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ESSAMINE'S parenits  were
dead. She lived with a
peasant and his wife, who
wer€ both old and stingy.
At an age when most little
girls spend their time play-
ing with dolls, Jessamine
had to work all day long. She

% swept the floor, washed tho
dishes, milked the cow,
hunted the eggs; and, when

she was not busy at something else, she
knit woolen socks.

Jessamine would have liked to feed
the cow and the geese, but the old wom-
an fed the geese herself, six grains of
corn apiece twice each day. The old
man fed the cow. A very small bunch
of hay and three small carrots he
thought enough. If the carrots were
large ones, he cut them into halves and
called each half a carrot. This was just
«nough to whet the cow's appetite, Aft-
er she had eaten it, she would go out
in her rocky pasture and eat the sparse
grass and bushes down to the roots. By
nibbling all day long the cow got
enough to keep her allve.

Feeding the Cow

One day the old man was making a
rabbit trap down in the orchard. He
was in a great hurry to finish it, so he
sent Jessamine to feed the cow. She
fed the three smallest carrots, as the
old man bade her. Then <he went to
the haystack. She stayed there a long
time. You need not think she was count-
ing the straws, though. Old- Simeon
was ‘not quite so stingy as that. Ile
looked at Jessamine’'s eager face aund
then at her short arms.

*Give the cow an armload of hay,” he
said. “JuSst what you can carry In yout
arms at one load; not a straw over, now
mind you.” -~

Jessamine tried agaln and again,
When she moved a few steps from the
stack so much hay would slide from her
lJoad that she would rake it all back and
try again. At last, by loading very
skillfully and walking very steadily,
Jessamine dropped her hay before the
cow, who had been watching with
greedy eyes.

“Ha! ha!” sald the gray goose. *“I
wish you had the key to our corn chest.
I thought it was a small hay stack
coming across the yard. I didn't know,
till you dropped it, that there was a girl
under it.”

So the poor old cow had one good feed.
When she had eaten it she lay down un-
der a tree and chewed her cud.

Old Simeon finished his trap and baited
it with a cabbage leaf. As he came to
the house he saw the cow lying under
the tree.

“Dame Prudence! Dame Prudence!
The cow is sick,” he shouted.

Simeon had not been used to seeing
his cow take her ease,

Simeon and Dame Prudence went to
market. Dame Prudence carried a bag
of red peppers, a firkin of butter, a bas-
ket of eggs and some woolen socks, Old
Simeon was loaded with two hams, a
cheese, a jug of cider and one goose that
had become too old and feeble to strug-
gle over the fields in search of food or to
lay eggs. Simeon had hoped to snare a
rabbit to carry with him. He looked in
his trap the last thing before starting,
but it was empty.

Jessamine cleaned the house and fin-
ished piling the wood that Old Simeon
had begun. Then she knit until time to
milk. The cow, after her generous feed,
gave more milk than usual. The crock
would not hold it all. Jessamine stood
on a stool to reach a big flowered bowl
from the shelf. Her feet slipped and she
caught at the shelf to save herself from
falling. It gave way. Jessamine, .the
shelf and the dishes came tumbling
down. The flowered bowl, the gold-
banded teapot, the blue plates, the cups
and saucers, all of Dame Prudence’s best
dishes, were broken into a hundred bits.
Jessamine was bruised and smarting,
too, but she did not think of that. She
ran to the cow shed and crept into an
empty barrel in the farthest corner,

@®for help,” said the cow.

Mother Rabbit Took Her in
. Her Arms

where she lay and trembled. The cow
came and looked into the barrel.

“What is the matter with good little
Jessamine?”’ asked the cow.

“I am not good,” sobbed Jessamine.
“I have broken the dishes, and Dame
Prudence will kill me.” e 2

“Get on my back,” sald the cow, “and
I will carry you away where all the Old
Simeons and Dame Prudences in—in
Dreamland—cannot find you."

From the top of the barrel Jessamine
mounted astride the cow's back. As
they gas;{ec} thg ?ryhlrd they heard the
cry of ‘“‘Help, help!™ .

“01d Slrgeotr: has caught a rabbit in his
trap,” said the cow.

'I‘fxet me down a minute,” sald Jessa-
mine.

No n.atter how much she pitied the
rabbit, Jessamine would not have dared
do what she did if she had not feit that
she was going beyond Old Simeon's
reach forever. The trap was a big,
strong, heavy wooden box, for rabbits
there were not small like the rabbits
that scud across our fields. Jessamine
jlifted with all her strength, yet it was
all she could do to ralse the door. A
fine rabbit, fully as large as Jessamine,
came leaping out. g

“I went in there to get a cabbage leaf,
said the rabbit. *“I heard a crash, an
when I turned around I couldn't find
the door.”

“It is a good thing for you that we,
instead of Old Simeon, heard your cries
“You are the
first rabbit that ever came out of his
traps alive.”

“Irap!” cried the rabbit. *“Is that
thing a trap? Father told me never to
go into a trap, no matter what good
thing was inside, but to run away as
fast as [ could go.”

With that Yellow Eyes—that was the
rabbit's name—was darting off.

“Wait!"” called the cow. *“This little
girl has broken the dishes, and she Is
running away from Old Simeon and
Dame Prudence. Why can't she go
home with you?”

“Come on; she will be welcome,” sald
Yellow Eyes.

Running Away

Jessamine climbed to the cow's back
again, and the cow and the rabbit ran
side by slde till they came to a thicket.
The brush was too close for the cow to
pass through, but the rabbits had broken
tunnels for their use all through the
underbrush,

Jessamine cried as she bade the cow
good-bye.

“Who will milk you now?” she sobbed.

The cow wagged her ears and winked
one eye, while she twisted her mouth
into a most comical laugh.

“Dame Prudence will try to,"” she re-
plied, *‘but it is little milk she will get.”

“Come, Jessamine,” said Yellow
“Let's run to the burrow, or we will
miss our supper.”

The poor cow stood still till long after
Jessamine and the rabbit were gone,

“If I were a calf,” she righed, *“I
would run away, too; but I am too old.”

The rabbits’ tunnel was so low that
Jessamine could not stand up in it. She
found it hard work to keep up with
Yellow Eyes, when she must creep on
her hands and knees.

“Yeilow Eyes!"” she called, “vou go on
home and get your supper. Maybe 1 will
get there after awhile, I am so tired
now that I must rest.”

“You don’t know the way to our bur-

yes.

row.” said Yellow Eyes. “Why, if you
turned off to the right you would run
plump into tke old gray fox's hole. If
vou turned to the left you would walk®
into a bear's den, and if you skept
straight ahead you might come to the
jumping-off place, for anything that I
know. Just see that muscle,” he contin-
ued, lifting a foreleg and looking at it
admiringly. “You =#re only a girl and
not very heavy. Climb onto my back
and I will carry you there in a Jiffy."”

Yellow Eyes did not run half so fast
after that, thovgh he insisted that Jes-
samine was “‘as light as a feather.”
‘The young rabbits were at supper
when Yellow Eyes, with Jessamine on
his back, came bounding in. Jessamina
scrambled to the floor, while Yellow
Eyes jumped to his place and began
greedily eati turnip. Jessamine felt
embarrassed. er mouth trembled and
a big tear rolled down her cheek. Mother
Rabbit was busy at a ¢upboard in the
wall, with her back to the young ones.
One of the little girl rabbits slipped from
her chair and pulled at her mother's
apron. When other Rabbit turned
around Thistlefur pointed with her little

w toward Jessamine. Mother Rabbit
ook Jessamine in her arms and wiped
the tears from her eyes.

In the Rabbit,s House

Jessamine, herself, had to explain
how she happened to come, for Yellow
Eyes would do nothing but eat.

histlefur and Pinke tted her
hands. o
“You shall stay here

our littie sister. they whispered.
r e sister,” ey W
Mcther Rabbit Iookyql serious.

“‘At least, child,” she sald, “I cantuck
you in with the young ones to-night,
and in the morning when Great-grand-
sire Rabblt wakes up we will hear what
he has to say.”

Clovereater brought Jessamine a chalr,
:blha Leaper elipped a turnlp into her

and,

“*No_bad men ever find our burrow,”
sald Leaper. “If you are out In the
fields see a man with a gun, you
must run like a streak of lightning and
hide in the brush, but if he no gun
nor dog, you may stand up and look at
him before you run. And if you ever
::'or’ne“lo a trap, no matter what goody

n it—*

Yellow Eyes looked up quickly.

“I was caught in a trap!” ho cried.
“In a bad man’'s trap. There was the
b t cabbage leaf in there, and I
didn't know it was a trap—"

Then all the young rabbits crowded
around Yellow Eyes to hear hils adven-

ture.
behgother Rabbit then sent them all to

She tucked Jessamine in with Thistle-
fur and Pinkey.

Home at Last

“Just to think,” she said, *“if it had
not been for you, where would my little
Yellow Eyes be now! I do hope you can
stay with us, but it will have to be as
great-grandsire says.”

“I mever heard of such a thing!”
croaked great-grandsire when she told
him the story. *“Man is our enemy and
always has been. To take one of hls
young to raise is bound to bring trouble,
bound to bring trouble.” .

Then they talked the matter over and
came to a conclusion.

The next morning Mother Rabbit took
Jessamine on her lap, and the little bun-
nies clustered around her. She told them
that she and Father Rabbit and Great-
Grandsire Rabbit thought that Jessa-
mine would not be happy to live all her
life away from her own kind.

“You shall not send her back to Dame
Prudence and Old Simeon, mother!”
cried Yellow Eyes.

His mother patted him on the head.

“No, my son, she shall not go back
to them; but we must let her go to live
with the people in the big house up on
the hill. They are good people to little
girls, though don't you ever get in reach
of them. They would think no more of
making a pie out of you than you would
of eating a carrot top.” .

Jessamine played with Yellow Eyes,
Thistlefur, aper, Clovereater and
Pinkey from that Saturday to the next
Saturday, and then they all went with
her as far as the oak tree at the foot of
the hill. Father Rabbit went clear to

the front gate, when somebody opened
a door, and he darted off like a flash.
Jessamine passed up the walk and into
}he house, where she found a happy
hiome.
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Amusing Suqqéstlons for the

Entertainment of Young
Folks

VER so many people would like te
have thelr fortunes told by the ap-
geanneo of the leaves in their tea

cu ut very few pcople know how to
tell the fortunes.

The way to do is this: After you
have all drawn your tea—leaving just a
few drops with the leaves—first make a
wish, and repeat it three times in your
mind; then twirl the cup around so to
shake up the leaves as much as poss
Do this three times (from left to right)
then turn the cup upside down and, set-
ting it in the saucer, twirl it agaln
threae times, left to right, then looking
in and read their fortune.

I have a fortunc rhyme to use:

“One leaf alone, alone, you'll be;

Two together, the priest you'll see.

Three in groups, vour wish you'll gain;

Four, a letter from loving swain.

Five, good news the letter'll bring;

Six in a row, a song you'll sing.

Seven together, great fortune waits

For you, 80 say the tea cup fates,

Tea leaves short and tea leaves tall

Bring you company great and

Tea leaves many and dotted fine

Are, of bad fuck, the surest sign.

Tea leaves few and clean the rim,

Your cup with joy o'er flows the brim.”

Stunts for Sketchers,

SOMI-: time ago Polly Evans gave you
young sketohers a couple of faces
something on the order of t for you
to complete as skillfully as you could.
Here are two more, and, 1
fuanier ones.
See what you can do with them.

Ho 9,0
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April Fool Trick.
sofa cushions, books, dishes,

AKRE
‘T etc.,, and scatter them in the middle

of the floor. Then select some one, and
tell him to walk all around and between
these” articles, so as to famillarize his
mind with the relative positions of the
various articles.

Then blindfold him and tell him to plock
his way between all these articles with-
out teuching any of them. In the mean-
while some one should rapidly and noise-
lessly remove all the articles.

It will'grove very funny to see the
blindfold player stepping softly and
carefully alo S0 as to avoid the arti-
cles which he believes to be in his path.
He will be so pleased to think he has
succeeded. Then he will look so silly
;vho‘a!: lhe discovers he has been made a

ool of.

A

S
oty
; ']I,l “Ducks
= HAT are these things,” one
; little duck

Unto his brother said,
“\\'hg come to see us every

ay
And throw us crumbs of
bread?

“They ltéok so happy and so

glad,
Thelr faces are so bright;
They laugh, as though to see us here
Was quite a pleasant sight.”

“I don't know what they're called at all,”
The other duckling said;

“I only know it's nice by two
Such dear things to be fed.

*“They never come and swim like us,
They haven't wings,” raid he;
*“But if they're not two little ducks,
I'm sure they ought to be.”
~—Clifton Bingham.

G]aucils theisherman

NCE upon a time a great
many hundred years ago
there lived a man called
QGlaucus. He lived all by
himself on a beautiful
island in the middle of a
big river. No omne lived

. anywhere near him, and
there were neither horses,
cows nor anything living,
not even a cat or dog, to
keep him company. -

He was tall and young and very hand-
some, too, and they say that the peopla
who his uninhabited island in
boats often used to hear his beautiful
voice singing stra and lonely sonf{s.
Glaucus made his living by fishing. o
took his fish each day to the bank of the
river, and there the marketmen would
meet him and give him a few pieces of
gold for them, and he, without uttering a
word to them, would then return to his
lonely island.

One day when he drew In his net he
found it full of "the most wonderful-
looking fish he had ever seen. They
were of all sizes and shapes and unilke
any he had ever seen before. Of course,
he was delighted when he saw these
strange fish, for he thought it meant a
fortune to him.

The Fish Escape

He emptied his net on the grass far
from the river so there would be no dan-
ger that any of the fish would get back
into the water again, but what was his
surprise to see the fish suddenly begin
to jump and move thelr fing as if they
were in the water! He was so aston.
ished that he stood by and watched
them in amazement. They one and all
moved off to the water, into which they
Jumped and swam away. He had never
seen anything like this before in all his
life, and it is not surprising that he was
frightened. Glaucus did not know wheth-
er some god had made the fish move, or
whether the grass some secret

With this thought In mind, he search-
ed carefully the place where
thrown the and
that I might know what secret power
10st me my fish.” He waited and

but Was no answer, and
“What right has an

his mouth than he found himself longing
for water. He felt an uncontrollable de-

to rush into the river. Try as he
would, he could not overcome the de-

He ran to the bank of the stream, and
before rluulng in he turned and
farewell to the earth. Stretching

ful earth; I must leave you to go to
countries unknown to man,” and then he
plunged into the water.

The Water Gods

When he opened his eyes he found
himself sitting on a big rock in the bot-
tom of the river, and ali the water gods
were sitting around him. They were
very plea: to have him with them and
received him most graciously. They ad-
mitted him to the honor of their society,
but tkey told him that he could not be-
rcome one of them until they had ob-
tained the consent of Oceanus and Tet-
kys, the sovereigns of tne sea. So he
was compelled to sit on this rock and
wait for ten days and ten nights until
:‘ti\o gods could communicate with their

ngs.

Glaucus wished himseif many times
back on earth again, as it was very wet
and dull sitting down at the bottom of
a river alone, for all the gods left him
while they went to seek permission
of Oceanus and Tetkys that he might
stay with them. Oceanus and Tetkys
agreed he could stay, and that all that
was mortal in him should be washed

away.

To effect this a hundred rivers must
pour their waters over him. Then only
would he lose all sense of his former
nature and all consclousness. Poor Glau-
cus! Little did he know what was in

store for him. There he sat on the lone-
ly rock at the bottom of the river long-

By Elizabeth Kane Rhein

Ing for the gods to return. If he had
known, he would have lo that they
would never come back. ut they did
comeé back, and the hundred rivers pour-
ed over him.

When he recovered he found himself
changed in form and mind. His sheul-

ders were very broad, and his hair was
seagreen and so long that it locked like
a long train, and what had been his legs
was now a large fish's tall. The gods
told him he was beautiful, and he, poor
thing, belleved them and felt proud. At
first he did not know how to move, and
he felt strangely. I am sure we would
have felt very queer if we had no_legs,
but a fish's tail Instead. For some days
he lay down in the deep sea not knowing
what to do; but at last he tried to move,
and when he found that he could swim
like a fish, off he went to see the sea.

One day after he had been awlmmlnﬁ
for a long time he thought he woul
rest on the sand and take a sunbath,
and he fell asleep. What was his sur-
prise when he awakened and opened his
0{1“ to see Scylla, the most beautiful of
all the sea nymphs, sitting on the shore
watching him!

e was very shy, and when she saw
he was awake she ran up on the rock
far away where she knew he could not
follow her. He called to her: ‘“‘Come

back, most lovely Scylla, T implore you!
1f you will come back I will make you
happy and do all in my power to pleasa
{ggi( .I love you most dearly, come

She cnly ran up higher on the olift,
and, when she found that he could not
possibly come after her away up there,
she turped and called back to him:
““What are you, fish or man? Or are
you a god of the sea?”’

Glaucus held out his arms to her and
in the saddest voice possible said: “‘Once
I was mortal and followed the sea for a
living, but now I belong wholly to it.”

Then he told her that he was no sea
animal, but that he was a god; that
nelther Proteus nor Triton ranked higher
than he, and that she should be proud to
have him love her. But Scylla only
ln:’xhed and shook her beautiful head
and ran away so far he could not sees
her. Glaucus was In despair, so he
glunged into the deep sea, where none

ut the fish could see his grief.

(To be concluded next week.)

AN BEARD, in one of his Ilandy
Books, tells how to play the game
of “Chip Stone.” Bqys who are

not famillar with it will be glad to learn
how it is played.

In the gravel-pit, or somewhere along
the river, creek, lake or seashore, may
be found disk -shaped stones called
“skippers,” or “'sailors,”” because the hoys
can make them sall through the air or
skip over the surface of the water.
These stones are used for counters 1n
the game of Chip Stone., The pure whito
or semi-transparent skippers, about the
size of an old-fashionéd copper cent, are
the kind selected.

A bull ring about five feet In dlameter
is made on the ground, or two taw lines
about five feet apart are drawn on the
sidewalk, and each boy, as in marbles,
*“lays in'" a counter. If the game is on
the sidewalk the skippers are placed In a
row between the two taw lines. If in
a bull ring the stones are placed in a
small cirele in the centre of the ring.

In turn each player spins his top and

-
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Chip Stone---A Game for Boys

plugs at the skippers In the ring or be-
tween the taw lines; if his top fails to
spin, he “lays In" another skipper.

If his top ‘“dies”—that {s, stops spin-
ning—inside the ring, he ‘“lays in" an-
other stone. But if his top spins as it
should, he takes It up on a little wooden
shovel and drops it so that the peg hits,
the edge of a counter; he continues to
scoop up and drop the top so long as 1t
will spin, or until it has knocked a
counter over the taw line or outside the
ring, in which case, as in marbles, he
has another turn.

Chip Stone is really a game of marbles
in which sailors or skippers are used for

ducks and tops are used for taws, Of
course each boy takes great pride in his
collection of trophies, each of which he

considers as a medal won by his su-
perior skill as a top spinner.

You can make your own shovel or
spoon with your good pocketknife. Red
cedar i3 the best wood for the purpose,
but any other kind will do well enough.

T'he Flying Cone--A Chinese Toy

Lotta V. Plcard.

HIS Intersting and, in many re-
spects, remarkable toy had its
origin in China, where the peddlers

use it to announce their coming by the
humming sound that it produces. Of
course, it was made of heavier material
and of a larger size in its original form,
but when it was introduced into Europe
it became so popular that men, women
and children played with it, and an
eminent scientist, a professor in the
University of Cambridge, spent much

Don't be discouraged If you cannot do
this at first; keep at it, and it will give
you more fun than spinning a top ever
did, when you become expert. Various
other feats with it will suggest them-

selves when you have become sufficlently
skillful,

Un-Natural History.
HE juvenile members of a certaln

>

Ned was 6 years old. He
and his mother had been
visiting a long distance from
home. One day Ned de-
served a whipping and was
sent upstairs. When his
mother came up he sald:
“Oh, dear! I wonder what
poor daddy is doing?

Then his mother picked
him up and said, “Poor lit-
tle fellow, he Is getting
homesick!"” f

That is the way Ned got
out of his whipping.

HAROLD S. GROVER.

Billy’s Teeth.

A teacher in one of the kindergartens
used to ask her little pupils every morn-
ing if they had cleaned their teeth. Sho
had in her room a very little boy, whom
we will call Billy. After a while Billy
left that school and went to another.

In the new school the teacher never
asked the pupils if they had cleaned
their teeth, so Billy left off cleaning his,
One day his mother, noticing the color of

his teeth, said: “Why, Billy, your teeth -

are in a terrible condition. I see you
bave not cleaned them for a long time.”
“Oh,” said Billy, “that’s all right; we
don't have to clean our teeth any more
at my new school.” E M S

Not Stepmother.
Little sister came crying to my sister
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Cunning Sayings of
Children.

A short time ago Frank,
aged 3% years, was uptown,
with his iaiother. In coming
out of one of the large
stores a man accidentally
ran into him, and, catching
hold of him (Frank) to keep
from falilng, sald: *‘Hello,
there, Sport.” Frank, look-
ing up, replied: 1 ain't a
dog;: ‘Sport’ is at home.,"”

THOMAS J, SHATTON.

Little St. Peter.

Tommy had been naughty and his
mother tled a string around his wrist
and tied the other end to the leg of the

- table. Tommy cried awhile, then wip-

ing his eyes on the skirt of his dress, he
sald: “Well, 't‘end lilke I'se Peter an’ de
debble put me in prison.”

X MRS. G. W. GILMER.

Dollars, Please.

Mamma was paring an apple for Ethel
(who was 5 years old) and said: “Shall
I cut it in quarters for you?’ *“No,
mamma,"” she answered, “I would rather
have dollars.”

Thanking you for the pleasure we have
with your page.

RUSSELL MALPASS.
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