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DIY Valentine’s ModPodge

~you will need: cigar box, jar of mod podge and brush

- print, and trim out the book page using scissors or an xacto knife
p O p e r & C Q ke - tear into approx 1-2" pieces

- follow the directions on the jar to decoupage the book pieces to your box
PRINTABLE PARTYWARE - cut out the Valentine Banner graphic and decoupage to box lid

- add glitter or other embellishments
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en they piled on great dead boughs ti a roarin.g
ace, and were gladhearted once more. ey dried their
ham and had a feast, and after that they sat by the

fire and expanded a lorified their midnight adventur
until morning, : not a dry spot to sleep on, any
where around.

As the sun bega teal upon the boys, drowsiness came
over them and they went out on the sandibar and lay down
to sleep. They got scorched out by and rearily set
about getting breakfast. After the meal | sty, and
tiff-jointed, and a little homesick once ‘

saw the sign 1 to cheering up the pirates as

as he could. red nothing for marbles, or
circus, or swimmin ing. He reminded them of the
imposing secret, and rai ay of cheer. While it lasted, he

got them interested in a new device. This was to knock off
being pirates, for a while, and be Indians for a change. They
were attracted by this idea; so it was not long before they
were stripped, and stripe om head to heel with black mud,
li many zebras—all chiefs, of and then
t tearing throug woods to a English
ement.

By and by they separated into three 1bes, and
darted upon each other from ambush with dreadful war

whoops, and killed and scalped each other by thousands. It was
a gory day. Co ently it was an extremely satisfactory one. /

They a n camp toward suppertime, hungry an
happy; bu i : ndians could no
break the bre itali ut first making

eace, and this was a simple impog i hout smoking a
ipe of peace. There was no other process that ever they had
ard of. Two of the savages almost wished they had remained
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TOM SAWYE

“Would you, Tom?” said Aunt face lighting
wistfully. “Say, now, would you, if thought of it?”

“I—well, I don’t know. 'Twould ’a’ spoiled everything.”

“Tom, I hoped you loved me that much,” said Aunt
with a grie at discomforted the boy. “It woul
been someth 'd cared enough to think of it, ev
you didn’t do

“Now, Aun hat ain’t any harn
only Tom’s giddy way—he is alwa,
never thinks of anything.”

“More’s the pity. Sid would hav . And Sid would

have come and dong itsmtoo. Tom, yowll look back some day
when it’s too h you’d cared a little more for me,

” pleaded Mary. “It’s
rush that he

“But I dreamed about you, anyway. That’s something, ain’t

“It ain’t much—a cgt does that much—but it’s better th
othing. What did yv 9

Why, Wednesday I dreamed u was sitting
there by the bed,” and Sid was si e wood-box,
and Mary next to him.”
“Well, so we did. So we always do. glad your dreams
could take even that much trouble about us.”
“And I dreamed that Joe Harper's mother was here.” &
here! Did you dream any more?”
it’s so dim nowi®

the—the—" b
“Try harder, Tom! The wind did blow something. Come!”

“I wish now I’d thought,” said Tom, with a repentant t’
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