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WO WAYS
.OF TEACHING?
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“gusie,” sald George, “1 found that
eat curled up in the bathtub again, and
I won't stand it. I hate cats.”

“Well, what are you going to do
about it?’ asked his sister. “If you
and the servants would oniy remember
to shut the door when you come out of
the bathroom, Malta would soon get
out of the habit of sleeping in the tub.”

*I'll fix her,” said George. “I'U teach
her a lesson. See if I don't.”

“You must not do anything to hurt
her. Remember that all the rest of
us are fond of Malta. Mother would
not forgive you if you harmed her pet.
Don't forget, George, that you and [
are in charge of her as well a8 of the
rest of the household while mother and
father are away.”

1t was rather an odd fancy that Mal-
ta had taken to spend her leisure hours
fn the bathtub.

When she was ready to take her ease
in the tub, she did not linger by the
way, but made a leap to its edge and,
without a pause, another down into the
tub. She was not one of the cautious
ones that look before they leap, sund
George set his trap assured that Malta
would certainly fall into it.

He turned the water on until the bot-
tom of the tub was cevered to a depth
of four or five inches. Them he sat
down in the bathroom and waited till
Multa came along to take her usual
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“THEY WENT 'rr:‘unnmo DOWN THE STAIRS
TOGETHER.
nap. She came, made her usual leap
into the tub and in a second was scram-
bling out again, squalling, dripping,
terrifiled. Nor was her terror lessened
by the dreadful caterwauling and scat-

ting that George set up behind her.

She went flying through the sewing
room and out through the door at the
head of the front staircase, striking
fu Ler wild leaps a stand whereon sat
a dignifled parrot. A screaming Polly
and a1 clattering stand went thumping
down the stairs together. By the time
they reached the Lottom they were ae.
companied by the fragments of a hand-
some bracket and bust that ornament
ed tbe landing.

Meanwhile Malta continued her flight
into her abgent mistress’ bLedroom,
Here she knocked over a small table
with a valuable china vase that stoud
on it, together with other bric-a-brac.
By the time Susie had arrived to pick
up the pleces Malta had disappeared.
An hour or two later she was found
curled up inside her mistress’ best win-
ter bonnet in the depths of the closet.
What the velvet and feathers looked
like after thelr wet crushing may be
imagined.

“‘Never mind,” said George, gazing
ruefully at the destruction, “Malta has
been taught a lesson anyhow. I'll bet
she will never trouble that tub again.”

*“It was rather a costly lesson,
though.,” sald Susie demurely, “We
can hardly afford &350 a lesson for
cats.”

Rather costly and rather fleeting as
well. For a few days Malta did not
Renture near the tub, but the memory
of her tribulations soon faded, and she
took nossession of it again.

*It is my turn now to teach Malta a
lessnn,” said Susie as George stormed
and threatened. *I will try ny way,
and we shall see which is better.”

She began by trying to keep the
bathroom door shut. That was the sim-
plest solution of the trouble, but with
a careless boy and several servants go-
ing in and out for water this could not
be done. Malta was on the watch, and
the moment the door was left open she
leaped to her favorite place.

Then Susfe, who 'was also watching,
at once lifted her out and set her down
in the entry, shutting the bathroom
door.

“Naughty Malta!” she cried. Then
she picked her up again and. carried
her into the sewing room, where, gently
stroking her, she read a serious lecture
on the naughtiness of her bathtub
ways. Malta's gentle eyes were fixed
mournfully on her young mistress’
face. She knew she was being scolded,
but she did not know for what.

But after a few days of similar treat-
ment Malta began to connect the scold-
ing and the bathtub. She loved Susle
and did not want to displease her. So
from the moment that this idea that
the tub and the scolding went together
found place in her little brain Malta
deserted her favorite haunt. She could
not even be coaxed to enter the bath-
reom,

Which way of teaching a lesson do

Yyou think was the hetter?—Helen Ha
court in Philadel Times.
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When Amy was,a little girl, ever g0
much smxaller than she is now, she had
the very bad habit of running away
from home.

Of course this put mamma to a great
deal of worry and trouble. As goon as
she missed the child she would iy from
roows to room, out to the stable and up
and down the street, calling loudly,
“Amy, Amy, Amy Brooks!”

Then Bobby Shafto, the parrot, all
green and gold and red and blue, rock-
ing ou his perch in the nursery corner,
would take up the call—"Amy, Awmy,
Amy Bruoks!"—till between Bobby's
clatter and her own distress mamima
wus almost distracted,

But when Amy was at last found
mamma would lead her quietly to the
pursery, a wuy frow the beautiful grass
and birds and sunshipe, take off her
spretty clothes, wash the soiled hands
and face, put oun the white rutied
nightie and lay her in the little bed.
SKhe never scolded Amy, not & word,
but just left her alone to think over
her naughtiness all by herself.

But Bobby Shafto didn't approve of
these mild measures, He thought Amy
needed a good hard scolding, so he
maude up his wind to give it 1o her,

“Amy. Amy, Amy Brooks! he would
cry. He peered all about the room,
making believe be didn't see the girile
in the crib.

Suddenly he would fix his eyes upon
her and scream out loud and shrill:
*“0Oh, here she is! Here she 18!" After
that he would stand solemnly blinking
at her till Amy grew very tired of his
big bright eyes.

Then all at once he would burst into
the very worst scoldl’\lg he knew any-
thing about, speaking every word with
a slow, dtstinct jerk.

“I)o —- you see - this—whip? Now—
will- you-be-a -good--boy?’ he sald.

Whether {t was due to Bobby Shaf-
to’s scolding 1 cannot say, but prétty
soon Amy would begin to be a little
bit sorry, and then she would grow a
little more sorry and then more sorry
still, till at last she would sit up in bed
and call mamma in & very choky volce.

How glad mamma always was to go
to her little girl, cuddle her close and
listen to the whispered words:

“I'm sorry, mamma, and [ won't run
away agaln, never, never, never!”

At last she gresv old and wise enough
to keep the promise, and Bobby Shafto
forgot his little speech, because he had
no wmore reason for scolding Amy.

And Papa Brooks woke up to the fact
that Amy had grown to be not only a
big but a very good girl, and then he
bought her a bicycle.

It did not take the active child long
to learn to ride it. Soon she was fiying
over the smooth roads as lightly as a
bird skims through the alir.

And then -and then all at once Amy
ran away with her wheel, or perhaps
it would be better to say that the
wheel ran away with Amy. Down
Walnut hill it took her, faster and
faster, till where the road turns at the
bottom of the hill over went she and
the wheel together, striking on the
sharp stones,

By the greatest good chance papa
was passing with a pony ecart, He
plcked her up in his strong arms, car-
ried her howe, lald her on the nursery
bed and sent for Dr. Roberts.

The good doctor examined her very
gently and found that two bones in her
leg were broken just above the ankle.

Amy was a very brave child, but she
had to ery and cry bhard while he set
the broken hones back into place and
adjusted the awkward splint.

No one thought of Bobby Shafto,
green and gold and red and blue, sit-
ting on his perch in the corner, watch-
ingz them with eyes 80 curious he al-
most stared them out of his head. He
was quiet because he was so busy
thinking.

“What does all this mean?’ said Bob-
by Shafto to himself. *“Here's Amy
crying with might and main. Here's
Amy undressed and put to bed in the
middle of the day. What does it all
‘mean? Ia, ba! I know! Bobby Shafto
kuows! They can't fool Bobby Shafto!
Amy's been running away again!
That’'s what's the matter! Amy's been
running away again! Ha, ha, ha!”

Then he rufled up his featlers and
went on thinking. And, ob, how angry
he grew!

“And here'’s Mamma Brooks kissing
and petting the bad, bad child instead
of giving her the scolding she de-
gerves.”

All this thought Bobby S8hafto tiil he
couldn’'t stand it one mipute longer.
He gave two or three shrill cries to at-
‘tract attention, and then, loud and
clear, began the old scolding:

“Amy, Amy, Amy Brooks! Oh, here
you are! Do—you—see—this—whip?
Now—will—you—be—a—good—boy ?”’

Amy stopped crying and began to
Iaugh.

“Ch, papa, Bobby Shafto thinks I've
been running away!” she said.

“Well, haven’t*you?” answered papa,
laughing too.

And then they ail laughed together,
Amy and papa and doctor and mamma.

And with that the bones began to
mend, and they mended and mended,
t#l at last they were as good as new.—
Emily J. Langley in Youth's Compan-
fon.

Keeps His Promises.

A quaint story is told of little Prince
Eddie of Wales. A lady who was sit-
ting in the room with him referred to
him as “a very prom boy."” Prince
Bddie, who did not undérstand the ex-
presilon and what it medat, looked up
from his play and exclalimed, “But:I
gever midke o prowitsé unless I uin sure
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HOW AH GRIM MADE

ose A TWO BAGGER|
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When Ah Grim, the baby glant, burnt lis hand, he coried so hard
That his tears produced a river that ran through a neighbor's
And to save the nearby houses “Papa” Jack made haste to cal
“Cry no more, my tootsle wootsie; you shall have a bat and ball.”

When the ball at last was ready to be batted, bounced and thrown,
It was larger than a pumpkin and as hard as any stone.
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York, Pa., is thoe proud owner of @

and take "er on shopplug toufs,
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fleet footed greyhounds that were broken to harness
pace or trot st the will of tha little driver, convey har
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THE “SNUGGLETY BUG.”

No doubt you have heard of & place that)
is *snug.‘* .
And perhaps you've been told of the “bug
in the rug,"
And if that {a 80
You'll ail itke to know
That this tale s about ths warm “anugs
glety bug.” K

The “snugglety bug’ {s a osxy old soul,
But hehh&l.el htmsel? oftan down deep W
& ha
Where he's doybtisss a.-snooxa
In @ palr of old shoes,
For it must b confesped that his habity
are aroll, - : R 1

The “snugglety bug” likey the warnth o
& sun h
or u:’o firelight cheerfu}l when daylight h
onhe.
He dislikes bare walls,
And he finds splendor paliz
On hk‘; :ﬁﬁi woase of comfort and notlow|
of tun. -

There's a name that this funny bug goea
by, my dear,
And he lives in all homes where there's
comfort and cheer,
1t he lives, dear, with you,
You can prove my wirds true,
For his nickname's “Contont,! He'a &
gucst without peer,

Stuart Robsom A & ‘llar.%'
Stuart Robson, the actor, was a page
in the United States house of repreé-

sentatives when a boy. At that time

| houn were in the honse, and United

Stephen A, Douglas and Jobn €. Chl:

States Benator Gorman of Maryland

The little fellow eame
for Gh% of ik gutid and
down unde the merch
fore he could- get his beng
other Iarge boy ran up
pushing the Htté one aaddi a
- $flere, you go sit do 1
Thé mmhtgi at ‘orice bécumy
pant st what be took te:be 2
ontrageons buliying And #a
the pewcomerto-clenr dut. -y
“Oh, dat's all right; bows" . wia
reply. “T'm-only-golng to-
hitn,” You wee, "he's DLeen
hospltal Lor more than:
can’t do ek workeyet,.
turn in and give him
m» - ’ .

was then a page In the senate, Rolwon] °
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It was made of solid rubber, wound with miles of worsted yarn,
And the bat was quite a wonder; It was taller than the barn.
When Ah Grim, the baby giant, gave the ball a playful knock,

Bang! it went against two houses
And the houses fell to pieces, folks
And without a b_ite of supper poor Ah Grim was sent to bed.

\gith an awful, awfu! shock,
around in terror fled,

Cigarettes mand Learming.
Principal H. F. Fiske of the North-
western academy at Evanston, [lL., says
that recent competitive examinations
in bis school have shown that only 2
per cent of the cigarette users in the
school have been able to reach the first
grade, whereas in the fourth or lowest
grade the percentage of such smokers
is 57. In an addresas to his students he
advised all who have the cigarette hab-
it either to quit it or quit the academy,
agreeing to refund tuition fees to those
who chose the cigarette in place of the
gcademy.

It has been stated that in the Koko-
mo (Ind.) schools 400 pupfls out 1,800
were two years behind in their studies
45 the resuit of smoking cigareites.

About Onts,

Cata make the most careful toflet of
any animals, excepting some of the
opossums. Ldons and tigers wash
themselves like the cat, weiting the
dark, indis rubberlike ball of the fore
foot and the inner-toe and paming to

the face and behiid' the ears, and
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Fined For Bad Grammar,

A Newv Orleans school has adopted o
vety unique way of correcting the bad
Engzlish used in the schools. There is
plnced in the center of the schoolroom
a little iron bank. For every three er-
rors in speech the one guilty of them
must pat o cent in the bank. A large
record book I8 kept on the desk near
the bank, and every time a mistake is
made the exact phrase used, the time
of the mnishap and éhe name of the of-
fender are piuced on a line in the book,
something Hke the following:

I seer him. Julia ——, 10:283 2. m,,
Jan. 17. .

She done it. Hazel —, 1:34 p. m.,
t Q& 203 * '

I, haven't saw her. Mabel —, 8:40
s m, Peb, 2. i

Tiis puts the pupils on record and
hig proved to be a very effective plin.
Sonze of the puplls put in a nickel #t a
time so that they will have fifteen er-}
rors to their credif. 'They féet smfer
it they wre on the-good side

! words with him and afterward licked
bhim well. Twenty years thereafter 1]

tells a astory about Mr. Gorman aa fol.
lows: )
“Mr. Gorman was &’ nplaymate of;

mine in Baitimore, I remember him}-
as a quiet, reserved sort of chap, L re. A
! member, too, he tosk up a i

ollection
among the Loys for an old #pplé
woman who had a stand in the lower
rotunda of the capitol, Some accident
bhad befallen bher,
wouldn't give anything. Gorman had|

visited the Maryland penitentiary, and
there I saw the Loy who had got the
drubbing serving out a life sentence
for murder, and (Gorman was thon &}

Robert Toombs of Georgia gat Rob-
son his pageship, though Henry Clay
and Jefferson helped him not & little,
He preserves a letter written him by
Jefferson Davis in answer to one that
he wrote Davis thanking him for his
efforts. It reads:

My Dear Boy—Toombs did it, but £ am] i
€1ad you uppreciate a supposed tivor, Ins{ 4%

gratitude 1s & vice which the vilest {i"in
capabls of attributing to himsslf, . -
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Filling & Cloved Glunk. ~ . "~
We have two plain glassey of “éven

size. Their rims, If put on top of ‘one| v <\
another, apparently close hermeticaily,| -
When we pour any fluid, preferably]

water, slowly over the top of the. fw:.
glasses (as shown in figure). we £xpéct

s - F ]

THE WAY IT 18 DONE. o
to see the water run ovwr tie sides of
both glasses to the table, Howgver, thii
will not be the case. The watér exs

vy

inside of the Imw glans, m ’uv e
must be rubbed dry ‘before He el

formaince, ]
A Chmrsali TH IR
* Dains ‘Naﬂ’ifié‘i‘ﬁfgﬁn‘é s hOATOM
Her board {s spread with th
And hone she senils. Ry v

‘Who is even one

3

day he

A tpllow pagel i

United States senator.” .

pands on the top of the upper. gland, I 24T he
drips down its sides and-collecta It thie]: ¢F e

“You gt
: f“yekg‘ 13¢ 4
what they get 0 i,
-eAteh any felier fneaking: i
Boyl v SR

! The shlhe belig ¢ow

o
; Sowpieted, |
chant handed the urchin

e, and i
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bank. Strange tosay, nobody co
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