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[ CAROLYN'S SUNNY DISPOSITION BEGINS TO HAVE ITS
EFFECT UPON AUNTY ROSE.

—

—

her uncle 18 not very enthusinstie,

demeanor of Aunty Itose, Uncle Joe's housekeeper,
when he learns from a lawyer friend of his brother-ln-law that Carolyn
bus baen loft practically peonlless and consigned to hls care as

guardinn,

Synopsis—~Her father and mother #sported lost at sen when the
Dunraven, om which they had salled rur Europe, wis gunk, Cuarolyn
May Camerou—Hannah's Carolyn—is sent from New York to her bach-
elor uncle, Joreph Stagg, nt the Comers,

—_— - —

The reception given her by
Curolyn I8 nlso chilled by the stern
Stngg 18 dismayed

—_—
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s the hack iself held the roins over
the bony back of the horse hat drew
the anclent equipage,

“I sny, young'un, ain't yen out o yer
balllwick?" queried Tim, the haciman,
staring at the little girl I the <tage
yard.

Carolyn May stood up quickls and
trled to look over her shouldir and
down her back. It was hard to get
all those buttoas buttoned siraight,

“I don't know,” she sald, periurbed,
“Does it show?"

“Huh?" grunted Tim.

“Does what
show 1"

CHAPTER IV—Continued.
-

Therefore General Bolivar charged
jwith outspread wings and qulvering
ifan. His eyesight was not good, how-
iever. He charged the little girl in-
:ltu! of the rolstering dog.

i Carolyn May frankly screamed, Had
/the angry turkey reached the little
lgirl he weuld have beaten her downm
land perhaps seriously Injured her,
| He missed her the first time, but
turned to eharge agaln. Prince barked
loudly, circling around the bristling
turkey ceek, undecided just how to get
{into the battle, But Aunty Rose knew
fear of anything wearing feathers.
ra“smt. you brute!” she crled, and
made a grab for the turkey, gripping
him with her left hand behind his
head, bearing his long neck downward,
In her ether hand she selzed a plece
of Ilath and with it chastised the big
turkey acress the haunches with
vigor.

“Oh, dom’t spank him any more,
Aunty Rose!” gasped Carolyn May at
last. “He must be sorry.”

With a final stroke Aunty Rose al-
lowed the big fowl to go—and he ran
awny fast enough.

“Your deg, child, does mnot know
his manoers. If he ls golng to stay
here with you he must learn that fowl
are not te be chased nor startled.”
| “Onh, Aunty Rose!” begged the little
/girl, “don't punish Prince! Not—not
that way. Pleass don't! Why, he's
mever been spanked In his life! He
wouldn't keew what It meant. Dear
]Annty Rose—"
| “I shall mot beat him, Car'lyn May,"
interrupted Annty Rose. “But he must
learn his lesson. He must learn that
liberty 18 not license. Dring him here,
Car'lyn May."”

; She led the way to an open coop of
{laths in the middle of the back yard.
(This was a hutch In which she put
{broody hens when she wished to break

p thelr desire to set. She opencd
the gate of It and motloned Prince to
jenter,

The dog looked pleadingly at hls

ttle mistress' face, then into the wom-
‘an's stern countenance. Seeing no
reprieve in elther, with drooplug tall
he slunk into the cage,
| With one hand clutching her frock
over her heart, Carolyn May’'s big blue

eyes overflowed.
l “It's just as If he was arrested,” she

sald. “Poor Prince! Has he got to
stay there always, Aunty Roge?"

i “He'll stay till he learns his lesson,”
sald Ars. Kennedy grimly, und went
‘on into the garden.

! Oarolyn May sat down close to the
wide of the cage, thrust one hand be-
tween the slats and held one of the
Wog's fromt paws. Hhe had hoped to
igo into the gardea to help Aunty Rose
pick peas, but she could not bear to
leave Prince alone,

By and by Mrs, Kennedy came up
from the gardea, her pan heaped with
pods, Bhe looked nelther in the di-
irection of the prisoner nor at his little
amistress,

. Prince whined and lay down, IHe
had begun to reallze now that this was

o play at all, but punishment., He

linked his eyes at Carolyn May and
looked as sorry as ever a dog with
cropped ears and an abbreviated tall
could look.

The peas and potatoes were cook-
ing for dinner when Aunty Rosge ap-
peared agaln, There was the little
girl, all of a dewy sleep, Iylog on the
grass by the prison pen, Aunty Hose
‘would have released PFPrioce, but,
though he wagged his stump of a tall
6t her and yawned and blinked, she
had still her doubts regarding s mon-
grel's geod nature,
| Bhe could not allow the child to
sloep there, however; so, stooping,
pleked up Carolyn May and carried
her comfortably Into the house, laying
her down on the sitting-room couch to
bave her nap out—as she supposed,
without awakening her.

+ Aunty Rose came away goftly and
elosed the door and while she finlshed
getting dinner she trled to muke no
nolse which would awaken the chilq,

Mr. 8tagg came home at noon, quite
a8 full of busineas as usunl, To tell
the truth, Mr, S8tagg always felt bash-
ful In Aunty Rose's presence ; and he
tried to hide his affliction by conversa-
tion, Bo bhe talked steadily through
the meal,
| But somewnere—ahout at the ple
course, it was—he stopped and looked
around curlously,

“Blesa me!"” he exclalmed, “where's
Hannah's Car'lyn?™

“Taking a nap,” sald Aunty Rose
composedly, .

“Hum! can't the child get up to her
victunls?" demanded Mr, Stagg. “You
begin serving that young one Bepa-
rately and you'll muke yourself work,
Aunty Rose"”

“Never troub's about that which
doesn't concern you, Joseph Stagg”
responded his housekeeper rather
tartly. “The Lord has placed the care
of Hnnnah's Car'lyn on you and me
and I'll do my share and do It proper.”

Mr. Bta’ ‘inok his head and lost
Interest iu i wedge of berry ple.
“There are Institutions—" he began
weakly; but Aunty Rose sald quickly:

“Joseph Stagg! I kaow you for what
you are—other people don't. If the
neighbors heard you say that they'd
think you were a heathen. Your own
sister's child1”

“Now, you send Tim, the hackman,
np after me this afternoon. 1've got
to go shopping. The child hasn't a
thing to wear but that fancy little
black frock, and she'll ruin that play-
Ing around. S8he's got to have frocks
and shoes and another hat—all sorts
of things, Beems a shame to dress a

child like bher In black—Iit's punish-
ment. Makes her affliction double, I
do say.”

“Well, I suppose we've got to flat-
ter Custom or Custom will weep,”
growled Mr, Btagg. “But where the
money's coming from—"

“Dido’t Car'lyn’s pa leave her none?”
asked Aunty Rose promptly.

“Well—not what you'd call a for-
tune,"” admitted Mr. Stagg slowly.

“Thanks be you've got plenty, then,
And If yon haven't I have,” sald the
woman In a tone that quite closed the
question of finances,

“Which shows me just where I get
off at,” muttered Joseph Stagg as he

= | human nolses she heard.

He Charged the Little Girl Instead of
the Roistering Dog,

started down the walk for (he store,
“l knew that young one would he a
nulsance,”

Curolyn May, who was quite used to
taking a nap on the days that she did
not go to school, woke up, ns bright
us 0 newly minted dollar, very soon
ufter her Uncle Joe left for the store.

“I'm awtully sorry 1 mlssed him
she conflded to Aunty Rose when she
danced Into the kitchen. “You see,
I want to get acquainted with Unele
Joe Just as fast as possible. And he's
ut home so littla I guess that it's golng
to be hard to do it."

“Oh, Is that so? And Is It golng to
be hard to get acqualnted with me?"
asked the lLousekeeper curionsly,

“Oh, nol!” crled Carolyn May, snug-
gling up to the good woian and pat-
ting her plump bare arm. “Why, I'm
getting 'quuinted with you fast, Aunty
Rose! You heard me say my prayers
and when you lald me down on the
couch just now you kissed me”

Aunty Rose getunlly blushed, “There,
there, child " she exelnlmed.
too notlelng.  Fot your dinner, thut
I've saved warm for you"

“Isu't Prince o have any diuner,
Aunty Rose?" usked the little girl

*You wuy let him out, If you wish, |

after you have had your dinner,
ean feed him under the tree.”

Carolyn Moy was very much exelted
about an bour luter when o rusty
closed hack drew up to the front gate
of the Btugg place and stopped,

You

ng
Ap old man with & squarecut chin | utterly disregards “st home” days.

“What you sald,” sald Carolyn May
accusingly. “I don't belleve |t does”

“Hey 1" chuckled the huck driver
suddenly. “I meant, do you 'low Mrs,
Kennedy knows you're playing lu her
front yard?"

“Aunty Rose? Why, of course™
Carolyn May declared. “Don't you
know I live here?"

"“Live here? Get out!” excluimed

“Yes, sir. And Prince too, \With my
Uncle Joe and Aunty Rose."

“Pitcher of George Washington!" |
ejaculated Tim. “You don't menn Joe
Stagg's taken a youmg-'un to bonrd?”

“He's my guardian,” sald the little
girl primly. |

Aunty Rose appeared. She wore a
close bonnet, trimmed very plainly,
and carried a parasol ef drab silk.

Aunty Rose climbed into the creaky
old vehlcle,

“Are you golng t~ be gone long?",
asked Carolyn May politely. |
“Not more than two hours, child,"
snld the housekeecper, “Nobody will
bother you here—" i
“Not while that dog's with her, I

reckon,” put In Tim, the backmun.

“May I come down the road to meet
you, Aunty Rose?' asked the little
girl. "I know the way to Uncle Joe's
store.” '

“I don't know any reason why you
can't come to meet me,"” replied Mrs.
Kennedy, *“Anyway, you can come
along the road as far as the first
house. You know that one?"

“Yes, ma'am. Mr. Parlow's" said
Carolyn May.

Carolyn May went back Into the !
yard and sat on the front-porch steps
and Prince, yawning unhappliy, curled
down at her feet. There did not
seem to be much to do at this place.
She had time now, had Carolyn May,
to compare The Corners with the busy
Harlem streets with which she had
been familiar all her life,

“Geooduess me!" thought Carelyn
May, startled by her own imagination,
“suppose all the folks In all these
houses around here were dead!”

They might have been for all the

‘ “Goodness me!" she sal! agaln, and

this tme she jumped up, startling
Prince from his nap. *“Maybe there
Is a spell east over all this place,” she
went on. “Let's go and sce {f we can
find somebody that's allve"

They went out of the ynrd together
and took the dusty rond toward the
town.

They roon came In sight of the Par-
low liouse and carpenter shop,

"We ean't go beyond that,” sald
Carolyn May. "“Aunty Iose told ue
not to. And Uncle Joe suys the car-
penter-man {so't a plensant man.”
She looked wistfully at the prem-
Ises.  The cottage seemecd quite as
much under the “spell” as had been
those dwelllngs at The Coruers. But
from the shop came the sound of a
plane shrieking over a long board.

"Oh, Princey!" gasped Carolyn May.
“T blleve he's making long, curly
shavings |"

If there was one thing Carolyn May
adored It was curls,

Suddenly Mr. Jedldiah Parlow looked

up and saw the wistful, d r-streaked
fuce under the Wlack bo: brim and
ubove the black frock. 1. stared at
lier for fully a filoute, ;.ising the
plune over his work, The: he put it
down and came to the ¢iop of the

shop,
"You're Hannah Stagg'

little girl,
aren't you?" he asked.

“Yes, slr)” she sald, ind  sighed.
Dear me, he kuow who sh. was right
awuay ! There would not b . ny chance
of her getting a sult of lu 4 curls.

“You've come here to ive, have
you® sald Mr. Parlow slowly,

“Yes, slr. You see, m: papa and
mamma were lost at sen—swith the
Dunraven, It was a mistal. | guess,”
sighed the little glel, “for 1, vy weren't
fighting anybody, But the Dunraveu
got In the wuy of some shij: that were
fighting, In o pluce called 1he Medi-
terranenn ocean, and the Dunraven

was sunk, sud only a few folks were
d mamma

saved from it
weren't saved,”

My papn

“"You're |

—
—

Carolyn learns why |~ uncle
and Amanda Parlow :re now
80 “mad" that they do nct gpeak
as they pass each cther by,
Read all about It In the next

! installment.

(TO BE CONTINU 1))

When Dame Fortune gocs ealling she

whisker aod clothing and hot as rosty

the surprised hackman, |
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RKERS’ DORMITORIES

Wilrtie necessities in Washingion have haited the placa developinent by which the spaee between the Unlon sta-

Hon end the eapitol was to have been converted into o beaa (fol pork,

Doriitories for govermment workers are helng

bullt on the antire spuce. It v one of many housing projects under waoy to relleve nn almost unbellevable congestion.
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WHAT THE GERMANS LEFT
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OF PERONNE

P
When the allles recaptured Peroonne they found the Huns hoad reduced it to o mass of ruins. A scene in the wrecked

| clty Is here shown,
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These Aebivan aviators are consulting maps just prior to starting upon
n bombing expedition on Metz, the Alsatiun capital,
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Here ure types of the Turkish prisoners tuken by the thousands in Pales-
tine by the vietorious troops of General Alleyby's expedition,
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French Revolutionary Calendar,
The convention of the French revo-
Intlon ahollshed the ordinary enlendar
and established a new one, beginuing
gbout the nutumnal equinex, with 1‘1|o-
seriptive nnmes for the months. 'lIu:
present time of year wus under tha
ement
"\I»::Tmil extended from .\n;:n:tt 10 to
September 18 and was culled Fructidor

(fruit).

s lust month of the |
the [ until you master the art of giving up

Real Riches,

I'o vou know what real riches are?
Some people never know, bhut others do,
Renl vlehes conglst not In having, but
In giving. Some of the people who
fare envied ns wealthy, are In reality
poor sturved souls to whom the joy of
sncrifles I8 nn unknown luxury. Not

for others are you really rich.—Ex-
chunge,

Mrs, Josephus Daniels, wife of the
cocretnry of the navy, 18 here shown
in the blue unlform and bloek tricone
Chat of the YW, Ol A war work couns-
cil, which she pow wenrs on her visits
to the hostess houses o diYerent
caomps amd naval stutions,

Surprise to Mother.
The Htte girl worked horself up Into
thut ford of had temper which is gon-

eorally  known 0 parents under the
nome of Mo tantrum.”

DBut hee mother 10 nof mnke the
common  milstake  of chastlsing  her
while she wns in thut mood, She

called the little giel to her slde and
argned with her,

“Dear ¢hild” sald the mother, “don't
You know that when you get yourself
te such a state nobody loves yon?"

"Denr mother,” pnswered the chila,
Foeontrolling herself with diffienity and
| spenking through her elenched teeth,
“when T onm o in such a state 1 don't
{ eare n darn whether anybody loves me
or not"—Cleveland Plain Dealep,

Belgium After the War,

Attentlon I8 called hy the "u[ﬂ]un
Bulletin to the faet that In the B ™
trict of Liege after the war the conl
mines of the basin of Llege win re-
organize in st greater proportions
the food service which they had cre-
nted for the miners, bt which the
food shortage foreed themn 1o suspend,
The syndicuted eonl mines In question
will open establishments to furnish te

the workers food, clothing, shoes, ete,
at vost, ,
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