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GINGER.

vou please. That

Critige

fs my name, and 1 wizh 1o tell you I have
hind a terrible trinl. My great trouble in
this world is cats. 1 simply cannot endure
them. and, judging by the way they growl
and waul and =pit and bend their backs
and stiffen their G at me, they feel no
more friendly toward me than I do toward
them

There is just one pussy that I ecan tol-
erate, and she lives next door. 1 never call
her a cat, even though she Is one. 1 call
her a dea? old puss—Nancy is her name—

and we have more fun than you can shake
peven sticks at. Our play ground is the
grass plat In our back yard. and the way
we chase and tumble and roll would bring
a smile to the face of the wooden Indlan
at the cigar store

I draw the line just past Nancy, for

she needs protection,” sald my lady mis-
tress, as she picked up the unnecessary
vat, and rubbed down the bump on the
wretched creature's back. She held the
thing close to my nose, and I pretended to
sneeze, and brushed my nose off with my
paw. Then I backed away to the corner
and sat down looking as angry as pos-
sible, Indeed, 1 did not need to pretend
being angrys for 1 was really bolling mad.
Then Nora eame a few minutes later and
set down my saucer with milk for that un-
necessary beast. This crushed me. I feit
weak. I closed my eyes in an effort _tn for-
get myself. Finding this impossible, I
sneaked away, went down to the grocery,
pleked a sack out of a large basket and
proudly carried It home.

Nora took the sack, and with an expres-
slon of surprise took it to my lady mis-
tress. “Two heads of lettuce, a half dozen
eggs and a cake of soap!"” she exclaimed.

1 stood by Iooging eagerly to see if my
service had not won back thelr favor. My
lady mistress stooped down and gave me
a good-natured shaking, and said some-
thing that sounded like “scamp.” I trotted

Bshe 1s a cat of sense, And, remember, pray,
that I mvselt have the credit of befig the
most sensible dog on our street. 1 know all
the children and they know me. There
fan't one of them wouldn't feed me If 1
was hungry, and not one of them could be
hired to disgrace me the way they de com-

mon curs by tying them to tin cans and
ketiles,

Yet, T have had a dreadful trial, right in
my own home, as 1 started to tell you., I

think [t was Nora's fault—Nora is our do-

mestic—but it was all on account of a
¥Yung unneces=sary cat. Of course, I
couldin't make war upon Nora, so I

had to battle with the cat. Nora tound the
beast, lost and starving, on our front porch,
anud’ would bring it in, she pitied it so. 1
woulld have sent her scampering im a jiffy,

but my lady mistress says to me, rather
aharpliy:

“Now, Ginger, you must leave this kitty
alote. Do yon hear, sir®’

“Oh, Wow! Wow! Why!” I barked.
“Eia Nora feels sorry for her and

LIS+

to my corner and found—I ecan hardly speak
Ilt—found that hateful unnecessary animal
l¥ing comfortably on my cushion, in my
chalr!

That was too much. I took her by the
neck as gently as my feelings would al-
low, and depositing her on the floor took
the place myself. And what do you sup-
pose happened! The moment I saw my-
self on the chalr and the weak little found-
ling on the floor I felt ashamed. My lady
mistress looked as if she felt ashamed of
moe. I lay still a few mlnutes, and then,
in a manner that must have seemed very
sheapish, I slid to the floor, picked up that
little creature and put it back on the chalr.
Then 1 crept away to a corner, and there
my lady mistress came, after a while, to
fondle me as of old, and call me her own
pet Ginger. The next day I found that

Nora had given the foundling away to af

friend of hers who really wanted a cat.
She will not be an unnecessary cat there,
and I hope she may live happy ever after-
ward.

r - — =

PLAYING BALL. i

A frog nnd a dockling of yore
Played ball on a white, sandy shore,
The ball, bright and pew,

Down froggle's throat flew,

And they say that he never ate more.

= — e o e e A
Little Fish in a Tree Top.
¥rom the Pltisburg Press.

It is not uncommon for trees to be torn
up by the great storms that break over
troplcal countries and swept out to sea. A
wessel being becalmed in the Bay of Ben-
gal. the sailors spent their time In studying
thie wonders of the deep. An object Hoat-
fng at some distance from the ship was
thought to be a turtle. When they rowed
up to it. however, it turned out to be a
tres ups=ide down In the water. Swimming
In and about the leafless branches were in-
numerable fis of every description, from
two to nine i 12 long, many beautifully
eolored. Outside of the branches a ring of
doljihins were keeplng watch and ward In
the hope of gobbling up any fish foolish
enongh to leave thelr harbor of refuge,
while a sthl outer clrcle was composed of

here and there a shark, walting for Iits
chance. One sallor sald he had never seen
a lovellar or more remarkable spectacle.
The saa was perfectly calm and clear, and
overhead the sun shona brilliantly. The
trea must have been waterlogged for many
weeks, because It was covered with bar-
naclea and all kinds of shells.

Beauty Recipe.
Baid her husband one day: “*Will you tell me, my

Kate,

w llJlI mekes you so young and so handsome of
ale?

For s lsng while—a month or slx weeks, I shonld
By —

You've grown younger and handsomer every day.'

vy hell-_v;-." she sald, smiling, "“to tell you the
truth,

I've @lscoverad the fount of perpetual younth.

In the vale of the soul, llke a well spring, "tis set

And ;ut-talqs equal parts of ‘Be patlent,” ‘Dou't
ror." *

s Jbe Reflectio .

)

‘Pixies.

PLAYING INDIAN.

A Lively Game and Two Dances.
(Copyright, 1904, by K. N. Birdsall))

The number of Wooderaft tribes Is con-
stantly increasing and will mount weil into
the hundreds by the time the snow flies.
Among the Woodcraft games none Is live-
lier than arrow tag. This Is played among
the Ojibwa and other nations. As will be
seen It Is something like prisoner’s base.
Any number from, say, elght or ten, up 10
twenty-four, may p'l;i}' the game. Two cap-
taing choose sides and these llne up facing
each other, each side behind its goal. The
goals are anywhere from fifty to a hundred
feet apart. Each player earries an arrow,
and each side deposits on the ground, be-
hind its base line, a certain number of ar-
rows agreed upon before the game be-
glns.

To start the play the captains advance
towdrd the center of the playground, and,
using their arrows in the manner of foils,
exchange four strokes, as If fencing., Im-
mediately, then, one tries to tag the other
with his arrow. And this is the signal for
a general advance from both sides.

Every player tries to do two' things, first,
tag an opponent and march him as a pris-
oner to his goal, second, to seize as many
arrows as he can. Each side has a guard
with whom the prisoners are left, and an-
other guard to protect the arrows.

In capturing the arrows a player may
pick up only so many as he’can seize at
orce with one hand. If successful he car-
ries his prize to his own goal, but, of
course, he runs the risk of being tagged by
the arrow guard and then made a prisoner.

Any prisoner may be rescued by tagging,
bul the player who attempts to rescue one
of his own men is also In danger of b:=ing
tagged by the guard and being himself fm-
prisoned.

The game lasts until one slde has cap-
tured all its opponents, and consequentls
all the arrows. as well. There are definite
boundary lines, outside of which the play-
ers must not go. It Is an intensely fasci-
nating game, and just the kind for the cool
days of autumn. It may be very success-
fully played on lce, skating. It combincs
the games of tag and prisoner's base, and
has the added interest of winning arrows
as prizes.

There was a big camp meeting in W, ndy-
goul at the village of Standing Rock, on
the thirteenth sun of the Green Corp Moon,
by speclal invitation of Black Wolf, the
medicine man. This was probably rhe larg-
est meeting in the history of the Wood-
crafters. The tribes represented weea the
Flying Eagles of New York, the King Birds
of Morristown, the Setting Sun tribe of
Riverside. the Red Trails of Forest Hill,
the Sinawas of Cos Cob and the Mohicuns
of Greenwlich.

The most picturesque feature was the
dancing around the big fire at night. Most
of the chlefs and many of the braves had
costumes; nearly all wore feathers which
they had won in notable ach'evemen:s.
There wera two Indian tom-tom drums in
camp, so that the warriors did not lark for
the beating of time.

The snake dance was the favosire. In
this the dancing line joins hands as boys
do for the game of snap the wnip, except
that the leader faces to the right, the one
behind him to the left, the next to the
right, the next to the left, and so on alter-
nately. The step is short, quick and jerky—
almost a hop, almost a shuffle. ‘The leader
decldes upon the course. This may be a
circle, one or more times around the fire,
then a letter 8. then a loop mada by the
line passing through itself at some point.
The figures bend down more or less as they
d:Fce, and at Intervals utter weird, shrill
cries.

Another dance that was much enjoyed
was the caribou dance. This, amonz the
real Indians. is a sort of ceremony in which
the Great Spirit is entreated to send the
‘ndians meat for food. The warriors form
i circle, open at one slde for a small space,
They stand for a time, silent, as if ex-
pecting something important 1) hapoen.
After awhile three braves, with twigs on
their heads to represent the horns of the
elk. come slowly out of the woods In single
fille. They enter the clrcle, and then march
side by side, stopping here and there to
bow three times, each time hallowing like
the moose. All this time there is no other
sound; but at a signal from tha leader the
tom-tom begins to beat and all join in the
dance,

The Flylng Eagles are fortunate to have
as a member of their tribe Mamuskawash,
a _hoy who has spent much time among the
Ojibwa Indians, and Is thus familiar with
their custom and ceremonies. He is indeed
an Ojibwa by adoption. The council last
vear, at the suggestion of Black Wolf,
awarded him grand coup for his skill in the
Indian dance,

During the encampment Maj. Baker sat
around the fire with the braves one night
and related several tales of adventure he
had had years ago in the far west. Among
these narratives was a bear story that
brought many grunts of approval from the
warriors, besides calls for more,

It seems there had been signs of a big
bear near camp for several days—or rather
nights. The one dog they had was restless
and apparently scented big game. On a
certaln day when there was to be no work
—for this was a surveying party—It was de-
cided that everybody Jjoin in the grand
hunt for the big bear. Each hunter carried
a8 heavily loaded gun, and of course the
party was considerably spread out so as to
cover a wide tract. Major Baker explained
that he was at the right hand of the party,
and that after tramping a long distance he
heard numerous shots away to his left.
This convinced him that the game was at
bay and that it required more than one load
of buckshot to bring him down. He hur-
ried In the directlon of the shooting and
found the brave hunters firing at a target.
Bruln had not been seen.

Slowly they sauntered back to the camp
and found that the big bear had been doing
some hunting on his own account. In fact,
he had taken advantage of the party’s ab-
sence to enter the eamp and help himself
to every kind of food that a bear likes.

BALD EAGLE.

A Zuni Baby.
From St. Nicholas.
The Zun! child spends his early days in a

When Jobnzy Came Mershing Homs.

A True Story of tﬁ War, .

Johnny wasn't much to "‘“‘,. at. He was
small for his age, eleven,'¥ery pug as to
nuse, and bowed as to legi, Appearances
are very decelving, though, when it comes
to a question of bravery. voi

Johnny lived in an alley ®th his parents
and several brothers and Histers. There
was p_ramshackled house, where the fami-
ly retired to sleep on cold nights, but dur-
ing the waking hours tk!!'lﬂlll-dren gai on
the curb, and played In the dirty, foul gut-
ters untll any self-respectifif child would
shudder to touch them. e

The reason things were 80:bad with the
McFaddens was that Johnuy's father, Tim
McFadden, was a drunkard, spending what
he earned in saloons instead of upon his
family. His wife was not strong, and had
grown discouraged with her: struggle with
dirt, disease and poverty.

Johnny, the oldest of seven, rebelled
greatly at the state of things areund his
home. He tried to help affhirs by seliing
newspapers, but the Httle 2 earned d}d
not seem Lo better the lives of the family
on “Starvation alley.” That is uniii John-
ny made friends with the firemen arouna
the corner.

Like all boys,
enchanted spot

1

the enginerhouse was an
to Johnny. He had all
the small boy's love for hérses and fires,
but had never crossed the rope barrier
until he began to bring the “boys™ their
evening papers. Then his' cheerful man-
ner, and willing offers to lelp about one
thing and another, interested the fwe lad-
dies, and first thing Johnny Knew he was
allowed to spend his sparé hours in the
engine house instead of in the gutter.

How proud Johnny was! How the other
boys in the alley now looked up to and re-
spected him! Nobody attempted to call
him names or throw stones at him after
this fact became known.

The Defender Engine Company had
several musicians among its num-
ber. Every evening they had a little prac-
tice until they played very nicely together.
As the civil war had just broken out, all
thelr selections were of a patrlotic char-
acter, and many volunteers from the neigh-
borhood were stirred up to enlist by the In-
spiriting strains of *“My Country, 'Tis of
Thee,” as played by the engine house band.

Johnny was perfectly happy to be allowed
to listen to the music. One day his joy
knew no bounds, when the man who played
the drum offered to show him how to drum.
To beat a drum and to play one were two
different things, Johnny soen learned. A
drummer in a band had notes and mu-
sic, just like the cornet player and the
others. Johnny proved an apt pupil. He
practiced and practiced until he became
quite an expert. When John Cline, one of
the boys, enlisted for a soldler [t left a
vacancy in the engine house band. The
drummer, who could also play the cornet,
took Cline's place, and invited Johnny to
become the official drummer.

Wasn't this an honor for a
alley rat,”” as Johnny had
called?

Meanwhile, the war between the north
and south grew more and more
What every one had thought would end
after a few skirmishes, was now running
into its second year, with ng slgn of abat-
ing. A call for more soldiers was made in
Pittsburg, where Johuny lived. The fire-
men talked it over from one viewpoint and
another, until Jim Croogan, the chief, sald:

“Boys, our country is In more danger
from bullets than it is from fires just now.
I am going to enlist. You fellows can do
as you please. T would suggest, though, that
the married boys stay at home, and let us
single ones do the fighting.”

Croogan’s enthusiasm fired one and
another. Before the evening was over
twenty of the “boys’” had jeined him in his
determination.

Johnny, though but twelve, and not over
strong, wanted to go, too. .At first he was
afrald to even hint at such a thing, lest the
men would laugh at him. Then the idea
came 10 him that he could. go—if not as a
soldier, as a drummer boy—and he mustered
up courage to tell the chief,, At first it was
treated as a joke, but Johnny's eager face
and resolute look told the man that the boy
was In earnest. The plan wasn't so foolish
after all, he conecluded, and he knew that
Johnny's drum would cheer and stir up the
men more than anything else: would. The
result was that when the little company
left for the scene of battle, July 4, 1861,
Johnny McFadden was with them, in all
the glory of a blue upiform;.gold buttons,
knapsack and drum strapped:over:bis,thin
little shoulders. Beneath . that - uniform
beat the proudest, bravest heart, the heart
of Johnny McFadden of “Starvation alley”
no longer,

For four years Johnny followed the com-
pany through the fortunes of war, its pri-
vations and its glories. Through them all
did the drummer boy beat his drum with an
enthusiasm that communicated itself to
every member of the company. Johnny be-
came a great favorite at the barracks
where the soldiers and officers were quar-
tered, for in additlon to being the smallest
and youngest drummer boy In the ranks,
he was regarded as the best drummer.

It was during the last days of the strug-
gle, when our men were engaged in a seri-
ous encounter, that Johnny won his great-
est honor., For a time it looked as {f our
men would have to retreat, so thick and
fast came the bullets from the confederate
attack. The soldiers in the rear, seeing the
hopelessness of their defemse, shouted to
Johnny to run.

“It's no use for you to be killed. We've
no chance at all, but at least we can die
fighting. You have no arms; so run, lad,
t"'l.I "

n.

Did Johnny run? 1 guess not. That
wasn't what he had enlisted for. The more
the soldlers advised the stancher stood
Johnny, beating his drum like mad all the
while. The corps with him caught his en-
thusiasm, and playved as they never before
had played “The Star Spangled Banner.”
The soldiers In the rear caught the inspir-
iting strains of the melody, and gained new
courage and hope. Instead of retreating,
they began another advance. Those dl-
rectly ahead of them, seeing their determl-
nation, pushed forward, thus renewing the
attack when the enemy had thought them
whipped. Through the attack which fol-
lowed Johnny kept on drumming, and
never did drum accomplish =0 grand a work
as on that glorious day. It beat hope into
the soldiers when they had given up hope;
it beat vigor into their hodies when ex-
haustion had overcome them; it beat calm-
ness into their heads and steadiness Into
their hands, where confusion and disorder
had relgned; it beat victory for our slde
and defeat for the other, and the erisis of
the battle was passed.

Afterward, when the battle was being
discussed by the men as well as the of-
ficers, the company to which Johnny be-
longed carried their drummer boy on thelr
shoulders back to camp, where he was
treated like the hero that he had proven
himself to be, One after another con-
fessed that hope sprang anew In his sinl!;-
ing heart as he heard Johnny McFadden's
resolute beating of his drum, just as care-
lessly as if bullets and death were the
very thing he was working for. ;

When the war was over Johnny s com-

—

“Btarvation
often been

gerious. ’

pany returned to Pittsburg covered with
glory. It was on the anniversary of the
day they had left—the Fourth day of July-<
and bands were playing, flags fiving and
cannons booming as the train pulled intloe
the =iation. The major himself greeted the
firamen, and, ho.ding out hig hand to the
happy drummer boy, he led him to a car-
riage draped with flags, and together: the
two stood. receiving the cheers of the peo-
ple, the bamds playing “When Johnny
Comes Marching Home, * unt!l our Lero
thought he was in a dream.

&f course, there was no more selling
newspapers for Johnny. A miilionaire iron-
master, whose only son had fa len in battle,
offered to educate the boy, and he was

.given a good business education, and later

taken into his benefactor's mill, where he
became one of Pittsburg's foremost finan-
clers.

As to the other McFaddens, Johnuy's
success meant theirs, too. He took them
away from the gutter, and “Btarvation al-
ley” knew them no more. The boys and
girls became reputable citizens, and the
father, I'im McFadden, surprised every one
by reforming. He sald when every one wis-
praising Johnny he just couldn’t stand
their contempt for him. He made up his
mind that the McFadden name should not
have a blot on it. He quit drinking, and
enccuraged by good friends, by better
clothes and better food, became a different
man from the one he had been in the old
daya.

The McFaddens in speaking of their good
fortune always give the credit of it to their
boy Johnny, as they should. KEvery event
in the household dates from the Fourth of
July, 1865, *“When Johnny Came Marching
Home,"”

LITTLE BRAVO.

Years ago some Indians lived on the
banks of a beautiful river. The men fished
and the women planted corn in little hil-
locks instead of in rows. When they sat
down for a friendly gossip they held their
lttle babies in their arms or strapped
upon their backs. One young mother never
took her eyes from the®cradle in which her
handsome boy siept. When he wakened
she sang to him and called him *Little
Bravo,” with such love and tenderness In
her voice that the other women all stopped
to listen.

Years passed merrily until Little Bravo
was ten years old. He could hunt and fish,
and his mother was happy dreaming of the
time when he should be a young man. All
her spare moments were spent in embrold-
ering clothes for Little Bravo and his
father, with the result that they outshone
all others of their tribe. Little Bravo al-
ways wore moccasins of yellow buck=kin
trimmed with beads and porcupine quilis.
Hé was a noble, warm-hearted and sunny-
tempered Iad. The Great Spirit, however,
saw that the foolish, doting love of his
parents was ruining the gift he had given
him.

One summer night the heat hung heavy
over the land.

“There will be a storm,"
“Where is Littls Bravo?”

“Down on the river bank asleep,” replied
the mother. *“I sat by him a long tlme
brushing away the insects that bothered
him. He had taken off his moceasins and
his feet were bare. He is very beautiful,
our Little Bravc. I will carry him in when
the storm comes without awakening him.”

The storm soon broke with great violence.
The mother hastened to the river, and just
as she was about to lift her boy a vivid
flash of lightning revealed the two hands of
the spirit who lives in the water. They
reached up and drew Little Bravo into the
waves. All the mother saw was the print
of his body on the shore and his two yellow
moccasins. A scream brought the father to
the spot. They both dived into the waler,
though the sterm raged. What cared they
for that? Their Little Bravo had disap-
peared beneath the surface. Finally, in
heartbroken accents, they pleaded: “Oh,
spirit of the river! Give him back to us!”

By and by the father arose, and looking
into the sky, said: *“It is the will of the
Great Spirit. He has taken him away, but
will save him for us.'"” Turning, he disap-
peared into the forest. The mother sat by
the river for many days, without food or
sleep, kissing and caressing the little yel-
low moccasins.

One night, on raising her eyes to the sky,
she beheld the pathway made of star dust,
which leads to spirit land. Longing to fol-
low it, she felt the pressure of a small hand
upon her shoulder. Turning, she met the
smiling gaze of her son.

“0Oh, Great Spirit, I thank thee!
dead is alive!"

“Come, mother,” said the boy. “We are
to follow yonder path tonight. I have
come to thee because the weeping grieves
the happy ones.”

The mother placed her hand in the
small clasp, but said:

“Here are thy moceasins. Thou wilt
need them, the way may be rough.”

The boy laughed and held up his foot,
upon which flashed and gleamed moe-
casins of shining gold. “Lay down my old
moccasins,” he said, “and thou shalt see
how a mother's love shall be remem-
bered.”

She placed the little yellow moccasins
on the ground and a plant immediately
sprang up. It grew rapidly, and on the
highest branch the moccasins were fast-
ened. They shrank in size and changed
into flowers, keeping their original shape
and color. Little Bravo said, “See, mother,
these flowers sha’l bloom on forever by
this shining river. Long after the red
man has gone they shall bloom.”

Wondering, but happy, the mother fol-
lowed little Bravo along the star-strewn
path to Spirit-land. Not many moons
later, from the midst of battle, the father
Ju}l‘?r?:t_hem. h

115 was long ago. The Indian i
left the banks of that river, but thse];'.’e‘f
low flowers bloom on by its waters. The
white children gather and call them “or-
chids,” or “lady’s slippers,” but the In-

dians always give them their rea
of “Indian moccasins.” F Banis

said the father.

The

About Indian Dolls.

When an Indlan girl dies, her mother of-
ten substitutes a doll for her last little one.
She fllis the empty cradle with feathers, ar-
ranged In the form of the child, and oar-
ries this around with her wherever she
goes, talking to It and caressing 1t as she
Ilvrl);aldhhe!rt'l loving child.

she does not do this, she P
tight bundle the toys, clothes anctlje:rrgi-'g
which belonged to her little one and fas-
tening this to the cradle board, carries It
as she had formerly done her child. The
Ojibwas call these “unlucky dolls,” because
t!}{‘aﬁ' representhth? dead.

e reason the Indian mother
“doll” in this pathetic way is h‘ég;ﬂse: !]illfg
thinks that the little dead child Is too
small to find its way to paradise. But sub-
stituting the doll, it will help along until
the dead baby has grown large enough (o
make its way to the Spirit-land alone, at
least this is what the sad Indlan mother
belll.ltc‘e\'es.

e children of the Passamaquoddy tr
of Indians play with a doll no% mor'g tt::?rf
a couple of inches high. In faet, it is ss.all-
er than the word which means doll, for this
word is “amskudahekanek.” One had al-
most rather go without make-believe babies
than to be obliged to call them by such un
})utland.tsh name, don’t rm; think so? Just

ancy a wee papoose crying, “I w:
ampskudahekanek.” e e

The Sloux doll Is made of chamols and
deer skin. The curious thing about it Is
that it is perfectly flat. To judge from this
one might think that the Sloux bables wore
systematically starved. This Is not the
case, for they are as round and fat and
Jolly as any children you ever saw,

NORA FROM CORK.

“T'm slvln.\_sorr. and an American,” is
what - Nora MeGepe said to the well-
dressed young man at the county falr
who asked her hoyr old she was, It was
jess than a year that Nora had been on
this side the water, but she was trying
with all her might to become‘ American.

Mr. Mc(ié¢e had been here five years or
longer nnd had made a comfortable home
for his family before he sent for them.
Bo it was that Nora had quite a brogue.
This. with her freckles and her little
turned-up rose., made her interesting to

other children, and even ta gRrownups.
Her disposition was perfectly sunny. She
did not mind being laughed at. though
clearly it was painful te her to be called
Irish. What Nora longed for most of all

the crowd when her mother was not look-
ing. snd simply folsaw them out tn the
grounds. Her way .8 aol recominended as
a gooed one, but the s ory has to tell it just
as 't was.

To get past the ticket seller at the gate
was easy enotgh. He jocked out of a high
wndow, ond a tot like Nora simply walked
t..rough, tolding to the long coat tgils of &
fornor. 4

Once inside her patriotic little heart
swelled with a joyous freedom. Her bonnet
was thrown back her head, and she
marched gally around ty see the gights, All
the side shows let he: pass I (free bhecause
she was alone and so0 smali. The young
man to whom she declare:d she was “sivin
and an American” bouzht her two glasses
of pink lemosade. A jJolly, good-nntured
farmer bought Ler a bap of peanuts, and

an

two bovs who had -alied Lier lvish alter-
ward gave her a banan.
The result of all th.s vas that Nora had

no thoughts of ever agalu go'ng home. Shae

pa

was to become a real American. In truth
she never lost a single chance to declare
herself American already.

To Nora's mind nothing in this delight-
ful land of the free was more charming
than public celebrations. She had already
attended one or two, Including the ome
held at the fair grounds on the Fourth of
July. She had gone there with her father
and mother and thought it wonderful.

When the time for the county fair drew
near Nora resolved to go. The first day
she begged her father to take her, in-
sisting that all good Americans ought to
g0. The second day she actually cried to
go. Tne third and last day she dried her
tears, made her own plans—and went!

The way she managed was to get lost In

was perfectly happy, and she was doing like
other Americans do. She knew there were
to be fireworks at migit, and that several
balloons were to go uap. She would see it
all. She coaxed her way past the galeman
into the grandstand ana fiually reached the
glde of the man In thz band who beat the
base drum. This was the pinnacle of her
happiness.

And it was from that hedght that she fell
For there her father found her and ecarried
he. off home. Her ons regret was that she
saw only part of the firovorks, and that the
-man who sent up the balioons did not ask
her to go up in one of them. Nora was
punished, of course, for running away, but
she feels that now she teally and truly Is an
American.

HEROIC BRUNO.

The Great Dane Rescued His Baby Mis-
tress From the Flames. 3
From the Detroit Free Press

Stories of dogs which have rescued peo-
ple from fire or water are not uncommon.
One, however, which comes from Marys-
ville, Cal.,, Is quite new In its detalls. A
heavy forest fire was raging near the llne
between Butte and Yuba countles. A
rancher named Rogers left his little daugh-
ter, Florence, in care of Bruno, a Great
Dane, and with his wife hastened across
the woods to assist a neighbor a mile away
to fight the fire that was threatening his
barn.

In less than an hour the wind shifted s0
as to menace the Rogers' premises. Real-
izing the danger, Rogers, his wife and three
neighbors started on the run; but they
could not keep pace with the flames.

Mrs. Rogers fainted before coming In
sight of the house. When the men reached
the edge of the clearing, the flames wera
all about it, the stables on fire and the
house was just beginning to blaze.

Rogers, now frantic, was preparing to
dash through the circle of flames to rescue
his child. But before he could reach his
house, out burst blg Bruno through the
kitchen window, holding the little girl in
his great jaws.

When he landed with a bounce Bruno
dropped Florence for an Instant; but, pick-
Ing her up agaln, he came bounding o©on
across the clearing, the weeds of which
were then on fire, He ran straight to
Rogers and gently deposited the frightened
chlld at his feet.

Bruno seemed to have realized his own
perll as well as Florence's. He was in a
closed room, and so made a bold dash
through a window with his 1little charge.
Florence's face and hands were painfully
cut with glass and her clothing scorched,
but she was not seriously hurt. The dog
was also gashed, and his hailr burned off

in places. =

Catching Monkeys.
From the New York Tribune.

In the Philippine Islands the natlves
catch monkeys In such a funny way.

The monkeys are very fond of the meat
of cocoanuts, which grow as plentifully
there as apples do in our country. They
are very lazy, though, about gnawing
through the outer bark, and will only do
so when very hungry. The natives take
advantage of their greed and indolence
by cutting a small opening through the
shell, just large enough for Mr. Monkey's
long, thin hand to penetrate. When he

once gets inside he gets his hands full of
delicious, dalnty meat, and his hand is
naturally wider in this act than when It
entered. Finding his hand will not come

Alphabet Story.

Each person must wrlte a story In twen-
ty-six words. Every word to begin with a
different letter of the alphabet in its natur-
al order. For Instance:

A briililant creature dlscouisad every Fri-
day, giving her Interpretations jocosely.
Kindly lawyer, Mr. Norton objected, pru-
fessing quite rudely some trumpery unbe-
Hefs, varied with (e) xalted yells.—Zounds!

This may be varied by using the letters
backward, from Z to A. For the best (or
least bad story) some humorous trifl: can
be presented.

» NEW®E

= PUZZLES

WORDS WITHIN WORDS
Example—A unit within the frame of an animal
Answer—Il—one—sa,

1. To sing low within a part of the hand,

2. A word of deulal within to understand,

3. A fle within Incressed,

4. Unfinished within to speak
tone,

5. To edge within a subject of discourse,

FRUIT PUZZLE.
Out of the letters glven mnke ot least eight kinds
of fruit. The same letter may be usad more than
obce: QOGPHLRCUMINAETE.

HIDDEN FISII.

1. The bird perched on onr maple tree.

2. Louis had a beantiful new rowboat given him.

3. The MHutde apple tree was so weak it had te
be propped.

4. That route is the best, [ think,

§. Go In, Bob, us softly as you ean,

6. These gloger snaps melt In your mouth,

in a lengthened

DIAMONDS,

A—1. A consonant In “letter.’”
8. One who tunes. 4. A binl
being. €. A color. 7. A consonant §n

B—1. A consonant in “sings.'" 2. Not good. 8.
A very good person. 4. A sport. 5. A tronhle. 6,
A conjunctlon. 7. A consonant in “‘sings.”

MIXED SBYLLABLES.

When the following syllables are correcily ar-
ranged six two-syllable words will be formed, Ne
syllable Is to be used more than once:

EN —TACK—LEOP—MEM-AT-TER—ARD-ER
—GINE-LET-—-LEAD—BER.

RHYMING ENIGMA.
My first is in agent, but pever in sale;
My second’s lu storm, but never In gale:
My third 1s in evenlng, but never in morn;
Aly fourth s in grieving, but never in forlorng
My fifth Is In anclent, but never In gray;
sixth Is In April, but never fo May;
seventh's in apple, but never in plum;
elghth Is In cannon, but never in drum;
My ninth 1s In deliclons, but never in niee;
Aly whole 8 a country abounding in fice,

A negntive,
A Epiritual
“Qetrer.*”

2.
5.
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