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BALLAD OF THE ALARM CLOCK.

I bought a clock not long ago,
To give me timely warning
That I must rise in time to go
To busimess In the morning.

Yet now I loathe its pallid face,
Set round with Inky numbers,

her discomfiture, ‘twould you like to
see it?" And he took out his wallet
to find the bit of paper. She let
him search for a while and in re-
ply to ‘his “Why, I must have lost
it,” coolly remarked. *“Yes, you lost
it and -chose a very good place to
drop it. After you left I found this

And hate the gong upon its cade,
That shatters my sweet slumbers.

A rounded horror, nickeled bright!
I'd sooner take a licking

Than waken in the dead of night,
And hear the thing a-ticking.

New husheq to a low, scarce heard
beat,
Now loud as drums in battle;
Now deathly slow and then so fleet
It makes the whole case rattle.

1 wrap ltﬁ a coverlet
And in my closet stow it;

"Then try my best to sleep—and yet

'
l;

It's ticking, and I know it.

‘Worn out at length, my eyellds close;
Then, with a sudden clanging,
And jingle-jangle, off it goes,
Amllng and a-whanging.
—Chicago-Record.
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“Haven't you forgotten something,
dear?” With a half-Injured, quizzical
look Nora Merrill stood In mock des-
pair awalting the return of the
man, who, half way down the stairs,
turned at the sound of her voice and
sheepishly clambered baok.

“Forgive me, sweetheart,” he said,
after having somewhat more  than
made up for his omisslon. *“That af-
¢alr drove everything from my mind
for A moment. But you know what
it means to me, and consequently, I
hope, to you.”

“But I don't know what it means
“to you. All I know ig that you were
to take me to the thedtre tonight and
here it I8 five o'clock and you burst
in on me all excited, and rush off
again leaving me to be satisfled with
the remark that something is in the
wind, and goodness knows what it
can be, that compels you to postpone
our theatre trip, Somethinpg that
may mean much to us both; some-
thing you don't wish to tell me until
pou make sure the news is good.”

“Trust me, dear,” replied the
young man, watch in hand, palpably
anxious to be off. “I'll be over to-
morrow at 10 and tell you all about
it. Just one more,” and suiting the
action to the word, he dashed down
the stalrs, again leaving behind him
a tearful and perplexed girl.

Slowly she turned back, every
nerve aguiver with resentment over
such cavaller treatment. Glancing
to the floor the first object that met
her eye was a slip of yellow paper
protruding from beneath the chalr
her fiance had occupled for the few
short moments he had been in the
room. “A telegram,” she murmured.
“Phil must have dropped it accldent-
ally.” She held it, still folded, for a
short while, waging a feeble strug-
gle against her natural desire to read
it. ‘T feel l¥ke an eavesdropper,”
she continued aloud, *‘but oh, I am so
worried. I must know what it says.”
In feverish haste she unfolded the
message and’ read the words that
turned her to icy coldness:

‘‘Mr. Philip Dacre, Hotel Bennison,
Boston, Mass.:

“Plag Fall River tonight; will ex-
pect you before the show.

: CMAY."
Sick at heart she crushed the bit
of paper in her hand and staggering
across the room to a divan, fell limp-
ly upon it, sobbing to the verge of
exhaustion, At length.she arose, her
pale face set with grim determina-
tion. Stralghtening out and folding
the telegram, she placed it in her
coreage; then, in a revulsion of feel-
ing, hastily tore it from such too in-
timate assoclation -with her person,
placed it In a desk, and with a men-
tal_“Until 10 to-morrow” bravely

“dabbed the few remaining tears from

her eyes and left the room.

Phillp Dacre was a clever young
man, if somewhat Impecunious as
most young dramatists are apt to be.
His undergraduate play, written not
80 long ago but that its pungent
phrases and scintillating dialogue
were still the talk of the faculty, de-
clded his career. Except for the pro-
duction of a few short sketches in
vaudeville, nothing of moment from
his pen: had succeeded in breaking
through the wall of managerial in-
difference, ‘the wall that of late had
seemed to become more and more
impenetrable. Time and-again had
he confided his plans and hopes to
the dear little woman whom he had
Just left’ plans and hopes that had
all com@é to naught. Tardlly had
comé™td* him. the wisdom of accom-
plishing first and talking afterward.
“I might have told her at least that
Deane wanted to see me, even |t
nothing came of it he mused.
“However, tonight will tell the tale
and if everything goes through Nora
won't mind having been left in the
dark for a while.” And he hurried
on,

Precisely at 10 the next morning,
his face glowing In pleased anticipa-
tion of his reception, young Dacre
rang the bell at the home of Miss
Merrill and a moment later, with a
cheery “Good inorning, dear,” {nclin-
ed his head for the expected kiss.

“One moment, please,” she coldly
remarked, avolding him. “How did
you find May?"

In bewildered astonishment came
the reply. “May who?"

“Possibly you did not see a young
lady on your trip?”

“Yes, I saw about five.”

“Oh, the Turk,” she mentally ejac-
ulated. Then aloud, “And May was
there, no doubt?”

“What In the world are you talk-
ing about; dearie?” For reply she
moved swiltly to her escritoire and
nervously fumbling among some pa-
pers In it presently drew forth the
telegram, holding it behind her back.
“Dld you recelyve a telegram yester-
day?" she asked, eyeing him intently.

“Yes, but how did you know?"

“Was it the cause of your break-
ing your engagement with me for
last evening?"

“Yes, it was. And now,” his face
lighting up In smused expectation

age under the chair you had
been sitting upon.”
With a queer look of anxiety at
her he took the telegram and glanc
ed at {t. “Yes,” he sald, “this is
the mes——" and suddenly shriek-
ing with laughter he dropped into a
chair, convulsed with merriment, un-
able to speak for a moment. Then
assuming an Injured alr he. started.
“Nora, dear——"

“Don’t you ever call me
again,” she cried violently,

“Nora, dear,” he mepeated, with
emphasis, “did you ever hear me
speak of my friend Maxwell Deane,
one of Frolasco's managers?”’

“Yes,” she replied, “he is travel
ling with the new play ‘Forget-me-
not,” 1 belleve.”

“Precisely. Having doubts of the
success of the play, I submitted my
new pliy to him. They have been
trylng out ‘Forget-me-not' on the
road before taking it to New York
for & run, but the play Is a frost
and will be taken off. Mine goes on
in two weeks; good old Max worked
up a hearing for it and wired me
yesterday to oome on and see him.”

“But the telegram?” she asked,
still incredulous. “I fail to see who
May 18, and why she also should
have sent for you."

Before replying he walked over to
her side, placed an unresisted arm
about her walst, and leaning over
whispered with stage accents into
her astonished ear, “Read M-A-X for
M-A-Y. The stupid telegraph opera-
tor made a mistake. I did not notice
it yesterday.”

The tenslon relaxed, her limp form
swayed against his and through
tears of mingled joy and indignation
she managed to say, “Oh, Phil, dear,
don’t you think we ought to sue
them?” But his amused, happy reply
did not take the form of words.—
Boston Post.

‘dear’

THE MIDDLE AGED MAN.

Something Sald to Him by the Den.
tist Sets Him Thinking.

“My dentist tells me,” sald the
middle aged man, “that my teeth will
last as long as I do; and when he
sald that to me I was at first pleas-
ed, because then it seemed to mean
shmply that I still had pretty good
teeth, good for a long time yet, and
I thought that some day I would
say to him, sort of half jokingly:

“iDoctor, you tell me my teeth
will last a8 long as I will—about how
long do you think my teeth will last?'

‘“In that way, you see, by indirec-
tion I am going to get a line on how
much longer ‘he thought I was likely
to llve; and as I thought that over
I smiled to myself, thinking that was
a pretty bright idea, but do you
know that when I came to think it
over again I dldn't ask him finally?
I dldn't.

“Because I think he
‘have been going to him now for
years and he knows my teeth
through and through. He knows by
them how old I am and he knows thelr
rate of wear exactly and how much
longer they will last, and he could tell
me how much longer I will last. But
1 haven't asked him because I don't
want to know, I don't want to know
at all,

“As a matter of fact I think that
when we-come to my time ot lite we
don't much fancy dwelllng on that;
though there are times when it
seems to intrude itself when we real-
ize that the years ahead of us are
not sp many as—well, as they were
some years ago, when life seemed
to us Interminable. Any actuary
could tell us what our expectation of
life may be at the present moment.

“We expect, of course, that we are
going to live longer, to be the excep-
tion, but even if we should so prove
we can count the years still coming
to us without using many figures. We
are getting to where we can see the
end if we look that way, and I can't
say that I have any fear of it, but
I certainly don't find any pleasure
contemplating it; I'd rather stay.

“So I haven't asked the dentist be-
cause I don't want to know. The
thought of it does-drift in on me once
in a while, but when it does I shunt
it off and get busy and keep plugging
and take 'a cheerful view.

“I'm glad my teeth are good, any-
how."—New York Sun.

knows. 1

FAMOUS TEA DRINKERS.

Johnson Heads the List With a Ca-
pacity of 25 Cups at a Sitting.

Napoleon, like Johnson, was a
hardened tea drinker, and so, a cen-
tury later, was Mr. Gladstone, who
confessed that “he drank-more tea
between midnight and 4 In the morn.
ing than any other member of the
House of Commons, and that the
strougest brew of it never interfered
with his sleep.”

The dish of tea was one of the
most important factors in Johnson's
life. Proficlency in the gentle art of
tea brewing was regarded by him as
an essentlal attribute of the perfect
woman, and there can be no doubt
that his female friends (apd thelr
name was legion) did their best to
gratify his amlable weakness.

Richard Cumberland tella us, says
the Gentlewoman, that his Iinordinate
demands for his favorite beverage
were occasionally difficult to comply
with. On Sir Joshua Reynolds re-
minding him that he had already
consumed eleven cups he replied:
“Sir, 1 did not count your glasses of
wine; 'why should you number my

in perfect good humor: “Sir, I should
have released our hostess from any
further trouble, but you have remind-
ed me that I want one more cup
to make up the dozem, and I must
request Mrs. Cumberland to round up
my score.”

When he saw the complacency
with which the lady of the house
obeyed his behests he sald cheerily:
“Madam, I must tell you for your
comfort, you have escaped much bet-
ter than a certaln lady did a while
ago, upon whose patience I Intruded
greatly more than I have yours. She
asked me for no other purpose than
to make a zany of me and set me
gabbling to a parcel of people 1
knew nothing of; so, madam, I had
my revenge on her, for I swallowed
five and twenty cups of her tea”

Cumberland declared that his wife
would gladly have made ten for John-
son “as long as the New River could
have supplied her with water,” for it
was then, and then omnly, he was

{ seen at his happlest moments,

\

cups of tea?’ adding laughingly and-

who after giving him:'his

cup suggested that ruﬂhc supplies
in a small basin mlﬂt ‘be’ agreeable
to him.

“I wonder, madam,” he answered
roughly, why all the ladies ask me
such questions. It {8 to save your-
self trouble, madam, and not me.”

The lady was discreetly silent, and
resumed her task.

FRENCH WRITERS EARN LESS.

Translation of Foreign Novels Have
Spolled the Market.

While the serlal story is it any-

thing more popular than ever as a
newspaper feature in France, Robert
Sherard writes in “My Friends the
French” that the remuneration of
the writers of this kind of fiction is
not as good as It used to be.
That is because the editors find
they can get very good fiction from
foreign publishers. The payment for
the trhnslation rights of a good Eng-
lish, Russian, Italilan. or German
novel would not amount to the twen-
tieth part of the fee which would
be demanded by ,one of the popular
masters of the feullleton.
Formerly these fees - were very
large. According to» the Bookman,
Jules Mary used to recelve 80,000
franos for first serjal use of one of
his thrillers. That would represent
about half of what the manuscript
would produce, for after the tale had
appeared in the paper the' publishers
who issue tales in ten centime parts
would pay him another 25,000 francs
for this use. °

D'Ennery, the author of “The Two
Orphans,” received a franc and a half
a Hne. One of his novels, “An An-
gel's Remorse,” brought: him 70,000
francs. But free trade in ‘fiction, says
Mr.' Sherard, has injured the home
manufacturers, The French publish-
erg can get good translatioms for low
sums, Hachette whenever a large
price is asked for an English novel
produces a recelpt signed by Charles
Dickens, It is for a sum of twenty
pounds and refers to a novel called
“David Copperfield.”

CARE OF OLD GLASS.

Sawdust as a Polisher—Potato Skins
to Clean Decanters.

Antique glass which does not re-
quire mending but {8 dim and lustre-
less may be made to shine and spar-
kle once more It it {8 washed In wa-
ter to which a little ammonia has
been added. ; 2

Soapsuds. spell rulnation to orystal
ware, while drying it with a duster
only. serves to dim it still more, Af-
ter having rinsed and left it to soak
in ammonia water, using a sort
brush if the glass {8 cut into facets
and the dirt has caught in the squares
the article should be placed in & box
and covered with sawdust. After an
hour it will be found that the wood
dust has dried the glass and given
it a dright lustre.

The old fashioned cut crystal de-
canters which are so much used now-
adays become almost hopelessly dis-
colored when they have held old port
or any wine which leaves: a deposit.
To clean them an old fashioned rem-
edy is that.of finely chopped potato
skins with which the decanter should.
be filled, and & cork’ inserted in the
mouth in place of the stopper. This
should be left tor three days for:the
skine to ferment, “when'if should el
mwell shaken, emptied and rinsed with
clear water. The' decanter should
either be reversed and left to drain
for a day or two or may be drled
more expeditiously at the side of the
stove.—London Evening Standard.

THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH.

How the Zunl Indlans Have Marked
the Spot by a Crude Shrine.

Why all this fuss and controversy
as to whether it was Cook or Peary,
or either of them, or both, that dis-
covered the north pole? Surely the
centre of the earth is as important
as either extremity; and the Zunl
Indians have the centre safely cor-
ralled and appropriately marked
upon their reservation. They feel
quite sure of it, angd that ought to be
sufficlent.

In the Zuni cosmogony, the earth
is concelved of as flat, and shaped
like a pancake. Being a chosen peo-
ple of the gods, they were command-
ed early in their tribal career to go
to the exact centre of the world, and
there build their homes; and one of
the most interesting legends of the
people relates the story of thelir wand-
erings In search of the middle place,
and tells how they knew it when
they reached it. It . is. about zoo
yards south of their yillage in west-
ern New Mexico, thirty-five miles
south of Gallup, on the Santa Fe
route. It is marked by a_crude
shrine, bullt ke a bake oven, out
of flat stones. Two large removable
flagstones close the entrance, which
faces the rising sun,

On the top are a number of com-
cretionary formations, known to the
Indians, as thunder stones. In the
interior are large numbers of ‘feath..

earthenware vessels filled with .
red meal, Numerous ceremonial’
dances, In the nature of’ rnlnmnkln(
rites, are pertormed around this holy
place—Kansas City Star.

One Loulislana Womap In Omc_:. -

“There is but one woman in Louls
fana who' holds a BState office, and
special legislation had to be enacted
80 she could 'be eligible,” sald Cap-
tain R. B. Milroy of New Orleans.
*“Under the terms of the Louisiana
statute before any person can hold a
public office of any description 1t is
necessary for such person to be an
elector, and as women, can't vote in
our State the prohibition is 'aimost
absolute. Because of the pecullar fit-
ness and abllity of Miss Jean Gordon
it was desired that she be made fao-
tory Inspector, and so her frlends
were Instrumental In having an
amendment to the. law passed that
authorized the employment of women
in certain specified cases. 4

“Since then a Miss McCall was
elected to be superintendent of
schools of one of our parishes, but it
is not considered at all probable that
she will be deemed ellgible to act,
as her case is entirely different from
that of Miss Gordon. :The Attorney.
General has the question under ad:
visement, and it is not & hard guess
that he will have to decide against
the lady.”—Baltimore American.

The Value Word of Pralse.
What more inspiring than a word
of praise from those we love? It
never breeds vanity; it just makes

us want to be more worthy.

er tufted prayer sticks, and several |

nwmorrumwnonns

. ‘By Bart Kcnnody.
If you have: i brlck ‘handy, present it with-
M| out ceremony o the man who is always tell-
Ing you whaty yther ‘people say about you.

0% himt' with'the brick, and you
will doubtlesaibe locked up for assault; but
you will gain'in the end. ‘For you will have —y
rid yourself of & friend who is more dlntor- /
ous than the most dangerous foe.

Gossip In Itself is not a bad thing at l.ll
And even scandal Is nhbrn in & vast measure of its:
power to injure when tho person ‘about whom it & elr-
culated knows nothing of it If ‘you don't know what
people &re saying about you; the-thing largely is, in ef-
fect, not said. And, even if you do know what is said, \
way of dealing .with it is to wear
It you'do this you will al-
This 1s as true of
human nature as it Is true that it loves gossip and

You will in}

absolutely the bes
a bold, unconsclou front.
ways find people to take your part.

scandal,

It 18 the one who tells who really causes the trouble.
This dealer in-the truth that is noeenurlly in part a lle
causes more mischief than any other kind of criminal.
I say criminal advisedly, for the man ,or the woman
who ‘fs n the habit of tamng ‘Dedple ‘what others say
about them' creates far more mischief and causes far
more migery than the molthbnent and bolder type of
criminal who is sent into ‘penal’ servitude. The law is
unable to touch them, I 'know; but their crimes are
those that the law is unnhle to punlsh

COHPETXT!ON AND BBOTHERROOD 0!‘ m
By Prof. George B. Fouor.

How does. it come that

succumbed to thelir. fate

common,
traces of .civilization!

of life, thus to fill the law of soclial

“in increased capacity to gétve. the interests of ‘other
men, to understand the problems of other men, and to

serve other men's lives, .| .,

In fair competition man lsees all the ‘fooljsh nchem-
ing and striving which goes on around him and makes
him sorry for the people; he trles to be strong so that
he may not be upset by the general confusfon of moral
ideas; he feels that he must'be better, even if he stands
alone, than all his so-called competitors.
mains strong, he will become ever atronger ever freer,
a fountain of life, a stirring example for others, show-
lng them new paths.of life. It is ours, then, to seek
the best, to excel all who llg behind in that which is

maintained his place upon the earth, while
much stronger animals of the primeval World
long ago?
through soclal life; only through the bopd of
it 8o be, primitive order, ‘the first
And the higher hu-
manity has ascénded the ladder of develop-
ment, the clearex is it to be seen that the
power which makes man strong to triumph in the battle

It ll

respect

—

much ‘indebted.

are taught that it

prqnervst.lon and
completely,

almost irresistible
religions
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God -fearing men.:

weaker. man. has

1 Only As.a

ther, in

progress, tonsists: )

hands. But when

disputable.

It he re-

Pown OF KOMI. COURAGE IN WAI.

truly human. xooa lnd great, Tho truut lvn, m lncn
sense for truth, .open righteousness, ‘magnanimify, and -
‘ gentleness—in &, word brotherhood—all this m ‘a
victory in which ' the' nnquuhod share in the Mumphl

By Lieut, Gen. Ruhul‘ C. Hart.
lnntructlvo to study the moral forces

that contributed so largely to the Jtmm
Victorles. 1t is suficlent to say that re-
liglon, call it any other:name you like, efi-
v ters into the dally private and public lite of
the whole nation.
brought up to treat thelr parents with honor,

Boys and girls alike are

and unselfish devotion, and' to revere

past generations to whom all living men are so
In Japan the young men and women
of the nobility and wealthy classes would think it db-
honorable to devote the best years of their -lives to*
idleness and the result of selfish pleasure, bmun they

is wrong not to work.

The causes of courage are mostly moral. “There is
some mysterlous working in the minds of ordinary men
that glves a force of character that determines them
to-ignore or control the'strong ‘natural Instinct of self-

to accept self-sacrifice moro or less

Religious feeling is a moral unu that produces an

moral force, We need only recall the

enthusiasm " of the  followers of Moses,
Joshua, Mohammed, Cromwell and séores of others. In-
deed, the greatest things have been dono by armles of

Arum m BEST ADVISER OF THE BOY.

By John A. Howland.
matter of stern, hard common’sense

/, truth most of the advice which. to-day is
glven to the young man in person, long before
ought to have been impressed upon the fa-

order that the growing boy,and young

man ‘might have been made open to all else
that may come to him in spoken sdvlco and
ponoml experience.

1t isn’t easy to traln the norma! boy, ‘who is
overlull of high spirits and lightness of heart and féet and
full of high spirits and lightness of heart and feet and

it is brought home to him that some

of his heedless actions just a little later in life may “put
him out of business"—the application is direct and in-

Hold - that boy to his accountabilities as you
would hold the stranger boy.
don't ask that son to do anything. Open, irresponsible
idleness is the better for him by {ar.
better show, wholly without training, than it lasily and
indifferently half trained.

If you won't do this,

He will have a

At debodeb e deddebobb bbb bk bbbt
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Racing pigeons are the ﬂeotesb’& all
creatures., They have maintained a
speed of a mile and a half a'aninute
for a hundred miles, according fo a
writer in Colller's, and they. have
flown seven hundred miles between
the rising and the setting of the sun.

Plgeons have flown a thousand miles
back to the home loft. In 1904 a bird
‘covered that distance in five days, two
hours and fifteén minutes, proving how
unerring {8 thé mysterious heming In-
stinct that will drive them across the
continent without swerving. .But tfils
‘tést is not true sport. The mms slm-
ply" hurl themselves -against ume and
spdce tlll they are phayed outy) They
can never race agaln.

The racer rises into the .air wllh
heavy, slow wing pulsations, then, once
pofsed over the starting polyt, there
is a swifter, shorter beat, and tHe time
s “hit up” to the third and permanent

STy

wing rhythm, rapld and steady’ as 'a

pulse beat, which carries them -homs.

They fly three hundred feet -high
over land, but low over water. . Their
enémies as they fly are wind, rain, gun-
ners and hawks. They do all tHefr fiy-
Ing between sunrise and sunset: It
caught out ‘overnight, they fend for’
themselves till dawn.

The homing instinct Is llreﬁ)ng
During the Franco-Prusslan War the
Germans caught a homing pigeon
which was on its way Into beleaguered
Paris. The bird was kept prisorer for
ten years. It was then released. It
immediately returned to its old home

GREAT NORWEGIAN POBT

.

Bjornsderne Bjorn b who has been
(arlouuly fll in Paris; may be called
BesGrand 0ld Maw:of Norwesfan 1it-
drature and dramizHe was: born In
1832, and:in ‘Y867 ecame director of
the theater at Bergem: Fgo;: 1860 to
1862 he lived In Mmrk, Jtaly and-
Germany, and from“the-latter year to
1872. was diréctor of "the Christiania
Theater and editor; orwﬂaq Norske
Folkeblad. In 1874 he bought & farm
in the heart of Norway, where he has
since generally spent the summer, at
other seasons living.much in gEqus
Rome and the Tyrol! Among his wirks
that have been translated into English
are two novels of Norweglan pgasant
life, A Happy Boy" and “The ¥isher
Lass,” and among others- “They Her-
itage of the Kurts,” ‘“Paul Lang@! and
“Laboremus.” He is the author iof nu-
merous plays, his latest having o(!y re-
cently been hf’rehearsal at Dregden.

Not Q-llled. i
.:,r}

Two men were gefting mmo’p
simple difference of opinion,, 3
They turned to the third mian 3%
“Isn't ‘a - home-made stral
shortcake' better than & cherﬁv
demanded one of them. :
“Isn’t a home-made cherry ‘b
ter than any Bhortcake?” inquiy
other.
The third man shook ‘his head
“T don't know,” he sald. “I board.”
—(Cleveland Plain Dealer, R

=1

Dead men tell no tales, buti some

6 vessels which Appert used were

{of them leave a lot of ~unprinted |v
“manuscript. e
: N gsops b dad lo’f

ANY BR.IO.HT BOY WITH TOOLS CAN NOW MAKE

AN UP-TO-DAT

S )
-;xzagéaum>~tmmuwma
O s

FPROPELLER FIN - WITH
RING Ill WHICH RUBBER
MIYD IJ.I'ASJINED

E AEROPLANE ALL BY HIMSELF.

S

Boya, it you follow these plans,

fly:. ‘First, buy a bamboo fishpole.

proper length. - Split the pole to get pleces a qum'ter of an inch wide.

glves very stout and light rods.
Make three box forms, accordlng

T DIRECT IO VIEW SHOWING PROPORTRIEA -

you can maké an aeroplane that will
Study the plan and cut pieces of the
This

to the uoale in the. plans. Don?t arill

holes in the bamboo, but bind the -ends together with heavy linen thread,

molstened with glue,

Cover the tops and ends of these boxeés with a light

‘linen cloth, tightly stretched. Glue the cloth to the framework and then

-paln} the cloth with a mixture wh
dle

24 Inches long and 6 inches square.
which stands upright.

ich you obtain by shaving a parafin

into a-pint of benzine, allowing:the mixture to dissolve over night.
: Now:you have' three boxes. - One is

long and 314 Inches square, - The largest_box is the main biplane.

the forward' rudder. It is 12 inches
It 1s

‘The smaller box is the rear rudder,

The larger box ought to be well braced with six up-

rights, ‘three in front and three in the rear,
Any boy who will study the plans carefully can see how the boxes are

“ fastened togeéther in.their proper relations. The forward box, which does

the lifting, ought to be tilted upward.

Underneath the aeroplane fasten
shock when the flyer alights,

two runners, which will take up the

The next thing is to carve two propellers.

Fasten on the middle of these, with small tacks, a tin plate and solder
ltronzly to the plate the wire propeller pin, which is shown in the drawing.
A glass bead ought to be placed between the propeller and the frame at E

to act as a washer.

Get two long, light rubber bands—they ought to be at least eighteen

inches in length. Attach one end of

the rubbers to the propeller pins and

the othéer to the framework at G and M. Twist the—rubbers about 160
times, belng careful that both propellers are equally “wound.” Release the
uroplane when holding it above your head, holding the propellers with
your thumbs until you are ready to allow the plane to fly. By adjusting
the fore and rear rudders you will finally be able to direct your aeroplane
in the alr as you please. By keeping the rubbers covered with talcum pow-
der, they will. last longer than otherwise,

“FIRST PURE FOOD CRUSADE.

Napoleon Offered a Prixe for a New

Method of Preservation,
: ‘Napoleon Bonaparte {nstigated the
first pure food ‘‘crusade.*‘In 80 doing
‘e brought about a revolution in natu-
ral canning processes, In Improved
.form they are in use in the United
States to-day, Records of,the French
Academy of Sclence, just lately un-
earthed in Paris, have lald bare the
whole pure food history.

There was strong objection to the
manner in which the “Little Corsi-
can's" soldlers were compelled to carry
food and eat it while on the march.
So_strenuously did the French nation
voice its disgust at the methods then
Jn. vogue that Napoleon directed that
.the academy offer a prize of 12,000
francs to the man who could ' keep
foods indefinitely in thelir natural pre.
servatives, such as were then believed
to be in use, and which included salt,
sugar, vinegar and smoke,

Nicholas Appert won the 12,000
‘francs. He discovered what has since
been perfected into the present-day
method of canning, for he simply in-
cloged the food in airtight containers
and subjected the whole to such a de-
gree of heat that the contents re-
cefyed’ a thorough sterilization. The

clumsy. He was handicapped in his
efforts by poor utensils. Howeber, he
originated the fundamental principle
which s used in American canneries
to- day, (he Denver Times says. Now,
ho r, in place of Appert’s crude

; fruits, yegetables and the like
aro yllald in bright, new; clean cans,

which are made airtight. The second
division of the process is the subjec-
tion of the cans to intense heat. Boll-
Ing water at a temperature of 212 de-
grees Fahrenheit 18 the natural steril-
izer in which thousands upon thou-
undl of cans are allowed to stand for

a glven length of time. If cooked by
steam or In a retort at from 240 to
260 degrees or more, the product is
not given as long a perlod-of steriliza-
tlon. Sclence, since Appert's day, has
determined the length of-time neces-
sdry. The operation is simple, yet the
process is .all-important. .Absolutely
nothing more than heat is necessary
to keep the delicacies In a pure state
for years. The sterilization process
in the case of canned tomatoes re-
quires only fifteen minutes at the high-
est temperature to forty minutes at
the lowest. As a result there is no
necegsity to-day for the seventeenth
century use of the chemicals or drugs
which held sway before Napoleon pre-
sented Appert.with the 12,000 francs
for his discovery. An authority on
food polpu out that even though a
preservative bé added the cans would
be compelled t6 go through the same
process, 80 there is no incentive for
foreign substances. -

“.

mi and Slow,

Tho Father—I learn with sarrow,
my sonm, -that yon are getting to be
what they term quite fast, The Son—
You. shouldn't believe all you hear,
dad.. Pl introduce you to.a man who
will tell  you another ' story. The
Faum\—And who, 18 he? The Soa—

chap hl’ltot on his books,

| Mamma, as kitty ‘here and I

'And  carve them,” sald little
| Cousin Bmma. TR ]
“Oli;* and eat

“For the Lit

SOEIAL "AMBENITIES.

Were through the.garden prancing;
Mss. Van Etten Brown came by
~And stopped to’ m!ch ul dlnclu,.

And then she nld
T do? . ¢
You'll come and see ‘me, maybe,
And bring, the kitten: um.h you, too
f’t would amuse my baby.

“Why howdn

rv——

Then up I lpoke. as speak { lhould
And- sald it ‘was a pity
She had ‘not - bfought the child, as
'twould -
Amuse my. preclous; Kitty.
--Wuhluton Star,

WHO, CARVED THE TURKEY?

Grandml smiled over ppectacles ‘at.
the ‘big supper-table full of uncles
aunts, and cousins,

“Our two biggest turkeys dre all
stuffed and roasted.” she sald.
“There's nothing to do to them to-
morrow. except to heat them in the
O'Pn"—

y 'em.” sald little
Cousin Jimmle. . clettes

When~ supper was,; over, grandpa,
grandma, uncles, aunts, and cousins |’
all trooped out to the big kitchen to
take a look at the turkeys. On the
way, just coming into the dining-
room, they met Tafty, the yellow kit-
ten. -

Tafty was 8o round and soft and
purry. that Marjory, the littlest
cousin of all, picked him.up and car-
ried him back to the kitchen.

There on the table, side by side,
lay the two Thanksgiving turkeys.
Such big, brown, crispy turkeys they
were, just to see them and smell
them made everybody- mouth wa-
ter.

“Twins, like Bllly and Dilly,"” crled
little Cousln Edlth

“One's just a ' teeny -weeny ..bit
smaller than the other,” said Cousin
Maurice, getting as cloge a8 he could.

“You shall carve one; Dan! sald
grandpa, “and Tom or Joseph or
Fred the other,”

“Grandpa does so hate to carve a
fowl." sald grnndmp. ‘“"Most - al-
ways, when we're alone, T have to."

One after another, the uncles
shook .their heads. :

“I can't carye a turkey,” sald Un-
cle Tom. “Esther always helps me
out.” 3

“But not this time,” laughed Aunt
Esther.

“Em wlill,” said Uncle Dan.
“Not 1" sald Aunt Emma.
Then one after another,

aunts shook their heads.

Taffy had jumped from Marjory's
arms. He stood. now, with his fore
feet on Dilly’s shoulder, and his hind
feet on Billy's.. Bllly and Dilly were
neyer far apart,

Tafty arched his furry yellow back.
He looked at the turkeys. His eyes
gleamed. “Mew!"” tie sald in Dllly's
ear. Then he began to purr.

“His purr sounds like a& saw-mill"
oried Billy.

Unclés, . aunts,. and ‘cousins all
trooped back to - the \pu}or. Tafty:
rode on Billy's shoulder.’ He looked
wondrous wise. But he:sald nothing.

Grandpa and grandma - walted to
put the twin turkeys away. ' The big-
.gest one grandpa set on thei top’ shelt
in the pantry where the mince ples
stood. The other one grandma set
on a lower shelt with the puinpkin
ples.

Next momlng, bright. and wly.
grandma came {nto the kitchen. 8usy,:
the maid, was just coming out of .the
pantry. Her round, rosy’ flcg wu
pale,

“The turkey's gone,” she gasped.

*'Gone?"” cried gnndmn from the
kitchen doorway. )

“Gone?’ cried the uncles and lnnu
from the dining-room.

“Gone?" crled the cousins, here.
there, and everywhere.

“Gone!"” repeated Susy. She held
up & large empty platter.

Uncle, aunts, and cousins—as many.
as could get’ in—followed ;undml
and Susy into the pantry.

One turkey was found, safe’ lndf
sound, among the'mince ples. On‘the
lower shelf was the long row.of.
golden pumpkin-ples, but no turkey.
In one of the ples were some queer
little footprints. By and by, in thé
furthest, darkest corner of thé pan-
try, grandma found the remains of
the turkey from the lower shelf. “Not
far away, stuffed till he - couldn't
wash his paws, lay Tafty ‘sotnd
asleep. A - half-picked w'lshdione
was near him. e

Such a chorus of “Ohs"' "ﬂul"
and ‘“oh, dears!” filled the alr.
Tafty pricked up one yellow ear to
listen. He, tried to purr, but was too
full even for that. s

“What a bad, bad, bad cat!” cried
grandma, the uncles the dunts, and
Susy.

“O grandma,” sald Dllly, “please
please don’'t whip Tafty. He isn't
bad. MHe heard you all—every single
one of you—say you couldn't carve
the turkey. He could, So he. dld !

Everbody laughed.

“Get one of the turkeys we've say-
ed for market.” ecried grandma to
grandpa. “There's time left to ront
it”

“And I'll carve this one, Tal‘y. do
—New York Sun, i

“And I'll help, Tafty, you needn't.“
sald Uncle Dan.

Tafty opened his eyes, saw tho
wish-bone, stretched himself, walked
slowly ‘toward It sniffed it, tasted—
then fell asleep elou beside it, soft-
ly purring.—Alice E. Allen, lh “the
Christian Register.

“JACK'S DOTADEAR.”

“When I'm & big man, I mean to
own an automobile,” Jack announced
gaz/ng at a big red motor &ar dcross
the street.

“Will you take me to rlde in ft?"
asked Dot. s

“Ot course,” replied Jack. 5

*Then I wish you werge & bp man
now, for 1 do want to ride once in
a—n—nnut-o-mobﬂe," sighed Dot.

That afternoon thelr mother went
into town, expecting to return with
thelr father.

“Let's make an cuwmobne.'- Jack
suggested wheh "tliey were alone.

“Why, Jack, you know we couldn't

make a really.and truly ono," Dot ex-
claimed,
* “No, only a makebelieve one
Jack replied. “It won't' go, but we
can put.it near the front door, and
surprise ‘father and - mother when
they come home.”

It dld not take the, ehlldm long
to make their sutoma “The bl

all the

o

My tallor. : He says I'm. ths ulovunJ

.hasn’t got on any rubbers!

| Folks

tnmmd with stout rope on either
side of two chalrs placed a short dis:
‘tance apart tn.cln; each other. A wide
board ‘connected the chairs, and on
this two low atools were placed -for
seats, ' A big blue cotton umbrella.
made an ideal tdp,.and the Imaginas
tion of the children could easily sup-
ply machinery and other details.

When they saw their parents com-
Ing, the children strambled to ‘thelr
seats, Jack, of course, In front as
chauffeur, with  his last . Fourth-of
July horn tooting vallantly.

How - their father and mother
laughed!

Just then the'btg M automobile
drew up In frént of fhe house.acrogs
the street: The big, 4olly-looking
man who owned ft happened to glance
In their direction. .

“What bave we here?”
joyially, jumping out,
across to them. “A rival automoblle,
A declare! What make is it, young
man?”

Jack looked emblrruned i

“It's—it's"— he beégan, looking. at
his sister for hefp then
brightened. "lt's a. Doudelr," he fio-
fshed. L |

How. the bk mln lnushe&!

“My car hasn't ‘such'a -weet name
as. yours; but wouldn't®you like
try-it, and s=ee-if its speed eq
yours?”.. he asked, after
apart with thelr parents.

In & moment they were suttd in
the tonneau of the big red car. Oh,

he cried

How ‘the dlg man—or the big car
rather—whizzed them up one street
and down another, and finally ‘home:!
again, It seemed all too short.. =

“Thank you ever 80 much, sin,*
Jack sald politely, As he jumped out,
“The speed of your car beats mine
all hollow.”

“I just love your car, and you, too,”
sald Dot, not to be outdone in polite-.
neas. 3 hried
“Now that pays me,” declared th
big man, heartily, “We'll tave ‘to'
try the car agaln soon.” e

breath, of anticipation. Anyway
they had had one ride, and it was
because of the funny old “Dotadear”
still standing where they had left it,
—Effie: Stevens, {n the Sundly School
Times. )
JIMMY'S RECITATION.

. Jimmy 18 one of the most enthusi
astio memben‘o( his Sunday school:
He Is usually very ‘quiet; but whcn.
soon after he jolned, a storm prb‘-
vented many -membets of his class' -

a long-planned; enteru!nmoni. *Jim-
mie. could not endure in silence the:
distress of his teacher. B
“Hl can speak a plece,” he ul(“
bashfully, :
<“Oh, can you? What'is Jt. About?"
“'Bout the beasts that went 1
Noah. '+ #
“Well, said" t.ho distracted tndm‘.

you, Jimmy." Y
When Jimmy's name Wwas

the small_ rnn’:‘l mounted the phtfo&

put his xundl “In his pockets, and

‘prqudly, And loudly ‘spouted ﬂu o1+
. ‘:&2,‘“

lowing:

The helk and the holepmt hentpM
the Hark - ;

When the helephnu hopenod tho

Gall; . e

The, Helk hasked th. helwhuu"
: “What's to. heat? 7 0
‘Sald the"
'phe Helk 4
b

d tho hﬂ»hut lnu the -

loelgh, 7
“Hi ’ope you are ’appy’ t.hu orﬂm
. day?™
And. the helephnnt
llu.ye” -
& : —'m.m?i‘

_PICNIC N . t;'@ '

Y guess every American chlld lu
been to a plcnic. . A year or 80<8280
I went to an Italtan one. It was T
Venlce. My mother and [ ‘Were ilv-
fog with en Itallan famlly and théy
had planned a. plenle s for, ll.l—‘t the-
Lido. . The o 18 & beuch ﬁot far -
from Venlce There are a lot of it-
tle one-room huts built along " tho
beach, which are for rent by the sea-’
son or by the day. Théy: hired Oue'
of these, and about 5 o'clock we took: .
the steamer ~that goes _down . the _
Grand Canal to the Lido.. When wa.

the -house and were opening ' the
bagkets. While they were thus en-:
gn{;ed we put on .our bathing suits
and ’umped into the: water. : By. the =

table was set, ”

ed! The moon came up and it grew’

‘quite” cold; 80 we' were forced to go.

home earlier than we wished. —Winfe
tred Perkins, in the New' York 'l‘rl-
bune

x“'

THEY KNEW THE ANBWER.

“Well, there were only three boy‘
in’ school ,today who counld answer
one question that’ the teacher asked
us,” sald & proud boy of elght. *% «

“And I hope my boy was one bt
the three,” eald the proud mother.

“Well, T was," answered Yougg
Hopeful, “and Sam Harris and. 18:0
ry Stone were the other two.”

gelf 80 good & acholar, my mn it
makes your mothér’proud of i
What question did the teacher
Johnnie?” ; ‘

“Who broke the glass In the mk
window ?"'—Chlicago News,

NO RUBBERS.

When Florence was only & wee bit
of a girl; she loved :to trot around
out of doors in the-early morning, and
mamma wag very particular that: she
should , .always wear.. rubbers. One
morning, standing -at the ' kitchen
door. she made an alarming duoov-
ed 40 mamma! mammal” she call-

w wﬂl

get a lnee.ze—o-oo dear!
Youth's Companton,

-~

Little Known of Cliff-Dwelers, )
The history and the habits of the
olift-awellers s npgacly Jost. in tho obe
scurity of ages, The oxh(au}. l,rbq
know very Httle of these nnolonu.
who possibly were Toexistent ‘with
the children of lmol‘ud ‘may ‘have .
been living in stone houseé’and have .,
enjoyed & real clvilization"when our
ancestors were running abéut clad: in
the’ skins-.
avu lor hpmuou

cycles, which ware for whéels, wers | 1oo

and coming .

lpuklnl -

from coming to take: their. purzl I s

elephant]:“'Ay 1§ hl.llﬁ‘- s

got. there the servapts bad opened

#All vese little cunning chickens

gwnainm,uamluri(h_~

what & wonderful ride; ‘that “was! “*'

Dot and Jack drew a long,. lonr~~

nv&'a &

N L

ey
"~

“I haven't time to hear it now; but ‘
I think it ought to help fll up. 'rlunk 39

Y

- hu-wqmd.' b

’-
;
R
*.

time: we ‘were .out and drened tho

* And oh, how good the supper ust-v.‘

ﬁ

“I,am very. glad you proved your-

B

2



