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POLLY MISSES HER TRAIN

Becomes Prey of a Wicked Abductor,
Is Rescued und Spends a Vcry

Cheery Christinas live.

was scarlet fever near the
home In San Francisco,THERE week before Christmas

took Baby Nell ana
Dick and went out to the cot-

tage at Glen Ellen, while Polly went to
stay with another aunt, Mrs. Clinton, on
Pacific avenue. There It was planned, as
a Jolly surprise to the Rose cottage ex-
iles, that she should go up to Glen Ellen
on Christmas eve and taKe the presents
which she had for them, besides the col-

lection of gifts from the rest of the fam-
ily. Polly was delighted to go, for there
were no children of her age at Aunt
Nellie's; her uncle was always busy, and
her aunt had a great many visitors. Her
cousin, Tom, was hardly ever at home,
and her pretty cousin, Edith, moped all
the time over what Polly considered a
very tiresome love affair.

Polly nas so excited with the prospect
of her visit, and so afraid of missing the
boat, that she prevailed on her cousin,
Tom, to go down to the ferry with her
at half-pa- st 4, which was half an hour
too early, the scheduled tlmo being 5:10
o'clock.

Tom didn't see any use of waiting
around all that time, and, accordingly,
after buying Polly's ticket and seeing her
comfortably established on a bench In the
big waiting-roo- he wished her a merry
Christmas and departed on the Berkeley
boat to see the finish of a football game
that was being playjed that afternoon.

Deserted Polly.
tAf ter Tom had kissed her good-b- y Polly

sat contentedly, watching the crowds of
people for a few minutes, but soon she
began to feel deserted and lonesome.
"I'd Just like to know why boys can't
stay In one place more than five minutes,"
she thought.

Presently she left her seat and walked
outside, prudently carrying with her the
precious Santa Claus handbag. It was
only 15 minutes to 5, and Polly concluded
to take a little walk before ferry time.
The shipping In the bay was very Inter-
esting to her, as her father was a steam-
boat man, so she went a block or two
north of the ferryhouse and walked out
on one of the piers to get a better view.
She was rather homesick, and as she
looked out at the ships on the sparkling,
opal-tinte- d bay. she thought how delight-
ful It would be if she were on one of
them and could go sailing out through
the Golden Gate and home to papa at St.
Michael.

By and by she saw an Italian fisher-
man come down and get Into his boat,
and she wished she could have a little
sail, too. even In an old fishing-boa- t, for
Polly had always loved the water. The
Italian saw her looking at him. and
called, politely, "Would mlssa lika to
take a ride?"

Polly considered for one breathless min-
ute. "How far?" she asked. "Will you
take me just a little way, and bring me
back In time for the ferry-boat-

He assured her that he would, and Polly
Instantly stepped into the boat, laughing
to think what a jolly lark it was. and
how Tom would wish he had stayed to
have a ride, too, if he knew.

Polly 3IIes the Ferry.
The Italian hoisted the sail, and the

boat was soon speeding over the waves,
with the old famllair notion that Polly
loved. She enjoyed it so much that she
did not notice that It was ferry time until
she &av; the ferry-bo- at leaving the slip.

"Oh, there's my ferry:" cried Polly, in
dismay. "It's the Tiburon, and I can't
catch the Glen Ellen train!"

"No. mlsba. dat's da Berkeley," said
the Italian

"It ipn't the Berkeley! It's the Tiburon
I can read it from here,

plain!" instated Polly. "Oh, dear, what
ever made ne come?"

Tou can go tomorrow." paid the man;
"I take-- a ycu long ride I take-- a you
home to see my wife an Anita an' An-
tonio "

"But I want to go home to aunty's;
I don't want to see your wire, nor Anita,
nor Antonio! You said you'd take me
Just a little ride; I wont you .to take me
ashore this minute!" pleaded Polly.

The Italian showed his teeth. In a
smile that made llttlo'Polly tremble, she
could not tell why.

"Frtn's come get little mlssa tomor-
row. Oh, yes! Fren's will come!" he
said, and stubbornly kept on his course.
Perhaps he thought of hiding Polly until
some one offered a reward for her, but
she could not guess what dreadful thing
he meant to do.

It had often beon said that nothing
could make Polly cry, and she did not
crj now. But she sat trembling, with
her dimpled face growing very white, as
the familiar ferry landing faded out of
sight, and the shores of the bay and the
forests of shipping became more and more
unfamiliar and strange. Would she ever
see dear St. Michael's again, or Rose Cot-
tage and Baby Nell, or anybody that she
ltjved?

Suddenly, around the bend of Telegraph
Hill, there appeared the graceful, white
outlines of a United States revenue cut-
ter Polly drew in her breath.

"It's the Eagle," she thought, joyfully,
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as she recognized the ship on which she
had visited many times at St. Michael,
but, outwardly, she gave no sign.

As the cutter drew nearer, P"olly, quick
as a lash, stood up in the boat, fran-
tically waving her handkerchief, and
screaming, "Captain Edson! Help! Help!
Help! Oh, come and get me, Captain !"

The Italian was utterly taken by sur-
prise, but Instantly pushed her down into
the bottom of the boat and threw an old
coat ovet her, with a savage oath. It all
happened In half a second, but not be-

fore the officer on the bridge of the Eagle
had heard Polly's call and caught a
glimpse of her wildly waving handker-
chief and those tossing yellow curls be-

neath the blue Tarn o'Shanter. There
was something strangely familiar, too,
about the blue dress and the gold locks.

"That's mighty queer," he said, as he
put down his glass. Then he signaled to
stop and ordered a boat lowered. When
Polly head the dip of the oars and the
sound of the men's voices, she Jumped
up with a cry of Joy, and, in 10 minutes,
the discomfited fisherman had been sent
about his business with a vigorous "dress-
ing down," and Polly was safe in the
captain's cabin, her precious Christmas
bag clutched in her hand.

Captain Edson was confined to his
cabin with a badly sprained ankle, and
he was as glad to see his old friend Polly
as sho was to see him. Even the Japan-
ese cabin boy looked beautiful to Polly,
when he entered the cabin, and she greet-
ed him with a merrry "Oh, Tapioca! I'm,
so glad to see you. I haven't forgotten
you, Tapioca!" His name was really
Tomioka, but Polly thought "Tapioca" a
great deal more suitable.

Polly Objects.
After a merry dinner. Captain Ednon

said, "Now, Polly, I suppose 111 have to
send you home to your auntie!"

"Oh, no. Captain! Please don't send
me home yet," pleaded Polly. "I'm nav-In- g

such a lovely time! Aunt Nellie
thinks I'm at Glen Ellen, and at Glen
Ellen they think I'm up on Pacific ave-
nue, so nobody'll worry about me. I was
going to Glen Ellen for a surprise, you
know "

This seemed quite reasonable, and the
captain yielded. It was Christmas eve,
and he was lonesome and homesick him-
self, for his family were all far away,
and he had Just been longing for a good
frolic with his own little ones at home.
Besides, it was dreadfully tiresome, shut
up in his cabin with a sprained ankle.

Polly unpacked her bag with much glee
and exhibited the presents a blue sofa
pillow cover, embroidered with white sea
gulls, for auntie; a. Jumplng-Jac- k for
Dick, and two pigs for Baby Nell.

The jumplng-jac- k was a marvel Polly
had made him herself; the pigs were limp,
lifeless things until you inflated them
with air. Then, as long as you blew, they
would swell up, bigger and bigger, but
when you sat them down they would
squeal and begin to "die," and, at last,
collapse.

Polly and the captain conducted this
performance till they were tired, and then
she gave him a klndergartert lesson a
finger ong which she had taught Baby
Nell, with great success. The captain
was so clumpy at first that Polly was
almost In despair.

Polly's Despair.
"Can't you wiggle your thumbs any bet-

ter than that really?" she said, sweetly.
"Do try, now!". And he did try until
Polly said, "Thumbkln" cquld dance very
well, and might stop.

Finally, even Polly agreed that she
ought to go, and the captain said ne
would ask Lieutenant Oakley to take her
home.

"Lieutenant Oakley!" exclaimed Polly.
"He's the man my cousin Edith's making
such a fuss about not so much of a fuss,
either, only she don't take any interest
in anything. Aunt Nellie says, but Just
sits and looks out at the bay. Aunt
Nellie's drescmaker, Mrs. Biggs, says
that before the Eagle sailed, he came
and wanted Edith to go riding In the
Park, and that she wanted to go to the
matlnfe. Then he said that If she thought
more of that matinee than she did of
him. all right; he'd never come to see
her any more. I guess maybe she's sorry
now, for you know, really, she did like
him better'n the matinee."

The Captain rang for Tapioca to take
Polly to see the pet bear cub they had
brought down from the North, and then
sent for Lieutenant Oakley, who was hi
nephew, and of whose tragic love affair
the Captain had n pretty good Idea.

Before Polly left, she wanted very
much to make the Captain a present, and
asked him which he would rather have
a pig or a jumplng-jac- k.

"Of course, I'd like the jumplng-jac- k,

because, you made it," said the Captain,
gallantly, "but Dick will like it for that
reason, too. So I'll take one of the pigs,
as there will then be one left for Baby
Nell."

Polly Mnkex n Present.
When Polly and the Lieutenant reached

home, It was Edith who opened the door.
"Why, Polly! Where did you come

from?" she, demanded.
"I missed the boat." said Polly, "but

here's Lieutenant Oakley; I brought
him for a Christmas present. Edith."

Tom's voice was heard from the li-

brary, calling: "Polly Elwood! Missed
the boat, did you? Didn't I take you
down there at half-pa- st four?"

"Yes and you went off and left me
at half-pa- st four," returned Polly. She
did not wait to see what Edith and the
Lieutenant did next, but sped away to
settle her differences with Tom, -

In the morning-- Polly took the first
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train to Glen Ellen, and while she waa
waiting for the Tiburon ferry, with Tom,
a messenger arrived with two small
packages, addressed, "Miss Pofly

WTien she opened them, she
found, first, a beautiful little gold watch,
with an Inscription, on the back,
"To Polly, from her friend. Jack Oakley,
Xmas, '&," and next, a: dear little ring,
set with pearls, from" Captain Edson,
with kind wishes for "the merriest
Christmas in the world." JUANITA.

HAPPYXMAS HOMECOMING

"Jimmy" Returns, After the Lapse
of Many Years, and Buys Back

the Old Home for Mother.

Jimmy made up a little bundle of a
few necessary articles of clothing, In his
room In the attic of the pioneer homo
where he was born, ard which had been
built by his grandparents in 1S30. upon
their arrival In Oregon. He softly opened
the door, walked quietly down the stairs
out Into the darkness and along the
road. Ten, years later Jimmy came back,
but to conditions greatly changed.

Christmas waa but a month away, but
Its approach brought no happy prospects
to Mrs. Watson and her three little
daughters, Mary, Ethel and Elizabeth.
Mrs. Watson had lived on the old pio-
neer homestead, several miles east of
Portland, with the aged grandmother, for
more than 40 years. Hard times had come
and the old home was covered with a
mortgage. Mr. Watson, discouraged by
a hopeless struggle and saddened by the
sorrow of his son Jimmy's disappear-
ance, nearly 10 years before, had died
two years prevlbusly, leaving his wife
as the sole support of the three girls and
his aged mother. The widow had
struggled unsuccessfully to pay the In-
terest, and now the mortgage was fore-
closed and the place was soon to be sold
under the hammer the home which had
been their shelter for so many yeara, and
where so many happy Chrlstmases had
been spent.

"Why Jimmy Left.
When Mrs. Watson, on the December

morning following Jimmy's departure, en-
tered the room which had been occupied
by her son, she found a note from him
on the pillow, telling her "good-bye,- " and
saying that he would be absent 10 years.
Mr. Watson was a severe man, and had
reprimanded Jimmy in strong language
for some shortcoming. Thereat the boy
had taken offense, and had gone out into
the night with a bundle on his back and
just enough money to pay his passage to
San Francisco. He felt that his father
had been unjust and thought he never
could forgive him.

"It will he all right," said Elizabeth,
the eldest daughter, consolingly, when
the mother yearned for her boy, "Jimmy
will come home; I Just know he will.
It's now nearly JO years since he, left
us, and he said he would come back
then."

Elizabeth was a little child when her
brother went away, and she pictured him
as a man grown now. But the time for
the sale was at hand, and in spite of her
faith in his promise, Jimmy had not ar-
rived. The widow was unable to stay
the foreclosure, and the auctioneer sold
house and grounds and nearly everything,
leaving Mrs. Watson with a single cow
and some worn-o- ut furniture. Touched
by the sad spectacle, the purchaser per-
mitted her to stay In the house until she
could find another place. It was a fine
farm, and worth $10,000, but It brought
barely enough to cover the mbrtgage.

Xeiv Quarter. t
Mrs. Watson found a little houso on the

West Side Into which she moved. The
poor old grandmother was heartbroken,
but she only sighed patiently and took up
life again in the new home. Elizabeth's
meager earnings, as cash girl In a de-

partment store, formed the main sup-
port of the family. In two weeks It
would be Christmas, and also 10 years
since Jimmy went out Into the world. His
mother rarely spoke of him now; Indeed,
she thought him dead, as he had never
written.

My story turns now to the absent one.
As he left the old home that Winter
night, so long ago, his youthful blood
hot with anger, Jimmy turned and
looked back at the house where he had
spent 17 happy years, and he was tempt-
ed to return. But the remembrance of
his father's severity overcame the im-
pulse and he went on down the road to
Portland. Next morning he took a steer-
age passage on the steamer for San Fran-
cisco.

There he worked at whatever he could
find to do. He was a resolute lad. not
afraid cf work, and he was not discour-
aged at having to sleep on docks and In
dry goods boxes. He sold papers and did
all kinds of odd jobbs. Sturdy, full of
Industry and pluck and absolutely hon-
est, such a boy was bound to succeed.
Finally he was employed as erand boy in
a bank. By attending night school he ac-

quired a business education, and was
promoted at the bank to a clerkship. Then
he went up higher, through thrift and in-

dustry.
One day the president called him into

his private office and told him he wanted
him to take charge of an Important en-

terprise in Australia. Jimmy accepted at
once, and was soon on his way to his
new field of duty. This was but six jears
after he had left home, and he was still
quit young. He had thought of going
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home before starting on his mission, but
the president gave him only time enough
to catch the outgoing steamer. So he
went away without a word. Although he
had never written, he had not forgot-
ten the old home. Its memories often held
him from some downward plunge. Still
he had not then forgiven his father.

But at last the Australian mission was
successfully accomplished, and Jimmy
was going home. He had become a mem-
ber of the banking firm of , at Sid-
ney, and was able to buy the old home-
stead several times over. He timed his
departure for Portland that he might
reach home several weeks before Christ-
mas. He never dreamed of the disaster
which had come during his absence. He
thought of the mother, the grandmother
and the little sisters, as he had left
them now nearly 10 years ago. He had,
at last, forgiven his father, and he even
thought that he himself had been too
hasty and rash.

After the long absence, he was eager
for the homecoming, and he pictured the
pleasure of it, as he filled two new
trunks with presents for father, mother,
grandmother and sisters. The 10 long
years of separation, were forgotten, and
he thought of his sisters still as chil-
dren. As he packed the presents he had
bought for them Into his trunks at the
hotel, he considered how he should ask
his father's forgiveness.

Changes of Years.
Arriving in Portland, Jimmy was sur-

prised at the changes the years had made
in the city. He stayed at a hotel that
night; he did not know that there was a
motor line to the old home. Next morn-
ing he' learned of the improvement and
boarded the Mount Scott car. He was
picturing to himself how he would slip
up behind mother and kiss her before s'ae
knew he was back, and how delighted
the little sisters woald be, when the
motor man called out the name of the
station where he was to get off.

Yes, there was the old home, but Jim-
my's heart stood still, as he noted the

and desertion of the place. He
went around to the rear. Nothing there.
No father, no mother, no sister. All was
stillness. What did It mean,? Were all
dead? Was he left alone in the world?

While he was walking slowly back to
the station, a stranger came along. From
him Jimmy heard the story of the sale
of the old place. He learned also that his
mother and sisters had moved .away to
Portland, but where was not known, and
for the first time he heard of his father's
death. The stranger was an old resi-
dent, and he told Jimmy of the son who
had run away from home 10 years be-
fore.

"A graceless scamp he must have
been." said the stranger. "I knew him,
but thought better of him than that."

Jimmy quickly formed his plan. He
would buy the old home back, and, on
Christmas eve, would . take his mother
and sister out there. Returning to Port-
land, he had. by noon that day, redeemed
the old homestead, paying an advance
of $2000 over the selling price for it. Then
he spent nearly a week in hunting up his
family.

Finds Elizabeth.
Dropping into a department store one

day, he saw Elizabeth at one of the
counters. He knew her at once but she
did not recognize him. He made a trifling
purchase at her counter and subsequently
discovered where she lived.

Meanwhile he quietly refurnished the
old home, the neighbors thinking that the
new owner was getting ready to move
into it, and all the tlmo he had not made
himself known to his family. One night
he went to their home and looked through
the window at them, longing to rush in
and take them into his arms, but the
time had not come.

How to get them to the old place was a
hard question. It was solved by his call-
ing on an old resident of the neighbor-
hood, Mr. Kelly. He, after recovering
from his astonishment at his caller's
story, undertook to have the family at
his own home the day before Christmas.

Yhen given the invitation, Mrs. Watson
readily accepted, tl would give them
all an opportunity of seeing their old
home, anyway. As they walked past it.
on their way to Mr. Kelly's house, they
noticed, with a pang, the changes which
had been made. They saw how it had
been repaired and refurnished, for the
blinds were up, and they could get a
view of the rooms. At the end of the
large front parlor, near the fireplace, they
even saw a big tree, bcautlfuly decorat-
ed and seemingly loaded with gifts.

At the home of Mr. Kelly they were
kindly greeted and spent the day with
the old pioneer and his family. Memories
of other Chrlstmases filled their minds,

and Mrs. Watson found herself thinking
sadly of the absent boy. Even Elizabeth
had given up her cherished dream of his
return In the evening Mr. and Mrs.
Kelly took them over to look at the old
home. The door was opened for the visi-
tors by a young man. who invited them
to Inspect the premises.

Finally, after they had gone through
all the rosis and were ready to depart,
the young man stepped forward and ut-
tered a single word, "Mother!"

Then the truth was revealed. Surely
no happier gathering was ever known
than that which greeted the homecom-
ing of Jimmy.

Later the neighbors gathered in the re-

stored home, and the Christmas tree gave
of its plenty to the children among them.
When the last guest had gdne, Jlmmy
handed his mother a deed In fee simple
for the old home place.

ALICE M. WELLS.

FAMED LADDIES OF SONG

Some Facts About New York's Grace
Church Boy Choir of Interest

to Singers Else-rrhere- .

From the East and from the West,
from the North and from the South, are
recruited the boys 18 all told who make
up the choir of Grace Church, New York.
Every time there is a vacancy In this
famous choir, the fact becomes known
all through the musical world, and any-

where from 50 to 100 applications for the
position are filed.

A boy from Chicago or Boston, for ex-

ample, wishing to apply, fills jut a blank
sent him and which has to be indorsed
by some well-kno- musical authority
in his city. If he Is regarded favorably,
and good character counts as much as
good voice, he is asked to go to New-Yor- k

to have his voice tried. If he be
successful, he i3 at once Installed In the
Choir House, which Is situated just back
of the church, and his life there is very
much as it would be at boarding school.
He has a small but pleasant room, which
he can flx up with a few home things to
make it cosey. There ha pursues his
secular, as well as his musical education,
and he is made manly and robust through
work In their own little gymnasium and
In military drill, the choir forming a uni-
formed company which is regularly drilled
twice a week by an Army offlcer.

Under Xo Expense.
With the exception of paying for his

uniform, the choir boy Is absolutely under
no expense, and yet he does not feel that
he Is an object of charity, for he gives
as well as receives. He gives his o!ce
for the service of the church, and the
church, in turn, takes care of him.

"Going through the door at the south
transept of tho church," says the New
York Herald, in the course of a descrip-
tion of the Grace Church choir, "you find
yourself In a fine old room, known as
the 'Honor Room. In this room, on the
stonework around the door, you will find
engraved several names, followed by the
date, and surmounted by the word s.'

Each one of these name3 repre-
sents an honor boy. So far but five
names have been so perpetuated, and
thero Is room for 100 more. One boy is
selected each year for this high honor,
and in making the selection, his studlous-nes- s

and good behavior count quite as
much as his musical woric

"Of course, choir boys are often In de-

mand for concerts and the like, and they
sometlmes command big pay. In such
cases, provided it does not interfere with
their church work, they are enabled to
lay by quite a sum enough, often, to take
them through college. Money made in
this way is held In trust till the boy
leaves the choir or Is handed oVer to his
parents.

Voices Change.
"The number of vacancies which may

occur in the choir, of course, depends on
how well the boys who are already in
the choir get along. Every once In a
while a boy's voice will suddenly change.

"These choir boys are pretty busy fel-
lows. There are three services on Hun-da- y

and services every week day besides.
Then, aside from their regular studies,
there are daily vocal lessons, and many
of them learn to play on the piano and
the violin.

"Their dally routine is strict enough,
though not at all harsh. They must rise
at a certain time, and each hour of the
day gives them some task to perform,
with, of course, some time for rest and
play."

$ "O- -

(3

.
.tire

iSH-n,- ,,

u

i

&

'- - .JXT x

2W&
tea Ji s.

tJb,. " N. &r-- F fa- -
rrwfc- - ''i'VSS. mj2 v?r L n& I

11 L '

T - vV -

if L "Lv v


