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Down on one side was wrieen in e kisson bis bown eheek. -~ N | 1 IDCTE T .

punken ples, a punken pie, 2 punk-|you,” said Peter; and the widow, \_'., g? \'.’
I names, with tt Ngures 42 at! Dlm with a shaging

Dottom.
“['ve been drummen up trade fur

vou, and that’s the re

folding me long leg over

other. ’Tain’t nothen to what 1
can do if vou’re ekil to it,” and the
widow _;_-';1/r-|1 1nto };i.-i i"1}!:! f:ll't.
amazement In her eyes, "Tain’t

much, but 1t’s a starter, and there

1in’t no reason why more shouldn’t
I‘\Jun(l T}lillﬂ n

follow. There’s a

{}u‘lll lrif‘h‘ O‘F!Il‘l'illl;‘\' \\il]l \\'jtllll\'
one end to bake ’em and

the other to boom

Munn at
Peter Tarbox at
'em!”

Then the whole story came out.
Peter had thought out his plan;
with him to decide was to act, so at
each house where he called he told
of the wonderful pies, taking his
orders in his own quaint fashion:

“You jist put your name down
there—that shows you
I’11

bring you a pie that’ll make your

you 9;1}'—;11“1 guarantee to
hair curl, big as that, yaller as
gold, and all fur fifty cents!”

Well the result of a long talk was

mean what |

(up

that the widow would undertake to |

make all that he
for, and Peter would deliver them

(-tllllil _g_u-[ nrcif-rs

on his rounds, taking as his pay |

“all the blessed pie he could eat”.
“’Fraid you don’t
binden vyourself

know what
you’re to, Mis’
Munn,” =aid he, as he unhitched
Bess. ‘‘Like as not it’ll end up in
bein’ called *Peter Punken Eater,” ”

he chuckled. “Good night.”

In a small town news travels
fast. Everyone soon heard of the
widow’s new business, and for a

time Ted had quite a rush of cus-
tomers.

[t had been explained to Lim at
words and

last about the doctor’s

the hundred dollars, and the dear

boy’s white, excited face and eager

\\'nl‘t]a‘ uf 1-_\'[!]}Hlu|iu“ I“fl\'i‘t’ !'\'Pr-\"

heart to sympathy.
“I can help like fun,” he
“Oh, think of it!

get the hundred dollars, I may be

told
them. If we do

just as strong as other }H'.\‘-f”
Mrs.

Jones ordered three pies and bought

Orders came flying in.
a great package of sugar.
“You must let us in-lI: a little,
my dear; we feel so badly to think
we never knew the i]r‘ei.l‘ l']ij;i‘i "uil}ti
be cured!” said the good lady.
Neighbors and friends came with
orders or offers of help; and as for
the pumpkins, they began to pile
up in the yard until they fairly
threatened to bury the round house,
“It’ll be a clear profit if it keeps
this declared Peter.

rate,”

on at

vnd
--I> k- 2099 &) y y ™
vead 1L! sNe gasped, and retel
T ‘;l; _'-;H'\\-\' aloud.

tiscal v Honse, Ot

“Mrs. Munn, Dear Mad
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“Mig” Munn,” eried Peter, ' write

This
got ter rise up and pitch in.

and take the job! town has
I’ll go
git some gals to help peel,and we'll
keep that goldurned little stove a-
We've

reputation to keep up ekil to eny-

i;ipt—n night and fl:i}'. got a

body’s, and we’s goen to do it if it
takes a leg!”’

At first everything was confus-
ion, but order soon reigned in the

little kitchen. Everyone wanted to

help. Farmer Brown sent a can of
sweet milk; the big bundle of spic-

the store was sent
without a bill, with the
wishes of the proprietor; and crus-

es Urth*l‘tul fl'nn;
best

ty old lawyer Bliss added the last
touch by buying three dozen pie
Peter and delivered

[ilt-m n person.

I;]:lll‘h from

At last the great work was at an
end.

The widow’s tired face was bent
over the account h!mk, Ted’s tired
fingers were piling up the goodly
array of coins and bills, while Peter
beamed upon them like the kindly,
long-legged angel that he was.

“Next to mother I love you bet-
ter than anybody!” cried Ted, up-
setting all his careful piles to hug
his friend,

“Ninety-three dollars!” announc-
ed the
ever thank

widow. “Peter, how can I

you?” coming over to
him impulsively, tears of jey in her
eyes,

“Jist trot out any amount of pie
you mought have on hand,” he
laughed, hidsng his confused face
“and we’ll call it

behind Ted,

square.”

The

A year has come and gone.
| sending

le round house is
up a }uc‘r[pi{;tlaiG' puff of smoke, the
fill the

til“ store

white Chrysanthemums

air with fragrance, and

‘l'lfir .“t.‘il-tlﬁ \\'jllo' f:lll‘!],
But down in the village swings

another “Munn & Tarbox.”

sign,

while “Bakerv’ comes in small let-

ters under the new firm’s name. for

the little round house is no longer

dA BlOre.
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Free from Superstition

Strictly Non-Sectarian
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Pupils are Given ]':\‘t*l'.\’ Opportunity to Learn

Without Being Hampered by Supersti- ‘,’

tions and Dogmas. ¢
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[Location Healthful
Society Good.

“xpenses Moderate
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A Splendid Corps of Teachers and Good Faci -
ities for Teaching. For information,

address
J.E. HOSMER, Ph.D., B. S. D.,
PRESIDENT,

SILVERTON, >

Dasaax
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