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cried wit love and almiration:

“eth, Tenrod!"

He noglig v kicked a globe from the high
chandeiier and, smiling coldly, floated out through
ihe hail to the front steps of the schon!, while
siarjorie followed, imploring him to grant her one
kind look.

In the street an enormous crowd had gathered,
| by Miss Spence and a brass band, and a
cheor from a hundred thousand throats shook the
viry grovnd as Penrod swam overhead. Marjorie
gpon the steps and watched ndoringly while

heade:

knelt
Penrod took the drum-major's baton and, per-

{orming sinuous evolutions above the crowd, led
the baad. Then he threw the baton so high that
+ disanpenred from sights but he went swiftly
fier it, a double delight, for he had not only the
delicions sensation of rocketing safely up and up
blue sky. but also that of standing in the
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of dividing

rhle to
modintely came t

Miss Spenee—in the flesh
the physical body of the absent P
as to the fractional .consequences
seventeen apples, fairly, among the buys, and she

A to the best of her knowladge and belief
i 1 wking fixedly at her Yhe repeated her
quest i erianly. without ble effoct: then sum
moned B by name with increasing Asperit)
Twiee ¢ called him, while sl his fellow pupils
turned to stare at the gnzing boy. She advanced

s 1 " he shouted, suddenly
“Can't yvou keep still a minute ™

Mits Spenees gasped Sa did the pupils, The
whaole v filledd with n =w ng, eonglomerats

the walla resled with

n maouth open, A mere

p of stupefaction For the appalling wordn
that hes had hurled at the teacher were as inex
plient m ax Lo any other who heard them

Notl ¢ is mors treacherops than the human
mir xo loves to play the Iscariot
Ever pat bullied into a semblanes of
wrde and training may prove hut a hase and

hifty servant And Penrod's mind was not his
rva ¢ owas N mast vith the April wind's

r i had t played him a diabol

i The very jol which he came back 10
the selir oom in the of | fancied flight
wrred | day-droam utterly out of him; and he
at, open-mouthed in horror at what he had snid

The unanimous gasp of awe wan protracted

Miss Spence, however Bnally reeovered her

breath, snd, returning deliberately to the plat
form, faced the schoo “And then, for & little
while.” mathetie nriet wometimes pecount,

“Penrod,” she said gravely, "what eacuse have
you to offer before | report your case to the prin-
cipal T

The word “principal” struck him to the vitals,
Grand Inquisitor, Grand Kahn, Sultan, Emperor,
Crar, Casar Augustus— thess are comparable. He
stopped squirming inatantly, and sat rigid.

“I want an answer. Why did you shout those
words at me?”

“Well,” he murmured, “1 was just

“Thinking what " she nsked sharply

“T don't know.”

“*That won't do."

He took his left
regnrded it helplessly

“That won't do, Penrod Schofield,” she repeat
ed, severely. “If that ia all the excuse you have
to offer | shall report your case this instant.™

And she rose with fatal intent,

But Penrod was one of those whom the pree!
“Well, | have got an excuse.”
“what s it™

thinking*

ankle in hin right hand and

pice inspires
“Well" —she paused impatiently
He had not an idea, but he felt one coming, and
roplied automatically, in & plaintive tones
“l guess nnybody that had been through what |
had Lo go through would think they
had an excuse.”
Mize Spence resumed her seat, though with the

last night
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T

CULASSES CAME  AND CLASSES WENT, GRILLING HIM '\&'ITR EYES."

‘evervthing was vers still.” It was =o still,

fact, that Penrod’s newborn notoriety eould al
oit be heard growing Thia grisly silenee was
it last broken by the teacher

“"Penrod Schotield, stand up!

the miser « ehild obeyved

“What did you mean by speaking to me in thal
way

He hung | head, raked the Moor with the

le of } hoe, swaved, swallowed, lonked sud
denly at h hands with the air of never having
son them hefore, then eluspod them behind him

orror, every fas

e wchoal shivered in

n. » was not a moul

cinnted eye upon h

room but was profoundly grateful to him

ineluding the offended teacher

n the
for the sensation
Unhappily, all this gratitude was uncon
scious and the kind

which results in testimonials and loving eups. Un

herself.
altogether different from
the contrary!

“Panrod Schofield!™

He gulped

“Answer me nt once! Why did you speak to
me like that?

I was" He choked, unable to continue.
“Speak out!”
“I was just —thinking,” he managed to stam-
mer

“That will not do,” she returned sharply. “I
wish to know immediately why you spoke as you
did."

The stricken Penrod answered helplessly:

“Hecause | was Just thinking."”
vuck he could have offered no

Upon the very
It was all he knew

ampler truthful explanation
ehout 1t

“Thinking what "

“Just thinking."

Miss Spence’s expression gave evidence that her
power of self-restraint was undergoing n remars-
able test. However, after taking counse] with
hersell, she commanded:

“Corme here!™

He shufled forward and she
upan the platform near her own

“Sit there!™

Classes came and claszes went, grilling him
with eyes. Newcomers received the story of the
crime in darkling whispers; and the outcast sat
4 sat, and squirmed and squirmed and
i Fie ‘did one or two things with his

placed a chair

nnd apt

squirmed
spine whick a professionnl contortionist would
have observed with real interest.) And all this
while of freezing suspense was but the criminal's
detention awaiting trial. A known punishment may
be anticipuated with some pleasure of equanimity;
the prisoner may prepare himself to
it: but the unkrown looms more mon-
strous for every sttempt to guess it Penrod’s
crime was unique: there were no rules to aid
him in estimating the vengeance to fall upon him
for it. What seemed most probable was that he
would be expelled from the schools in the pres-
ence of his family, the May and council and
ufterward whipped by his father upon the State
House stops, with the entire city as audience by

invitation of the suthorities

Noon came. The rows of children filed out,
every head turning for a last unpleasingly spec-
ulative look st the outlaw Then Misa Spence
closed the door into the cloakroom and that inte
the big hall, and came and sat her desk near
Pearod. The tramping of feet outside, the shrill
calls and shouting and the changing volces of the
older boya censed to be heard —and there was
Penrod, still affecting to be occupied
that Mizs Spence

silence
with Lowell, was
1ooked at him intently.

canicious

air of being ready to leap from it instantly
“What has last night to do with your insolence

morning*"

“Well, 1 guess you'd see,” he returned, emphs

ring the plaintive note, “if you knew what |

y me thi

Wnow,”

“Now, Penrod,” she said, in » kinder voice, "1

ve a high regard for your mother and father,
nd it would hurt me to distress them, but you
must either tell me what was the matter with you
or '] huve to take you to Mrs. Houston,

sWell, ain't 1 going to? he eried, spurred by
the dread name. “It's becavse I didn't sleep lnst
night.”

“Were you il1?" The question was put with
some dryness.

“It wasn't illness,” ha returnad, shaking his
head mournfully. “It was lots worse'n anybody
being sick. It was—it was—well, it was jost
awful.”

“What was?” He marked with anxiety the in-
eredulity in her tone.

“It was about Aunt Clara,” he said.

“Your Aunt Clara?” she repeated. “Do ¥ou
mean your mother's sister, who married Mr. Farry
of Dayton, Illinois "

“Yes— Uncle John,"” returned Penrod, sorrow-
fully. “The trouble was about him."

Miss Spence frowned a frown which he rightly
interpreted as one of continued suspicion. “She
and [ were in school together,” she said. “I used
10 know her very well, snd I've always heard her
married life was entirely happy. 1 don't”

“Yes, it was,” he interrupted, “until last year
when Unele John took to running with travelling
men"”

“What 2"

“Yes'm.,” He nodded solemnly. “That was what
started it. At first he was a good, kind husband,
but these travelling men would cosx him into a
saloon on his way from work, and they got him
to drinking beer and then ales, wines, liquors
and cigars"—

“Penrod!"

“Ma'am "

“I'm not inquiring into your Aunt Clara's pri-
vate affairs; I'm asking you if you have anything
to say which would palliate™

“That's what I'm tryin® to tell you about, Miss
Spence,” he pleaded—"if you'd jest only let me.
When Aunt Clars and her little baby daughter
got to our house last night"™

“You say Mrs. Farry is visiting your mother "

“Yes'm—not just visiting—you see, she had to
eome. Waell, of course, little baby Clara, she was
#0 bruised up and mauled, where he'd been hittin’
her with his cane™ - —

“You mesn that your uncle had done such a

thing as that!" exclaimed Miss Spence, suddenly
disarmed by this scandal.
“Yes'm, nnd mamms and Margaret had to sit
up all night nursin’ little Clara—and Aunt Clara
was in such n state somebody had to keep talkin®
to her. and there was«n't anybody but me to do
it, so I™

“But where wax your father®” she cried.

“Ma'am?’

“Where was your father while”

“Oh—papa?” Penrod paused, reflected; then
brightened. “Why, he was down at the train,
waitin' to see if Unele John would try to follow
‘em and make 'em come home so's he could per-
secute "em some more. | wanted to do that, but
they said if he did come I mightn't be strong
enough to hald him, and”— The brave lad
paused again, modestly. Miss Spence's expression
was encouraging. Her eyes were wide with as.
tonishment. and there may have been in them,
also, the mi.gied beginnings « admiration and

self-reproach, Penrod, warming to his work, feit
safer every moment

“And 80" he continued, *1 had to =it up with
Aunt Clarn. She had some pretty big bruises,
too, and | had to™

“But why didn't they send for a doctor?™ How-
ever, thin question was only a flicker of dying
ineredulity

“Oh, they didn't want any doctor,” exclaimed
the inspired realist promptly. “They don't want
anybody to hear about it, because Unecle John
might reform and then where'd he be if every-
body knew he'd heen a drunkard and whipped his
wife and bhuby daughter?”
“Oh*" Migs Spence
ured 1o be upright as anybody,” he
“It all begun™

“You see,
wen! on, explanatively
“Began, Penrod.”
“Yes'm. It all commenced from the first day he
et those travelling men coax him into the sa-

non

His elcquence inereased with what 11 fod on;
and as with the eloquence zo with self-reproach
in the gentle bosom of the teacher. She cleared
her throat with dificulty once or twice during his
deseription of his ministering night with Aunt
vAnd 1 said to her, *Why, Aunt Clars,
¢ of takin® on =0 ahout it And [

'lara
what's the

RLiLes l

e e

i, *Novw. Aunt Clara, all the erying in the world
ean't muke things any better And then she'd
just keep eatehin' hold of me and sob and kind of
holler, and 1'd =say, ‘Don't ery, Aunt Clarn—please
don't ery.' "™

Then, under the influence of some fragmentary
survivals of the respeetable portion of his Sunday
adventures, his theme became more exalted, and,
only partially misquoting a phrase from a psalm,
he related how he had made it of comfort to
Aunt Clara, and how he had besought her to seek
higher guidanee in her trouble

“You mean, dear,” she said gently, “that you
were a1l worn out and hardly knew what you were
saying?”

“Yes'm."

“And you were thinking about all those dreadful
things so hard that you forgol where you were | i

“l was thinking," he said simply, “how to save
U'nele John."

And ths end of it for this mighty boy was that
the teachor kissed him!

The returning students that afternoon ohserved
that Penrod’s desk wns vacant—and nothing eould
have more impressive than that sinister
mere emptiness, The accepted theory was that
Penrod had been arrested. IHow hreath taking,
then, the sensation when, at the beginning of the
«econd hour, he strolled in with inimitable care-
Jessness and, rubbing his eyes somewhat notice-
ably in the manner of one who has snatched an
hour of much needed sleep, took his place as if
nothing in particular had huppened. This, st first
supposed to be a superhuman exhibition of sheer
audacity, beeame but the more dumfounding when
Misa Spence, looking up from her desk, grected
him with a pleasant little nod. Even after school
Penrod gave numerous maddened inveatigators
no relief. All he would consent to say was:

“(h, I just talked to her”

A mystifieation not entirely unconnected with
the one thus produced was manifested at his own
family dinner table the following evening. Aunt
‘lara had been out rather late and came to the
1able after the rest were seated. She wore a

bheen

puzzled expression.

“[ia you ever see Mary Spence nowadays?" she
inquired, as she unfolded her napkin, addresaing
Mrs. Schofield. Penrod abruptly set down his
soup spoon and gazed at his aunt with flattering
aitention.

“Yes, sometimes,” said Mrs. Schofield,
Penrod's teacher.”

“Is she? said Mrs. Farry. Do you" She
paused. *“Do people think her a little —queer
these days?

“Why no,” returned her sister,
you say that?”

“She has aequired asvery odd manner,” said
Mrs. Farry decidedly, “At least, she seemed odd
to me, | met her st the corner just before [ got
to the house a few minutes ago, and, after we'd
sald howds-do to each other, she kept hold of
my hand and looked as though she was going to
cry. She seemed to be trying to say semething,
and choking™

“But | don't think that's =o very queer, Clara,
She knew you in school, didn't she®”

“Yes, but”

“And she hadn't seen you for so many years,
I think it's perfectly natural she"

“Wait'! She stood there squeezing my hand
and strugeling 1o get her voice—and | got really
embarrassed--and then finally she anid in a kind
of tearful whisper, ‘Be of good cheer; this trial
't i

“She's

“What makes

will pas
“How queer!"™ exclaimed Margaret,

E AIR”--BY BOOTH TARRINGTON

Penrod sighed and retorned somewhat absently
to his soup.

“Well, 1 don't know, said Mrs Schefield
thoughtfully. “Of course, she's heard about the
outbreak of measles in Dayton, sinee they had to
close the schools, and she knows you live
there™

“Hut doesn't it seem a very exaggerated way,”
suggested Margaret, “to talk about measlies ik

“Wait!"” begged Aunt Clars. “After she s
that she said something even queerer, and then
put her handkerchie! to her eyes and hurried
away.”

Penrod laid down his spoon sgain and moved
his chair slightly back from the table. A spirit of
prophecy was upon him: he knew that some one
was going to ask a question which he feit might
better remain unspoken.

“What was the other thing she said?™ Mr
Schofield inquired, thus immediately fulfilling his
son’'s premonition

“She said,” returned Mrs. Farrey alowly, looking
about the table, “she said, ‘I know that Fenrod
i+ n great, great comfort to you!'"

There was a general exclamation of surprise,
It was a siongular thing, and in no manner may 1t
be considered complimentary teo Penred that
this speech of Miss Spence’s should have imme-
diately confirmed Mra. Farry'a doubts about her
in the minds of all his family.

fr. Schoefield shook his head pityinglr

“P'm afraid she's a goner,” he went so far as
1o say.

“OM wull the weird jdeas!"

“l never heard anything like it in my life!™
Mra. Schofield exclaimed. “Was that all she said !

“Every word!™

Penroed again resumed attemtion to his soup.
His mother looked at him curiously, and then,
struck by m sudden thought, gathered the glances
of the adults of the tahle by n signifieant move
ment of the head. and, by another, conveyed an
sdmenition to drop the subjeet until later. Miss
Spence was Penrod's teacher: it wan better for
not to discuas the subjeet of her
Schofield’s
Later she had another, and

many
queerness before him. 7T

reasons

in was Mres
thought at the time.
t kept her nwake,
The next afternoon Mr, Schofield, returning at
5 o'elock from the cares of the day, found the
house deserted, and st down to read his evening
paper in what appeared to ke an uninhabitad
apartment known th its own world as the "drtw
ing room.” A sneeze, unexpectsd both ta Rim
and the owner, informed him of the presenem af
another person.
“Where are vou, Penrod?™ the parent nsked,
looking about,
“Here,"
Stooping, Mr,

said Penrod meekly
Schofield
squatting under the piane, near an open window

his wistful Duke lying beside him

“What are you doing thers?”

“Me ™

discovered his zon

“Why under the piano ™

“Well” the boy retarned, with grave aweatness
"I was just kind of mitting here—thinking.* i

“All right." Mr. Schofield, rather touched, re
turned to the digestion of a murder, his baek
once more to the pinno; and Penrod silently drew
from beneath his jacket ( where he had slipped it
simultaneously with the sneeze) a paper-backed
volume entitled: “Slimsy, the City
Squealer, or, ‘Not Guilty, Your Honor.'"

In this manner the reading club continued in
neace, nbsorbed, eontented, the world well forgo:

until a sudden, violently irritated slam-bang of
the front door startled the members, and Mrs
Schofield burst into the room and threw herself
into a chair, moaning.

“What's the matter, mamma? asked her hus-
band, laying aside his paper.

“Henry Pasaloe Schofield,” returned tha lady,
“T don't know what is to be done with that bn;'.
I do not!"

“You mean Penrod®

“Who else could | mean?” She sat Hp, exas
perated, to stare at him. “Henry Passloes Scho
field. you've got to take this matter in your handas

it's beyoad me!™ »

"Well, what has he"

“Last night | got to thinking,” she began rap
tdly, “about what Claras told ws—thank heaven
she and Margaret and little Clara huve gone to
ten at Cousin Charlotte’s! —but theyNl be home
about what she said Misa
Spence"

“You mean shout Penrod's being & comfort *"

“Yes, and I Kept thinking and thinking and
thinking about it till T couldn’t stand it any"™

“By George!™ shouted Mr. Schofield startlingly,
stooping to look under the piano. A statement
that he had suddenly remembered his son's pres
ence would be lucking in aceuracy, for the high!s
senaltized Penrod waa, in fact, no longer present
No more was Duke, his faithful dog

“What's the matter?”

“Nothing,” he returned, striding to the open
window and looking out. “Go on.”

“0h,” she moaned, “it must be kept from Clara

and 1" pever hold up my head again if John
Farry ever hears of 111"

“Hears of what?"

“Well, I just eouldn’t stand it, I got 3o eurtous;
and T thought of course if Miss Spence had be
come o little unbalanced it was my duty to knew
it, an Penrod’s mother and she hia teacher; so |
thought | would just call on her at her spart
ment after school and have a chat and see—and
I did and—oh"

“Well ™

“I've just come from there, and she told me
she told me! Oh, I've never known anything like
this!"

‘What did she tell you"

Mrs. Schofield, making a great effort, managed
to assume a temporary appearance of calm.
“Henry,” she said solemnly, “bear this in mind:
whatesver you do to Penrod, it must be done in
some place when Clara won't hear it. Hut the
first thing to do is to find him.”

Within view of the window from which Mr.
Schofild was gazing was the elosed door of the
storeroom in the stable, and just outside this
door Lluke was performing a most engaging trick.

His young master had taught Duke to “sit up
and beg” when he wanted anything, and if that
didn't get it, to “speak.” Duke was facing the
closed door and sitting up and begging, and now
he also speke—in a loud, clear bark. i

There was an open transom over the door, and
from this descended—huried by an unseen agency

a can half filled with old paint,

It eaught the small besieger of the door on his
thorouwhly surprised right ear, encouraged him to
sume remarkable acrobatics, and turned large por-
tiona of kim a dull blue. Allowing only & me-
ment to perplexity, and deciding, after a single
and evidently unappetizing experiment, net te
cleanse himsell of paint, the loyal animal resumed
his quaint, upright posture.

Mr. Schofield seated himself on the windowaill,
whenes he could keep in view that pathetie piet-
ure of unrequited love

“Go on with your story, mamma," he said. 1
think I ean find Penrod when we want him."

And a fow minutes later he added: “And 1 think
I know the place to do it in."

Again the faithful voice of Duke was heard,
pleading outside the bolted door,

pooR ahout
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