Bobby and the Bugaboo Man.

; Bobby met the Bugaboo-man right
around the corner, where he had often
been told he would find him some
night when he ran away, and the
Bugaboo-man swelled up till he almost
got black in the face. At first Bobby
was going to runm, but the Bugaboo-
man looked so funny that Bobby had
to laugh, and the ’fraid all went away.

“Why don’t you get scared ' asked
the Bugaboo-man when he couldn’t
swell up any more. .

“I can't,” sald Bobby. “I'm geiting

too big now, and I don’t believe in you,
anyhow.”

“Phe-w-w-w!” the Bugaboo-man
whistled, like the air brakes on a
passenger train, and as he whistled he
emptied till he wasn’/. much bigger

than Bobby. ‘“You're a funny boy, I
must say.” : ;
“Why don’t you laugh then ¥ asked

Bobby. *I do wieen anything’s funny.”
“If you don’'t watoh out I will
laugh, and them you’ll be scared *most
into fits. I make awful faces when
I laugh.” )
“Oh, do it!” said Bobby.
do it. I want to see you.”
So the Bugaboo-man began to laugh,
and he made the mokt awful faces you
ever saw, and he writhed and twisted
swung bis arms sothat Bobby almost
did open his mouth at first ta call for
his mother, but he only gripped his
bhand harder around the lucky potato
in his pocket, and then, all at once, the
Bugaboo-man’s antics seemed funny,
and Bobby, too, began to laugh again.
That made the Bugahoo-man mad.
*Come on with me,” he said, taking
bold of Bobbf‘s other hand, the one
witbout the lucky potato in it. I
bet I'll make you afraid.” .
“Maw ! Maw ! -Oh, Maw !” eried Bob-
by, but the Bugaboo-man only laugh-
ed, for Bobby’s voice had shrunk down
so it wasn’t much bigger than a pin
head and .couldn’t be heard at all,
hardly. Bobby struggled and fought
with all his might, but it was no use,
the Bugaboo-man dragged him along
faster down a dark hole in the ground,
till at last they went almost as fast
as a streak of lightning and landed
plump in the middle of the Dreadful
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It might have been an awful place
in there, I guess, if you could onlg
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ses it, but you couldn’t, because it was
just dark. The dark was bad enough,
the very blackest kind of dark, and
a handful of it was pretty nearly as
heavy as lead.

“Now will you be scared!” said the
voice of the Bugaboo-man close to his
ear.

Before Bobby had time to answer
he felt a tingling in the hand that
beld the lucky potato and a whispery
voice ran wp jpis arm and said in his
other ear, the one on the other side
from the Bugaboo-man: = ° )

“All you've got to do is just laugh
and nothing will burt you.” : '

So Bobby laughed, Not a real,
hearty laugh, understand, because he
didn’t quite feel that way. Still it
was a laugh, and it made the Bugaboo-
man hopping mad with both feet.

“You want to get ready to shiver
now,” said the Bugaboo-man, “be-
cause I'm going ‘to groan horribly.”

So the Bugaboo-man turned in and
groaned and groaned and groaned, but
all the ‘time the lucky potato kept
whispering Bobby that he mustn’t be
afraid, and he wasn't, but pretty
soon the groaning stopped and a
whimper came from over in the cor-
ner. Bobby could bardly believe his
ears. It was the voice of the Bugaboo-

“What's the matter ¢’ asked Bobby.

“I-I-m s-c-a-ared myself” whimp-
ered the Bugaboo-man.

*"Goody I” cried Bobby.
going to groan, too.”

So Bobby groaned just as scary as

~ “Now I'my

he could, and the kept it up till he
could hear the Bugaboo-man’s teeth -
chatter. e '

“Will you say Ynuff?” asked Bobby,
when he thought the Bugaboo-man
was scared enough.

So the Bugaboo-man said “'nuff )"
in a shaky voice.

“And will you ever try to scare lit-
tle boys again #' asked Bobby.

“No-0-01” answered the Bugaboo-
man. .

“And will you turn on the light $’

“Ye-e-s,” answered the Bugaboo-
man, and he did it. '

When the light was turned on
Bobby looked around him, and there;
all around the walls, on stools like
the one upon which he sat, were lit-

‘tle boys with tear-stained faces, who

had been scared stiff, while the Buga-
boo-man leaned up in the corner as
limp as a burst toy balloon, and look-
ing so doleful Bobby would have felt
sorry for him if it hadn't been for
the other little boys. '

Bobby took the lucky potate out of
bis pocket and cut it up and put a
plece of it into the hand of each little
boy, and as their fingers closed around
the piece of lucky potato each one of
them began to get unscared and was
able to get up, and make faces at the
Bugaboorman. :

The Bugaboo-man made one last at-
tempt to be himself and began to
swell up, but all the boys gripped their
piece of lucky potato barder and only
laughed at him. .

The Bugaboo-man swelled up more
and more, but he ought not to .have
done it, for he wasn’t as strong as
the was before he was scared, and by
and -by he burst into hundreds of
pieces, or maybe two or three 'more.

Then Bobby led the way home. I
don’t know how they found the way
back, but they,did. Maybe the lucky
potato helpsd them. At any rate a
lucky potato is @ very handy thing to
have if yon ocan get some one who
knows all about them to pick one out
for you. you ‘have one in your
pocket you can be brave like Bobby

was, but if youn havern’t you eaxt fry to
be brave, which is almost as ‘good.

‘But the main thing is that there
is no Bugaboo-man any more. He’s
burst, and if anybody tries to scare
you with him don’t you pay any at-
tention. Besides you're 80 old you
don’t believe in him now, anyhow, and
if you don’t believe in him he isn’t.

Tricks' With Eggs.

Rather a pretty experiment with a
blown egg is to suspend it by means
of a piece of = cotton attached to it
with sealing wax, and then cause it
to swing, without being touched, by
means of an electric attraction. The
later is supplied by a doubled sheet of
brown paper, warmed and made elec~
trical by being held tightly against
the body with the upper arm, while
it is drawn smartly out with the other
hand. .

The brown paper, which will give a
bright electric spark to the knuckles,
will make the egg swing briskly by
its attraction, drawing the egg to it-
self a8 a very powerful magnet will
attract a piece of iron, but in a much
more striking manner. '

An egg—that is, a complete egg, not
the empty shell, such as we have just
been using—will sink in water. But
it will float in strong brine, made by
adding to cold water as much salt as
will dissolve in it. Cold water will
dissolve a little more salt than hot.

If we mix a solution of salt with
some pure water, trying the egg in it
from time to time, we can obtain a
mixture 'having the same specific
gravity as the egg; and in this water
wecan make the egg float, by a lit-
tle care, at any particular spot.

Thus if we take a tall jar full of
the fluid mixed as above, and by means
of a bent piece of tin carefully release
the egg hilf-wday down, we shall have
the curious phenomenon of an egg sus-
pended, as though by magic, in the
middle of the jar, as Mchammed’s cof-
fia hung in air between earth and hea-
ven.

But if we had not wholly filled the
jar there is yet a more curious trick
greatly surprising to the unwarned
onlooker. By means of a long funnel
add some more brine to the water and
the egg will gradually rise to the sur-
face. Now add fresh water in suffi-
c'yexit quantity and it will as slowly
sink, :

Take an empty eggshell and choose
one in which the hole has not been
made too large. If you now put the
empty shell into the oven, so as to
make it very hot, and then plu_nge it
in a bowl of water for a few minutes,
the shell will suck in some of the wa-
ter, owing to the contraction of the
contained air in codling.

Do this once or twice 1
you have in the eggshell just suffi-
cent water for this experiment, which
requires that the shell shall just be
able to float on water and no more—
that, is, that a very slight touch will
send it down, to bob up again .direct-
ly forward. <

Put it in a large, narrow-mouthed
pickle jar, nearly full of water. Put
the palm of the hand over the -mouth
of the jar and bear heavily upon it.
The egg will sink to the bottom. Lift
the hand and the egg will rise quickly
to the surface. The compression of
the air destroys the buoyancy of the
eggshell. If yow don't mind making
rather a mess in the fireplace you can
utilize this shell with the water in
it for another striking trick.

Cover the hole with a piece of paper
well gummed on and gummed over and
put the shell in the fire. In a few
minutes the ghell mwill' be blown vi-
lently to pleces by the steam from the
water. Stand well back from the
grate or you may be scalded.

In the next trick it is not necessary
to allow the onlookers either to wit-
ness the preparations or to be aware

-

until

‘came the speech: *

of the faet that Tt s an emytty egg
that is being used Take ~a little
piece of good muslin and soak it im
strong brine. Let it dry and repeat
the process three or four times. Then,
by attaching a piece of wire to eack
corner of the muslin, make a little
cradle to hold the shell. Do not do this

until the muslin is thoroughly dry.

If you now set fire to the muslin so
that it ' may burn, the eggshell wil
not, as the bystanders expect, fall.
The trick is m very surprising one and
its explanation simple. The salting
of the muslin causes it to leave an ash
sufficiently strong to support alight
abject like the eggshell.

Jim,

He was the most intelligent crow R
ever know. He did not belong to us,
but often came around for a visit.
‘Whenever I heard a lusty *‘caw, caw,”

. I knew that Jim had come for his

treat- of ginger cookies. They were
the old fashioned hard cookies, and
Jim often found trouble in managing
them. There was a break in our gar-

den hoes,. through which the water
rap in a tiny jet. * Jim was a genius;
be would hold his cookie over the little
stream until it was soft, and then it
went down his throat without trouble.
If he had more cookies than he could
dispose of at once, he would hop away .
to a pile of leaves and cover them up’
carefully until time for another lunch.
Our little pug dog, Tasso, had a very
ourly tail, and it was Jim’s delight
to slip gmetly. up behind Tasso and
give said tail a pull--when there
would be a very angry dog and a
much-amused crow. . ‘
Jim was a sad thief! One day a
workman, about the yard, laid down
his pipe, and Jim, evidently not apw
proving of the use of tobacco carried
the pipe to the top of the house and
safely disposed of it down the chimney.
Jim was severely reprimanded by his
friends for his bad habit of thievi
and was told that he must be good. Hig
invariable reply was, for Jim could
talk: “Don’t have to; don’t have to.-
One day they put a large washing
out at Jim’s 'house, and then went
away for the day. - When they ree-
turned a sad sight met their eyes. It,.
bhad rained the night before, and the
eaves, which were not very clean, were
full of water. Jim had busied him-
self, while he wasalone, intaking al} '
the clothes mping from the line and
putting them in the eaves, leaving the
prints of his  wet feet wherever he
stepped on the clothes! Jim wisely
kept out 'of the way till the wrath of
t.hJe_ fax:lxllly cooled.
im disappeared one da
more came back. Whet Y 4 Dover

cause several chick i h:ﬁ it was be-
‘ 2 ens in the neighbor-
hood had disappeared, with nuxﬁer::s.

other things, or whether Jim bad ti

of civilized life and people, afdtf;g '
gone to the woods, to be with hig own
We never knew. ’

————

He Meant to Be Polite.

During the visit of the Princess of
Wales to the London Hospital, a little
blind boy in one of the wards was sit-
ting on a chair and the Princess spoke
to him. The chairman of the hospit
thinking it would be nice for t‘hI:l 1:3
td know who had been speakin to
him, said: “That lady who hasn%een
speaking to you the Princess of
Xﬁles. kWo'ulcl %ou like tc’ come up

make-your bow t
toTher 2k y to her and speak
he boy was delighted, and ju
off his chair. He was led up to tﬁ]e ?ﬁ:ﬂ
cess, and she was told of his wiah to
which she very readily acceded.
The bow was 'dt.xly made, and then



