LITERARY

Joe and the Weather Cock

- A Story for Boys and Girls

By Elizabeth M, Perkins

NCE there wns a boy named Joe

whose greatest ambition was to etimb
the church steeple and sit astride the
wooden rooster which perched on top aud
told which way the wind was b'owing.
He could net have told why he waated
1o do this, but every time ae passed the
church he loaked up at that reoster and
thought what Tun It would be to sit
fsivide of him. SHo ene Satuwvday after
noon when no ope was about, he fastened
oscreepers tw s shoes, climbed out on
the oot of the chuarch, and by clingiug
with all Wis L with hands and feet,
managed to I up the stabhy fttle
stecple and to remch the coveted height
where the blg rooster swung and ereaked
in the breeze, That was a proud moment
for Joe. He ung one leg aver the roost.
er's back and seated himself tivmly, and
then took off his hat and swung it In the
alr in  triumph,

Unfortunately there was no one to see
his trinmph, which spoiled the fun and
after b had sat 1 " utes
he began o W 1t was really

worth the trouble of the elimb after all
And while he was wondering, there came
a puff of wind and the salled arouund
and faced the south, and at that Joe was
delighted, for he sald, “If the old Dbird
ean turn around with me on his back

that he is plemiy strong enough to

with me, and )y he shall, 1 shall sce

reign parts. '’

80 he dug his heels loto the sides of
She rooster and sald “Gitap.t  The
ter did not llke that at all, and he

pped his wings and wade an effort to

. and as he was facing south at the
®ime, that was the direction in which he
wtar

“Hurray,” said Joe, “We're off for old
exico. 1 should durlf love to sce o

I-fight. Maybe they'll let me be a
matador myself.”

B UT the rooster did not fily far before
he met another breeze whiech turned
Riy head east. It was really too bad
when Joe had just made up his mind for
® bull-fight, but he was glad enough to

anywhere, and was quite willing that

should be Europe Instead of Mexico.

“"'l‘llo?v have Jolly blg cathedrals over
there” he sald to hblmself, ‘mot at ail
Blke our little wooden church, They

Rave statues on them and they are bix
enough for a whole city to get into them
&t once, and then 1 shall see London
Tower, where they used to cut off people's
Reads, and London Bridge, and all the
wastles on the Rhbine, where they used
®0 keep beautiful wmaldeny in prison until
knights came to rescue thew. Oh, Eu-

repe will be worth old
reoster only holds eut
That last “If" wus an
for the rooster showed signs of fatigue
ahveady, and when & very light bhrecre
come nlong frem the south & was mte
sulciont to turm bhis hesd In u nertherly
direetion, and or Joe had to give up
his European trlp, “Yom can’t mean that
ou ate golng to dizcover the poith pole!™
€@ excalmed. “wh, dJdear rooster, do
turn back, for 1 AlAn’t hring my ear
mi s and It will be mortsd codd ['mn
afrald, 1 should like to see an leeberyg
apd a few poler bears, but another day
will do jJust as well for that, so if yun

while, If this
to met there.”
fmportant one,

don’t mind, I shounld like to gy back.

The rooster was willing encugh to go
back, and headed south oeunce more, buat
had not proeceeded long on this course
before another f(ittle wind started him
west, Joe's spirits had visen agaln, for

it occurred to hlm that there would be
some fun o a trip teo the Philip, wos,
aud 30 he offered B ohortisng o ths
‘& plans, bt hiwm  thghtly
abont the neek and 10 dreaming of
the Moros and their .
and the dusky Visayan i
gauey dresses, wwthl  he
alout made sp his mind that this wewld

i

,t;i

himself going eawt ?Il‘

“Oh, dear rooster,” he suld, “Sen"t
vou now where you Wwant T go ‘oY
We'll never et anywhere at adl at this |
rate."”

HE rooster answered pever =

werd,
but went stralght sn east Sor mearly
ten minutes, without tevning =
and then, all of a sodden swerved about
north once more,

Joe was in despalr, “Let me down,™
he coried, “you're making me diggy and 1
don't want to go with you any mere. 1
like people whe kmow thelr owa minds.™

Yery well, down you ge,” snapped the
rooster viciously, fand sure wowough, he
found he was going down, and presently
he bumped pretty hard os the rool of
the church, and saw stars fer a few min-
utes, But he was not seriously huart,
and after a while he got up and snecaked
down the stairs and home again,

When the people came te church the
next day and saw the wooden reoster
I¥ing on Its side In the strect they wou-
dered very much amd remarked that they
had not noticed that the wind was so
streng on Saturday, but Joe wever sal)
a word to anybody. ‘What he thought
was, It serves him tight. We would
have had a fine time If he had only
known his own mind."”

:

The Last Half of the Ninth

By Aavon F. Klinkner

T was the last half of the minthl

The score stood 4 and 5 m faver of

the Island Tigers.

The Northern Lights were ‘batting
for the last time and hoped to win The
game or at least tie the score,

Brady was rl(chlnx for the Tigers and
The first ball he threw he bursted a blood
wvessel in lus arm,

Manager Davis was chagrined, for
Brady had pitched an excellent game, and
with a substitute in the bHox ‘e wae
afraid the visitors would defeat Mhm.

He east his eye over the bunch of avesi
@able “'subs” and “Skinney' Lafferty, who
sat near “Pap” Wlilson, the official scer
wr, felt a funny sensation in the reglon
wf his heart,

Maybe they would let him piteh,

Davis wag a gooq friend of * &
and had often promised him he wou
“give him a chance when the proper ghme

onme. "’

“Skinney’'s"” heart thumped as Davis
met his, but somehow he felt as Jmp as
& dishrag when Davis came over snd
asked “Hemp'” Quinn If he would finish
avis Yok wiih “Ulemgle™ detes.

avig w a0
“stlnneam his =‘¢ and con-
wluded o Daavis meant “be w
but couldnt ignere “Hemp” for

The crowd keyed to the highest
¢ C was up

teh of antléipation, and when “‘Hemp"

ssed up a ball and one of the Northern

lghts got to first on it the crowd shout-
wd, “Get a new pltcher™

Then Frank MeCormick, the big hard.
ware merchant, the greatest baseball fan
: Huttonville and the financial backer

the T‘{”“' eried:

“Let ‘Skinney’ Lafferty pitch,”

“Yes, let ‘Skiuney' pitch,” came a lusty
®second to the motion.

“Skinney, Skinney!" the crowd yelled,

And so with a look of pity in his eyes
Pavis motioned for “Hemp” to come In
and “Skinpey” walked out to the vox.

A little, puny, wiry fellow was ‘‘Skin-
mey.”” He was the hest pitcher In his
@lass In the town and those who were
upyuuod to I':.now prophesied great things

was lefthanded. At
school the teacher licked him for writing
with his left hand, and at home he was
scolded plenty for using his left rather

than his right hand when eating.

The heat was intense, and as “Skinney
ralled mup bis €hirt sleeve and splt on his

“One stoike ' the umpire said.

“Two stoikes.™

“*Three stvihes and out!™”

The bleachers rowved. Big Frank Me
Cormick slapped Wis Jeg and tursed to
Porter Fllten, the bamker, and said:
“Didnt 1 tell pou that ‘Skinney’ could
‘eliver the r-

“Siinney " medl the second man,

s hemrt was In his mouth ws he
sent the Jeather re over the plate,

The runper that toek & ‘“safe’” from

“Skinney” had put twe strikes over the
s

"&Iz threw tThe ball
Louis, star Witrer Toar the Northern
Wall away out into

it, cought it and stum-
tg.u the suun on second ran home.
om to the tall grass

woidl, but  stung with the
of defeat, “Skiunpey” jumpad
andl vede for town as fast

treatios.

e could hear the yelling and his heart
was Tull of the woe that only a defeated
boy can feel,

. lis dog came across the field to meet

m.
“Skinney” Jdidn't go home.

He couldn't face his sister now. Not
after losing the chance of his life,
His little erippled sister Sadie would

take it as hard as “Skinney” himself, He
had told her how he would practice
pitching every day until he would get
on some of the big leagewe teams, and
then he could send her away to school
and make a lady out of her,

Back of his amblition to swcceed he car-
rled in his mind at every practice and
on every baseball diamond the pleture of
:h hutue sister. He was Jdeolng

How could *S8kinney' ecome home and
tell her that he had lost the first big
game of his life?

(Continued on page 13)
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MAGAZINE

WarmWeatherReading

’l‘lllﬁl(lﬂ is delightful hot weather reading in this issue of onr Lit-

erary Magnzine section—short stories that ave really short
stories, and yet provided with good plots and strong in their intevest.
This issue is the kind you'll enjoy of a Sunday afternoon—it will
appeal to vou in spite of the usuwal summer physieal discomforts.
That is the way we plan to make all of onr summer jssnes —interest-
ing in spite of the heat, and worth while when yon throw most all
other reading matter aside.

F you are married, or if yon know anybody who is married, you
will take especial delight in a short humorous story in this issue,
entitled “The Man and the Woman Of It—A Parable.” The an-
thor, Clifford Howard, has touched upon a that is familiar
and be has portrayed his characters with such fidelity to human na-
Although Mr,

idiosyncrasies

theme

| ture that every ome who veads will recognize them,
Howard bolds up the little shortcomings—probably
| might sound better—of men and women, he does it with utmost good
nature. B

N the story emtitled “The Regencsis of Iluckins” you will find
a happy love story writtem—¥by whom do you suppose? A man
of war—Capt. M. B. Stewart of the U, S, Army.

sturdy love story-—the sort that appeals to real men and women, Its

But it is a strong,

hero is a young “jackie”™ whe finds himself utterly lost on land after
hig term of enlistment ends. Ile ultimately makes his way to New
York, where he “ships” with a department store, There he meets
the heroine—a sensible young womun, wise to the ways of mankind,
vet wholesome and imteresting. How John Edward Huckins finally
won this young woman and also made his way to the “quarter deck”
of the big store makes a charming romance of common life,

HERE is no let-up to the interest in “The Nation’s Pawn.”

The story moves along briskly and mears the close of the first
book. The second book is even stronger than the first and it giv.s
the inside story of the mysterious happemings that are now puz

zling the readers of Roy Norton’s great novel,

I.\'(l‘II)E.\’TALI,Y. it isn’t too early to announce that we have

closed for the purchase of a new serial story to follow “The Na-
tion’s Pawn.” It is a story of mystery and is written by an author
who made a wide reputation two years ago with one of his novels, and
who has since regularly struck fire. DBut further announcement will
be withheld for the present.

THIS issue contains a unigue detective story in “From An Upper
Window.”

possi bilitiesvin bank robberies.

It is altogether different and suggests interesting

“BASEBALL IN THE OLDEN DAYS™

Rev. “Billy” Sunday, one of the brilliant stars of
the old Chicago White Sox, will discuss plays and
players of his time in

NEXT WEEK'S LITERARY MAGAZINE.

“Billy” Sunday is now the lcadinﬁ evangelist of
the country, but he is still a baseball fan at heart
and his reminiscences are interesting.
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