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Famous

The lawyer looked and saw that this was true,

for the mob was entirely made up of the people
who were supposed to be the "beet" In Boston.
Mr. Garrison wanted, as we learned a few Sundays
ago. to free the slaves, and at that time the "best

'

people, not only in Boston, but all over the country,

didn't want anything said on this subject. It would
only make trouble, they thought, and they couldn't
quite believe that people whose skin.i were black
really mlmled being slaves And as Mr. (Jarrlsnn

wouldn't keep quiet, they concluded that it would
be best to hang him. Fortunately, they didn't suc-
ceed, for the Mayo* managed to get htm into the

It was a lovely autumn day in Boston in the

year 1833, when a young man reading in the op»-i

window of his law office was Interrupted by the
sound of angry shouts and the tramp of many
feet. He went out to se.> what Itwas all about and
presently found himself in a mob: and in the midst
of the mob he saw a young man only a f*w years

older than himself. There was a rope around his

waist and his cloth.-s had been almost torn oft*
him, but he dl.l not appear to he MajMtMlIn the
least, though the mob waa shouting furiously:

"Killhim; Lynch him! Hang him!" The MayOf

was there, too, begging the crowd to disperse, but
no one paid any attention to him

'\u25a0Who is that ninn?" asked the lawyer, address-
ing one of the bystanders.

"William Uoyd Garrison." was the answer.
"They are going to hang him."

Now. the younj< law.cr was a military man. and
the colonel of his regiment happened to be stand-
ing n»a.r him. So he said:

"(.'.'lone!, why not call out the regiment? Let us
offer our services to the Mayor."

"Don't you see." answered the colonel. **tl
regiment !s in the mob?"

history of this country, and It Is strange that
they should have begun life In such w»ry different
circumstances. Garrison, as the little folk wke>
read The Tribune will remember, was a poor boy
and had no education but what he gave himself.
Wendell Phillip* was Hhs those fortunate beumgs)
we read of In fairy tales, to whom all good, gift*
are given in their cradles. He »as born InISO.
two ears after Lincoln. In a beautiful Colonial
mansion In the most aristocratic Quarter of Bos-
ton, and his father, the Hon. John Phillips, waa
the first Mayor of the city. Books, pictures and
cultured people surrounded him from tits infancy-
He was as beautiful as the statue of a god. and
his manners were like those of a young prisce.
His wealth was superb, and in everything he did.
whether It was work or pUy. he excelled.

One of the things for which he be?an to show
a fondnlss very early was oratory. Be ancestor*
for many generations had been clergymen, and
so it was not elf—a that when he was a Brrte)

Miow of four or fiv« he used to arrange the
chairs In circle about the room and preach to>

them by the hour. One day his father asked him
If he didn't get tir*!of this. "No. papa." he> an-
swered. "Idon't K*t tired, but ifa rather hard
on the chairs." Wh?n h«r was a little older he>
an>l J. I,othrop Motley. th«» historian, used to dress
themselves up In fancy costumes in th» garret of
the Motley house and declaim p<»«"try or tmprorts*
melodramas. At coUrge h«» soon became a noted
orator, and his fellow *tu;lrnt* love.l •-, listen to
him. They did not dream that that sliver tonga*
would be used, not to gain fame anil fortune for
Its possessor, but to plead the cause of the poor

and the d»»ntr<«l<!en.
Dut so It happened. This child cf fortune be»

came the friend of all who were .!•\u25a0••.. arc and op-

TOOTH DRILL IN A LONDON SCHOOL.
At the London County Council B enpertoo Road School, Islington. London Miss Wright, the head mistress, takes special care of the teeth of

th*. children Brushes ar? sold to the nupiis for a few cents, which they can pay back in Instalments If they wish. The pupils take the brushes ihome
ami each morning the trL-her asks them if they have brushed their teeth thoroughly. Periodically the children bring the brushes to school for examina-
tion, when worn ones are replaced. •

&/>e Hobbington Ttvins /^ [FKISIPySK W&337S
one agreed it must be given to one of them- The
three were: Here, or Juno, the wife of Zeus;

Pallas Athene, or Minerva, the goddess of wisdom;

and Aphrodite, or Venus, the goddess of beauty."

"You would think." remarked Mrs Bobblngton,

"that tlie pofidpss of \vis<lom would have said: "I
d«.n't want It—you may count me out!'

"

"They all wanted it." said Jean. "And they

quarrelled over it. as At* meant they should. At

last Zf-us. to stop it all. said that a young shep-

herd prince named Paris should decide. He was
the son or the Kine and Queen of Troy. King

Priam and Queen Hecuba.
'

"Troy." broke In Jack, "or rather the site of it,

is in Asia Minor, opposite Greece."
"What was Par doing in Greece?" asked Mr.

BoVbint
••He had come over to see CEnone— you say that

like this—Ee-no-nee." explained Joan. "She was
Th» daughter of the god of a little river. When
he thi poddosses tme before Paris she hid

behind a i- to see th^m. But Paris couldn't

HV VRANTKS HAKMEH.
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"Wen. dearie, and what have you learned to-

day?" said Mr. Bobbington. as the four settled

down after supper. '"Jean, Isn't it your turn?"

"It is my turn, and Ihope Jack won't Interrupt

too much." said Jean excitedly, 'because I've a
lot to tell."

"A tot to talk about.' laughed Jack; "but will it
be such a lot to tell"1

"

"It"? about a Tar—a> siege." retorted his sister.

"And I'm sure you'lllike It:"

She settled down by her mother's side, and thus
began:

•The Greeks believed that their gods and god-

desses quarrelled sometimes. One day a hero.

whose name was Peleus— you say it so. IVe-luse—
•wanted to marry a goddess named The-ti*. Her

father was one of the sea. gods. The goddess didn't

very much want to marry him. and when he trie-1

to shake bands with her she turned Into all sorts

of things—a Mack swan, and a torrent of «rater.

and even a fire: Then when he wouldn't give up

she saw that he was a brave man. and 6he was

RAFT."PRIZE DRAWINGS. "A BOY ON A

By Florence V. Kummer. thirteen
rears old. No. US Richmond street.
Brooklyn. Prize, a sterling silver
Tribune badge. THE OCELOTS.

It's easy to tell ocelots
Because they are so fall of spots.
They have not trot the measles. No!
Who in the wide world told you so?
You had them with the measles. What?

Well, that another kind of spot.

Those, or. the creatures over there,

Arc nrmiy fastened in their nair,

finted ami colored, fixed and cd
—

J"(".' could not move them if yon tried.
What are they for? Well.Ihave heard,

Uthotrrb it really sounds absurd,
["hat. if you'rv bnntir.z ocelots,
n.~.. «,^'-.i tY>n P'M><r mnrl^-i

—fnr shots.

PROVERB PUZZLE.

BARN DANCE.
lir;tr Little Men and Little Women: Last ya.r

while Iwas at a boarding school for k:ils from
thirteen to sixteen years old, in Washington, wo

i barn <lan< c, which waa a most informal and
Jolly affair. It being leap year, each girl Invited
a boy from a neighboring preparatory school, who

red as a "Rube." in full farmer regalia, :"-

eluding blue Jeans and a large sfram hat Ka.-h
(,'iri wore a calico dress, an apron and .< sunbonnet,

During th* evening there were old-fashioned reels,

barn dances and a confetti battle. The assembly

hall was tastefully decorated with cornstalks and
various tanning utensils, while on the platform a
large stark of hay had been piled During the in-

termission the lails an.l lassies clambered up on

IN A SUBWAY TRAIN.
Dear Little Men and Little Women Iwill tell

you out .-hi incident which occurred a short time

ago in a subway car !r. which Iwas. Opposite
to me there sat in a corner an old woman with
a large basket in her lap. Among the passengers
Inoticed a. very sedate roan, who was reading

a paper, standing near her. A few moments after
we left one of the stations the car came to an
abrupt stop, which lasted for ten minutes. During

t!:ls time a Kouml of a eat In distress was heard.
All looked at the basket of the Id woman. It

kept up until a passenger asked if there was a cat

In the basket There was not. and a hunt through

the car was made, but In vain. At last the train

proceeded to move to the next station, where the
sedate looking man got out. On his way out there
was a bark of a dog. It was due to this man, who
was a ventriloquist He had remained silent dur-
ing the commotion. EDNA RANDALL(aged 14).

No. IBIS Topping avenue, Bronx.

S!nrf» that happened we have had no more \u25a0 its
for pet but we have two very pretty canary bir^»

EILEEN CAMPBELL <ag<-d 14).

No K3 Amsterdam avenue. New York.

A MOTHER CATS ANGER.
lioar Little Men and Little Women: You may like

to read about my Uttle cat. which had five kiuens.
tUd !!\u25a0\u25a0; keep SO many kittens, and we did nU

like to drown them, so my brother tried to get

homes for them.
From the time thai be K-ivr the Brat kitten away

the mother showed great dislike for him. Every

time he went Into the kitchen she would grow big

and furry a;-..1 make a queer noise.
When he w-k the third away she flew at him.

stuck her lons Bails In his Besh, and tried US get

at his face.
At last we had to give her away, with her two

little kittens, We were very sorry for her Mother
told us that her actions only showed that her

instinct to Keep and protect her young is th<> same
as in any mother.

othy Shaffer; i2. Gertrurle Bcofield: 43. Ixiulse Skcl-

ton: 44. Catharine W. Salisbury; 45. Annette

Seeth: 46, Charles Sut.iff. 47. Lillian Tyler;

4-. AnaM.isla M. Tamlyn; 49. John T. Watcher; 50.
Ruth Wade.

Our Letter Hojc

LAST WEEK'S PRIZE WINNERS.
Btory. "Mv Dolly «* L

' See stories by prize

winners, on this page., to Think About -The two prise winners

and their rH^s m this contest are Mat tie Hlggs.

fourteen years old So. tfM Wisconsin avenue.
k w Washington, an embroidery set; Stoddard
P. rohnston, thirteen years old. So. 1« Bast 3tth
street New York City, an Interesting booh"

Drawing. "A Boy on a Raft' Se. drawings by

prize winners.

Our Lettei Box. For prtow winners see letters on

this page.

TUTSU'S FIGHT.
Dear Little Men and Little Women: This letter

Is going to be about my pet cat. Her name Is

Tutsti She used to be a 'ramp cat and had her

home under a neighbor's barn- My two brothers
often gave her some milk,an 1 sot a spanking every

time they aid it. We have a to* for her bed, marls

out of small places of cloth, with a large piece

over it. One lay she had »ix kittens. Two were
gray one was black and three were white, with

little black spots on th« r toes. One day Ibrought

them Into the yard. The mother cat saw them and

came over to watch them. A* she sat then* she

heard a noise behind the rock work where she was

Bitting She sat up on her hind legs and looked
over the rock work There she saw a cat larger

than sne trying to •\u25a0•\u25a0 : up and catch one " the

kittens She wouldn't stand for that, so she gave

one spring. Jumped over the rock work and started

rig] • after the other cat. Then there began a fight

Mycat won and came back with her tall up In the
nir singing, while the other one ran away as fast

as 'his legs could carry him. Then I though! I

would take the kittens Into the v
house, so that

there would be no more lighting.

No 35 Maple street Kearny, N. J.

A NARROW ESCAPE.
Dear Little Men and Little Women: Ilive on

th« banks of the Hudson River. In the pretty little
village of Grand View. In winter the river usually

freezes over. Last year my friend and Istarted to
skate across it. He Challenged me to race, and I

consented. We were about a quarter of a mile out

when the ice began to crackle, and the next thingI

knew Iwas In the cold waters of the Hudson.

When Icame to the surface Iseized the edge of
the Ice, my friend dotn? likewise. We succeeded
in pulling ourselves out. but our combined weight

was too much, and we fell in again. This happened

three times: then our strength began to give out.

The water was up to our chin*, and our grip on the

Ic* was growing rapidly weaker, when my brother
and a companion arrived. Throwing themselves fiat
,-v. the ice. they pulled us out with the aid of their

hockey sticks
HAROLD BROAPRENT (aged 14).

Nyark. N. T.

STORY OF A SPARROW.

Dear Little Men and Little Women: Ithought

you would like to hear about a little sparrow I

had one time. Two jears ago Iwent to **\u25a0>- the

Memorial Day parade. A woman had something

In her hand, and Iwent to see what it was. It
proved to bo a sparrow*, which she said she had

found on the window fill. It was very young, and

as it could not take care of itself and she could
not take care of it, Itook it. We named it Buster

Brown. When Iw?nt to Saratoga to spend the

summer with my aunt Itook Buster. Mamma
thought he would be old enough to fly for himself,

but my aunt thought differently, so we kept him

in his brass cage. He ate everything we would
give him. He sat on my finger while mamma took

our picture, and he would not take a bath. One
Sunday morning we had rolls for breakfast, and

of course Igave him some. He ate so fast that

he choked to death. We all felt very bad. Iburied

him under \u25a0 bush and kept Bowers on his grave.

DOROTHY FORD MAYHEW (aged »).

No. 2 Doggett Terrace, Bcbenectady, N. Y.

A BIG GREEN BULLFROG.
Dear Little Men and Uttle Women: Summer be-

fore last when Iwas at I>er We, Maine. Ifound

a bullfrog which lived in a pond that wa.s full if

water lilies. He was a big green frog, an.l used to

sit on the large lily leaves In the pond. Sometimes

Ihad to look a long time before 1 could see him

blinking at me with his big eyes. Iused to pull

up long grasses, fasten the tors together, put them

under his chin, give a little Jerk, and he would

go head over heels into the water. At other times

Iwould drag the grasses over the water, an.l he

would Jump after them. Once he came so close to

me 'hat Icaught him. Iwas going to take him

to the cottago and show him to mother, but he

was so slippery he got away from me. Yours very

truly. KATHARINEK. BURNET (aged 10).

No. 15 Arlington avenue. East Orange. N. J.

this pile to partake of a luncheon, which each girl

had furnifihed for herself and partner. Such fun

as there was while the baskets were being emptied'

And old-fashioned songs were struck up. Our
faculty were also there, and it was due to them

that we had so many Jokes and so much merri-

ment. After we finished our supper we continued
our dancing and merrymaking until midnight, when

we were reminded (by no means gently; that it was

time to depart, and "though the parting caused
much pain, we said good night, to meet again."

ROSE MAX'RER (aged 15).

No. 3C3 Willow avenue. Hoboken, N. J.
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Judge fairly, for the goddesses at once began to

bribe*him for the apple!"

"Graft as long ago as that!" exclaimed Mr.
Bobblngton. "Then we didn't invent it. at least."

"Here, the wife of Zeus," went on Jean, "offered

him power. He thought over that, for he liked
power. Pallas Athene offered him wisdom and

he liked that too. But Aphrodite whispered: Ti;

give you the most beautiful wife in all Greece.'
"

"When be was engaged already!" said her

mother. "What did he say?"

"She made him see a vision of a most beautiful
woman, named Helen, who was the wife of htene-
laos. King of Sparta." continued Jean, "and be
forgot all about poor CEnone, and gave Aphro-

dite the apple and went off to look for Helen.
Aphrodite bewitched Helen, so that she forgot all

about Henelaus— you say that so—Men-e-lay-us.

Paris took her over the sea In a boat with fifty

oars, ana they got inside Troy, where his father

and mother lived, and his brothers and sisters; ho

had about fifty. They shut the gates, and then
they thought they were safe. But Menelaus had
plenty of friends, and he got ships together, and
they sailed over the water, under his brother
Agamemnon— say— Ag-a-mem-non— and they laid

siege to Troy—a siege that lasted ten years."

"Now the fun's beginning." said Jack, "Go on."

"Not to-night." interrupted Mrs. Bobbington "It

Is nearly bedtime."
•Another night." said Jean. "But, oh. mother.

Mrs. Dickson did read us a beautiful poem, by
Tennyson, called "CKnone.* It was her lament for
Paris. He wrote it when he was quite young.

All poets love mythology, Mrs. Dickson said, and
you must study it if you want to understand
poetry, becau.se they allude to so many things."

"She did—and she planned a mean revenge. She

got a lovely golden apple and wrote on it. 'For the

fairest .' Then the threw iton to the table, where
they all sat feasting very happily."

••I don't see what harm that could do." remarked

Mr.Bobblngton. 'ifthe apple wasn't poisoned."

"It wasn't poisoned, and yet it did do harm."

said his daughter. "Each goddess wanted It. be-
cause, you s*e. It was like a prize for beauty— 'for

the fairest
'

But three of the goddesses were so
much more beautiful than all the others that every

-
-We'll have a grand feast.' said Peleus. 'and be-

cause your father Is a sea god and I'm a hero we'll

ask all the gods and goddesses.'
•Zeus, the chief of all the gods.% said they could

have the feast on Mount Olympus. So they asked
every one they knew, except one goddess."

\u25a0The wicked fairy." said Jack, suddenly. "It's

Just like any other fairy tale, you s«e."

"Well, it's the first of them, anyway." cried his

Bister. "The teacher said most of our fairy stories

about the wicked fairies at the christening feasts

most likelybegan with this. But this is much mere

Important, because a long battle came from it.

The goddess they didn't ask was called Ate— you

cay It so. At-ay! She was the goddess of Discord.
Whenever there was a quarrel she made all the 111
feeling. She did mischief all day long, making

people hate one another and getting in» fights. Bo
they said. 'We won't have her."

"

•Of course, she got as mad as a hatter?' said
Jack, Interested.

glad enough to marry him. You n*^.!n those days

ft was much more Important for a man to be

brave than ri'-h.

Dear Editor:Ithank you very much for th» iuw»

paint box which Ireceived as a rri*> fram 79*

about a week ago. MARGARET CHAPLIN.
No. 1011 James street. Syracuse.

Dear E.litor: Thank you so much for the Terr

nice paperknifo. Igot it on Saturday, March 13. I
think It grrat fun to op»-n tetters with It. Wltl*

love from your frtrnd.
MARGARET FOWLER.

No. 55 West 6Sth street. New York City.

and calves. One old bull was standing guard *ad
two bulls were locking horns.

"We were too tremulous with excitement and our
PVPS w r too nrak from the plare cf th« MOW

desert to trust ourselves to shoot straisht at that
distance. There was nothing for it but to rush up

to them.
"We r.?e and dashed forward, grasping our rifles.

The oli! bull R-ive the alarm, an! \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 a raom?nt

tha whole herd was frtrini; us. with beads (Jcwa

and horns arra>vd asrainst us. Had Ihad breatli
to yeU IcouU have yelled for Joy. A*It wo*.I
on!, b'us;.ed.

When we were fifty yards off th? hlg bull •\u25a0nil

his head still lower. It was the slsnal to charge.

Without slackenictf my puce. Ipointed my rifle,

aiminc at the b.ick of the neck, abova the thick
sbield of the horr.s. That bull*-: meant our lives.
It itmissed and the herd charged on we should !>•
crustud i;ke ice cryMala under the Mark avalanch*
of thundering beasts. That a^s the most dramatto
moment of my life.

•Th outcome? Well, the shot went true.**

"The spectre of famine was drawing nearer. We

made our way down the ire slop-, three weak and

weary men, with nine starving and exhausted docs.
in that gaunt an.l frozen solltud?. But we ate little.
keeping what we could for the dogs. One morning

W8 started after musk oxen, the spectre of famine
now seeming to tread en our he**. At last, on a

little terrace below the crest of the white riilge. we

spied a group of black dots that showed us cur

quest was -ended. The herd was not two hundred

yards off. We counted twenty-two bulls, cows

'
Arctic Explorer Describes an Encounter with

a Herd cf Musk Oxen.
-

"There have be^n sex ral events In my life that
might be called dramatic, but I think the climax
came in mid-May. 1593." says Commander Uo'oert

K. Peary. V. S N., in the Aprit "D lineator." "We

bad started on a 800-mll? Arctic trip. Four hun-

dred mil. from my winter quarters we came '"
the end of our walrus meat, and there was nothing

for it but the literal "dog eat dog.' By this tim•

only seventeen were left of the original sixty; I

cannot express our sufferings more. eloquently than

that Six more aeon followed, and the men had
;

to get into the drag ropes. taking the places of the

dogs that had died or been killed.

••I saw that we must seek the coast and find the
quickest way dorm from the Ira cap, for our only

chance of saving any of the dogs was to get fresh

supplies; only on the coast could we hope to fln.l

a trace of livingcreatures.

HOW PEARY ESCAPED STARVATION

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES.
TRIANGLE.

PEACE
EURO
ARE
C U
E

CORRECTED SQUARES.

things to ThinK About

ENIGMA

Iam nothing, but if you give me a head Iam

a river in Italyand with a tail 1 am a cooking uten-

,l». Give me another head and Iam \u25a0 slain, and

then a double head will make me a tyrant

TRIANGLE

This competition I.open to .11 children who desire to compete, without charge or consideration
of any kind. '>

S's. On the third are three E's.
there is a proverb to lie found X>y combining cer-

Willie refers to the book of rules and fln(J*
*Il"M;1-?ro

The book says that the proverb contains
tain other letters with those to be see n on tlie "ocks

in each word are the same, but the remain-

a"a "- whUe Bldes Whal are the

WOld
the neatest and best three answers we offer th. choice.of -.1.lpear, £«*«* a «erU»j

i^^orU^'MS££'?2%££>&* L™ oft«nbW .«U \

HONOR LIST.
1 Rosalind Alleyn; 2. George Aver: 3, T T.

Bellamy 4. Henrietta G. Baldwin; 6. William
Brewster; 6. Gladys M. Bowen. 7. Ward Cheney;

I.MyrtleM. Capron; I.Annie Cross; 10, Percy A.

I;ikofzer; 11, Lyman H. Cunningham; 12. Edna

Chambers- 13. Everett Corwith; 14. John Din-

wiJdie; 15. Frank B. Dayton; 16, Hazel Dekens.
17 Helen T. Dutton; 18. Charles F. Driscoll; 1?.
R. Kenneth Kverson; 'JO. Maria Finn, 3, Edna

Franklin- 22, Frances Fwawlek; 2i. Rebecca Hart;

24 Edith Hopkins; S. Jack M. Hayden; 26, Andrew
Jakob; 27. Marie Kipp; 28. Gertrude Kieter; 29, Isa-

bella Leer; 30, Jean Littkfleld; 31. Marlon C. Luce;

32 Dorothy Moran; 33, Sarah A. Miller; 34, Anna

a' McCaridles; X, George Mclaughlin; X, Louise

Nolting; 37. Howard Nichols; 38. Edith Hunger;

89 Gladys Kowlaud, 40. William Bilcook; 4J. Vot-

ences or tilings seen in travel. These stories must

be original and must be written on on© side of the
paper only. Letters entitled to the prize of $1 are
often crowded out for lack of space in the week
they are received. But if such is the case they

always appear on the page later.

Be sure you state your age.

Be sure to give your choice of prizes.

Be sure to give your name and address.

Contest closes on March K. Age is considered
In awarding prizes. Address your letters and an-
swers to Little Men and Little Women. The New-
York Tribune, New York.

/

Contest No 1(Proverb Puzzle).
—

Choice of a pearl

bead necklace, a sterling silver Tribune badge, a
pair of pretty cuff or collar pins, a box of water

color paints. "A Trip Around the World in Post-

cards." an interesting book or an embroidery set
for the neatest and best three answers.

Contest No. 2 (Things To Think About)

—
Choice

of ft. novelty belt pin. an interesting book, a ster-

ling silver Tribune badge, a pair of pretty cuff or
collar pins, en embroidery set. "A Trip Around
th« 'World in Postcards," a leather card case, a
pearl bead necklace or a box of water color paints

for the neatest and best two solutions.
Contest No 3 (Drawing).—lllustrate the following:

Mother Goose rhyme: "One, Two. Three. Four,

nre."
One. two, three, four, five,
Ihave caught a fieh alive;
Six. seven, eight, nine, ten,

Ihave let It go again.
Why did you let It go?
Because it bit my finger bo.
Which flnper did Itbite?
The little one on the right.

For the neatest and best two original Illustrations
*\u25a0• offer the choice of a. novelty belt pin, a pair
cf pretty collar or cuff pins, a pearl bead necklace,
a box of water color paints, "A Trip Around the

World In Postcards," an Interesting book, an em-
broidery set, a sterling sliver Tribune badge or a
leather card case.

Contest No. 4 (Our Letter Box) -A prize of SI
will be given for every letter printed under this
beading The letter may contain Incidents In
four Hit, •accdoiti of pets, novel tchool experi-

Hotv to XOin a. Tri&e

••:\u25a0. Royal W. Hart, nine years old. No 2X85 Ryer

street. The Bronx. Prize, a box of water color
paints.
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