I you ever stop to
pusey feels when yYou go awny
ond shut her up I the house?
Here In the experience of a very
cute ¢at, ol by herself in the

Laondon ‘Telegraph:
There's the door shut

they're all away

think how

now. 1 suppess
Yeou, that's the cab now,

Oh, I'm In & rage. Mamma guld: “That's
the worat of sponding holidays with rela-
tiven, vour can’t take your Jve stock.”
“Ldve wtoek,” Indesd! 111 Just have a

gved old howl

Mhawnwow-ow-ow!

Don't be gllly, What's the good of howl-
Ing when it don't annoy anybody? 1I'd like
to know who's going to feed me. The per-
son from next door, 1 suppose, Well, [
don’'t ke her. N tereify her when she
comes in.

Now, what on earth can [ do?
n Jug of eream. What o
neck's too nnrrow
my hand
broken It
leaving me.

Ranlly, they svem to have o peculinr iden
of my value., Fancy leaving a prizes Per
sian unprotected to the mercy of a nelgh-
bar! | could howl ngnin,. Mewawow-
OW-0W,

Oh, here she's coming In.
dresser and glare ut her,

Good morning, Mrs, Smith
well look scared.
she saying?

“1 don't like the look of that beast. He
has nasty yeliow eves. 1 wish he wouldn't
look nt me. 1 think 'l run In for Tommy,"

It swhe fetches Tommy Bmith inside this
door 'l go for him.

That's rather n nice little green leaf in
tha wvase, 1'll have o bit, My! it's tough,
There, I've broken i1, Well, It serves them
right jor leaving me. Aha! here's Tommy

Pht, pht! Basgrreee!

“Oh, the flend, the tiger!

Oh, here's
nulsance! The
I wonder If 1 cou'd put
inside; I otry. Oh, now 1've
Well, It serves them rvight for

I'll wit on the

Oh, you mnay
I can serateh. What's

Ie's morntohed

Tommy. 'll wirp to Mre, Jones ta come
for him. ¥e'r not safo.”
Hurrah! That's done the trick. Now

mammi will come home hdnd take me with
the rest of the family. 1 must do soome-
thing miud. Here's the dartidog bug. 1 love
wonl Pl wind & few balls round the tubde,

Now, where dld Mre, Bm!th puat the milk?
In the Llue tureen? Bhe might have Known
I could M the W Bother, Uve pulled it
nll over, It doems Jook n bit mesxsy, but It
perves them right for leaving me

That's the Key In the dooy
Bmith ventured back® No,

Prreere!

"My sweclest wee putsgymes Was it left
by Heelf, then, with a nasty old nelghbor!
Did 1t miss s mammy, then™

Quite dellghted, gquite delighted, momma.
Do go Into the dinlng room, No, not the
kitchen, it's so cold, Graclous! If she sees
the meas 'l get spanked

Hasg Mprs,
It's mamma,

“Poar wee lovie, then, could It drink
some cream?’
Prrerecorr!
—i——

She Knew How,

He wans o curly hended bhoy with life be-
fore Nhim. Bhe was a little glrl with a
saney pug nose, but wise, It would seem,
beyond her years. The fuct that she was
nurEing a doll with eycs that opened and
shut with a click may have been his in-
spiration,

“Say, sister, 1 t'ink I'd get married if I
knew how '

“Oh, that eaxy,"” replied the owner of
the pug nose. First, you by a damond
ring and give it to her: then you buy &
gold ring, ke mammae's got, and give that

to her, And then you must buy her a
witch for her birthday."
“An' what she give me?' expectantly

asked the litle chap.

A&

“Why, nuthin’, of ecurse,"
plied his little companion.

“HBay, sister,” he added, "I guesa 1 won't
marry.”

smartly re-

R ——
81, Naturday.

Oh, Prifiny night's the queen of nights, bhes
canuse 1L ushers In
The Fenst of gomd B, Saturday, when

studying Is a =in;

When studyling Is o sln, boys, and we may
g0 lo play

Not only in the afternoon, but all the live-
long duy.

8t, Hatordny—so legends say—lived in the
nees when

The use of leisure still was known and cur-
ront nmong men;

Full seldom and full slow he tolled, and
«ven as he wrought
Ho'd =it him down and rest awhile, Ln-

mersed in plous thought.

He loved 1o fold hix good old arms, Lo croas
hia good old knees,
And in 4 famous sibow-chair for hours he'd
old amd young,

tauke hig eonse;

He had n word for and
when the village boys

Came out to play, he'a smile on them and
never mind the nolse, .

Bo when hi# time came, honest man, the
neighbors all declared

Thut one of Keenor intellect could better
have been spuared;

By young and old his loss was mourned in
cottage and In hall,

For if he'd done them litle good, he'd done
no harm at all,

In time they made o and
lesued o decrees—

Since he had loved his ense so well, and
hean 8o glad to see

The ohildren frolle round him and to smile
upon their play—

That school bovs for his sake should have
i weekly hollday.

They gave his nnme unte the day, that as
the yeurs roll b

salnt of him,

His memory lnlp:i!l il e green: and
thiet's the reason why
upeak his name with greatitude, anad
mer by far
thint of any other saint in nll the
calendnr.
Then, lade and lnestes, great and small,

give onr to whatl 1 sny—
Rofrain from work on Baturlays as strietly
AN VOuU moy.;
]l the saimt your patron be and pros.
wer all you do-—
And when examingtions come he'll gee you
sufely through

—8t. Nicholus,

Where
Onee

the Fireflles Come From,

dpfom @ time, many centurles ago,
n woodchopper, returning at Jdusk from his
long day's lnlior, saw, us he
the forest
oo branch

Burprised, he
found there n tny iirl
by a radlante ke moonlight

Now the woodchopper and hiz wife were
often sad beenuse they hind no Hittle one of
thelr own, and the baby was carrlsd to
thelr humble home, where you may be sure
ghe hnd the mowt loving attention,

Bluw prew rapldly and the light that the
woodchopper had seen nround her when he
found her in the forest grew brighter and
brightes untll st night the whole cotinge
wae fllea with s glow,

It even ahone through the paper soreens
that formed three of the outside walls of
the cottage—rfor all this happened in Japan,
where the houses are muade of bamboo and
PIUPOr BOTEENS,

People called the little girl by the pretty
namo of Princess Moonlight, for, as they
saw the lHght about her increase, they
knew that she must he a moon-child

The woodchopper and his wife felt vory
pad. They knew It wog not often a moon-
child came o the earth, and, when It did,
It was abliged to go back to Mother Moon
when 2 years old,

Years passed, and Princess Moonlight,
now o lovely young woman, sat on the
verandn one dark night, shedding & soft
light all about her,

It happened that that very night the em-
peror and his courtlers were returning from

piEscd through

o Boft-shining Nkt on & bam-

nustened toward it and

baby surrounded

a day's gport In the forest. Afar off they
raw whit geemed Hke moonlight, and, filled
with wonder, they went to see what It
could e, for the moon would not be up for
Bevera] hours,

When the emperor beheld the beau!ifal
mniden In the midst of the light he fell in
love with her at onee. nnd beged her o
be hin wife. But alas! though the princrss
loved him dearly she knew that she could
never be his quesn, and that In three days
ehe must leave the earth forever,

The emperor wias filled with grief when
ghe explained to him that she was 0 moon-
child, and he aent his courtiers home; but
he himuelf stayed with the princess, dread-
Ing to leave her for even p single hour,
knowing how soon he must part from her
forever.

The last nlght eame all too quickly, and
Mother Moon asent down her moonbeims
that were to earry the princesg away. The
emperor clasped his arms about her, and,
though he held her flrmly, the moonbe ms
drew her nway from him. U'p she flonted
her tears falllng back to earth all the way,
until she was folded close to the heart of
Mother Moon.

But from every tear that fell back te
earth wings sprang, and the shinlng tears
flew hore and there, looking for the em-
peror; end =till are they =earching for him,
though bhe died, an old, old man, long ago
And peaple call those tears firefjes.—Ohio
State Journal.

- _j:-_._
The Litile O0ld Lady.

Onee a litile old lady lived near n wood.
Bhe loved the birds and the squlrrels,
gsvery morning she threw out grumbs for
the birdas 1o ent, She alse gave com and

nuts to the squirrels COne day she eaw
two of the bhirde hullding a nest.  Then
shae put bits of wool and cotton on w branch
of a tree,

She even pul some of her own soft, white
holr upon the tree How glad the birds
woere!  They put the halr inte the wvery
best place In the nest.

There Ig no other nest g0 dear as oura
in all the wowde," they sald to each other.
One day the Litle old lady put some
corn on the doargiep. Then she sat down
to wait It wus very still. She sav there
for a long tlme. All this time Frisk, the

squirrel, ral on the stone wall
Al her

and looked

He saw the corn, but at first he
dare to go upon the doorstoep,
“She Is a kind old lady,” thought he.
"I am sure she will not hurt me. 1 think
she wants me to come,'
805 Frisk came slowly up to the doorstep
Al last he came up closa to her
Boon his little cheeks were full of corn,
Then he ran away, but he zoon came hack
After this Frisk and the iHttle old lady
wereé the very best of friends,
———
Helght of the Clouds,

Bome observations recently made In India
answaor partially qguestions often asked
about the helght of clouds. At Simla ob-
servatory, in Indin, a scries of photogram-
metric measurements have been made dur-
Ing a period of twenty monthe, and the
results are reported In "The Indian Me-
teorological Memolrs,” Simla has an ele-
raled situation on 4 mountadn ridge, and
the observalory I8 placed at an altitude
of T2M feet, which Iz above the ardinary
lower clouds, Hence the ohseryations made
relate to the lofty clrrus clouds, the mean
hetght of which above 8imla, in forty-seven

did not

measurements, was found to bhe 3,0
feot, or nearly six miles, The maximum
wiars X400 feet, Orf the thicker cumulus

clouds the mean was 7,304 feet—over a mile
and a third—and the maxifium was 1418
feet, In the warmer climate of Simla
thesa figures are naturally larger than

would be given by average mensurements
of the altitude of American clouds,

Flenty of Boymw,

“Grandpa,” sald the children,
another story about the time
ware a young man und traveled
show. "

“Well," said Grandpan Dutton “when I
wis with Nixon & Kemp's clreus forty
or ffty years ago, one of my greal acts
wis to get n boy to put an apple on top
of his hend, and then I would stand ten
paces away and shoot n rifle ball through
| P

“But didn't you sometimes mias the apple
and ahoot the boy?'

“Not often, but It happened once In a
while, of course.™

“What did you
Lreathlessly,

“Do?" sald Grandfather Dutton, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “Why, sometimes 1
had to wait two or three minutes before I

“tell um
when you
with the

do then?™ they asked

comld find another boy. but nol often,
There wius always plenty of boys."
———
A Henp of Pennies,
Puring the pagt v yvears the mint in
Philndelphia hoas ground out  3,000,000,393

penniee. Between July 1, 1902, and June 1,
1004, 80800000 pennies were colned.

1f all these pennies were collected In a
heap It would make quite a mountain. Tt
woild take o good many Eiffel towers to
reach as high, for It would not be less
than 2400 miles from the bottom penny to
the top penny.

From his present stock of pennies Uncle
Baum would be able to give each child In
the world 10 copper kecpsakes and have
enough left over to Nl a good-sizged save-
inge baunk besldes,

An Unsentimental Fence

Representative Joszeph Bibley of Pennsyles
vanin, the milllonaire ol man and horsee
man, who caome (o congress once a8 4 deme-
ocrat and returned the next session as o
republican, has a beantiful summer home
on the ghore of Lake Champlain, not far

from Plattshurg, N. Y.
It I= Bibley's delight to take oo party of

congressionnl friends up 1o Lake Chame-
plaln with hlim and keep them as lkimg s
they will =tay.
John Bharpe
slatesman,

Williams, the Mississippl
wins one of Bibley's guests and
never ceased (o talk of the veauties of the
]It I('Il',

On n dull day In the Iatest sessjon of
congress Willlams wrote busily at his desk
for an hour and then walked over to Bibe-
ley

“Joe,” he sald, "here's gome poetry 1've
written wbout that pluce of yvours.''

“Let's see it," demanded Sibley.

“It's about o palr of lovers sitting on
the fence In your park, repeating thelr
vows while the moon rises over the like.*

Bibley laughed Immoderately. It can't
be done,'” he garped,

‘Why not?’ nsked Willlams Indignantly.
“Are the residents of that region so lost
to sentiment that such an cpiscde Is Im-
possible?”

“It Ien't that,” Bibley replied, between
laughs, *'but, you see, all my fenve e made
of barbed wire,"—Baturday Evening Post.

. »a
Wasn't that Kind?

“(h, John!" exclalmed the better hLalf
of the combine, 48 her husband staggered
up the front steps, "1 do hope you will
swear off at the beginning of the pew
year,"

“Not om your (hic) tintype m'dear,” re-
plied the jovial John Y1 got my (hic)

faults, all ri’, but betcher life I ain't ne
(hle) quitter.”—-Chicago News




