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CHAPTER II.
A Try-Out.

To tell the truth—to blurt out noth-
fng but the truth to every one, and on
every occasion for three whole weeks
~that's what Bob had contracted to

do. From the point of view of the
ecommodore and the others, the man
who tried to fill this contract would
ecertainly be shot, or electrocuted, or
ridden out of town on a rall, or re

. eeive a coat of tar and feathers. And
Bob had such a wide circle of friends,
too, which would make his task the
harder; the handsome dog was popu-
‘lar. He was asked everywhere that

* ‘was anywhere and he went, too. He

" lwould certainly “get his.” The jovial

eommodore was delighted. He would

Bhave a whole lot of fun at Bob’s ex-
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' |pense. Wasn't the latter the big boob,

though? And wouldn’t he be put

; through his paces? Really it promised

to be delicious. The commodore and

{the others went along with Bob just

for a little tryout.

. At first nothing especially interest-
fng happened. They walked without

' {meeting any one they were acquaint-

ed with. Transients! transients!
where did ‘they all come from? Once
on their progress down the avenue
the hopes of Bob’s friends rose high.
‘A-ear they knew got held up on a side
street nmot far away from them. It
was a gorgeous car and it had a gor-
geous occupant, but a grocery wagon
|was between them ‘and it. The com-
modore warbled blithely. /

1 ‘Come on, Bob. Time for a word
‘feor two!”

'  But handsome Bob shook his head.
#The ‘even tenor of his way,’ * he
{quoted. “I don't ordinarily go popping
4n and out between while like a rab-
“I%it.' ’'m not looking to commit sul
cide.” \

| “Oh, 1 only wanted to say: ‘How do

d6; ” retorted the commodore
“Or ‘May 1 tango with
\you at tea this afternoon, Mrs. Ral-

. ston? "

“Or observe: ‘How young she looks
today, eh, Bob? ” murmured that

. young gentleman suspiciously.

“Artful! Artful!” Clarence poked
“Sly old
A . let’'s move on,” yawned
. Dickie. “Nothing doing here.”
. wwait!” The commodore had an
idea. "“Hi, you young grocery lad,
' ‘back‘ap a little, will you?”
“Wha’ for?” sald the aggressive at
Babes ‘are born in Ney York

' “As a matter of trifling accommo-

_{dation, that is all,” answered the com-

“On the other side
jof you is a stately car and we would
{ hold conversation with—"

{ “Aw, gwan! Guess I got as much
| right to the street as it has.” - And
as' & display of his “rights,” he even

"4 touched up his horse a few inches, to

tervene more thoroughly. |
“Perhaps now for half a dollar—"
‘began the commodore, more ‘insinuat-
) . Then he groaned; “Too late!”
. !"The policeman had,lifted the ban. The
J'stately car turne(i into the avenue
‘fiand was swallowed up amid a myriad
ior more or less imposing vehicles.
#’They had, however, received a bow
from the occupant. That was all
fhere had been opportunity for. Inci-
‘dentally, the small boy had beatozved
upon them his parting compliments

“Smart old guy! -You think youse—"
“The rest was jumbled up or lost in the
wsual cacaphony of the thoroughfare.

“Too bad!” murmured the commo-
.dore. ' “But still these three weeks
are young.”

« iThree weeks!’ ” observed Dickie.
#gSounds like a plagiarism!”

“Oh, Bob won’'t have that kind of
a ‘three weeks,” ” snickered Clarence.

“Bob’s will be an expurged edition,”
from the commodore, rquverlng his
spirits.

“Maybe we ought to make it four?”

“Three will do,” said Bob. who
wasn't enjoying this chafing. Every
one they approached he now eyed ap-

A7 '_prehem!vely.

© But he was a joy-giver, if not receiv-
er, for hig tall, handsome figure at-
tracted many admiring glances. His

they weren’t exactly curls, only his

hair wasn't straight, but clung rather

# wavy-like to the bold contour of his
head—his careless stride, and that
general effect of young masculinity—
all this caused sundry humble femin-
. ine hearts to go pit-a-pat. Bob's pro-
.. gress, however, wag generally follow-
ed by pit-a-pats from shop-girls and
bonnet-bearers. Especially at the
‘noon hour! Then Bob seemed to these
humble. toilers, like dessert, after
hard-boiled eggs, stale sandwiches
and pickles.

But Bob was quite unaware of any
approving glances cast after him. He
was thinking, and thinking hard. He
wasn’t so sanguine now as he had
been when he had left the club. What
might have happened at that street
corner appealed to him with sudden
poignant force. Mrs. Ralston was of
the creme de la creme. She was de-
termined to stay young. She pretend-
ed to be thirty years or so younger
than she was. In fact, she was rather
‘a ridiculous old lady who found it
hard’ to conceal her age. Now what if
the commodore had found opportun-
i*v tn gek that awful question? Bob
could have made only one reply and
told the truth. The largeness of his
contract wasg becoming more appar-
ent to him, He began to see himself

_now from Dan’s standpoint. Inciden-
tally, he was beginning to develop a

| great dislike for that genial land-

| mariner,

[ “How about the Waldorf?” They

| mad paused at the corner of Thirty-

. appear!
stood as in a trance.

fourth street. “May find some one
there,” suggested Clarence.

“In Peek-a-Boo: Alley?”
from Dickie.

“Oh, I heard there was a concert,
or something upstairs,” sald Clarence.
“In that you've-got-to-be-introduced
room! And some of the real people
have to walk through to get to it.”

Accordingly they entered the Wal-
dorf and the commodore hustled them
up and down and around, without,
however, their encountering a single
“real” person, There were only peo-
ple present—loads of them, not from
somewhere but from everywhere.
They did the circuit several times,
still without catching sight of a real
person.

“Whew! This is'a lonesome place!”
breathed the commodore at last,

“Let's depart!” digustedly from
Clarence. “Apologize for steering you
into these barren wastes!"”

“What's your hurry?” said Bob,
with a little more bravado. Then sud-
denly he forgot about those other
three. His entranced gaze became fo-
cused on one. He saw only her. -

“Ha!” The commodore's quick
glance, following Bob's, caught gight,
too, of that wondérful face in the dis-
tance—the stunning, glowing young
figure—that superb vision in a lovely
afternoon gown! She was followed
by one or two othérs. One could only
imagine her leading. There would,
of course, always be several at .-her
either side and quite a number dang-
ling behind. Her lips were like the
red rosebuds that swung negligently
from her hand as she floated through
the crowd. Her eyés suggested veil-
ed dreams amid the confusion and
huhbub of a topsyturvy world. She
wag like something rhythmical preci-
pitated amid chaos. A far-away im-
pression of a smile played around the
corners of her proud lips.

The commodore precipitated - him-
self In her direction. Bob put out a
hand as if to grasp him by the coat
tails, but the other was already be-
yond reach and Bob’s hand fell to his
side. He stood passive. That was
his part. Only he wasn’t passive in-
wardly.
ly. He could imagine himself with
her and -them—those others in her
train—and the conversation that
would ensue, for he had no doubt of
the commodore's intentions, Dan was
an adept at roundimg up people. Bob
could see himself .at & table partici:
pating in the conversation—prepared
conversation, some “of 'it! ‘He" could
imagine the commodore léading little

scornfully

rivulets of talk into certain channels| !

for his benefit. Dan would see to it
that they would ask him (Bob) ques-
tions, émbarrassing ones. That “ad-
vice” dad had given ‘him weighed on
Bob like a -nightmare. Suppose—
glastly thought!—truth compelled him
ever to speak of that? And to her!
A shiver ran down Bob’s backbone.
Nearer she drew—nearer—while Bob
gazed as if fascinated, full of rap-
turous, paradoxical dread. Now the
commodore was almost upon her
when—

Ah, what was that? An open ele-
vator ?—people going in?—She, t0o,—
those with her—Yes—click! ‘a closed
door! The radiant vision had van-
ished, was going upward; Bob breath-
ed again. Think, of being even para
doxically glad at witnessifig her dis-
Bob ceased mow to think;

“Why do people go to concerts?”
said the commodore in aggrieved
tones. “Some queen, that!"

“And got the rocks—or stocks!”
from Dickie. “Owns about three of
those railroads that are going a-beg-
ging nowadays.” °

“Wake up, Bobbie!” some one now
addressed that abstracted individual.

Bob shook himself.

“0Old friend of yours, Miss Gwendo-
line Gerald, I believe?” said the com-
modore significantly.

“Yes; l've known Miss. Gerald for
some time,” sald Bob coidly.

« ‘Known for some time'—"” mimick-
ed the commodore. “Phlegmatic dog!
Well. what shall we do now?”

“Hang around until the concert’s
over?’ suggested Dickie.

“Hang around nothing said the
commodore. “It's one of those clas-
sical high-jinks.” Disgustedly. “Lasts
80 late the sufferers haven't time for
anything after it's over. Just enough
energy left to stagger to their cars
and fall over in a catamose condi-
tion.”

“Suppose we could go to the bar?”

“Naughty! Naughty!” A sprightly
voice interrupted.

The commodore Wheeled.
Ralston!” he exclaimed gladly.

It was the gorgeous lady of the gor-
geous car.

«Just finished my shopping and
thought I'd have a look in here,” she
said vivaciously.

“Concert, 1 suppose?”’ the
commodore jubilantly.

“Yes. Dubussy.~ Don’t you adore
Dubussy?”’ with schoolgirl enthusi-

“Mrs.

from

{asm. Though almost sixty, she had

the manners of a ‘‘just-come-out.”

“Nothing like it,” Hed the commo-
dore.

“Ah, then you, too, are a modern?”
gushed the lady.

“I'm so advanced,” said the com-
modore, “I can’t keep up With my-
self.”

They laughed. “Ah, silly man!”
said the lady's eyes. Bob gazed at her
and the commodore enviously. Oh,
to be able once more to prevaricate
like that! The commodore had never
heard Dubussy in his life. Ragtime
and merry hornpipes were his limits.
And Mrs. Ralston was going to the

concert, it is true, but to hear the
music? Ah, no! Her box was a fash-
jonable rendezvous, and from it she

His heart was beating wild-|

could study modernity in hats, There-
in, at least, she was a modern of the
moderns. She was so advanced, the
styles .had fairly to trot, or turkey-
trot, to keep up with her.

‘“Well, she said, with that approving
glance women usually bestowed upon
Bob, “I suppose I mustn’'t detain you
busy people after that remark I over-
heard.” .

“Oh, don’t hurry,” sald the commo-
dore_hastily. ‘Between old friends—
But 1 say— By jove, you are looking
well.. Never saw you looking so young
and charming. Never!” It was rath-
er. erudely - done, ‘but the commodore
could say things more bluntly than
Other people and ‘“get away with
them.” He was rather a privileged
character, Bob began to breathe
hard,*having a foretaste of what was
to follow. And Mrs. “Willle” Ralston
was Miss Gwendoline Gerald’s aunt!

o doubt that young lady was up in

er aunt's box at this moment.

“Never!” repeated the commodore.
“Eh, Bob? Doesn’t look a day over
thirty;”. with a jovial, free-hearted
sailor laugh. “Does she now?”

It ‘'had come. That first test! And
the question had to be answered. The
lady was looking at Bob. They were
all walting. A fraction of a second
or so, which seemed lige a geological
epoch, Bob hesitated. He had to re-
ply and yet being a gentleman, how
could- he? No matter what it cost
him, he-would simply have to “lie like
a gentleman.” He—

Suddenly an idea shot through his
befuddled brain. Maybe Mrs. Ralston
wouldn’t know what he said, if he—?
She had been numerous times to
France, of course, but she was not
mentally a heavyweight. Languages
might not be her forte. Presumably
ghe had all she could do to chatter
in English, Bob didn't know much
French himself. He would take a
chance on her, however. He made
a bow which was Chesterfieldian and
incidentally made answer, rattling it
off with the: swiftness of a boulevar-
dier.

“Il me faut dire que, vraiment,
Madame Ralston parait aussi agee
qu'elle l'est!” (“I am obliged to say
that Mrs. Ralston appears a8 old as
she is!") |

Then he straightened as if he had
just delivered a stunning compliment.

“Merci!” The lady smiled. She
also beamed. “How well you speak
French, Mr. Bennett!"

The - commodore nearly exploded.
He understood French.

Bob expanded, beginning to breathe
freely once more. “Language of cour-
tiers and diplomats!” he mumbled.

Mrs.’ Ralston shook an admorishing
finger at him. '“Flatterer!” she”said,
and departed. (S

Whereupon the commodore leaned

weakly against Dickie while Clarence
sank into a chair. First round for
Bob!
The commodore was the first to
recover. His voice was reproachful.
“Was that quite fair?—that parleyvoo
business? - I don’t know about it's be-
ing allowed.”

“Why not? ecalmly from Bob. “Is
truth confined to one tongue?”

' “But what about that ‘even .tenor
of your way'?’ fenced the ¢ommodore.
“You don’t. as a usual‘ thing, go
around parleyvooing—"

“What about the even tenor of your
own ways?” retorted Bob.

“Nothing said about that when we

”

“No,. but—how can I go the tven
tenor, if you don't go yours?”’

“Hum?” said the commodore,

“Don’t you see it's not the even
tenor?”’ persisted Bob. ‘“But it’s ‘your
fault if it isn’t.”

“Some logic in that,” observed Clar-
ence.

“Maybe, we have been a bit too pre-
vious,” conceded the commodore.

“That' isn’t precisely the adjective
I would use,” returned Bob. He found
himself thinking more clearly now.
They had all, perhaps, been stepping
rather lightly when they had left the
club. He should have thought of this

‘before. But Bob's brain moved rather

slowly sometimes and the others had
been too bent on having a good time
to consider all the ethics of the case.
They showed themselves fair-minded
enough now, however. \

“Bob’s right,” said the commodore
sorrowfully. “Suppose we've got to
eliminate ourselves from Bis agree-
able company for the next three
weeks, unless we just naturally hap-
pen to meet. We'll miss a lot of fun,
but I guess it’s just got to be. What
about that parleyvooing business
though, Bob?”

“That’s got to be eliminated, too
from Dickie. ‘Why, he might tell the
truth in Chinese.”

“All right, fellows,” said Bob ghort-
ly. “You quit tagging and T'll talk
United  States.”

“Good. I'm off,” said the commo-
dore. And he went. The others fol-
lowed. Bob' was left alone. He
found the solitude blessed and began
to have hopes once more. Why, he
might even' be .permitted to enjoy a
real lonely three weeks, now that he
had got rid of that trio. He drew out
a cigar and began to tell himself he

was joying himself wheg_—_
(To be continued.)
e ]

Lloyd May and wife left Tuesday for
Anderson, Ia., for a visit with his
brother Geo. May and wife,

Mrs. H, W. Elliott left Tuesday for
an extended visit with her son Ed and
family of Washington.

John Goltry returned home Monday
from western Missourl where he has
been visiting his  brother Chas. and
family.

Glenn Jennings was taken to Ot-
tumwa hospital Monday for treatment.

Isaac Rockey of fIemingsford, Nebr,,
came Wednasday for a visit with his
cousin P. A. Rockey.

Joe Dixon returned home Tuesday
from Ottumwa where he has been
visiting his son Wm. and family.

Miss Isaphene Haus of Des Moines
spent Tuesday evening with Miss Ethel
Casslitty,

Miss Ethel Cassitv went to Allerton
to attend the Wayne county C. E. con-
vention,

Dr. J. B. Robb went to Ottumwa to
assist in an operation on Glenn Jen-
nings

Dan Tice of Missouri passed, through
here Wednesday on his way to Chari-
ton.
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BY LEE PAPE

Ma sent me to the stoar to get a b
sent spool of wit thred this aftirnoon,
telling me to hurry up awn akkount of
her needing it to sew with, wich I went
erround to the stoar and got it and wen
I caim back I went back in the kitchin
and noboddy was back thare and I
took the jar of blackberry jam awf of
the shelf and took 3 big spoonfuls of

it and put the jar back and then I went |

upstares and gave ma the thred saying
Hcoers the thred, ma.

1 thawt I told you to hurry, sed ma.

1 did hurry, 1 sed. S Tk

You took yure time about hurrying,
then, sed ma, do you meen to tell me
you dident go enyware exsept strate
to the stoar and back,

Puds Simkins was down at the cornir
with his noo bysickel and he let me
ride it up to the telegraff pole and back
1 sed.

And wat elts did you do, sed ma.

A horse fell down wile 1 was kuming
back frum the stoar, and I stood thare
till it got up, I sed.

I sippose if it had nevvir got up, you
wood nevvir of kum hoam, sed ma, well

wat elts.
Thats awl, 1 sed.

Children’s Evening Story -

T .

It was very cold in animal land.
There had been rain and snow, melting
and freezing, and finally all the ponds
and lakes were covered over with a
coating of ice, ¥

“And it's fine skating!" exclaimed
Neddie Stubtail, the little bear boy, as
he ate his breakfast of honey cakes
and cherry lollypops in the cave, be-
fore going to school, ‘

“But you must be -careful not to
skate where the ice is thin'and fall in,"”
spoke his mother.
¢|“Oh' I'll be.careful, "promised Ned-

e,

“And be careful of your sister Beckie
too,” added Mr. Whitewash, the polar
bear gentleman, as he scraped some
shavings off his cake of ice to sweeten
his cup of coffee,

Neddie and Beckie, the two bear chil-
dren, were soon ready for school, with
their books over one shoulder and their
skates over the other, for they were
going to have some fun on the ice
when school was out.

“] guess I'll take a few of these
along,” sald Neddie, as he picked up
from the table some of the hard bis-
;:mts his sister had baked the day be-
ore,

“Oh, Neddie! Those are not good to
eat!” Beckie exclaimed. “I put too
much flour in them, and they are as
hard as stones! Whey, they éven
broke the teeth of the chimpanzee
monkey when he ate one, before pull-
ing my tail.”

“And served him right, too,” Neddie
sald with a laugh. “Gut I'm not going
to eat these biscuits of yours, Beckie.”

“No? Then what are you going to
do with them?” the little bear girl
wanted to know.

“Oh, I'm going to take them in my
pocket; for stones, to throw on the ice
to see'if it is strong enough to skate
on,” Neddie explained.

“Well, I guess that's all my biscuits
are good for,” sald Beckie with a sigh.

“Never mind, next time you bake any
I'll be here to tell you just how much
flour and water to put in,” said Mrs.
Stubtail. “Mistakes will happen, you
know, in the best of kitchens.”

Neddie and Beckie went on to school
and both of the bear children received

marks for knowing their lessons.

Are quite sure, sed mar looking at
me funy. 'And when schol was out, Neddie and

Well, the man was cleening the lite
awn top of the lamppost, but I dident

i watch him 18wng, I sed.

And wat elts, sed ma still looking at
me funy.

Wich 1 was going to say, Nuthing
elts, ony jest then I happened to look
in the mirrer and saw my face and wat
was awl erround my mouth but black-
berry jam, proving 1 had ate it pritty
fast, 1 gess, and ma sed, Well, think

‘now, wasent thare enything elts.

O yes, I sed 1 went back in the kitch-
;n and took 3 spoonfuls of blackberry
am. /

Well Im glad to heer you say so, I
feered you were going to tell me a
lie, and if you had I wood of punished
you, but for being truthfill you may
have a penny, sed ma.

Proving that its awlways best to tell
the truth, especially wen youve got
stanes awl ovir yuref ase to give you
away. ;

- ®
Evening Story l

THE COLLECTORS.
By Donald Allen.

(Copyright, 1915, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.)

There were those who said that the
reason Joseph Blanchard had reached
the age of thirty without ever having
been in love, to say nothing 6f having
;::en a wife, was because he had a

Every man has a fad, even.to the
fad of picking up stray pins on the
sidewalk, but what all men are ready
to deny is that they have one. Some
other fellow is invariably the guilty
party. Thus, while a score of per-
song said that John Blanchard had a
fad, he said to himself that he was
the only man in a thousand who
steered clear of them.

Ag a youth, Master Blanchard was
inclined to serious thought; one of
the most serious was the preserva-
tion of the present for the future. He
realized that all things, even to na-
tions, must decay and leave ‘no more
behind them than the cave-dwellers.
There must come a time, maybe a
hundred thousand years hence, when
& new nation would long to know
how the American lived in his day
and date. They would go hunting
around for relics and souvenirs, and
they would find remains of sky-
scrapers, subways, elevated roads.
Here and there they wouynld uncover a
poem written by a Yankee school-
ma’am—now and then a speech de-
livered by a senator; but from those
things could any future historian
make out the real life of the people?

And John Blanchard went to mak-
ing a collection. It was such a collec-
tion as would enable the future his-
torian to make out our every day life,
even down to the brand of cigars the
men smoked, and the name of the
bar. of soaps the women bought for
the laundries. ;

John Blanchard’s name was to be
saved to posterity, The first move
he made was to write out his history
from birth to date, and then begin a
diary which should only close with
his death. He bought books to be in-
closed in iron boxes; he filled away
daily papers; he preserved maga-
zines; he gathered postage stamps
and coins. :

John Blanchard was the son of
wealthy parents. When he attained
his majority he had more wealth
awaiting him. He could and he did
erect a bullding and stuff it from
basement to garret with his collec-
tions. He was still at it when he
madée a new acquaintance that was
bound to bring about changes in his
life. g

John Blanchard ight have been
the only male faddist in his town
that carried the idea to an extreme,
and it never occurred to him that a
female might enter the lists against
him. One did, however. It was Miss
Myra Day, a young woman who had

dwelt in this vale of tears alm_ost as

long as he had, athough her fad
wasn't born so early. ‘

Miss Myra realized that the day
must come when the last trust, the
last grafter and the last American
must go hence and leave the ruins
of his cities to be pawned over by

lic hunters of a later race and to be

e hooting place of big-eyed owls, and
that she had a duty to do. Those
people who were to come after would
be curious about our bird*life. They
would wonder if our robins had teeth
likke a grizzley bear’s, if our -blue-
birds carried off and devoured bables,
if the woodpecker emerged from his
cave at midnight to revel in human
gore.

It was her mission to leave a leaf
of history behind for their benefit.
She, as well as Mr. Blanchard, had
wealth and could indulge herself.
She began collecting the eggs of
birds and acquiring stuffed speci-
mens. In this she spent thousands of
dollars. She was thorough in her
work, too. She could speak and write
three different languages, and she
never packed up and laid an egg or a
stuffed specimen away without writ-
ing on three different cards: 5

“This is the egg of a.quail,” or
“This ig the quail himself” or what-
ever egg or bird it was.

When Miss Myra had accumulated
enough specimens to load several
trucks she turned to insects. The
race that was to come would ask
what kind of horseflies, hornets and
fleag the lost Americans did business
with. The collection of the young
woman would answer any question.
She could imagine the Investigator
of 100,000 years hence inquiring of
himgelf:

“No, then, I wonder if the blamed
old hornet is a new thing with us, or
if they had him in the long ago?”

And then her collection would be
discovered. “I'll be hanged if the
pesky varmint isn’t right here, as
big as life, and the hossfly is in the
next stall to him,” the investigator
would exclaim,

Miss Myra bought insects of small
boys, and she went afleld for them
personally. The farmer didn’t pay
much'attention to the boy \roaming
over the fields in gsearch of the grass-
hopper, but when it came to a woman
racing up and down with a net in her
hand and her eyes bulging out he
would stop his plow to stare.

“Good lands, but ’spose I had mar-/
ried t¥at thlng instead of Mirandy!” |

Mr, John lanchard heard of a
farmer who had a valuable collection
of manuscripts that would give his-
tory a fair insight into our ways of
doing business in the nineteenth and
twentieth centuries. It was a-farmer
who never paid a debt unless he was
about to be burned at the stake, and
the valuable manuscripts were the
dunning letters he had received.

“You may call it coincidence. You
may call it luck. You may say it
was the hand of Providence. What-
ever it was it brought the two col-
lectors face to face on that farm. It
{ntroduced them., It was a bond be-

|tween them. It made Miss Myra
'agree that the dunning letters were

ithe cap-sheaf of the collection, and it

Beckle, with Tommy Joie and Kittie
Kat, Charlie and Arsbella Chick,
Jackie and Peetie Bow Wow, the two
Bughytall' squirrel brothers and Sam.
mie and Susie Littletail, the rabbits, all
went down to the duck pond to .skate
and slide on the ice.

“Hurray! Here I go!” cried Sammie
the rabbit boy as he ran to get a good
start for a slide.

“Wait a minute-” exclaimed Neddy
Stubtail. “I must first try and see il
the ice will hold us!”

Then, taking some of poor Beckie's
stone-hard biscuits out of his pocket,
the little boy bear threw them on the
ice as hard as he could.

“Bang!” went the biscuits, breaking
all to pleces, but the ice was not even
cracked, 3 :

‘“I¢ is safe for skating,’’ sald Neddie,
“though Beckie’s biscuits are not sate
for eating. But she doesn’t care; do
you, sister?” :

“Not a bit,” answered Beckie. “Some
day I will learn how to make soft bis-
cuits!”

Then the animal children began
skating and sliding. Other animal
folk came to have fun on the ice, and
among them was a little beaver boy
who was not very ploite. He was no
relation to Toodle or Noddle Flattail,

T

the good beaver chaps, I'm glad to say. .
And when this beaver chap-fell down #
and the beaver chap fell near him and
Neddie's paw-nails accidentally
scratched the beaver., 1

“Oh, what ugly long claws you
have!” cried the beaver boy to Neddie.
“Go away from me! I don’'t like
you!”

“I am sorry I scratched you,” spoke
Neddie, politely, “and 1 cannot help
my claws being long. Please excuse
me."” \

“No, I'll not!” grunted the beaver
boy, and he went off to slide by him-
self, sort of cross-like.

Well, the animal children were slid-
ing away, having a filne time, when
Neddie saw his sister Beckie going
over toward a thin place in the ice,

“Come away from there, Beckie!"
he cried. “It isn't safe there!” 8

But, no sooner had Neddie spoken
than——

“Crack!” suddenly went the ice, like
a gun being shot off, and poor Beckie /
Stubtail disappeared from sight—that }
means you couldn’t see her any more.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” cried all the other
animal children, as they skatéd toward
shore. *Beckie has fallen in!"” .

“We'll get her out! We'll get her
out!” cried Billie and Johnny Bushy-
tail, the squirrels, as they skated
toward the hole through which Beckie
had fallen into the cold water.

“No, stay back!” - shouted Neddie.
“Don’'t go near that thin ice or we'll
ell fall in.”

“But, don’'t you want to save your
sister?” asked Sammie Littletail.

“Of course I do!” cried Neddle
with tears in his eyes. *“But if 1
fall in myself I can’t save her. She
has gone under the ice. Look down
through it everybody, and when you
see where she is I'll scratch a hole
in the ice over her and pull her up
through it.”

You could see through the clear ice.
you know, just as you can through a
glass window, and soon the ahimal
boys and girls were watching for a
sight of Beckie. For she had gone
through the hole and had floated down
the duck pond under the ice that cov-
ered it.

“Oh, here she is! Here 'she is!”
suddenly cried Charlie Chick, as he
looked through the clear ice and saw
the little bear girl in the water below.
The chicken boy tried to pick a hole
in the ice with his beak, but he was
not strong enough. Then up rushed
Neddie, and with his" powerful claws, '}
he soon clawed a hole in the ice, and
lifted his sister up through it.

Poor Beckie's eyes were closed, and
she was very wet and cold. But just g
then Uncle Wiggily Longears, the rab-
bit gentleman, came along in his auto-
mobile-sleigh, and he soon took Beckie }
home, where she could have hot lem
onade and be wrapped in warm blan §
kets.

And when the beaver boy saw how |
Neddie had saved his sister from theg
ice the beaver chap said:

“] am ' sorry I made fun of yow ‘
claws. Only- for them -your sister g
might have been drowned.” ‘ !

“Yes,” said Neddle, kindly, “that is
true.’ So the ice-skating was over fo1,
that day, and the next Beckie was ag
well as ever. So this teaches us a
bear’s claws are’ very useful for some-
thing besides scratching mosquitc
bites, and the next story. will be
about Beckie and Uncle Wiggily, and
if the piano does go roller skating with
the phonograph I don’t believe th
sugar will hide in the spoon-holder; n
you? >

\t

made Mr. Blanchard volunteer to go
with her and help capture a few
crickets.

The farmer refused a very liberal
offer for his manuscripts, on the
grounds that if he had money his
creditors would pursue him afresh;
and when he came to half understand
the business of the collectors he was
filled with contempt. N

“That feller orter be splittin’ wood
and that woman orter be slicin’ ap-
ples to dry!” was the way he looked
at it, and when they came to ask
where the largest and choicest crick-
ets could be found he pointed to a
bush in the pasture and replied:

“you'll ind some lively ones down
there.”

The farmer’s wife came out to him
at the plow and asked:

“Josiah, what does that woman
want?”

“Why, she's one of 'em.”

“Does she want to buy them dun-
ning leters, or the old letters you
wrote me afore we were married?”’

“No. She’s after bugs.”

“Good lands!”

“I couldn’t make out exactly what
she wanted of them, but when they
asked about crickets I sent 'eq over
in the pasture.”

“Are they going’ to fry the grease
out of 'em for rheumatism?”

“Dunno. ‘I couldn’t understand
half their big talk.”

And as the two collectors walked
slowly across the field they warmed
toward each other, as was natural, of
the millions of people in the United
States they alone, ' very likely, were
the only ones working for those who
were to be cavorting around when
the Falls pf Niagara were worn out
like an old washboard.

Two lawyers would have been in a
wrangle in five minutes as to who
gshould have the crickets after they
had been captured.

Two editors would have dragged
politics into it and called each other
liars.

Two poets would have wrangled
\about the moonlight and dubbed each
jinglers. ~

But two collectors! Their souls
recognized each other at once and
clasped hands, as it were.

Mr. Blanchard and Miss Day were
so long on their way to cricket roost
that the farmer growled to himself:

“I¢ 1T was after an insect I'd hurry
up and get him Dby the hind leg and
then sit on the fence and do my
talking!”

But the collectors reached the spot
at last. It was a space of matted
grass, with a bush growing in the
midst of it.

There were no crickets to be seen,
but it was the hour of the day when
such insects sleep and dream, and get

ready for the business of the evening.

- It was right and proper that Mr

Blanchard should get down on  his;

knees and paw around in the grass,
and he pawed with .energy and de
termination. He found insects alter
a minute, but they were not crickets. §
The farmer saw Mr. Blanchard leap}!
to his feet in surprise. He heard
Miss Day utter a shriek and saw he
running away.

Then he saw Mr. Blanchard running
away and beating the air -with hig
hat. Then it was Miss Day whdl
bounded dround and fought' some
thing with\her fleld net. Then the
farmer said to himself:

“They-ve struck that bumble bee’s \
nest -that I was saving for a wire
fence man, and perhaps they'll need
help. Queer that these bug folks§
can't tell a cricket from a bee!”

There was need of his help. Bot
collectors were tearing around in th
both emphatic and woeful. Arme
with a broken bush, the rescuer
fought the bees to a standstill, bu

.|they had done their work. The wife

came from the house to lead Miss
Day to it, and the husband brought
uxl-)d the procession with Mr. Blanch
ard. : \

“It will be three or four days b
fore you can go,” said the doctor wif.
was called. 8y’

It turned out to be five, but afte
the second day time passed joyfully
With their heads and hands ban
daged, and oné eye opened enough t
gsee their way, the collectors sat on
the veranda and talked of birds and
eggs and manuscripts and insects
and—love. Yes, they talked love to)}
leave a record of how it was done ing§
last Americain the twentleth ce
tury. And when they departed f
their homes the farmer said to, h
wife: L

“They orter make them bumble
bees a present of $100 for stinging thq§
fads outer 'em!”
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Miss Grace Pfannebecker, who is
student at the State university, an
three other young lady students, havj
banded thremselves into _a ‘music
organization known as the "“Universi
Entertainers,” and will appear he
to give their program. The ente
ment will consist of vocal music &
readings. The young ladies haxe
peared in several towns near To
City and are said to be excellent &
tertainers,

Sheriff E. J. Grimes recently Wl &
called to Danville, Virginia, on
count of the death of his brother ‘
J. Grimes, at that place. S. J. Griy| B
was a former resident of Sigou \

and had many friends here.




