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cturé shows a little cork
‘gtunt’’ that seems quite simple.

' TO ong end of a plece of string
4s tled e cork and to the other end is
attached a rod.

. 1 mber n 1
conine " dimevt. rout n ttssrf T
“fish’* with your rod, trylng to knock

one cork at a time from the column
without destroying the balance of the
other corks in the heap.

t takes a_skilful person to do this
trick successfully.

Viin Little Butterfly

HE Blue Butterfly had grown verg

. conceited, and because the birds

and the flowers told her so many

times & day how delightful she looked

with her daintily marked wings, she be-

gan to think of nothing else but her
own beauty,

One day, when she was lestly flitting
about in the sunshine, a little boy came
running out {nto the garden,

‘‘Oh, what a pretty butterfly!”” he
cried,

The Blue Butterfly was delighted, and
flew close to let him see her pretty
wings.

‘‘Be careful! Be carefull” whispered
the Wind. “He'll catch you it he can!"

But the Butterfly took no notice. She
only thought how nice it was to be ad-
mired by a real boy as well as by the
birds and flowers. She flitted gracefully
about, but suddenly she happened .0
look up, and oh! what was happening?

The boy had taken off his cap and
was bringing it down sharply over her.
It came so swiftly that she could not
escape.

How dark and hot and dreadful it was
under the cap! The poor Butterfly flut-
tered about, but saw no ‘way of escape.
Btay! The Wind was hlnwlnf a corner
of the cap 50 that it rose a little from
the ground.

‘‘Come along! He's gone for a match-
box to put you in,” he whispered,

The Butterfly crept out, then away she
flew to rest and recover on a friendly
flower.

**Oh, thank you, thank you, dear
Wind,” she sald,” *‘You've saved my life,
and I've learned a lesson, too—I shall
never be so valn again)”
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CHAPTER I

THE DECREE OF THE MYSTIC
CIRCLE.

LL eyes were fixed upon the
Most High Judge as he arose
majestically and arranged his
black robe so that it fell in

graceful folds, Then he pushed upward
the mask, which showed a disposition
to'slip down over his mouth. The head
of every black robed and masked figure
in the room bent toward the judge,
when, after a dignified sllence, he de-
livered the following verdict:

“‘Conrad Burgess, the Court of the
Mystic Circle of Those Who Dare has
most carefully sought a mission for you,
and, by unanimous vote, you are to
Jjourney to San Francisco and return
Wwithin six months.”’

The jurymen grinned delightedly at
the blank look of astonishment that
came over Conrad Burgess' face, But
it was the jury’'s turn to be astonished
when Conrad made the firm reply:

“I, Conrad Burgess, will attempt the
mission upon which the court has been
pleased to send me, and should I fail,
will resign from the Myst rcle, ac-
cording to the law set forth.

In spite of themselves, a low whistle
escaped from the body of jurors. The
Strict rule of the order, however, for-
bade speaking, and it was not until the
members were packing away thelr cos-
tumes in the adjoining room that the
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subject in whiéh all were
came to be freely discussed,

“Do you think he wil] do it? asked
Bob Johnson, who served as Most High
Judge. -

‘“Well,” -rejoined George Barnes, du-
biously, “I wouldn't be surprised if he
tried it, anyway; he takes everything
80 seriously, you know.'’

This really was Conrad’s trouble, He
regarded everything in such a serious
light that the boys found him a source
of endless amusement. Now, the Mystic

interested

Circler was playing him another trick.
The circle was composed of about ten
boys, ranging in age from 10 tg 14

\- 2

years, Each week the whole clrcle b ®
came what they termed a "jury* and
voted upon a mission for one of their
number. Any member who failed in the
mission selected for him was to be ex=
pelled from the order and was to be
branded a coward by the other mem-
bers during the rest of their lives. All
kinds of crazy pranks about the neigh-
borhood could be credited to the Mystic
Circle. But no matter how difficult the .
feat required, no member of the Mystic
Cirele of Those Who Dare had 'yet been
expelled,

O‘m\course. the club did not imagine
for & moment that Conrad would accept
the mission. They realized that it was
unreasonable to ask It of him, and they
had agreed not to expel him, but to give
him an easier errand. Now that their
comrade had declared himself ready to
undertake the jaunt, however, they were
curious to see how he would keep his
word, .

Meanwhile, Conrad was
homeward in a very sober frame of
mind. It seemed to him a very great
disgrace to be banished from the Mystic
Circle and to be scorned as a coward
for all time to come. It wasn't fair, he
thought, that the jury should give him
such an exceedingly difficult task, when
all Tom Bonsall had to do last weck
was to tie Marshall's cat to the steeple
of the Lutheran Church, But the trip
must be accomplished. This much he
had determined. How to do it was an-
other matter.

“Why do you look so worried, Con-
rad?"’ asked his mother, as he sat down
to dinner. 8

Conrad replied that nothing was the
matter, but Mr. Burgess, after glancing
at the boy's face, said with decision:

“I think we will have to sena you
away upon a vacation, Conrad; you
aren't looking well,'"

To this remark the lad wished to an-
swer that he would appreciate a trip to
San Francisco; but, even if Mr. Burgess
could have afforded such a vacation for
the boy at'the time, no member of the
Mystic Circle was permitted (o accept
outside aid in this sort of undertaking,

Conrad was fearful l1¢st something
might be' planned for him that would

plodding

SHARES HIS FOOD

make it dificult to carry out his own
scheme of action. He made up his-mind
quickly. That evening he wrote a note
to his parents telling them that he was
going away upon a little vacation _he
himself had planned, and that they were
not to worry about him during the six
months or more he probably would be
absent. Then he tied together a few
belongings and sat down upon the cdge
of his bed to wait for the passing of
time.

Promptly at midnight l“o boy climbed
out of his window and lowered himself
to the ground by the lightning rod.
Bruno, Conrad's favorite pet, pleaded to
be taken along, but the boy commanded
the dog to ‘“‘stay home,” and then, with
a heavy heart,” he passed through the
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In the JNngle

“KILLS THE GIANT SPIDERS"

HAVE hit it!" cried Akmee, as
her arrow quivered in the tree
bough for which she had aimed,
Her brother whirled a slingshot
round hijg head, loosed the pebble and
immediately afterward announced tri-
umphantly: “S8o have i
Hadji moved toward the tree with the
intention of swingin himself up by
6 vines and rw-luﬁnlng the arrow,
But it was such a warm day that he
was tempted not to exert himself. He
paused and absent-mindedly placed a
8tone in his sling.
“‘Suppose we take a walk in the Jjun-
it is cool there," suggested the girl,
Without moro ado, the pair strode for-
ward, the boy thrusting aside the
branches and ‘underbrush to make a
for his sister, They advanced
slowly, for a passage was difficult,
However, in the luxuriant foliage and
the birds that silently flitted about they
found much to interest them., 8o en-
Joyable did they find their occupation
that little heed was pald to their course,
untll Hadji exclaimed :
‘‘We have never been here before!"
Akmee gazed anxiously around. She
thought it time to retrace their steps,
Her brother agreed with her, and to-
gother they searched for the path by
Which they had come. But this was no
easy, matter. The more they hunted the
more confused they became, At last
Akmee murmured éolu{uny: “We are
lost, brother; 1 know it."
{Hadjl bade her be of stout heart,
telling her that soon they would find a
h: Nevertheless,
ness suddenly came, after but a few
minutes of twilight, the two were still
wngdorlnc in thig dense Indian forest.
Then, to make their gnght worse, a
nolse as of some savage beast approach-
ing was-heard. Akmee crept closer to
ber brother and whispered affrightedly:
"Wild animals will eat us.'
The htz tried to comfort her, but he
It found It hard to keep 'courage
n four red eyes glowed in the un-
ush only a few yards distant.
“Run! Run for your life!" exclaimed

3
aben  Mammassn  man bae Sedobs.

ened to move, For an ins(({_., 2he stood,
scarcely breathing, until Fladji grabbed

er by the arm and dragged hep away,
Through the bush they stumble®, buf-
feted by low-hanging branches and
scratched by brambles. The ground was
ill-chosen, for rapid flight.  Not more
than a rod had been covered when a
vine tripped them and they tumbled
headlong.

Both were stunned by the fall.
Akmee recovered consclousness, first,
But the sight that met her eves caused
her almost to swoon again, Right
before her were the four gleam-
ing balls of fire. Ang these flaming
lights came nearer and nearer, until
the little girl could see that they were
eyes belonging to glant gpiders

Of course, Akmee knew that she mlght
8ave herself by running away, he
hadn't the least intention, however, of
lnuvlmf MHadji, Desperately resolved
was she to defend him with all her
strength, 2 ,

Looking about for a weapon, she dis-
covered the slingshot stil] resting upoxs
her brother's arm. Quick as a flasik
she seized it and lashed madly at the
monster in front of her. There wag a
thud; then the spider ceased to move,
Through fortunate chance, the stone
carelessly placed in the sling by Hadji
had remained 1° re,

Akmee did ( pause. Blow aftes
blow she raine; pon the other horribl®
creature, until it, too, was led.

‘‘Are we safe fr
faintly asked Hadji,
in a dazed fashion.

For reply, Akmee pointed to the bodies
of the monstrous spiders she had slain,

“Brave little sister!' cried the boy,
embracing Akmee; ‘T surely owe my
life to you.'”

Happily, no other misadventure befeld
them during the long night. he nex#
morning they found their way out of
the jungle, "and, reachin home,
lleved the anxiety of thelr father and
mother, catly feared that the

est had eaten the ohil

Neither Hadji nor Akmee. neede,
a warning about oxploﬂnsﬂr into the
[ 4 ia

!unl[e ther_eg{ter. On

om the beasts?*?
looking about him
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ATE afternoons,
through window pane,

And pretty colored pictures show wupon the

room floor.

There comes a time—a story time—and Dolly hears

again

The fairy stories mother told to me the night before.

when rays of sunshine creep
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and clean,

play-
comes .\'()”]l;

She has a time for

noon,
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All morning Dolly works to keep ler house so neat

And ’cause she is so 'dustrious the time for lunch

calling, one for dining, but between

There’s always time for stories, in the sunny aftor-
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WITH THE TRAMP
garden gate out into the road,

He traversed a distance of fully ten
miles before he decided it safe to rest,
Flinging himself down amia a grove of
trees, he sank into sleep. The sun was
shining brightly when he was aroused
by a harsh voice, saying:

““Hate to rouse yuh, bo, yuh look so
darncad g CoaEnt mfa-
there m
that b
fer

Conrad cheer
for no one couk
for other than
food he |

‘‘Sure,”
tation.

(TO BE CONTIN
ed a m

A nately

very much aid of firearms,

80 Ali-Gaga took his horse to
mous veterinary, who in the space of
& minute cured the horse of its foolish
fear.

The owner was amazed. He would pay
100 pieces of silver to knew this re-
markable remedy, said he,

The doctor, after pocketing the silver,
calmly pulled a roll of cotton from each
of the horse's ears.

any

ith him,
1), withoul |

a fa-

WATER RAT'S
' ENEMY

OR ever so lonx.u'tlme Mr. Wator
F Rat dwelt peacefully by the dam
A comfortable home in tlu.hqn];

had he-a snug little hole that sheltereq
B 1 A ba

‘When he desire: a sun
forth and lolled uron a brom }l‘ﬂyw:gl
And when the nights were wap he
nestled among the coo) petals of the 1ily.
Upon other occasions he would e for
a hoat the empty sardine can le?’ by a
ﬂsihvlrnmn.lh t uls‘o \!;us fin
climb up € reeds, from the to
which e could look far into théudlgs
tance.

Indeed, a happy life Mr. Wate;
wag leading, until the Pike Cﬂm" ll’l’tl)nlﬂt?

b J

The Pike was a bad enem¥‘ to have, He
wished to eat the Water Rat. Yes, sir;
he really did. Nor did the thought seem
to enter the Pike's mind that Mr. Water
Rat possibly wouldn't care to be made a
meal of,
But Mr. Water Rat vowed that he
wasn't going to be eaten. So he at once
set about trying to rid himself of this
hl'nuhl(i-sume fish, This {38 how he went
about it:

First, Mr, Water Rat discovered a
long, sharp nail. Then, with thjs
weapon clutched in his paws, he sought

the fierce Pike

The Pike soop was found. He wag
hungry, and as he saw the Rat he
chuckled to himself:

“‘Aha! ‘The little fellow yonder will
taste mighty good for luncheon.”
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t Cidd not attempt to fles,

» the jaws of Mr. Pike

ail his strength he

between the wide-open

. The Plke didn't have

t for lunch that day. As

% t, the Piike had no lunch-

. nor did he have dinner nor
(ast on the following day.

i} when Mr, Plke was

int from hunger, the Wg-

the hottom of the pond,

is enemy. and pushing

through the water

sl nait upon a hook . dropped

inio the pond by a man who was fish-

ing. A quick heave thore was upon the

line, and Mr, Pike lay squirming on the
bank, K)\

‘T'he big Pike was no more. Back\to

his hole swam Mr. Water Rat, hugelv

delighted that he could again live in

peace,

“THE POLICEMEIN AR THEIR BEST FRIENDS" N

ERITAPS it will be hard for many
Cf you to imagine a fairy with a
big helmet, a blue coat and a po-

liceman's truncheon, Polly Evans

knows some mischief-loving boys who
would be very cautious about trusting
such fairies at first.

But nobody could possibly
ing every one of the policemen at Drigh-
ton, England, And they descrve to be
liked, for each has played the part of
fairy godmothe many times, You won't
5¢ Very mé ragged boys and girls in

ghton, CRALE € e Prighton  police
have set about 18 good clothes 1o
little people in tatters, just as the fairy
godmother gave Cinderella a ball dress
Lo take (he place of her i

Formerly swhen the bhig-he
men saw the poor hoy
covered by their ray
say, “Poor little besg,
call,**tli, Tommny,” or “'11j, Mary, wh
your hame and where o you live
And pretty soon Tommy or Mary is
dressud iy ‘good clothes,

These  policemen  have collected  as
much as §3000 in three months, About
one-third of this sun wis raised by
means of a public entertainment  of
some Kind. All of the money {s used to
purchase clothing,
The distribution of clothes takeg plage
in fhe police gymnasium, an arched
room on the beach, built under an es.

lanade. To, the poor children it geems
ike an Aladdin's cave.

A dozen or more big policemen are on
duty there, but the duty is sheer plens.
ure,  Their honest faces beam over with
good humor, and they are like foster
fathers to thiese poor mites,

Outside the room {n the archway the
boys and girls are drawn up In lines—
the girls in the morning, the boys in the
afternoon, ond on the steps  of the
bathing machines on the beach thelr
mothers wait to see the joyful change
which will take place,

Here and there are iittle ones wonring
bits of broken leather which cannot hy

of Imagination be called

Théir feet are almost naked

upon the ground, for not only the soles
have disappeared, but the feet of what
once had been stockings, But, al-
though the weather be cold, they all
stand there for a little while, very pa-
tiently and happlly, until the doors are
wn back and a jolly policeman calls

“Now, then, my dears, come along,"’

help lik-

but now th
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and the children go with sparkling eyes

through the archway. {
side the room there are long tables
piled with garments, behind which are
a number of ladies and rows qf benches
0n  which the children fake thelr
& 8, ch girl receives a card which
entitles her to a new outfit, and when
these have been distributed the "rlrls
have a little feast before the clothing
Is given out. It s delightful to sce
these  big, stalwart, cheery fellowa of
th ton police walting on the
little . handing round tvans and
focon.  Afterward, when every lassle
has been well fod, the children are feft
v the Jadics, Half an hour later the
re opened again, and out comes

¥ Cinderella,
it a change! This little girl had
in looking very mueh like A seare-
In her bundle of rags. She comes
out in a cloth tam-o'-shanter, a nice
of blue cloth covered with

Rrig

little dress
i, dainty pinafore, and a ieat
tbe which will keep” her voem
vemonth in the wind nd
Uinderelia has baen trancfory »d.
mothers outside clap thejr h*vds
Kive shrill cries of delight, and the
'i8 eyes are bright - with joy.
gie by one the other lagsies come
as eat and elran a8 new pins,

hed i new garments,
rdftornoon the boys have their

"I
an
little

turn, Ul some of theth are more
fagged than’any of the girls—pitiable
s objects of ‘misery, with thelr toes
coming through thelr boots—and thig in
cold weather, mind you. They, too,
have a banquet, and are too full of joy
0 speak a word as they feast. Then a
m seene takes place., This time
the policemen are the rur-ns, Al
worq of command off ko ihe r
Jackets and tattered brecches, o ‘go
the rags that are called shirts and the
bits of string that nge called braces.
And then the bf pn';fccmen bring_out
the new gnrmnnﬁn and put real shirts
on the poor boys, And good under-
clothing and bréeches of  good
and big hands do up the llﬁln
and fasten the braces and, hel
bodies Into gmall coats, No n""ﬁ:y
maids could he more deft or kind tham
these burly men, £
And the hoys are not afrald of these
policemen! ~The old {dea of most boy$
that a policeman is a dreadfu; hﬂﬁé-
man. who js Iying in wait to ﬂg
boys to prison. Is no lon Dw'fl le ’{
Brighton. These boys a ‘&. loo'
upon  the policemen r bew
friends.
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