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THE WAY OF DAY AND NIGHT. 

'^)'ltre is the way where light dwell-
•eth. anil as for darkness,x where Is the 
place thereof'.'"—Job xxxviii, 19. 

An endless ride on a course worldwide 
Is the race of Day and Night. 

Day speeds ahead where the dawn is red, 
On the path ablaze with light. 

Across the seas, to awake the breeze, 
And above the hill and glen 

He sends his cries to the paling skies 
Till they echo back again. 

And the flecks o£ frost by his wheels ars 
tossed 

•\\ here the winter has its hold; 
And he (tings the dew- to the roseheart, 

too, 
Wlieiu the summer morns unfold; 

J3ut he has no rest either east or west 
For lie must keep on his round 

•On the course that swirledv all about the 
world 

At the hour Time was unbound. 

Over earth's broad rim, to the rear of 
him. 

There arise the banners gray, 
•And there comes the beat of the muffled 

feet, v 
Telling Night is on the way. 

Then the Night sweeps high in the fading 
sky,' \vv 

With her trailing stars a-rush, 
"X"ill she holds the seas and the crooning 

breeze 
In her calming, worldwide hush. 

Tet the Night must look at the path Day 
took, 

And must haste o'er plain and steep. 
In her arms there gleams all the gold of 

dreams 
And the silver seals of sleep. 

And she flings them free over land and 
sea 

To the host of day-worn men-
Then she hurries on at the shout of dawn, 

For the Day is come again. 

Thus they sweep and swerve up the long, 
long curve . 

That is laid from east to west; 
And there is 110 stay on the reaching 

way— 
Neither pause, nor halt, nor rest— 

But the two rush on with the dark and 
dawn • 

On the path that lies before. 
In the endless ride on the course world

wide 
Until Time shall be no more. 

—W. D. N.. in Chicago Daily Tribune. 

THE WEAKNESS| 
OF HENRY. I  

v;; By Arnold Golsworthy. § 

HI^NRY BIDDOCK lived with his 
sister Jane in the little cottage 

that had been their home always. 
While he would hardly be considered 
as a rich man, Henry*was undoubtedly 
•well to do, and his wealth was all the 
greater since, agreeably with the an
cient maxim, his wants were so few. 
Beginning life in a small way, with a 
general dealer's store, retailing every
thing, from Sunday clothes to ginger 
beer, Henry had saved money and 
bought land and houses, till the extent 
of his possessions made him quite a 
•considerable person in the village. 

Sister Jane was a year or so older 
than Ilenry. She was a plain, honest 
•crealure, quite above the ordinary fem
inine weakness of disguising her age. 
It in the course of conversation the 
•question of age arose, Jane would vol
unteer quite frankly—almost, indeed, 
exultmgly—the fact that she was 47 
years ami five months old, or whatever 
the figure might be at the moment, 
the iractional portion of the year be
ing invariably added with the mosL 
-conscientiotM exactness. Jane's age 
was her one source of pride. As a 

.girl, she liaid been taught by her par
ents that the deference of her brother 
was line to her on account of her 
seniority, and, though Henry might ul
timately attain , to the wealth of a 
Croesus or the power of a Caesar, sh6 
v/as convinced that by the law of na
ture .she must always be as emphatic
ally his superior as 47 is to 41. When 
their parents had died, Jane had taken 
•charge of the home as a matter of 
course, and if Henry sat with his feet 

•on the polished fender, or strayed so 
lar trcm the path of rectitude as to 
smoke in the drawing-room, he was 
usually reminded of his offence with a 
fitting emphasis. In spite of her un
deniable conversational ability, how
ever, Jane had always been a careful 
and competent housekeeper, and, 
•whether Henry was disposed to admit 
it or not, much of his prosperity was 
due to the sterling character of his 
"watchful sister. 

At 47 (and five months) Jane was 
neither young nor beautiful. She wore 
spectacles, her hair was wispy and 
thin, and there was a flush upon her 
face which she herself attributed to 
chronic indigestion, and which was put 
down by the uncharitable to bottled 
ale. And yet her life had not been en
tirely free from romance. Once, in
deed. she had been engaged to be mar-
Tied; but the blissful experience, after 
jolting for the best part of a month 
along the course of true love, termi
nated abruptly and without appeal oa 
a fine summer's evening. Jane's strong 
point was her extremely orthodox 
piety, and on that fatal evening she 
Tiad been shocked to hear from her 
lover's; Dps the confession that on tho 
previous day lie had regarded the 
weather as too flne for church, and 
T.ad gone Ashing instead. Jane almost 
gasped for very breath as this fearful 
blow came upon her. She talked to tho 
young man as he sat penitently in the 
drawing-room—talked to hin till he 
•could feel his ears singing .and his 
t>rain reeling, and confidently predicted 
for him t'.nhappiness and failure in this 
world and acute discomfort in uifc 
next. When, in sheer desperation, the 
joung man made a blind dash for the 
door, Jane followed up her advantage 
lemorselessly. She talked him across 
•the hall, up the front garden, and as far 
•dowii the road w sU9 could reasonably 

expect her voice to be audible to the 
sinner in his flight. And with that 
moment Jane's romance ended. 

Henry had come to the age of 41 
without romance of any kind. The j 
trouble that is a long time coming, | 
however, is generally severe when it 
is finally at hand. The new tenants 
who had just taken his farm at the, 
bottom of the road, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bates and family, were really very su
perior people, and Miss Florrie Bates 
was a really charming girl. Henry had 
noticed it on their arrival, and he had 
noticed the particulars with regard to 
Florrie especially on several occasions 
since. At 44 he found himself contem
plating a new horizon. True, people 
would say there was some disparity in 
their ages; for Florrie was but 21. But 
people must mind their own business. 
Henry was the sole and responsible 
judge of his own actions—and he was 
in love. 

Indeed, the only other consideration 
that weighed with Henry at all was— 
Jane. Jane was, to all intents and pur
poses, the fly in the ointment. Florrie 
could not suppress the joyful tiding*-
that she was going to be married "to 
the rich Mr. Biddock. And she would 
write so many letters to him, and the 
letters were on such pink paper, with 
such a robust perfume, that if Jana 
did not see them as she entered the 
room, they betrayed themselves to her 
the first time she was surprised into a 
questioning sniff. It soon became clear 
to Henry that concealment was no 
longer possible, and that the dreadful 
ordeal of an explanation with Jane 
must be faced as boldly as possible. 
One morning, therefore, he paused in 
the middle of breakfast, and, looking 
across the table, stammered out: 

"Jane, I've bin thinkin' a lot about 
it, and I'm goin' to be married!" 

Jane's knife and fork dropped from 
her hands into her plate with a clat
ter. "Good 'eavens, 'Enry!" she 
gasped. "What nonsense you're talk-
in'!" 

"Nonsense or no nonsense," said 
Henry, a little irritated by the cold, not 
to say derisive, reception of his an
nouncement, "that's 'ow it is. I'm 
goin' to bring the young lady 'ome this 
afternoon, and interdooce you." 

Jane seemed quite dazed at the pros
pect. She sat bolt upright in her chair, 
looking straight before her, with a 
couple of her fingers pressed tightly to 
her lips as though for fear they should 
open of their own accord and say some
thing to be afterward regretted. After 
a moment or two she seemed to have 
found what she considered an appro
priate comment. "It ses in the Scrip-
cher," she began— 

"It ses in the scripcher," interrupted 
Henry, "that it ain't good for a man to 
be alone." 

"You—you ain't alone," faltered 
Jane. "I'm 'ere, ain't I? There ain't 
a 'ome nowhere that's been looked 
after like this 'as. 'Tisn't as if you 
was a young man, 'Enry. You're 44 
an' eight months come the twenty-first, 
an' that ain't no time of life to change 
all your old ways an' go gettin' mar
ried. It ses in the scripcher, 'Rejcice 
with the wife of thy youth,' which is 
as much as to say that if you don't get 
married when you're young you'd bet
ter by 'alf keep single for the rest of 
your days. And it isn't as if you was 
going to marry a sober, middle-aged 
party, either. O, I've 'eard all about 
your Florrie Bates. Been talkin' 
about it all over the village, so they 
'ave, an' you're old enough to bo the 
gal's father. I ctsi tell you straight 
out, 'Enry— 

Henry, who had been growing more 
and more fidgety as the discourse pro
ceeded, came to the boiling point at 
last. Springing to his feet and kick
ing his chair away, petulantly, he said: 

"1 fiat's quite enough, Jane. I 
kno\> what I'm about, an' I've got 
some.Viing better to do than sit 'ere 
an' tje jawed at. I'm goin' down to 
the i'&op, an' at tea time I'm goin' to 
bring1 Florrie down 'ere. You've got 
nolhiij' to worry about. You'll be 
looked after all right." 

"Looked after?" echoed Jane. "What 
d'ye mean?" 

"'Aug it all!'' said Henry, "you 
can't, expect to stay an' keep 'ouse 
for me when I'm married. It ain't 
likely Mrs. B. would put up with that. 
But don't you worry about it. You'll 
be looked after all right." And then 
Henry, apprehensive of a stormy turn 
in the conversation that he lacked the 
courage to fac.', snatched up his hat 
and went out. 

About four o'clock Henry, with Miss 
Bates on his arm, came proudly down 
the road. After the little breeze of 
the morning, Henry was rather glad 
to think that he would not have to 
face Jane's wrath alone. For him
self, he could see no reason why Jane 
should not remain in the old home 
with them, but Miss Bates scouted the 
notion. "It was not," she aaid, with 
superb hauteur, "her idea of being 
mistress in her own house." And 
Henry, carried away by his iufutua-
tion, argued that Miss Bates must be 
right, and any reductance on the part 
of Jane to concur in the arrangement 
would be unreasonable and unseemly. 
Miss Bates had cheerfully volunteered 
to relieve Henry of the painful duty 
of making Jane's position clear to her. 
and there was every promise that the 
clearness would not be under-accentu
ated. It was agreed between herseli: 
and Henry, however, that ho should 
throw in a remark from time to time 
in order to make the statement of the 
caso more convincing and more com
pletely authoritative. 

Henry rang the bell, and Jane opened 
the street door. As an actual matter 
of fact Jane had anxiously watched 
the ..approach of the couple from her 
position behind the window curtain in 
the drawing-room; but her dignity 
demanded that she should wait for the 
bell to ring. Henry was all smiles. 
Miss Bates, a pretty girl with sparkling 
eyes and dimpled cheeks, was frigidity 
itself. Jane noticed that she had kid 
gloves on. Four buttons, too. Jane 
had always regarded cotton gloves aa 
/•••'..•J. • ' •...'• • ' 
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the correct wear for sober-minded and 
God-fearing young women. There was 
also a dainty rustle about Miss Bates 
as she walked into the drawing-room. 
This, of course, cannot be explained ex
cept by the remark that Jane made to 
herself as she heard the rustling. 
"Silk, I'll be bound!" she said. 

At the tea table there was an awk
ward cilence for some time, broken 
only by Miss Bates' admonition to 
Henry that he mustn't pour his tea 
out into his saucer, as it wasn't man
ners, and her explanation to Jane that 
she would eat her cake without taking 
off her gloves, as you didn't take off 
your gloves nowaday in good society. 
Jane scowled, but Henry smilingly 
nodded his approval. In his mind's 
eye he could see himself already mix
ing with the peerage on terms of pleas
ing equality. For the greater part of 
the time Miss Bates looked searchingly 
round the room at the old-fashioned 
furniture and decorations, whfte Jane 
followed her every glance as if pre
pared to defend the house from any 
and all outside criticism. Finally, 
Miss Bates spoke, and at her first 
words Jane sat back in her chair and 
pressed her two fingers on her lips as 
a measure of prudence. 

"I don't think much of the way the 
furniture's arranged, Miss Biddock," 
she said, with a superior curl of the 
lip. "I should 'ave put those two 
vawses on the mantelshelf, and I won
der you don't tie a few bits of ribbon 
on the chairs to make 'em look stylish. 
It's quite the rage in society now. I 
shouldn't 'ave that gran'father's clock 
so close to the window; what do you 
think, 'Enry, dear?" 

Henry, thus appealed to, said the 
clock should bo moved to whatever 
part of the room Florrie might choose. 
Jane remained dumb. The things she 
had to say were not to be readily ren
dered into polite English, and she kept 
her lips closed with her fingers, and 
looked at each piece of furniture stead
ily as its turn came for criticism. Tho 
grandfather's clock had always stood 
by the window because that was the 
place that Jane's mother had decided 
upon for it. Men do not think of these 
things; but to women, and especially 
to women who are alone, as Jane felt 
herself to be then, these little spots 
of mother's choosing are holy ground. 

Presently Miss Bates came to the 
object of her call. Looking at Jane 
with a patronizing smile, she in
quired: 

"Well, what shall you do when we're 
married? We shan't be able to 'ave 
you 'ere, you know, though, of course, 
'Enry will make some sort of a provi
sion for you." 

"Quite so, quite so," acquiesced 
Henry, in accordance with the prear
ranged compact; and as he spoke ho 
kept his gaze on the ceiling for fear 
Jane should catch his eye and address 
him personally and voluminously. 

"I shall wait here until my brother 
turns me out," said Jane, in a tone 
that was a mixture of pathos and de
fiance. "It ses in the scripcher—" 

"Yes, we know all about that," in
terrupted Miss Bates. "But when I'm 
married I'm goin' to be missis in my 
own 'ouse. And there ain't room for 
the two of us." 
" 'Ardly," acquiesced Henry, as be

fore. 
"I was 'ere first," said Jane, dog

gedly. 
"Why don't you be reasonable about 

it, Jane?" began Henry. "You must ha' 
got sense enough to see—" 

"You leave 'er to me," interrupted 
Miss Bates, turning upon Henry with 
a rather unexpected sharpness. "I can 
fight my own battles." 

A quiet smile flickered across Jane's 
lips. "I 'ope." she said, ii^ her best 
and most conclusive style, "that my 
brother will never 'ave no cause to 
repent of 'is marriage." 

"What d'you mean?" inquired Miss 
Bates, starting to her feet and turn
ing crimson. 

"It ses in the scripcher," said Jans, 
speaking firmly and deliberately, "that 
it's better to live alone at the top of 
the 'ouse than downstairs with a 
brawlin' woman." 

"Did you 'ear that, 'Enry?" gasped 
Miss Bates, contioiling herself with 
difficulty. "Ale you goin' to stand by 
and see me spoke to like this? Don't 
stay there like a stuffed pig. What 
'ave you got to say?" 

For the moment it was cls'ar th~." 
Henry had nothing to say. He rubbed 
the side of his head and looked puz
zled; and Jane, seeing a chance to toke 
up the conversation, improved upon it 
accordingly. 

" 'Enry ain't used to bein' flew at, 
young woman." she said. " 'E's lived 
a quiet, peaceful life 'ere for over 40 
years and 'e's new to your kind o' 
company. Likewise, when you're in 
the presence of people as was grown 
up before you was born, you should 
bear yourself accordin'. It say3 in the 
scripcher that the younger should sub
mit to the elder, and 'Enry's old 
enough to be your father, and you there 
talkin' to 'im as if he was your equal. 
'Enry's my brother, an' e's worth 50 o' 
you, an' the sooner you find It out the 
better for both of you!" 

Miss Bates, white with anger, 
stamped her foot. "Well?" she said, 
turning to Henry: and, as Henry still 
paused to find a suitable remark, she 
continued: "I'm not used to bein' 
talked to like this, so I tell you, 
fctiiUglit. We can't go on without soma 
undorstandin'. It's either your bister 
or me. Which is it?" 

Henry heaved a deep sigh, and 
looked first at his sister and then at 
the fascinating Miss. Bates. Then he 
walked across the room and for the 
first time in 23 years he kissed Jane 
softly on the cheek. 

"I'm sorry this 'as 'appened. Jane," 
he said, quietly; "but it's all over now, 
and I'm glad." 

Miss Bates, tossing her head haughM-
ly, indulged in a hysterical laugn und 
stalked out of the house, carefully 
slamming the street door behind her 
with all the force she could muster.— 
Black and White. 

SOME FIGURES OF INTEREST 

Immense Value of the Promised Pan
ama Canal to Commerce of 

America and Europe. 

The value of the canal to the com
merce of the world can be readily under
stood by any boy or girl who will refer 
to a common map of the world. Both 
the United States and Europe will reap 
great benefits from it, writes George 
Ethelbert Walsh, in "Cutting a Hemis
phere in Two," in St. Nicholas, By the 
present route, steamers sailing from 
New York to San Francisco by way of the 
Strait of Magellan must cover 13,090 
miles, including the usual stops required 
for coaling. When the canal across the 
Isthmus of Panama is opened the dis
tance will be shortened 5,294 miles—a 
saving of nearly 8,000 miles. Steamers 
bound from European ports would find 
almost equal advantages. Those sailing 
from Hamburg to San Francisco would 
have their present route shortened by 
5,048 miles. 

Steamers sailing from New York to 
Australia and New Zealand now go by 
the way of Cape of Good Hope. By going 
through the new canal this route would 
be shortened between 3,500 and 5,175 
miles, according to the port they were 
bound for. Our ships from the Atlantic 
seaboard must now pass through the 
Suez canal to reach China and Japan in 
the most direct way. The total distance 
from New York to Yokohama, Japan, is 
13,040 miles, and through the Panama 
canal it would be reduced to 10,088 miles. 
From NeV York to Shanghai. China, 
the saving in distance through the canal 
would amount to 1,339 miles. To the 
oriental countries the saving is not so 
great as along our own coast and to our 
Pacific ocean possessions, owing to the 
fact that China and Japan are nearly op-
site us on the globe. But to Hawaii there 
would be a distinct saving of G,581 miles. 

Saving in time and distance does not 
mean so much to sailing vessels, but it is 
rery important to ocean steamers. With 
coal at three or four dollars per ton 
wholesale, the saving in money from a 
trip through the Panama canal would 
quickly mount up into thousands of dol
lars. It is estimated that from New 
York to San Francisco the actual saving 
in coal for the average freight steamer 
would be $3,000. The saving in time 
would be even more important. A steam
er on this line makes only about two 
round trips a year through the Strait 
of Magellan, but through the Panama 
canal at least five round trips a year 
probably could be made. 

RUSSIA'S NAVAL RESOURCES 

Much Was Learned by That Nation 
in Early Days from Observ

ing the British. 

To a great extent the Russian 
navy was in early days the offspring of 
the British navy. It was on the Thames, 
at Deptford, that, Peter the Great 
watched the process of shipbuilding and 
it was from the Thames that he set out 
later for home with a large body of 
workmen skilled in the use of tools to 
assist him in the upbuilding of a fleet to 
hold Sweden in check. How strange 
such an aim sounds to-day, says A. "S. 
Hurd, in Cassier's Magazine. In later 
times many British naval officers, Ad
mirals Elphinstone, Greig, and a score 
of others, were tempted into the Rus
sian service, and until recent years not 
a few of the ships of the Russian navy 
were constructed in British yards, of 
British material, and with British labor. 

With splendid determination the Mus
covite power has now thrown off outside 
assistance, and, despite all difficulties, 
has developed her resources. At St. 
Petersburg she has to-day six big build
ing slips, so that six battleships or large 
cruisers may be in progress at one and 
the same time; Cronstadt is mainly a 
repairing yard; the Baltic yard, at the 
mouth of the Neva, has been much im
proved and provided with a new build
ing slip since it came into the hands of 
the government a few years ago; and 
Libau is Jlie new advanced base of the 
Russian navy at a point in the Baltic 
which is not frozen up each winter. At 
Sebastopol and Nieholaieff. in the Black 
sea, there are good building and dock
ing facilities, and since Vladivostock 
was adopted as the far eastern base, a 
splendid new dock, 550 feet long and 
90 feet wide, has been constructed and 
another dock is in hand, and steps are 
being taken to fit Port Arthur as a 
strongly defended naval base. The 
harbor already has one dock, with 
smithy and shop. The fixed defenses 
at Port Arthur have been practically 
completed and the work on a new dock, 
is already in hand. 

Not many years ago Russia had to 
turn to other powers for aimost every
thing she required for the construction 
of her ships; but she has now rendered 
herself to a great extent independent 
of outside assistance by the provision 
of steel, gun and armor works. Even 
her engines, which ten years since she 
was obtaining largely from British 
firms, she is able to produce in an in
creasing degree herself.. 

Baby's Chance- for Life. 
Since 1891 the mortality among chil

dren less than one year old. in the city 
of Chicago, lias decreased U0 per cent., 
and the health department of that city 
ascribes this remarkable result not so 
r.nuh to an improved milk supply, the 
antitoxin treatment for diphtheria, and 
similar causes, as to tho work accom
plished by women's clubs and other or
ganizations in educating mothers in the 
hygiene of young children. This is be
lieved to be the principal agency in im
proving the babies' chances l'or life. 

Small Profit. 
A Kansas man bought a carload ot 

steers last spring, turned them out to 
graze all summer, and then fed them on 
ccrn for a month or so before selling 
them. Ar.d he made 25 cents Uy th» 
transaction. 

0. 

A SONG OF SATURDAYS. 

Sing a song of Saturdays, 
Band of fifty-two, 

Joining hands about the year, 
What a merry crew! 

How they make the hours dance! 
How they shout with glee! 

..Yes, the happy Saturday . 
. Is the day for me. 

Sing a song of Saturdays, 
Pearls upon a chain, 

Hung about the New Year's neck 
When she comes again. 

All among the other beads, 
Pink or blue or gray, 

How you love tho shining gleam 
Of a Saturday! 

Sing a song of Saturdays, 
Roses in a wrc-at«c, 

Fifty-two so big and bright— 
Who would look beneath? 

Other days may be as green. 
Others bloom as fair, 

Yet a single Saturday 
We could never spare. . 

Sing a song of Saturdays, - • 
Rests along the road; :,:••'•• 

Here we halt to ta£e a breath, 
Ease the weary load. 

Ho! Another mile-stone passed 
Toward the goat we sieok, 

Then, refreshed, we travel on 
For another week. 

—Abbie Farwel; Brown, in Youth's 
Companion. 

NIGHT WITH HUNGRY LION. 

"Well-Known Traveler Tells of Thrill
ing Adventure He Once Had in 

Central Africa. 

Lions, it seems, take to man-eating 
only as a means of self-defense, or 
when they become too old to be a 
match for the wild prey, the flavor of 
which they so much prefer. Old hunt
ers declare that they never knew a 
lion really to "stalk" a man; that, as 
a rule, they rather "turn up their 
noses" at civilized flesh, and are more 
or less easily diverted from the scent. 
In "Days and Nights by the Desert" 
Parker Gilmore tells of a trick he 
once played on one of these animals. 

"I was hunting ostriches," he says. 
"At a bend in the ravine the bird dis
appeared,' and I was about to follow it, 
when, by the merest chance, I looked 
behind me, and to my surprise and 
horror saw that a largelion was not over 
70 yards behind me, and evidently 
stalking me as carefully as I had been 
stalking the bird. 

"If I could have gained a tree I 
should certainly have climbed it in a 
hurry; but no tree was near. To make 
a run for it would have brought the 
lion upon me at once. I kept steadily 
along the edge of the ravine till 1 
came to a place that promised shelter; 
it was a drop of four feet to a ledge 
about 30 inches wide, and afterward 
a perpendicular descent of 50 or 60 
feet, terminating1 in a quantity of 
broken bowlders and jagged stones. 

"With as little appearance of alarm 
as I could assume, I sat down on the 
edge of the precipice, ever and anon 
taking a careful glance behind to see 
where my foe was. About 20 rods be
hind me were a few ragged bushes. 
Behind these the lion had taken shel
ter, and was keeping a careful survey 
upon my every movement. Darkness 
was rapidly coming on, when I slipped 
from my seat and dropped down to the 
ledge. Instantly I slipped off my coat 
and hung it on the muzzle of my mus
ket, and shoved it up over the upper 
ledge where I had so lately been'sit
ting. 

"Scarcely was this done when my coat 
was torn away and my gun hurled to 
the bottom of the gully. But they did 
not go alone. No; my assailant was 
with them, and there he remained all 
night, grumbling over his disappoint
ment at not having me for supper. 

"A colder night I never passed, but 
I had to make the best of it. In the 
morning I found my assailant had 
smashed his fore leg in his fall. The 
musket was not much injured, and I 
soon ended his suffering." 

AN ALBATROSS CAKE WALK 

Aquatic Birds Perform Curious An
tics on the Sandy Beach of a 

Pacific Ocean Island. 

Sailors visiting the island of Laysan, 
in the Hawaiian group, are greatly-
amused by the curious antics of the 
Laysan albatross, or gony. These 
birds sometimes perform, in pairs, a 
kind of dance, or, as the sailors call 

DOING THE CAKE WALK. 

It, "cake-walk." Two albatrosses ap
proach one another, nodding and mak
ing profound bows, cross their bills, 
produce snapping and groaning sounds, 
rise «n their toes, puff out their breasts, 
and finally part with more nodding 
and bowing, only to come together 
again and repeat the performance. Oc
casionally three engage at once in this 
singular amusement. The spectators 
are always impressed with the extreme 
"politeness" of the birds.--Youth's 
Companion. 

FUN FOR THE YOUNGSTERS 

How They Can Make a Kaleidoscope 
Which Produces Really Beau

tiful Results. 

Leave two small strips of looking 
glass with their long sides against one 
another at an angle of GO degrees, and 
join them with the help of a sma'i 
piece of linen and glue. The third side 
of the triangle is formed by a strip 
of black cardboard of the same length 
and width as the pieces of looking 
glass. When these three pieces are 
glued together (see Fig. 1) a paper-
tube a trifle longer than the strips 
of looking glass has to be made, wide 
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IMPROVISED KALEIDOSCOPE 

enough to admit the triangle of looking 
glass. Close one end of the tube with 
paper and make an opening in the 
center toUook through; while on the 
other end of the tube you insert a 
round piece of common window glassi 
and fasten it. Strew all sorts of small 
objects, such as fine gravel, pieces of 
colored glass, etc., on this round piece 
of glass and place a second round piece 
of glass over it in such a way that 
the small bodies have sufficient space 
to move freely. After everything is in 
order and well dried look through the 
opening on the other end of the tube 
and you will see the beautiful patterns. 
Every time the kaleidoscope is turned 
the figures vary in form and the iresults 
are beautiful.—Cincinnati Enquirer. ym 

LOADS OF MIDWINTER FUN. 
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Buffalo Boys Have Invented a "Jump
ing Jack" That Catches Fish 

^ . While They Skate. 

The problem of how to keep wurin 
and enjoy yourself while engaged in 
the ancient pastime of fishing through 
a hole in the ice has been solved in a 
very ingenious manner, as the accom
panying sketch indicates. Several 
bright American boys skating on th» 
lake at Buffalo are believed to have 
originated the idea of the "jumping-
jack" fisherman, as it is called. 

The northern boy used to sit over a 
hole in the ice and wait for the fish, 
to bite, but that became too slow and, 
besides, it detracted from his pleasure 
at skating. So his inventive genius 
set itself to work, and the "jumping-
jack" was the result. The string which 
has to be pulled to make the "jumping-
jack's" joints move is tied securely to 
the fishing nne. The hook is baited 
and lowered into the water through a 

.Jl 

*4 

4 

V .  
ftjtV 

, *4 

j $ 

FISHING THROUGH ICE. 

hole in the ice. The "jumping-jack"' 
is fastened to a small stand placed at 
the edge of the hole and then the boy 
goes skating, occasionally casting a 
glance at his "jumping-jack." 

When the hungry and unsuspicious 
fish comes along and swallows the bait 
the "jumping-jack" waves his arms 
and legs frantically, aiy lso a small 
flag fastened to one/ ... Then tha 
youngster stops skatid j long enough to 
pull in the fish and bait the book for 
another catch. 

A simpler signal is called the "tie-
up" pole. This is made with two short, 
light sticks tied together at right an
gles in the way -shown in the sketch. 
To one of the poles a flag is fastened. 
When the fish is not biting the flag lies 
flat on the ice, but as soon as a fish 
has gulped down the hook or eveu 
taken a nibble at the bait, that fact iu 
signaled by the flag. As soon as the 
flagpole stands upright wafting its 
bright-colored flag to the breezes it is 
time for the fisherman to haul in his 
line.—N. Y. Journal. 

This Dog Died of Grief. 
A bulldog owned by Edgar Cave, Lib

erty,Mo.,adeputy sheriff who is in Kan
sas as a witness in the Dewey murder 
case, died of grief. Whenever Cave had 
heretofore been absent more than a 
day the dog plainly showed his uneasi
ness. His master's absence this time 
was too long for him, however. ' < 

Disappointed Young Miss. 
A small miss who had but recentl/'"^-" 

mastered her catechism confessed her •' -
disappointment with it thus; "Now, 
I obey the fifth commandment and 
honor my papa and mamma, yet my ••'••';'*•• 
days are not a bit longer in the land. 
for I'm put to bed every night at spv^<!Za!aZ~ 
o'clock just the same. ~ " 
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