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LITTLE-OH-DEAK,

Rsa, what a wonderful garden is here,
Plaats! and trimmed for my Little-Oh-
Iwar !
Y'usies  s0
""l]'.\:'
Byvarch ye the
tawn
And npw»
quee
Ax this one
Dear!

gudy nnd grass of surch

country and huut ye the

ye'll mest with o garden so

I'vé made for my Little-O-

Marlgolds white and buttercups blue,

L.iles all dabbled with honey and dew,

The cuctus that trally over trellis and
wall,

ftoses and pansies and violets—all

Mauke proper obeisance and reverent chesr

“When into her garden steps Little-Oh-
Dear.

And up at the top of that lavender tree
A sllver bird singeth ns only ean #he;
¥or, ever and only, she wingeth the song
| love you—I love you!” the happy day

long ;

A'hen the echo—the erho that smiteth ine
here !

“I love you, [ love you," my LAttle-Oh-
Dear !

The garden may wither, the silver bird

Tiut what careth my Lttle preclous, or 17

Yiom her pathway of flowers that in
mpringtime upstart

She walketh the tenderer way in my
hieart

And. oh, it is nlways the summer time
here ’

With that song of 1 love you," my Littls-
Oh-Denr!
—Rugene Field.
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The Burglary in
Lark Spur Lane

B o & o o 2 o o i
l' Larkspur Lane, with it three de-
tuched villus, was deserted and silent,
The postman had left the Inst post at
“Moneta" and “Delphinium,”  and
prudged wearlly awny. A polleeman
had steayed down the rond n short dis-
tance, and had thrown his lantern neg-
figently on the onk fencing, and then
he, too, had turned back to the main
rond and Elza, the cook, at “Valevian
Villg,” who awalted him

Nothing broke the ealm of Larkspur
Lane. for the figure that entered It
from the lighted street neglected the
puvenont and enme forward in sllence
on the soft, badly paved road, There
wis no besltatlon In his  movements ;|
ppparently his actions were part of n
premeditated plan. e glanced ap and
down the little enl-de-sne, and  then
threw his leg over the onk fenclog and
dropped on the other slde, Here he
puused listening, but ne sound came
Lrom “Monetn” to disturh bhlm,  Who-
pver the Intruder might be, he evidently
knew his ground, and had stadled his
plan of campaign with assidulty. He
vromsed the lttle sguare of turf and
Jumped Hghtly across the gravel path,
where the serunch of the stones would
tunve betruyed him,  Any one casuully
approaching the shed in the dark conld
pot have notlesd the path In the deep
sbadow of the trees, Sllently he open.
od the door, disappenring one moment
Into the darkness, then emerged eoar
rylng a short ladder, ‘The Ineredible
notselereness of his movements wonld
bave ustounded a watebher,  He walked
up to the house and planted the Indder
ngalunt o window. Agaln he paussd o
fisten, and then ran lightly up It The
window was open, and he swung him-
self fute the house, Swiftly he sped
upstnira  The honse had evidently no
more secretn than the garden hid bheld
for hilm. On the unest lnnding he stapped
a moment outslde n door, hils ear to
the fnmb, then he opened 1, closed It
after him, and walked stralght over
Lo a chest thiat gtood beneath the dress
lng table.  From the pocket of his long
pont he prodoced o steel  ohisel, the
ehest emittod one sharp, startling erack
before the 1A few opeg.

b The Inteader ghineed hastlly to the
floor before he plonged Wi bapd amid
e contents of the hox, Papers, letters
he cast upon the fAoor, then held o
Irge bundle up In the moonlight and
looked at It earefully.,  Apparvently he
wos satlsfled with his serating, for he
fropped the packet Into s pocker. Ve
rose from his koee, and (ndiseriminnte
Iy swept bhrooches, bungles, n HEtle gold
wateh, o ueckloee, wml o
nto u g,
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The thief looked ronnd (he room with
n osmile, and then opentug the door,
made hls way downstalrs.  But the re
turn journey was fated ta be nolsler
than his ndvent, Ax he passed the hath-
toom he fabbed his foot with a crash
aEninst a can,

“Lowks !  Who's
volee from within,

The man Ald pot answer, hut $pwad on
with a lnugh,

Whoever hnd honrd hlin erash loto
Eﬂ can evidently heard his laugh ns

oll, and 4dld not recogulze t, for he
Beard the bathroom window lhastlly
thrown up.  He flung his hasdkerchler
over the lower part of his face as lie
elimbed out to g ladder,

“Murder ™ shricked the servant girl
from the bathroom, “Flre!"

T'be still Inughing burglar siid to the
ground, but not before there came u
man's volee from the garden.

“What Is 1t? he ealied, coming rap-
Wy pearer, “What Is It, Mary? Where
are you1

“The bathroom, sir,” came the muf.
fled reply, as decency overcame Incll-
antion.

there?"  orld a

The man In the garden watched a

male form pass the window he had

gust quitted. He scaled the paltngs

opee more, and before Mary had half
fintshed ber prolonged and complicated
atory Larkspur Lane was deserted
agnin.

| Jolin Fenwyeke tried to cut
|

Mary
short, it nothing short of n shaking
conld have necomplished that end, and
the bathroom door was still hetween
Even to talk to o gentleman In
o stnte of madity, althongh a deal door
Intervened, offended Marv's sense of
the proprietles,

“Lotr', sir, 1at me throw somethin'
M she ejacnlntad In Injursd tones,
“Is the house on fire?" askad John
sternly, sniffing the while.

“No, slr, "twas a burgu-lar” stut
teredd Mary, her clothes clinging to her
damp form.

“A burglar!

thiemm,

an

Where? bawled John,

stamping his foot In lmpatience.
“Where?"
“Climin' out of the salrcase. win-

der——" hegnn the mald servant.

John walted for no more. One bound
took him to the bottom of the fight
of wtalrg, and In a moment he leaned
from the window and observed the bur-
glar's menns of escape,

He  ellmbed hastily down, and
senrched the lane, the garden, and the
whed, Hlis hostess, Mre, Fosslek, joined
him from the garden, where they had
bheen sitting.

“What was It, John?" she querled.
“Mary's s0 hysterionl—I suppose It was
only a mouss or & binck beetle——""

“No, It was a burglur,” sald John,
lnughing; “but as far as I can make
ont he has carried off no spolls,  The
dining-room’s Intact, and the plate,
Muory heard him making his way up-
utelrs, and startled Mim. He must have
fied Incontinently, for there's no trace
of him.

Mr. Fosslck came hack from bls elub
nhout an hour lIater,

“Why, Mary!” he exclalmed, “you
look na though you had seen n ghost."
He gazed from one to the other as
though ealling for an explanation.

“We've had a burglar alarm In your
absence,” eriad John, laughlng; “It
wisn't digeovered tlll his  departure,
and Mra. Fosslck was a lttle upset."

“Burglars at ‘Moneta!"" repeated
Fosslek, Ineredulity In his eyes; “why,
there's nothing worth steallng.”

Hlg eyes fell on hig wife's face, and
he went n step nearer her.

*“The fewels are stlll at the bank,
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"o YOU LOVE THIS MANTY

Mary ™ e Inguirad, with a slight note
of ngitation In his voles,

“Yes" she gnld mechanleally,

Fosslek's eyes sought his wife's, For
the first thme in thele married life he
knew she wnsg telllng hiin o le, For
the first the, he knew, bhut how many
mlght she not have told him? e
winced at the memory of the afternoon,
ungd hix hand went to his breast pocket.

He had sat down (o work after lea
thiut day while hls wife and John had
gone Inta the gorden.  After n while
n longlng for his wife's company had
eome over o, and e had wandered
out I senrch of them,

At first It had been unconsclous and
nuavoldable, but Inter he had listens!
Intently and on purpose.

“You will redeem  them?* he  hod
henrd Jolin say,
“You, dear Mrea Posslek had  an-

swored, "0, how good you've been,
dlear, dear, John!"

Whnt promises had hls wife made
Wis felendy  What Intlmate dlsinssion
wits this In which be had oo part?

“It was hard-—<it was  lmpossible,
when Babble was allve, but now 1 ean
Ao It easily. 1t hns been n welght on
my mlud all these years, but at last 1
ahnll be bhappy !

Mary unbappy In bher married life!
Mary bound only to Wim so lopg ns
Wabibie bresthed ! Mary falthices——7o.
e

Fossiok hind nlmost groansd alowd,
furned to go, then stopped

“You will briug thein to me?”’

“Noew, toenlght, before you go. 1 have

them locked away upstalrs. 1 think it
would break Fred's heart-—he's—he's
s tond of me, and he'll think 've been
poor and unhappy all these years, 1le
mystn't know, John,"

Fosslok cmme bick from hin meinor-
ins with n stavt.

SWhere's Mary ¥

“1 don’t know,™ returned John, an
parently nhsently: “she went out of
the rooun 8 bedoent slnce, Ah! here ghe
Is!"

They heard ler footsteps on  the
stalrs, and detected hier agltation before
she buest 1o wpon thew,

“IU'se been robbed,”  she  gusped.
“John, Jobn, they‘'re gone!™

“What have?' demanded her hus-
band, golng to her. “Why, Mary, don't
be so perturbed. 1've never had any-
thing very valuable to glve you, I'm
afrald. We'll soon get some more, and
the jewels are safe at the bank, aren't
they ¥

“Yes" Mary's eyos were fixed on
John, who stared back Into hery with
dismay written on his face.

“Go,” she cried to him ; “stop them "

As John went away Fosslck went to

his wife,

“Mary, explaln, Do you love this
man ***
“Iohn! love John!" she eachoed,

“Fred, Fred, what do you mean?"

“Just what 1 say,” he answered,
firmly. “Do you love him? Answer
me-—'ves’ or ‘not "

“Then why do you wreéeck your home
for him?¥"

“Whnt do you mean? Fred, tell me—
ex—plain, [—"

“I'ne explanation must come from
youn."

“The explanation?" she repeated the
ward, dwelling on each syllable,

“Yea, I was In the garden before
dinner—-7"

Mary dld not remember what she
had =ald to John, but ghe knew where-
in the trouble lay, while something In
his persistency told her that he had
guessd her secret about the jewels. But
Fred knew nothing: he had seen only
falsehood In her eyes, and wondered
at It

“I hand to,” she cried, wildly, “John
did It for me. Babble was
Fred, yon remember, and I sald it was
i lttle legaey, do you remember? I
couldn't see Babble dle—of—of want-
Ing the best. That's why 1 did It, Fred,
darling. Oh, T should have told you,
I know, but they were my jewels—to
do with what T willed, and I knew
vou'd try to prevent me—perhaps run
Inta deht yourself and be worrled. Bo
John did it. and I've been saving from
my dress allowance—do you remember
how anugry you were about the honnet?
Three years, vou sald, and a hat be-
eame mummled millinery. But I gaved
it nt Inst, Fred, and now——"

Slowly the llght wns benting through
to Fred. Babble's (liness—the legncy.
e drew a packet softly from hia
brenst packet. Not love letters—what
then? He handed them without a word
te his wife, Bhe gave a great ery, and
she broke the senl and the little tickets
and contract notes fell to the ground.

“I'awn tlekets!” he ejaculated, and
then stared at hiz wife. For a moment
thers wns sllence, then he gathered her
into his arms. “Forglve me, sweet,” he
murmured, hls llps almost touching
hera. *1 was mad—Jealous—unworthy,
Becanse [ heard those words there In

the garden T destroyed the trust of a |

Hfe, 1 thought that John and you——"'

“0Oh, Fred,” she murmured, 1ifting
her lips to hig, “but—how did you get
them hack ™

“J—1——" Frod started at her, and
held her close. “I was a beast, Mary—
distrustful—horrible! But I didn’t open
the packet, dear. I—I was the bar
glur,"—Philadelphin Telegraph,

ENGL_IBH SPORT 18 WORK.

Not Moch Play Abont Huanting in
Seotland, Says a DHoston Man,
“Ihe Amerlenns who think that En-
glish sport Is play mode easy have

ill—oh, |

|

something to learn,” sald John Mason

Little, who returned to
moruing oo the Saxonia after a month's
shooting In S8cotland. *1 know that the
notlon prevalls over here that the En-

Boston this'

Sicering a Bilg Ship.

The work of steering a big ship, even
with the ald of all its machinery, 18
much more delleate than one would lm-
ugine, The larger aud faster the ship,
the greater the diMculty. It 18 not

enough to hold the wheel o the same |

position to keep the ship on her course,
for the wind and waves and the cur-
rents of the ocean tend constantly to
knock her off. The great wall of steel
offers a broad target for the wind and
the waves. The art In steering I8 to
adapt the ship to these forces, and

when she ls deflected, to bring her back |

quickly to her course. If you could
wateh the binnacle, especlally In bad
weather, you would =ee the ncedle of
the compass counstantly shifting from
side to side, which menns that the
great steel prow Is not golng forward
In a perfectly straight line,

Ling Loo and the Giant.

Little Ling Loo
Found a giant's shoe;
The shoe was broad and deep.
Ling Loo got Inside
And did gayly ride
Across the ocean deep.

To an isle ha went
On adventure bent,
As he sailed in the giant's shos,
So he landed awhile
On the boony isle,
For he'd nothing else to do.

While he rested thers
In the fresh night air
A step was heard hard by.
Ling Loo took a peep
Up the mountain steep;
Ihen, frightened, began to cry.

For a glant strode
0'er the mountain road,
Coming straight towards little Ling Loo.
And one foot was bare
An It cleft the air,
For the giant wore but one shoe.

"“Ah, ha!"” he cried,
When Ling Loo he spled,

glish go In for thelr sport in a spirlt “pivie chap, you'se got my shos

of enfoyment while we are supposed to
make hard work of It. That Is a pretty
dream,
glsliman turns his sport into the hard-
eat klnd of work. It may not be pro-
fesslonallsm, but thele golf and thelr
hunting nre undertnken In dead earn-
est.”

f

As n matier of fact, the Eu- For I'll tell you what I'll do.

But, come, dry your eye;
You needn't ery!

“I'll let you stand

On my outstretehed hand;
It will bridge the ocean deep.

Then, when [ say ‘Go!’

Be ready, you know,

Since enrly In September, when he Tg make the home-streteh leap.”

went to Scotland for a vacation feom
business, Mr. Little, accompanied by
Mra Little and his two danghters, hns

8s llllle'ldng Loo
Did what you would do—

been In the Scottish highlands at Beau. He jumped on the giant's hand;

fort castle, the country seat of Lord
Lovatt, which had been leased for the

ghootlng season by Mr, Little’'s son-In- |

lnw, Charles W. Ogden of New York,
says Boston Transcript,

“The Englishimna who s stalking
deer In the highlands may think be is

And with one mighty leap

Crossed the ocenn deon
To his own celestial land,
—Annle Jumes,

The Pariy of the Winds,

Big, blustering. bolsterous Northeast
Invited all the little winds that live

having an ensy time because he has up in the sky to come and play. North-
never been used to anything else, but east wias =0 merry and mod that he
shooting in the Malne woods 1s o holl- briskly blew and friskily few, getting
day compared to the seramble up hill ready for his party,

and down after those Scottlsh deer. In

He whisked the leaves and twisted

the course of a day's stnlking you are the trees, nmd broke off (wige with

falrly sure to cover fi{teen or twenty Rreatest euse.

He was awkward, too,

miles, while oven {f you go out for and made 8 big hullabaloo, for the -
grouse, the teamp from cover to ecover tle work he had to do, But at last all
will take you ten miles before you koow | Wos ready and the guests bogno to

{{ A

The economie
lands Mr, Little found especially Inter.
osting to o stranger.
whole of rural Scotland,” he sald, “ls
leased, at o)l events, during the hunt
ing season. The hunting lands nre so
calunble thnt there I8 hardly o Inirvd
of them who ean afMord not to rent his
estate for the shooting.”™

AMr. Little stld that the most forcible
Musiration of the difference wtween
the old country and this was furnisbed
by a servant In the enstle which he was
occupying. He spoke to a mald to tel]
her that his telephone bell was not Iy
orller, She seemed not to comprehend
He repented that his telaphone bell was
not cinging, and wskedd s ‘Do you un-
derstand?”

wAl tdkin® noatloe, wie” sald the
girl, “and AL write the manager )
recily abont 1t

But Silll ODet of the Unlon,

Nuture is something of a manufae
tuper herself, In the case of certaln
cretus  marvelons natural pottery s
produeed.  Woodpeckers excavate pests
In the trunk and branches, and to pro-
tect Itself the plant exudes a sticky
fulee, which hardens, forming a wonly
linlng to the holes made by the binds
Eventually the eactus dles nnd withers
away, but the wosden bowls remain.

A brunctte says that the blondes
are nlways selfish, and that they nra
exceedlngly affected o thelr manner
toward genthemen,

arrlve. North and East came togeth-

onditlon of Setch! er; they were cousing In wedlther,

North was quite a bright chap, with

spPeactieally the & cool manter and a clear complexion.

e brought ns o present some glorlous,
glittering lelcles,

Enst was_a high-spirited malden,
who conld never keep still 4 mionote,
and she brought s gift of puffy, fAnfry
HNow,

The three winds played a  while.
‘I'hey made little twirls and whirls i
the snow, then they made little tossings

| und crossings of the twigs in the free

tops. They bristled and whistlad, they
bustied and hustied and tussied,

But whet they heard West Wind
coming, the three went away and hid
in the deep, dark wol .

West was such a mild, gentle little
lady she was quite contengad all by
herself, and smiled sweetly and played
lttle lonely but lively games of pulf
and whiff. Then she went awny,

She tried to find the bldden ones:
but altbough she blew Into every crack
and crevice, and ralsed a terrible dust,
she could not find North, Northeast or
East.

Then South came, and Anding no one
to recelve him, ate all the lce and snow,
ke the greedy [fellow he was, and
went back to his orangeblossoms.
What a strange party !—Youth's Com-
panion.

Arable Numerals,

ten letters, with two excoptions, of the
Egyptian siphabet. They are found
on the mummy bundnges almost lden-
tleal in form, with the exception of §
and 8, with the figures now In common
use,  The true Arable numerals are to-
tally unlike. The fAgures we us=s ap-
peared for the first time In Burope lu
1240,  Alphonso, son  to Ferdinand,

| king of Cuastlle, ordered n table o be
preparved and employed

for the pur-
pose Isaac Hazan, a Je wsinger of |ho|
synagogue of Toledo, nud Aben Ragel,
an Arablan, and it wos In this table
that the flgures were first glven,

Gooseherry,

Many young people have wondered
how the gooseberry got [ts name, sup-
posing, quite naturally, that the frult
must have some connectlon with a
goose. Here |s the explanation: Goose-
berries are called In German johannis-
beeren, that I1s, “St. John's berries."
beeause they ripen about the time of
the fenst of St. John. 8t John 18
ealled In Holland St. Jan, and the fralt
I8 thera enlled jansbeeren, This word
was centuries ago corrupted Into gans-
heeren, of which our English word
gooseberrles s a literal transiation,
gans, in German, slgnifying a goose,

“JACKASS BATTERIES."

Men and Mulea Heguired for Work
in the Mountalnas,

One of the most Interesting organiza-
tlons which took part In the maneu-
vers at Camp Tacoma, Washington, of
Western troops under Genernl Freder-
ek Funston wns the Eleventh Battal-
lon, field artlllery, Major €. A. Ben-
nett commanding,

This battalion consisted of the Bev-

enteenth and Eighteenth batterles,
sometimes referred to as “Jackass" bat- |
teries, says Leslle's Weekly, because of
the use of mules. The hattery pleces
are transported In sections on the backs

CURING A BAD HABIT. %
B G m e i e R

When Sir Sandford Fleming, the
poted English engineer, Inspected the
proposed route of the Canadian Paciic
Rallway in 1884, he was sccompanied
by the Rev, George Munroe Grant. The
purty enconnfered the usunl hardships
of traveling through a wilderness, but

rh:;s muny Interesting experfences. One

ol these, snys Mr., Grant's blographer,
wns weeting the different puartles of
englneers stutioned along the way.

The most pleturesque person  psso-
plated with this exploration of the
mountaing wos Major Rogers, the dis-
rovererer and engineer of the passage
through the Selkirks. Rogers was an
energetic man, renowned for unconven-
tionnlity but exceedingly profane, The
engineers who were passed on the east-
arn slope of the mountaing were In a
state of grent expectancy at the pros-
pect of the hard-swearing Rogers belng
host to a clergyimnan.

Rogers at first wus ander the Impres-
slon that Grant, who was addressed as
‘Doctor,” was a medleal man. The
day after the first meetlng was Sunday,
and Fleming proposed that Dr. Grant
ghould hold divine service,

The major took the suggestion as A
Joke, and with great energy drummed
up hls men. Dr. Grant preached at
length, and dexterously brought the
subject round to profane swearing.

Avolding any appearance of alming
at any one hearer, he polnted out the
uselessness of the hablt, nnd Incldent-
ally noted Its gradual disappearance
from the conversation of gentlemen,

He had observed with accuracy one
sallent polnt In Rogers' character. The
man was passionately determined to
live llke a gentleman, and to have his
men regard him as a gentleman. The
dlscourse struck bome, Then and there

of mules, the guns and carriages lmhls'Rogers resolved to nbstaln.

divided Into four parts, making four

Once at least during thelr stay with

packs for the same number of anlmals. 'nim hig guest's pity was excited by

Thia ennbles the Dbatterles to be
transferred through the most diffieult
reglons accessible to troops, and the
guns can be brought Into action in’
monntalnous country. In the Unlted
States army these batterles are com- |
paratively new, but they recelved thelr
baptism In the Phillppines and have
proved thelr practieal value In many
skirmishes upon the cottas and forts
of the Moros.

It Is surprising how rapldly the
mules are unloaded, the parts of the
gun thrown together and the gun load-
ed, sighted and ready to be fired. At
n test of the Elghteenth battery the |
men ran the mules back fifty paces,
unloaded and assembled the gun and
fired In forty-five seconds. This was a
world's record.

The work requires not only Intelll-
gent but powerful men. The gun Itself
welghs 280 pounds and the trall the
same, but the men handle the pleces
with ease.

The mules, too, are fawmlllar with
the drill and perform thelr parts in a
very Intelligent manner. They know
thelr respective positions, and when the
load Is lifted they Immediately jump
forward, so the plece can be placed
directly on the ground,

The gun used In those batterles has
a range of from 3,500 to 4,000 feet. It
fires a large shell, but has a lower
muzzle veloclty than the larger fleld
pleces. In deslgn the plece Is some-
what simllar to the “serew” gun of the
British army.

No More,
Now the letter R appenrs;
Now the oyster gaily steers
Toward the seallop or the stew,
For the summer days are through,
No more freckles ; no more tan
No more leisurely young man,

No more strolling "neath the moon :
No more lee ¢renm ; no more spoon :
No more landlord smiling gny
At the bills you have o pay,

No more tunes in discords played :

No more bosrdwalk promenade ;

No more sleeping rooms so small

That your elbows hit the wall.

Home again! Despite the heat,

A real town is hard to beat!
—Washington Srar,

Not His Faalt,

A first grade Loy brought perfect
spelilog papers home for several weoks,
add then suddenly began te miss tive
uml six ont of ten.

“IMow's this, son®. psked his father,

“Teacher's (awit,” replied thye bay,

“How is it the teachor's faali ™

“She moved the little boy that sot
next to me"—Lippincott’s Magazine,

On Pa.

“That'll be quite n swell wedding at
your honse to-nlght,” sall the old
friend of the family. “Of course you'll
give your daughter nwny."

“No," replied the girl's father, *1
guosa 'l only be lending her. | e
Heve they'll be back to live with s
—Phiflndelphia Press

Open Season for Handlits,
Now is the time the plomber,
Who's been humble all the summer,
Begina to strur about with haughty mien
And study the arithmetic .
Which will enable him to quick-
Ly prove that two and two make geven.
teen.
—RKansas City Times,

The avernge man Is dissatistied elthep
with what be has or with what he
hasa't.

A woman always lmagines she 1is
charitable when she lets bher husband
bave his own way.

A girl may be as pretty as a pleture

'the suburbs of Detroit,

his herci: suppression of hls vocaou-
lary at a trying moment, Sometliing
weat wrong with one of the conoes,
Itogers openedl his mouth, but in the
nlck of time remembered his resolve
and stood helpless.

Grant lald his hand on his arm.

“Major, It you've got to get rid of 1t,
go behind a tree and say "

8ir Willlam Van Horne was fond of
telling of his first meeting with Rogera
after this affalr, After some talk, Sir
Willlam sald :

“What's the matter with you,
Rogers? You haven't sworn once."”

“Well, Mr, Van IHorne, Fleming
brought a parson up here named
Grant, e gave us a sermon on
swearling, and he made out that it
wasn't gentlemanly to swear, so I

stopped."

IAving by the Pen.

The fountuln pen has proved its use-
fulness in a way hitherto unknown to
the general publie, and undreamed of
by Its Inventor, according to a writer
In the Detroit News- Tribune. Two par-
entless squirrels, but a few days old,
hungry and disconsolate, were recently
discovered In the hollow of a tree in
They wera
rescued and given to n  sympathetie
man who llves near, and who willing-
Iy sssumed the duty of foster-parent.

After the orphang were safely estab-
Hshed In a roomy wire cage, the prob-
lem of feeding them presented itself,
They were too young to erack nuts for
themselves, and thelr little teeth wers
too sharp to permit the use of a rub-
ber tube for liquid refresluments.

In this smergency, their protector
had an Inspiration. He filled the reser-
~olr of his fountaln pen with milk, and
Inserted the point In each small mouth
alternately. The orphans drank eager-
ly. Succeeding experiments have been
equally  saccessful, and  when last
heard from the pets were thriving vig-
orously.

A Pernmbulating Padding.

A “commuter” who lves up the
Hudson River, and who ls, of conrse,
necustomed to “go downtown”  every
morning, contributes a  specimen of
Finnish humor to the New York Sun.

By the commuter's confesslon, he i
prone to prowl around the refrigern-
tor almost every nlght and quletly
dispose of any “unconsidered trifle”
that may tempt his appetite, without
publishing the same to the housechold
At large.

Recently his wife was  discossing
luncheon with & new Importation from
Finlamd., unmed Hilda, and remem-
bering a pudding that they had not
been nble to finlsh the day before,
suld to the kitchen antoerat:

“Do you know where that plece of
cold pudding 8%

Withont & smile on her face Hilda
answered :

“Yes, ma'am, It
town "

has gone down-

The Milky Way.

The milky way In the heavens ls
tomposed of myriads of fixed stars,
but It Is not true that they have any
Influence that anybody knows of on
the directlon of the wind or other ele-
ment of the weather of the earth.
Thelr apparent changes of position are
due only to the changes of position
by the earth In Its dally and apnual
revolutions. The stars In the milky
way are so far from the earth that It
takes thousands of years for the light
from them to reach wus

All Arranged.
“And now,"” mald the dear girl, “you
had better go up and speak to papa’
“Are yon—er—sure he's home?*
stammered Mr. Sloman
0! yes; uniess he's got tired walte

—but sy pictures are flerom

Ing and gone to bed you'll find bim In
the sitting-room."—Phlladelphia Presa




