expression “knee-high to a grass-

hopper,” as applied to the diminu-
tive size of a boy In his very young days,
but ean you conceive of a village with
real churches, houses, rallway stations,
factories and all “knee-high* to a boy?

There ls just such a Lillputian com-
munity, and It jan't In falryland either.
It Is the handiwork of some boys living
in Burrey, England—bright, clever little
fellows, who have taken the very ma-
terials taat big cities are made of—asolld
stons, cement, brick and iron—and con-
structed a miniature town that would
look smafl even to Tom Thumb.

The work has been part of a tralning
achool eampalgn on nevel lines. The
boys attend the Philanthrople Soclety's
farm school at Redhill, Surrey. and this
work., whila a pastime In a wrense, Is
fundamentally a course of inst. wetion In
the different mechanical and constructive
traden. 1In addition to verbal instruction
In these arts it was desired that the boys
should have practical experience In the
execution of them. The common idea of
using models In the classroom was lald
asida and In ita place was substituted the
mora extensive plan of setting apart a
large expanse of the school's land on
which the boys could actually construct
sireets, bulldings, bridges and all alse
which now makes a part of the wonder-
ful village which has sprung up under
thelr clever touch.

It I8 the orly enterprise of its kind in
the world, but ls such & success -hat It
no doubt will be widely copled.

The highest edifice in this novel town
i@ the church, and Its beautiful little
steeple, towering high above the nelgh-
boring bulldings, reaches just to the boys'
knees. Bo you can get some idea of what
diminutive structures this doll-like village
la composed.

An we, who have not the privilege of
visiting this remarkabla town, look at it
through out mind's eye and the accom-
panying Ulustrations, we find oursslves
nuch In the position and with the perspec-
tive of & man who has eaten some of
H. G. Walls's "Food of the Gods,” which
food, as the story goes, increased one's
stature five times or more.

A man who Indulged in this diet soon
found himself so out of perspective to
his surroundings that he had to be care-
ful not to kick houses over, or trample
ordinary people under his feet. If he
wasn't cautious he'd *bark™ his shin
against a church spire or stub his toe
against a high office bullding,

How we would have to exert the same
Segres of care If we visited this little
village in England, and, by reason of the
scouracy of éach detall in

able

mal-sised city would
Our arrival st its portals would sudden-
ly transform us into grest beings and
from our lofty slevation we could look
Sown, with the curlosity of a glant, upon
the structures hardly large enough for
ua to a foot Inslde.

mﬁw thing missing. from & glant's
point of view, would be the people that
ived In thia wonderful community.
Everything else Is there—church, dwell-
ings, barns, bridges, railroad slations,
raliroad lines, farms, and, what adds

. gveatly to the realism of it all, the ruins

of an old abbey, vine-covered and in the
iast stages of decay.'

coming to human habitations, we would
say that the first thing that would at-
tract his attention and arouse his cu-
riosity, after the people themselvea, would
be a long. narrow object moving fast
over the ground, with amoke and steam
co™ing from the front end.

This, doubtless, would be the glant's
erude comprehensian of a steam train.

And just such a relatively small

ateam traln would we bee if we went
to Surrey.

Minlature locomotives of very latest

You doubtless have often heard the Ing the state of a glant’'s mind upon

pattern and furnished with all the In-
tricate machlnery of engines of the
“Mogul” type drawn tralns made up
of Pullmans, regular coaches, bag-
sage, mail and freight cars, And, mind
you, the interior of these cars conforms
exactly with that of the large ones In

Crossing the “Practical Bridge” of the Farm School
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which we ride. Then there are other
appurtenances to transportation, such
as well equipped stations, sidings and
safety block signals.

As the giant's eye roved over one
of our towns, his attention would
naturally be drawn next by the high-

{{iere Ivory Is ffined LiKe Coal

SLANDS of ivery hldden among the
Arctie fce lying north of Siberia
are described in an Iinteresting

paper by the Rev. P. D. Cllt? Whitley,
of London.

These islands were discovered bY
Russian explorers at the end of the
eighteenth century, and have been ex-
ploited by traders in fossil ivory ever
since. As recently as 1808 some 80,000
pounds of fossll ivory were offered for
sale at the falr of Yakutsk. To tha
earller explorers it seemed that one
islet, known as Liakoff's Island. was
“sctually composed of the bones and
tusks of elephants, cameonted together
by fey sand. The horns of buffaloes
(o: rather of musk oxen) and rhino-
coroses were also wonderfully abun-
dant. The sandy shores and slopes
were full of mammoths' tusks.”

In 1888 & German, Dr. Bunge, visited
Liakoft's Island. “The sand and gravel
was found to rest in blocks of ioe

and the alluvial beds were full of the
bones of mammoths, rhinoceros and
musk oxen"—this after & hundred
year: of visits from j{vory hunteras
Trawling Showed that the bottom of
the sea near the islands was strewn
with tusks and bones.

The extraordinary discoveries are ex-
plained by the following theory:

In prehistoric times, as is shown by ths
remains of fossil forest and vegstation,
Siberia enjoyed a comparatively mild oli-
mate, and a great tract of country, now
under ice, stood at a considerable level
above the sea. Vast herds of mammoths,
rhinoceruvses and bufialoes roamed over
these plains. A great catastrophs at last
overtook them. The land subsided, the
sea rose, and the animals congregated In
enornious numbers on the mountain toups.
Evon those were at last submerged, and
the destruction was complete. After a
time the waters subsided slowly and the
islands, which had formed mountains In
the land, rose above the sea. Why the
climale changed after these upheavals is
still & problem to be solved.

if we may take the liberty of assum-

An Unique House Cleaning
Method.

est or most prominent structure In
view, and in the community of which

We are telllng this would be the
church—an architectural, mechanical
and artistic wonder. The Pyramids,
Sphinx, Eiffel Tower and Colossus at
Rhodes are called “wonders” because
they are so large—and for no other
reason. This tiny church Iz entitled
to a degree of the same consideration
because it Is g0 small. The accompany-
ing [llustration gives an idea of Its exte-
rior, but, as In the case of the steam
cars, mentioned above, the Inside of
this minlature house of worshlp s
finished and furnished just as the one
which we (or we do not) attend.

As the glant's eye contlnued to roam
he would note a large num er of little
places simllar in character and design,
known to us as houses, and as there

¥

might be nothing dlstinctive about any of
them he might take off a roof or two and
explore within. If we unroofed some of
the tiny dwellings In the plgmy village at
Surrey we would find quits as much to
explore. Everything is In order.

The Squire's mansion even has a fine
billiard room, with a proper slate-bedded
table, and in the houses of ths elite are
drawing rooms, banquet halls, dancing
halls and bowling alleys. In the barns
we find the implements of the farmer,
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The Surrey
Farm School
Village and
Some of Its
Makers at
Work,
—And Below—

One of the Vil.
lage Streets,

Everything
Made to Scale.

-

&Y Not Giants Robbing a Church,

but Boys Finishing One.

with accommodations for the llve stock.

Carrying out our {llusion of the giant,
we would be impressed with the tin¥

beds, chalrs, tables, ranges, ete., with
which all these dwellings are furnished.
Everything is in proportion, but shrunk
to minutest slze possible of constructlion.

And outside, oug sight would be re-
galed with stretches of ° fine farm
land, verdant fields and gardens.
Through the centre of this tiny town
flows a river, which is called Fountanis,

4 hen wur Cities \Jould
Look Like This Odd
Toy Village Built By

Boys for an
English
Farm School’s
Work.

and which |s spanned by an iron-girderesd
bridge capable of bearing the welght ot
our glant forms. On the upper reaches
of this river are real working locks that
control the flow of the water, and along
the banks are typlcal river bungalows
Nothing is lacking, even 1o walls and
fences, to keep out imaginary marauders.

Through the town the boys pass each
day. keeping the roads in order and
attending to the necessary cleaning and
repalring of estates.

It Is truly & world In miniature and
makes us, as wea look, feel like great,
cumbersoms gilants of old.

} To an Old Sweetheart §

By JOHN A. MOROSO.

HI:R. name? I have forgottea IL
Her eyes were gray, her halr
was brown;
We met when we were children,
And the sun was golng down,

We saw no shados In the path;
We met and kissed; she coried.

A lovellneas this woman hath
And wondrous grace besidel

And if in grown-up days there came
A lover for this maid,

And children God entrusted them
sAnd at her feet they played,

How sweet the little ones must bel
How fair these gentle flowers!
How blessed iz my old sweothears

In such enchanting hours!

And yet God's’sweet beneficence
Hath, even. spread to me;

The first dear kiss is mine for aye
In sacred memory.

SHE . TOLD HIM,

Browning—I hear you are enpoges
to that young widow who {a visiting
relatives here. ls it truer

Greening—Yes,

Browning—low did yow discover
that she was the one woman in the
world for am old bachelor like youf

Greening— WAy, sho—er—iold me
20, i

WORDS, NOT DEEDS.
“You look sweet enough 1o kiss™
says the impressed man.

“So many gentlomen tall meo (het,”® -

coyly answers the fair girl

“AM! That shouid make you Rappy.”

“But they merely scy that,” she re
pines. “Thep merely tell me the facts
in the case, and never prove their
statements.”

THE WAY HE JUDGED.

The Thomas Oat (surveying his ro-
Jlection in the family water buckei)—
One ear gone, one eye closed, thirteen
gashes, part of the lower jow missing,
and nothing left of the whiskers but
stumps. What a glorious time 1 must
have had last night!

A Poem in Prose by the Famous Author
of *“‘Quo Vadis.”

T was a night of Spring, calm, silvery,
and fragrant with dewy jasmine. The
full moon was salling above Olympus,

and on the glittering, snowy summit of the
mountain 1t shone with a clear, penaive,
greenish light, Farther down in the Vale
of Tempe was a dark thicket of thorn-
bushes, shaken by the songs of nightingales
—by entreaties, by complaints, by calls, by
allurements, by languor, by sighs. These
sounds flowed like the music of flutes, fill-
ing the night; they fell like & pouring rain,
and rushed on like rivers. At moments they
ceased; then such silence followed that one
might almost hear the snow thawing on the
heights under the warm breath of May. It
was an ambroslal night.

On that night came Peter and Paul, and
sat on the higheat grass-mound of the slope
to pass judgment on the gods of antiquity.
The heads of the Apostles were encircled
by halos, which llluminated thelr gray hair,
stern brows, and severe eyes. Below, In the
deep shade of beeches, stood the assembly
of gods, abandoned and Iin dread, awalting
thelr sentence.

Peter motioned with his hand, and at the
pign Zeus stepped forth first from the as-
sembly and approached the Aposties. The
Cloud-Compeller was still mighty, and as
buge as If cut out of marble by Phidias,
but weakened and gloomy. His old eagle
dragged at his feer with broken wing
and the Blus thunderbdolt, grown reddish In
froms rust, and partly quenched,
o e slipping from the stiffening
hand of the former father of gods and
But when he stood before the Apostles
tesling of anclent supremacy filled his
broad brenbt. He ralsed his head haughtily,
and ixed on the face of the aged fisherman
of Galilee his proud and glittering eyes,
which were as angry and as terrible as
lightnings

Olympus, accustomed to tremble defore ity
ruler, shook to Its foundations The
beeches quivered with fear, the song of the
nightingales ceased, and the meon salling
above the snows grew as white as the linen
web of Arachne, The eagle screamed
through his crooked beak for the last time,
and the lghtuing, as I animetad LYy its

i

all

anclient force, flashed and began 1o TOAT
terribly at the feet of its master; it reared,
hissed, snapped, and ralsed its three-cor-

. nered, flaming forehead, like & serpant ready

to stab with polsonous fang. But Peter
pressed the flary bolts with his foot and
crushed them to the earth. Turning then
to the Cloud-Compeller, he pronounced this
sentence: “Thou art cursed and condemned
through all eternity.” At once Zeus was
extingulshed. Growing pale in the twinkle
of an eye, he whispered, with blackening
lips, “necessity,” and vanished through the
earth.

Poseldon of the dark curls next stood be-
fore the Apostles, with night in his eyes,
and in his hand the blunted trident. To
him then spoke Peter:

“It is not thou who wilt rouses the billows.
It is net thou who wilt lead the storm-
tossed ships to a qulet haven, tut she who
is called the ‘Star of the Sea'"

When Poseidon heard this he screamed,
as If plerced with sudden paln, and turned
into vanishing mist.

Next rose Apolio, the Sliver-bowed, with
& hollow lute in his hand, and walked tow-
ard the holy men. Behind him moved
plowly the nine Muses, looking like nline
white pillars. - Terror-stricken, they stood
before the judgment-seat, as If petrified,
breathless, and without hope; but the radl-
ant Apollo turned to Paul, and, In a voice
which resembled wondrous music, sald:

“Slay me mot! Protect me, lord; for
shouldst thou slay me, thou wouldst have
to restore me to life again. I am the blos-
som of the soul of humanity: I am.its glad-
ness; I am light; I am the yearning for
God. Thou knowest best that the song of
earth will not reach heaven If thou break
itz wings. Hence 1 implore thee, O salnt,
not to smite down Song.”

A moment of silence came. Peter ralsed
his eyes toward the stars. Paul placed his
hands on his sword-hiit, rested hls forehead
on them, and for a time fell into deep
thought At last he rose, made the sign of
tha cross caimly above the radiant head of
the god, and sald:

“Let Song live!™

Apollo sat down with his lu's at the feet
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“Paul, bending toward a cluster of white field lilies,
““Joy, be henceforth like this flower, and live thou for mankind.”’

of the Apostle. The night became clearer,
the jasmine gave out a stronger perfume,
fountains sounded, fRe
like

the

glad

gathe:

wozether

Muses

£ flark of vhite pus till that kour:

swans, and, with v
fear, began to sing in low tones marvellous
words never heard on the helghts of Olym-

olces stil] quivering from
God.

to reject us,

bro off one blossom, touching herwith it, said:

=

To thy protection we fiee, holy Mother of

Wg come with our prayers; deign thou not

adium Want
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But be pleased to preserve us from avery
evil,

O thou, our Lady!

Thus they sang on the heather, ralsing
their eyes llke plous nuns with heads cov«
ered with white. ;

Other gods came mow. Bacchus and his
chorus dashed past, wild, unrestrained,
crowned with Ilvy and grapevine, and bears
ing the cithara and the thyrsus. They
rushed on madly, with shouts eof despalr,
and fell into the bottomleass pit.

Then before the Aposties stood a lofty,
proud, sarcastic divinity, who, without
walling for question or sentence, spoke Arst
On ner lips was a smile of derislon

L am sulias Athene. i do not beg life of
you 1 am an lllusion, nothing more
Odysseus honored and obeyed me only when
he had become senile. Telemachus listened

to me ounly till bair covered his chin. Ye'

cannot take immortality from me, and I de-
clare that I have been a shadow, that I am
a shadow now, and shall remain & shadow
forever.™

At last her turn cime to the most beauti=
ful, the most honored goddess. As she ap-
proached, sweet, marvellous, tearful, the
heart under her snow-white breast beat like’
the neart in a bird, and her lips quivered
like those of a child that fears cruel pum-
{shment. She fell at their feet, and, stretch-
ing forth her divine arms, cried in fear and
humility:

“I am sinful, I deserve blame, but I am
Joy. Have mercy, forgive; 1 am the one
bappiness of mankind.” Then sobbing aand
fear took away her volce.

But Peter looked at the goddess with
compassion, and placed his aged palm om
her golden hair, while Paul, beanding toward
a cluster of white fleld 1llies, broke off one
blossom, and touching her with It, sald;

“Joy, be henceforth llks this flower, and
live thou for mankind™

Then came dawn—the divine dawn thag
looked out from beyond a deprsssiom bee
tween two peaks. The nightingales stopped
singing. and immediately finches, linnets
and wrens began to draw their sleepy little
heads from under their moistened wings,
shaking the dew from thelr feathers, and
repeating in low volces, “Svitl gvitr®
(“Light! light!™).

The earth swoke, smiled, and was de-
lighted, because Song and Joy had not been
taken from It
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