The Magic Sign:

A Legend

ROVINCES were-In revolt against o % e 1
French rule; troops were needed “( :UML' 8t M8 play, ean(rog!

badly. This was the news that
caused the I'rcnch army to withdraw
from Algiers and to hasten by forced
marches toward the scene of disturb-

ance

Bearcely had the soldiers crossed the
frontier line than there rose up in Al-
giers one Ben Gaudek, an Arab chief-
tain. The breadth of the land he rode,
flercely denouncing France xﬂd urging

the people to take up arms agalnst her.
Ben Gaudek's efforts to incike rebellion

were 20 successful that when the Irench

traops returned to Alglers they found

themselves greatly outnumbered by the

Insurrectionists. In one contest, al-
though they repulsed and killed many

BIGN SUSPENDED FROM BALLOON

of the Arabs, they themselves suffered
Ereat loss,

This sort of campaign, the ['ren
Beneral percelved, would never do,
Yet he did not wish to ask for a
larger army,

At last he thought of a scheme to
outwit the Arabs. Under g uf
truce he paid a visit to Ben Guudek,
addressing the chieftain in this fash-
ion:

“It is useless for You to war against
France. Sooner or later your éntire
forces will be destroyed, This 1s
bound to happen, since it is by Al-
Jah’s command we rule over you. He
wished to punish You for your
thérefore he sent us to conquer y

“1 do not belleve it!" cried the Arab
The Frenchman calmly résponded:
*You would have a sign? Very well;
watch closely the heavens ton ght
There you will learn the truth,."
Quickly the general returned to camp,
where he immediately ordered a lurge
trangparancy made, upon the bolton: of
which were” pusted strips of red paper
in the form of Arabic characters, Wi ks
Wwere securely fastened fnside the frame,
#0 that when they were burning the
red letters would Show plainly

Ben Gaudek's curfosity regarding the

Blgn was 80 great that he confided in
otkers. Rapldly the news spread, and
when night fell the whaole Arab army
“i(ls to be seen gazing intently at the
®ky.
They had not long to walt, Soon
®&cross the sky overhead moved brilliant
letters of red flame. In them the awed
Arabs read

“l COMMAND YOU o
FIGHTING IT 1S MY DESIR
HAVE FRANCE RULE OVE
THUS DO J PUNISH YOU

“ALLAH."

Exclaiming aloud in terror, the Arabs
irew themselves upon the ground, nor
dared raise their eves until the 1nagic
slgn of Allah hud disappeared
They stralghtway made submis ion to
the French general, who, by merely fly-
Ing one of his war balloons with the
transparency suspended  beneath it,
galned an important victory.

"

YOU,

shouted Jules, presenting a
“*back" those who cared to
take advantage of the invitation,

His companions were soon vaulting
lightly over him, and the line kept mov-
ing rapidly forward down the street,
imperiling the safety of persons who
P d by. Indeed, it so happened that
as the line turned a corner, Armaud
went headfirst into a portly gentleman
approaching, whereupon the lads found
it convenient to suddenly fice.

When Armaud paused for breath at a
safe distance from any gendarmae (po-
liceman) who might be in pursuit, he
found Jules at his elbow.

“Too bad,"” grunted Jules, “that the
game had to be broken up. It's almost
school time, and too late to get the fel-
lows together again.'

Armaud, who, while his companion
was speaking, had been absorbed in his
own thoughts, now turned to Jules, '
ing:

“You don’t want to play truant from
school this afternoon, do you?'

“Well, that depends,” replied Jules
thoughtfully.

UTheai: 1, is,” explained Armaud,
“I've a scheme to get even with the
‘profe r' - who runs the Punch and
Judy show in the Cham 3 e
omplained to the gendarme 3|
threw a ball at Punch during the per-
formance yesterday, Had an ¢
s too, But I
him; only

time gctting awa
schema that'll
two to work it,
This adventure promised excitement
exactly to Jl'l]c:" liking, 80 he was quick
to answer:
“All right; count me in."

“VAULTING LIGHTLY OVER'

When other boys pasced into their
[QF rooms that afternoon, Jules and
Armaud were not among them. Round
about the Champs Elysces the two lads
wandered, their eyes gleaming with an-
ticipation of a frolic.

Some  distance ' from the rear seats
grouped before the little theater of the
I'ur’xuh and Judy show, the lads stopped.
They waited for the musician to pick
up hig violin—a signal that the per-
formance was about to begin,

The very i ant the musician paised
Liis bow, Jule darted awa Running
swiftly toward the booth, he rapped
quickly on the door at the back. Out

enouzh to have swallowed his
especially  wl
each other h
the musician to come up and fight the
As for the ge
against a post ror support,

turncd,

Armaud, determined not {o desort
comrade, hastily entered the booth.
Then together they started to run. But
it was too late. Both dived toward a
dark cor t
themselves a heap  of curtains they
found there,

£
steal my show

me

“wild-
been s

Wik tad occurred,

darkness, M

STORY PAG
Stolen: Monsieur's Dunch and Ju

came the proprictor of the theater, with
his sleeves rolled up, ready to manipu-
late the little figures. He was exceed-
ingly angry at being interrupted at
such a time. But before he had oppor-
tunity to vent his wrath, Jules burst
out:

Monsieur, a relative of vours has
been riously hurt accident, and
now lies at the chemist's shop yonder.
e begs that you come to him immedi-
ately.””

Imagining all sorts of frightful thin
the proprictor rushed to the drugglst's
shop without donning his coat. Jules at
once slipped into the booth, while Ar-
maud, who had been cautiou drawing
ok a post where he could note
the veturn of the owner.

Meantime the audience of boys .and
glrls was eagerly awaitimg the appear-
ance of the characters in the Punch
and Judy sho The violinist had
ceased playing, and now they were
calling for the manikins to begin their
performance,

STRANGE SORT OF PLAY

Suddenly the curtain flew up. A mo-
ment later the play began, But it was
such a play no boy or girl had ever
seen before. Punch and Judy stood on
their heads most of the time, or kicked
wildly in the And they fought—
how. the

M

: mouth opened wi

the manikins
le names and invi

vdarme—~HE had to lean

Of course, Jules it was who was op-
18 the show and doing all the nr
He was gnjc himself
sely, too, when Armaud
rning, The ‘“‘profess

Jules did not hear his friend. And

i 2 booth and piled over

Find the r

e who has tried to
d who would mock
cried monsieur, fiushed and per-
rom anger and the heat o! the
52 chase” upon which he had

“‘1fe was

andling the puppets a mo-
id the ‘ndarme, *‘but [
ed.'”

e’ shut his
started for home in
s ( would laugh at
ed to give a play now

Poc

and. Aring
n, they heard

breathed 1
departing  fc
out the
proprictor
theater pe-

the
out with-

wait for

There w: » bu
hours they lay
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dy Show v g b

there, wondering if, after all,

htfall did: they dare 1 sk drop-

Nijo @z 770 ~tose”

more than anything else, When
he was quite a tiny boy he used
to listen to the men who earned their

Hving by telling stories; This sort of

story-teller sat on the street corner,

There always stood about him a crowd

Of gaping coolies, listening with great

astonishment to the wonderful tales

And then, when Mijo grew somewhat
older, his father would take him to
houses where there was a better class

Of story-tellers—men who related tales

of war and of love, often accompany-

ing their recitations with the banjo.

Professional story-tellers of this kind

formed a gufld, called a “yose,” and

rented places of eéntertainment wherg
people wernt to hear stories and songs,
Once, when Miju's father was enter-
taining friends, & member of the ‘‘yose'
had come and had told stories of the

“Forty-seven Ronin,' the “Three King-

doms" and tales about the wars of the

Talra and Minamoto families, The Doy

remembered that whenever the sto

teller would say something that he
garded as being v Yy . clever, he wouid
rap with a lMtte slab of vood,
MIJO RETELLS THE STORIES
8o fmpressed was Mijo with the tales

that upon Succeeding days he would
gather his boy chums around him and
tell again the stories, He could im-
agine well, too, so that when he con-
cluded the tales of the story-teller, he
began to construct ones of his own,
They pleased the lads immensely, and
they begged Mi.o for more. As timae
went on the boy became very skilful
in his art. He went to the houses of
the ‘“yose’” whenever his father could
take him, in order that he might learn
from the masters of story-telling

There came a day when Mijo's father
could no longer pay an admittance to
the houses of the ‘‘yose.” Business
matters had not gone well with him,
and now he was very poor, Mijo was
much sorrier for his father and mother
than he was for himself. He must try
to help them in some way. But what
should he do?

Best of all, he could tell stories. Yot
he was only 13 years old—certainly not
old enough to become g professionul
story-teller and earn money in that
way.  But people had told him his
storles were quite as good as those told
by the “yose.” It were a pity not to
make his talent pay him something,

STORY - TELLING delighted Mijo .

“I shall have a little ‘yose' house of
my own,” said Mijo determinedly. 1
shall have a room get apart in our
house, and there I will invite all my
boy friends who like to lear
stories, But, while herctofore
listened and have not heen
pay anything, I shall now re
to make sr 1 donations.’

From the very start M

plan was

4 success.  Although fees were never
very large, and rarely in mone yet
provisions and articles of all descrip-

tions poured in from the children. ‘Then
grown folk began to hear about this
wonderful story-teller who wus only a
little b They began to call upon
him, leaving real mouney.

+ a while the members of the big
£ found that many of their best
customers were going to hear the boy,
who changed his stories and songs al-
most every day, instead of once a fort-
night, according to the usual custom.
Ste eliers were sent from the ‘‘yose'

to speak the boy. At last they
were ol 0« Mijo membership

in. the
The boy il hecome famous, Iis
fame I telling had gone through-
out the lund. Soon it was that through
| was again wealthy—

him his 1
i n.ore riches than ever be-

lmprox;ed Upon It

»NNE of the 1dy teachers at an
O nglish fre cliool was putting
a junior class through the begin-

nings of arithniety

*Now, I have one pencil in my right
hand and one iy my ‘left,"" she s
How many pe have 1? Thomps
you may ans et
'wo,” piped a small voice,

'S0 that, one and one make two, isn't
that right

“You bet,” sald Thompson, with the
flush of vVictory,

The teacher frowned at this disre-
spectful answer,

“That is hurdly what you should
have said,”” she hinted, “Will some
one In the class tell Thomy what

MUCH ISKCITE MENT

t1 essor,' ye 1 do the job by

Jul frankly to Ar-

1 when met. Armaud

1 ) Aoy iNious to make another
tat ey however

OMETIMES T do not budge an inch
When Johnny gives an awful

pinch;

And eveng when he pulls my hair
I care,

isn't very much

For I'm not 'fraid enough to run—
‘Deed, 1 just think it's lotg of fun
To close with him and have a fight.
Though mother g

s THAT isn’t right,

But I'll be honest, and 111 say .
He really frightens me ON way

When
And does the

he pretends he's in the zoo

things that beasts there

do.

up my back there runs a chijl

Oh, bears and tiger

Ev'rything that scares poor me.

He growls and howls,

If he will try to chew MR up!

1ould have been?"
a moment of hesitation.

Then a brown first shot confidently into
the air,

“Ah, James, you may tell Thompson
what he should have said.”

“You bet your bhoots,” shouted James, .
in a tome of triumph.

tery. Calling his
boy, about 4 years old, he told him

HEROIC OBEDIENCE,

ECENTLY a Dublin gentleman
R proposed to drive with his wife

to the beautiful Glasnevin Ceme-
little son, a bright

get ready to accompany them.

The child's countenance fell and the
father sald, “Don’t yvou want to 70,
Willie?”* The 1little lip quivered. “‘Yes,
papa, if you wish.”” The child was
Strangely
when the carriage reached the ontrance
he clung to his mother's gide and 160k -
ed up In her face with pathetic wistful-
-

flent during the a ond

id the father lified

looked surprised, drew a breath of re.

am I going home

not?" 1 thought when they took little
boys to

‘there,” said the chiid,

be, and the others joined in,

xt thne you try to get even with

under the head of aquatic sports?

CERTAIN ip '
A strolled one dny‘beygfm :,:“"'
ace grounds. Wighing (, e ”Bl.l-
he had dismissed his escort, iy
Upon his return, as he
the’ gates of the p&laca.mtshs:d lll:,m"'h
served that the guarq therg nlntg' 2
failed to ‘‘present arms, i
“Why, do you not Salute
the ‘king. “Don't Provide y
bread?"” .
Now the guard hagq been )
the palace for only a day, ::dd::‘ 51
not recognize his royal master, \’M
urally he did not Imagine !hnt‘ 4
majesty would travel about Unattendoq,
For some little time he Pondered o,
the king's outburst; then a light b“-;k“
upon him, Shaking hig fist angri e
the monarch, he grumbled: L
“Oh! it's you, is it

thunq{ud
our dajly

You're th ‘on

THOUGHT HIM THE BAKER'S 80N

of the cursed baker who Blves us sueh
villainous bread. Humph! it's you! 1
advise you not to come too near, or I'll
show you what I think of your dalfly
bread. I'll jab you full of holes—that's’
what I'll do!’*

The joke was so good that the king
could not take offense, Fancy a sover.
cign belng mistaken for his baker!

e L |

Not What'He Seemed

HE old gentleman who was always

I declaring that boys were not
what they used to be stopped In'

front of the smart child. |
‘“Well, Buddy,” greeted the old gentle-'
man, ‘‘ how are you today?'
“Very well, sir,”’ responded the gmart;
child, shyly, v :
“And do you ever think what you are!
golng to do when you are a great big,
mar
"

—no, sir.’ (
“Ah, 1 knew it. Children are so shift-
less these times. And why don’t you
glve It any thought?'*
“B—because I am a little girl, sir"
Pa Answered Not.
Little Willle—Say, pa?
Pa—Well, my son?
Little Willie—Does a mill race come

tracti n for
I 1
liere & od one!' eried a boy;
b ne read it e then read as
s -

¢ + A forfeit is pala for

found the floor, The colors
\ Forfuits must also be

1 . 1 t
PIor any ball caught of the wrong

trick hox furnished the halls,
¢

Soon  there wag plenty excitement
and fun

Then eame the game, “Carry a Nut
to London and an \pple to the Sea,” in
which two players sit at one side of the

room, one with the letter € placed
brominently over her head, the othec

Wio wasit Present

* boys and ‘girvls weren't long
159 ( 5 Ation,

Wi g g seldom

et their wits to work

ertainment, while
L upon books ' and

soft wool-
in pairs—
50 farth, The
tand opposite each other, chil-

dren with 1 alls having belts of
1 1 » up in the

“ap gives the sig-
to catch his or

solved the vexing problem of having &

IN A FISH shop in Brighton stands &

on the outside of the tank is a pluﬂ?rd.
which contains the following answ ¥
to questions which the proprietor ‘l’o
the shop has got tired of replylng

by word of mouth:

them ‘now,

want to.

Hve,

tar.
o

with the name ‘London’ written fn !
plain view on her breast. The other
players stand at the opposite wall of
the room. They come toward London
and the C one at a fime, with arms
outstretched to their full length. The
nut may be walnut, chestnut or hazel,
and it must be carried to London on
the extreme point of a knife held {n the
right outstretched hand. The apple Is
carried on a teaspoon in the left hand.
If either nut or apple drop, the player
is out and must pay a forfelt. The nut
must be picked up by the knife and the
apple with the spoon without ald of
either hand.

Great dexterity is required in this
game. It was ever 8o funny to watch
the anxiety of players to get from Lon-
don to C.

There were other games—one a com-
petition for constructing a box. Candy
was offered as a prize in this event, 8o
that there was keen rivalry.

The evening passed merrily, The boys
and girls rather liked the mystery of
Nan's non-appearance, for she gave n-
structions that no one should be In-
formed of her illness.
As Nan tossed, now with fever, in her
little bed upstairs, the sounds of mirth
rose to her, She gave a little sigh of
tisfaction—she knew that Dan had

party without a hostess.

Answering Beforehand

elass tank filled with water, in wn:Ch
there is a single goldfish. Hanging

ers

i

This 1s a goldfish.
It is alive.
There is only one of it
We got it from a boy.
We do not know where the boy 80
It has never died.
1t ecats what we give it
That is water it is in.

We get the water out of & well.
We do not know how old it s il
We have had It ever since we BO ot
We have had more, but have not

t it

If it sleeps we do not know lt’;
We change the water as ofte

g It wilt

as we

We do not know how lon

.
drinks.
Wa do not miss the water it will

it
. do not know how large

t to.
can eateh it, but do m:t; :l’: the
wn we get too n‘lu;;nnntﬂ el
\ tak art of it 9 3
. :"ewg know about it .~

Th
It 1s not for sale.




