. BY HELENA DAVIS,
WRS u poor boy whoe Nved
. Nis uncle and aunt and copslp. The
| mame was Andfew, the asunt's
Jane, and the cousin'g ::::

. August. The uncle was a
domipneering man without afection for
y save his wife and son. The aunt Was
. selfish, envious woman, bating the
orphan boy who was left to ber
by a dying sister. The cousin
boy after his doling mother's gwn
an egotistical, bold-faced lad some

s the senior of his coasin Towm,

folks lived in the country st the
of a great mountaln, and the Ume
r exintenice was a very, very long
They lived during the age of

With maoy misgiviugs be wenst to Wa
aunt, whe was sapping like & grest ost
on the porch, abd rousséd ber by saying:
“Cote, livten fo me, Aupt Jape.'

His sunt awoke, glared st hita ln won-
der, for she bad forbidden Tow's cowing
on the porch when she was 'i“" ber
pleep. “How dare yon, you Miserable,
thsnkiess one, to disturh me durlng oy
morning nap? Haven't | told you | am
not well, and that | wust Imve my rest
after meals! Now, what's the matter
that yon stand there looking as though
you bad stolen a sheep and been caught
in the act? Speak up.™

‘Why, Aont Jane, | washed the plates
and "R‘ and put them to dmain em the
tray whila 1 rah o the spri for water.
When | returned to the ki all the

“But, Good Glant,” aald Tom, struggling to his knees,

glants, dwarfs end fairfes, and There
wers many strange happenings then.

Every morning Tom's Unecle Andrew
went inte the fields to work; kis Aunt
Jane went ont ou the great vine.covered
porch o sit in idieness, while Tom was
put to perform the household dutles.
Abd Augost passed the hours Letween
breakTast and dinner lying on his back
on the mountainside singing songs or
talking to himweelf, or perchance visiting
same sbepberd on the mountainside, but
always ldle.

The morning on which this story opens
wos A glorious May day, the sun shining
with a geulal smile on garden and feld,
Tom was busy In the kitchen washing
the breakfast dlshes. He bnd placed the
plates and cups on a tray ‘to drip while
Be ran to the spring pear by fof some
water. Ou bis retorn bhe und to his
smasement that every dish bhad disap-
peared from “the tray. At «Orst be sup-
posed bis gqunt had come In and wiped
thesn dAry and put them In the cupbeoard.
But when he went to the copbourd to
see If such were the case he was domb-
toundoq‘ to see oo plates nor cups there,

plates apd cups were missing: nor can 1
find them anywbere,™

The auot was on her fest iln a moment,
and striding with a very healthy stride
into the kitchen. *“If you've brokes a
aingle daish, young bheggar, 1'll give you
80 lashes with the strap for each dish,™
she sald. "“Ah, the dishes could take
poto themselves legs and walk away,
could they? Well, we'll see about that”
Apd the lrate woman began searching
evorywhere for the missing plates and
cups, bot all In valn. During bher search
Tom stood trembllog In every limb, for
he knew what punishment at his aunt's
bands meant. Her arm seemed to bold
the strength of & glant when she wielded
the lash.

“Ab, ba, Just us I thought.," eried the
aupt, turning on Tom. “'You've breken
the dishes that you may not have them
to wash. Go and fetch the strap from
the cellarway and remove yan-:?n(
hnd shirt. You'll pot be In & ho o
break any more dishes for sometime after
I'm through with youn."

Tom could do nothing but obey, and

brought to the angry and cruel woman

Flossie’s Unique Picnic.

BY MAUD

Flossie Wade ant on fhe porch In a deep
study, bher brows knittéd and her lips

pursed up Into a severs pucker. “I'm go-
lng to do It,” sha mald emphatically,
speaking to herself. ‘“‘I'm golng to do it.”

“Who are you talking to, SlaT' asked
& Jolly boyish wolce, and Flossie looked
up to see Fred Brown standing bealde ber,
“Are you chatting to the porch post?’
Fred continued jokiagly.

“No, I'm talking to good company™
Iaughed Fiossle, her brow amoothing out
st her Mps losing thelr pucker. “‘Bul
how dld you creep in bers without my
secing you, Mister?

“l came as thin air and then material
BeL" sald Fred jo a light veln. *““Den't
you belleve In materialization ™

“Oh, Fred, stop jJoking aud be periouns.
I'm thinking. '

“Deon’t do anything so resh,” orotested
Fred with assumed gravity. “Dop't you
know that thinking s a dangerous experi-
menut iz bot weather)'

“Come, stop foollng ™ enmmanded
Flonule, riaing and standing on the poreh
epe close to Fred, “Now, Iif you'll be
setious for once In your )fe, Mister Fred
#rick, 1'1 let you into a litle secret |
bavs found [t Linpossible Lo keep without
“pharing with someope else.”

“A thousand thanks for the promised
ponfidence,” sald Fred with « low bow
“And T'll promise you Lhat you will not
regret haviog chosen me as the bappy fel
fow to own the half of your secret. [n it
about a party—or a new frock?Y'

“Then you think me wso #illy an all
that?' Aod Flossle's brows drew into a
straight line and & suggestion of a pucker
came on her lips sgaln

“Ko, no,” protested Fred. 1 was mere
Iy gusssing. Hut, come, I'll be serious
and HNsten with il my earn”

“wmell, | want you to promise to belp
me ol ln & scheme,” suld Flomle. “Don't
look frightened, it wou't mean very much
work ou your part; bot It will mean
some money.”

“At your service,” sald Fred. fingling
some musll colus fo Ms pocket By,

WALKER,

Ein, let me warn you to use cantion on—
ahem, on the money question. I've gol to
get—"

“Never mind what you've got to get for
Mister Fred Brown,” sald Flossie coolly.
“Now, you know bhow much has been
done thess last few yoars for open-alr
excarsions for the poor children of our
town. You and I both stralned every
nerve and pearly broke our banks last
simmer to ralse money for the children
of the Cripple’s dospital that they might
have & week extra In the eountry. Well
I've been Lhinking of some other poor--
children that peed a little outing oc.
caslonally, and they seem to haye bheen
overiooked entirely by those interested
In #uch wmatters, I want you to help me
abd —apd—ask ne guestions. Wil you,
Fred

“Sure, Bia." And Fred put eut his
hand and elasped that of his little friend
In n solemn promise, *“And 1I'll chaln my
curlosity—1'll ask nevet a question till
the time for questions arrives.’

Then Flossle uafolded a part of her
plan, giving Fred lostructions as to what
he was to do, At the snd of half an
bour Fred hade her adiey and bhurried off,
declaring that since he had to maurage
somehow (o rnlse mouey epough te pay
for the use of four large plenle wagoos
for m whole day, aud drivers to boot,
it bebooved bim to pe getting & move
on him=elf,"

The Flossle went Into the house and
telephoned ta seversl of ber young
friends askiog them to enll that evening
after supper as shs wanted te talk over
& plan for a plenie.

That eveulng Flomie expluined to her
girl friends whe had sssembiad that she
wan arranging for a picnie o the big
grove near the lake twp miles fPom
town, and that If everythiug 'went
through as: planned they would have
the outing one week from that day.
The girls sppiavded her plan, thinking
It wes to be & plenle for youmng folks,
with & few of the mothers as chaper
onn

And each gifd promised & big basket
of luncbeon, boroming excited nnd talk-
lng over (he many dalaty viands that
would be mowt appetising in the woolds

The week passed veéry quickly for
Floesle and Fred, for both had so much
te ntiend to in completivg thelr plonie
Arrangetnenta -

“Well, 8ls,” sald Bert the eveming be
fore the day st for the

ot & dogen fage to adorn the wagenn
Gee, we'll swing through town As [
you pleass with colors
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that wstate of 'amm foar . cannot
enter Tom lay quite [
through teasm (he approm
When bhe reached the door be
Ing st Tom, pity In his hig.
“Poor nd.” he maM, "T'r
you and 1 braved the danger coming
here to uumm;nwhua:
this place and these -ldmlg.-.lt. )
luto the mountain—awsy op -sout hern
side, _and walk wtraight towards the
clouda till you come to a turs la. the
path. Then you must stop and pat
fingers In your- mouth and give
long whistles, after which you must say:
‘Hall, Falry Queen. | am come to yon
for auceor.' And thes your fortusies will
clange® .

“But, good glant,” smid Tom, struggling
fo his kieed, “how am [ to get permission
to leave this bouse? My aunt will pever
consent for me to go away from here.”
And Tom, ln guarded whispers, Jost his
aunt might be awakensd by the sound of
volees, relnted the Incident of the dis-
appearance of the djshes and his subse-
quent punishment. ending by solemuly
declaring that be was Innocent of the
charge that hils sust had made sgalust
him and that he bad oo lgn of where
the dlehien were. g

“Ab, 1 think [ wsmell the s
sald the gisot. “‘The other day an |
lay hid behind a long-fallea tres | over-
beard your good-Tor-nothing cousin bar
gnining with a shepberd for a fGute that
he coveted. The shepherd toid bim that
he was going to be married and wanhted
more than aaything else some dishes and
kitchen utensils. 1 fancy the Jyoung
son of this house ls the gullty persom.”’
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Helpful ‘Hints . for * Our Young.-rArtists.

LESSON NO. 10.—-HOW TO DRAW A GOOSE,
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“And now how sbout

the rest of tha monepd”

“Well, you ses, | &dn‘'t want your
little plan to fall through, #fs, s0 I—I1-—
Well, 1 put what 1 bad In bonk Inte
the fund. No, no, not a word! | won't
hear & word abouy It. It's half my
plenie: #o 1 have a right to pot 18 what
I please, 1t was only—Well, it was
only seven dollars, you see. Hardly
enough to ecount.  The wagons—sach
with a drived—ars five dollars aplece
for the day, You see Dad and;l patd
for thrée wagons and a trifis sver. Bo
I hustled emmugh frem the otber Boys
for the fourth wagon and got that oud
skinfiut, my uncle Powers, te contrio-
ute & five. Of coursss I'm mot paying
the band full for thelr services, | asked
them If they wanted te enfoy a ulce
day In the wooda, sod Bave & fine
luncheon handed in, for a lttle muste, I
explalued that It was to be some sort of
a charity plenie, Well, they were glad
enough to ge for the outing; and 1 hope
thelr hearta dictaled a little toward the
rharity end of It. But anyway I've got
thom, which I8 sificlett., Well, you see,’
I had u little cash to spare for the fage
aud the dealers—Mr. Jakes, gave men
great bargain M them, sewing that gome
af them weére A bit solled. Beol that'n
vever show dn’ the wagbun.™ .

“Frad, you're & brick!" declared Flosale,
“If | bad an own brother be couldn't do
mare for me than you fe* .

“1 be wouoldn't do so much,” stam-
mered Fred, his fine, manly face reddening
a bit. He was very fond of Flossle Wade,
and wantsd €0 prova himself har very best
friend In every way possible, - ¢

Thbe next morning at § o'clock a strange-
lowking procession was to be meen going
through thevWade gate, and Flostls stood
on the porch te w these who com-
prised it. First came two old men, atooped
and feeble, supporting themseives on their
heavy walking aticks. Next wers an old
whiteBalred woman and " a o-faced
r:uwr ons, the latter very frall and il

appearnnce. Then came an oid cripple,
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= poor Ttaliad street:orgsn grinder ;
followtng him  the ‘shoe-cobbler and
" wife, & pice, jolly-faced old German
who lved In & mes !
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Hutrah, borrab!

 hurrab!

* shout;
Murrab, horrab!

From morg il might we'll

Ob, it: iy grand ta be a bay;
Harrab, hurrah!
There couldn't be & greater joyi

When for the summer achool hou-: :
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