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“Pick him up and put him on the
sled here, boya" Mr., Btagg sald, *I'll
carry Hannah's Car'lyn myself.”

The party, including the exelted
'‘Prince, got back to the docks without
losing any time and without further
accident. 8till the chapel bell was
ringing and somebody sald:

“We'd have been up a stump for
knowing the direction if it hadn't been
for that bell*

! “Me, too,” muttered Chet Gormley.

“That's what kep' me goin', folks—

ithe chapel bell, It just seemed to be
1lin' me home.”

Joseph Stagg, carried hia nlece vp
o Mra. Gormley's litle house, while
one of the men helped Chet along to
the same destination, The seamstress
met them at the door, wildly exclted.
| “And what do you think?" she eried.
*They took Mandy Parlow home In
Tim's hack. She was just done up,
they tell me, pullin’ that chapel bell,
Did you ever hear of such a sllly crit-

Just because she couldn't find the

xton I"

“Hum! you and I both seem to be

Istaken about what constitutes silil-

Mre. Gormley,” grumbled the
ardware dealer. "1 was for calllng
ur Chet silly, till I learned what he'd
one. And you'd better not call Miss
hlnd: gllly. The sound of the chapel
:bell gave us all our bearings. Both of
fem, Chet and Miss Mandy, did thelr
Deat.”

QOarolyn May was taken home in
fMim's hack, too, To her surprise, Tim
(was ordered to stop at the Parlow
jhouse and go In to ask how Miss
‘Amanda was.

By this time the story of her pulling
of the chapel bell rope was all over

so Cove and the hack driver was

turally as curlous as anybody. So

willingly went into the Parlow cot-

, bringing back word that she was

resting comfortably, Doctor Nugent
Daving just left her.

| “An' she's one brave gal,” declared

“Pltcher of George Washington |

lin' that bell rope aln't’ no baby's

Carolyn May did not altogether un-
nd what Miss Amanda had done,
ut she was greatly pleased that
ncle Joe had so plaluly displayed his
terest in the carpenter's daughter,
The next morning Carolyn May
ed to be In good condition. In-
deed, she was the only individual vi-
tally interested in the adventure who
d not pay for the exposure. Even
nce had barked his lega belng
Pnnled out on the ice, Uncle Joe had
caught a bad cold in his head and suf-
ered from It for gome time, Miss
IAmnndu remalned in bed for several
days. But It was poor Chet Gormley
iwho pald the dearest price for par-
cipation In the exclting Incident. Doc-
Nugent had hard work fighting off
poeumonla.

Mr. Stagg surprised himself by the

interest he took In Chet. He closed
store twice each day to call at
Widow Gormley's house.
Mr, Stagg found himself talking with
more than he ever had before.
boy was lonely and the man found
& apark of Interest in his heart for him
t he had never previously discov-
He began to probe Into his
employee's thoughts, to learn
mething of his outlook on life; per-
even, he got some Inkling of
Chet's ambition.
That week the ice went entirely
of the cove. Spring was at hand,
with its muddy roads, blue skies,
sweeter alrs, soft rains and a general
revivifying feeling.

Aunty Rose declared that Carolyn
May began at once to “perk up.” Per-
Ih” the cold, long winter had been
‘hard for the chlld to bear.

l One day the little girl had a more
than ordinarily hard school task to
perform, Everything did not come
easy to Carolyn May, “by any manner
of means,” as Aunty Rose would have
sald, Composition writing was her
bane and Miss Minnle had Instructed
Oarolyn May's class to bring In o writ-
ten exercise the next mornlng, The
Httle girl wandered over to the church-
yard with her slate and pencil—and
Prince, of course—to try to achleve
the compoaition,

. The windows of the minister's study
‘overiooked this spot and he was alt-
ting at his desk while Oarolyn May
‘was laboriously writing the words on
Aer slate (having learned to use a
uiate), which she expected later to

into her composition book,

The Rev. Afton Driggs watched her
puzzled face and laborlng fingers for
some moments before calllng out of
his window to her, Several sheets of
sermon paper lay before him on the
desk and perhaps he was having al-
most a8 hard a time putting on the
paper what he desired to say ns Car
olyn May was having with her writ-
ing.

Finally, he came to the window and
#poke to her, “Carolyn May,” he sald,
“what are you writing?"

' “Oh, Mr, Driggs, 1s that you?" said
the lttle girl, getting up quickly and

coming nearer. “DId you ever have to
write a composition?

“Yes, Carolyn May, 1 have to write
one or two ench week,” And he
sighed.

“Oh, yes! Bo you do!" the little girl
ngreed. “You have to write sermons,
And that must be a terribly tedlous
thing to do, for they have to be longer
than my composition—a great deal
longer.”

“80 It Is a composition that 18 troub-
ling youw," the young minlster re-
marked.

“Yes, sir. 1 don't know what to
write—I really don't. Miss Minnie
enys for us not to try any flighta of
fancy, I don't Just know what those
are, But she says, write what Is In us,
Now, that don't seem llke a composi-
tion,” added Carolyn May doubtfully.

“What doesn't,”

“Why, writing what Iz In us,” ex-
plained the little girl, ataring In a

“Carolyn le," I:: ﬂt'lld.;\'lhlt Are
ou ng

puzzled fashlon at her slate, on which

she had written several lines. *“Yon
see, I have written down all the things
that I 'member is In me,”

“For pity's sake! let me see it
child,"” sald the minister, quickly reach-
Ing down for the aslate. When he
brought It to a level with his eyes he
was amnzed by the followlng:

“In me there 18 my heart, my lver,
my lungs, my verform pendicks, my
stummick, two ginger cookies, a plece
of pepmint eandy and my dinner,”
“For pity's sake!” Mr. Driggs shut
off this explosion by a sudden cough.
“I guess It Isn't much of a compo-
sltion, Mr. Driggs," Carolyn May sald
frankly. “But how can you make your
Inwards be pleasant reading?”

The minister was having no little
difficulty In restraining his mirth.
“Go around to the door, Carolyn
May, and ask Mrs. Driggs to let youn
In. Perhaps I can help you In this
composition writing."

“Oh, will you, Mr, Drigga? cried
the little girl. “That s awful kind of
you."

The clergyman did not seem to mind
neglecting his task for the pleasure of
belping Carolyn May with hers. He
explained quite clearly just what Miss
Minnle meant by “writing what Is in
you.”

“Oh! It's what you think about a
thing yourself—not what other folks
think," cried Carolyn May. “Why, 1
can do that. I thought it was some-
thing llke those physerology lessons,
Then I can write about anything I
want to, can't I

“I think 80," replied the minister,

“I'm awfully obliged to you, Mr.
Driggs,” the little girl sald. *“I wish
I might do something for you In re-
mm..l

“Help me with my sermon, per-
haps?” he asked, smiling,

“I would If I could, Mr. Driggs.”
Carolyn May wes very earnest.

“Well, now, Oarolyn May, how would
you go about writing & sermon If you
had one to write®”

“Oh, Mr. Driggs!™ exclaimed the
little girl, clasping her hands. “I know
Just how I'd do 1"

“You do? Tell me how, then, my
dear,” he returned, smiling, “Perhaps
you have an Insplration for writing
sermons that I have never yet found.”

“Why, Mr, Driggs, I'd try to write
every word so's to make folks that
heard it happler. That's what I'd do.
I'd make 'em look up and see the sun-
thine and the sky—and the moun-
tains, 'way off yonder—so they'd see
nothing but bright things and breathe
only good air aad hear birds sing—
Oh, dear me, that—that 1s the way I'd
write a sermon,”

The clergymun's face had grown
grave as he listened to her, but he
kissed her warmly as he thanked her
and bade her good-by, When she had
gone from the study he read agaln

]

the text written st the top of the f.=
sheet of sermon paper, It was taken
from the book of the prophet Jere
miah

“*To write every word s0's to make
folka that heard It happler,' " he mur
mured as he crumpled the sheet of pa-
per In his hand and dropped It In the
waste-basket. ?

CHAPTER XV.

The Awakening.

With the opening of spring and the
close of the sledding season, work had
stopped at Adams' camp. Rather, the
entire plant had been shipped tweaty

NEBRASKA,
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| BABY TAKES JOY

| RIDE ON TRAIN

: May Arnett Travels 280 Miles
While Parents Search
for Her.

Little Rock, Ark.—\With a few pen- |

[ bles clutehed In her baby hund, little
May Arnett, three Yeurs old, enjoyed
| 0 280-mile rallrosd journey from her

miles deeper Into the forest—mill, |
bunkhouse, cook shed and such sorru- |
gated.iron shacks as were worth cart. |

ing away.
All that was left on the site of the

busy camp were huge heaps of gaw- |

dust, plles of slabs, discarded timbers
and the half-burned bricks Into which
had been bulit the portable boller and
engloe.

And old Judy Mason. She was not
considered worth moving to the new
site of the camp. She was bedridden
with rheumatism, This was the report
Tim, the hackman, had bhrought In,

The old woman's busband had gone
with the outfit to the new camp, for he
could not afford to give up his work.
Judy bad not been so bad when the
camp was broken up, but when Tim
went over for a load of slabs for
summer frewood, he discovered her
quite helpless In her bunk and almost
starving. The rheumatic attack had
become serlous.

Amanda Parlow had at once ridden
over with Doctor Nugent. ,
“How brave and helpful It s of Mias
Amanda!" Carolyn May eried. “Dear
me, when I grow up I hope I can be a

gradjerate nurse llke Miss Mandy.”

“I reckon that's some spell ahead,”
chuckled Mr. Parlow, to whom she
sald this when he plcked her up for a
drive after taking his daughter to the
camp,

“Mr Parlow,” the girl ventured after
a time, “don't you think now that Miss
Amanda ought to be happy?”

“Happy!" exclalmed the carpenter,
startled, “What about, child?"

“Why, about everything. Yom know,
once I asked you about her belng hap-
Py, and—and you didn't seem fa-
v'rable, You sald ‘BahI'™

The old man made no reply for a
minute and Carolyn May had the pa-
tlence to walt for her suggestion to
“sink In." Finally be said:

“I dunno but you're right, Carlyn
May. Not that #& matters much, |
guess, whether a body's happy or not
in this world,” he added grudgingly.

“Oh, yes, it does, Mr. Parlow! It
matters a great deal, I am sure—to
us and to other people. If we're not
happy Inside of us, how can we be
cheerful outside, and so make other
people happy? And that is what I
mean about Miss Amanda.”

“What about Mandy?"

“She fsn't happy,” sighed Carolyn
May. “Not really, She's just as good
88 good can be, Bhe is always doing
for folks and helping. But she ean't
be real happy.” |

“Why not?" growled Mr. Parlow, his
face turned away,

“Why—'cause— Well, you know,
Mr. Parlow, she can’t be happy as long
as she and my Uncle Joe are mad at
each other,” |

Mr. Parlow uttered another grunt, '
but the child went bravely on. .

“You know very well that's so. And
I don't know what to do about it. It
Just seems too awful that they should
bardly speak, and yet be 8o fond of
each other deep down.”

“How d'you know they're so fond of
each other—deep down?” Mr. Parlow
demanded.

“I know my Uncle Joe llkes Miss
‘Mandy, 'cause he always speaks so—
80 respectfal of her. And 1 can see |
she likes him, in her eyes,” replied the

|

l
i

“l Know My Uncle Joe Likes Miss
Amanda.”

observant Caroiyn May. “Oh, yes, Mr,
Parlow, they ought to be happy again,
and we ought to muke 'em s0.”

“Huh! Who ought to?"

“You and me. We ought to find some
way of doing It. I'm sure we can, if
we just think hard about it."

“Huh 1" grunted the carpenter agaln,
tuorning Cherry Iuto the dooryard
“Huh!"

This was not a very encouraging re-
sponse  Yet he did think of It. The
little girl had started a traln of

thought In Mr, Parlow's mind that he |

could not sldetrack.
(TO BR CONTINUED,)

It doesn't take much to convinece #
& man that be needs a rest

home here to Booneville, Ark., while
her frantle parents, alded by police-

men and detectives, senrched Little |

Rock to find u trace of (he missing
chil,

Kidnaping, death under the wheels

of n speeding motorear, or drowning
In the creek near the fully  homne, |
were only a few of the calnmities tms |
ngined by the Hitle girl's purents,

And all this thme she wis sitting in
a #pecding doy coneh on n Rock Tstaml
rullrond tealn, mwnking friends with

,

Making Friends With the Passengers

passengers, and yelllng with joy nas
the strunge vista of flying scenery
puassed before her delighted eyes,
Baby May left home cnrly In the
afternoon intending to buy eandy,
Flve minntes Inter her purents were
searching the house for her. Belleving
she had wuandered uptown, several
Pen went up and down the streets
Iooking for her. The pollee were noti-
fled, but not until after Rock Island

train No, 41 hud gone west,

Anyway, the station was the Iast
place the puarents and police thought
to look for the child. But Iate In the
afternoon a telegram from Booneville,
addressed to the chief of police, wns
recelved, It rend: “Have on train
No. 41, out of Little Rock, n three
year-old girl, Think she was deserted,
Can't tell where che lives, Am send-
ing her baek to Little Rock on No, 44."

When No, 44 arrived at the station
Mr. and Mrs. Arnett stood close to the

fron gate und watched the detraining
passengers. After watching some tine
their hopes almost faded away, and
then they spied their baby in the arme |

of the conductor,
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WOMAN ROUTS THIEF
WITH A BROOMSTICK

8t. Louls.—Mrs, Willinm Ban-
er, armed with a hroomstick,
drove a burglar out of the
home of her nelghbor, Mrs, An-
nle Miller, while the Intter was

awny. Mrs, Bauer, hearing n
nolse In the Miller home, inves-
tignted. When she made an at-
tack with the broomstick the

burglar beat a hasty retreat and
escaped,
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BABY RESCUED FROM WELL

Infant le Taken Out Uninjured After
Being Imprisoned Twelve
Hours,

Burkhennett, Tex,—After remnining
at the bottom of a 3A5-foot well, a foot
In dinmeter, the elghteen-months-old
son of Georee Knys of this place was

| reseued uninjured.

The child wns playing and aceldent-
ally fell feotfirst Info the well, The
mother hentl the erles from the well,
She obtnined g garden hose and an old
palr of bellows and pumped ale Into
the well until the nelghbors conld ar- |
rive.

A large crowd goon gnthered and the
work of digeing the ehild out wns be-
gun. A large hole was dug along the
side of the well, and nt ten o'clock
that night It reached the baby, The

child was brought to the surface nnd
an examination showed that It had

‘ escaped Injury,

' STOLE MONEY TO BUY DOGS

Odd Plea Is Made by Teller for Em-
bexzling Forty Thousand Dollars
Bank Funds,

Dallas, Tex —When E, E, Pollard,
teller In one of the strongest hanks
here, was arrvsted, chnrged with em-
hezzloment of 240,000, he 18 sald to
have confessed he stole the money nand
bought blooded dogs for his famous

kennels, the finest In the state,

He entered n plea of gullty to
charges of emhozgloment und was gly-
en ten years in prison. 1lis salary ns

bank teller 1s sald to have been $4,
000 a year.
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The Farmer Receives More Than Five
Thousand Dollars a Minute From

Swift &

Company

Thissamount is paid to the farmer for live
stock, by Swift & Company alone, during the
trading hours of every business day,

All this money is paid to the farmer through
the open market in competition with large and
smalil packers, shippers, speculators and dealers,

The farmer, feeder, or shipper receives
every cent of this money ($300,000 an hour,
nearly $2,000,000 a day, $11,500,000 & week) in
cash, on the spot, as soon as the stock he has

just sold is weighed up.

Some of the money paid to the farmer dur-
ing a single day comes back to the company in
a month from sale of products; much does not
come back for sixty or ninety days or more.
But the next day Swift & Company, to meet the
demands made by its customers, must pay out
another $2,000,000 or so, and at the present high
price levels keeps over $250,000,000 continuously

tied up in goods on th- way to market and in
bills owed to the company.

This gives an idea of the volume of the
Swift & Company business and the requirements
of financing it. Only by doing a large business
can this company turn live stock into meat and
by-products at the lowest possible cost, prevent
waste, operate refrigerator cars, distribute to
retailers in all parts of the country — and be
recompensed with a profit of only a fraction of
a cent a pound—a profit too small to have any
noticeable effect on the price of meat or live stoek.

Swift & Company, U.S. A.

Some Difference,

Jack Barrymore, the actor, was In
a group who were cracking conun-
drums, when he asked: “Now, you
fellows seem very clever at such
things, so tell me whut Is the differ-
ence between a mosquito and an ele
phant.”

“The difference?’ asked one,

“Yes,” answered Barrymore.

They all gave It up, when the actor,
walking away, sald:

“Their shape."

Cuticura Complexions,
Nothing better than Cuticura Soap
dally and Olntment as needed to make
the complexion clear, scalp clean and
hands soft and white, For free sam-
ples address “Cuticura, Dept. X, Bos-
ton.” Sold by druggists and by mail.
Boap 25, Olotment 25 and 50.—Ady.

No Wonder,
The Burglar's Sweetheart—Yu say
| yer man I8 a safe robbher?
The Yeggman's Wife—Oh, he says
he's safe, but 1 keep tellin' him they'll
git him one of these fine nights.

Negleeted, calumny soon explres,
An ldeal that can easily be galned
Isn't worth much.

Always sure to please, Red Cross Ball
Blue. All grocers sell it. Ady,

Copying Their Elders,

Kohert and Harold hnd been angry
at each other for several days., One
day they arrived home from school
arw in arm and when Robert was gues-
tioned as to his sudden change of
heart, he explained: “Me and Harold
glgned an armlistice this morning."

His Mother's Accomplishment.

Theodore, nged four, was visiting
relutives In the country. He stood
watching his aunt preparing to lght
the kitchen fire, and observing hls In-
terest, she Inquired if his mother, too,
burned wood,

“No," he answered dejectedly, “she
don't burn wood” Then hls eyes
lHghted up nnd he added trlumphantly,
“bhut she burns the dinner sometimes ™
—Huarper's Magazine,
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= that's what thousands of farmers

say, who have gone from the U. S. to

settle on homesteads or buy land in Western

Canada. Canada’s invitation to every industrious worker to settle in
Manitoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta is especially attractive. She wants

farmers to make money and happy, prosperous homes for

ves (§

by helping her raise immense wheat crops to feed the world.

You Can Get a Homesteadof 160 Acres Free ¢

other lands at very low prices, Where you can buy good farm
.l:.:lul at $15 to $30 per acre that will raise 20 to 45 bushels of $2
wheat to the acre—it's easy to become prosperous, Canadian farmers

also grow wonderful crops of Oats,

ing

migration, Ottawa, Canada, or to

fully as profitable an industry as grain raising.
rasses, full of nutrition, are the only food requi

70: beef or dairy purposes, Good schools and churches; C

markets convenient; climate excellent, Write for literature

and particulars as to reduced railway rates to Supt. of Im- RM

y and Flax. Mixed Farm-
The excellent
either L §
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W. V. BENNETT ¢
Room 4, Bee Bidg., Omaha. Neb.
Canadlan Government Agent




