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PRAB-CO-VIE WAS STANDING NEAR

Story of Robber
Fox

RIGHT back In the month of May. 
many months ago now. Rubber 
Fox woke ur> one evening with a 

bail temper and a good appetite: 
and aa fur his appetitr well, wren he 
bad taken a short stroll In the cool 
evening breeze, that only got worse.

Thousands of white-tailed rabbits were 
happily sniffing thv cool air and chasing 
each other in and out of their holes, 
end on them Robber Fox fixed his 
bright, hungry eyes aa he crept stealth- 
11 v forward under the thick bushes.

A little way ahead, not more than a 
dozen yards, there were five fat young 
rabbits, having no end "f a game. They

JUST 100 years ago this time there 
lived a little girl of 10. . whose 
name was Pra»-co-vie. 

Pras-co-vie's father was a political 
exile and. having been banished from 
St Petersburg, was now leading a 
wretched existence in cold Siberia, 
and with him were hie gentle, deli
cate wife and little daughter. Prna-

Oue day her poor mother, after break
ing through ice to obtain water, started 
to do the family washing, and her 
fingers ached with pain and cold. All at 
once the father threw himself down on 
a log and sighed deeply.

"Oh. my wife!" he groaned, "to think 
that you ar.d little Pra^-co-vle should 
have to go through such nattering with

rabbits, having no end "f a game, 
were leaping this \va\ and that v.t 

"One of them will Pap my way 
entlv," thought Reynard, "and then 
III—"

r, But he had not waited long when an 
cla rabbit, which was keeping watch on 
the top of a molehill, spied his cruel.

frittering eyes. He guv a sharp, warn- 
ng cry. and- in a moment hundreds and 
hundreds of white tails were disappear

ing down as many deep, dark holes.
Oh. dear! how that old thief of a fox 

did gnash his teeth! And how his fur 
bristled up on ills back, and how h'.s 
eves shone with rage!

If the young bunnies had seen him, 
not one of them would have been able 
to sleep that night. I'm ware.

"Never mind," cried Rvhber Fox. al
most choking with anger. "I'll have 
rabbit for supper yet/'

He thrust Wt head Into a hole sev
eral sizes ;oo small for his body to fol
low, and noticed in what direction the 
burrow ran.

After following this overhead for a 
few steps, with his keen nose to. the 
ground, he a't last caught the ecent of 
his prey underneath: and he was so 
clever that, bit b» bit, he traced this 
out to the end.

Then Robber Fox began to dig down, 
down, down Into the soft red-annd soil 
with his strong paws. And the earth 
few this way and that way, and every 
moment the hole grew deeper.

He meant to break through the celling 
of the bunnleF burrow and then—weip 
then he would have rabbit for supper.

After digging and raping for some 
time. Reynard found that he had made 
a passage quite six feet deep; and 1: w 
he could hear the bunnies moving 
about a few inches below him and talk
ing-

Father Brown Rabbit was scolding lit
tle Jack Rabbit for not watching out 
for Rubber Fox.

"But 1 was having such a fine game," 
said Jacky. "that I wasn't thinking of

"But you should think of foxes, Jack." 
said Mr. Brown Rabbit rather sternly, 
"'when foxes are thinking of you. If I 
hadn’t been thinking or foxes, where 
would you be now?"

As there was really nothing particular 
to do. for the bunnies dared hot leave 
their holes now that Robber Fox was 
prowling about. Mr. and Mrs. Rabbit 
crept away to their beat bedroom right 
et the far end of the burrow, where lay 
two tiny little bunnies 

"Aren't they just dears?" said Mrs. 
Rabbit, cuddling down beside them.

But Mr. Rabbit, with his nose in the 
mr was gazing hard at the celling.

"They're sound asleep," whispered 
Mrs. Rabbit. "Oh. what soft little 
things they a ne! And such tiny ears 
and eyes, and such moist little r.oneg! 
And did you ever see such ridiculously 
tiny tails, or such—"

"Hush! Hush, my dear!" said Mr.

f

me, and all for no. wrong-doing at all!"
Pras-co-vie as standing near and 

heard her father's words, then her 
mother's patient reply:

"Some day, dear, some good friend 
will speak to the Empreea about us, 
and she will a*u that we are restored to 
home and happiness."

T fear not, groaned the discouraged

"Why the Empress?" asked Praa-co- 
vle.

Her mother smiled sadly.
"Because, dear, your father was once 

her tutor and she has a great affection 
for him." ,

Prar-oo-vte turned away and began 
to think.

"What cas I do to help?"
At last she decided what to do—she 

would go to 8t. Petersburg to see the 
Empress.

When, In the morning, her mother 
went to the little bed to waken her 
daughter, behold! Pras-co-vle was 
gone, and on her pillow was a little, 
acrnwly note:
"Dear Papa and Mamma:

"I have gone to 8t. Petersburg to 
see the Empress.

"Pras-co-vle."

Many strange adventures the brave 
little girl had on the long Journey from 
Tobolsk to St. Petersburg. Five miles 
from home, she had a narrow escape 
from the wolves, and owed her rescue 
to a trained bear, which was wandering 
In the vicinity, and grabbing her dress 
between his teeth, swam with her across 
a lake to a safe place.

There a caravan 'picked her up. and 
when they asked her where she lived, 
she said:

"Mv home is in St. Petersburg, and I 
want to get back there."

80 they took her all the way to the 
capital, and when she got there she 
went straight to the Palace. But the 
court lackeys stared at her hard and 
said: "Go away, little girl. What doe» 
the Empress want with such as you?"

So poor, tearful Pras-co-vle wandered 
around a while on the boulevards, watch
ing the fast-flying sledges and gayiy 
chatteHng people, none of whom paid 
her the least attention.

"But this is doing no good, and soon

friends," thought Pras-uo-vle, ao aha 
turned back toward the Palace.

Directly In front ol the Pa-ace en
trance stood a colossal statue of 
Peter the Great. Heie a thought 
■truck Pras-co-vie. Yes! she would do it.

She toiled up the steep steps loading 
to the base of" the statue and there, 
where ay y one passing by would be sure 
to see her. she raised her hands in sup
plication to the dumb figure towering 
above her.

Presently the Jingling of silver sleigh- 
bells approached, drew close, stopped!

"Such a strange place for a child," 
gxclalmed a sweet voice. "Bring her 
down to me. Michael."

A richly liveried man sprang up to 
Pras-co-vle's aide and. picking her up, 
carried her down to hie mistress.

A NARROW ESCAPE FROM WOLVES

And that was the beginning of happi
ness for Pras-co-vle. > oç. wnat do you 
suppose? Why. the lauy was the 
Duchess, who was the Empress's favor
ite sister, and when she learned from 
Pras-co-vle that the child wished to see 
the Empress, she took her straight Into 
the Palace, and there the brave little

?1rl told her story and made her plea 
or her exiled father ar.d mother.
The Empress was grieved to hear of 

her old friend's sad fortunes, and tm-

Sedlately obtained his pardon from the 
mperor.
Before many weeks Pras-co-vle had 

the joy of welcoming her father and 
mother back to 8t. Petersburg, and 
from that time pn they were a happy, 
proaperoua family.

THE COURT LACKEYS SAID "GO AWAY"

the root, with h!« ears stahofng right 
up straight and twitching nervously. 

"Do you hear anything.'" he asked. 
Mrs. Rabbit listened, and presently 

her two eyes grew *<> bright with fear 
that it's a wonder they didn't light up 
the dark burrow like a pair of candies.

"Oh. it's Robber Fox—cruel Robber 
Fox ! And he's digging down to steal 
our two little new bunnies! He'U be 
through the roof presently, and then—" 

"Do l.e quiet, my dear." whispered 
Mr. Rabbit hastily. "If he hoars you 
he will come all the quicker. Now be 
brave, and well save them yet. You

take o-«. and I'll take the other, and we 
will run to old Bunny Gray Tail's bur
row. He'll put us up for the night. You 
rv in front. Jackie. Oh, quick! quick!! 
quick!!! He-'s coming through the celi-

fhey were Just in time, and that's all. 
Robber Fox's paw came through the 
roof Just as Mrs. Rabbit left the room 
with her young one.

They safely reached old Bunny Gray 
Tail's burrow, who was their own par
ticular friend. He gave them a capital 
turnip for their supper, and made them 
welcome until they could dig a fresh 
burrow.—W. !.. Chlnneck.

J THE LADY WAS THE EMPRESS SISTER

The Last Straw

IT was Saturday night, and owing to 
the temporary absence of hie wife, 
it fell to Mr. Brown to attend to 

the usual process of giving his tight- 
year-old son n barb, and putting him 
to bed. He had left hie evening paper 
with a man's reluotar.ee. and had hur
ried matters along with more speed 
than the little chap was accustomed 
to. However, he endured it all with
out a protest until It came to the 
prayer. It was his habit after "Now I 
lav mo." to ask the Divine blessing 
upon a long list of relatives ana 
friends, calling each by name.

"Please. God," he bugar., "bless papa 
and mamman, grandpa and grandma, 
and Aunt Edith and Uncle George, 
and—" A pause. His father, think
ing to curtail the list of beneficiaries, 
softly insinuated an "nmon." Not 
heeding the interruption, the little sup
plicant drew a long breath, and con
tinued, "And Aunt Alice and Cousin 
Annie, and—and—" Again his father 
said "amen."

This was more than flesh and blood 
could stand, and lifting his little head 
he exclaimed, with tears of Indigna
tion, "Papa, who's running this prayor, 
you or me?"—Harper's Monthly.

A Jolly Game

BOOKBINDERS Is a game describ
ed by Mrs. Klngsland.

The leader stands in the centre 
of a circle. Each one holds out his 
hands, palms upward, and upon them a 
book Is placed.

The leader then goes around the circle, 
catching up the books in turn, and try
ing with each book to strike the hands 
that hold it.

Each one tries to withdraw his hands 
before they are struck.

The same loader continues until he 
succeeds in striking some one's hands, 
whereupon the victim must take his

If one's hands are withdrawn end the 
book falls on the ground, through a 
false movement on the part of the lead
er. it counts the same.

POOR, TEARFUL PRAS-CO-VIE!

The Coughing Bean
WE HAVE heard of the pitcher 

plant that « aptures unwary in
sects and cats them, turn we 

have been beguiled by the tale of the 
singing tree, Tint we never heard of n:iy 
product of the tropics more strange 
than the coughing bean. This bean is 
not the product of an excited imagina
tion, the fantasy of a dr*-, ui pimntae- 
magoriu, but a very material coughing 
fact. What makes the lean cough? 
Why. that's easy. It coughs for ihe 
same reason you cough—to clear Its 
throat. I mean Its pores. These pores 
are very sensitive to any In Italien. 
When the pores become clogged with 
dust, gas collects within the port cells, 
finally bursting out in u paroxysm of 
coughing and sne-xing, which effectually 
disposes of the dust. This respiratory 
plant Is sometimes cultivated ns a house 
plant, and the weekly sweeping of the 
carpels sets it to coughing violently.— 
Star Monthly.

Boys' Life Brigade

The: STQRprSYiyiA
’ -----------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Art of Walking on One’s Head
and girls have all been to 
T.-3 a,mt seen trained dogs 

" fir hind legs, ar.d vou 
Hired long and difficult

and were bom In Denmark. When they 
were tiny little boys they began this 
practice of not only standing on their 
heads, but walking, as It were, on their 
heads ; that is, making little hope or 
bounds from point to point until they 
reached whatever destination they hud 
in view, to the great amaxemev.t ar.d 
admiration of their playmates.

They kept up the practice as they

frrew older and decided to make their 
lvine by exhibiting their skill In it. 
Finally, when they came of age. they 

decided to "do" Europe in this remarka
ble manner. 80 they started out from 
their Danish home and walked on their 
heads from town to town^pntll at last 
they reached Paris. ^

Imagine, if you can. the amazement 
of the gendarmes when they beheld 
Baptiste and Franconl hopping down the

boulevard from the Place de 1'Opera or 
the Rue Drouot on their heads!

"Here, stop that!" ordered the Prefect 
of Police. Even after the brothers had 
explained that they were only walking 
In a manner which was second nature to 
them, the Prefect shook his head and 
said: "You must keep off the boule
vards for fear of accidenta, but I will 
permit you to give exhibitions In cer
tain places."

So every day the brothers good-natur
edly walk on their heads to please 
crowds of gaping men. women and chil
dren. doing things that seem to us most 
wonderful—reading their newspapers, 
blowing their noses, eating, drinking, 
going downstairs, operating an automo
bile; in fact, almost anything that you 
and I do on dur feet they do with 
equal ease on their heads !

THIS IS A REMARKABLE FEAT

practice for them to learn the trick.
You and I, of course, walk on our two 

legs with ease. But you must remember 
that the human race has had 6000 years 
of practice to make It perfect In the 
art of walking. Perhaps 6600 years ago 
human beings found it as difficult as 
dogs do now to walk on two extremi
ties.

Suppose I ask you: Is there any other 
way for you and me to make our bodiea 
travel than by uelng our legs?

Most people would certainly say, "No." 
But a good many people In Europe have 
found out otherwise, for they have seen 
the two young men who are now aston
ishing Paris by going around easily and 
ranldly on their heads!

They are brothers, about 25 years old,

W
HEN Sylvia was brought to us 

she was hardly more than a 
baby, and one of the pret
tiest babies you ever saw.

She was a gray squirrel, with a 
saucy, frisking, bushy tall and lovely, 
bis, dark eyes—two marks of beauty 
highly esteemed in squirrels.

If Sylvia WAS only a baby, she was 
a very independent one, with a strong 
v ; of her owm which she first n.ar.l- 
f' <1 by stating firmly (not very 
K ly, either) that handling was 
i dlstas’eful to her. and that a
ca; - was quite too wretched an affair 
fr.| jier to honor with her presence.

Like most babies, she- usually had 
her own way. Her sharp yellow teeth 
were as good as a

PL.F.ASE DO NOT HANDLE

sign And she was so much more 
h-ppy and beautiful when let out of . 
her cage to leap from chair to chair 
and go scrambling Over the. curtains 
than when standing on her hind feet 
a lonely little prisoner, with her nos® 
pi// ist the bars, that we never shut 
lv :p if we could find any one wlll- 
ln„ lo watch her.

Y a in- vs felt that we belonged to 
F mm e than 8/lvla belonged to
t: le selJom permitted us to put our
1 . on ber, l u would crawl all over 
n d when she bannered to be in 
<>-. f her playful m" oh aiie would bite 
si: --cratch our barda just as a playful 
lit • kitten would do.

Tr-.n, too, she looked on us os the 
el. ; source of nuts--cracked nuts, If 
yen ; lease. If we dr.red offer her un- 
ern ,ed ones, she firmly poked them 
back into our hands and patted our 
fingers down ,.ver them—a reproof which 
we could not li-lp but understand?

Once she hid a nut In a lady's hair 
and abstracted in its stead a bone hair- C. M. B.

es
A TEMPO RAR

AVERT original am 
Vsatlon for boys —

USB FORNFIRE-

nd useful orean- 
whlch. la making 
In the Sunday

Great Britain is the Boys'
great headway

schools of Great Brl 
LUe Brigade.

This picture shows a company of the 
brigade boys at fire drill. A temporary 
house has been erected, and some boys 
are shown in the act of scaling it with 
ladders and hacking away imaginary 
burning rafters with fire axes, while 
other boys are seen carrying from the 
"burning building" Imaginary Inmates 
Whom they are Supposed to have res-

BUT TO STAND ON W^ffiÇAP AN D, Hl'N AN AUTOMOBILE IS STM*

flre-
iiloh all

liouaea, but 
alth and 

have been in-
r prostrated.
ioye wear a brigade uniform and 

màny companies have made a great 
reputation for fire-drill work.

Wouldtrt this organization be a fine 
thing for. American Sunday-school boys?

Then, In connectloi 
drill la the ambulafco< 
the boys are taught to <
that tney will know hot__
reecito people from burning 
also how to restore them tc
Îven to life. In case they 1 
Hf-*----------

T
HERE once was a cat from the 

Isle of Man,

And a dignified cat was he; 
When the other kittens their 
fun began,

And clmsert their tolls and frollckel 
and ran,

He Fhvok his head 
And severely said:

"Such frolics are not for me!"
"But, why," said I to the stately cat, 

"Do you never join the fun?
If you always alt and mope like that. 
Each day you'll grow mose sleepy and 

fat—
Come, don’t be a snail.
Go, chase your taTT!"

■aid he: "I AIN'T GOT NONE!"
-C. M BUSH.

I
A Precaution.

"What did you do with that letter 
that was on my table?" asked a man 
of the colored boy who duals hie office.

"I tuck It to de poatofflee, eah, and put 
It In de hole."

"What did you do that for? Didn't 
you see there was no address on the 
envelope?"

"I saw there was no writtn' on de 
'velopc, but I 'lowed yar did dat on pur
pose, so's I couldn't tell who yer was 
wrttln’ to."

Story About Dominoes

WITH regard to the game of donw 
Inoes there Is a very Interesting 
story connected with Its origin; 

It runs thus: There were two monks 
who had been committed to the penalty 
of a long seclusion, and were condemned 
to keep absolute silence. To relieve the 
monotony they played a game by show
ing each other small flat stones marked 
with black dota. By a well-understood 
arrangement the monk whose hand wa* 
used at first informed the other player 
by repeating in an undertone the first 
line of the vesper hymn, "Uantate 
Domino" ("Sing unto the Lprd"). In 
time the monks completed the set of 
atones and formulated the rules of the 
game, so that by the time they were 
free to come out from their punishment 
they had found the game so interesting 
that on teaching it to the other members 
of the monastery It became a favorite 
and lawful pastime. It soon became 
popular all through Italy and from there 
extended to the whole world. The first 
line of the vesper hymn which the 
monks had used as a signal was reduced 
to the word domino, and the name aa 
you know has stuck to the game ever

Flay, Violin Without Hands, j
Frank Clawson, of Atlanta, Ill., Is ■ 

handless violinist. Many years ago he was 
caught In a blizzard, ar.d his hands were 
frozen so badly that amputation was nec
essary. Fur a long time his violin was si
lent, but his love for the Instrument In
spired him to experiment, and he now 1» 
able to play It as well as when he had 
two hands. Mr. Clawson made a bent wire 
contrivance to fasten on to the stumps ofl 
his arms, and by th«‘ use of these and 
holding the vloi'n he;ween his knees he 
Is enabled to use the instrument with 
great skill.

A Neelle-and-Thread Tree. .H
pin, which, strange aa it may aec-m. she 
regarded as the choicest of the dalntlee. 
and gobbled down with amazing relish!

We human beings were not the only 
ones who stood In wholesome awe of 
Mis* Sylvia's sharp teeth. The fojt 
terrier, too—poor little wretch!—wan 
afraid of her. and would run yelping 
from room to room with naughty Misa 
Sylvia biting his heels.

If Madam Ginger, our family cat, had 
been a less dignified person, she. too. 
might have suffered. As it was. w* 
could see that she regarded Sylvia a 
wild, rough manners with silent dis
favor. and once or twice we saw a look 
in her eyes which seeemd to say. a*,t 
till I catch you. my giddy young lady.

Sylvia being so tame, we often let her 
go out of doors, and generally managed 
to bring her in again without much 
trouble. One evening we opened her cage 
and let her out as usual, and eoon she 
waa sporting among the branches of an 
apple tree that grew In the yard.

Now. Sylvia was quite a flirt, and al
ways If one of us was out on the lawn, 
she would come1 scampering over the 
limbs till she was Just within reach; 
then, with the most Impudent whisk of 
her lovelv tall, she would dart to the 
very highest branch and sit chattering
roguishly. , .___

On this particular evening. Madam 
Ginger suddenly appeared on the scene, 
and before any one could atop her she 
had climbed the tree and taken a 
crouching position on a hlrh limb, lash
ing her tail to and fro. while she watch
ed the gambols of her little Innocent In
tended victim. . . . . ^

•Poor little Sylvia! Is this to be the 
sad end of your evening s frolic? we 
wondered, and seeing the cat about to 
spring, we put our hands over our eyes 
to keep from seeing the sight.

There was a sudden whir-r-r. a ruai.e. 
a cry! Down the tree flew Madam 
Ginger, her dignity for once cast to the 
winds and her tail big with terror! Shn 
was fairly routed, and if ever a squirrel 
laughed, Sylvia did as she leaped hila
riously from bough to bough.

No doubt she laughed In derision later, 
when, after trying in vain to coax her 
down, we placed her cage under the 
tree, hoping that It might please her 
ladyship to make her usual return to it. 
But no: Whether rh<* was justly indig
nant at Madam Ginger's assault upon 
her. or was nv -ely bored by our society, 
we shall never know. We never saw
hV>on*a vou think she probably found 
her way' hack to the woods and la this 
very autumn storing away nuts for a 
family of little Sylvias? In that case, 
who do you suppose oraoka the nut» 
for the saucy lady?

The Mexican maguey tree furnishes I 
needle and thread all ready for use. At 1 
the tip of each ds: k sreen leaf is a ( 
slender thorn neeo;e that must be care
fully drawn from its sheath; at the I 
same time it fuowly unwinds the thread. | 
a strong, smooth fibre u tiiehed to l.ie 
needle and capable of being drawn out, 
to a area: ien*ta. A

Your Pets in June 1
F F YOU have canaries in your house 
li you w!!i bs Interested to know that 

f the heu c.-rsry gives signs of loying 
again before her :l:»t brood have been 
reared, you should not delay providing 
her with plenty of nesting materials, or 
■he will very likely commence plucking 
the feathers from her young to line the 
new nest.

If she la seen doing this the young 
ones must be at once moved from her 
reach and placed in a separate compart
ment, or another cage, with the cock, 
who will undertake the duty of feeding

If you are having trouble with your 
pigeons, perhaps you will be helped by 
this piece of information; That 25 per 
cent of the ailments of pigeons are due 
to drinking impure water. Fresh, soft 
water should be given every morning 
and the drinking vessels cleaned thor
oughly every day.

Remember this about your dog: That 
hot food is not good for dogs; it Is un
natural for them and weakens their di
gestion. In very cold weather it may be 
given with the chill off, but not at this 
time of the year.

There is no doubt that cats have a 
regular language of their own. Champ- 
fleury, the great French authority, 
says pussy's cry "Mioul’’ Is uttered la 
countless dleffrent wavs, and he has 
been able to distinguish sixty-three 
distinct sounds. Each means some
thing. and is never used except foV 
that particular thing.

May Rain Healthy.
In Germany, during the month of May, 

hundreds of children run about the 
Btreet without hats on when it rains; 
as it la generally believed that May rain 
Is most healthy, and that when It fails 
on their bare heads the children will 
grow quicker and gain in strength.

The Seismograph

A STOLE TIUNJ-fQMAOE MOSTLf

IVHIS In the picture of the seisms- 
, graph—the earthquake foreteller— 

which was first put into use by

by all nations.
Every oscillation of the earth, no mat

ter how slight, causes the needle In this 
Instrument to scratch a line on a plats 
of glass, whosy surface Is covered with 
a thin film of lampblack.


