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when -the c¢louds have grown heavy
Y the storm gathers, when the fierce

ning darts about among the cleft
eaks in the distance, when, as it
nes nearer, great trees bend to-the
ast or are uprooted by its force, when
ing creatures in the compara-
valleyvs below are filled with
rabpits cowering in their bur-
we, fieldfmice seeking home shelter,
£ ing close to the trunk

€ ¢ ometree, and the woodpecker
scarcely daring to peep from her hole—
f1e eagle shows no fear. Facing the
s1o1 n his solitary bough, by the
flapping of is great wings, he shows
in the warfare of the
Fhe fierce heart of the
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When he chooses to leave his lofty
perch, one stroke of his mighty wings
arries him far inte the air, and he

yunts to heights far beyond mortal
ision n ever narrowing spirals till
isappear in the sun itself.
again he is seen, seemingly
3 wings are Dbearing him
along, far above e highest peaks—
and beyvond the nountains, where a
lifferent “world !.fs beneath him—
broad wvalle) veined by streams that
eem but curved and bent threads of
silver viewed dGistantly—and plains
vhose windswept grasses are like the
smooth waves on the surface of the

great, upturned bowl above, he sweeps
and careens and circles as if borne
about by a whirlwind existing for his
Pn)mmPn" then shoots off across the
s to ‘a point over a Jake, where

1 he circles and swings, his keen
eve all the while searching the waters,
till, suddenly dropping like some black
body shot from the sky, he falls to
the watler, whose surface is scarcely
disturbed as he rises with ‘a great
1, slain with one grasp of his clutch-
ing talons, and bears it away to his
eyvrie, there to feast at leisure on his
tinny prey.

Solitude seems essential to eagle
appiness, for these birds always pre-
fer to make their homes among the
wildest scenery, their chief haunts be-
ing about the most lonely parts of o
great lakes, or amid the Rockies.
ndispensable requisite is nearness
to water in which fish abound

Some eagles choose rocky ledges as
building spots,” while others prefer to
make their homes in lofty trees, If
the latter location is chosen thuy nare
careful to select a place where there
will be nothing to interfere with their
free movements,

In his home the eagle is always an
avistocrat, never moving about from
place to place, but clinging to the an-
cestral pile as long as the location en-
dures, The nest is constructed of
broken branches and sticks two or
three feet jong and made more compact
by the addition of weed stems, coarse
grasses and sometimes roets and sod.
Each succeeding vyear more material
is added, until, after being occupied
for a number of years, it is a very
bulky affair, five or six feet high and
four or five feet across. Unlike most
other birds, eagles make their nests
a2 home, and not merely a nurserv.—
From “Bird Legend and Lifes’ by Mar-
garet Coulson Walker.

Match Facts

John Walker, an English chemist,
was experimenting in 1827 with an in-
flammable mixture for use on ship-
board.

One day Mr. Walker happened to rub
a stick dipped in this mixture across a
table. There was a report, the stick
took fire and because John Walker was
no fool the match was born.

John “Walker, the match’'s inventor,
put his wonderful invention.on * the
market in Aprii, 1827. 'The  Walker
match was as big as a lead pencil and
it cost a shilling a box. Because it
could only be lighted by drawing it
through a piece of sand paper folded
in two the Holden match supplanted it
in 1833. The Holden was a lucifer; it
ignited more easily than the Walker;
so it put the Walker out of business.

Sweden is today the home of the
match+.inpdustry. Sweden exports an-
nually about 2,000,000,000 boxes of in-
comparable matches,

But there dis no statue to John
Walker, :

. .
Friendship

There's a chord of deepest feeling
Hid in every human heart,

That is touched in earrest meaning
When we from our friends must part.

Thoughts of hours we've spent ‘together
And of stories said &nd sung,

Smiles and tears like April weather
Mingle a'l our thoughts among.

—Lizzie M. Souden.

ment the .student’'s eye fell upon a
big, hollow tree trunk on the ground.

Striking a match, the man peered
within. amd saw, as he thought, a con-
venient place of shelteér. With feet
foremost and arms pressed closgely to
his side, he wormed himself into the
log.

Presentiy the rain came down in tor-
rents, and the sgtudent congratulated
himself on having found so snug a
shelter.

Fatigued with his long tramp, he fell
asleep. How long he slept he did not
know, but by and by he was av-akened
by a sharp pain in his head, and a feel-
ing of cramp,in his whole body. The
rain was still falling, the darkness was

intense The beodily discomfort was

of course, due to the man's cramped
position; the pain in his head was
caused by a- continual drop of water
from above on his forehead.

He drew his head back out of the way
of the drops, and, in spite of his un-
comfortable . position, actually fell
asleep again! But the next time he
awoke the pain in his head was intol-
erable. 1t seemed impossible to- get
out of reach of those maddening drops,
and “wherever they fell,” sayvs the stu-
dent, “they seemed like a sharp iran
boring into the skull.”

3ut the worst was yet to come, When
the poor fellow tried to crawl out of
the log. he was unable to do s0o! The
opening by which he had so foolishly
entered had been only just large enough
to admit his body, and the wood,
shrunken by the long drought, had in
the rain swelled to such an extent that
he was now caught, as he savs, “like g
rat in a trap.”

Throughotit the night the wretched
vietim shrieked, struggled, pushed,
kicked and wriggled in vain. He could
not raise his hands to tear at the wood.

Happily, he was discovered the next
morning through the geod services of a
sagacious dog, which led a search party
to the spot.

Even then, however, his sufferings
were not at an end. Before he could
get out of his prison, it was found
necessary to cut away a part of the log
with an ax.

——

My Garden

I made a little garden,
I dug it with my spade,
I raked it with my little rake,
And then three holes T made.
I made 'em with my fingers-
To put things into ’em to p:rnw.

In one I put a penny,
In one 1 put a bean,
And in the other one I put
A button that was green.
I'm waiting now quite patiently
To see what each will grow to be,

I think they can’'t be growing

The way they ought to grow—
And =o, perhaps, 1'll dig them up;

I'd really like to know.
This morning, when I first went out,

1

1 planted them and they don't sprout!
L

A Good Studeni

Little Helen bhad been promoted tn
the fourth grade. “Which of  yvour
studies do you like best?” asked an
interested friend.

“Oh, I like them all,” was t\w Auick
reply: “but I believe I'm more better oo
grammar.”"—Exchange. 3 :

L‘AL

begged of old Gertrude a bannock to
stay their hunger.

The tiny piece of dough which she
decided should be their cake, though
rolled to thinness, grew so large on
the .griddie that she refused to part
with it. Still a tinier bit she took,
but it, too, grew as the first had done—
too large to be given as alms. The
third and last time a piece so small it
could scarcely be seen was taken, but
the bannock was again too large, and
again she refused to part with it.

As the wayfarers departed in hun-
ger and thirst from her door, she
through her selfishness hegan to wrow
small in punisiiment for her deed, so
small that a human habitation was no
longer suitable for her, Up through
the chimney she flew, as a wood-
pecker, blackening her back on the
sooty . walls. The . white apron she
wore, and the scarlet muteh en her
head, remained just as they were.

As a further punishment she was
compelled to seek ' her food in mest
difficult places, If she could not find
it in the trees betweon bark and hole,
she must dig for i in ¥ hard dry
wood. And she was allowed no drink
save the raindrops. - "

In scarlet hood and soot-atained
gown she is seén’ today, laboriously
digging ‘her tiny- -homeé in the solid
wood, or flying about the trees hid-
ing the food she will not eat, or hack-
ing and tapping at the bark for food,
and whistling for the rain to come,
for she iz ever ahunger and ever
athirst and craving for a drop to ceol
her tongue,

Sheltered

There lies a dell, wood sheltered from
the wind,
Where, in close clusters, violets ear-
liest hloom,
Where comes the red deer, followed by
his hind,
For herbage and perfume;
In such a spot a poet soul might dwell,
With troops of dreams and fancies;
guarded well
From weariness and gloom.
There beats a heart, love sheltered from
the world,
Wherein the fount of feeling over-
flows,
And _gems of priceless virtue lie im-
pearled,
Like dewdrops in a rose—
In such a heart, enshrined, my own
would live;
Endure and triumph—suffer and . for-
give, 3
Till Eden's gates unclose.
—U. D. Thomas, M. D.

Boys Representihg the Centaur

This is a diversion in which two boys
personate a centaur, a creature of
Greek mythology, half man and haif
horse. One of the vlayers stands erect
and the other behind him in a stoop-
ing position with his hands upon the
first player's hips. The second player is'
covered over with a shawl or table
¢over which is pinned around the waist
of the first plaver. A tail made of strips
of cloth or paper is pinned to the rear
end of the cover. The first player should
hold a bow and arrow and have a cloak
thrown loosely over his shoulder. Imi-
tation hoofs of pasteboard may* be
made and fastened over, the shoes.

I've bedewed it with tears, I've em-
: balmed it with sighs.
'Tis bound by a thousand bands to my

heart.

Not a tie will break, not a link will
start;

Would you learn the spell? A mother
sat there, 'Y

And a sacred thing is that old arm
chair.

In childhood's hour I lingered near

The hallowed seat with listening ear;

And gentle words that mother would
give

To fit me to die and teach me to Hve.

She told nie shame would never betide

With truth for my creed and God for
my guide;

She taught me to lisp my earliest
prayver

As 1 knelt beside that old arm chair.

| sat amd watched her many a day

When her.eyes were dim and her locks
were gray,

And I almost worshiped her when she
smiled

And tutned from her bible Lo bless her
child.

Years rolled on, but the Iast one sped,

My idol, was shattered—my earth star,
fled; *

I learnt hew much-the heart can bear

When T saw her die in that old arm
chalr.

‘Tis past! ’'tis past! but T gaze on it

now

With quivering breath and-throbbing
brow;

‘Twas there she nursed me—'twas there
she died,

And memory flows with lava tide!
Sayv it i&8 folly, and deem me weak,
While the scalding tears run down my

cheek;

But 1 love it—I love it, and can not
tear

My soul from my mother’s old arm
chair. —Eliza Cook.

Now the Hungry Lion Roars

Now the hungry lion roars,

And the wolf behowls the moon:
Whilst the heavy plowman snores,
All with weary task foredone.
Now the wasted brands do glow,

Whilst the seritech owl, scritching

loud, »

Puts the wretch that lies in woe,

In remembrance of a shroud.
Now it is the time of night

That the graves all gaping wide,
Every one lets forth his sprite,

-In the churchway paths to glide:
And we fairies that do run,

By the triple Hecate's team,
From the presence of the sun,

Following darkness like a dream,
Now are frolic; not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallowed house:
I am sent with broom before,
To sweep the dust behind:the door.

The Eagle

He clasps the crag with hooked hands;-
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ringed with the azure world he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

And like a thunderbolt, he falls.
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She made her
And every night the dark glen vew
She wove, and she would sing.

ige
Meg Merrilies

Old Meg she was a gipsy
And lived upon the moors;
was the brown heath turf
house was out of doors.

Her apples were swart
Her currants pods o’

irch yare

* brothers were the craggy
Her sisters larchen trees;

Alone with her great family

lived as she did please.

No breakfast had she many a morn,

i 7 a noon;
'stead of supper she would stare
Full hard against the moon.

of woodbine
garianding,

And with her fingers, oid and brown,
She plaited mats of rushes

And gave them to the cottagers
She met among the bushes.

Old Még was brave as Margaret Queen,
And tall as Amazon;
An old red blanket cloak she wore,
A chip hat had she on.
God rest her aged bones somewhere;
She died full long agone.
—John Keats.
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Safety Devices in Mines
A very simple method has been found
which thus far'has:proved absolutely
effective for overcoming the explosive
tendendes of coal dust
v of
the mine \
moisten the dust. - Whether the, effect
is due to the moisture or the height-
“ened temperature has not been deter-
but that the' steam
the explosive character
dust. thewe ris no

—Alfred Tennyson. question.—Van Norden.
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Shetland Ponies

The Shetland
ally strong
they have

ponies

censtomed
up and down the pre
mountainous
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leg is almost unknown, and
animals are, of course,
Originating
they are said to
to the ninth century and
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The disposition of
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mony of all breeders being to the affect

that they

are docile,
patient and good tempered.

fearless, loyval,
Moreover,

they are inexpensive to keep, live to a
great age and are always salable.

The Plan

Oh, little star,
Oh, little

very
so

Froem the great living source of lfe

You each of you do flow.
the sun's great

The star burns from

heart;

Up from the soil the fower doth start:
Each hath its place on Nature's chart
An order rules that a!! things show

Oh. magnate,
Oh, humble

yvour high estate,
bereft of grace,

In the long lines of battle rank

Each of you
Each wins or

has somes place.
loses in that span

Set ere the fight for every man—
Both gain and loss are in the plan.
But God's love nhi‘es throughout all

space.
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