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FRED’S ERRAND.

would be unconse ous of any trespassing.
Fastening his cartridge belt securely about
waist and roiling up the sleeves of his

] ' S ad 4 S sweater, to give his arms more room, Fred
I had been staying at the post a year plictigrad “T‘" coveted apticies from Goder
ba fore it happened The death of his | po oo pillow and was off for Tony
ther, the colonel’'s sister had left the {9464 horse saw him coming. through the |
r boy etranded in t) SITANE westarn | little window of stable, and whinnied
tit the colonel £ Fhey | @Xpectantly, He, too, was eager to b
o ve i e gt e o oo | out, o0 the puiting on of saddle and bridle
ry kind to him a post, and ey ) oe a thing of a moment. Fred stuck the |
v tid have spolled hin mu pett .'Lgi P in his belt, pul'ed up hls high moe-
| nat been for his own z2turdy nature | © more securely, and, springing on
is g tt love for hors s thirew m much | Tony's back. they were off 1 ke a flash
with tha men who had them 3 cnd |  The returning tronpers couid not ]-- mare
wit} o-min who | 3 ' U than ten miles to the south, and, Tony be-
¢ : Ir . qu;; .E. ! s _‘,J ::..'_:;1 | fng fresh. they might cover the ground In
. 2 an hour
5% "L"_'Iry"! ":"””," hicdebckel el ul brown | .Huri cnough, within that time Fred saw
cyemsanil ol ”""'1',“:-." ,] A I‘_h" i\ the smoke of camp fires, and was soon
S took to each other at once. and even | o % his friends, giving a breathless ac-
= "'"l_"' s In, ’ St 1.3 & i }.lH | count of the colonel’s predicament.
and a ';_r,.n \\-n.,u‘. |._..| ) -_\.-r It was so blazing hot we halted for a
i =tolld facesg as they wa them g S 5 R 7 el e
ng Across the plaln t'me, and the Indians J:I..””]ﬂ L_ == L_
AN S e e = sackies ey = been so friendly we didn't scent any dan-
e EVeEnng n rea ne wvfter a § s i
g chas Fred found the 1 In the i ger. We'll break camp ::m»] .-a.m.Tl at nn‘;.-.,
ary e Kad up as 1 heard his | sauid the ”n"wn"_nl In charge. ,.SLU’ DELS
w'e foms He had been bending | nru.’_gn back with us, youngster ,
a hugs i Aand 1d been jotting | 'No, uncle would miss me, and he CAL S
wa his caleulations on a pad. Frod | Spare men to send out searching. It's 6
. d wat unele's nick move- | o'clock now; just give ma a dsink of wa-
" Fin ionel tossed his pencil I ter and a biscult, and do the sama for
! Tony, we must be back at tue post for our
s the use of caly t'on when the l 8 o'rvlock breakfast.'”
. riing within ten feet of “Hug the hills as ¢lose as you can; you'll
he exclaimen ’ find plenty of Indians on the plains, and
| enemj i oed Fred, pricking up | It's just as well to dodge 'em. I'd send
Hie | some one back with vou, but that might
s Indinns. 1 ha word that they | look suspicious. Tell the ®olonel we'll be
HE TURNED IN HIS SADDLE AND FIRED.
1 i attack the post I wish I had 1 in tonight by the hill road and give the
: W n hereeperhaps that |8 why the | red rascals the slip. They think we're
1 ¥ : rising—they know I'm shorl.” Euing tomorrow across the plains.”
(¥ Lhey've been gone two weeks,” sald So Fred =el out on the home rlde, but
1 I “they ought ta be back by now. They | from the start Tony was restlve—snorting,
t went to A for provisions.” reanring and shaking hig head, till once
il I8 what It bean caleulating.”” Fred was forced to use his spur. But a
J lonel spoke quite as gravely as If he | glunce down at the plaln below convinced
w wnsulting with his officers “They | him that Tony's scent was Keener than
s 1 have been here yostorday at the | Lls, for two Indians were racing there,
1 st I wish I knew what was the matter, | within shooting distance, their carbines
¥ I cannot spare a man.” pointed at him,
w about Tony and me, uncle?’ “ix0 It. Tony, go il!" he cried. Tony laid
{he colonel wheeled around and Knalt his | hack his ears, streiched out his legs and
wa the wind falrly whistled as they ran.
Lok here, Fred, no nocnsense! Tony and Fred had his pistol ready, and trusting
\ mist Keep out of all this; there's no | {5 Tony's sure feet, turned in his saddle
West Pelnt for you, if you disobey 'J?d“l‘a-': and fired. One of the riders dropped. the
[ won't disobey orders if T can help it other gave a yell that rolled over the plain.
guld tl hoy, “but some= one has to go, and The horse and the boy sped faster. Fred
' Indiang ar go used tor =eeing us | g1{]) turning In his saddle with his pistol
s amer over the country that they will ready They were a mile from the post
tuke no noties. Let me go, uncle. T can | pow” byt well ahead of the pursuing In-
#lio) Barnes taught me. 11 put on my | ginns, who could be seen in great num-
e belt, and Barnes will lend me his bers dartlng over the plain.
I ’ it Fred raised his volre and gave the well-
Nuve declared the colonel “Now known cavalry “Halloo!” It was anawered
and dross for dinner, Uil manage the | oo 0i0kly that the boy knew he was close
t way I can™ to the post.
fier dinner Fred roamed restlessly Five minutes later they dashed !nto the
3 No one knew the resurces of the stockade, dusty, hot and breathless. Fred
pust bett than he did. Men and provi- | . ceq his arms as he saw the colonel.
s one were shorl, even the ammunition “It's all right, ancle, they'll be in to-
moght glve out, and, as the colonel sald, night. Couldn’t help 1t, sir, there was no
1 » was no one to send. one but Tony and me, and—-"
No one but Tony and me!" he repeated. 3ut the shouts of the men broke loose
*No one!” and the colonel’'s stern face relaxed.
All that night he lay awake. but when “How about West Polnt?” asked Fred,
tiee first streaks of daown appeared anxlously.
} g nd it no longer. Hurrledly “What's the matter with West Point,”
dress downs < and let him- | asked some one in the crowd.
. M« Barnes pt “Oh, it's all right!” and there was such
the or under his | g cheer that even the colonel was borne
a'so the pis which Fred | it.
d himself many a Barn=8 was 1' | forglve you—this time,"” he =ald, smil-
™ vy sleeper, and w a lttle care | ing down into the uplurned face.
A GAME r doing this he stands beside the blind-
. player, who is termed a “‘wreck,"
and crles aloud: 8. B. Kentucky s or-
ANY PORT IN TIME OF STORM. dered to the port of Liverpool.” Where-
) i . upon the ship of that name and the port
he players sit in two lines opposite change places, and the “‘wreck” tries to
other at some little distance apart slip into one of the empty places. Then
v n two members stand between, one of | the player who rcalls out the changes may
o is blindfolded; the other, in a whis- | BIve *the wreck™ a better ur\pur:unityv by
N s ¢ ade of the | S8¥ing: “London, Boston and New York
Rives the players n -lh 9 e a0 Ll call for aid from S. 8. Kf‘ﬂlll(.'k_\" the
the names of vessels for instance, "3 | Maine, the St. Louls.” In the general
6 Kentucky,” *“the M i ete The | scramble the “wreck”™ usually finds a port,
i r side he names different ports | and the one without a seat becomes the
* as Liverpool, Boston New York ete “"wreck."

A FORTUNATE DELAY.

BY N. JAMES,

Tottie was guite an old dog; his ha r was
rough, his eyes were bleary anid his l2gs
were “wobbly.” Hls days of us>fulness
were over, but he was still the idol of the
Brown family; and now that he could no
longer crunch bonss it beeame an unwrit-
ten law that some one should cut up his
food in small, easily swallowed pleces.
l.ikewise, since he could no longer rum,
some one took him out each day, at the
end of a string; and since he was no longer
useful ag a watchman, the two Brown girls,
Elsie and Jennie, made a soft bed for him
In a corner of thelr room. Totte Wwas
asthmatic, sleeping restlessly and breath-
ing heavily, and Jennle often arosz in the
early hours that he was comfort-
able.

They were all prepared for his approach-

10 see

ing end, and after sarious consaltation
the family decided that he should not de
in paln. At the first sign of collaps® a

merciful dose of chloroform would be more
humane than to let him live and suffer.

“The old fellow’ll give us plenty of warn-
Ing,” sald Frank. *“He'll roll over on his
side=, curl up his legs and turn up h's eves,
He'll try to crawl over into a corner, that's
the way they do; then it's all up, and iU's
best to help him out of the world.”

So It is hardly to be wondered at that
when Jennle, awnkened one night by a
gueer gasping sound, arose and saw Tottle
in a buneh upon the floor, she woke Elsle
in an agony of aiarm.

The poor old dog certainly seemed in a
pitiable state, and Elsie and Jennle looked
At each other in dismay. It was one of
those rare occasfons when Mr. and Mra.
Brown had left the young ones. They had
Eane to stop over night with a friend In
the city, and Frank was at college, and
here was Tottle—dying perhaps!

Jennle lopked at the clock; it was long
after midnight.

“1'll hunt for some chloroform,” she
said, “thers may be some In mother's
medicine closet. Walt here, Elsie, I'll be
ba -k In a moment.”

Slipping on her dressing gown Jennie
ran across the hall, but soon returned,
shaking her head.

“There's none to be found; what shall
we do?"

“If only Frank were here we could send
him to town for it,” said Elsie, “Toltie
seems to be in g bad way.”

“Maybe there's some across the street
at the hospital,” said Jennie, making a
hasty toilet. *T'Il run over and see.’

As she opened the front door. Patrick,
the night watchman, came alongslde.

“Whativer's the mather?’ he asked.
had known the Brown family from
fancy. Jennie explained.

He
In-

“Sihure, the law was to kill him; lave |

him tn me, an® git the chloryform.”

Much relieved, Jennle went on her er-
rand. Fut they were out of chloroform
at the hospital, and the girls were at thelr
wits' end.

The Browns lived on the outskirts of a
country village, and the nearest drug store
was At least two miles away. It was
useless to wake the servants, who would
sleepily refuse to go; still more useless to
rouse Mliss Cornwall, the governess, who
would peremptorily ordsr them to bed.
There was only one thing for them to do
—to leave Patrick In charge and slip away
to the villuge themselves. It was a dar-
ing thing at that hour, for the road was
dark and lonely, but, as Jennle afterward
explained, It wes a case of life and death.
S0 these brave llttle maidens set out, es-

caping by the back door, so Patrick !
wouldn't rouse the house If he missed
them.

They ran most of the way, frightened at
the very sound of the!lr own foulsteps. For-
tunately the night was warm and the moon
lit up the dark places, and, hav ng each
other for compauny, It was not as lonely as
usual.

But all their trouble went for nihing.
After rousing the druggist and explainng
their need, they found there was not a
drop of chloroform in the drug store.

“But you musin't go home alone,™
the good man, and calling h's own
triever, he went back with them. .

“Patrick may have to shoot the poor
beast,”” he said, as they neared the house.
His dog gave a deep bark, and a quavering
echo came from Brown's front porch, where
Tottle stood wagging his feeble tail.

The grls gave a shout o” joy.

“Tottie, Tottle!” theyv called, and Tottie
came wearlly down the steps, after the
manner of the very old.

“*He's all right,”” said Patrek, with a
grin. *U'p to sume of his old tricks, 1
guess, playin’' dead an’ the likes o' that. He
was holdin® of his paw, kind o limp; 1
think he’'d bin slapin’ on It. But whin I
said, ‘Git up, Tottle,” up he gol, as spry es
Lthe youngest.”

“Dear old Tottle!”" and Jennie cast her
arms around his venerabls neck, Elsie fol-
lowing suit. Tottle blinked and actually
smiled over the demonstration. He barked
hood-Lye to the big retriever, who barked
back, while the girls shook hands with the
good-natured drugglst. Then they all went
to bed once more, and Tottie was carefully
tucked up and left to slumber bilssfully,
little dreaming how near he had been to
his laat sleep.

THE SAD CASE OF TOMMY
DCHOOL.

BY MARY

Little Tommy Dehool
Had a dreadful time at school,
For sapelling aml pronouncing made him sad,
When theyr teught him rough was ruff
He insisted dough was dulf;
He drove his patlent teacher nearly mad.
When he found that tough was tuff
He repllied that bough was bnff,
And he wept upon his desk when others roared.
When he sald that cough was corf
And rough was surely rorf
Her wrath the patient teacher on him poured.
But when Tommy was 8 man,
Belleve me, yé who can,
He made a dictionas
And every fearful wo
Was spelled as it was heard,
And the volume brought bim hoards of honest pelf,

said
re-

ALDEN.

all himself,

THE GREAT HOUSEBUILDING
ASSOCIATION.

A STORY WITH A PROVERB.

“T have found it! I have found it!"” cried
Chirpy Sparrow to his mate. “"Really enough
matarial, my dear, to last us for the build-
ing of many homes."

“We want only omne,”” said Mrs. Chirpy.
who was a practical little housekeeper.

“Yes; but we can store AWAY any quan-
tity for next year.”

“What is it?” inguired the lauyv.

“Come, T'll take you to see for yourself,”
and, spreading his wings, Mr Chirpy flew
straight to the top of a mnearby house,
alighting on a clothes line, which swayed
to the motlon of h!s body. Mrs. Chirpy fol-
lowed him eclosely

“Welll” she sald, just like a woman, “I
prefer straw to new rope: all the pecking
in the world would scarcely get a strand.”

Mr. Chirpy winked, and po'nted to a hard-
looking knot toward the end of the line.
Mrs. Chirpy went over to inspect.

“Oh, this is different!’ she called over her
stoulder; then she went at it with beak angd
claw. and Mr. Ch'rpy came over to help.

“1sn’t this a fnd?"" he asked, as they flew

together with a generous supply to the
stone cornice where they had decided to
build.

“I should say so, but what is the use sav-
mg it? We may find something belter next
year. If you wer: a man of business, my
dear, you'd make something out of this dis-
covery."

Mr. Chirpy smiled, as if women under-
stood about business!

“Oh, you may laugh!”
Liad started work
organized a great

said his wife, who
meanwhi.e, “hut If you
housebullding associa-
tion you could receive payment In early
morning worms. You know how you hate
tu get up and how necessary an early worm
is to me while I am brooding. Besldes
which, Sparrowville would be so much im-
proved if the houses were better built and
thils material 1s too lovely for anything.”
“Well-well—well!” sald Mr. Chirpy, “I'll
consider it.”

Mrs. Chirpy smiled to herself; she knew

the “early worm' scheme had ‘‘fetched”
him. And slie was right.
By noon the news had spread and the

great housebuilding association was organ-
ized with as much clatter and chatter as if
they were stock hrokers. Sad to relate,
however, all was not peace and harmony,
for when Mr. Chirpy retired from business
with his pockets full of promissory notes

for early morning worms there was a light- |

ning ruzh for the knot of rope. It was
scarcely large enough to hold more than
Lalf a dozen workers at a time, so, having
nothing eise to pock at, the onlookers peck-
ed at one anolher.

"Mr. and Mrs. Chirpy looked on aghast,

“Really,” said Mr. Chirpy, "1 never
imagined this sort of thing.”

“How could you be such a stupld?' said
his wife. *“You should have delivered all
the rope yourself. It would have saved no
end of trouble and bad feeling."

Mr. Chirpy threw back his head and
laughed until he nearly fell off his perch.

“Deliver the rope myself!” he repeated.
“Why, I'd rather have goiten the early
morning worm!"”

“A worm in one’'a beak,"” said Mrs. Chirpy,
““is better than any promise. I'm afrald the
housebullding assoclation will get ahead of
you."'

“It's your fault,"” eald Mr. Chirpy, huflly.

“Well, T never! Mrs. Chirpy folded her

beak and her bright eyes glittered angrily.”
{ That was so llke a man,

But each day the trouble Increased, until
the ceaseless squabble of the small birds
roused the neighborhood. The sparrows
tore and tor2 at the bit of rope until the
ends were frayed and it hung loosely.

Then, alas! the Great Housebuilding
Association came to a sudden and direful
end, for a housemaid came up on the roof,
coiled up the rope and took it away. And
only three worms left as payment at the
Chirpys’ door,

“There!" said the lttle wife, I told you
so! What are we to do? t's only the
early bird that catches the worm, you
know."

Mr. Chirpy shifted uneasily from one leg
to the other; he had heard that so often,
It was one of Mrs. Chirpy's pet sayings.
He glanced at the tired, anxious face of hia
mate, at the new-lined nest, ready for the
cges, which must soon be laid, and his duly
was plain.

“Call me at sunrise,” he sald, as he tuck-
ed his head under his wing.

THE FRUIT BASKET.

This game may be played either with
chairs or benches if chalrs are not con-
venient., Arrange an even number, say four-
teen chairs in two parallel lines, seven In a
lin>, Fourteen giris are seaied In thes=
chairs, and the fifteenth odd one stands be-
tween the rows, carrving a covered basket.
Bhe walks up and down swinging it. She
steps suddenly before the first ang says:

“I've been in the garden this morning
gathering currants.” As she says the name
of the fruit the first girl must cry:

“Currantg, currants, currants!” before
the odd girl says it agaln, and thls is re-
peated down the lines, chang!ng the name
of the fruit each tim=. At the first failure
every one jumps up and changes her seat,
and in the confusion the odd girl must try
and get a seat, there being one, of course,
always left to take her place, and so it goes
on. =

SUPPOSE.

Suppose some one should advertise
For children brave and true,

Who'd have the courage to say '‘no'’
When asked a wrong to do.

Buppose the wrong was something nice
You'd always longed to do.

I wonder if the answer would
Coutain a pote from you?

BHSenuE Now TuE FLooR Awp PRONT

SRAT 1§ SASTED v AuTE 0 as weT
Yo veweu vug wres..

MopEL

cardboard and
Hend on dotted
B on the inside

Paste on a plece «f light
t around outllines.
« and paste flap B

1

|

of the car “B”; “C C'" at “C" and "D D"
at “D." Paste in the front seat and floor
as marked; also the back seat., Make a

“A’" and through the spool. Place the gar
on a large plece of cardboard and tiit it so
the car will move about,

A

FABLES OF TOYLAND.

The Unassuming Jack-in-the-Box.
BY W. L. LARNED

Covered with the cobwehs and both vic-
tims of long neglect, the Jack-in-the-Box
and the 8pring Lamb sat side by side. This
was in a very obscure part of the attie,
where children scarcely ever caresd to go.
and in consecuence it looked very much
as if the two tay friends would remain
there until the children's children should
discover them.

1l certainly regret to see that you Are 80
mild In your manners,” said the Spring
Lamb one evening. “Those rats have been
playing all over you fer days now, and you
agreeably sabmit to it without a protest. 1
can understand sweet amlability and a de-
sire to meet the tr.als of this world with
fortitude, but you iake things too far.”

The Jack-in-the-Box made no reply: he
was wise enough 1o realize that a life in the
attle had made the Spring Lamb some what
dyspeptic and sour. Argument would have

Bone no further than his own red-banded
box.

“Take a lesson from ME,” went on the
Spring Lamb, with evident Irritation. *“Do

I allow familiarty? Not a bit of it! Wher-
ever the members of that detestable Mouse
family medd!e with me up 1 jump and
frigiiten them awav. As for YOU you let
then crawl over you and arvund you wiih-
out 4 wink of the eye,

Even as he =;oke Mr. and Mrs. Mouse,
With quite a ga.uering of JOungs ers, came

out of a nole Hoor and went sgqueak-
iNg across (o Jack-in-the-sox tor a
Pra) -

SUust stay bere awhile and amuse your-
SEIVEE, | Si.d MTS. M0OUSe, WRViNE i wArn-
ng with ner Uny fvoe. “Don't geacle with
Bnyulng ibar deesn i concern you, and,

dOuve all else, av o Liing of touciung e
pami on yopder box two of my ne.gnopor's
Cluluren went inte £_sasms from 1T yester-

aay.

It has grown to be Gquile a custom nowa-
days for young BeOiie  ty aisobey  their
paients, and tnils 1auit is not <ondned to
two-legged creatures, for no souner had
Mr. anu Mrs. Mouse Eone vown lito tne
nexi wall than tiweir uisonea, nt onspring
madae a running start for Mr. J cKk-n-the
20x and began .asung tne paint with
“h.IL'.!] his s=ev-re woouen overcoat was
mudae,

The 8pring Lamb be Fan 1o snicker.

UL knew ! lie declured, cadling across
thedarkened attic room. 1 knew fi- you arae
a full-fledged grandfather lor every ani-
mated creacure o Lhis sectipn, he it mouse

or silver bug.
ing at you in
imaginable!"

imi

All went very well with the infant mem-
bers of

Look 2t ‘em—they're Enaw-
the inost Impudent fashion

of the mouse family, unti!, in thelr
mischievous nibbling, littde Willle Mouss
unfastened the catch that held down the

top of the box. With all the concentrated
actlon of a wyear of confinement, Jack
pushed himself upward, and lo!'—four wee
mice were sent tlying agalnst the rafters
amid a tangle of spider webs. An hour
later when Mr. and Mrs. Mouse returned
for their children ihey found that three
were lame and one had heen bitten by Sir
Spilder as It hung, head downward, from
the web.

The Spring Lamb gave no more lectures—
he looks with the greatest respect upon his
neighbor; for now even silvergbhugs walk
by the celling-road when they want to cross

the room.
Moral -Because some people are most
agreea’ le 1o us and permit of many in-

conveniences in their good nature, do not
suppose that they will stand for everything.
When you play with an Innocent litt'e toy
be carerul that :ou do not strike the spring.

POOR BOBBY LINKUM.

0ld Bobby Linkum hung in his cage feel-
ing decidedly ill. and mother watched Don-
ald and thought how best she could com-
fort him in case Bobby Linkum shouid die.
Finally she sald:

“Donald, you know Bobby is very old,
and he may not live long; but he has had
a plentiful, happy Iife, and when he dies
we will put him a pretty box, cover him
with flowers and plant him under the rose
bush."

Whlle mother was spraking Donald’'s face

lost the woe-begone look, and an expres-,

sion of intense interest followed. He took

to standing beside the cage eyeing Bobby
Linkum with an anxious gaze. Finally he
gave a deep zigh and turned away.
“Welll” he mutiered, “if you are going to
bz siily enough to keep on llving when you
might have that lovely funeral, I'm going

to play horse!

A QUEER WAGER.

A little boy said to hls sister the other
day: *“I bet I ean coax you to set fire to
your dress."”

“Well, T just guess you can’'t!"” she crled
scornfully.

“What do you bet?”

“You are silly; ot course
Why should 1 bet anything?”’

“Well, I'm willlng to wager my new jack-
knife.”” t

“All right,” laughed she, “I'll wager my
Paris doll that you cannot.” Then the boy
began:

“"Please set flre to your dress!
please do!"

“Are you tlred?"
length.

““Well, I've won my bet all right; I sa'd
I would coax you to do it, and I have,”
sald the boy.

And now that brother and sister are try-
Ing to declde the bet. And he is wondering
if he wants the doll, and she I8 wondering
if she wants the jackknife, anyhow.

IF | WERE A BEAR.

1 do declare,
It 1 were a bear
And wanted to creep
Away to eleep

The whole long season through,
1 woulil not go
When the cold winds hlow,
When there's heaps of snow,
When there's skating nights,
And snow beil fights,

Aud lots of to do.

1 do declare,
If I were a bear
And wanted to creep
Away to sleep
The long, long season through,
I'd wait till the breeze
Saug eoft In the treea
A lullaby with the birds and the bees,
When the drowsy hum
Of the Inserta come,
Then down by the cool
0ld swluming pool
I'd lle end doze
Until, who knows?
The winter snows
Wounld waken me.
If 1 were a bear.

I do dec
just what I should de,

That's
IF ONLY.

1'd llke to be a poet,
And I could be, every time,
1f only when I bhad a thought
I'd find a proper rhyme.

I should llke to be an artist,
Portralt in the Hall of Fame;

But the plcture that I dream of
On the paper's not the same.

1 would like to be a singer,

And the world by storm I'd take,
If only, when I tried to sing,

My poor volce did not break.

Bo, after all, try as I may,
With anguish or with joy,

I'll have to be content, I »'poss,
With belng just a

you cannot.

Please,

asked his slster at

Audrewn
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LITTLE ARTISTS.

Written for The Star hy Marietta M

‘ﬁ an L )
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»

When people “paint from Nature” they sit down on the ground,
And never pay attention to any sight or sound,

But stare and stare at “Nature” and squint and squint and squint,
And study every “value” and every tone and tint,

When people “paint from Nature” they let mosquitoes bite;
Endure fatigue and hunger, if but the sketch comes right;

Forget their nearest relatives, hear not their supper-gong.
Forget that time is passing and the homeward way is long—
When people “paint from Nature” they really do not care

For their most fascinating friends, should such, by chance, appear;

And all they ask of man or beast, is to be let alone,

To stare and squint at “Nature” and study tint and tone,

A TRICK WITH A WATCH.

Will some one be kind enough to let me

have a wateh? Thank youl

I take this

sheet of paper (a page of a newspaper) and
make a cornucopla, in which -1 place the

watch. But how Is this? The watch has
disappeared. I unroll the sheet of paper
and nothing can be seen of the timeplece.
Fortunate'y I possess a s=prig of the Aus-
tralian watch tree, which I Insert in a

flower pot, to give it a chance to root. I
will cover it up with a simple cover, made
of paper, so! fore long your watch will
be found clinging to the root of this llittle
sprig. There! 1 return the watch with

many thanks; it will be found quite intact,
above splendid trick can be done
with wery little preparation. The nows-

paper used for the cornucopia is not a

J

lp:aln sheet of paper, but a sort of bag
made by pasting half a sheet of newspapei
to the sheet, leaving the to open, When
the cornucopia 1s being made beg.n at the
corner of the top of the bag and the douhle
sheet of paper will give you a division (Sae
W in Fig. 1), which can be pressed to one
side or the other, The performer slips the
watch into the pocket R, and the watch has
disappeared when the sheet of paper is un-
foided. But how can we get the watch to
cling to the flower?

Fill a flower pot loosely with dry earth,
not quite to the rim, and make a hole In
the center. Any sprig is fitted with a hook
made of wire (see Fig, II) and stuck Into
the ground close to the center hole. Tak-
ing up the sheet of news=paper with the
watch in the pocket, the performer turns It
in such a way that the opening of the bag
Is toward the Hower pot, the watch slides
Into the hole in the center, indicated by the
arrow In Fig, I1I. The former fo.ds the
sheet of paper as shown In Fig. IV, and
sticks A and B together (see Fig. V). This
cover Is laid aside and the watch tree
sprig 18 p'anted in the flower pot, at the
same time the ring of the watch Is hooked
to the little sprig. Then the plant {s cov-
ered with the paper cover, which Is re-
moved immedlately, the sprig is pulled out
of l:he ground with the watch hanging
to it.

A QUEER MUSICIAN.

If any boy or glrl who has a garden,
and is not afrald of creeping, crawling
things, will take a snall and place it on an
ordinary pane of glass, he or she will hear
something amusing when the snail begins
to crawl.

POSTMAN'S BAG.
1. A part of the year lost a letter and became an

Insect. 2. A musical lnstrument lost a letter and
became chance. 3. A tool for shaping wetal lost
two letters and became to droop.

HIDDEN BIRDS.

1. I must have that pretty plllow repovated. 2.
All the children will rome dauclug In with rushes
iniulheir hands. B. He was [uolish to try to reb
niians.

BEHEADINGS.
Behend: 1. To prop and leave to run swiftly;
again and leave one. 2. To haul and leave under-
tone. 8. To smooth and leave to own.

PIED PROVERB.
“'Sa het wigt sl tebn het rete sl nilednic,”™

RHYMING ENIGMA.
My first Is In lace, but never In tle:
My wecond’s In laugh, but pever in mighg
My third Is ln can, but pever in jar;
My fourth s In dirt, but never In tar;
My fifth is in you, but never in me;
My whple 18 delicious, as you'll all agree.

WORD SQUARE.

1. Strong cord. 2. To uuclose.

8. Han 4
Limits. =

RIDDLE.

A striklng clock.
CONCEALED WORD SQUARE,

I:I.;‘\H;ND.

r
oLD
FLORA
DRY
A

CHARADE
Concord. =
PIED I'ROVERE.
An ounce of prevention Is worth a pound of cure

BEHEADINGS,

1. Rend-end. 2. Hour-ouwr. 3. Drake-rake.




