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in the habit of getting up char-
lays during the noon
X They used shawls for
he curtain, corner of the dressing
room, or “lobby” as we .called it, for
the stage, and girls from the different
rooms who showed ability, were in-
vited to take part. This was with the
knowledge and consent of the teachers
who were often invited to see the per-
formances.

One day a big girl came
recess. I scarcely knew her and stood
somewhat In awe of all the big girls.
“Bessie,” said she, “I heard that little
girl who goes with you so much, that
queer little thing, singing yesterday.
She has a wonderful voice, so high and
clear. Do you think we could get her
to sing for us, in some of our plays?
We could give her .a part you Know.
You coax her; maybe she will.”

*“Well, I'll try,” I said, as soon as I
got my breath; “she’s shy, but she
knows when you are kind to her. She
could be ‘The Gypsy Maid" or ‘The Lost
Child,’ or ‘The Foundling,’' or—"

“Why, Bessie Brown, I believe you
could write plays yourself.,”

“*Course I could I'd have knights
and ladies, beggars and kings and min-
strels, watch towers and cliffs by the
sea and—"

“Not so much—not. s0 much, at once,
Béssie—you shall try it some day; I
believe you could do it. But you coax
Carrie, won't you? Get her to come
up with you tomorrow noon, if you
can. You're a cute little thing, Bessie,
if you are so fat and such an awful
chatter box; and we'll make it up to
you if you'll coax Carrie to come.”

Of course she came. She would have
walked Into the fire, almost, if I had
asked her to.

As soon as she recovered from the
first embarrassment, she gang for us.
How she sang! So bird like, so weird,
so sad, yet so courageous! The girls
were delighted and no play was com-
plete without her from that time on.

Mother had always put something ex«
tra into my lunch basket for her, but
now the other girls began to remember
her with candy and cake and nuts.
Never in her little life had she had
such good times; never had any one
been so kind to her; when all at once
she disappeared.

I happened to look over at the next
house one morning and it was empty.
Everything was gone. Whether the
woman was envious of the child’s popu-
Jarity or whether, as was more likely,
she feared discovery of some kind no
one knew.

1 was heart broken over the loss of
my little friend, and even father logked
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But

“childhood’s
soon*pass by,” and in time other things
took up my attention. The winter, with
its skating and snowballing, had passed
away and summer Wwas nearly over
when one day I was sent out on a er-
rand into a neighborhood where I had

troublea. sorrows

never been before. It was not many
blocks away, but was in a poor part of
the city, near the raliroad tracks., Chi-
cago was not then the wonderful city
it now is, but then, as now, it had its
full share of rallroad crossings and
poor tenements.

As I hurried along all at once I
caught sight of my little friend. But so
changed! I scarcely knew her. One foot
was shorter than the other and one
hand huyng helpless at her side. The
poor face was more pinched than ever,
and she was so frafl that it seemed as
if she could scarcely stand. *

When she saw me shé* clung to 'me,
crying for joy, and poured out the story
of ali she had suffered since we parted.
She had been neglected and half stafved
and had finally been stricken with
paralysis, which left her in her present
condition. ’

“I don’'t believe she is my mother,
Bessie. She has never spoken a kind
word to me In her life, and she don't
care whether I'm hungry or cold or
sick.” 4 ;

“But you must go now, Bessie:; she'll
be back in a minute and she'll be awful
mad. Go now, Besgle, please go.- But'
try and come this way again. T'll' watch
for you. Don’t callsor anything. If
she’'s home I won't move; but if she's
away I'll come out.” . ; b

So we parted, with many kisses and
fond  words. Father sat. silent for a
long time when I told him. s

“Bessle,” he said, “we must help this
little girl if we can. If we only could
get her into school again that wou
help some. Her mother would be com-
pelled to glve her better clothes and
we could see that she had more food,
at least &t noom., - 2T o e
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“Now, I have a plan and I want you
to hélp to earry it out. If this fails
we'll try something else. We will go
down there this afternoon. I wiligo"
just as near as I can without beifig
seen. If they see me they may move
again and we’'ll lose sight of her. >

“You age to go to the door, but on
Tio account to go in. - When the woman
comes, tell her that you were passing .
and saw Carrie; ask her to let Catrie:
go to school again. “Tell her that you,
will call for Carrie and help her—it
is not very far from there—and that’
you will bring her home again. Don’t:
be afraid; I'll come at once if" you call, .
and you are to call—scream—if there
is the least danger. Now be a brave '
girl and help me to assist your little
friend.”

The plan was carried out to the let-
ter. The woman was inside, talking to
a strange looking man, whom ' she
called Bill. I smiled, to reassure poor
Carrie, who was terrified, and I told
the woman my errand. At first she
hesitated, but when Bill sald “Better
say yes,” she gave a reluctant consent.

So Carrie came to school again. All
the girls were glad to see her and all
pitied her. - Plans for a new _set of
plays, suited to her infirmity, were
immediately set on foot, for all were
anxious to- hear the wonderful Bird-
like voice again. . :

In the early days of poverty, before
father became .a successful lawyer, he -

“worked at carpentering for awhile. To

the end of-his life he retained a boyish-

Yt was the close of a sultry

day,
late in the sumamer. The sky had been
somewhat overcast during the day and
the ai£ had that heavy, still feeling
which made one sure that there would
be a thunder storm.

Father came home early to clean out
the cistern. The water was low and
hardly fit for use. With the help of a
neighbor he bailed out all the water
and cleaned the inside ‘thoroughly.
After -supper mother proposed a walk.
The air was cooler and there was no
immediate prospect of rain.

A few blocKs to the west the houses
became  more scattering and a little
farther away one could see the prairie
that stretched away on; all sides, as
level as a.floor, dotted here and there
with trees and cottages.

An artesian well, then quite a curi-
osity, had been bored on some land that
was for sale. The owrer had bullt a
large rustic wheel, over which the
water was carried, to show the force
with which it rose out of“the ground.
In'the winter this wheel was a wonder-
ful sight. As the water dripped down
on:all, sides it froze into long icicles
that gradually grew larger and longer
with every-addition, until they reached
the ground'and became solid pillars
of ice as large as the trunk of a tree.
The wheel was ‘transformed into. a
fairy palace, sparkling with diamonds.

On this summer evening It was al-
most as beautiful, as the water trickled
over the big wheel and splashed into
the little pond om the other side. The
creak-creak of the old” wheel, mingled
with the soft sound of the crickets and
tree toads, ‘and, far away, could be
hbard the plaintive note of a dove.

We sauntered - home, _afterward,
through the pleasant evening, father
and mother talking softly, and I trot-
ting along beside them, - holding fast
to father's hand.. :

When we got home father lit- the
lamp. ‘All at once he said: “Why, I
left the ladder in the cistern: I“Buess
I'l}] go out and put it away.” ich,
being the’most orderly of men, he pro-
ceeded to do. . PN The
. I wanted to go, t60, and we went out
again at the front door and along the
driveway. . We passed: the big elms,

love for hammer and nails. The place whose shadows lay dark on the gravel

was full of oddities and conveniences
which he had devised and carried out
in his leisure hours. The cistern was

‘one of them. The rain water was such ang then, pas: >
‘a blessing to the woman who came to ing the world in a half’
“wash that he had fixed the cistern. seemed welrd and

Later he added a _pump and pipes that
carfied the water into the Bt
at thig time he hired a neighbor's bay
39 UK he.
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and made patches of shade on the
grass beyond. The sky was filled with

slowly moving clouds which, every now -
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denly we stopped. ' There was a sound,
strange, pitiful—half a so0D, haif a
groan. I clutched father's hand and
my heart stood still. But he took my
hand more firmly in his andnlxlph'ed
me with courage by his man . We
listened, went on—stopped—Ilistened
again, It seemed to he near the cis-
tern—in it! He ralsed 'the 1lid and
peeped anxiously in. His face was pale
but he was quiet and calm.

Then he gave a cry, “You poor, peor

little creature! How .did you come
here?”
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And he lifted her out—poor little
Carrie! She was clinging, like a stray
bird, to the rounds of the ladder. He
never forgot, to his dying day, how the
one, poor little arm clung around his
neck, when she saw who he was. Just
for a-moment, for the next she fainted
dead away, in his arms.

When she was better she told her
story. She had overheard them talking
about her; how they had found her,
a lost child on the street; how they had
kept her, at first, in hope of a reward,
afterward because they found out that
she could sing and they thought she
could, some time, be made to support
them with her voice; how, now that
she was a cripple and a burden to them,
they determined to get rid of her, in
what way she did not know. She caught
the, word “tonight” and fear had given
her strength to slip-out and run away,
to our house.

She had found us all away and the
house: locked up. She knew not where
to turn for shelter, and hearing foot-
steps which she thought were theirs,
she ‘ran to the cistern, thinking to
‘throw herself in and be-drowned. When
she saw the ladder, which reached
nearly to the top, she climbed in and
let the lid drop down. She could not
have raised It, even if she had dared,
and if father and_.I had not gone there

to get the ladder she would probably -

have died from exhaustion.

Father went in the morning to the
hfuse, but the man.and woman were
gone, bag and baggage, and were never
heard of again. Carrie lived with us
for Years. This birdlike voice was well
worth cultivating and, in the end, made
a fortune for her.

She was very sweet and very charm-
ing when she appeared in public. The
slight limp -was mnot ungraceful and
soft laces partly hid the feeble hand.
Her voice had that wonderful sympa-
thetic quality which only suffering can
give. - People loved her and her song,
and through her, loved better what
was good and sweet and holy. She
touched their hearts and Inspired them
to better things.

Her gratitude to my father and to us
.all _knew ;no bounds. Everything ‘she
had ‘would have been his If he wouid
only have taken it. After a while she
met 2 lady, sad, low volced and gentle,
to whom she was greatly drawn. From
the first tliere seemed some mystic bond
between them. When they knew each
.other;better and the older lady told of
Ner” one great sorrow—the loss of her
little, girl soon after the death of her
‘husband—they were hoth siruck by the

“strange. bearing the -history. of each
had upon the other. - 3
The mother. had .been separated from
eet.when a cry of
panic on a

‘her child ‘on the st
fife had-caused a:

. crowded corner. She never found the

child—hever got any clew as to what
became of her or what she suffered, and
all these_years had been broken heart-
ed-overit . . o= =
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As near as $hey could tell from Car-
rie’s age, the part of the city in which
she, was found and the few circum-
stances she knew, there seemed to de
uo doubt that they were mother and
daughter, and no one who saw them to-
gether could doupt it. The resemblance
Was 8o strong iN leoks, veice, manner,
everything, that strangers often rve-
marked, “How very, very much vour
daughter is like you Mrs. Graham.”
Little they knew the wonderfu! mean-
ing their words had for bota.

Carrie bought a pleasant, homelike
place in a quiet street and surrounded
her mother with every comfort. The
mother found her greatest joy im the
welfare and happiness of her loved one.
They lved for each other and passed
as much of their time as possible in
simple pleasures and quiet enjoyments,

The world idolized the sweet singer.
and she in turn {felt kindly toward
every one and very grateful for all they
did for her.

But her Reart's love was for her
mother, lost and found, and the dear
friends ' who were as father and mother
and sister to her in her day of geed.

If courage In adversity, gratitude for
kindness and earnest, faithful effort
are qualities that count for anything,
it is no wonder that the voice of our
“singing bird” sounded sweet to us.

A Family Chat
- With the Juniors

OTWITHSTANDING the fact that

last Saturday The Junior . Call

announced a change of subject

in the story writing contest, and
gave full particulars in regard to the
history stories desired. a great many
vacation letters have been . received
during the last week. It is, therefore,
necessary to repeat that no more va-
cation letters are desired, aithough
some of the vacation letters that were
received prior to Saturday, October 10,
and on hand at that time, will be
published, after which the publica-
tion of the history stories will begin.
It is understood, of course, that all
juniors. whe have submitted wacation
lettexs will also enter the history con-
test, further particulars of which will
be found on the second page. Omne &n-
portant point which it is necessary to
repeat, is that each story must be
marked with the number of words
which it contains, .and that it must
not contain mere than 300 nor less
“than 300° words.

In connection with the history ecom-
test, The Jumfor Call wishes to quote
the words of 'W. W. Stome, principal
of Lincoln grammar school:  “I am
glad to see that a liferary interest has
been awakeneds You can't do much
in a. schoolroom without enthubsiasm:;
with it you can do lots™ In this his-
tory contest, as well as In all subse-
quent contests that shall be conducted
by . The Junior Call, enthusiasm must
pervade the letter and the spirit of the
work. In this way only good stories
may be written.

The following plece of news, which
will interest the juniors, has been re-
ceived from the Lincoln grammar
school:

IMPROVEMENT CLUB
By Ralph F. Newman

“The boys and girls of Miss Red-
mond’'s fourth grade of the Lincoln
grammar school have formed an im-
provement club, with the foliowing

rat

officers: President, Gladys Greer; vice
president, Ralph Newman; secretary,
Eleanor Western; treasurer, France

Bookout.

“The club has done a good work In
decorating the schoolroom. The walls
have been covered with crepe paper
and a number of flne pictures have
been hung.

“One of the purposes of the cludb is
to help along the organization of an
athletic club. We haven't got the
material for a first class club now,
but we expect to have it in time and
we mean to be ready for it. ‘We have
already organized a baseball section,
and we have made up a system of fines.

“A boy who gets his name down by
the teacher five times for talking in
the classroom has to sit on the bench
and is not allowed to get in the game.
A boy or girl who is caught chewing
gum in the schoolroom is fined 2 cents.
Boys hanging about the schoolyard
after hours will not be allowed to play
ball; the girl who does so will be fined
by the president.

“The girls of the club have formed &
sewing section. It is the desire of the
girls to get materials and have regu-
lar meetings after school and make
garments for themselves or for the
poor.

Miss Redmond, our class teacher, and
W. W. Stone, our principal, both ap-
prove of our society and have promised
to do all they can to help us along.”

Mrs. Phoebe Erkens of Santa Maria,
writes that her pupils have taken a
great interest in The Junior Call and
expect to contribute regularly to Its
columns,

It is_a pleasure for The Junior Call
to quote some of the appreciative let-
ters received from the vounger juniors
to. the limited extent which space
. permit: S

From Myrtle LeVin of Fitechburg:
“Many thanks for the paint bex which
I redelved and with which I am greatly
pleased. I enjoy reading The Junior
Call very much and wish it and you
every success™

From Ramilda Holland Smith of
Oakland: “T thank you very much for
sending my paints, My two sisters and
1 enjoy having them so much. It was
so good of you to start a paper for the
lttle folks.™

From Mary Harrvison, San Francisco:
“] wish to express my thanks for the
lovely paint box I received from the
puzzle confest.”

Miss Bertha Harder of San Francis-
co, acknowledging receipt of her prize
in the vacation letter contest, says: "I
received my watch and was very glad
to get it. I'read The Junior Call every
Saturday and think it js fine.”

From Florence Cecil Geve of San
Franecisco: “I look eagerly every Sat-
urday motning for The Junior Call,
which I love to read. I think the pus-
zles are very clever. The puzzle that I
liked best is the one of things that end
in “ark.” I have read The Junior from
the first issue and I think it is a fine
paper for all children to read. 1 shall
recommend 1t te my friende.”

Alonze, The Junior Call's dog. is very
busy just now thinking how he is go-

square accounts with the

has egeountered In his briel existence.
‘Look out for him next Saturday,
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