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PUZZLING TRICK WITH SACK

Man Placed in Bag Is Enabled to Free
Himeelf In Few Seconds by
Holding Rope.

The magician appears accompanied
by his ansistant. He has a sack slm-
flar to n meal bag only on & large
scale. The upper end of this bag s
shown in Fig. 1, with the rope laced
in the cloth. He then selects soeveral
people from the audience as & commit.
1ee to examine the sack to see that
there {8 absolutely no deception what-
ever In Its makeup, says a writer In
the Popular Mechanlcs. When they
are satisflod that the bag or eack is
all right, the magician places his an
sistant inslde and drawing the bag
around him he allows the committes
to tie him up with es many knots
a8 they choose to make, as shown in'

Mg 2

The bag with its occupant is placed
in & small eabinet which the commit
tee surround to see that there is no
outside help. The magiclan then takes
his watch and ahows the audience
that In lens than 30 seconds his assist-
mnt will emerge from the cabloet with
'the sack In his hand, This he does,

Trick With Sack,

/the sack Is sgain examined and found
‘to be the same as when it was first
seen, }

The solution s when the assistant
jenters the bag he pulls In about 16
‘inches of the rope and holds it, as
ishown In Fig. 8, while the committee
‘{8 tylng him up. As soon as he is
in the cabinet he merely lets out the
slack thus making enough room for
'his body to pass through. When he is
out of the bag he quickly unties the
knots and then steps from his cabinet.

SIMPLE PUZZLE IS AMUSING

By Making Geometrical Star as lllus
trated One Can Make Nine
Straight Rows of Buttons.

Get some buttons or checkers and
place them in such an order that you
will have nine stralght rows of five
buttons each. You will find by mak-
ing the geometrical design shown In

Geometrical Puzzle,

the cut this feat can-be accomplished,
Of course, when you tell somebody
else to do that you do not want 1o
show them the star or glve any hint
how It 18 to be done, You will find It
possible to amuse a party or famlily
quite & while with this simple puszle,
which ien’t g0 slmple untll you know
how it iz done.
Color Your Own Plctures.
Soma of our amateur photographers
may be interested In learning an
easy way of coloring & photograph
nicely without baving first taken les
sons In drawing or painting. This Is
the method: After you have prinved
your photograph, and before you
mount it on eardboard, hold it against
the window, placing the plotfire side
toward the glass; then sketeh clearly
on the back of the pleture the out-
lines of the parts to be colored. When
this is completed place the pleture
side of the photograph against a blot-
ter and apply the desired colors to
the back of the pleture, keeping with-
in the sketched outlines. Then pre
pare a mixture consisting of ten parts
benzine and one part vaseline, and
pour this over the photograph, rub-
bing it thoroughly into the paper with
the finger. Do this both on the face
and back of the picture. After the
picture has Dbecome iranaparent
through this process let It stand for
an bour or two, them dry it with a
cloth and mount it on cardboard,
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MONEY MADE IN BUTTERFLIES

Queer Occupation by ‘Which Men Make
Living in Wild Jungles of
India and Africa.

One of the queerest of occupations
by which men make their living ia but-
terfly hunting, and as It is now con-
ducted in the jungles of India and
Africa 1t Is also as full of adventure
and narrow escapes as liger hunting or
gold mining. The butterfiles of our
fields and woods are, of course, (oo
common to have any value, but there
Are very rare varieties that will bring
as high as $1.000 a specimen, and it is
to catch these that men undertake all
manner of risks. Before o man ¢an
attempt bulterfly hunting he must have
# thorough sclentific education, and
then he can go to Afriea, and by col-
lecting llzards and orchids and ruare
plante along with the butterfiles he can
often make very large sums of money.
In eapturing butterflies In the jungle
the collector often has to ¢limb trees
where there are polsonous Insects and
snakes and sit very quletly with hia
long mnet in hand and walt for the ap-
pearance of some beautiful butterfly.
Then he must carefully scoop it in,
get It down salely, and pack it for
shipment to London. If he Is fortunate
enough to find an entirely new and
rare variety he can sometimes make a
whole year's salary out of it. Many
wealthy people In Europe have magnifi-
cent private collections of Insects, and
there.are also good publie collections
owned by the governments.

Good Trap After All.

A Connecticut man being annoyed
by n bhuge rat which persisted In ma-
king away with chicken feed and
pretty much everything eolse that It
found In the barn loft, set a trap for
the marauder, The trap was & new-
fangled affalr, balted with a nlce plece
of tonsted cheese, but the rat was too
cunning, so an oldfashioned, steel-
pronged trap was burfed under the
chaff in‘the wellworn path from un-
der the hay, and the new trap pushed
aslde. The old rat was caught the
first nilght and killed, and no one
thought of the other trap for three
weeks, When the farmer's boy went
to look for it, a mass of stuff in the
center attracted his attention, and, on
examination, it was found that a cou-
ple of halfgrown rats had found thelr
way Into it, and had settled down to
make the best of the situation. They
had drawn in through the spaces at
lenst two quarts of chaff and bits of
hay and had gone to housekeeping.
They looked surprigsed at being dis
turbed, and the farmer Is now exhibit.
ing them as specimens of contentment
under difficulties.

DIFFERENT LIES.

Tommy-—What's the difference be
tween black lles and white lles?

Lucy—White lles are what [ tell,
y and black ones are what you're al
ways tellin'"”

To Prevent Starvation,
When you haven't a scrap of bread in the
house
And the children begin to ery,
Don't seold and compel them 10 starve
outright
Just give them & Mitle ple.

Tinderbox 8t Used. ¢

Matches have not yel displaced the

tinderbox In certaln rural distriet of
Bpain aod Italy,

TRAP NEST IS EASILY MADE

dne Bhown In lllustration Has Been
Used at Several Stations With
Much Success, -

The trap next shown In the Illustra.
Jon herewith has been wsed with sat.
sfaction at a number of poultry sta.
dons. It is very simple, Inexpensive,
may to attend and cortain in its ac-
fon.

It is o boxllke structure, £8 Inches
ong, 13 inches wide, and 16 inches
feep, Inside mensurements. A divi
tlon board with a elrcular opening 7%
mehes In diameter Is placed ncross
be box, 12 inches from the rear and

Nest Set Ready for Use.

15 Inches from the front. The rear
iection Is the nest proper. Instead of
v tight door at the entrance, a light
‘rume of 1x1%-Inch stuff is covered
with wire netting of a one-lnch mesh.
Fhe door is ten Inches square and
foes mot fill the entire entrance, &
ipace of two Inches belng left at the
bottom and one inch at the top, with
¢ good margin at each side to avold
'tletion. It Is hinged at the top and
iwings Into the box. The hinges are
slmced on the front of the top of the
foor rather than at the center or rear,
‘he better to secure complete clos-
ing aetion, The trap consists of one
plece of stiff wire about threesix-
teenths of an Inéh in diameter and
22 inches long. This plece of wire
is shaped a0 that a sectlon of it 11
inchen long rests directly across the
sireular opening in the division board
ind I8 held In place by two clamps,
one on either side of the cireular
spening. The clamps fit loosely and
the slots are long enough to allow the
wire to work up and down about six
inches, without much Iriction. The
next aection of wire ls elght inches
long, and is bent so that It Is at right
angles with the 11-nch section, and
passes along the side of the box 11
inches above the floor toward the en-
irance door, and is fastened strongly
to the wall by staples, but yet loosely
mnough that the wire ean roll easily.
The remaining section of the wire,
which |8 three Inches long, is bent
toward the center of the box, with an
upward inclination, so that it sup-
ports the door when the latter is open.
The end of the wire is turned over
smoothly, forming & noteh into which
lhe door may be slipped when opened,
As the hen passes under the open
door and then through the coircular
opening to the nest, she ralkes hersell
g0 that her keel may pass over the
lower part of the division board. In
doing so, her back presses against the
horlzontal wire and lfts It enough
that the end supporting the door
alldes from under it. The door swings
down and passes a wire epring (near
the bottom of the box at the entrance),
which locks it and prevents the hen
from escaping and the others from
entering. A strong button ean be at-
tached to the center of the box at the
bottom of the outside to hold the door

Frame Weork of Nest.

In position when closed. By turning
the button, the door can then be
swung outward to release the bird

Selecting Eggs for Setting.

A selected lot of one dozen hena
will lay a8 many eggs as the aver
age farmer will care to have hatched,
and if the hens are re-mated to »
pure-bred cock he will be the sire of
all the chickens hatched on the farm,
thus securing uniformity in color and
general characteristics, Instead of
having chicks of all shapes, sizes and
colors and not of & charscteristic
merit, The hens not in company will
lay just as many egge as If with
them, and the eggs will possess bet
ter keeplng qualities than those thal
are fertlle,

Care of Chicks,

As woomn as the young chicks are
hatehed It Is & good plan to remove
them to the gardem or out under the
trees, If the weather |8 favorable
where they can get plenty of insects
to dat and catch all they ke

TWO POETS

BY DONALD ALLEN

Miss Dora Harben was oul of moris
with the world. When a girl feels
that way she nhede n fow tears; she
feels herself negiected; she thinks
of drowning; she snaps back at
the family cook; she would polson the
famlily parrot—If the family had one
There Is but one thing to oconsole
her, and that 1s to make for a dell
ln the woods and write some sad
poetry.

Fortunately for Miss Dora, there
was 4 bit of woods back of the ma
nor house. There was a dell. The
afternoon was fine, and she took
pencll and paper along-—enocugh to
write a dosen snd poema,

Miss Dors was not in love, and a
stern father and an ambitious
mother had not been filing objections,
None of her girl frignds had been
crowing over her, She hadn’t discov-

on her elbow., Bhe was sad becnuse
she was sad. Thers are Umes when
even men and women B0 years old
ket sad sirealls on and turn to poetry
s the panacen. Poetry fa an escape
valve, There are Hhundreds of per
sonf In prison who wouldn't have
been there had they been provided
with a dell and pencil and paper

In the dell with a sigh of relief. 8he
could shed the sllent tear now with
out the parlor mald respectfully and
sympathetlonlly asking her if ahe

are parlor malds and othera who will
not understand when
B-Weary,

A rabbit ran across the dell, but
wia sciarcely observed. A squirrel

a stick was thrown at him,
There was =&
Pencll and paper must be made ready,

must be called to mind. One may

Bank Down Beside a Rock In the
Dell,

Vesuviueg In the thought.

minutes,

sooner or Iater.

the poem.

Miss Dora began,
ready she struck boldly out with:

world, It is sad,

poor poet grits his teeth in vain,

verse poem, the paper and
were lald mside, nnd Miss
strolled about,

growing in the dell

and ate some,

went back to the house
great deal better,

SBhe would recover them next day

not.

it untll
strolled that way angaln,
to herself Instead of

poetry—behold!
two Hnea:

me so mad
That I'll hie

morrow,”
Was it & mascullne band?

it?! Had sbe written
mad when she was only sad?
WaAsS 4 mystery.

——
(Copyright, 191, Uy Assoclated Literary Prese)

ered a freckle on her face or a mole

Miss Dora sank down beside & rock

had got pepper in her eyea. There

souls are

chattered, and was voled a nulsance.
A quall sounded his "Bob White," and

program to go
through with to write a sad poem.

and then all the sad things of life

even Include the varlous eruptions of

Then the
pen or pencil must be chewed for long
By this time, one feels that
if one of the trees were to fall and
crush the life out of the body, every-
body would be glad, It la well to
remember the pupples and parrots
and kittens that have been drowned,
and the snd fate meted out to them
In about half an
hour it {8 high time to begin to write

Once she was
“Oh, the world, it Is drear, and the

"Te a world of nothing but sorrow-—"

And there she stuck. That's most
always the way with a sad poem, If
it begins on the jump, It comes o
& sudden stop somewhere, and the

After hall an bour spent in trying
to finish verse number one of a ten:
penctl
Dora
8he was feeling bet-
ter, There were wintergreen berries
Bhe gathered

Then she went down to the creek
o waich the little fish, and faally
feellng &
Not until evenlng
did she remember the two lines of
poetry left on a flat stone in the dell.

Perhaps she would bulld on—perhnps

Bomething took piace up In that
dell within an hour sfter Miss Dora
left it, and she was in lgnorance of
the pext afternoon. Bhe
] humming
sighing, and
when she picked up her two lines of
In & neat but mas-
cullpe hand some one had added the

“And It Alls me with grief and makes"
me for home on the
Had she
finished the verse without realising

that she was
Here

around, but Bherlock Holmes was not
thete, She sat down and thought
and stood up and cogliated, but It
was 4 quarter of an hour before the
bright thought oame, Then she sat
down and wrote two more lines:

“'Tis a struggle to Mve—"tin easy 1o
die—

A sigh and a gasp, and ‘tis over.”
Then she laid the paper down and
welghted It with a pebble, and lald
the pencll across, If a ghost had
come after her the day before and
written those additional lines, she
wanted to make sure of it. If It was
a man, then he lLad (respassed on
privats grounds and done an lmpu
dent thing, and she would lay a trap
and catch bim and tell him what she
thought of him,

Just the minute she had bolted her
noonday luneh the next day, Miss
Dora set off for the dell. She was
two hours ahead of time, She ap
proached the spot on tiptoes. No
one there! She sat down behind a
bush to walt and wateh, Half an
hour passed, and then—Ha! ha! A
young man appeared on the scene. Ha
ts trim of fDgure and rather good-
looking, but he wmiles like a villain,
He advan.“s to the stone and ploka
up the paper and reads and chucklea
Then he sits down and adds two
iines to complete verse number two:
“And blow yourself up some forty

ﬂ'—d' h!‘ha
And and in the thistles and clover.”

He replacen the paper on the stone,
smilen pnd chuckles, and I8 sbout to
tnke his depariure when he feels the
areseace of & griszly bear or tiger—
or a pood-looking girl—near him, and
turns,

For a moment he and Miss Dora
look Into each other's eyes. Then
she steps forward and picks up the
sheet and reads what he has writs
ten, and turns on him with:

“Sir, how dare you do such a
thing!"

"le=]=—=beg your--your pardon,”

“But you are a trespasser here”

“J=1 didn't know it."”

“And you are impudent, sir--very
impudent!™

“1 didn’'t mean to be, you know,
Truly, Misp—"

“Don't say you didn't know, You
knew. you were adding those lines,
didn't you? Impudent? Why, It's
far worse. 1 don't know how you can
excuse yourself"

“The only excuse 1 have Is that I'Q
also A& poet.”

“1 eame out here to write A poem
on grief," sald Miss Dora, as she
stepped back a pace, "and you comae
along and make fun of it."

“But 1 didn't think 1 dld so very
badly,” he defended, as he reached
for the sheet in her hand, “Let me
read the verses sloud and see If the
rhymes and the sentiment are not
maintained."

In a well toned voloe he started oml
and finished the first verse, but be-
fore he could begin the second, the
girl stopped him with the Ingenuous
query:

“Do you really and truly thiok that
is poetry?"

“No, 1 really and truly don't,” he
laughed.

“l was sad when | wrote my part.”

“And I was In a hurry o get awny
when I wrote mine. [ think you are
Miss Harben, 1 am Mr, Arthur
Wayne. The famlly lives on the hill
# mile away, and 1 have been travel
ing and Just got hbome. As for
poetry—"

"Yea?"

“1 think we are boeth poets, but we
can't write poetry!”

Dut they both proved to be good
talkers, which {s the next bost thing,
and young Mr, Wayne called, apd they
tnlked and talked, and the more
they talked the more interested they
became, and at the present juncture
they wre happily looking forward to
n irip that mny extend around the
world before they settle down,

He Just Told Her to Stop Talking.

Lady Sybll Smith, one of England’s
militant suffragettes, obeyed the frst
command, of man as soon as she eetl
her foot sshore from the Lusitania the
other morning. She is young and band.
some, and had begun to tell what
her plans were for her siny In Amer
fea a8 the guest of J. Plerpont More
gan, Jr., when her husband, Vivien
Bmith, who lueked n milltant alr,
stepped up und told her lndyship not
to tulk too much

The Englishwoman had had time to
pay that she had not planned the pas
rade of women In Locdon for June 17,
although she Intends to return In time
to take part In it. BShe sald she would
ke to meet Mre, Belmont, but sho 1
going to Covnada and Vancouver, and
then right back to London,—New York
American.

Even Obvlous,

A Marshall negro was locked up the
other day for vagraney When his
ease crme up his lawyer put on the
stand & 400 pound washerwoman, who
wie shown o Dbe Lhe delendants
wile.

“(entlemen,” sald the attorney,
“ean anyone look on the wife of this
defendant and say that he Is without
visible means of aupport?

The jury thoughbt not.—Baline Coun-

The girl looked all

ty (Mo.) Newa
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The fushion page attracts the eyes
OFf all the Indles falr]

Whno knows what luring fancles rise
At what 1a pletured there?

The lndy who s skin and bone,
The lady who In fat—

Bach thinks about hersell alona

And smiles: "T'Il look lke that*

The sylphlikke walst, the Hasome shaps
Appeals to her who's plump;

The gangly oné thinks they can Jrape
Her 1] she's lesn n frump,

Long, lean; short, stout-all think

same
And in thelr mental chat

Kark leth her fancy flash to flame
With: “1 will look like that!"

Ah, well, good brother, you and T
Look at the fashions, too—

You may be morée than six feet high
And slender to the view,

I may be short and round, but we
Obeerve the tallor's plat

And say! “That styla will do for me,
“Twill make me look Jike that*

1 sometimes wonder if on earth
There la a lving ote

Of such & parfect shapo and girth—
But when all's sald ana done

It simmers down to this same thing
Of shoes and clothes and hat:

Eneh of us gives his fancy wi
With: “I will look like that!™

Kindness Thwarted Again.

The man with the tremulous side
whiskers and the stately silk bat
stopped at the edge pt the excavation
and sald to the husky laborer who
was fbout to push the wheelbarrow:

“Ah, my friend! It ls splendid to
contemplate the influence that your
bone and sinew will have In the con
structive perfection of the structure
that will arise here, and—"'

“One side!” grunted the laborer.
golng ahead with the wheelbarrow.
The man turned to another laborer
who was about to descend Into the ex
cavation and who had a pick on his
shoulder.

“The personification of energy!™ ha
smiled, tugging at his right sidewhis
ker. “Energy! In the days to coma
our children's children will gaze upon
the mighty edifice that shall stand
here, and they will see the concrete
result of the Inspiration of Ilabor
which—"

“Qangway!"” shouted another man
with a wheelbarrow, and the man
with the plek, having lighted hin pipe
sturtod down the ladder, turning wa
that his plek knocked off the silk
hat of the enthusinstic man. As the
latter stooped to plek up his hat he
wns bumped by & wheelbarrow, and
when he finally assembled himself he
wns belng supported by the crossing
policeman, who held the wreck of the
hat in his free hand.

“Ha-a-a-a!" shouted the kindly man
“Coarse, unfeeling, unthinking! I at
tempt to show them the higher alde
of life, to awaked 1n them the—"

“Run on, now,"” sald the officer. “Tt"s
onrly in th’ day for you to get stewed
this way, sir.”

fBo the man went to his office and
dictated a complalut agulnst the ofMk:
cer, whose number he had forgotten
to take.

A Tense Tragedy.

He clagped her walst,

With & sigh the beauteous glrl look
ed Into his eyes,

“Plenne!" she whispered,

“No!" he muttered.

She bent forward until her soft halx
brushed his face.

Still he grasped her walst,

She pleaded with him to loosen hix
clanp, but he was obdurate,

Suddenly her eyes flaghed with the
fire of wrath.

She glared at him with tle berserk
er rage that slumbers In the soul ol
nll women,

Daunted to some extent he retreat
ed ulightly, but tenaclously kept hly
hold on her walst,

I command you!" she eried.

“Command nothing!™ he answered
“l got my orders that 1 ain't to lel
vou have this walst till you_pay the
$10 C, 0. D, and | guess 1 Know m)
businass."

Then with a soft shudder, she dug
up the money and got her walst,

A Business Question.
First Btock Promoter — Yes, )
ekinned this Mlon myself,
Becond Btock Promoter-—How many
shares did you sell him?




