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PUZZLES

MAGIC FOR

TRICKSTERS

Two Stunts to Mystify Your Friends

VIBRATIONS
When I tell you that by “strok-
a lead pencil with another pen-
or stick of wood it will make a

i

—

#

third piece of wood spin around,
't believe me probably.

Wet, Fell
ell, fellows, it can be donel

Simply cut a number of notches
near eraser end of a” pencil
Then get a very thin bit of wood
about three-quarters of an inch to
one inch in length and work a small
hole into it with a pin (hole to be
in center). Next, pin this “propel-
ler” onto the eraser of your pencil
as shown.

Now all that you do is rub those
netches briskly with another pencil
or stick. In a moment or so the
little propeller will commence to
spin merrily around, due to the
vibrations from the pencil to which
it is fastened.

The faster you “stroke” the pen-
cil the faster the propeller will spin.

THE TOOTHPICK STAR

Here's a dandy trick that “takes”
well any place. It'll make you feel

A PAGE FOR

“Not one boy in a million gets to
do what I'm going to do today,”
thought Sandy Hallhday with-a little

|shiver of excitement as he lay in

his tent with the bright rays of the

like a regular magician to work it.
Tell your friends you can make a
star for them out of five toothpicks.
Get a plate and five toothpicks and
a.glass of water.

Now “break” each toothpick in
the middle as shown in the picture,
Notice that they are not broken
clear apart, but that the wood fiber
is merely cracked. Now place your
five bent toothpicks tnp.-l]:tr on the
plate in the shape shown. To com-

the glass of water and place a drop
or two right in the center of the
group of toothpicks. Immediately
the “star” will grow and take shape.
The reason for this is that the
wood fiber absorbs the water,
which causes it to swell,

Sometimes this trick works equal-
ly well with match sticks, if you
can get some that will not break
completely in two.

—TOOTHPICK STAR— |
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HOW TO MAKE YOUR SUMMER HATS _

plete this stunt dip your finger in|

African morning sun streaming into

(his eyes. He had been wakened by
Ithe jungle alarm clock, the chat

\tering of the monkeys in the trees

|;nl:arlza_',f. “Not one of my friends, o

any of their friends ever went or
an elephant hunt” thought he
“Gee! I never heard of anybody be-

\fore who went elephant hunting!”

Just then the cook, a Masai, one
of the savage natives of the vicinity
who had been tlattering tin break-
fast pans outside thrust his head ir
the door as a sign for the boy to get

Sandy tossed off the hea

up.
'brinlﬂ:t with which he had found 1

necessary to cover himself, for even

Mt. Kenia, exactly on the equator
the nights were cold.

Sandy’s father, who was a taxider-
imi:t for one of the great Americar
museums of natural history, had re
cently been sent to British East Af
rica on a hunting trip to obtain
specimens of big game. It was an
honor for Mr. Halliday, proving thai
smaller collecting trips, on which he
ad taken Sandy, to Western Canad;
and once to the East Indies, hac
been satisfactory

When a juurlz'r}r to Africa witl
leopards, tigers, lions, giraffes, rhi
nos, buffalos and several hundrec
other species of animals became
prospect, Sandy's father, who hac
nobody with whom to leave the boy
since the lad had no mother, planned
to send him off to a military school
The scene that Sandy had staged
when he heard that news! He hac
acted quite like a raging, woundec
hon himself. He was angry to think
that his father would want to send
him off to a school to learn to marct
and hold a gun when he could now
tramp thirty miles without being
tired and could shoot every kind o
gun invented with as true marks
manship as his father himself

'rl

FOUR WIRES
ARE USED WO START
THE

"RADIATING WIRES
\ARE CUT 5* LONG

The Lace Hat On a Wire Frame

Making the wire hat frame is not
You will probably need ten yards of hat wire.
bought at any millinery store at the rate of two yards for a nickel.
also a spool of tie wire, which is very tiny binding wire for fasteni
your heavier wires. Use black wires for

for each wire.

together
white for a lighter color.

difficult if you measure carefully

it Bey

ng
a black lace hat and

First cut four wires 1414” long for the crown. Bind them as in

one with a short

crown would fit and cut your wire that size
It will probably measure about 21 inches.
base one in their proper positions and fasten

Cut your outside brim wire 34"
the crown wires 22 or 21 as your
wires 5%,

134" to turn up for the crown

From the edge of thﬂbrim to the crown is

Se.
with tie wire securely. When the frame
wide and finish with a bright

piece of tie wire. Measure your head where

with a short lap over.
YOuUr crown wires over
with tie wire,

long. The middle wire is 31" and
head measures. Cut the radiating
314" which allows
to fasten every single
is done, cover it with
ribbon around the crown.

Remember

face 88
A Tragedy

A.peanut lay on a railroad track,
Its heart was all a-futter:

The 8:15 came thundering past,
Toot! Tootl

Peanut butter|

Fuller: ““You didn’t know who' I
was this morning, did you?"

Fisher: “No, who were you?”

A Popular Breed

Society Dame: “And what kind
of a dog is that, my little man "

Urchin: “Please, ma'am, he's a
cross between a cur and a mongrel.”

Talented

Mike:
sician 7"

Ike: “Is he? Why, at the age of
three he played on the linoleum.”

CUT OUT AND PASTE THIS BIRD TOY |

This bird won't fly and it can't|
sing, but it stands up, which is really |
more than you usually expect of a
paper bird. Of course you have to
mount the bird on lightweight card-
board first, but it is easy to mark
around it for a pattern. Before you
mltmﬂp& 8 be best to color
it. An oriole, and that's what this

bird is, is everywhere that he
isn't ﬁuh A.Itu' you have colored

it carefully, cut on the outline and

paste together. The small picturein
the corner shows you how it should
look. Fold on the dotted lines, and
paste the flaps inside. The feet and
the beak on the side pieces come to-
gether. Fold the standards on the
sides out flat.

These E‘ilf’ colored birds make
pretty party favors. You can trace
other birds from, bird books and
make them stand by following this
pattern.

“Is your brother a mu-]

Sandy had made up his mind that
even if he was only fourteen, he was
Eum: on the African trip! That he

that he was here.

The boy and his father with thre
other members of the museum staf
had taken the long ocean voyage tc
Naples and then transferred to ar
African boat that sailed througt
Suez down over the Red Sea into
the Indian Ocean to Mombasa, capi-
tal of British East Africa. Then
on the Uganda Railroad, the party
of game hunters had gone into the
tropical interior.

In central Africa, the safari, as the
caravan is called, is not drawn by
camels or oxen, as in the northern
and southern parts, biit the carriers
are strong black natives who know

[the forests well and are wise to the

dangers of prowling animals which
surround them on every side. A
small army of porters, tent-boys,
gun-bearers and horse-boys with
oads of provisions, tents and all the
necessary equipment which made up
Halliday's safari, had progressed in
their journey as far as Mt Kenia

When he had finished dressing,
Sandy joined Allan Smith, the
youngest member of the party, a
scientist only two or three years ont
of college, in the mess tent. His
father and Mr. Dale and Sid Carter,
the other men, were cleaning . their
guns outside.

. "Well Sandy,” was Aflan's greet-
ing, “you may have a chance today
at that bull you said you were going

though the party was camping on ;

ad won out was proved by the fatl1

BOYSAxGIRLS

A BOY AND A BIG GAME HUNT IN THE J

to take back to t
Some of the natives report that there
were fresh tracks in the shambas a
few miles over after the rain last
night."

Sandy’s eyes grew big. The sham-
bas, he knew, were the cultivated
fields of the inhabitants of the coun-
try and frequently the 'elephants
made raids on them. Just at that
moment, two runners came panting
into camp uttering words and ges-
tures that Sandy's father interpreted
to mean that elephants had been
spotted in the distance.

Inside three minutes, there was
not a person in camp. All were on
their way to the bamboo forest
along the volcanic crater of Mt
Kenia. The elephants had b!'rnl
seen about three miles away by the
sentries whom Mr. Halliday had
placed at vantage points to watch |
during the night. The party crept
forward in the woods, going slowly
g0 as not to make unnecessary noise,
and in a direction so that the wind

he elephant exhibit.elephants whose hearing and sense of
smrell, unlike their dull eyesight, is
YEery acute.

Any sign of the approach of men
would have caused a stampede
among the elephants, for they are

:‘:lf are capable of reasoning that
their pursuit by hunters means their
extermination. A charging elephant
is the last thing a person chooses to
lencounter in the jungle, for the Af-
\rican elephant, which has never been
tamed, is far more brutal than his
smaller Indian cousins, the kind
seen in circuses. '

At an open place, after almost
three hours of tramping, in dense
matted jungle, the hunters saw

branches torn off the
which indicated that the elephants
had been feeding there during the
night, but had retreated back to the
dense places to stand in herds for the

day.

were likely to find a party of bulls

would not carry their scent to the

EDDIE COLLINS ANSWERS QUESTIONS
BOYS ASK ABOUT PLAYING BASEBALL

Last fall, a committee of base-
critica

the wisest of all wild animals, bar- s}
ing only a few of the highest Ipn,i

JOKES

UNGLES
3

or cows and young elephants resting
under the hot rays of the sun.

Sandy was creeping forward
ﬂuwli: when he heard a strange
rumb ﬁ sound that almost terrified
him. en he realized it must be
e curious noise known to every big
game hunter that comes from the
elephants’ stomachs! In'a moment
he saw the trunk and ear of a big
beast loom up against a tree-top,
cracking off the branches as he
moved forward, and soon the boy
caught sight of the bull's long, heavy
tusks. Sandy knew it was just the
kind of beast his father wanted to
take back and that in a moment he
would shoot. Sandy cocked his
rifle in readiness for the second

some bamboo shoots broken off and pvhich he knew would probably come
sturdier trees, charging after his hunted com-

ince it was almost noon, they |which had

.| girl turned a little pail and then

elephant which he had not seen, but

panion.

At that instant th: explosion of
Mr. Halliday's big gun, as he fired,
almost deafened Sandy. The aim
been directed at the brain

a little above the eye, had missed

==se—— by an inch, and though the fellowy

was stunned and almost fell, he
recovered and came stumbling for-
ward to avenge himself. Mr. Halli-
day fired again, while Sandy, with
Mr. Dale close behind him, leaped
to fire at a second elephant, which,
sure enough, came breaking through
the uhdergru

STORIES
RIDDLES

A LINE-O-LAFS |

“Everybody is crazy about me”
said the keeper as he locked up the
insane asylum for the night

Wonders of Art

First Art Student: *“I painted a
winter sceme so true to nature that
the thermometer in my rcom fell
twenty degrees.”

Second Art Student: “That's
nothing. Yesterday I drew the pic-
ture of a hen so naturally that when
I crumpled it up and threw it into
the waste basket it LAID there.”

No Secret
“A little bird tells me that the
milk is sour.”
“"What kind of a bird?"*
“A swallow,"
Sni Story
Mary: "\H’hﬁrc you mailing all
those empty envelopes:™
Marion: “I am cutting classes ia
a correspondence schecl.”
Misunderstood
Visitor: “Can you tell me if Bill
Jones is up in his room?”
Frosh: “Sorry. There's nobody
in_the top story."”
Visitor: “Oh, excuse me. I ask
some one else.”

Peaceful in Heaven
“Sasy, mamma, was baby sent
down from heaven?”
“Why, yes.”
“Um. They like to have it quiet
up there, don't they?”
Pressing Business
“lI passed Ching Loo's laundry
last night at 3 o'clock.”
“What was he doing up so late?"

"§hins"'

Where He Saved
T-Bone: “I ran all the way down-
town to the fire last night.”
Buzzy: “Did you save
thing :
T-Bone: “Yeh, carfare.”

He Came Out on Top
“Have any of dg-l?ur childhood

hopes been realize
“Yes. When mother used to
comb my hair I wished that [ didn't

have any."”

anye

His Job

Sam: “What am you doin' now??

Bo: “I'se an exporter.”

Sam: “An exporter?”

Bo: "Yep, de Pullman company
fired me."”

A Hard Time

“That fellow gets the cold shoul-
der every time he comes in here.”

“Who's that?"

“The ice man."

Not Particular
MF:D"HQW dukrﬂu I:Iﬂ:i|L our
0 you pick pockets
'/ “No. I take them

J
livin :

Prisoner: “No, sirl
as they come.”

These Radios ;

Bill: “How is your radio working,
John "

John: *“Say, I got Italy so loud
last night that I could pick spaghetti

off the aerial.”

Sandy was aiming again, when a
cry from Allin and the sudden °
sound of innumerable frenzied
beasts charging in a herd from back
in the jungle, cracking down bushes
and trees in their fury, brought to
Sandy's heart a cold, sinking fear.
He perceived that the native hunt-
ers in the background were scram-
bling up into nearby trees with agil-
ity of monkeys. He knew that the
worst thing that could ha was
happening now. A herd of ele-
phants, how many he did not know,
was stampeding, and every man
must fight for his life or be trampled
and maunled to death by these mam-
moth specimens of jungle violence.

(Watch for more of Sandy's ad-

sh. Both shots struck
the giant, but not in vital places,

Miss

hand.
is slowl
“Oh, what a tight s

th:n_ ou reduce me to a flat tire.”

“Now, I'll hang you out to

sl on a telephone directo

:I:Eu hanging on it, and

tune do they r:min:'jou of?"
“Search me,” sai

“*Shirt tales of Hoffman',"”

IN SNOPPYQUOP LAND

ever mind, little one, it hag no doubt hmdﬁned
torted Miss Quop. “You look like a new dog now.’
“Yeh, “‘wring out the old, wring in the new’,”
“who said reducing by rolling wasn't effectivel”
soap bubble off her nose. “The line's busy,” barked
. , and had often been switched.
pping so musically in the breeze?

the laundress.
Fido, at which the poor working
mmm

ventures in the jungle next week).

- WHERE NOTHING
SEEMS QUEER

This washlady is of the old school and still does all her work by
She is a beautiful but dumb belle,

wringing. She has just wrung out her Snoppyp
cilu:tu," yelped Fido. “First you drown mé,

Just now the V

illage Belle
- :

your mind,” re-
whined Bow-wow,
snickered the , 28 she flicked a

“See those
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