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“Miss Burd skipped through the, door.—
- Gabrighp Jackson In Minnéapolis Trib-

1 AALFEATON

©ld lavndry.”
“Who's coming?”’

“The whole club. No end of fun™
This whispered conversation took place
‘in an upper corridor of a girls’ board-

ing school near New York.

It was about 10 o'clock when ghostly

fizures began to slip through the dark

halls. Lights had been extinguisbed at

9:30, and all was now silent, .

Miss Burd, the principal, was in her

room_in a remote part of the house,
and most of the other teachers had

“Where did you find it, Fred?”
rooms in the adjoining building. The “It's one of the memory gems I had

laundry in this house was npever.used,
and stout blinds shut out—and in—all
light.
Tap, tap, tap.
“Who's there?” was whispered from
within. :
“C. C. C. Open for me.”
The door opened, and In skipped a
figure arrayed like the six already ae.

M158 BURD HERSELF §TOOD BEFORE THEM.

sembled, {n a warm dressing gown and

a high peaked paper cap, with white
tisasue mask and spy holes.

All spoke in whispers, so It was al-
most {mpossible to recognize any one.
But this only added to the fum and
mystery. “Spread the feast, girls; the’
others will seon be here. Let's see;
how many are there? Seven! Why
don't the other five hurry? I wonder
which ones aren’t here? one girl laugh-
{ngly whispered.

“What luck! Miss Burd doesn’t sus-
pect a thing. I met her in the hall just
before ‘lights’ bell, and she sajd as In-
pocently as could be: ‘You look as
though you were quite ready for the
“1and of dreams, Elsie,” but so long as
you do mot take a gallop on a “might-
mare” all will be well.” And I could
bardly belp laughing when I thought
how soon I might be equlpped for one.

“Hold on, girls! I’ve a brilllant idea.
Who's got a long halirpin. Good! That's
filne. Now prepare for something de-
lectable,” and. straightening out the
pin, she stuck a marshmaliow on it and
held the white lumypef lusciousness over
the one candle until it was toasted a
golden If rather smoky browno.

Tap, tap, tap.

“It's the others. Quick, let them in.
tor It's half past 10 aheady.”

The signals were exclanged, and in
walked not five but oite wote tligures,

+QOh, girls, such luck: Just as I came
out of my room | ran right Into Maud
Hapscomb's arms. and she wouldn't
let me go til} I'd told her whbat was up
and promised to let ler and tluree other
girls share our fun. Sbhe said they sus-
pected something was up. and they
were bound to share {t. Aund such a
spread! Land knows how they got it!
Just look!”

The tubs were how groaning under
their burden of king apples, cookles
which bore a striking resemblance to
those served at dinner, crackers which,
had surely rested in the housekeeper’s
pantry and, joy of joys, a huge tub ofi
ice cream, to say nothing of what the:
original five had brought.

“Now, girls, come on! Let's eat our‘
cream and make sure of it in case of
accidents,” said the stout red ghost in
red cap and mask, who presided over
the tub. :

“Who is she anyhow 7 asked one girl
who sat eating cream from a soup dish.

“Haven't the least idea. One of the
old girls, I dare say. But who cares
when she can conjure up such delica-
cles ?”

As midnight struck appetites and
feast came to an end: ,

“T vote,” whispered one girl, “that we.
all take off our masks ayd have a good.
Iqok at each other, 8o we'il know who'’s'

o when we meet in pubiic.”

“It's a go,” whispered several others,
and off all came:

“Let’s have more-light,” satd the do-
nor of the cream, and she reached up:
and touched the electric button,

“Qh, oh, oh! Don’t! Miss Burd will:
catch us!” cried dismayed voices. Bauti
Miss Burd herself stood before them, 8¢
red mask in one hand and a great spoon'

“This isw't the first spread I've st
tended,” she said, “and I hope it won't;

be the last: I've had too good a timse.i| J

I had an idea the old laundry would
prove an Inviting place tonight, but I
never attended a feast without my tub’
snd candle or electric light in this
twentleth century. Your spread was &.
great sficcens, girls, only next time let

me know beforeband. I may not be
able to be present in person, but I'li:
furnish the tub and light. Good night.|
I am ready for my bed, and I shouldn’t:
wonder If you were too.” And with &

fiourish of her red cap and big spoon:
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“Half past 8. Sh! Yes, down in the

@1 to turn round and say: “Must I? Oh,

wx’mﬂ.ah ¥

an importaisit engagement,” he added
harrying out of the room.
Presently Ruth peeped into the libra

saw that Undle Phil was gone.

Fred.
The words were not encouraging, bot

brought-her fiying across the fipor,
“0Oh, Fred, you will kelp met
“How would this do?¥”
It any little word ot mine
May make & life the brighter,
It any little song of mine
Moy make a heart the lighter,
God belp~me epeak the Httie word
And take my bit of singing
And drop it in some lonely valy
To set the echoes ringing.

“Oh, how beauntiful!” cried Rath.

to learn at school when 1 was a kid.”
“Oh, 1 wish gur teacher dld that.”

you quite sure it's eh-characteristic;
Fred?” .
“Quite so,” said Fred, locking quiz-

creature perched on the edge of the
big armchalr.
| was Uncle Phil's pet name for-her —--

She brought pencil and paper and
wrote the words at Fred's dictatlon.
Then she sat looking at him admirjng-
ly for a moment, . .

“Qh, Fred, you are a dear!” she sald,

He dodged, but not in time to escape
the birdlike kiss that lit plump on the
end of his nose, causing him to bury
his face in a big sofa cashion and mut-
ter things about *“gushing girls.”

But little Ruth was happler still
when Lucille, with a tender look in hex
eyes and the sweet, motherly smile and
caress that big girls sometimes bestow
on little ones, said: .
“You dear ltule thing! Your verse {a
the lovellest of all and so character-
istic!"—Mary M. Parks in Philadelphis
Times.

What a Soldier Should Do.
“Tommy, button your coat before
you go out.” .

*Oh, mother, must [ ?’

“Please, Tommy, shut the door.”
“Need I?  Can't somebody else do
’t ?lt
“Put away your book, Tommy, if you
have finished with it."”
“Oh, why should 1? Must I really,
mother? Must 1?7 Must 1?”
All this In a tone as if some terrible
piece of work is being imposed upon
him and he feels that it is really too
hard to bear. Expect him to shut the
door when he comes In or goes out?
What cruelty! To put away his books
and toys? How unreasonable! Torun
errands for mother? Ob, no!
“Must 1? Must 1?” he says just as If
he was the worst treated little boy in
the world and makes such a fuss about’
doing the smallest thing that it is al-
ways far easler to go and shut the
doors and put away the toys oneself
than make Tommy do it.

I'1l tell you another thing about Tom-
my. He says that the lesson he hates
most is drill. He has an old soldler to
drill him at school, and all the boya
worth anything lke drilitime better
than any other.

Not so Tommy. “Left, right; left,
right! Right about, turn! Attention!”
Commands of that kind do not please
bhim at all. He is wanting all the time

why need I?" instead of obeying or-
ders. . .
And so he never does it well, and
am afraid he who dees no work well'
cannot even play well. People who try
to shirk work never enjoy themselves
at play as they should.

S0 get Into the way oOf obeying
promptly, just as if you were soldiers
learning to drill, and don’t say “Must
17" when you are asked to do some-
thing.

What is the good of arguing if the
work has to be done? People like Tom-
.my waste all their time over “Need
's?” and “Must I's?” when they might
have done the work and had a good
play. And if the something to be done
is not very nice far better get it over
than groan and worry and fuss and
-bother to know if you must.

The Letter M.
What s it that occurs once in a min-
ute, twice in a moment and not once
in a thousand years?

“More, Grandpal”
In emoking slices deftly carved
The gobbler wastes away
As grandps wiclds the carving knife
Upon Thanksgiving day.
The heaping plates with goodly cheer
Around the board are sped,
And first of aii, so grandpa Mys,
The children must be fed.

them on the tyalh. After that 1 hawe

ry. Her fafe grew longer when she

“Well, did "you succeed in finding =
sugar honey and ‘lasses verse?™ asked

there was something in his”*voice that

Then her face grew sober. “But are

zically at the gualnt, serious eyed little]

“Miss Conscientious™

' { it of knighthood Is aying out” said,
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Ruth once said:

aver.”

4 A ‘ . ~ -

YR, FRED, YOU ARK A DEAR!"

interrupted when he was reading.
“Fred,” she sald timidly at last.
No answer.
“EFred! a little louder.
Still no answer.
“Please, Fred!”

worst fears.

away, and she wagpts me to write In
her album”—
«Album! Autograph!

say that those things have come around
again?’, .
“It {sn't & common sutograph al

it up.
The inside leaves were cut from card-
board In the shape of onk leaves and
the outslde ones from birch bark, and
all were tied together with pale green
ribbon. ,

“Lucille made it herself. She has
had.a pleasant time bere, and, as sho
may never come back again, slie wants
a souvenir and wanta ail her set to
write in it. 1don't belong. 1 belong to
the younger set, but Lucllle likes me,
and she says I write a bpautiful hand,
and she says she svants us to write
something ch-characteristic, and 1 don't
know what that menns. Mamma is
gone, and Uncle Phil 1s awfuily husy,
and T have to give it back to ber In the
norning, for there are so many to write
in it yet, and”’—
She stopped short, for she saw that
Fred was deep In his book again.
«“Pplease help me, Fred,” she sald.
“Go way!” shouted Fred in exactly
the same tone that he used & few mo+
mients later when the pug came. seck-
ing around the couch and thrust itn
'mofst nope lovingly imto his~ face:
“iWrithng In autograph albums is all
silly girls’ nonsense. and I won’t have
athing to do with it.” .
Ruth went. She went up to he¥ room

per.

get?’ Why, Fred himself had once
cause the captain of the senior nine

“Well.done, kid!
Presently Uncle Phil came into the
qitting room. He paused beside the
conch and peered over it. -
"Having a good time?” he asked.

ly sitting up.
Uncle Phil was a personage, and one’
catinot snub a distinguished war cor- |
respondent as one does a little sister.

“It'a Perseusand Andromeds. Great,
ist’t #t?" hie continued enthusiastical-.
1y. *T'll teil you, iife was wortli fiving
in those days. Of cotirse 1 know this

me! Life’s a deadly grind in this age.”
“Sometimes 1 fear that the very spir

Uncle Phil thoughttully.
TFred's astonishment fairly lifted ki
to his feet,

“4sGod blees the ¢hlldtén(" graidpe cries

«

,ﬂ\isblng almost imperceptibly under,

otwher, I don't Aoubt that shé-is weed-

chance, and youw'd see.”

XJ

“isk your life to rescue a fair lady,.

eh?” asked Uncle Phil, smiling. ‘
“Yos, sir, I would” replied Fred,,

fred was Iying -on the coneh in the §
sitting roam reading .and squirming.
One could always tell wwhen he reachied | _pob went down into-the
a critical point In the story, for be-el-| yuen Johm, i’mmmgmt

ther gave & bounce that tried thelgopinn hour, teyingtovmlo-hergo o
springs of the couch-or waved & {00 |'whove tgﬁ'er“ts% o A ‘B i
exeitedly in the air. As-his little sister { gag fn valn, howevel, s 1hey

“I¢hen Pug wags bis tail, he wags all| This was the fourth "tine the gﬁ Tad']
ovér, and when Fred reads he reads all féen 1n the corn within th i ‘

He read on. unconscions of the little | yOung: fowsting

figare perchied on the arm of an easy mﬂ‘a"‘? nd thé Bl tivlee, but not 1
chalr regarding hm with pleading|? break 10 the. fence could e fad.

N | that somebody Iot ber in or that she

eyes. She did want to speak to him, Would be trylng to get back I lodd’}
and yet she knew how he lated to be than an hour. e had sordo lttle trou:

. isight, Bob followed her. She rooted

“Well. what do you want?” he grow]l- €d off at a-trot for the field, groliting i
ed, glaring at her over the top of his complacently as she went, - » . -G
book in a manner that justified her, Just as sbe got to the fence B‘%\’ lost,

«Oh, Fred. Lucille Baker 18 going lovd squealing. When he came up, she.

Ob, take it solved. e wor ot th
away!™ cried Fred. “Do you mean to fence across the branch a Jatge .403515‘!1‘;{3‘

bum.” satd Ruth, with dignity, holding rebuilt the fence, leaving out.the log. ..

and crled, having first put the precious |
album away in its tingue paper wiap- |

Breathes thefe a man with soul s
dead that he does not remember how |
his heart overflowed with pride when}
he was npotiéed by one of the- “older{ -
swelled to twice his patural size be-}

slapped him on theé back and shouted, |

“Yes, sfr! Fine!” cried Fred, prompt- |

ddys of the old chivalry and the tour- §

1s & myth” he added hastily, “but thé
ndments and all that are the diys for #

“No, sfr!” he cried as he sat down on Louls Star- - -
“the edge of the couch. “Just giveit.a v S

R ey e

fcket-down To kbactiaid T goeha
stwwin the dorsi agals
gut. bet Dt thes, 1 Fou"
§hie Fots tin T give-you-
o go to the clrens.™.

feld and

lay_the fence down 3% last,

' i Ehife Uaye, S04
| slye wan making hivvoe, of the tender |
gurs. - 3o Jater Jiad

it e

Jobn also made the trip, bug feported | ¢

“there wasn't & Dole big guongh 058 | 5
groundhog to get . throngli lot wlope | =
that old four footed razor back™ . The {34
hired man wont on & seanch for “hogi

holes” He, too, Yalled to find wlhere }
the hog got in. It was his firm belief |

climbed over the nine rail femee.
But, in apito of past £allures, after:

Beginning at the northwest'coroer, he |
{ carefully examined avery panel of the |-

rall fence around the entire Geld. '

1{Pell, that do bert cats a-soratelii™
he muttered as he Yliibed upon the |
tence to think. *“Not & liefe bigCoough ]
Yor & weasel. Guesa she tust ¢lipb 24 my
’tree and jump over.” _ gk
i

But Bob was not beaten,” Héhad de- |
termined that the .old sow shaunid not i
keep him out of the circus. He dectded-] 4
to play detective. Inowing how hog-3 G0

'glsh the ol sow iwak, hie kniw shed. ¥

vle in anding her In the woods DElow..|.

 Sure cnough, she was already. headed,
toward the cornfisld. Keejiug out of
{along lelsurely unti] sho ¢ame 1o the | 1 te
ipranch, Once in the branch,she start: {.,

sight of her, but heard 2 scrambie and !

was gathering corn to beat & patent | thoug
jcorn gatherer. But the mystery was howr,
In lnying the worm of thyg ' ToAd

been used, and it was holloW, {l‘f,x;e}ipy, Y
had crawled through it. -Bob lgld-the= o

tence down, drove the sow.ount, then

He 1id after this was<done to- Ke

1 what she would next do. Xn.just a.lit- There.

tle while she came trotting back. with | 1»%
that melf matisfied grunt, wriggled. loto 1
the log and came squekling out at the., o
othier end, To lier surpijse there wid
no corn in sight. “Then slie trotted:
around o the other end and-crawled
through mgain. Thiz she did: thred
times before slie was ready to kive 4t
“p' . o, L ‘,“,

Bob not only want to the gtréﬁ& ~’bj’ti‘f“

AU
A

had a half dollar extra for lemonafc - aWalr
and peanuts, ‘ C paumpEied
. . _— ! ahout
‘ A Youum Foreman, = 4NV

Here is the youngest foreman in 8¢, 3
Louls. Hec is Harry Wilkios: won of
Gus Wilkius, a coal and jce dealer of -
South Third street, Harry is foremin o
‘over his father's drivers, and Wilking'

U BARRY WIGRING o o5
senlor his o enuse fo-dolipalg
the youhg mun's "Work, - The
Abotit 31 yenrs ofd, but does orie
Iike a man twice that age, His fathep
declires that some diy Harry wilk b
8 full pavtier in the busibi
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“ti‘rj{‘i‘o&v;in;miug;rﬂ'w vk,
kK quil K oy
Whe

e dete the niiackie? that

the tan, “and so would any of the fal-

lows.” - |
1 - “Not long ago,” said Unels Phil, §ookv.£
i ing at his watch and: begioping to
speak very rapidly, I heard a malden |
in, dire-. distress, #nd the only knighth
within:hatl deliberately turned ik badk’

o

R RN
“Wh-what's tist, Uncle:Phil?” stam:
red heginmn‘xjw;
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