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THE CHERRY PARASOL.

By OWEN HACKETT.
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That vear? You see ouly the end of
It Fortunately by wearlng a  high
pollar I eun just conceal §t; but It ex-
tanda from the neck (oloss by the jugu-
lar vein, oo, my boy) down over the
Bhouldor guite to the bresglbhone.

A tiger did that—a roynl Bengal—
and n benuty he was, [ tell you. You
can soa Lhe skin any day in my marcied
nlutor's aitting room,

But it's a story guite worth the tell-
Ing, and 1t has a funay side. too, that
was thonght quite worta repetition ot
the time In the English papers, though
they did not get at the lnslde lfacts of
the adventure,

It wan the perlod of the hol season
siagnation when we were In the con-
sular service at Madras, you know,

The English soviety (ineluding tha
fow Amerleans there) were doing little
alse than to sleep and yawo to pass the
time,

But everybody, the men especially,
ware pgalvanized into excitement when
{he news came that a tiger had car-
ried off first & woman and then & child
during the previous week from a sia-
tion about fifteen miles ln the interior
at the foot of the mountsins,

Time was whon this would have beon
A sort of every-day anmouuncement in
India; but of inte years these monsters
had been killed off excepl far in the
Interfor wilderness, and it had already
become & rare event for onc of thege
royal fellows fo issue from his jungle
Kingdom,

At any rate, things had got to such n
pass of mental torpidity that we need-
ed only the slightest straw Lo grasp at
for the sake of excitement.

In bhalf an hour & hunt had been
agreed upon, and servants were fiying
everywhere about the town lo arrange
the details and secure accesaories, sush
ag teams and wagond, native porters
and beaters, and In the tool of the
evening Afteen or twenly pentlemen
Eportsmen wera engaged in olling gun-
locks, swabbing out rifie barrels and
preparing generally for the morrow's
expedition.

It was just dawn the following morn-
ing when we started—a curlous caval
tade of fifty or more, in which the
white faces were largely in the minor-
ity. Some were on horgsebatk, some in
carts drawno by bullocks, which, in that
country, were very different from what
are known as such at home.

Aboul a mile from Madrag there was
a little bungalow, commanding a view
of the sea, which had become a sort
of house of public entertainment, popu-
lar with the better class of residents as
a regort for Uffins and svch little ex-
cursions as we would call picnics.

We had hardly entered the grovae
when a silvery feminine laugh entored
out ears, coming [rom the direction of
the native house,

The major, beslde whom | was rid-
ing, perceptibly etarted at the sound
and glanced at me. 1 in turn loolked
inquiringly at him,

“Pon’t you recognize the voice?" he
aslked,

“No, 1 can’t say ['do,"” | answered.
“Whose is iL? Surely nons of mine
host Singh's family have such a sweet
thrill.”

“1 should say not, decidedly!" as-
sented the major. “But I must be
wrong if you don't recognize it—I|
thought it for all the world like Miss
Bradford's volee."

[ eonild not help looking quickly and
keenly at the major. Miss Bradford
was my sister and the major had cer-
tainly heen very ottentive to her dur-
ing the few months of their acquaint-
ance,

If he could rocognize her volce in an
Indian jungle when her brother failed
to do so there must be something ser-
fous an the carpet.

1 therefore had a peculiar interest in
the development of the next few mo-
ments,

“It ig positively cruel of you!" said
another and pelulant  voiee, “You
make no ellowance for my extremaly
gensitive organization. But | almply
cannot go back over that toad; the
mere thought of it is kitting! Hark!
don't you hear something creeping out
from the grove?' and there arose n
ghrill seream which became hysterical
a8 it seemed to dimlalsh as if the Temi-
nine speaker had flown Into the cot-
tage, ) '

She had doubtiess heard us breakiog
fhrougl the thicket, and in an instant
the bead of our calvacade came in full
view of the place, and there mtting
calmly on & seat béfore the door under
the overhanging bougha and looking
expectantly but undismayed towards us
was—my glster.,

“You here!™ 1 exclaimed. really sur-
priged. “And Migs Blithedale, too; |
need not ask that' Ieaid, glancing at
an opan parasol of flaming.choerey that
lay & few feet away on the glound
where he fair and nerfvous owner had
dropped 1t in her fight.

Tuit parasor: In defiance ol all the
geiontlyts from sen Franklin Jown,
Mizgs Blithedale must needs Import
from ihe west arsunsiade of the color
of -wiich above @il aothers reflected
plexst the rays of that very orb

This she imperturbably carried, gl

shinlng murk for derigive joken, or,
poarhaps an an Incentive to well-born
pibaltarn bachelars In the arenn of
love, she the matador and they the
quarry,

"How panolrating you are!™ wus my
flstor's  fronlesl reply. “Major, you
are jJust in time. Migs Blithedale hins
Just declared that she wlll not return
to town without the escort of the whole
garrison—or of Major Gallanton, per-
hapa. "

The major looked almost palned at
this allusion in the dead set that Miss
Blithedale had been making at him to
every one's amusement.

“And 50.," my sister continued brigk-
Iy, “you have all your hunt for poth-
Ing! The royal quarry seems to know
something about flank movements and
strategy as well na your own gallant
solves.”

"Really, T don't
Bradiord,” sald the puzzled
"What Is all this about escorts and
flank movements! Ah, Miss Bllthe-
dale,” as that lady appeared, apparent-

understand. Miss

soldler,

ly nerved agaln to a welcome encoun- |

er with the major; “this I8 a most
charming colncidence, But explain,
please, Miss Bradford.”

Then my sigter narrated as follows:

The two ladies in question, bored to
death at the absence of the only ob-
Ject of interest—the men—had declided
on a little expedition of their own,

They had hired one of the native
“jaunting cars,” as we call them, with
its zebu team and native driver, and
stowing & lTuncheon hamper in the
“bool,” had driven out before the noon-
day heal for the “park.”

Already in gight of the grove, they
had ben horrified to see the sudden
appearance of 4 great tlger, who step-
ped out from the undergrowth beslde
the road, disclosing his superb propor-
tions and brilliant coloring as he first
gazed curiously towards them and then
lowared his head and began to stalk
alter them in long strides,

Miss Dilthedale uttered a terrified
shriek, the driver, turning, saw the
beast, and wild with fear, first whipped
up his bullocks and then incontinently
fled into the jungle.

Meanwhile in the same moments, my
slater had been equally appalled. But
Belle 15 a girl of pretly strong nerves,
as you may know, and though white
with fear, she uttered no cry but silent-
ly if wildly looked around for a wea-
pon.

There was none, of coursée—bhut stay!
the cherry parasol! She snatched it
from the nerveless hands of her com-
panion, opened it wita a vicious snap,
and thrust it sheer into the face of the
beast, who was not four fest away,

At the same time she cloged her eyes
from gsudden faininess but recovering
instantly she looked again and—he was
gone! She could just see the tail dis-
appearing rapidly as he crawled among
the leaves in dire fright.

Without an instant's heésitation my

sigfer sprang to the “box,” whipped up
the slow bullocks, drove the few rods
to the bungalow with Miss Blithedale
clinging to her and alternately moan-
ing and screeching, as we learned in
private,

That was five hours before; Miss
Blithedale had absolutely refused Lo
return with the cowardly native driver,
who had arrived before them, and my
glster had laughingly vowed that in
that case she would go back alone, agk-
ing no better protection than the cherry
parasol.

*“You have revolutionized the tiger
hunt for the future, Miss Bradford,”
sald the major, with his eyes full of ad-
miration at the tale which my sister
told so lightly and laughlngly as to
rob it of any trace of egotlsm, “Here-
after we may expect to see long lines of
beaters flle through the jungle armed
with red umbrellas, and faming cot-
ton stockades about the villages,

There was some discussion as to the
identity of this particular beast, but
it was generally allowed to he the
same we had been huating, if for ne
other reason than to turn the joke
against ourselyes, the empty-handed
nimrods.

We started back to town and joking-
ly made a great show of surrounding
the car a8 a protection on every side.

But it turned out to be no joke.
When hall way back (the major. and
mysell riding beside the ecar;, there
aroge frightened c¢ries ahead, and the
leaders of the calvacade came tumbling
back upon vs in the wildest fear,

The major and I dashed to the front,
There in the middle of the road stood
his kingship, glaring at the prodegsion
with blazing eyes.

We flung ourselves from our horaes,
unslung our rifles and-—hs had been
creeping slowly towards us; now ha
sprang at me just as the major's rifla
ciracked,

The bullet could not stop his advance,

L felt a terribie ghock as the tiger fell |

at my feot with outstretched claws.
One paw dug falo my neck as he da-
stended, and lore down over my breast
deep through my clothing and fato the

flesh, pulling me down with terrifie |

foree upon kis own body.

| sprang 0 my (esl and saw that ha
Iny dond.

The major's shol true o the mark.
botwests the eyes had caught him in
midalr.

Ax e lay thare the type of feroclons
besiatly and brite power, we all mar-
voled that such a magnificlent beast
should have been frightened off by
mers parasol, even though It Bamed
lko the fires af Astnn

We were meot ut the adge of lown by
n plece of pnewn that went far 0 ex-
plain this improbability. He had satis-
fled his hunger on & low caste Bralimin
only an hour previous to the roadside
encountar with the ladles.

The major claimed the skin, and no
one thought of denying it to him. But
he only wanted it to present it to Belle,
and as they married the following
yepr, he got It back again,

My sister, however, Imcked by all
her friends, made & demand on Misy
Hlithedale for thé chevry parasol, and
she has [L yet aa her pecullar trophy

Indeed, Miss B, was quite reslgned
to parting with it, as she at the same
time procured a gray scarlet jachet
that covered the noble form of Lisuten-
ant the Honorable Algernon Binks, H.
M. Ninety-geventh Fustilers.—8t Loms
Star,

COSTLY INDIAN BASKETS.

In Bueclh Demand Thet Sgunwas Giet Ordars
for Life to Mauke Then,

There has been of late an extraordis
nary "boom' In Indian beskets, for the
collecung of which a fad has sprung
up, Some shecimens have been sold
for more than $1000 apiece—baskets
made by certain tribeg in Nevada, Ari«
zoni and New Mexico being chiefly In
demand—and speculators are actually
buying up expert workers at unheard
of rales, and contracling for thelr ser-
vices for lifa. In this way one squaw
at Carson City has disposed of her en-
tire future output in return for a
guarantee of maintenance for herself
and husband in easy clrcumstances so
long as they may Hve. Meanwhile shé
I8 (o do nothing but make baskets for
one concern,

To persons uninstructed In such mat-
ters the prices asked and pald for the
baskets are amozing, A specimen
worth 31000 in the present state of the
market does:.not look as if it had a
value of that many cents, But if peo-

ple will indulge in the luxury of a fad,
it I8 reasonable that they should pay |
accordingly.

It I8 true that tsese basketz are often
very beautifully made, and the skill
shown In the weaving of them I8 re-
markable. Quality and prices are de-
termined mainly by the fineness of tex-
ture and the character of the deslgn.
Exclusiveness of design is also impor-
tant., If a particular squaw has a pat-
tern of her own, not successfully or
commonly Imitated by others, it counts
for a good deal, cne of her baskets pos-
sessing the same sort of value as a rare
postage stamp.

The fad is useful, inasmuch as It
gives profitable employment to many
poor persons. In the finer grade of
baskels the maidenhalr fern furnishes
material for the black design on white.
Another plant used ig the “devil's
claw,” plentiful In Arizona, the stem
of it serving the basket maker's pur-
pose, Willow and “squaw root™ are |
utilized largely for the coarser parts |
of the white beetkels,

The [ndians of the sgouthwest Know
how to make baskets that will hoid
water, and in the deserts of that part
of the country the aborigines use such
materials in the manufacture of water
bottles, which are so shaped that their
contents cantfot be spilled. In.the des-
ert, water Is life; when It is gone the
traveler dies, Hence every precaution
must be taken against losing it, and
the non-spilling receptacie for liguid
refreshment is a utensil of the highest
practical usefulness,—Philadelphia
Saturday Evening Post.

Care of the Waioh.

Always wind up a watch a8 nearly as
possible at tue same time every day
and do it ag smoothly ag possible to
avold sudden jerks. Most watches are
now made keylegs, but If a key has to
be used 1t should be kept perfectly
clean and free from grit or flue, says an
exchange, If a watch is hung up it
must have some support at the back
and 1if lald horizontally it is well to
place some soft substance under It for
moie general suppori, otherwise the
actlon of the balance will cause a pen-
dulous motlon of the wateh and cause
much variation in time. The walch
pocket must be kept as free [rom dust
and nap as possibie,

KEnecked Tnto u Cocked Hat,
The expresslon “knocked Into a cock-
ed hat" Iz familiar te every one, but
perhaps I8 origin 13 nol so generally

Inown. Cocked-hat was a variety of
the game of bowls, in which only three
ping were used, set up at the angles of
a triangle. When, in bowling ten pins,
all were knocked down, except the
three at the corners. the set was sald
to  be knocked Into cocked-hat"

whence the popular expression for de-
priving anything of 1ts main body,
character, or purpose.—Lliverpool Post,

The vins will nol grow at & greater
halght than 2000 feet above the sea,
nor the oak above 3250 feet. The Hr,
howoever, flonirshes up to nearly Tooo
| feet.

| other down, and | fust knew it want-

U'vd fonr Nitle pupples! 1 souut them, too,
As they play on the nuresry fluer !

And I've four pretty dolling with enrly halr—-
It seamn to me ov'ryihilog's four!

Parhaps It's beonuss | am four years old

Madtm_v birthdiuy's the fourth of Baptem
ik !

I have four big brotherm who go to school,
And that's all the fours I rememiber,
Youth's Companion.

Se——

What the Boy Shounld Know,

Every boy at some time or other of
hig life, has probably colleeted hicdw'
egEs, but a collection of wislibanes or
“merry thoughts" is unigue,

Did our yourg readers ever ses such
a collectlon, or think of It, or that
there ia 4 conneotion between birds'
egps and the wishbonos or the skulls of
the birds that lafd the sges, and that
it Is interesting to study the two to-
gether? One learns from them a good
denl about elementary anatomy. In
many museums collectlons of birds’
skeletons lle beglde the epgs.

A d=al box, varnished, and about 15
by 18 Inches and six Incheg deep, I8 a
vary suitable slze and will hold st
least 100 eggs and as many wishbones.
It must be fittsd with a glass, sloping
fownward from the Lack, go us to glve
greater depth for the larger eggs. The
CEgs may be arranged in rows, marked
out by wooden partitions, with trays
one above the other, If the colice-
tion grows to any sige a mahogony
cabinel may be provided: and if such
a case, with its ivory white wishbones
or skulls and eggs, systematically and
neatly arrenged, each with its apper-
talinlng cges, were gent te the county
fair, It would cértainly carry off & pre-

Robble notlcad the fenie  and gate
ghaking from the sffect of (e shock,
but he saw no boys and benrd no vole-
o8

He wont baek to tho table and
oprned the arithmetle, “1 wish long
diviston was us easy ne addition,” he
was thinking, when “lang' Whaek!”
sounded against the fonoe once more.

“There it I8 agnin'” suld Robbis,
fumplog to his fest and fyipg (o the
window. That was not the way loo-
men  and grocery boys announced
themselves at the back gates. “What
do you want? called Robbie: but
thers was no answar.

He saw his dog, Brindle, slowly pac-
Ing from the gate tothe porch, wherehe
rested for a moment, {hen arose and
stood ms If measuring distance In dog
fashion for & spring. Directly Brivdle
was off on a swift gallep, which enided
In & reasounding bang as the dog -
tempted to leap over the fence.

Robble was 5o much amused by this
strange solution of the mystery that
he broke out laughing. “Well, if this
ian't the jolllest fun!" hae said. "“To
think of a dog practicing like that—
trying over and over agaln as If he
were half human! I pever supposed
dogn had so much patience."

Robblo leaned out of the window,
calling, “Hallo, Brindie!”

The big dog looked up in o shy way
wigging his tall, as if o say, “You
caught me at it!"

“Hard work, aln’t it Brindle?" said
Robhie, laughing. But go ahead; Keep
at it old fellow, and you'll jump the
fence yet!” And then after a mo-
ment’s thought, he sald, “I guess Brin-
dle has glven me a pointer. A boy
oughtn’t to let 4 dog get ahead of him
in patience, I belleve [ will make a
run and a high jump st long diviston.”

Looking up at the window, Brindle
wrinkled his nose in » sell consclous
way, as if he understood, Robbie went
back to his lesson. This time he did
not get up until his examples were all
correctly worked.—Youth's Companion,

miuvm.—New York News.

Nannio nnd the Cloek,

Don’t vou Just hate to go to bed? T |
do. Nursie savs, *“Come, Nannie”
and It don't do any good fto ery or
kick or seold, or anything, 'cause I've
tried it, and I know,

It used to be that old clock that was
to blame, 'cause every night it pointed
one finger strajght up and the other
finger straight down and gald: “‘One-
free-six; time for little giris to go to
bed.” And then T bad to go.

I just knew It was that naughty
ald elock, and 1 wanted to make It
sorry for being so naughty. So yes-
‘erday, wlhen Nursie went out for a
walk, T pulled a chair under the man-
tedplece and climbed up, It was aw-
ful hard work climbing up, and cnca
I thought that chair was going (o
tumble over, but it Jidn't,

8o [ elimbed up, and there was the
naughty old clock sitiing on the man-:
telpiece pointing one finger up and the

ed to say: “One-free-gix; time for lit-
tle girls to go to bed.” And It was
swinging ite foot and eaying, “tick,
tock" all the time,

And then I pulled real hard, and
pulled the little door open in front of
the old clock's face. And then [ took
nold of its fecot and made it stop swing- |
ing, and [ pulled its fingers and they
broke vight off, beth of them. They did
break, thouse naughty old fingers,

“Bad old clock,” I said, “now I can't
never go to bed any more. 'Cause you
haven't got any more fingers to point.”
And 1 was glad, but the coleck never
sald a word.

But Nursie came back and said it
was naughty to break the clock's fin-
gers olf, and put me to bed! She said
it was most 6 o'clock-any way, but I
don't see sow, 'cause I listened hard
and the clock never said: “Onefree-
six; time for little girls to go to bed.”
—Brooklyn Eagle.

An Objeet-Lesion,

Roth of Rohbie's cxamples in lopg
division were wrong, and mamma sont
him upstairs to his room to work them
aver again,

The little boy was not in o very good
humor, for he wanted tc play, and
mamma would not-allow hkim to Zo ont
until his lessons shonld be learned,

I don't like 'rithmetie,” ne sald to
himsoif, impatiently, as he sal down
at the study tabic in the back room.
“I hate long division. It's such & poky
thing—trying and trying, and mu ti-
plying over and over again, only to Tnd
out that your gquetlent figure is « fthor
too blg or too little. 1 wish ane could
find out at onee how ofien one number
went lnto another,”

Frowning, Robbie restad his chin in
his hand, His slate lay before him.
but he felt In no hurry to begin work.
He was diseouraged, and almost ready |
to ery. It seamed to him that he could
never learn long division.

Sudderly his thoughts ware diveitad
by & noise that sounded as if something
beavy hal ceen heaved sgainst the
back feace. The bang was accompan-

ied by a peculiar sound as of sorateh- 1

ing.

Haobble had heard this kind of nodse
frequently of late. Supporing - that
some big hoys were vlaying In the Lack
si=eel, he rose and wenl to the window
which overiooked the vyerd, Clase
woodan fanees divided the yard, pad
separated It from the etreet,

Ist.armd iz house,

The Story of the Wanp,

A wasp comes into an out-hoves
through a bit of a hole In u cracked
pane of glass. He goes stralght to a
a place on the wall where he has
IHe has brought
mud, and- directly there is 8 hum as
from a epinning wheel a8 he spins a
section on a fresh layer. The wall of
the out-house Is the foundation he
builds upon, He starté his honse from
the peak of hig roof and bullds down-
ward with layer alter layer of finely
moulded, waxy mud. There is a pair
of them. As soon as one has laid on
the plaster he has brought, the other is
there with more, They bring and spin
80 busily that the wall of their house is
finished late in the morning of the
third day. The house now has a gal-
lery that runs it length from peak ol
root to open door at bottom.

Some wasps make short, stubby,
homely houses, of coarse, dark mnd.
But this earthen house that rests high
up on the wall of the out-honse, like a
long, slender {inger, Is beautiful. 1t is
made of fine clay. Ity eolor is light
and delicate, It is grooved through all
its lengti as esch cordlike layer of
plaster has left its ridge.

Early on ithe morning of the fourth
day the wall of the wasp's house Is
dry, and the pusy pair are at work.
The long gallery must be stocked with
food and divided inte rooms, First,
each wasp brings a spider. The spid-
erg are 2ither dead of stunned. They
are carried to the upper end of the gal-
lery. Now, one wasp must remain
withip the house to keop the spiders in
place, while the other goes for more.
He brings snother, and another, until
there are six plump eplders packed
away., The next trip Is for plaster, He
brings it; enfers his house and you
hear him spin. The splnning stops.
Qut pops the mother wasp long enough
to Iet the splnner pass, then pops in
again.

The sgpinner goes and comes and
spins, goes and comes and spins, until
his strand of plaster has become a
double coil. This ¢oll forms a close
partition, except & small hole left In
the middle, Now, through this hole,
the mother sends up in the cnamber one
tiny, slender, white egg, she is careful
to fasten the egg to the body of &
spider. The spinuer seals the hole in
the partition with a stopple of plaster,
and the first room is furnished and fin-
ished. Two more days, twe more
rooms, and this house Is full and the
doot 13 closed. But more houses are
to be added to this one, Day after
day, week after week, the wasps are
busy. When all is done there rests on
the wall a beautiful ¢luster of six sten-
der earthen houses, Each house is
of three rooms. In each room six
splders have been packed—more than
six if not Ml grown. In each room
one egg has been lald from which the
grub s hateled. The grub eats and
grows, eats and grows until the last
apider Is eaten and he I8 big and fat.
He winds himself into a soft sliken web
—gome say winding sheet—but he fg
not dead. He sleepsa until his form {8
chenged and wings are grown. He
breaks throuzh the earthen wall of
his room and out he comes Into the
Hght, 8 benutiful, ehining, bronzy-
Wlack wasp—a good wasn that hurts no
" obe so long a3 he s free; he cannot bs
| crowded.—Farmers' Guide,

Cloge [riends are seldom the ones
who spend their money on you,




