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Aunt Dorothy’s Letter

Dear Children:

One evening a short time since I ob-
served for some time a little girl intently
watching something that was going on
among the grasses and along the flagstones
{n her dooryard. At length she called out
to me. “Oh, come here! I want to show
you something.” 1 went down to where she
was and found the “‘something’” to be a col-
lection of ant hills. *“Why, that Is inter-
esting, isn't 1t?" I sald. *Yes. Just see
‘emn! How fast they work. See that plie
of sand: they brought up all of that, and
they only bring one plece at a time. That
would make a good Star letter, wouldn't
i i

I thought It would, and told her so, but
first 1 said let us see what you have
really found here. We can't see much
above ground but these little fresh-made
sand hills that may be destroyed by the foot-
step of a passerby or the whisp of the
housemald’s broom. If, however, you could
carefully lift up the flagstones and bricks
at the edges of which these sand hills are
built you would find In the damp earth be-
neath the real reason for all this activity
of the ants that you have been watching.
You would find nicely formed chambers,
galleries and passageways, in which the
eges, young and food of the little Insects
are stored and cared for.

In every family of ants there are what
are called males, females, workers and
soldiers. KEach colony has one or moure
queens. All this is very much after the
system of hives or colonies of bees. I
need, perhaps, to tell you that the males
are a kind of drones or do-nothings, that
die soon after swarming. The workers are
generally the smaller members of the col-
ony, mostly females, and the soldiers are
the larger and stronger ants selected from
among the workers.

1t Is tne duty of the workers to gather
and care for and store the food and nurse
the young—that is, see that they are fed
from the stock of food on hand. The sol-
diers carefully guard the store of food and
yourng from incursions that other ants that
are constantly roaming about might make
on them.

The queen devotes herself exclusively to
the laying of eggs and goes about very
fussily, just as you would expect a queen to
do, attended by workers, who feed her and
gather the eggs and store them away, much
as an old-fashioned miller would do with
the various sacks and bags of grain as
they came to his mill.

There is one very funny thing that the
ants do, and that is they keep and milk
cows. There is an insect called aphidae
or plant lice, whose body contalns a tiny
particle of white, sweet substance. It is
the duty of some of the workers to catch
these plant Hee and milk them of this
sweet substance and carry it home to the
nest, to be stored with the other food.
These plant lice, it is sald, are often taken
home to the nest and kept like cows, so
that whenever they get ready to be milked
agnin they are so treated.

Those who have watched the ants closely
say that they oftentimes work on and on
when the weather will allow them to, never
stopping night or day for anything, for
days at a time.

There are days or tlmes when they turn
out for sport or pastime. One writer says
he saw a number of them on their picnie
occasions, when for a long while at inter-
vals they danced and played about like
lambs and kittens.

Some of thelr nests are built as high
hills, partly above and partly below the

ground In southern climates it is said
that some of these hills reach the height of
fifteen feet or more

They bulld their roadways and tunnels
with great precision and beauty. Their

bridges are sald to be models of architec-
ture in some respects.
A writer has been found who says that

in South America he has discovered them
to tunnel river beds. We can hardly ask
you to belleve this, however. It is hardly
proven.

The soldier ants oftentimes meet hostile

tribes and pursue them as In battle. When
overtaken the pursuers mount upon the
backs of their foes and saw their heads off
with their roughened jaws

If you will carefully part the grasses in
your dooryards you will generally find ant
roads with the little insects hurrying over
them to and fro, busy with their work. |
And if you have a magnifying glass to use
rightfully and will employ [t freely you
will see among the grasses wonders that
you never dreamed existed.

Yours very sincerely,
DOROTHY DAY.

C was a crochety eat,

Who tore up her best Sunday hat;
Then sbe put on ber head a muffler Instead,
And said: “*What's the matter with that?"

From ““Folly In Falryland,"" Carclyn Wells.
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A Fourth of July Prize Offer.

Dear Children:

You are no doubt having a glorious time
today, as it i= the day of all days for an
American child to enjoy. Now, while we
think of it, let us declde at once, for 1
know you are willing, to take the Fourth
of July for the subject of our summer com-
position contest. Next Beptember, when
school opens, we will! give two kinds of
prizes, five of each—one of money or toys,
as you may desire, and one of books, the
money or toy to the child and the book for
its library to the class in school to which
the child belongs—for the best short story
or descriptlve letter received about this
holiday and why we have it. Write on one
side of the sheet only In ink. Send in with
the paper your name, address and age
written on & coupon taken from this page
Any child reader may compete. Send your
papers to your teacher by BSeptember 15,
asking him or her to send them, together
with his or her address, to the children's
prize editor of this paper.

A committee consisting of five teachers,
editors and authors who are well known as
being Interested in children will declde who
wins, and the best stories will be published.
Illustrations by sketch or photograph will
be permissible and used If good enough for
reproduction. Now, set to work and get
out your histories and reference books, so
that you may base your storles on facts.
Perhaps you may find some interesting his-
torical anecdote also about this hollday
to relate Iln your own way by questioning
your friends or by looking up old library
books on this subject. Do your best, so
that your teacher may feel proud of your
progress, und also that you may perhaps
win a prize for yourself and a book for
yYour class room library.

Next week we hope to receive at least a
hundred letters from you telling us what
you did on this day to make it pass
pleasantly. I know it passed qulckly; it
always does for busy children. I hope
some of our Children's l.eague members
have not forgotten to have some of their
fun with others less fortunate. Write and
tell us all about it, at any rate, and per-
haps we will give you a pleasant surprise
in return for your letters. The prizes
awarded for June have been sent and will
be announced next week.

Yours cordially,
THE CHILDREN'S PRIZE EDITOR.

Children’s Sunshine League

MEMBERSHIP COUPON.

International President and Director, Mrs.
Louise E. Hogun, 2
International Headquarters,
83 5th Avenue, New York, N. Y.
International Secretary, Miss Hortense Me-
Kee, Box 205, Washington, D. C.

Natlonal Weekly Organ, the Saturday Edl-
tion of The Washlngton Star.

—_——
PLEDGE.

I promise to try every day to add happl-
ness 1o some one's life by belng kind or
passing on some kindness glven me.

I promise to try to earn each month a
penny, a postage stamp, a nickel or 4 dime
and keep it ready to send to any one our
president may tell us Is in veed of such help.

I promise to write to my president once a
month and tell her what T am dolog to help
others and what I can do to help her help
others.

Please enroll my name and send my badge
in inclosed stamped and self-addressed en-

velupe, =

NAME..civovcrseroncsns sssnssssssrasansnsne
Btreet.....coconceas sssercsnanes sesnssannns
Town OF BlY..conisecseosssss ST e
State and County.....cconvuveneas assass sses
Age of Applicant, If under 20............ .s

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I went to the Zoo Tuesday. When I saw
the monkeys they all made faces at me. I
have never written to the Saturday Star
and I will feel very happy to see my name
in the paper if you like it.

ALICE B., Age T.

{We are very glad to get your letter, Alice.
We hope the monkeys made pleasant faces
at you. Can’'t you write us a short letter
telling us of the most interesting things
that you saw at the Zoo?—Ed.)

Washington.
Dear Aunt Dorothy:

I am so glad school is going to close. 1
am twelve vears old and in 4the seventh
grade, and I think that when girls get that

ON THE

FOURTH.

Dog—"Please don't tie those firecrackers to my tail, lttle

old they should do more than play the
summer holidays through. There are so
many things they can do to help their
mothers, especially if there is a large fam-
Hy, with several small children to be look-
ed after, dressed and kept out of mischief
and trouble, as there are in our family. Boys
can also help as well as the girls, by run-
ning on errands, sweeping the front pave-
ment and even husking corn and shelling
peas. All girls and boys cannot help in the
same way, but there is always something to
do. If there is no work to do, or baby to
amuse or take care of, they can make the
home bright by belng cheerful in all that
they do.

I certainly have enjoyed reading the sto-
ries and letters that appear on the chil-
dren's page, though I have never attempt-
ed to write anything before. I wish that a
children's page would be In The Star every
evening instead of just once a week.
Thanking you and all the girls and boys
who help to make the page what it is, and
hoping that it will never cense to be in The
8tar, but grow brighter and better, I am
your loving friend,

MARIGOLD W,., Age 11

(We thank you, Marigold, for your good
words and words of encouragement. Now,
won't you try in a niece, true story to help
‘lj.:rlgh:en the children’'s page of The Star?—
a"ﬂ_)

Zalla M. of Garfield, D. C., writes a nice
letter telllng how much she likes the chil-
dren's page of The Star. We wish that she
would do her best to write a letter for It
that we eould find good enough to print.

Of course you can join the Sunshine
League. Scnd your coupon to headquar-
ters,

Dear Aunt Dorothy:

Last week I forgot to thank you and tell
you my great pleasure when I saw in the
paper that I was to receive a prize. 1 was
delighted. 1t is verv kind of you fto put
my stories In tha children’s page, and I am
very glad to know that they arc good
enough to be printed. I am very sorry that
“Topsy on the Top Floor” is finished. Your
friend, ELEANOR F. F., Age 11,

We thank Albert B. 8. for his
story nd will print it very soon.

Indlan

Tue Story of a Frog.

How happy my little goldfish were to play
in and out the cool moss in their globe, but
little did they know that some queer little
creatures would soon come forth to play
hide and seek with them.

Hidden In the moss were some tiny eggs,
which looked like the heads of black pins
covered with a soft, sticky substance.. Soon
were seen some little black things wrig-

gling about In the water trying to catch the
goldfisn. Only three of these little wrig-
glers were allowed to remain in the globe
to be the companions of the goldfish.

It was very interesting to watch the
changes in these creatures.

Their color became a light brown, their
bodies grew large and fal and their eyes,
once suo small, became so0 lirge that they
allmost popped out of thelr heads.

Soon were seen a pair of hind legs and
not long after their little front legs ap-
peared.

All this time the tail was getting shorter
and shorter, until it finally disappeared.

One morning the little fish were hunting
all over for their friends. They could not
be found. Upon looking on top of the cas-
tle what do you think they saw?

Three little frogs.
PIERCE H.—Age, T.

The Fireman’s Dog “Teddy.”

1 live across from number 7 engine house.
They have a dog that will run after any-
thing. One day I asked my mother for a
cent, which I spent for a rubber ball—not
large. One evening 1 was playing with it
when *“Teddy,” the dog, caught it and,
without chewing it, he swallowed it whoie.
The firemen thought it would make him
sick, but it did not. After this 1 was care-
ful. FRIEDERICH G.—Age 9.

BRUNO.

BY DOROTHY NEWTON EARP.

“Yeech €€z ze vay to ze peecka-neeka
errounds?”

Little Agnes Lee and her sister Eleanor
were walking along a dusty country road
when they heard this question.

Agnes was eight years old; sister Eleanor
was twlce as old plus four.

Agnes thought her the prettlest and
sweetest sister in the whole world, and no
wonder, for she was never cross or im-
patient and was always ready to tuke
an interest in Agnes' plays, and such doll's
dresses as she could make!

The two sisters were spending the sum-
mer at a roomy old farm house in the
Blue Ridge mountalns, and would not go
back to thelr city home until late In the
autumn; then bolth loved the country, and
the pure fresh air and sunshine were mak-

| ing the roses bloom in Agnes’ pale litile

cheeks.

"“Veech eez ze vay to ze peecka-nceka
grrounds?”

What a strange-looking man it was who
repeated this question, a little crossly, fcr
they had not answered him at first.

He had on a shabby old brown velvet
jacket with trousers to match; his face wes
brown, and so was his cap, and In his ears
were large hoops of gold.

It had been much talked of, this pienle,
for it was the custom of the people to
gather together each year for a day in the
woods, and at the breakfast table that
morning the farmer and bhis wife had in-
vited Agnes and her sister to go with them.

They had never been to & pienic in the
country, and accepted gladly.

“The 'Glen woods,’ where the plenie
party was gathered, was not more than
half a mile away, and the sisters were al-
most there when they were overtaken by
this strange-looking man. When he heard
that the place was close at hand he sald:

“T"anka you, meez,” and then turned apd
cailled to some one who seemed to be
around the bend of the road—*“Koom ahn,
koom ahn! Zeez eez ze vay.”

Agnes looked curiously down the road to
see who this strange man’s companion was.
Coming slowly along were two figures, but
what were they, men or women?

One thing at least was certaln, they were
very queer looking! As they approached
Agnes could see that one of them seemed
to be dragging the other along by a rope,
and “then—she screamed and hid her face
in Eleanor’s dress, for the creature plod-
gingtsteadlly toward them was a big brown

ear b

When the man who had first spoken to

‘them saw how frightened Agnes was, and

that even Sister Eleanor looked pale, he
sald: *Do nota be alarmed, ma leddles;
zZeex eex but zee good Bruno, who would
harm zee littie meez nevare; just but un-
c!t‘:ru nee eyes! an«l’.l take von mped at hn:ll‘:.“
ery, very slowly Agnes out m
her safe hiding place. i
Standing on his hind legs directly In
front of her was the bear. He certainly
dii not seem at all flerce; In fact, when he
saw Agnes looking at him he lifted the
fucny little red cap from his head and
made her a low bow, which madé her laugh
and forget her fears. ;
The men said they weras traveling through

-

off their bear; they
ning town about the
ed the six mlies be-
‘cehaven In the hope

the country @hov
had heard In the
picnic and had w
t?een l[here aind :
of earn a few es,

Agnes ngas much‘?ﬁlﬁened in Bruno, as
the bear was cal 3 eager to see his
tricks; she and h ster walked on with
the showmen, and ghe little girl kept them
busy answering qyestions about the bear
until the woods wagg-reached.

Have you ever Begn in the woods on a
very warm June %, when the sun was
shining brightly dowsa on field and meadow?

If you have you remember how delight-
fully cool and shagsvit was In there, with
the green moss and waving trees, and how
the robins were singing and the wood-
peckers pecking amay for dear life. And
perhaps, even in yeur cambric dress, sit-
ting under the shadeiof a tree with nothing
to fret you. you thought how dreadfully
warm it was. But'suppose, Instead of a
cool dress, you wore a .heavy.coat of fur
and had been stolen from your home and
friends and made to:walk miles and miles
over dusty rosds no matter how tired you
were, and suppose, :besides all that, you
had a thick iron ring through your nose,
with a long rope fastened to it, which your
master pulled very hard when you would
not obey him! Al! thi= is what poor Bruno
had to endure year: after year, You will
not wonder that by the time they had
reached the pieniec grounds he was almost
overcome with fatigue and heat; he lay on
the ground panting-for breath and Agnes

‘thought he was going to dle, but some

kind-hearted boys brought him a bucket-
ful of cool spring water, and in a lttle
while he was weil enough for the perform-
ance to begin. ; '

One of the showmen twisted the rope
firmly about his wrist and said: “Leddles
and gentlemens, I have nere zee grreat
trrick bear, Brruno, and I vill now show
vou how it eez possible for a bear to
darnce.” Then he gave the rope a twitch
and began to sing—'tra-lee-la-lee-la, tra-
lee-la-lee-la, tra-lala, tralala*—and as he
sang Bruno actually did get on his hind
legs and gravely dance around the ring.
Of course, when the man twitched the rope
it pulled the ring In Bruno's nose so hard
that he really danced with paln, but nons
of the avdience thought of that.

They laughed so much and thought it so
dro!l that a bear should dance that he had
to do It again and agaln,

When they had made him go through it
for the fourth time the man =ald: *“‘But
lcok, you have killed ma poor bear! (dead
Brruno, dead!’) and down dropned Bruno,
as though he had been shot. Hizs master
called him, beat him, kicked him, did ev-
erything to bring him to life, but nothing
was of any use, There he lay—dead! Unti]
his master ecalled- “Up, Bruno, up!” Then
‘he opened his eyese and secrambled to his
feet quite nimbly. After that he climbed a
tree, kissed his master and played on a
violin.

The performance ended by Bruno's going
with his keeper among the crowd, his little
red cap in one paw, to receive their contri-
butions.

Every one gave him something, and the
last Agnes saw of him he was going slowly
down the road on his way to the next vil-
lage, where he would be obliged to go
through all his tricks again.

She kept 2 sharp lookout for her hairy
friend when she returned to her clity home
in the autumn, but she never saw him
again, and T for one hope he is dead by
this time and free from that cruel iron ring.
but he may not be, and if you should ever
chance to see him be sure and put scme-
thing in his little red cap.

[ =
-

For Our Young Folks Who Raise
Chickens.

Chickens requira lots of water, and there
are many different kinds of drinking foun-9
tains made specially for them, those look-
ing like a flower pot turned upside down
on its saucer being very prac.ical for two
reasons: They keep the water clean uniil
the chicken drinks and are easy to clean.

If you want to mdak# 4 drinking fountain
you will find that ' one exactly like this
picture is as good, if not betler, than any
other kind. Have the side bars™ wide
enough apart to allows your chickens to get
their heads in between easily. Wash the
tin thoroughly every morning and in winter
fill it two or three times a day with warm
water. You can makeahis box any shape
you like, although the® long, narrow one
like Lhe picture, is bestio 1

Aged Five, v i
Little Charlle was golng to stnool one day,
H:is shoes were out at the toes,

But Lis bright lHttle face was sweet and fresh
As the der in the beart of a rose. -

His mother was lead'ng her dear Charlle buy;
He was five years old that day,

And only three hours wou!d be with his book,
The other nine given to play.

“The weather Ia lovely,” the good mother said;
** "Tis pleasant to hreathe the pure air,

The beautiful sunshine illnmes the streels,
And (be heavens above are so fair.”

“Yes,"" answered the wise little man at her side,
“The clty is pleasant, I know,

But when the time comes 1 can take a day off
For rest, to the country I'll go.”

The-thought was not his, he but echoed the words
Of a peighbor who toiled for his bread,

And for shoes for his six little children'n feet
And a cap for each dear little bead.

This Incident true, and with moral attached,
To all the dear boys Is addressed;
From doing good deeds may you take no day off,
And in evil ones never find rest.
—MARY E, IRELAND.

Boogie-Boos.

I'se awful feerd of nasty fings,
Of worma, an' toads, an’ all like ‘at,
An' boogle-boos skeer me to def,
1 shut my eyes, an’ hole my bref.
Ooo! Ooo!! Oovo!!! 'Deed I do. Wouldn't you?

Onet, muvver left me all alone

To mine e house w'en she went out,
“Krr-eak! Krr-eak!"" went somefing on 'e stalrs—
1 nebber budﬁ:ﬂl. but sald me prayers,

Oh, murde:! ‘En I hid—se I did.

An’ w'en It seed me mnvver dear,
I dess it must of runned away, .
For ev'ry fing was just 'e same
As If It hadn’t ever came.
Boo! boo!! boo!!!

My graclous! How it flew!
Wish't at our house was sll DOWXNstairs;
The BED rooms In 'e KITCHEN, too.
What makes 'e folks turn out 'e lights?
For ‘at brings boogies round at nights.
They's dre'ful. Ooo! Ove!! Ooo!!! Won't ‘ey

snatch you?
—MARTHA L. ROBINSON.

The Red, Red Rose.

Good morning, pretty red, red rose,
All wet with carly dew;

Your breath is very, very swect,
Your gown is lovely, loo.

T am the little maid who gave
You water every day;

I saw you grow, and grow, and kopt
The nuughty slugs away.

I watched the swelling bud, to know
What time you might unfold

Your silken gown, and show to me
The seiret it might hold.

Although I conld not gce you come
1 love yon just as well.
Perhapa It held a secret which
You did not care to tell.
FE Y 8 1. BRIGHAM.

~ A Morning Call.

“Up, up,’’ crles the bns':r sun,

“‘Is there no work, little friend, to be done?
Are there no legsons tm leatn, 1 pray.

That you lle dozing the hours away?

Who would give light to the world below
If T were idly to slum

¥
What would e of he._lilay and corn,
Did I thus waste the pl'eeklt‘lf morn '
Her Last Lay.

A very small hen laid a very large egg,
And when it dropped ifto Ber pest,

Bhe cocked up her eye and winked with' a grinm,
As she said, "'I'll be taking a rest.”
»—ARTHUR WARD.
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FOUR LITTLE INDIANS

Or, How Carroll «Got Even.”

BY ELLA MARY COATES.

(Copyright, 1903, by Henry T. Coates & Co.)

" CHAPTER IV.

“We'll all be wild Indians,”
“We'll all be Sioux Indians—"'

“Sue Indians!” interrupted Peggy scorn-
fully. “Why, that's a girl’s name."

“No, it's not; it's the name of a tribe of
Indians,” said Billy, who was fond of read-
Ing. “They live out west, beyond the Mis-
slssippl, and they're great fighters.”

“They must have been hard up for a
name when they chose that!” returned
Feggy contemptuously.

‘“Well, anyway,” put in Carroll, who
wanted to get fo business, “we'll be Sioux
Indians, and we'll go on the warpath, and
we can have lots of fun—"

“Yes,” chimed in Bob, “and I know where
we can get lots of chicken feathers to make
head-dress things out of—you know the
kind they wear in pictures."”

““We'll have to have bows and arrows
and tomahawks, and live in a tent,” said
Biily.

*I know; T've thought it all out,” replied
Carroll in a business-like tone. “There's a
dandy place in the woods where we can
bulld a regular wigwam out of branches
and things, and we can make the bows and
arrows and tomahawks, too.”

“Certainly we can,”” agreed Bob impor-
tantly. ‘“'‘Peggy won't need any because
she's a squaw, and will have to stay at
home and mind thé wigwam."

“No, I won't do anything of the sort,”
sald Peggy indignantly. “1'm golng to be
a cohief, and shoot people just as much as
you are."”

“But Peggy, you can't—"" began Billy.

“Oh, never mind; yes, she can,” Inter-
rupted Carrell. *'Girls do lots more things
now than they used to, father says, and
anyway, we can pretend she isn't a girl.”

“You might be an Amaszon,” said Billy,
rather dubiously. “They're women, and
they fight like anything.”"”

“No, I'm golng to be just a regular wild

he said.

“We’ll all be Sioux Indians.”
Indian like the rest of you,” said Peggy de-

cidedly. '"And my name is going to be—Big
Chief Kiil-ali-the-People.”

Billy and Carroll burst out laughing as
Peggy struck an attitude on the fence, and
rolied out her bloodthirsty name.

“It's sort of lung,” objected Carroll.

“Mine’'s Hit-em-again!" cried Bob, who
rather liked the sound of Peggy's cogno-
men.

“Yours ought to be Black Sheep,” laugh-
ed Carroll, and Bob gave him a push that
sent him off the fence.

“You and I can be Black Hawk and Red
Dog,”” said Billy enthusiastically. *‘Now
let's go and make our tomahawks.”

They all jumped from the fence with loud
yells meant to be Indian war-whoops, and
raced to the wood-pile. The wood-pile was
where the boys always went to talk over
their plans, or to manufacture the endless
succession of traps and cages that appear-
ed an the premises from time to time. They
kept their tools there, in a box carefully
concealed under a few big logs, and Car-
ro.l knew of some pieces of wood just the
right size for the necessary tomahawks.
He also knew how to make them, and it
was not long bhefore they were all hard at
work,

“Bob,” said Peggy suddenly, holding a
knife suspended In the air, “where did you
get that stuff on your hands?"

“Why, it's walnut stain,” answered Bob,
energetically whittling the blade of his
weapon. "There are the hulls over there.”
He nodded his head backwards. Peggy
jumped up, throwing down knife and
tomahawk.

“I'm going to make my hands brown,
too. It's just the color of Indians.”

*Oh, I know!"” exclaimed Peggy excitedly,
as she ground her heel into a fresh walnut
to loosen the hull. “We'll put it on our
faces, too, and then we'll be brown all
over! Here, Bob, let’s see how you look.”
She tore off a piece of the hull and laugh-
Ingly rubbed it on his cheek before he had
time to object. “Why it hardiy shows at
all,’” she exclaimed in a disappointed tone.

“It has to dry, first,” explained Carroll.
““And, besides, you want lots more on. Put
it on thick. Here, I'll show you how. It's
a good idea—walit—hold on—look out for his
eyes; don’'t get the juice in them."

Peggy was scrubbing away at Bob's face
as hard as she could, laughlng at his ex-
pression. His eyes were tightly closed and
his nose was all wrinkled up.

“It'll be fine,"”" exclaimed Carroll, taking a
plece of the hull and applying it to his own
face. Even Billy became excited, and for
the next half hour there were mingled
sounds of laughter and disgust as they la-
bored Industriously to cover up every patch
of white skin that showed above collars or
below wrist bands. As Carroll said, the
color came out as the julce dried, but even
before that they were sights to behold.
When they considered themselves sufficient-
ly decorated, they stood off and looked at
each other. Then they all burst into a
shout of laughter.

“Go and look at yourselves,"” gasped Peg-

gY.

“You're just as funny,” returned Billy
with a fresh burst of merriment.

“I'm going to see how 1 look,"”" cried Car-
roll. There was a small bit of mirror
hanging in the harness room in the stable.
The stableman prebably used It to see if
his necktie was correctly tied when he was
summoned to the house for any reason.
Carroll ran to this and the rest followed
him pellmell. all eager to see if they were
as queer looking as the others. There were
more shrieks of delight when they beheld
their own faces. Peggy ran out into the
barnyard and gathered a handful of
chicken feathers which she twisted Iato
her hair. and the others Yollowed her ex-
ample when they saw how much the feath-
ers helped to render her hideous. Only, the
boys had some difficulty in making the
feathers stay in their short locks. Bob for
once found a use for the rebellious lock on
his forehead, and was quite delighted with
the effect of the one long turkey feather
that he managed to twist up in it, and
which stuck out awkwardly over one ear.
When he frowned savagely and showed his
teeth, he really looked quite flerce and ter-
rifying.

““We ought to be as ugly as we can; In-
dians always are,” sald Carroll

“That’'s why they always say ‘ugh!” I
guess,” remarked Peggy In a serious tone
as she took another look at herself in the
glass.

Billy smiled in a superior manner and
was about to answer scornfully, but jJust
then they saw James, the stableman, com-
ing, and with wild whoops they rushed at
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him and danced around him, making all
sorts of faces and executing the most re-
markable steps.

“¥'or the land’'s sake! WWhat be yez up to
now?" ejaculated the astonished James us
he paused, bewlldered by the racket.

“We're wild Indians,” yelled Carroll, alm-
ing an imaginary bow and arrow.

“Yez are wild lunatics, that's what yez
are;” grinned James.

When Mrs. Mason entered the dining
room In response to the lunch bell, she
was greeted by a chorus of blood-curdling
yells. Several small, dark flgures sorang
out from behind the door. and gesticulated
madly with brandished weapons.

‘*Children!" she exclaimed with an n-
voluntary start. “What have you been do-
ing?’

“Nothing,’”" cried Carroll. “We're wild
Indlans. Wh-o-o-p! Look out.”

Mrs. Mason could not help laughing a Mi-
tle, but she looked grave, too. Billy ne-
ticed It and soon subsided into his chair.
When the noise had ceased, and the hungry

savages had gathered around the tabie,
Mre. Mason said:
“Boys, 1 suppose you remember ihat

there 8 company coming to dinner to-
night?"

“Yes, we know, mother. Why?"

“Well, you know you children cannot pos-
a;:_.lbl:.r come to the table with faces like
that.”

Carroll and Bob looked rather crestfailen,
and Bob rubbed his cheek with his hand as
if he thought the stain would come off
then and there. Peggy giggled, and Biily
gave her a brotherly kick under the Lable
to make her stop.

“But, mother2—" began Carroll.

“No, I couldn’t possibly have you seen
looking llke that,'" said Mrs. Mason, grave-
ly. "It was very thoughtless of you to
put walnut juice on your faces, Carroll.
You know how badly it looked on your
hands and you should have considered."”

“But that was what we wanted, Aunt
Elizabeth,” spoke up Peggy earnestly. “"We
were Indians, and we couldn't be just plain
white, you know. And that walnut julce
was just the thing. Anyway, I suggested
it; it wasn't Carroll's fault.”

“Well, I don't suppose that it was really
the fault of any one of you especially,” re-
plied Mrs. Mason. “But 1 am very sorry
it has happened; I shall have to let you all
have your dinner up stalrs tonight, and you
must not come down afterward. I think
Mrs. Brown would be scandalized to see
such a pack of scarecrows at the table.”

“Why, Aunt Elizabeth, we think It looks
nice!" expostulated Peggy with round eyes.

Mrs. Mason laughed. ‘I cannot say that
I do,’! she replied.

So, when 6 o'clock came, they were exiled
to the third story. It did not seem much of
a punishment, for the dinner that was sent
up to them was just as good as If they
had been eating It down stairs at the din-
ing room table—in fact, it actually tasted
better from the novelty of the situation.
And then Carroll explained that they could
pretend that they had been captured in bat-
tle and were In prison.

“Then we ought to try to get out,”” re-
marked Billy.

“Of course,” agreed Bob, with his mouth
full,

“Well, we can,” answered Carroll, whose
head was crammed with warlike plans, “"We
can try to sneak out by the back way with-
out being seen.”

“And go and peep in the parlor windows,
and scare Mrs. Brown into fits,"” laughed
Peggy
“No,”” said Carroll, “that wouldn't do, but
I'll tell you what—we can go down to old
Dave Rivers'!"”

“Yes!" exclaimed Bob enthusiastically.
The boys had told Billy and Peggy all about
Dave and thelr grievance, so the plan met
with great favor in their eyes, and dessert
was almost forgotten in their eagerness to
be off.

“We've got to have our war-paint on If
we're going on the warpath,” said Carroil,
going to the closet and producing an old
box of water colors. "Get a cup of water,
Bob, and we'll soon be fixed all right.”

Peggy danced with excitement while Car-
roll proceeded to smear great blotches of
red and blue and green and yellow on Billy's

face. The brush tickled a good deal, but
Billy did not move a muscle.
“You're all right for an Indian,” Carroll

said approvingly when the operation was
completed. *“You can stand torture.”

“Oh, Billy—you're a beauty!" exclaimed
Peggy. “'Now do me, Carroll.”

It was quite dark outside when they
stole cautlously down the back stalrs. It
was so exciting that they hardly breathed,
and Peggy was the least little bit frightened,
for the stalrs were not lighted, and she won-
dered what she should do if a hand were
to suddenly reach up and grab her foot. She
held on tight to Carroll, who was leading the
way. When they came to the bottom step,
Carroll put his hand back and touched her,
whispering ““Hush! Be quiet. Wait a mo-
ment till I see what to do.”

“Ugh!” grunted Peggy, trying to make It
sound natural. She heard Bob give a spas-
modic giggle behind her.

“]t was as good as you could do, any-
how.” she whispered.

“Hush!" repeated Carroll Imperatively,
giving her a punch. “If we go out through
the kitchen Ellen will see us; let's go down
the cellar and climb out one of the win-
dows.”

The cellar door opened into the little hall
in which they were standing, and it only
took an Instant to slip through. Fortunate-
ly there was a set of steps leading outside
through an old-fashioned cellar door which
they readily unbarred, and in a few minutes
they were standing on the grass, feeling a
decided thrill of excitement as they realized
that they were just beneath the kitchen
window and might be betrayed at any mo-
ment by an incautious word.

*““That was easy,” remarked Bllly In &
low tone.

“It'g =ort of dark,’” said Bob rather doubt-
fully. “Can you see the way, Carroll?”

“Certalnly I can,” responded Carroll In a
whisper. “Come on. Single flle—that's the
way Indians always travel.”

He led the way at a jog-trot around the

house, keeping well away from ioe dl_ulnc
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room windows, and then down across the
lawn. It would have been a good deal easler
to have gone by the road, but that did not
suit Carroli's ideas of Indian life. so he
deliberately chose the more difficult way.
There was a hedge and a wire fence that
cut off Mr. Mason's property from the field
next to it. It was not especlally pleasant to
scramble through that hedge. Peggy's
dress became woefully torn in the fray, and
there were several ugly scratches on the
brown hands by the time the obstacles were
surmounted. The fleld beyond had been
newly plowed and planted with wheat,
which was not particularly good for shoes,
but, being Indians, of course they were
above even noticing such small matters, and
the party proceeded, clutching thelr toma-
hawks tightly and keeping absolute slience
as they had been instructed by Carroll, who
had instinctively constituted himself leader.

When Dave's coitage was reached they
were all slightly out of breath. They paused
for a moment underneath a tree to hold
a council of war. Now that they were
there they were not exactly sure why they
had come; but the whole thing was lots of
fun and whatever came next was sure to be
exciting.

“I'll tell you what,” said Carroll, =tlll
panting a little, “we’ll divide forces; Billy
and 1 will go on one side of the house and
you two on the other. Then when I give
a whistle that'll be the signal for a grand
war-whoop, and we'll all pound on the
sides of his old shanty and give him a jolly
scare. He'll think the Indians are after him
sure.”

Neither Carroll nor the others stopped te
consider that it was a poor old man, utterly
alone, whom they were about to do theh
best to frighten. It was all part of the
game, and they did not realize that othe:
people might not look at matters in just tha
same light as they did.

(To be continued next Saturday.)

Couldn’t Guess It.

“Papa,” said little May, with her face
all smiles, “I saw something without legs
running across the Kitchen floor this morn-
ing. What do you think it was?”’

Papa puzzled awhile, but could not guess

“Give It up,” sald he. “What was it?"
“Water," laughingly shouted the little tot

CHARADE.
My first 18 the name of a pleasant child;
My second we should do
With evil Influences and powers,
‘While my third will describe a cool autums
day,
And mi’ whole In houses and schools k
found.

WORD PUZZLE.
I am a shape with different heads—I be
come the following:

1. To do. 2. To tell. 3. To disfigure. 4
To change. 5 To improve. 6. To comply
7. Alike. 8. Something that makes insensk

ble.

BEHEADINGS
Behead the edge of a pit and get a plact
where we skate.
Behead a plece of china and get a bird ol
the night.
Behead a useful article in sewing and gel
a bathing place.

TRIANGLE PUZZLE.
1. A consonant. 2. A note In music.
A bolt. 4. A grain. 5. A large bird. G

3
A

great author. 7. A river In Siberia. 5. A
city In ILtaly. !
LI The letters of the
* * * first perpendicular
* & & ¢ row to the right
* & & » & gpell the name of
* ¢ & & & o 5 pgenerous million=
® & & & & & @ a’n-
* & & & & & & =B

SQUARE WORDS.
A word that rhymes with cost.
A German boy's first name.
A prominent Washington newspaper.
Something that often happens to boy#
clothes.

CONUNDRUMS.
What !s the difference between a horse's
mane and a pirate w.th a bad cold?
When is a lady like a locomotive?




