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TWO SIDES OF A FENCE

BY MARY WALL, IN PUOK,

Hin B1om,
Ovar that high board fence T hear
The sound of singing sweet and cloar;
A break, A pause, and then just after,
Bursta of merey girlish langbter—
Over that big board fenoe, Jim; just over
thnt ugly fenees !

1 ean hane It all, but T ennnol sea
My nelghbor s quite steangs to me;
Pat U'm stiee ns guns she's o ehnrming
mias
With Lips just sanoy snough to kiss—
And sbhe's over n high board feace, Jim;
over n blooming fenee!

Drat thesosocinl Inws that Blosk the way

To my ttrur]nlnu aver soms plensant day.

To think of one belog dnll In n plases

When U'm Jist  dendesura tosre's A
yretly oo -

Over o biaste
measly fence

Hen Brox,
Over that bigh board fenee 1 hear
The sound of u whistle, shrill and clear
And & doop bass volos, with a doletul

tone,
Whish sings the rofealn, “I am sl
nlone! " —
Over that great board fonas, dear; just over
that rough old fenes !

I enn small the smoke of & good elgar,
And hear the twang of & sweet gultar,
I'va had to gusss at looks as I oan—
Hat 1 know there's & bonn-fide man—
Over that tall bonrd fenos, dear; Just over
that horrid fence !

Of coursn, 't would be an awlal sin

For me to write and ask him in;

Thit think of our being dull, my dear,
With » nice young man 8o Yury near! —

fence; Jim: Just over m Over a dreadMi ftonse, doar; "way over a

menn old fendes !
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The Infatuation of Grandpa. ¢
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Grandpa Porter hod become a soures | The ebid ran back with big oyes,
of anxloty to hls sonm nnd his won's | exclalming:  “You'd Just ouglht to see
wife, Mre, John, They were fully pur- | grandpat®
sunded that he was {0 danger of belng “They all looked “with hig eyes"
married for his money, and that by | when he came In, He was shaved

a young minkx who might well e his
granddanghter. That grandpa  had
taken a fancy to the girl they were
sure: that he thought himsell deeply
in Jove with her they foared, for he
was pot his usunl jolly, careless old
sell.

He moped about In fits of melan-
choly abstraction; he read romances,
and ho had hunted up hig old cracked
fute that he had not touched for ffty
yoars, and stayed out on the poren
evenings playing “Robin Adair” and
other bygone ballads, with a wheesy
wail that was distressing,

“I can hardly stand It Mrs. John

sald, pinching up her plllow in the
valn efiort to ghut ont the sound. “He
acts llke a lovesick bay. 1 tell you,

John, we've got to get him away, up
to Eben's, or somewhere out of her
reach.”

“Yes." assented John, drowsily, “I'll
write to Eben it you'll persuade him
to go.”

“Grandpa Porter, don’t yon think o
change would do you good?" Mrs, John
asked the mnext morning. “Ehen’ll
come for you any time you want to
go up there for a visit.”

“1 won't go to Eben's! 1 won't stir
one #tep' 1 don't like Mrs. Eben; we
always quarrel. If you want me to
turn out I'll go over to Widow Smith's

and hoard.

And Wilow Smith was the mother
of the minx.

“Why. grandpa, nobody wants 1o

turn you out,” Mrs. John cried, hasten-
ing to appease him, It was just that
yott gcem out of sorts lately, and we
thought a change would perk you up.”

“I'm not out of gorte! [I'm spry as
anyhody!"” he declared. "1 wsuppose
you think I'm getting old, and sort o'
helpless, and haven't much life left
Look here!" and he turned down a
oheir and skipped over {t. "And look
Fere!” he prances acroes the porch,
Jumped the steps, ran to the weodplle
and brought in a big armful, saying
a8 he threw it into the box, "1 guess
John couldn't beat that very much,
conld he, hey? T don't go down to the
gym fur nothing.”

“Why grandpa Porter!" Mrs. John
exclaimed, amazed at the exhibition,

A laughing face looked In at the
slde door and a blythe young wvolco
said gayly. "Goodfor you, Mr. Porter!
1 told you the other day that you were
younger than half the boys. You
ought to see him on the turning bar,
Mrs. John" She set a basket on the
table, miding, “"Here are somp eggs
Grandma Taylor was bringing to you.
1 thought them too heavy for her and
mame along to carry them for her, She
Joked tired. Take this rocker,
grandma,'” In anxious solicitude,

The brisk, anything-but-tired-look-
ing old lady who had followed her in,
wat down stiffly and the girl rattied
on,"*No, Mrs. John, I ean’t stop a min-
ute. Mr, Porter, it's about time for
yout to go to the gym, Isn't t?"

Grandpa got his hat with alacrity,
and they wont away together, stopping
first for the Minx to Yasten a rose in
his huttonhole,

“Mr. Porter!” Mra. John burst out
sarcastically, as soon as they were
pone. It used to be grandog, bee
fore he took this silly notion. Bhe
came on purpoge to get him, she's done
1t before—the bold plece'”

“1 didn’t want any of her help; she
ook the basket right out of my hands.
As If 1 conldn't carry it across the
sireet. One would think me to old
and feeble to stand up alone, to hear
her take on'” Grandpa Taylor said,
fndignantly. “I'm two years younger
than he is" she added, n red spot
on ench cheek and a spark in her eyes,

*“1 suppose you saw him making a
spock of himself”—grandma nodded—
it's disgusting the way an old man will
mct when he tikes n notion to & young
girl. 1 wish his old flute was in the
stove. 1'd put It there if 1 dared, 1
get 50 tired of his sentimental toot-
‘dng. I koow it disturbs your Yolks,

"

~ Grandma didn't say so, but to tell
the truth, she kept her window open
“#o hear it; the old-fashioned tunes ap-
pealed to her heurt, awakening memo-
ries of youth and love,

Grandpa Porter bad got to be so
h, I don't see why he couldn’t

clean of all hig beantiful, white beard,
leaving only o mustache, and that wis
waxod till it shone; his halr was out
In the latest fashion and with his rud-
dy cheeks and twinkling eyves he look-
ed absurdly young, almost  youngoy
than his son.

“Well™ he sald, as they stared at
him, “lsn’t it an Improvement ?"

Worde falled them.

“I'm prepared for anything now,™
Mra. John confided to her husband,
later., “It's plaln that she put him aup
to It, aMybhe If she knew about his
will she woulin't be go bent on marry-
Ing him."

“She doos know; I had a good
chance and told her the other day."

“"Whnat did she gay?"

“Just laughed and eald  Cfolks
changed thelr wills sometimes.' Bhe's
got @ lomg head, 1 can tell you; she
kunows that ghe can conx his money
ot of him, and she don't care what
anybody thinke"

“"Perhaps f youn talked right ont
plein to im, showed him what a
langhing stoek it's making of Mim—"

“It wonldn't do, Luey,” her husband
mterrupted,  “He'd get mad and leavo
in a minute, You kncw how touchy
pa is'"

Mrs. John gzroaned. 8he rememberad
the threat to go and board at the
Minx's "home; ke enough he'd Le
glad of an excuse 19 do go.

Sunday grandpa came out Jdreased
for chureh In the extreme of style,
twirling a dainty cane as aivily as any
callow “dude,” and boldly marched
away to where the Minx was walting
for him with a fresh roge for hig but-
tonhole.

“You see," gald Mrs. John to Grand.
ma Taylor, as the two famliles walked
along together.

“There's no fool like an old feol”
quoted Mre. Ray, grandma’s daugh-

“Ol1 Mr, Porter 1g no fool, {hough
he Jdoes act lHKke oue,” grandma re-
marsed,

"“No, more’s the plte,” sald
uall regretfully, “1'd interfere
stop It if there was o ghost of A chanem
that way.
business affairs to have anything the
matler with his mind,"

Oh, he knew wall enough what he
was about, grandma reflected, and he
was a fine figure of & man and walked
as supple ag & boy. She looked at tha
girl beside him, In white, fiuffy array,
then glanced at hor own plain, sombre
habiliments and declded that ghe
would no longer dress for & funeral, al-
though It was considered proper for
old ladies to robe themselves thus,

“Mamma,"” Bessie complained a few
days later, “the chlldren at rchoool
langh at me and say that Polly Smith
Is geing to be my grandma.”

“Well, wouldn't ghe be a sweet lit-
tle grandma " grandpa asked with a
cackle,

. Mre. John bit her lips to keep the
hot words back,

“l do believe it's catching,” Mrs.
Ray ran ascrnss to confide to Mrs.
John, “Ma's been and got a lavender
colored lawn, and white ties, and a
jaunty bonnet with lavender ribbon
and violets; she says she has smoth-
ered in black all she's going to."”

“Thut's not so bad,"” Mrs. John re-
plied, “As long as she don't go galla-
vanting around with some young fel-
low."

“0h, wa'd never think of marrying
anybody. [ just wouldn't allow that
~-young or old,” Mrs. Ray declared
somewhat incoherently,

“Well, you can manage an old lady,
but an old man yon can't. 1 feel as it
we were disgraced,” Mrs, John re-
Jolned.

Bne wam sure of It when one day
grandpa Jdressed up, brought a livery
rig and took the Minx cut for a ride
out to his farm. Bhe clapped on her
sunbonnet and went to interview the
Minx's mother,

"Don't you think it's disgracefu] for
& young girl to go tralpsing oft with
an old man. Hannah Smith,” she de-
manded with asperity.

“Mr. Porter s & man of good char-
acter and a church member,” Mrs,
Smith asserted, bridling defensively,

“Oh, 1 understand; you are in the
game, too,"” Mra, Johp Petorted,

Mre. S8mith closed her mouth firmly
and tossed her head. And Mra. John

John,

and |

But he's too sharp at hia |

she passed, and the sawey minx
Inughed gayly.

~ Girandpa’s other twe sons, Eben and
Charles, In anewer (o urgent appeals,
made thelr appearance, !

Grandpa fNew Into A rmge, *1 won't
have anybody meddilng with my af-
falrs,” he declared, stamping around
noleily. “U'Il do as I please, and it's
none of your business."

Fben  remonstrated, and Charles
conxed In valn; thed they went off to
tackle the Minx. Eben gave and took
immedinte offense, and left to go over
It again naelensly with his father,

Charlos sauntered in when the storm
had spent leelf. "You're a gay old
hoy, pa he sald, slapping grandpa on
the baclk, “and you must bring Mothor
Porter up to sea un."”

“Now that's something like! " grand-
pa replied, shaking uis hand warmly,

Her last hope gone, Mra, John sub.
*iled In tears, and a headache: and
grondpn shut himself up and played
all the old thinga he could remember,
triumphantly, but with n more dls.
tractinply wheezy wall than ever,

Acrogs the street an old lady lin-
wored by the open window, Hetening
hungrily, at times wiping away a Yur
tive tear,

Girandpe and Ming were thicker than
“peas in a pod,” Mre, John satd, after
hin declaration of Independence and
victory over her sons. And then one
day, nfter an early dinner, he dressed
in his best and agnin took her for a
long ride out in the country. It hap-
ponad to be a day when Grandma Tay-
lor, In lavender lnwn, whitetieand new
bonnet, hnd gone to visit an old frlend,
and Mrs, Ray was at liberty to run
over and condole with Mra, John,

“I don't know what I would do If it
wore ma, it I'd never conkent to her
marrying azain.”

“'a Porter don't ask anyhody's eon-

gont, unless it's that girl's. 1 guess
you couldn't help yourself, In my
place.™

“Maybe not. Dut mg knows my

mind too well ever to think of such n
thing, Why" she added Inughingly,
“wihen she flist come here 1 was n 1t
e anxlons about her and grandpn,
they teok to each other go But ahw
hesn't had much to say to him, since
I gpoke to her about "

“That would have been a sultable
mateh,” Mre John replied, "and we
conidn’t have objected. But 1 suppose
Gravdpa Taylor In too old and with-
¢red locking to suit Pa Porter,"

“Hha's younger than he {s, and looks
it, too, in her new things, sald M.
oy, tnking up the eudgels, Then she
ndded, smiling: "We're talking non-
sense, lor 2o matter what anybody
thought of ma, 1I'd never allow a man
In my father's place.”

“Well, yon can manage an old lady,
but you etn't a headstrong old man,”
Mre, John reiteraied with a sigh.

Teward night Mrs. Ray hurried in
again, “Polly Smith has come home
afoot and alone; what do yon sup-
pose she's done with grandpa?”

“Come with me and we'll find out,”
sald Mra. John,

The Minx wns at the gate, appar
ently on the lookout for some one,
“How did yon hear?’ she asked, her
face one radiast smile.

“sWa've hoard nothing,” Mrs, John
enswered shortly, 1 want to  know
what's become of Grandps Porter,”

“SWhy, they're riding around some-
whero, | gueas. [ camo away right after
the wedding—"

“What wedding—whero?" shrieked
Mrs. John.

“UUp to the parsonage, of course,
wnd—-—-"

“And you eame off alone as goon as
you were married?” interrupted Mra.
Ray; Mrs John was speechless.

“But I'm not married,” said the
Minx serencly.

“Then who——" hegan Mrs, Ray, &
wild suapicion selzing her.

“Thera they come!™ the smlling
Minx breke in. “Don’t they look
eweet!" as a buggy whizzed around
the corner.

“Ma Taylor!" gasped Mrs. Ray.

“Grandpa Taylor-Porter,” corrected
the Miny, “And we's had such a time
with her, grandpa and I!' She was so
afrafd of offonding her folks that she
wouldn’t listen to grandpa at all, un-
til she got wretchedly jealous of me.
Poor grandpa was o miserable over
{t—and grandma herself wasn't hap-
py.”

*No,"” added grandma seriously.
“And 1| declded that you should not
preak both our hearts with your no-
tions, Emma.” ali

Mrs, Jehn went off into peals of
laughter, alded by the Minx and brids.
groom. Mrs. Ray turted her back on
the hilariong crowd and fled,

Eventually she relented and took
the happy old couple Into faver, but
ghe never forgave Mrs., John that
Inugh.—loulge J. Strong, in New Or-
leans Times-Iemocrat,

Tanght tp Sew,

That a certain portion of the blind
may be taught to #ee is indicated by
the striking success of M. Heller, of
V'ennn. When hrought to him three
years ago two Hungarian boys, aged
7 and 5 years, could see iothing, but
their eyes appeared to be normal,
Thelr training began with looking at
a bright disk In a dark chamber. They
learned to distinguish this and the
younger boy, who has progressed more
rapldly than the other, was then shown
familisr objects agalnst the disk, then
lines wnd figures, and, finally, was able
to read, Later he was mde 10 recog-
nize the objects and letters by day
light. Another examination showed a
defoct of the retina, and it was con-
cluded that' the field of vislon was
#0 narrowed that the feeble lmpres-
slons reached the brain attracted

'| mo nutice before the unusual teaching.
England,
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TELEPATHY'S NEW TESTS

REMARKABLE EXPERIMENTS MADE
BY A FRENCH PROFESSOR.
— .

Eansntions of Taste and Right Conveyed
from the Operatar 1o the Mypnotisd
Fubjeet Throngh ihe Medium of
Ahird Farty = fenl Fonros Khown,
French sclence han not shown (teslf
kindly toward oxperiments In  the
transmission of thought, or telepathy,
writes the Paris correspondent of the
Roston Transcript, At Iast, however,
h professor in the Eleos de Peychol
ple—a private but reputable scheol of
Parle—has published corinin positive
resulis obtalned by him In March of
the present year. His experimonts

ire noteworthy for two reasons:

1. The experimonter, Dr. Binet.B8an.
gie, I8 a competent and responsilile
man of #clence, It la diMenlt to sup-
posa Hnelon or deception on his part,
or from s few chosen asalstants.

2. The results, while modest, are
positive, ensily undoerstood ns to facts,
md moking posaible a sclentific hy-
pothesie, without excluding further re
milta and corresponding speculation.
This fs all that ean be demanded of
sclence worthy of the name,

The experiments were eartled on at
Angers, whore Dr. DBinet.Sangle had
two snbjects of the proper nervous
susceptibility. It was his habit to
make one hypnotize the other. The
firet three experiments were made the
enme  day., The recelving subject,
Mme. M., Is & woman of 66, easily hyp-
notized. She was put to sleep by the
tranemitting subject, M, 0., who was
not himselt hypnotized. THs foom
was large and the doctor stood besidae
M. O at a distance from Mme. M. of
16 feet  The eyes of Mme, M. were
carefully covered with a cloth, al
though the possibility of seeing wotild
have searcely nlded her to guesa what
wins wantoed.

On this day it was the experiment-
er's gim to transmit sensgations from
one sublect to the other. Dr. Binet-
Sangle began with the senso of taste,
He placed on the tongue of M, O, a
paper soaked In postassic bloxalape,
Mme, M, at the other end of the room,
made A movement of the mouth and
exclaimed: "It bites—It's bad!" The
same resull was oblained with bro-
mide of ammonium; she spat out, say-
ing, “Its salty!”  The doctor put soap
on the tongue of M. 0., Mme. M. an-
swered (nstantly, “"It's Insipld-—like
starch.”

Next eame the transmission of vis.
ual sensations. Mme. M., still in the
hypnotic sleep, was seated at o table,
and the doctor and M. O, took the
same relative positions and distance
s before, One of the assistants stuck
a paper knife at random Into a hook
and opened It at a page, on which he
chose the word “vulture.” The word
was not pronounced, nor was It shown
to the tranemitting subject, M. 0., but
only to Dr, Binet-Sangle. The lattey
then drew on a plece of paper the head
and neck only of a vulture, showed it
to 0. and asked him to transmit the
sonsation of what he saw to Mme, A.
After a foew seconds Mme. M. sall:
“It's a bird=It's an odd bied; It has no

wings:” and then, “It's o vualture”
Another experiment was made with
the word “snall” It was the Kind

called "lHmace” In French, and only
the drawing was shown to 0. Mme,
M. eald, “It's a ‘llmande’ " (the namo
of a figh like a sole), snd then, catch-
ing herself up, described it, “It creeps,
it's sitmy-—oh, it's a snall!"™

Here the hypnotized subject had mv-
Idently received two sensations—ons,
imperfect, of the word “limace"”
which some one (probably the doctor)
was articulating mentally; the other
of the drawing, which it was Intended
1o transmit through M. 0. A third ex-
periment, equally perplexing, yet pos.
itive In its result, was made with the
word “cross,” Dr, Binet-Sangle drew
& cross on u plece of paper, which he
showed to M, O, Madame M., blind-
folded and 16 feet away, Immediately
drew two croeses, nelther of which
had the form drawn by the doctor,

Now came the more diffienlt experl-
ments with words mentslly articu-
lated by M. 0. A bhook was openod
as before and a line of poetry by
Theophile Gauthier was shown to O,
with the request that he would read
it mentally, Madame M. made only
hesitating attompls to repeat it. O.
asked the doctor to read mentally at
the same time with himself. The line
was:

“Souflie, bise. Tombe a flots, plule”
(Blow, north wind. Fall in torrents,

raln.)
At last Madame M, managed to say
“souflle” and then “biee;” but she

could get no further. Another trial
was made with the line:

“Le Dieu ne viendra pas,
renversee,"

(God will not come.
overthrown.)

Mme. M. pronounced the two worda
*“Le Dlen” and then, all together, “Le
Dlen ne viendra pas'—but could go no
further,

In all thess experiments it 1s dAim-
oilt not to conclude that the thought
of the experimenter, Dr. Binot-Binet-
Bangle, was transmitted along with
that of M. O.

Another series of experiments con-
cerned the transmitting ef thought
proper at a long dlstance. The re-
sults were still more complicated and
dlgnificant, One of the nsaistants, M.
J., had written beforehand to a friend
In Bordeaux (anbout 200 miles from An-
gers In n stralght line) to do some-
thing—-whatever he chese—at 1030
of a fixed evening, and afterward to
write just what he had done, At the

the evening which had been

L'eglise ost

The church is

1800, —Fhiladelphia Record.

Ing at that time In Bordenux; he gave
nefthoer the rinme of his friend nor tha
address. O, ordered Mme. M., who
wae hypnotized, to transport herselt
to Dordeanc and tell what she saw,
Mme. M, without hesitation, began
by saying that she saw in a cafe a
brownhaired gentloman with another
who was blond. Then she saw them
g0 together to a newspaper office,
where the brownhnired man left the
other to o to the theatre. Bhe could
FOe MO more,

M. J, who knows Rordeanx waell,
asked If there was not & barber's shop
fust opposite the newspaper offfos,
Mme. M. answered that she saw
ehop closed, with antiguities inside it
(there s an old eurioglty shop beslde
the barber's), Mme. M. was asked to
Inek agrin, and saw the brown-haired
man once maore In the newspaper of-
flee.. When M. J. recelved the letler
telline what had really been done nt
Hordeans, his friend simply sald that
he had not left lils room sl that even.
ing!

Now all that Mme. M. had sald of
the look and profession of the frienl
and the description of the plhces wore
exncl; and the acts she atiribited to
him were what he was In the habit of
dolng nt that time of the evening. And
il this M. J. knew very well, It was
thon his owpn thought which had been
tranemitiodd at short distance across
the room to Mme. M., while there had
been " no lang  distance transmission
from Pordenux to Angers,

Tir. Dinet-Bangle next tried Mme, M.
with one of hig own friends living In
Parle. He gave the name and address
o 0, who ordersd the hypnotized
Mme. M. to #oe what was going on at
the address. Mme, M. sald that she
passed under a great portecochere,
saw n gentleman with a lady—but
here the experimenter himself Inter
rupted her, Lo say that she was on the
wrong track, She stopped and then
broke out: ‘How pretty it is here!
Leather Turniture, pletures—<imt the
gentloman, what bad temper he hns,
her not casy to get on with! But
he's very fond of painting and he goes
A great deal with artists!™

“What I8 he duing at
arked e, Binet-Bangle,

‘Mo 18 lylng In his room, reading
a yellow-tovered book.”

Now all this wae scrupulonsly exact
In rogard to the friend of the doctor
in general; he was a young painter
of great talent, but a hypochondrise,
In particular, however, It was false;
for the painter wans not at home that
evening and ¢id not read jn bed that
night. But he hed the habit of read-
ing there and the yellow-covered booka
of the Bibliotheque Charpentier were
on his chimney-plece ready to his
hand. Also Dr. Dincet-Sangle was well
pequainted with all this and was think-
ing of it at the tme,
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ICE ON THE MOON.

An Interesting Lunnr Obssrvatlon Re.
vently Made,

Aty one who happened to turn a
felescope upon the moon early on the
ovening of Aug. 12 cannot have falled
to observe a very rare lunar phenoms-
enon and one which s of especial in-
terest from (e bearing upon Professor
W. H. Plekering's recently published
views s 1o the existence of snow and
fee on the moon's surface. The moon
was a few hours past the first quarter,
and the “terminator,” which forma
what 18 popularly known =s the
moon's “ragged odge” was slightly
convex, Just outside this line, whica
soparates the moon's {lluminated from
{ts unilluminated half, appeared, as
usual, & number of detached Islats,
caused by the {llumination of the sum-
mite of mountains while their bases
are still involved In darkness. The
phenomenon referred to was the re-
markable appearance of one of thesoe
“lglete.”  Instead of the usual white
rpot was to be seen a star—just sucis
par as I8 produced by the reflection
of the sun from & glass ball or other
polished convex surface. The highest
power of the telesteope used by a local
observer falled to make out of this ob-
jeot anything but a star, which was
estimated to be of about the third
mnagnitude, The appearance cannot
have heen produced by diffused light
coming from any object however
white, even a snow-coversd mouniain
peak [lluminated by the sun would
have appeared simply as a very bright
spot, not ns a star-like point, A star
can have been produced under the
clreumstances only by the reflection
of the sun's rays from a polished sur-
face.

The lunar star was first observe at
pbout 7,30 P, M, In the course of &
couple of hours its starlike appearance
became legs and less marked, and, as
the terminator moved outward It re-
golved itself into a very brilliant spot.
Subsequently it was found that the
light which produced this appearance
rame from the side of one of the
typieal lunar “‘craters”

Glrnffea Are Coatly.

YOur last giraffe,” sald Manager Car-
son  of the Zoo, died In 1835,
riter a life here of ten
years, Since then our coliection
has been wanting In this animal. Gl
rafles now cost $5.000 aplece, In 1874
we bought six, and they lived with us,
respectively, five, eleven, nine, three
and two years, while one died ten daye
after its arrival of congestion of the
lungs, Of the others, one was carried
off by heart disenee, another by a spin-
al trouble, and the remalping thrée by
allments of an unknown kind, We
ave here now, desplte our vacancy In
giraffes,a collection that 18 In numbers
a8 well ag in rarity the best we have
over had, 1t Is perhaps on that me-
count partly, and partly too, on ac-
count of the band of music that plays
three aflerroons of the woek, that thie
season has hoen so far out best wince

“Fn There''
UMy donr Matilda,” hints Mamma,
I vexes me, ke You' e awnes,
To hear you end vach suntencs with
“Ho there!” "

“Ldon't know,” Matilda orios, 1
Bponking ns arossly ns she dare,
“That Isald anything ke that—
Ho thare!™

“You nlu.hl{ glrl,”” Mamma exclaims,
“For punishment you'll now pieepare;
Into that corner take your work —
How Lthera!"

~{hleago Record-Narald,

Petn of & (unan,

The love of animals always Indl
cates n nohle and gentle eharactor,
and donubtless Queen Alexandra's love
of animnls has eondeared her doubly
to her many subjects, England'n
aticen hias a collection of pols at Sand-
ringhnm that containg a wide varlety,
embracing dogs, chickenn, doves,
horses and parrets. Many years ngo,
when she visited Ireland, a dove wns
glven her as an emblem of pence and
goood will, and on her return to Lon-
don she bought & mate for it Their
degeendants are numerous, and the
queen always has one speclally tenined
for her boudofr, This partienlar pet
has its cage in the room, and will loave |
It at her eall to perch on her finger
or nestle on her  shoulder, Thess
doves nre all white, with pink eyes,
A small Island in a pool Is the home
of & number of forolgn birds. Among
them are some curlous speclimens, of
which soveral oyater catchers are re-
garded as peculiarly inleresting by
thelr owner, They have black and
white plumage and long red bills,
which they use like selseors to dotach
the mollusk, Three turtle doves are
recent  additlons, They were  on
board the steamer when her majesty
returned from Denmark last year, and
ehe became go fond of them that they
were sent to  Sandringbham. ‘The
queen's kennels are extensive, and in
them are collles, Newfoundlands, deer.
hounds and otuer varieties, Ter per-
sonal pots are two Japanese spanlels,
carrying them everywhere with her,
Faelh kennnel has o bedroom and a
sitting-room, and all open upon n large
central courtroom. There I8 also n
horpital, and when a dog dies It 1a
buried In a litttle comotery and a
tombstone Is placed over It grave,
Sam, the pooodls who was a pet of
Princess  Vietorla, lles here. The ]
princess used to have the clipplngs
from hix long and silky cont made into
yarn for crocheting litle shawls,
Queen Alexandra Is well known by
avery dog in the kennel, Horaes coma |
In for a goodly share of her majesty's
gffection, She has been a fine horae-
woman from childhood, and still rides
nearly every day.

Migrating Mirda,

The Rock of Gibraitar is an Ideal
gpot from which to note the arrival
of the birds from Africn on their spring
passage. It I8 not such & gencral
resting place and “crossroads'” as s
Heligoland; but, standing as it doos
at the narrowest polnt In the Mediter-
ranean, It forms one of the jetties at
the birds' crossing-place, while the
nelghborliood of Tangler ls the corre- |
sponding pler of this Invisible bridge. |
For flve seasons the arrival of the
birds was very carefully watched by
Colonel Irby, who also acquired the
notes of a French naturallet, M. Fav-
fer, who lived for 30 years in Targler,
The notes, both of M. Favier and of
Colonel Irby, give us something more
than & plimpee, not only of the arrvial |
of the birds which mean to settle for
the summer in Spain, but of what we
never see, and very few people ever
realize to be taking place when they
do gee It, the passage of the birds
midway on the journey from Equator-
fal Afriea to England. Some, the swal-
lows, for Instance, drop detnchments
probably along the whole line from
North Africa to Sweden. Some stop
at Tangler, some at Gibraltar, some in
Bpain, some, doubtless, along the |
French coast, Others come o Eng
land, others go on still further. There
18 every reason to believe that It Is
the same pair of birds which stays
each year pt its usunl nesting place,
Yot there Is nothing to stop them
where they do stop, except free will,
What ean there be In the mind of one
swallow hatched last year which takes
the little bird to Seville, while an-
other will not be content till it reaches
Christianla? M. Favier says that
“great flighta of swallows pass the
Stralts from Afriea to Europe In Jan-
uary and February, returning In Sep-
tember and October to join  those
which have remained at Tangler to
nest, Then they all go further south |
for the winter,” Where they go he
did not know: but they are now said
to be found all over Africa in mldwin-
ter. "The Moors say that it offenids
God to kill & swallow as much as it
conclliates Satan to kill a raven,” says
M. Favier, “and that swallows and
storks were inspired by Allah for the
destruction of flles and noxlous rep-
tlea,"—The Bpectator, |

The Decantented Hestle, |

There was once a blg, discontented |
beatle. He bad no pretty colors on
his wing cases, and the wings them-
selves, folded beneath, were too small
to hold his heavy body up for any
length of flight. All day he burrowed |
in the earth avd decaped lenves acd |
At night ho crept out to envy the fire |

flles,
“Oh" he sighed, “what happiness to
"fiy about in the warm air carrying

"y

| mdvize your dolng.

| of the tree,

| away up among the stars!

their lives long they spend in
Ing the soll over and over so that
Will be looke for the roots of the trees
and the flowers to move through; you
know they do move, vory, very slowly,
or elie they would always stay In one
spot, and not go crawling under the
ground this way and that.

“Eay," anked the discontentad boetls
of the angle worm, “you are wise, can
you tell me where the fire Hies buy
thedr Inmpn?”

“No,” the worm answered, turning
Iiie blind, pink face toward the beatle,
“but 1 have hoard the grass roois talk-
Ing together, and, If 1 remumber
rightly, they spoke of & Aire somewhere
up in the sky that warmod them:
maybe the fire files light thelr lamps
there,"

Then the worm turned away to hite
off & grost mouthig of clay, swallow-
Inge It quite cottentedly. “Why don't
yout anle the firo Mes themselves ™
It mumbled, seoing the beotle still
walling there, “that 1s what | would

Now the bestla was very shy and
vory prond, Ho was not afrald of
blind angle worm, Lot when U eame
to Introdueing himeelf to & firo Ny,
with a lovely red head and black mark:
Ingr—to sy nothing of the lamp—that
wns too much,

“lI will pot ask any more questions.
I will hunt the world over ti | find
that fire for myeelf, sald the bestle
sullenly, so off he started, When he
gtuck his head oot of the earth worm's
tunnel the firgt thing he saw was 8
bright red light, glittoring behind the
Ieaves. He was wure It was far away,
bocause he felt no heat from It. Cer
tainly that must be the fire the roots
wore talking of, He would go there
as stralght ns he could crawl, so ne
serambled off over the ground, his
noge puehing the grass and his two
little feelors showing him the way,

| Juet an you seo any of the bug people

walk, If you watch them. Bye and
bye he looked up, thinklug, undoubt-
odly, that he had made a long Jour-
ney and must be near the end. Mercy!
not & sign of the fire anywhere, no
emoke even, which was not strange
when you think that what the stupld
heetle hnd taken for a fire was the
setting sun, which bhad dropped over
the edge of the world long ago and
left only a big pink staln in the sky
where It had heen,

“Denr me,” fretted the heetle, “how
tired 1 am all for nothing and no
good!" and he burrowed under some
dry leaves to sulk. When he looked
up again, however, he forgot that
he had been discournged, for there,
white and beantiful and shining, be-
twesen the tree branched he saw an-
other fire, and as soon ns he saw it he
made up his mind that this was the
very one he was looking for,

“"Here goes!"” exclaimed the beetle
cheerfully, and he began to climb the
first tree he came to, It was n slow
Journey, and many a time he would
hava fallen but for the hard, hooked
claws which he dug into the bark
He dld reach the top st
lngt, as men and beetlos always can

't they dig their claws in and work

hard enough, but when the tip-top
had been reached, dreadful to say, the
white fire had flown a milllon miles
Can you
guess what it was that had fooled the

| old beetle so?

For a long time the discontente}
beetle stood on the top leaf, which
locked to his little eyes llke a wide,
black floor, swinging and tilting with
the wind. There was no use, he
thought, he would give up his hunt
and go back to his cell In the ground,
where he could neither see nor hear,
for what goodl were eves and ears ex-
cept to put Impossible ideas in one's
head? As he turned to go down the
iree he stopped suddenly, dusted his
eves with his feelers and looked again.

| Wnas it possible—there in the strest

below him, the very fire he was look-
ing for? Yes, there it shone, dang-
ling from an fron post and so wonter-
fully whiie that the moon looked like
w dirty silver plate beside it. A per
fect cloud of bug people danced exclt-
odly around it—come to light their
lamps, too, the beetle told himself, and
the next moment he siretched his
wings and went skimming through the
darkness, He forgot the other bug
people dancing there, forgot the red

| sun that hid over the hill, tho white

moon that ran away to the stars, the
long journey he had come on; forgot
averything except the great, blazing
diamonad light that was growing nearer
with every quiver of his wings.

“Where are you golng? You wild
burn yourself!"™

The next morning when the man

| eame to clean out the eleetric globes
| he tound, with a pint of other burned

up bugs, the bady of a big black bee-
tle,

“How can such a large bug have so
flitle sense!™ he exclaimed, but when
the grass roots told the apgle worm
he sall nothing, because his mouth
was full of dirt.—Whashington Star,

Hard on the Fathor,

A lttle giel, three years old, who s
very fond of music, has o father who
cannot distingulsh one tune from an:
echer. However, she ls alvays urging
him to sing. He was trying his best
to piease her with a hymn one day
and flatiered blmsell that he was Jdo-
Ing very well, Suddenly the ltlle ty-
rant turned wpon him and demanded:
“Why don't you sing, daddy? You're




