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Overthrow of 
Jack Crow

IN THE feathered world, primrose 
Lane was looked upon as one of 
the finest lanes In the land. It was 
also the most aristocratic. Mr. and 

Mrs. Missel Thrush lived there; Mr. 
Redstart had also built his house in its 
broad hedgerows. The gay Tomtits, the 
grave Blackcaps, the Whitethroats, the 
Bullfinches, and their oouslns, the 
Sreenfinches, all answered to the same 
Bdoress,

Beautiful Mrs. Golden-crested Wren 
lived there also, and further down the 
lane, where the neighborhood was con
sidered to be not quite so select, the 
Sparrows, the Redstarts, the Chaffinches 
and the Brown-Wrens had skilfully 
built their nests.

Now, on sunny mornings it was the 
custom of the birds of Primrose Lane 
to meet on the treen banks of a dear 
stream that lay In a meadow near by. 
And as the morning of which this story 

1 tells was as br.ght as any in the spring* 
time, you must Imagine to yourself 
every kind of bird whose name you 
know hopping and strutting about In 
the grass or bathing In the cool water, 
some catching caterpillars, some min
nows and roaches, and all chirping out 
the latest news about eggs.

Mrs. Missel Thrush was saying that 
she had four handsome eggs in her nest,

. and when she had the fifth, which she 
expected shortly, she would commence 
><L_^»er,',**.Little Mr. Redstart, who was 
a fiery old gentleman in other respects 
than his tail, after rather rudely snap
ping up and swallowing a large fly that 
Mrs. Blackcap had caught, said that his 
wife was already ‘setting" on their 
eggs, "and no doubt we shall hatch 'em 
before any of you," he boasted.

In the midst of all this poor Mrs. Rob
in Redbreast came fluttering toward 
them in a terrible state of agitation. 
Her eyes were so bright and angry that 
1t was easy to see something perfectly 
awful had happened.

"What's the matter?" asked Mrs. 
Golden-crested Wren. She was the cool
est and boldest of them all. and the 
smallest.

' .Tack Crow has stolen all my eggs!" 
chirped Mrs. Redbreast.

No sooner were these words out of her 
beak than Mr. Redstart started up at 
once and flew straight home. Mrs. 
Blackbird, who was a very timid crea
ture. rose up with a loud, frightened cry 
and followed, In company with Mrs. 
Missel Thrush and several others, leav
ing only the smallest and bravest birds 
behind.

"When did It happen?" asked Mr.

"I was coming here to bathe," said 
Mrs. Redbreast, looking timidly around. . 
"No sooner did I leave my nest than the 
great black monster came flopping down 
from an old elm nearby and carried 
away my eggs. Oh, dear, what shall I

"That comes of building a flat, open 
nest," said Mrs. Wren, sagely, whose 
own nest was as round as any orange, 
with only one little hole In front to ad
mit her one little self.

"If I were you," said Mr. Blackcap. "I 
should—"

"Caw! caw! caw!" came a loud cry 
overhead, and, looking up, they saw that 
terrible rogue, Mr. Jack Crow.

They waited to hear no more, but flew 
swiftly home to guard their nests from 
this freebooter.

CHAPTER II
Mr. Jack Crow was the craftiest 

scamp in Bird Land. He was said to 
be as old as the hills. Certainly he must 
have been very, very old, for there was 
not a bird in Primrose Lane who could 
remember the year when Jack Crow had 
failed to build his nest In the tall oak 
tree that reared Its great branches to 
the sky on the top of Mushroom Hill.

Jack Crow had not lived all those 
years for nothing. Oh. dear, no! He 
knew the nesting place of every bird for 
miles around. He also knew that It was 
good to nourish young Jack Crows on 
eggs. It was a diet they grew strong

It took a good number of eggs to feed 
Mr. Crow's hungry family; and many a 
nest had to go bare every year to re
plenish the old robber's larder. What 
were the birds of Primrose Lane to do? 
How could they help themselves?

One morning in the height of the nest
ing season Mr. Jack Crow rose with the 
sun, for, like the sun, he had a great 
deal to do that day. The three young 
rroWs were fine, fat fledgelings by this 
t«.ne, ready to spread their wings and 
flv'.'Ut Into the world.

"V hat would you like for breakfast, 
my dears?" he asked, winking slyly 
across to his wife. As if he didn't know! 
"Eggs! Eggs! Eggs" piped the young 
brood, hungrily. "Eggs! Eggs! Eggs!"

"I am not sure there are any left." 
tho old rogue answered with a chuckle. 
"You have such appetites, you see. 
But perhaps some fresh supplies have 
come In during the night."

With a long-drawn "caw-w," the thief 
swooped down between the high hedge
rows of Primrose Lane. Neither did he 
return empty-footed. In his talons he 
carried a large blue thrush's egg—a 
new'-lald egg.

Leaving this with Mrs. Crow to be 
equally divided among the family, he 
eet forth again, and yet again, each 
time returning with some fresh plunder.

"Can't make It out." he said to his 
wife, after returning from his third 
trip. "Can't understand It at all." 

"What's the matter?" cawed Mrs.

"Why, all the birds of Primrose Lane 
have flown away. But down by the 
brook I met ouf old friend. Mr. Butcher
Bird-----"

"Well?"
"He told me that If we wished to save 

our feathers we d better leave home and 
fly at least fifty miles away."

"But why?" asked Mrs. Crow.
"That I don't know." said Jack Crow, 

gravely. "You see, Mr, Butcher Bird 
was In too much of a hurry to tell me 
more. By this time he and his wife 
end family are ten miles away."

"We are much too old to be scared by 
such Idle gossip as that." said Mrs.

CHAPTER III
Bo. Mr. and Mrs. Jack Crow were "at 

home" all that morning. And Mr. Crow 
Improved the shining hours by burgling 
»t least half a dozen nests. By mid
day he was In the very best of hu
mors, and he'd quite forgot the Butcher 
Bird’s warning. But he had good reason 
to remember It before the day was over.

For. when the sun was going down, he 
saw In the west a little black cloud, 
which broadened out as it drove for
ward. till It was like a black sheet 
thrown across a part of the sky. And 
Mr. Crow and Mrs. Crow and all the lit
tle Crows quaked with fear, for they 
knew that the hour of reckoning had

They knew that the birds of Primrose 
Lane had told the ewallowe of their 
wrongs. And the swallows were coming 
to give the Jack Crowe, young and old, 
the punishment they had long deserved.

Even the hawk le afraid of the swal
lows for they can outflv him. And 
■when they attack him, as they will do at 
times, they will dart In and peok him 
fclack^and blue before he can turn

^/'The ewallowe are coming!" walled
■'•'They will peok every feather off 
eur backs if we stay here!" orled Mr,

"We can't leave the neet behind!* 
■maned Mrs. Crow.

Shoes in Constantinople

PART II

QUANTOCK’b great-grandmother, 
you remember, suddenly ex
pired before she had quite told 
the dwarf the secret of the 

rocJc. And this filled him with grief 
end anxiety, for he loved the gentle 
Elvina, and for her sake longed to 
save the village from the terrible 
flood which his great-grandmother 
had foretold, and which he could not 
prevent without learning the half-re
vealed secret about the rock.

The villagers, after the death of his 
old great-grandmother, saw nothing 
of Quantock for many weeks; and 
when he went into the village, and the 
children were about to tantalize him, 
as usual, Elvina rushed forward and 
protected him.

They all liked Elvina; besides, was 
she not the daughter of the Mayor? 
So they allowed the dwarf to go his 
way In peace, and once more he had 
to thank the pretty girl for her kind
ness. In return he told her of what 
the ancient dame had said to him. and 
she was grateful, indeed, and inform
ed her father, the Mayor, who was 
very seriously alarmed, for he knew 
what havoc the mountain floods had 
done to other villages.

All # through the summer Quantock 
went'exploring the mountains to try 
to find the rock hie great-grand
mother had referred to. Sometimes 
he spent whole nights and days on the 
banks of the mountain lake, feeding 
upon berries and goat’s milk. In his 
anxiety to discover the half-revealed

Once or twice he d<*p»ndod to Delly- 
dale worn out and tired. and the vil
lagers wondered why he- was always 
up in the mountains, for they could 
often see his poor dwarfed figure 
climbing slowly from peak to peak. 
On the occasions of his visits he was 
always kindly greeted by Elvina, 
xvhose friendly smiles gladdened his 
heart, and he went away more firmly 
resolved than ever to save her and, 
therefore, the entire village from the

The summer passed away and the 
rains began to descend, and Quantock. 
the dwarf, began to despair of ever 
finding the rock, when one day, as he 
was seeking shelter from a very hard, 
downpour of rain, he missed his foot-v 
ing and rolled down the mountain 
side until he fell Into a sort of cavern, 
where, although half stunned, he man
aged to creep Into a dry corner.

In the morning, when the sun was 
up, he examined his hiding place, and 
found he was Immediately beneath a 
gigantic rock that rested on two 
ledges of black stone. Instinct told

him that here was the rock which he 
had so long been seeking.

He saw at once that If a flood reach
ed this point it would diverge and 
overwhelm the village. But if the 
rock could be removed, t^en the 
stream would rush down the channel, 
which was now and had for centuries 
been blocked by this enormous rock.

He hurried down to the village, and, 
seeking out Elvina, begged her to go 
and see the rock, and she went. Then 
the Mayor and chief villagers went 
and were convinced, and only Stor
mont. who was angry because the 
dwarf had discovered what he and 
other young man had sought for In 
vain, and because Elvina was ever a 
warm champion of the dwarf, laughed 
at the Idea, and, walking away, called 
them all a "pack of fools and gulls."

The season, as Quantock's great-grand
mother had predicted, was the wettest 
for years. The rain came down In blind
ing torrents, and the Mayor was at his 
wits' end what to do. At last Quantock, 
the dwarf, said:

"Let all the horses in the village be 
harnessed together; let a chain be fas
tened round the rock, and then let all the 
steeds he urged forward."

Again Stormont laughed; and as he 
was one of the richest grape growers 
in the country, the people had to listen 
to him; but he had no sensible sugges
tion to make. So. the Mayor called a 
meeting in the Town Hall, and told 
them of the dwarfs proposition, and, 
somewhat shamefacedly, the villagers, 
remembering how they had treated the 
unfortunate cripple, agreed that, as it

was the only plan to save them all, it 
should be tried.

Already the lake was trickling over; 
and If the earthwork should give way 
the rush would come. Just as Quantock 
had suggested, the rock was chained 
round and the horses hameffsed there
to; and none too soon, for the waters, 
high In the mountains, were giving forth 
angry mumblings. And at the very first 
tug at the rock the dam began to 
weaken and a heavy stream gushed 
forth with violence. For over an hour, 
amidst the greatest excitement that al
most amounted to a panic, the horses, 
cheered on by the mee, struggled with 
the gigantic stone.

At last It showed signs of moving, as

the waters came nearer and nearer, and 
Stormont finally began to take an Inter
est in the work, but his offers of help 
were too late to do him any good. How
ever, he insisted on pushing his way 
closer to the rock than was really safe, 
In order to see If It was really shifting 
from Its position.

"A long pull, and a strong pull and 
a pull all together." you know, usually' 
brings about successful results. So the 
rock, with a sound as of thunder, rolled 
from the ledge, crushing reckless Stor
mont beneath Its enormous weight, just 
as the lake burst, and, with the fury of 
a thousand seas roared down the moun
tain side. Into the open channel—and, 
thanks to Quantock. the dwarf, the vil-

^"Or take It with ua!" groaned Mr.

So they sharpened their strong 
beaks against the bark of the old 
oak, and made up their minds to sell 
their feathers as dearly as possible.

The very next moment, with a rush 
of wings, the swallows were on them. 
They numbered many hundreds. Like 
a swarm of bees they swept round 
and round the Crows’ nest, and each 
one that passed pecked away at Mr. 
and Mrs. Crow.

At first the two old birds fought 
fiercely, pecking and parrying with 
their bills like the tough old warriors 
they were. But bit by bit they were 
driven from their nest; and at last, 
forgetting all about their young 
brood In their eagerness to save their 
own lives, they flew with all their 
might towards a wooded hill which 
could be dimly seen against the hori
zon. Could th.ey reach that they were 
safe, for their friends, the Rooks, 
lived there In great numbers, and 
even the Swallows would not dare to 
attack a Rookery.

For a long way the smaller but 
fleeter birds followed In the wake of 
the robber Crows; but at last, think
ing that they had sufficiently pun
ished them for their crimes, they 
drew off home, for dusk was begin
ning to fall, and it was high time

they all went to work.
More disconsolate old Crows were 

never seen outside a cage than the 
two that flew sadly back to the oak 
on Mushroom Hill next morning, long 
before the sun was In the sky or 
other birds abroad.

More dejected fledgelings never lived 
than those young Jack Crows, who, 
cold and hungry, were at last found 
by their parents perched on one ot 
the longest branches of the tree. 
They were so still they seemed to be 
growing there, like some new kind of 
oak apple.

Their nest had been pulled to pieces 
by the birds of Primrose Lane, and 
they had spent the night In the open.

All day long Mr. ana Mrs. Crow and 
family flew siowly across the country 
(from tree to tree) towards the Rook
ery that lay over the hills and far 
away The sun had gone to bed In a 
great hank of cloud when at last they 
reached It; and as they made them
selves cosy In an old, forsaken Rooks’ 
nest, Mr. Crow said:

"My dears, I don’t think we had bet
ter eat any more eggs, do you?"

And Mrs. Crow and the three young 
Jack Crows all answered back: "Caw, 
caw, caw," very sadly Indeed. By 
which they meant, "No, no, no!"

W. L. C.

Visiting Card Match Case Seashore Friends
ÏT IB perfectly wonderful what an in

genious boy or girl can make out of 
ordinary everyday visiting cards.

Get your mother to give you a 
handful of old cards from her card tray, 
and try your hand at making things 
out of them.

For Instance, this clever little match 
receptacle, which Is simple enough, after 
all, when you come to examine It. 
There Is no mucilage used at all. First 
cut slits In the various parts as Indi
cated In the picture and the whole thing

&

Tom Tit’s Experiments

&

ut* W*
will put Itself together beautifully.

Cut three solid circle», two to hold the 
handle and base ot the receptacle to
gether, one to serve ae bottom of the 
receptacle, so that the matches will not 
slip through. Cut out four hollow cir
cles to serve merely as supporters to 
the upper parts of the receptacle.

Your first effort will not be very suc
cessful or handsome. But with practice 
you will get so you can produce a very 
pretty article Indeed. Try It.

ALL the boys and girls who play on 
the sands have seen starfish. 

They are very common. But I 
don't suppose you know that the 
starfish has legs, do you? He does not 
want to use them as he sits on the sand, 
but If you lift him carefully and put him 
In a clean pool with stones at the bot
tom, you will see him glide over the 
stones, up one side of a rock and down 
the other.

Now, pick him up quickly and look at 
his underside, and you will see fleshy 
white legs, which will be drawn up Into 
his body again when not required.

Btarflsh’s mouth Is In the middle of 
the underside of his body, and he can 
eat shellfish. He puts them In. sucks 
eut the flsh, and turns the shell out of 
hie mouth just as you would a grape- 
skin. The larger kinds of starfish are 
very fond of eating oysters, and. know
ing this, the fishermen used to try to 
get rid of the oysters’ enemies by tear
ing In two any that lay on the shore, 
and throwing the bits Into the sea. But 
Mr. Starfish didn’t care at all. He can 
always grow a new "ray" If one is 
broken off, so where there had only 
been one starfish before there would 
now be two. Ien’t this wonderful?

Sometimes on the seashore you see a 
lemon-shaped thing about four or five 
Inches long, with a bristly coat all 
choked with mud and sand—a very dull- 
looklng thing.

I HAVE an unusually Interesting ex
periment for you to try today, boys 
ar.d girls.

Take a number of books, rang
ing In size from a very large one to a 
■mall one, and set them upright on the 
floor. Then cut a sheet of wrapping 
paper about the width of the books 
and procure a lamp.

Light the lamp and turn it so high 
that It smokes. Then pass the paper 
back and forth over the lamp chimney 
until the entire surface on one side is 
black with the lamp smoke.

Now lay the sheet carefully down 
over the books, allowing It to sink 
down low between books, and lay the 
lower end in a plate.

Then take a glass of water and a 
dropper and drop water, one drop at a 
time, slowly on top of the largest book.

It will Immediately do an extraordi
nary thing—bowling down the blackened 
sheet of paper, then up to the top or 
tho second largest book, down the next 
Incline and up to the top of tho next 
book, and so on until It comes to rest 
in the plate at the end of the line.

* "7ith the next drop and the :

Raper, the drops of water will not he
ave In the fashion just described. Can 
you tell Tom Tit why the paper must be 

olackened with lamp smoke?

Try this experiment next:
Draw two figures with charcoal on a 

wall—say, the nead of an old man and 
the head of an old woman. At the 
mouth of one put a little gunpowder, 
fastened on with isinglass; at the mouth 
of the other, put a morsel of phos
phorus, fastened on with lelngle 

When you place a lighted taper near 
the gunpowder moutn, the explosion 

>ut the light out; but if you place 
tno phosphorus mouth, the 

. -Jddonly light again, 
ils Is a curious phenomenon, and if 

you have made your preparations In 
secret, it will seem most mysterious to 
your friends.

Egg Gatherers Use Hair Hopes.

THE egg-gatherers of 8t. Hilda 
consider themselves rich If their 
prospective brides are abl«* to 

furnish them with a rope of human 
hair.

The ropes vary In length, a really 
good one of forty or fifty feet being es
pecially prized. The usual kind Is a 
stout hempen cord wrapped round and 
round with sheep’s wool; over this is a 
lining of horsehair; finally brands of 
human hair.

To manufacture such a rope Is the 
work of years, but the St, Kildan girl 
scrupulously saves her halr-comblngs. 
A curiosity collector wished to buy a 
fine specimen of hair-rope, but the offer 
was refused.

The cord In question was veneered 
with auburn hair—the thirty years’ col
lection from heads of parents, aunts, 
and cousins.

will put ____ 
It next near

Wonderful Lake.
One of the wonders of Java I 

of boiling mud, two miles In 
10, In the centre of whlon

Is a lake
fcronoeiTn the "centre oFwhiofi1 Immense 
columns of soft, hot mud continually 
rise and fall. Besides these columns 
there are two gigantic bubbles near the 
edge, which All up like huge balloons 
and explode on an average three times 
oer minute.

A Unique Pet.rE wife of the Governor of North 
Borneo hae a pet that few people 
will envy her. The Governor’s 
house le near a Jungle, and out of this 
there strayed one morning a baby rhi

noceros. Captured ae a curiosity, he 
eoon became tame, end now refuse# to 
return to the wilds.

Sixteen quarts of milk a day Is what 
this pet requires, and on It ne thrive» 
and grow» fat. He doee not look much 
like the full-grown rhinoceros, and 
might be mistaken for a curious eqrt of 
hog. were It not for his elni 
He Is devoted to his mistress 
low» her about like her dog,

7ho
SfaMe*. 
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Thl» le a season; and if you rinse it 
in olean water—salt water, of oouree- 
you will find that when the mud ha» 
gone It "’111 look very different. Those 
bristles or spines will now appear tinted 
with beautiful oolors—pink and blue and 
yellow, so that It 1» quite a lovely ob- 

Somebqdy once said it 
' bee» dipped in a rain-

lage was saved.
All along Quantock had loved Elvina, 

but now Elvina for the first time made 
an open declaration of her love for him, 
and her Intention to marry the Dwarf 
Hero of Dellydale.

Her father tried to dissuade her from 
her purpose, promising to make Quan
tock as rich as he could desire to be, 
If only she would reconsider her decl-

But no! "My heart,’- said Elvina, "Is 
with the true heart of one who has suf
fered—with one who has proved himself

9o It ended by the prettiest girl In 
Dellydale becoming the bride of Quan
tock, the dwarf. S. J. F.

Kindness to a Horse
THE other day a one-horse wagon, 

loaded with Iron pipe for a new 
house on the hillside, came along. 

The horse did hie very best, but it was 
with the greatest effort that he could 
drag his heavy load over the level space 
at the foot of the hill. The driver was 
determined that the horse should do the 
work, and urged and lashed him un
mercifully.

Very quickly a lady, followed by 
two beautiful dogs, appeared upon the 
scene and remonstrated with the 
driver upon his treatment of the 
horse, pointing out the fact that the 
faithful animal could not, instead of 

^would not. draw the load. She sug
gested that a part of the Iron be re
moved. The driver was determined 
not to remove any of the load, be
cause he did not care to work In the 
broiling ion, and the horse waa prob
ably not his, any way.

The woman was in no wise discour
aged in her humane effort. She told 
the driver to let his horae rest and 
ehe would see that the load reached 
lta destination. There was another 
team with two horses down the street, 
end thither went the woman, and my 
friend, who happened to be a spec
tator of this scene, saw that the 
woman talked a few minutes and then 
the man unhitched his horses and 
came over to the other wagon, and In 
ten minutes the heavy load was land
ed at Its destination.

The lady’s face fairly beamed with 
joy. One would have thought that 
the men had done her some great per
sonal favor.

’.Now what can I do for you?" she

“Oh. nothing. We have to do little 
things for each other, you know," said 
the one who had given the aid.

But the lady ran across the street 
to her lovely hillside cottage and came 
back with a luscious-looking pie, 
which she insisted upon their eating. 
You should have seen these teamsters 
take off their hats to the woman, as 
they started down the hill, though 
neither of them knew that she was 
Cleveland's most famous woman 
writer. Sarah K. Bolton.—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer.

Turkish »hoe», like J*R*MÏÎ
shoes, sre purposely made •• 
loose fitting as to be eaeux 

■lipped on and off.For every time a Turkish boy or girl 
enters a house or shop, a mo*q^eh, ' 
the school building, he must don rus 
street shoes and don a sort or to 
slipper made of wood or leather.

Isn’t It a queer custom? But tne* 
think us quite as queer to take on 
our hats and keep on our shoes. Tne* 
never think of removing their hats.

The shoe shops of Constantinople 
consist of a sort of platform two 01 
three feet high and not much ovei 
ten feet wide, covered with carpel 
or a mat. with cushions to sit on. and 
a little cubbyhole behind—that is ell 
The shopkeeper sits cross-legged oe 
his cushion, smoking his Tufklel 
pipe. His customer sits on a Cnait 
outside and Inspects the great varletj 
of shoes that are on display long 
soldier boots, wooden pattens f°r 
bath, red shoes for Armenians, olut 
shoes for Greeks, black shoes foi 
Jews, slippers made of fur, silk, veU 
vet and brocade, embroidered ■HP' 
pers, gold and gem spangled shoe» 
etc., etc. . . . ,

When he hae made his choice n 
points to the shoes he wants, and th« 
shopkeeper leisurely reaches for tnem 
He is In no hurry to sell.

Robinson Crusoe ^
THE success of "Robinson Crusoe* 

was doubtless the reason why, UJ 
The Swiss Family Robinson, 

Johann Rudolf von Wyss. a Swiss pro
fessor. early In the last century, sal 
forth the experiences of a family cast 
away on an Island untrodden by th« 
foot of man. It Is the only survivor ol 
many Imitations of "Robinson Crusoe. 
In a story entitled "Crusoe in Neil 
York," tho Rev. Dr. Edward Bveret! 
Hale tells In amusing fashion how % 
man lived alone In a vacant lot but* 
rounded by a high board fence In thl 
heart of the great city.

The story Is told of the owner of J 
noisy rooster who named the gallinace* 
o'us bird Robinson. When asked thl 
reason for this designation, he replied, 
"I did it because he crew so. ’

This may bo paralleled by the story o 
the hen and the former pastor ol 
Plymouth Church:
To a hen. said the xreat Brooklyn nreeeherl 
"My dear, you're a beautify! creature.
And the hen. Just for that, laid two eggs !•
And thushdl'd the hen reward Beecher.

Harry’» Question.
Little Harry (at dinner)—Mamma 

may 1 ask you a question? .
Mamma—Certainly, dear. What Is lfl 
Little Harry—Why do they eat soul 

first, and then fish? Ie It so the fl»l 
can go in swimming?

Bogey Nursery Rhyme
Crosspatch, draw the latch.

Sit by the Are and spin; •§ 
Take a cup. and drink It up, " 

And call the bogles In.

Z9

Aunt Harriet's Age.
Aunt Harriet was trotting aloni 

stopping now and then to rest, whe 
met the doctor.

"Good morning. Aunt Harriet' 
said You are an old woman 
walking all this way. How ok 
you, anyway?"

"Deed, massa, I dunno how old 
I Is about seventeen year older dan 
May, and she's about ten years 
dan Mnrse George, and he w‘uz abc 
year old de year de war begun 1 
dunno how old any of we all is

As the doctor rode on, he coi 
Aunt Harriet s age as near as hei 
ures would allow. Can you tell 
her age was?

An Arithmetical Stunt
A PLEASING way to arrive at an 

arithmetical sum. without the 
1 use of pencil or paper, is to 

ask e person to think of a fig
ure, then to double It. then to add to It 
whatever figure you suggest, then halve 
the whole sum, and Anally to subtract 
from that the figure first thought of. 
It will then be "up to" you to tell him 
what the remainder Is.

The key to this lock of figures Is, that 
half of whatever sum you request to be 
added Is sure to be the remainder.

In the following example five Is half 
of ten. which Is the number requested 
to be added.

Better request only some even num
ber, as odd numbers will Involve frac
tions and possibly cause a sup on your

Example-
Number thought of....................................  7
Doubled ............................................................ 14
At your request, added............................ 10

Then halved .............................................. 2)24

Original number thought of now aub- 

Remalnder ...................................................

The Little Jap

^~A

sros, ana —
us sort or yellow, eo that It !

I'M jj&MM

football Originated With Chinese.

FOOTBALL Originated with the Chi
nese, aooordms to Itewart Culln, 
the expert on games.

Professor Culln ha» for years studied 
game» a» Edison has studied electricity, 
and wonderful ere the many discoveries 
be hae made.

A curious end ancient Chinese firs wing 
unearthed by this Investigator «hows a 
prime minister playing football *l'h a 
king and two onamberlelm. The time 
I» the tenth century, but long before 
that date football wae recognized if. 
Çhlna ae an exercise excellent for sol-

ary football wm in-
_ ______from China Into Japan, a* golf
was Introduced recently from Rnftynd 
to America, and the former gwne 

puiar IjTtlj

Young Japan ceases to be Interest 
lng when ho dons a flat cap, Euro 
pean shoes and blue speotaolee, bu 
in babyhood he Is Irresistible; ant ..... »... .... .

nnles. plgtf 
« H#» froi

In the eighth cen 
troduced from Ohlr

_____1 popular Ir
a* golf ie poputi

X
in the America of
_ Vl liiei

the Japan _of_

From China «VetitVle'Ar-SlLTÎJj
ioorau

one’s heart goes out to .... 
little shaver.-paved plckanlnnle,, , 
and plump, looking out on life fro» 
the folds of their mother's ktmond 
with tiny twinkling almond eyes am 
funny little snub noeee,

Not Her Kind of Garden.

A POOR, little neglected-looking ohm 
attracted the attention of a eertah charitably Inclined lady wh! 

chanced to be going through the mai»
Thinking to learn something of thi 

child's 11 fe and perhaps do somethin» 
for her, the lady askew 1 *

'rfenr* girl, do you go to the kindeei
Turning a pair of wondering eyes m her. the child replied; 7 91
"No, I don't know ---------

that kind of a garden, 
tater garden, end 1 
and onion» in It,"

put some beam


