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3 Unique Historical Chair

nost unique, historical chair is in the
pendence Hall at Philadelphia, Pa.
+as manufactured in 1838 by *William
r by order of the Commissioners of
The chair is composed of

llowing rare relics: 5
A portion of Christopher Columbus’
which was built near the city of
Domingo in the year 1496. This was
frst house built in America by Euro-

hands.

. A portion of the great eim tree
>r which the treaty between William
n and the Indians was formed. The
Ponn treaty was to continue unbroken
hile the rivers and creeks ran, and

ile the sun, moon and stare endured.”

srd. A portion of oak joist taken from
a house which was once the house of Wil-
liam Penn. .

4th. A portion of the cane taken from
the seat of a chair once owned by Wil-
liam Penn.

5th. A.portion of the last of a number
f walnut trees which graced the yard
about the old State House. The last of
these trees was cut down in 1818,

6th. A lock of hair taken from <¢he
head of Chief Justice Marshall, placed in
the centre of the chair and protected by
a glass cover.

7th. A portion of the U.
“(‘onstitution.”

8th. A portion of the great ship “Penn-
sylvania” which was built in Phi'adelphia
and launched in the year 1837.

Gth, The thirtéen stars on the chair
represent the thirteen original states and
are made from the above listed relics.

MARY GRAHAM.

S. Frigate

A RIDDLE.

Tege and arms and back
Yet it cannot walk nor speak.
The only sound that it can make
Is an ugly little squeak.
% (A chair.)

WHY BINGO BECATME A TRAMP

(BY MAUD WALKER.)

Bingo was a dog. Any one looking at
him would have said he was a common
one. But had you asked his little master,
Joey Travis, about Bingo, you would have
been told in the most emphatic manner
that Bingo was the greatest, most wonder-
ful, and most heroic dog on earth. The
truth was, Bingo and Joey were almost of
an age, Joey being ten years old and Bin-
go seven. Now, ten years are but a few
when measuring the length of a boy’s life,
but seven years mark the fast approaching
old age of a dog. So, you will readily see
that while Joey was young at ten years
of age, his chum and constant companion,
Bingo, was old at seven. But to Joey
Bingo was ever young.

Together Joey and Bingo went about
the woods in the summer -time, hunting.
Now, I do not mean that they were hunt-
ing beasts and birds, for they were not.
They were hunting a jolly good time, and
they always found it. Perhaps that was
because their pleasure did not depend on
the wanton taking of innocent life. Joey
enjoyed living; so did Bingo. And Joey
knew that life was as sweet to the wild
things as it was to him and Bingo.
Therefore Joey respected the rights of
the wood’'s creatures ae he respected the
rights of his own family at home.

Now, the pleasures that Joey and Bingo
found in their wanderings about the hills
and valleys surrounding their home were
many. For hours they would lie in the
shade of some fine old tree gnd watch the
birds flitting about from bolgh to bough.
Again they would take a dip in the clear
cool water of the fast-running creek where
most wonderful shel's and brilliant peb-
bles were to be found. And it was Bingo
who taught Joey to swim.

Then, after exhausting the novelty of
shade and stream, they would ramble
through the deep meadow where the cows
and pretty calves stood knee-deep in the
sweetest of clover. And at evening on re-
turning home Joey would have most won-
derful tales of adventure to. relate to his
mother and father, while Bingo would
stand near by, watching with keen inter-
est his young master, and seconding every-
thing he eaid by wagging his tail and
blinking his eye.

But one cold winter day Joey fell ill, af-
ter having been out in the snow coast-
ing with Bingo. That night he tossed
with a burning fever, and the next day
Bingo missed his young comrade’s chezry,
“Good morning, old Bing!”” And all day|
long Bingo stayed near to the door of his
beloved master’s room, holding his nose
close to the crack beneath it to scent for
any danger. And all day long at frequent
atervals Bingo was thrust away from the
door to allow Joey’s parents and the doe-
tor to pass in and out. But immediately
the door was closed Bingo would again

take up his position at the door, his mose
at the crack and his quick ear strained to
catch his master’s voice.

And so passed three days and nights.
Then on a certain morning Bingo was
led from his house to his place in the big
warm barn, one of the ' neighbor men
leading him. But from the window of
the barn Bingo could watch the house,
and to his wonder he saw many people
coming, some remaining in their vehicles
in the yard while others alighted and
went into the house. There was a great
but silent gathering which roused Bingo’s
curiosity. And all the time Bingo won-
dered and wondered what it was all ab-
out, and also wondered why Joey remain-
ed so long in his room. Although Bingo
could not count the time by days and
nights he knew a long time had elapsed
since he had seen Joey, and his poor heart
was full of apprehension over thie sud-
den change in their daily routine.

But into the barn came Joey's father
and several of the neighboring men. The
expression of Joey’s father’s face was
very strangs, and Bingo whined softly to
himeelf on noting it. Silently the horses
in the barn were hitched to the two-
seated carriage that stood in the shed.
Joey’s father took his place in the rear
seat while two of the farmers occupied
the driver’s seat. This, too, was strange
to Bingo. He had been accustomed to
seeing Joey and his father occupy the
front seat and Joey’s mother and baby

sister in the back seat.

Then the carriage was drawn up at the
front door and Joey's mothey was assist-
ed by several women friends to her place
beside her husband in the back seat. She
wore a black veil closely wrapped about
her head and face, and Bingo saw that
she walked with an uncerfain step and
drooping head. Her dejected aspect went
straight to the heart of Bingo. Leaping
through the open window of the barn he
went quickly to the back door of the
house, entered and passed through to
Joey’s room. The door stood wide and
Bingo entered. But no Joey was there.
He went to the bed where Joey had slept
since he could remember; but no young
master was there. A peculiar scent led
Bingo through the rooms to the parlor,
thenca out through the hall door to a
long black-covered wagon that stood in
the yard. There the scent was stronger,
the familiar scent which had always told
him he was near to his master. But in a
way it was different—very different. Yet
there was no mistaking the fact that it
was Joey in that black wagon—inside the
close cover. As some one has said, “Dogs
see with their noses more than with their
eyes.” And so it was true in Bingo’s
case. His nose told him where his young
master was. Also something made him
know that there had taken place a great
change with his beloved Joey, and that
never, never again would the old life, so
dear, so sweet, be theirs—Joey’s and Bin-

(

go’s.

Then went a long procession of wagons,
carriages and buggies towards a hillside
a mile away, a hillside where reared
strange white, glistening stones very
close together. Bingo had been there
on¢e with Joey, and Joey had scolded him
gently for . running about over little grassy
mounds, and had taken him away from
the place very quickly. And now, unob-
gerved, he went there again today, follow-
owing in the rear of the last vehicle to
avoid being seem and driven home again.
He knew that his Joey was in that black
wagon which led the procession, and he
was determined to know what they — all
those men and women—meant to do with
him.

Arrived within the fenced hillside four
men lifted a black box from the long
black wagon. Bingo ren right up to it
and sniffed at it. The men told him to go
awdy and one threatened him with a by
heavily-shod foot when he disobeyed. An
then it was Joey's mother who saw Bin-
Lgo there, and holding out her hand teo
him ehe said: “Come, dear old Bingo.
Joey loved you so.” He r words were
spoken in a trembling voice and as Bingo
went to her side she knelt beside him
and he felt something like raindrops on
his upturned face. Somehow, his heart
was almost as heavy as the poor mother’s,
for he knew that Joey would mever be
their again.

Then Bingo crept away from the crowd

They would take a dip in the clear, cool water of the fast running creek.
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BY HELENA DAVIS.

Lettie was a very talkative little girl.
She talked so fast that her mama told
her she said a dozen words without think-

ing at all, and her teacher was forever
keeping her in after school by way of pun-
ishment for having whispered so much
during the day. One day Lettie in a fit
of anger, because her mama chided her
for talking too much at the table while
company was being entertained, declared
that she wished she might lose her ton-
gue. Now, she was a naughty little girl
or she certainly would not have made
such a rash wish. She was in the back
yard, ewinging in her pretty hammock;
when she made the wish just recorded.

Now, it so happened that an old witch
was passing that way and having seen
lettie in the yard she crept close be-
hind her and listened to what she was
eaying. Although Lettie was alone, she
was talking very emphatically to herself.
“Yes,” she declared, vehemently, “I wish
I might lose my tongue! Then mama and
teacher wouldn’t always be saying I talk
too much. If one has a tongue one must
talk I guess. So, if I'd stop talking I
ehould have to lose my tongue. And it
would be just good enough for mama and
teacher should I lose it, for then I could
uot answer their questions. And I could
not recite at school, either.”

“Ah, little Miss, we’ll just relieve you

f that precious tongue,” said a cackling

voice behind Lettie. She glanced round to
behold a strange-looking old hag standing
at her elbow. ‘“Who are you?’ Lettie
tried to ask, but she suddenly realized
that she had no tongue in her mouth. She
felt very frightened, of course, and with
all her might she endeavored to ask, the
old witch to give her back her tongue,
for she hadn’t the least doubt but that
the old hag had robbed her of it. But in
vain she tried to speak, her tongue was
zone. She lifted her hands in a suppli-
cating manner to the old witch, begging
with her pitiful eyes for her stolen treas-

8he glanced around to behold

Lettie Lost Her Tongu”‘e

ure. Oh, to be forever without a tongue!
Horrible! It would be better to lose a
hand or foot or—yes, eggn an eve. She
could still go about and see with one eye
gone,

But even while Lettie pleaded with her
hands and eyes the old witch turned
about/and went off down the lawn, strik-
ing into a public road a quarter of a mile
away. Lettie ran into the house to tell
her mother what had happened. Alas,
when about to cry out that the witch had
stolen her tongue she remembered that
she could not say a word. Throwing her
arms about her mother the little girl burst
into a flood of tears. Then, in answer to
her mother’s anxious questioning Lettie
wept afresh and opened her mouth, show-
ing the absence of her tongue.

“My dear daughter, where has your
tongue gone to?’ asked the mother of
Lettie. But eeeing that Lettie had mo
means of telling her excent through the
means of pencil and paper she hurried
into the library and procured writing ma-
terial. “Now, write about what has hap-
pened,” she said, being very much wor-
riej over her little daughter’s condition.

And Lettie wrote of how the old witch
had come and stolen away her tongue.
But of her foolish wish she wrote not a
word until her mother questioned her
closely. Then, with a blushing face, she
confessed how she had foolishly wished
to lose her tongue, thinking that without
one she should avoid being kept in after
school for whispering; and how sorry her
mother would be when her little Lettie
could not talk any more. And slowly she
wrote out the whole truth, telling how
it was for the purpose of making her mo-
ther and teacher feel badly that she had
made so rash a wieh; and that after all,
it was she—Lettie—who was the real suf-
ferer. And after the poor mother had
consoled Lettie as best she could by prom-
ising to have the country scoured for the

witch, and the stolen tongue restored, she
pointed out to Lettie the fact that she

oy bt
T —
f/”/‘ _'

was suffering the evil result of her own
willful naughtiness.

With rpenitent tears streaming down
her cheeks Lettie wrote on the sheet of
paper a pledge that she would
never make such a foolish. willfuk wish
again; and furthermore, should she ever
recover her precious tongue, she would
make an earnest endeavor to use it with
caution, only talking when she had some-
thing to say and never, no never, never,
using it to whisper with in school when
she should be getting her lessons.

Lettie’s mother and father instigated
a search throughout the entire country
for the old witch who had stolen away
Lettie’s tongue. For days the search con-
tinued, but no trace of the old witch could
be found. Every cave and mountain-top
was thoroughly searched; and even the
interior of old hollow trees were looked in-
to, sometimes a fire being started at the
tree’s roots to make the old witch come
out should she be hidden thera. But no-
where could she be found.

At last, after days of fruitless search,

never,

’| the parents 3nd friends of Lettie were on

the point of giving up in despair, bzliev-
ing that the little girl's tongue was for-
ever lost to her.. Lettie, who had been ac-
companying one of the searching parties—
the party conducted by her mother, be-
came very dejected, and as the searchers
turned their faces homeward she begged
to be allowed to stop beside a. clear,
sparkling brook to rest a bit and take
a nap that she might overcome the ex-
haustion of the tiresome search before
starting for her home. The request, of
course, w2s made in writing, a branch of
learning Lettie was not very proficient in
as she had whispered and played so much
in school that her studies were sadly ne-
glected.

And it was during this time of horrible
suspense and grief over the loss of her
tongue that Lettie realized her need of
writing and epelling. And she made the
vow that whether or not she ever recov-
ered her tongue she would devote her
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a strange-looking old ha.g standing at her elbow.

school days to serious study. And in all
her after years she never broke that vow
or violated the pledge she -had made in
writing on the day her tongue was stolen.

Lettie’s mother granted her little daugh-
ter’s request to rest a bit beside the pret-
ty shaded stream, telling the others of
the party to continue their journey slow-
ly and that she and Lettie would soon
overtake them. Then, that Lettie might
not be disturbed in -‘her much-needed
sleep, the mother went a few paces away
from her, sitting down on a fallen tree-
trunk out of Lettie’s view.

Lettie, stretching herself on the mossy
bank to rest, looked up at the beautiful
sky so full of floating clouds. As she
watched the clouds flying across the blue
background she felt more keenly than ever
the loss of her tongue, for she wishéd so
much to call out to her mother to look
up at them and to admire their beauty.
Then, tears blinding her, she thought over
a little prayer that some fairy would
chance that way and bring her the dear,
precious lost tongue. Even as she breath-
ed the prayer_a touch as soft as down fell
on her eyes, which closed in slumber. Then
beside her knelt a little fairy that had
been flying as fast is it could all morning
to overtake the party of searchers. This
little fairy had, on the night previous,
overheard the plaint of Lettie and her
mother as the search for /the misging
tongue seemed to be fruitless. Listening
from a tree-top the fairy had learned the
ful particulars of the witch and the stolen
tongue, and discovering that the little girl
was fully lﬁpmtant of her willful desire
to causs he? mother grief and her teach-
er anxiety by wishing to lose her tongue,
she set off as fast as her wings could
carry her to a cavern near the sea shore
where she knew the old witch—with her
family of witches—lived in secured hiding
from the great world. Before dawn the
fair} had reached the witch’s eavern. Lis-
tening at the little dark and obscure en-
trance the fairy overheard the old witch
telling her children about the tiny tongue
she carried in her pocket. “Ah, it’s the
tongue out of a pretty but naughty little
girl’s mouth,” she was saying. “Come,
bestir yourselves. Which one of my chil-
dren wants this tongue?*

The fairy immediately flew into the
cave, jerked the tongue ftom the hand of
the old witch just as she was holding it
up for her little witches to imspect. ““I’ll
take it, if you please,” said the fairy,
laughing. ‘““And beware to you and yours
if you ever go within a dozen leagues of
the place where you stole this little ton-

o

The old witch trembled with fright, for
she feared the fairies greatly, knowing
from experience their wonderful power
and not a word did she say as.the fairy
flew away from her dingy abode with the
coveted tongue.

Then over the mountains and the wval-
leys flew the little fairy, overtaking the
band of searchers just as Lettie lay down
in the shade to rest and take a map,
Touching Lettie’'s eyes with the tips of
her tiny fingers she caused a sweet sleep
to fall upon her. Then she very gently
opened Lettie’s mouth, insert®d the ton-
gue into its original place, fastened it
there with a bit of fairy wax from the
énd of her wand, and flew away.
¢/ In the course of half an hour Lettie
opened her eyes and smiled into her
mother’s face, for her mother had come
to' rouser her and tell her it was time for
them to be going after the party. In the

first moment of waking Lettie did not
think of the loss of her tongue; and ac-
cording to habit she cried out: “Well,
mamma, where are we? Isn’'t this a
strange place?”’

You can imagine the mother’s joy and
surprise hen her little daughter spoke.
“Oh, darling, youretongue, your precious
tongue! Where did you find it?”

And Lettie, as much astonished as her
mother, laughed and clapped her hands,
saying: “Really, mama dear, I do believe
a good fairy brought it to me. Just as I
fell asleep and prayed that one would find
my tongwe and bring it to me. And sure
enough—here it is, safe in my mouth.
And what good care I shall take of this
tongue, too, since I have learned its great
value!”

“Yes, my little girl will never make
that pretty tongue of hers eay idle words;
nor will she permit herself to make it
whisper in school. But, come, we must
hurry after our friends and lét you tell
them the good mews that your precious
tongue is once more safe in its right
place.”

“And it shall alwaye keep its right
place; too, mama dear,” emiled Lettie as
she ran down the mountain side calling in
a happy voice: “T've found my tongue!
T’'ve found my tongue!”
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A feathered giant of the past. Extinet

bird called the phoyorhacos. It lived
about 3,000,000 years ago -and had its
home in Patagonia. Its height was eight
feet and itse head as large as that of a
horse. It could not fly, but was a swift
runner. It fed on living prey.

LETTER ENIGMA.

My first is in pig, but not in hog;
My second is in iron, but not in log;
My third is in cut, but not in knife;
My fourth is in wrangle, but not in strife;
My fifth is in image, but net in clay;
My sixth is in clover, but not in hay,
My whole of six letters
Spells a word meaning pleasure
To people in summer
‘Who have the leisure.

In the North Central states there is a
percentage of 30 unmarried mem out of
every 100, to 19.3 of unmarried women.

A census of Egypt i« being taken. In
1897 the population was less than 10,000,
000 and now it is thought to be over 13-
000,000,

and lay behind the tall stone a little dis-
tance off. From there he watched the
men place the long black box into a deep,
newly made hole. And then the dirt and |
snow were shoveled into the hole, cover-
ing up the box. Bingo whined softly to|
himself. Joey was there — in that box.
His nose had told him so.

And then the hillside was left alone, the
vehicles with their loads of humanity go-
ing off down the road in the cold after-
noon. But Bingo, still hiding behind the
tall white stone, kept his place till the
last wagon was out of eight. Then he
came forth and went straight to the new-
ly-made - mound, lying down aeroes it.
Turning his eyes toward the sky he whin-
ed eoftly, his great eyes, so full of mortal
suffering, becameé dim with moisture. Who
dares to say that an animal—a dog—nev-
er sheds tears while suffering grief knows
little of what he is talking about. In that
cold afternoon, lying prone across the
grave of his dear master, Bingo really
wept like a child. His very heart ehed
tears ,and his plaintiff whine was in re-
ality a moan.

But as the night came down Bingo re-
turned to his home, creeping into the
barn to sleep. Joey's father came in to
attend to the horses, but Bingo did not
rise a8 had been his . wont in former days.
Still he lay in the hay of an wunused
manger, his grief too deep to allow of' his
thinking of food and drink.

And eo the winter wore away, Bingo
remaining unhappy and silent. He never
frisked about as in the dayas when he
had Joey to play with. He ate barely
enough to keep life within his emaciated
body. As the epring came and the early
blossoms began to appear in the meadow
Bingo sought out the old haunts, living,
no doubt, over the old life in memory and
associations. And sometimes he forgot to
return to the house at night. And then he

away from the home which now held no
tender tie for him. True, Joey’s parents
were kind to him, but Joey was not there.
And ever since he could remember Joey
was his companion, for they had grown
up together.

One day Bingo was attracted by a boy
—a gay-hearted fellow—who was passing
through the meadow and who whistled to
Bingo to follow him. Bingo went with this
new-found friend, following him several
miles to another farm. There he remained
2 week or more, trying to forget Joey and
the old life in his new surroundings with
a2 new and most gentle master.

But there came a day when memories
of Joey and the dear old home surged
over him. Then he left his new home to
return no more, He traveled for two days,
tinding -water in the springs and ecreeks
along the roadside, and going withoat food
But on ‘the third day he békan to suffer

got to wandering farther .and farther|
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Conundrums

When is a man’s watch chain like a reign-
ing bell?
When it has many charms,

When are grass and the stars alike?
When shooting.

When is a walking stick like an old lady's
hair?
When knotted.

When are muskets like corn stalks?
When stacked.

from hunger. So he halted at a farm-
house where he heard the sound of child-
ren’s voices. He was warmly received by
both the grown-ups and the children.
Food was given him and the family of
good-hearted folk did everything to induce
the “tramp-dog,” as they ecalled Bingo, to
remain with them. And he really had
some pleasant days there, going to the
river with the boys and following the
girl’'s phateon to town. But one day while
in town the longing to travel again came
over him. He had been thinking of Joey,
and that dear recollection always made
him seek change in order to forget his liv-
ing grief. Rising from his place under the
phaeton, Bingo trotted down the street,
and when a little later the girls came
from a store to get into their phateon they
found him gone.
All that day and night Bingo journeyed
on,resting only when so overcome by fat-
igue that he was forced to do so. In the
morning he found himself at the back-
door of a big farm house where a generous
workhand fed him a hearty meal. Being
made welcome wherever he stoppel Bingo
would remain days at a place, becoming a
bit attached to his new friends and sur-
roundings. Then sthat old memory which
tore his heart would drive him on and on.
And so a year rolled round and Joey's
folks thought that Bingo was lost to them
forever. They had made inquiry for him
as soon as they missed him, but to ne
avail. One day in the dead of winter a
low whine was heard at the kitchen door
of Joey’'s old home and when it was open-
ed there stood Bingo, a mere shadow of
his former self. He was gathered into the
arma Joey’s mother, patted affection-
ately by Joey’s father and fed and nursed
through the night. But on the following
morning—when no one was watching him
—he stole away, going towards the hill-
side where Joey slept. A few days later
he was found there, lying prone across
Joey’s grave. He had grown old in the
eight years of his life and had come home
from his wanderings to die, and to lis
with the young master whom he had lov-
ed with more than human devotion dur
ing his life.

In the United States 100 inhabitants
cultivate 280 acres of land, while in Eu-
rope the proportion is 890 acres to the 100
inhabitants.
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Peter’s Woe

Peter to the garden went,
And, finding there the hoe,

Thought he’d whack the weeds all dowp—
But instead he whacked his toe.

Peter to the river went,
With line and crooked pin;

it
He thought he'd catch a fish for fun,
But he slipped and tumbled in.

Peter got upon a pig,
And thought he'd have a ride;
The pig ran to a deep mud hole
And dumped him right inside.

Peter straightway sought his home;
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His mother walited, too;
And Peter gladly went to bed
As soon as she got through.

Nonsense Jingle
s

There was a big automobile
That lost an important forewheel;
The chauffeur did swear,
The boss tore his hair,
And the pigs they ran over did squeal.

Irish Wit

An Irish judge, among other peculiari-
ties, had a habit of begging pardon on
every posesible occasion. On his circuit
his favorite expression was employed in
a very singular manner. At the close
of the azzize, as he was about to leave

ed him that he had not yet passed esen-
tence on one of the criminals, as he had
intended.

“Dear me,” said his lodship, “I really
beg his pardon—bring him in immedi-
ately.”

Two Irishmen were standing looking at
Niagara Falls. O'Toole said:

‘“Begorra, it’s most wonderful, ain’t it,
Pat?”’

“What's wonderful about it?”
Pat, in a very cool tone.

“Why man, to see all that water com-
in’ over thim rocks,” replied O’Toole, en-
thusiastically.

“YI don’t s2e as it’s wonderful,” dryly
responded Pat, putting his pipe in his
mouth. “There’s nothing to hinder it’s
comin’ over as much as it dim pleases.”

asked

Recruiting officers of the American reg-
ular army have received instructions to
enlist for the colored cavalry, exception-
ally desirable negroes, the first enlist-
ment of negroes since the Brownsville af-
fair.

his bench, the officer of the court remind- -
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