon a better grown into the Yamous John Sebastian
musiec man than 1™ Bach, ho wrole many tunes,

speak the Mongallan tongues
: liké & native; and' I can
answer for your salety as far as
84,” sald the elderly Chiness mer-
“Fou are known to only the
head of my caravan, Him I have told
that you will remain behind and will
not. be with the earavan when it re-
turns with jade, pottery and woven
“#tuffs. He will not betray you. And
the other members of the caravan will
know you only a8 my elark, who has
official charge of the gonsignment of
gusbharrels 1 am sending to. Thibet.
Now, my boy, it Is time to say fare-
well I am sorry that you are going.
For ten yeary you have: been &z my
#omn, and I love you &8ss apn, ‘But the
blood of your father, my good friend
Harding . Burton, compels you to go
forth and explore, as Ald he. I cannot
ghange your dstermivation — that I
know, May your gods bless you, and

.“YOUR disguine I3  porfect; you

L mAy you return safe gnd sound to me

© flenately  with

fron your wild adventure.”

“Young Harding ahook hands affeo-
- his ' kind ¢ld guar-
dizn, with whom he had Uved ever
daince. bid father had entered Thibet,
“with Bower, In 189, and had never
Teturned. Then he went to his post of

© duty, feeling that his adventure had

gicendy begun. His smbition it was to
ponetrats  the ‘‘forbldden land,” and
Although he was only 17, he wis very
Jedpable of taking care of himself.
Leaving Pekin, the-caravan traveled
Swestward, gouth of the Great Wal, uh-
“~#iFit-reached o novigable part 'of the
Yellow river. lHere the transs
ferred the goods and the mules and
ponias fo boats, and they proceeded In
& southwesterly direction for many
mlles. Then the march by caravan
WA again resumed, untll the frontler
rading posts were rénched
No  forslgners were permitted to
oross. Into Thibat; but Harding looked
#0 much ke s Mongolian, of & type to
b# found In soulbern Thibet, with his
silenfer figure, prominent aquiline
nose, stralght, eyes, statned skin and
wig of lopg wavy hawr, that he was
pagsed without question. Indeed, hia
seomrades on the journey bad never
Uspeciad that he was of American
Arentage.
Tuks and shesp wore now added to
the caravan's trunsportation animals.
ENor was It long before they came
IBts use. The route, which was hy
wWay of Darchendo, lay through steep
Favines, oyer snowy mountain passes
Sand among aleep lofty mountains.

maen

P SWaoden. structures bridged many uf

8

iha atreams but some had to be ford-

B by, the men in wickerwork boats

fovered with skins, while the animils
awnan aoross. Then (he path grew so
-‘muﬂlnuu that e horseg and mules
Were, sont backsand yaks and sheep
Wele amployad 1o earry the gunbar-
Cirels. food. fodder abd tents Every
pw and theés the caravan had sharp
IFUBRes With robbérs, who were ny-

- TR W YRpTon.
Lt iast, passing through o land of riv-

-
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ers, the party journeyed over the ele-
vated plain of Wo-ma-t'ang and en-
tered Lhasa, the .capltal eity, on the
narthern bank of the River Kyl-ch'a.
Harding feit a thrill of exultation
a8 they passed along ohe of the wide,
principal streets of the eity, with Thi-
betan, Chinese and Nepalese shops lin-
ing the wiy. Hea looked with Interest
upon the bulldings of stong, adobe and

the room and speedlly returned with
some kind of lquid, which he applied
{o the boy's skin. Off came the staln,
and the white skin of the Huropean
was revealed. Harding's disgulse was
a disguise no longer,

‘““This looks llke the end of my ad-
venture!' muttered the lad ruefully to
Himself, as hé was hustled away to a
tiny cell. Hp was aware that the
penalty for his rashness was death,

As s00n as his jaller had left him
rlone in the cell Harding looked around.
The cell was lghted by one little win«
dow, high up in the wall, which waas
protested by iron bars, He looked at
It again. The space between the barp
was® very small, yet 'he felt) sure that
he could squeezs Delween thent, Giving
A desperats leap, he managed to grasp
the bara. He drew himself forther up,
and then founhd, to his joy, that they
were wide enough to admit hls slim

" body. Hig head and shoulders were
sgueezed through, when he heard the
door of his cell open, Oma frantle
effort: he made and dragged himself
through the bars just as his jaller burst
into the room.

Dropping lightly to the ground, Hard-
ing sped lke a deer for cover. Fortu-
nately, he was clear of the monastery

Emund before y pursult ceuld begin.
feé made hlg way swiftly through baok

e
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sun-dried brick’ and at.the pligrims

from Monpgolla, Xashmir and Nepal
who thronged this great religious
streats, pvolding peopls whenever pos-

canter,
sible, for the patch of white om
Having checkad his consignment of cheekk made l\‘l)l recognition surno, h:.:

gunbarrels and turned it over to the soon ag the alarm was given,

local ‘merchant in proper condition, (CONCLUDED NEXT WHEK)
Harding entered the imposing cathedral SRR o

of Jo-K'ang.. In thlas lofty, flat-roofed . 3 z

phrine, resplandent In gréen and gold, Bl.l]gal'las Pm‘lCES

he gazed Wwith awe :upon a llfe-size BRE you see Prince  Borls of
imuge of Buddha RS & pﬁﬂ{!—l!. made of H Tirnovo and Cyril of Prealar,
an, alloy of five precious gtones, and sons of King Ferdinand I and
upon other wonderful images represent-  Quesn Eleonore of Bulgarla.  Like
tng such historic personages ps Manju- "
srl, the god of wisdom, and Maltreya,
the coming Buddim,

“Now 1 shall visit Mount Potala, the
gorgeous palsce in gréen and cinnabar,
where dwelt the head of the Thibetan
goverument,  the Dalal Lama, before
hs was foroed to flee," Hamding prom-
ised himse!f as he trudged toward the
rocky hill in the western suburb of the
olly. '

Yellow and red capped monks (or
lamas) of the Gelugba and Nyingmeaba
pecls Tie saw on the way, and -finally he
#lopped to Jook, at one of the big, mas
sively built lamaseéries. In his curlosity
he appreached Ilg néar to the bulld-
ing. As ha stood, one of the lamas
drew near and watobed the Iad, In
whom he delected a lask of reverence,
The lama spoke roughly to Harding.

telling bim to be gone. The lad, for-
getung himself, answered quickly and
with a show of ill-temper. "Then, before
he knew what had bappenad, he Was
surroundad by several husky«looking
Jamas and dragged Into the bullding.
Hard!ugl aoon discoveréd that the lama
he had Insulted was a dignitary of high, although Boris, the crown prinece,
immrutnrr. Thelho_\- WiS n:oﬂrl:tli:eﬁ, hl;? IT'I?"M over 18 and Cyril ds hardly 15
persecutors growing more susplcltis = ‘hey are. oficers.in..tha.. an 4.
.mvaWﬂ‘ﬁ!m"wﬂr"ms ITWD younger sisters  they
over and exanfined the wig. He yttersd have, Princesses Eudoxla and Nadef-
& gharp exclamation. Another ran from da e

|

most young princes, they ara Eoldl:‘rr.
8

OW do you do? Am I not &
beauty? People who know . &

H Very great deal ahout cats “say

I am the most beautiful cat In the
whole world' My mistress, ‘Lady
Decles. thinks =0, Lady Decles live In
England, where she has many famous,

who makes the ‘molse, said

Lwo boys who were watohing a
man beat & great drum. 8o when the
drummer pul down his drum and went
awny, the boys mads a Yole in each
;:ide of the drum and put thelr hands
n

The boy who put his hand in at ene
slde touched the hand of the other boy.
“T've caught him!" eripd both Jads, as
they grabbed each otfer's hand and
pulied for dear life

BHl, they could not pull the fellow
out, “Brother, Isn't he a stubborn per-
son!" exclaimed one boy. “Yes, but we'll
keotp on pulling until we have him out!"
#ild the other.

And so they struggled with each other
untl the drummer came in search of his
drum, You may know that he was very
angry when he saw the blg holes, “T'l
show vou who the man i the drum
really 1s!'" shouted he, whils he soundly
whipped the. inquisitive boys,

(‘TIIEHE must be some one inside

Ol Headhunter trylng to klck away
the dog. In one band the old man
swung the long, curved bolo and threat-
ened the dog with s keen binde. His
eyes bluzed flercely at the hoy, .and he
muttered: “Heat! Meat! I must have
meat!™ :

“‘My dog has doubticas
iife,'” thought the . poy.
the bLolo from (the ol
manded him to sit guietly
of the hut. \

Next morning the, Qld  Headhunter
ssemed to be In his 'right ; d again.
Bat almosat gvery hour he would say, ‘M
And he would

b saved m
e too
a com-
A curner

am hungry for meat.”

' glud with the boy to let him cook the
o

K.

But the Moro Boy would fling his
arms around the neck of the falthful
beast and would not permit the dog to
be killed, ‘After awhile the Old Head-
hunter pleked up his-skulls, and when
the boy wasn't looking stole silently
away Info the marshes; and the Moro
Boy never saw him again. 80 the boy
lived alone in the lttle hut with his
friend, the dog, and both weres huppy.

Helen, The Mischief Maker

broke inlo & titter.
“0Oh, 1 know I've spolit tha
aanyas, but you needn’t laugh about it

replied Felen, as she spltefully daubed
& yellow streak all the way across her
plotute.. 8
“Helemr* said Millie in & comtorting
tone, “you're a wonderfu] scientist and

' £ € C1-8-8!" hissed Mjlife, and then she
prize-widning pussy cats. 1 am the S
most famous of them all. Still I
should rather have more rich c¢ream
than fame Jhst now TFame is mice,
but you cannat eat or.drink 1t

Yours very itruly, J

LOVE-IN-A-MIBT.

Cause for Crying
Neighhor—What's the matter, Polly?
Poly—is ciylng 'cauge | dug a nlce

blg holé n the gdrden an’ mamma won't
lemme bring It In the house,

‘A Narrow Escape

As little Bobby watched & heavily
laden flathoat move down the stream

he exclalmed: “Lucky  the
doesn't go up any higher, 4dr
boat would alnk."

river
therold

Oné Felt Borry
Teachér—Whn was sorry Whéa the
Prodigal Son returned?
Hrht‘l:l‘t Pupil—=The fatted calf that was
killed for the dinner, teacher,
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Up'in the air so blued
Ob; T do think it the
thing
Ever a child can do!
Up in the air and over the wall, .
Tl fan see 30 wide,

# i""':“"ﬂ';‘*‘.’ S =l - " e Jea A __I. -

mechanie, and you can draw plans and
diagrams ‘as skillfully as a ' draughts-
rmn; hut as an artist you are a hpll-
laot fAzzle,"”

“Don't I know it {erhad the other,
8he looked at. the half-completed pfn-—
ture dlsdainfully for & moment, Suds
denly ehe Iaughed ?mrrllf. “I_don't

Cdmow why T'm dolng this anywey.”
she murmured, twirling her brughs “but
T{]gl:ll_wum. something to pass away the

A gleam of mischlef came lnlm her
eyes “Hold the cat, Millle,” she plended.
_Her companion wonderingly obeyed.
Helen left her -easel, and, /With  deft
strokes, placed. an artistle yollow &
upon  the anlmal's white  pack ' She
jumpad , bapk Lo observe tha sffect.

“Splendif ' she jcried, dangng o jig
in her delight, ;

And then, unheeding Millle's prolests,
which grew fulnter as those of the poar
cAL grew louder, she cleverly adorned
the cat ‘with vyellow stripin The
girls were ‘admiring thelr work, wiin
shrleks of laughter; ‘when the badly
1rulﬁ animal escuped thelr clutches
and i through the, door.

“0Ob, dear me! Aunt Abble will hava
a it The cat belo . &7, Ypu
know, and paw it will run 1o her be-
fora I.wlll have a uthance to wash off
the colors.' Helen was gobersd for an
fnstant. Boan. she forgof the incident,
however, and she and Millle weras talking
of a perty Helly Barnes éxprited io.
giun thit  week, when Atnt. Abble
urst\into the room, her eyea big with
surprisr and homor. = °

“Something | terrible” has happened!

do yon like to go up in & Rivers and trees and cattle and'all

pleasantest Till \T look down on  the gllrdon

o A

Something terrible hag happened!™ sha
screamed, “At first the girls wera very
much alarmed, " “What I8 the trouble?
they inguired.

UMy dear pet. Tgbycat has gone! I
can't find him anywhere! And a sirange
laokip How < eat; that ‘has Toby's
beautiful tace, hiz pretty ‘mew and all
of Toby's ways, keeps following mes
n!;nru,t!". !

8

I3
rh'e'T 'cmﬁw-mii unt atu'.;ll:ul; ::'E;nt they
w‘l‘ g an ¥ uen 3

. . #he “mons, the giris clasppd
J0dch ‘other lmeir arms and rocksd to

Over the countryside—

‘. ‘green,

Up in the air I go fiying egain, .

p in the airand downl .
—Robert Louis Stevenson.
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and fro with laughter.

“Now, 1] tell you why I winked,"
suafed MilMe, *“I'H hunt all the pet
white oats I can_find—there aro lots of
em around handy—and bring them to
you fer appropriate t‘[ecomtl%n. We'll
have moare fun than you can shake a
l!rl‘;:!l](l lm. i

e went outl with a large baske
and qulekly returfned wlthswhut mt...
galled her “‘first- |nstallment.’. This
Ppoor pussy soon acquired beautiful
orange atripes and then was permitted
to  depirt b&- the back door. Other
caty followed in rapid suoccesaion, un-<
tillall the white pet cats in the nelgh-
borhbod *tad been ocaptured, pnlrﬁa
and seét free. By this time the chums
Werd tired enough to
migchlevous task. Then Mfllle went
out for news. It was not long be-
fors she came back, '

MOh ine!~Oh my!" she laughed, over
and. over ugain.’ Finally, ahe wipsd
the tears from her eyes, and explain-
ed: “T'vé had to keep a stralght face
for mp_long that 1 thought TI'd. burst,
Mra, Kiefer and Aunt Abble and Mra.
Matthews all have dlscovered tha
something  terrible -hag
And they've = gathered  together In
solemn, conference to dlscuss the mys-
tery, The rest of the folkk who own
White cats won't be long in finding
auh":ethlng out. Uh, our joke Is simply

ri¢h!™

By unlghtfall, the town of Kendall
was otterly bewlidered. “Tén beauti-
ful white cats” had (¢aappeared. and
in_thelr places had compe: teh  oate
with yellow-and-orange stripes’ but
Which, In avery way except’ the color-
ing of conts. weea pxactly like the lost
pussies.. Who could solve the mystary?

“It's «all up!™ confided Mille to hew
friend the hext morning. *~“The neighe
hora have notlced that your white cat
was the only one not palnted, and they
have it in for youf' . g

Helen gave ond glance at Millie, and

case. "I'm golng to vislt Cousin El-
len. In  Tellvtown--right away!” she
called, froem her room, Putl for many
a day after her raturn Helenuapant s

very uncomfortable time in Kendall

kb > b
feh s . :

est from thelr

happened.'
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