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Bragging Tom and His Undoing.

BY WILLIAM

Tom Collins lived in the town of Green-
ville ,a pretty little place that was located
in a western state not so very far from
the Rocky Mountains. He was a big chap
for his fourteen years, and prided him-
self mightily on his strength and bravery.
Indeed so much did Tom boast that his
friends had begun to call him ‘“bragging
Tom,” much to the young fellow’s dis-
pleasure. However, he was not displeas-
ed enough to quit his ugly habit of brag-
ging.

At school Tom would boast that he
could “whip any boy of his size in the
county;” but ‘once free of the playground
and on territory where thers was no rule
against his displaying his prowess, should
some vietim come “forward to help him
out, Tom never felt inclined to prove his
boastful words. And many had been the
boys—fearless little men in their wild,,
western way—who had stood up to Tom
and declared they were willing to be
“larruped” in good old fashion —'if Tom
was capable of doing it—to let him prove
to his friends and admirers that hs “was
the best man of his age in the county.”
But Tom would toss his head and say:

“Gee whiz, boys, I could thrash any
two of you at the same time with one
hand! It wouldn’t be fair, you see, for
one of my muscle to tackle chaps of your
make. No-0-0; just you wait till one
of them herd-boys from the divide comes
down to town on his bucking broncho.
Then I’ll fix him—if he’s man enough to
take a dare an’ let me.”

And it was this boastful threat against |
some possible innocent herd-boy who
might be induced to clench fists with
Tom that brought about the bragging fel-

low’s undoing. Two of Tom’s comrades
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at school had a “country cousin” of the
herd-boy type. His name was Hank
Snell, and while he was shy on height
and weight as compared with Tom Col-
lins he was a wiry fellow and as agile as
a two-legged animal can possibly be. This
fact was proven by his friends about the
ranch nicknaming him ‘“Wildcat” - Snell.

One day while Hank was busy at work
on his father’s " ranch his two town
cousins, Frank and Walt Turnzr, came
out to pay him a visit. It was the day
following ‘the closing of the town and
county schools, so the boys were free to
have a jolly good time togather, feeling
that the long sumimer days were theirs|
for play and freedom from books. As the]‘
three wandered over the hills and through |
the ravines their talk turned upon the
boys of their acquaintance and their char-
acteristics in general. Then it was that
Frank and Walt told their cousin of
“bragging Tom,” and declared that they
wished he —Hank—would challenge Tom
to a fair fist contest. “It’s this way,”
said Frank, “that cowardly bragg:r
would find some excuse to get out of the |
contest, and it would completely cure
him of that detestable bragging. He'd |
bully up at first and say that he’d meet
you at any time and plaee; and more
than that, he'd probably warn you that
you'd better have an assistant in case you
feared to enter the ring with him alone.
That’'s his method, you know, bragging|
and doing nothing.”

Hank laughed over the matter and
pledged his willingness to “fix” bragging
Tom if that were necessary to show him |
up in his true colors before his fricndsi
and acquaintances. “Not that I believe
in fighting for the sake of fighting,” he

“I can’t ride that brute, I can’t,I confess .I’'m defeated.”

—

Their Journey.

They started out at dawn to ride
To London Town, so far away;

They crossed the sea at even-tide,
And got in port at close of day.

Then cross the bridge to London Town
They rode in haste, in gathering .throng;

And bowed they to the king and queen,
Who in their chariot dashed along.

They supped that night in palace fair;
Then homeward went the following day.
And when their mama asked them why,
They said theyd come back home to stay.
—Maud Walker.

explained, “but if a little fist contest is
necessary to make a decent boy out of a
braggart I'm in for giving him ths med-
icine.  But homeopathic doses is my
style.”

“Oh, don’t think it will ever come to
a show down,” laughed Walt. . “Bragging
Tom is too much of a coward to ever
tackle—or be tackled by—a boy of
strength and nerve. e’s just a boaster.
All we’ll have to do—I'm quite sure—is to
bluff him a bit and he’ll show the white
feather peetty quickly. Of course, should
he feel forced to ‘make good’ in the pres-
ence of his friends, then you’ll have to ad-
minister to him the homeopathic dose in
the shape of a few taps about the ears.
He’ll call for quarter soon enough.”

The following week “bragging Tom” was
going down the street when he heard
Walt and Frank Turner calling after him.
He paused and waited for them to join
him. After a few words about fishing
and the last game of base ball Tom said:
“Say, 1 got a note from your cousin Hank
Snell the other day. He says that he’s
heard I’'m called the strongest bor of my

he had heard I made the boast that I
could whip any boy of my weight in the
country and ride any bucking broncho
that ever trotted over the Western plains.
He says he’s to be in town Saturday and
wants to meet me in a fair and square
contest of fighting strength, and that he’ll
bring a broncho with him that mnobody
but himself has ever dared to mount. He
says he dares me to try riding this bron-
cho and finishes that by daring me to
meet him in the ring. But, pshaw, I've
seen your cousin Hank and he is too small
a potato for me to even box with, let
alone fight.”

“Well, as for Hank’s size,” remon-
strated Walt, “he’s a better man than
you, I'll wager a good deal. He's as
strong as most kids of twice.his size; so
you need not have any hesitancy about
sending him a counter challenge. And
as for riding his bucking broncho—well,
I’ve heard you say there wasn’t one in
the entire west that could scare you off.
But as I’ve never seen you on horseback
I’m no judge of what you can do in that
line.”

“And as we’ve heard you talk a good
deal about your ability to knock out any
boy of your strength and size in the coun-
ty,” said Frank, “we’ll now have the
cpportunity of reeing you prove your
statement. “Of course, Hank isn’t quite

age in the country. He said also that|

l?our size, being some shorter and lighter,
but he’ll make up for that deficiency in
alertness. He’s' a dandy with Dboxing
gloves on, I can tell you.”

“Oh, as for the broncho,” said Tom,
trying to appear undisturbed at the idea,
“I’'ll not refuse to show you all what I
can do with him. I’ll agree to ride him—
if Hank does so. I’ll not promise to ride
him if he’s unbrokén,—but if Hank rides
him to town, why, I'll ride him clean
down to the river.”

*“But you know what all the boys will
say if you refuse to meet Hank in the
ring,” said Wait. “There are a good
many who already doubt your nerve and
strength. Some of the boys say you al-
ways find some excuse to slip out of prov-
ing your mettle. Now, that a boy worthy
of your notice has made the challenge
you’l have to come up like a man or
retreat like a—coward.”

“I’ll never retreat like a coward,” de-
clared Tom, a blush covering his face.
“But Hank’s so small, you know. It
don’t seem fair for me to tackle him.”

“Oh, we'll all declare him quite your
equal,” cried Walt. “It isn’t always big-
ness that counts, remember. Hank is
well-made and can give all that you care
to take while he’s receiving what you
care to give.”

“All right, then,” said Tom. But he
did not speak in his usual boastful -voice.
Then, saying that he had to perform an
errand for his father he said good-bye to
Walt and Frank and hurried away, with
an almost frightened look on his face.

“You see, he’s weakening at the very
outset,” laughed Walt. “My, he does
need a big dose to cure him of his big
bragging which is done merely to cover
his real innate cowardice. Well, I think
he’ll draw in his horns for good after this
experience.”

“Yes, for he wouldn’t be a bad sort of
fellow if he were not such a conceited
one,” admitted Frank. ‘“We'll probably
be doing him the greatest service of his
life up to date by curing him of his boast-
ful, overbearing ways.”

Saturday—the day on which the bravery
and strength of “bragging Tom™ were to
be tested—came at last, theugh to some
of the town boys it seemed very slow in
doing so. The meeting between Tom and
Hank—“bragging Tom” and “Wildcat”
Snell was Qnanged to take place on the
base-ball” ground outside the town at two
o’clock, and long before that time a doz-
en boys—friends of both sides—were as-
sembled. :

l By two o’clock every boy except Tom
had arrived. Hank had come on his
broncho, a gentle-looking 'little” animal
that stood, head down, resting after his
long gallop across the - prairie. . After
waiting for the tardy Tom some fifteen
minutes it. was decided by the boys to ap-
point a committee to wait upon him-and
ascertain the cause of his delay; but jhst
at this juncture Tom was seen coming
slowly over the hill that lay between the
ground and town. As he mneared the
crowd the boys were not surprised to see
a look ‘of uncertainty on his ussually bold
face. He came up to them, nodding his
head to them collectively. “Hello, boys,”
he said in a weak voice, .but attempting
to be indifferent to the cause of the gath-
ering. Then he waited for someone to
speak.

“Well, here I am,” said Hank, stepping
forward. “‘Shall we begin now, or do you
want to rest?’

“Oh, I guess we’d better begin at once,”
said Tom, his voice really quivering. “But
—don’t you thing you’ve made a mistake
in agreeing to box with me? I’m pretty
muscular, you see.” And he drew up his
arm, displaying quite a lump -of muscle.

“Yes, you've got the better of me in
that respect,” admitted Hank. “But I'm
not afraid but what I can hold my own.
I'm built of iron, I am. But what did you
say boxing for? I've understood we are
to fight.” And Hank looked Tom square
in the face.

“Nope, I won’t fight,” said Tom, his
face’ reddening. “T’ll put on the gloves
with you and box for five rounds. But I
don’t believe in fighting.”

Several boys hooted and sneered at this.
‘“Why do you always boast that you can
lick any boy of your size in the country
if you don’t believe in fighting?” ecried
one bystander. ‘“You’ve always been the
loudest in wanting to fight—not box!
Come, don’t back down and out now.”

Tom was beginning to show his fright.
From red his face had become pale.
“Well,” ‘he - faltered, turning about and
looking for some sympathetic face, “I’ll
not back out, I won’t. But let’s ride the
broncho first. I’'m not feeling well today.
Give me a drink, there Walt.”

After he had refreshed himself with a
dipper of water Hank agreed to “humor”
him by riding first, thus testing his abil-
ity in the line of horsemanship. Hank
jumped into the.saddle, and touching his
broncho—trained to the work—with his
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fore legs, then doubled up till his back
resembled the half of a hoop. But Hank,
an expert, never moved from his place
on the doubling animal’s back, though his
gyrations were something terrible to see.

After five minutes of bucking most
fiercely the broncho started on the run
over the hill, and it was with an effort
that Hank brought him to a standstill.
Then, guiding him carefully, he came rid-
ing back to the group of boys. He dis-
mounted and invited Tom to come and
take his turn. Tom stepped forward, a
look - of resigned resolution on his face.
He trembled and was pale as Hank as-
sisted him into the saddle. In another
minute he was on the ground in a bunch,

having been tossed over the broncho’s |

head at the first bound. As Frank and
Hank- assisted him to rise- he wiped the
dust from his face, saying in tearful voice:
“I can’t ride that brute, I can’t. I con-
fess 'm defeated.” Then he choked with
tears and wiped his eyes on his sleeve.
“Well, you are not defeated in the fight
with- Hank yet,” encouraged one of the

“T ain’t a coward, kids,” he wt
but I ‘guess I've lost the day

it off, if you want to,” he added
facedly. “If Hank insists—Why,
I’ll have to fight; but after beinz
by that brute I'm not in cond
fight; honest, I'm not.”

“Admit then, that you've been
and come out the worse for it
Hank. “If you’ll fess up that you'y
a bully and a bragger I’ll call
fight. If not—well, you've got
yourself together and come on.”

“Let it stand as you seay,” gaid 7
not raising his eyes to the faces ¢
assembled about him. Then, withe
other word he arose and went ofi
the hill homeward.

Jeering laughs followed him; but
though the boys enjoyed his undoinz
they knew he deserved it, they wer
honorable to taunt him with the
“contest” afterwards. And, true
that Tom never bragged another t

and as the years rolled round he becama

a very quiet and well-behaved boy

boys. ‘‘Here, come and show us that youlliked by his fellows, for he never {oz

ape not put down and out so easy.”
But Tom shook his head despairingly.

the lesson he had learned nor the hum
ation which attended its learning.
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B eheaded Rord,

Rule—

Picture No. 1 shows what the boy is taking.

whip the animal immediately arose on his
hind legs, then pitched forward on his

Behead it and you have in No. 2 where he is going.
Behead it again and you have in No. 3 what he spilled.

Pet rabbits should alwaye have clean
hutches which should be built for com-
fort, dryness and warmth. These hutches
should also be well-ventilated and con-
structed with two rooms, or compart-
ments, one for the sleeping room and the
other for remaining in during waking
hours when the weather does not permit
of going out. If the rabbits are of the rar-
er species the hutches should be placed in-
side an outhouse or barn where security
from draughts is to be had. The floor of
the hutch should be five inches /above
ground, and there should be double doors
leading into the outer room, the inside
door being but a hinged wire-frame. to pre-
vent cats from getting insidg%e hutch
and the rabbit from getting out at night.
The second and outside door, which

should swing over the inner one, should |-

be of strong lumber ventilated with small
upward slanting holes bored through its
lower and upper ends. This door is for
the purpose of closing the hutch when it
is maining or cold. But when the: hutch
is kept within another building or rab-
bitery, there is no need of the second
door.

The hutch should be well-cleaned every
morning and about once a month white-
washing should be done on its inside
walls and roof. This is to prevent the
breeding of insects and to sweeten the in-
terior of Bunny’s abode. After cleaning
the floor a little sand should be sprinkled
over it.

The pet rabbit may be fed three times
a day. A gentleman who bas had much
experience in raising rabbits gives the fol-
lowing menu, suggesting that the owners
of rabbits study their pets’ appetites and
feed them in quantity aeccordingly vary-
ing the diet slightly from day to day.

For breakfast feed Bunny a handful of
sweet, fresh hay and a large spoonful of
scalded meal. The latter dish may be al-
ternated with cooked wheat or barley.
For dinner (at noon) Bunuy will relish
raw carrots and a quarter of a pint of
warm sweet milk. For his supper (five
o’clock) give him a handful of grain,
wheat, oats or barley. Occasionally some
green food should be supplied him, such
as lettuce, cabbage, beet-tops, radishtops
and peas. But never allow him too much
green food at a time. A little boiled po-
tato may serve him for dinner on some
occasions. Put a little sulphur in his food
about once a week. This prevents scurvy
and dry rot. Half a pint of pure water
should be his portion for the day. Too
much liquid is not good for rabbits, and
many persons who are authority on the
subject of feeding them give much less
than that when any green food is given.
But I am inclined to think that half a
pint of pure water and the fourth of a
pint of sweet milk—the former to be serv-
ed in the evening and the latter at noon
after the carrote—is not too much. Bun-
ny should be watched closely " and pre-
vented from eating too much. Learn from
observation just how much he will eat
at a meal and leave no food standing for
him to munch on between times. An un-
derfed animal will prove healthier than
an overfed one. But it is better, and more

humane, to strike the happy medium.
Rabbits should be kept in pairs, that
is to say, one should not be kept alone,
for it is natural that they should want
their own sort for companions, and if
not provided with mates will become dull
and uninteresting. In keeping pét animals
always have the welfare and happiness of
the little captives at heart. A large grassy
yvard should be convenient for them to
frolic in, and it is advisable to have the
hutch kept in euch a place during the
summer months so that the bunnies may
frolic about at will. They must be guard-
ed against cats and dogs.

Made-Over Old Rhyme.
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One I jump; two I jump;
three I jump, I say;
Your I jump with all my might,
From on top a stack of hay.

Five I jump; six I jump;
Seven I jump and run.

Eight I jump right home to tea.
And find it is great fun.

Nine I jump up in my chair,
For supper’s on the table;
Ten I jump away again
When I've eaten all I’'m able.

WHY MOUSIE MOVED

A dear little mousie lived in a shoe;
A hole in the toe served as a door;
But an ugly old cat frightened mousie
away,
And the dear little fellow lived there
no more,

Saltman—Kind of sad, isnt’ it, to lose sight

| of the land of your birth?

Squeamish—I wouldn't mind that; it's los-
ing sight of everything you have ever eaten

since your birth that's worrying me.—pPitts-
burg Leader. - ; 5

THE

BY MAUD WALKER.

Gracie sat on the ground beneath a big
tree, playing with her dolls and picture
books. Pretty soon, to her great aston-
ishment one of the picture books opened
—a book of fairy tales—and out stepped
one of the dainties fairies in all the
bogk’s pages. She was the princess Lala,
and Gracie had read of her dozens and
dozens of times, never finding the story
dull. As Gracie was on the point of
speaking to princess Lala another = page
of the book flew open and out walked
Hop-Over-My-Thumb, just as funny and
as real as Gracie had ever seen him in
picture and story. Then, as fast as they
could lift the book-leaves amd step forth
upon the soft grass, came all the fairies
of the book, making a beautiful and en-
tertaining company. Gracie, now almost
too much surprised to believe her eyes,
looked from one to the other of her
strange callers, saying in a flluttering
voice of excitement: ‘“Well, how did
this ever happen? But, it'is lovely, per-
fectly lovely, for you to come to life and
make me a visit. Will you all be seated?
I am sorry I can only offer you a seat on
the grass.”

“Oh, my dear Gracie,” said the fairy
queen, who was a white-haired, pretty
little old fairy dame, “it is we who
should apologize to you for coming so un-
| expectedly. If one isn’t invited, one must
be grat&ful for a seat on the grass—or
in a tred’s limb.”

“Sure, in a tree’s limb,” exclaimed Hop-
Over-My-Thumb. And instantly the imp-
ish fellow—for he looked really impish in
real life—gave a bound in the air and
seated himself on the limb of a tree.

.| There he sat, dangling his legs to and

fro, humming a merry tune. And soon
many of the other fairies—the youngish
ones—followed Hop-Over-My-Thumb’s ex-
ample, and the fine old tree swarmed
with fairy life.

FAIRIES VISIT GRACIE.

“Well, why shouldn’t we turn some of
these little pebbles into chairs and di-
vans?”’ asked the princess Lala. “What
is the good of being a fairy if one doesn’t
use the fairy’s power?”’ And as she spoke
ehe waved her hand about her and there
rose from the pebbles scattered about
on the ground easy: chairs and comfort-
able divans. Then the entire company—
which must have comprised fifty fairies
in all—found seats.

“We've come to tell you how much we
appreciate your love for us,’”” said one
of *the fairies, smiling on Gracie. “We
don’t know of another child in the whole
surrounding country who enjoys us more
than you do.”

“And I enjoy you in real life much
more than I do in that big book,” declar-
ed ‘Gracie. “And every day I read about
you to my dolls Sissy and Mabel. You
see, although my dolls do mot talk they
can understand me,” she added seeing
that several of the fairies looked at Sissy
and Mabel who were lying on the ground.

‘“Well, would you like to have your
dollies talk?”’ asked the old fairy queen,
addressing Gracie.

“Oh, that would be perfectly lovely,”
Gracie cried, running to Sissy and Mabel
and sitting them up against the tree.
“There you must be more lady-like when
in company—and such distinguished com-
pany, too—is present,” she said in a
motherly, chiding tone.

“Bring your dollies to me,” said the
old fairy queen. Gracie obeyed her, plac-
ing Sissy and Mabel - on the queenly lap.
The dear little old fairy touched the lips
of the dolls with the wee point of her
tiny finger, and immediately Sissy and
Mabel began to sing the prettiest little
song you ever heard. Gracie’s pleasure
was great. She danced and laughed in
glee, telling the old fairy queen that she
should mever—never forget her and the

great miracle she had wrought with her
dear daughters, Sissy and Mabel. “Oh,
how can I ever thank you enough?’ she
said, kneeling at the foot of the old
fairy queen.

“All that we ask is that you do not for-
get us, said the dear little old rame. “It
has become the fashion for children to
not read fairy stories. They now read
tales. of fiction dealing with problems
and questions much too old for them. In
fact, the children of today® are about as
old as their parents, and if you tell them
about us they’ll shake their heads and
say: ‘There’e no such people as fairies.’
Now, you are not that sort of little girl.
You delight in hearing and reading about
us. And ‘what is most gratifying to us is
the fact that you honestly believe in us.”

“Indeed I do believe in you,” declared
Gracie. “Should I ever come to disbe-
lieve in fairies I should be quite unhap-
py. Why, there’d be nothing then but
real people that do thihgs just as I do
them.. No, I love the fairies and I'll nev-
er cease to believe in them.”

“Now, shall we have a banquet?”’ call-
ed down Hop-Over-My-Thumb. “I’m get-
ting awful hungry—even though I'm not
a flesh and bone person.”

“Yes, fhe fairies all have stomachs,”
laughed a big fairy, a funny fellow, who
was always going about in the book dis-
guised as a clown. “We’ve stomachs
and: "

“Tongues to clatter too much with,”
put in a pretty little fairy Miss who was
seated beside the clown. “Now, will you
remain quiet until called upon to speak,
sir?”’ ghe added laughingly.

“A feast, a feast, a feast!” cried a
chorus of veices from the tree limbs.
“Queen Mab, give us a feast!”

The little old queen smiled indulgently
on her band of fairies and waved her
wand about in front of her. Immediately
there appeared—as if rising from the very

Out stepped ome of the daintfest fal
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BITE.”

earth—a table spread with all the. good
things to eat that child or fairy could pos-
sibly wish for. And in another minute
Gracie having been invited by the queen
to act as hostess at the banquet board
was doing the honors of the table. About
her gathered fairies of every description,
old, young, little, big and great. At her
right hand sat Sissy, pouring nectar from
a golden pitcher into tiny glasses, and on
her left was Mabel who was serving straw-
berries rolled in powdered sugar and
swimming in yellow cream. A great pyra-
mid of cake and ice cream held the cen-
tre of the table and was piled about by
fruits, candies and a dozen other kinds of
delicacies so appetizing to children and
fairies,

But just as Gracie lifted a plate of sug-
ared cookies to pass to her guests some-
thing hit her on the cheek. She half
arise—looked about her in a dazed way.
Then she rubbed her eyes and scratched
the smarting place on her cheek where a
nasty mosquito had bitten her a moment
ago. But—where were the fairies? And
where was the banquet table? Gracie
again rubbed her eyes and then bethought
her of the dolls. They were lying on the
ground near her. She spoke to each in
turn, but they made no reply. Then
Gracie looked toward the big book of
fairy tales. It was open at a page where
she had been reading to her dollies just a
little while ago. Ah, had she been—
asleep? But, no, they—the fairies—had
surely been there. It was that horrid old
mosquito that had frightened them back
inside the book-covers and stolen away
Sissy’s and Mabel’s voices. Slowly Gracie
got to her feet and looked about her.
Then with genuine feeling she said:
“Well, T may have been dreaming, but I
believe in fairies just the same.”

George Ronald Lane, who has recently been
appointed by King Edward a page of honor,
is still some weeks off his thirteenth birth-

day, and is very much the boy.
His new office, which is ornamental and|

ment. The pages are always sent for in a|
royal carriage when they attend any cere-|
monial, and are sent home in the same man-|
ner. But this dignified mode of locomotion |
is not, it seems, the strongest appeal to the
new page. .

Some one recently congratulated him on his
appointment.

‘“Yes, it’s a very nice thing,”” he said, with
a wide smile. ‘ Thave to be two days at
court, and that means cutting school for
those days.”’—St. James Budget.

“Brace up! What ails you?” asked the
old hound.

“I just heard the master say he’d have
to put me through the mill,” replied the
pup.
“Yes, he’s going to train you for the
hunting field—"

“Oh! Ts that it? I thought he meant
the saugage mill.”—Philadelphia Press.

not too onerous, is a much coveted appoint-

There was a small boy who did hear
A noise that to him sounded queer
So he thought he would creep
And take a sly peep;
But the bee got a nip of his ear!
TIM TURNIPS.

WHEN WE GO A-RIDING.

'~
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About the city let us go

In a jolly tally-ho:

Let us crack our whip and ecry,
‘“‘Gee-up, horses, Heigh-ho-heigh!

Or let us in a fine auto

Through the parks so pretty go;

Make the old horn toot—toot—toot!
As like a cannon ball we shoot

Down the ‘street and o'er the hill,
With ne’er a.thought of standing still.

Or in an airship let us go
Far above the world below;
Riding till enough we've had,
Then descend and go to bed.
FANNY. FERN

The highest elevator service in the wo

is that at Burgenstock, a mountain near th

Lake of Lucerne, where tourists are ral
500 feet to the top of a wertical rock.

The post office in Russia is a part of

he
military system, and all postmen are on &
_I same basis as the soldier,

——
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