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"What kept you so long?" asked the

Poker, as the Andiron and Bellows came
up. "Was our friend Bellows out of
breath, or what?"

"No, I wasn't out of breath," said the
Bellows. "I never am out of breath. You
might as well expect a to be
out of grocorles as a bellows to be out of
breath. I wasn't long, either at least, no j
longer than usal. which Is two- - foot
three. A longer bellows .than that would j

be useless for our purpose. I simply
didn't want to come, that's all. I was
very busy writing when they
me."

"It was very kind of you to come when to
you didn't want said Tom.

"No, It wasn't," said the Bellows. "I
didn't want to come thenI don't want to
be here now, and I wouldn't blow the
cloud an inch for you if I didn't have to."

"But why do you have to?" asked Tom.
"I'm outvoted, that's all," replied the

Bellows. "You see, my dear Weasel"
, the Poker.

"I mean slid the Bellows,
himself. "Yoa see, I believe in a

j

"THERE ARE

having a say in regard to
I always have I can

put to a vote. when RIghty
here came down and asked me to help
blow the cloud over and I said that I
wouldn't do It he called Lefty in, and we
put it to a vote as to whether I'd have to
or not. They voted that I must and I
voted that I needn't, and, of course, that
beat me; so here I am."

"Well, It's very good of you, just the
same," said the Poker. "You aren't quite
as as I am, but you come
pretty near it. Most people would have
left a matter of that kind entirely to

and then voted the way they
felt like voting. You aren't selfish, any-
how."

"Yes, I am," said the Bellows. "I am
awfully selfish."

"You're not, cither," said the Poker.
"Oh, the Bellows.

"What's the use of fighting? I say I
am."

"Let's have a vote on it," said RIghty.
"I vote he Isn't."

"So do I," said Tom.
"Me, too,' said Lefty.
"Those are my sentiments put

in the Poker.
"Oh, very well, then, I'm not," the

Bellows, with a sigh; "but I
do wish you'd let me hive my own way
about some things. I want to be selfish,
even if I'm not."

"Well, we are very sorry," said the
Poker: "but we can't let you be; we need
you too much to permit you to be selfish.
Besides, you're too good a fellow to be
selfish. I knew a boy who was selfish
once, and he got into all sorts of trouble.
Nobody liked him, and once when he gave
n. big dinner to a lot of other boys not
one of them would come, and he had to
eat all the dinner himself. The result
was that he overate himself, ruined his

and all the rest of his life had
to do without pies and cake and other
good things. It served him right, too. Do
you think we are going to let you be like
that, Mr. Bellows?"

"I suppose not," said thP Bellows, "but
etorles about selfish boys don't frighten
me. I'm a bellows, not a boy. I don't give
dinners and I don't eat pie and rake. Plain
air is good enough for me, and I wouldn't
give a cent for all the other good eatables
in the world except I like

because, after all, they rfe
only bellows cakes. But come, let' "us

hurry up with the cloud. I want to get
back to my desk. I have a poem to finish
before

This statement Interested Tom hugely.
He had read many a book, but never be-

fore had he met a real author, and even
if the Bellows had been a man, so long
as he was a writer, Tom would have
looked upon him with awe.

"Excuse me," ho said, as
the Bellows began to wheeze away at
the cloud. "Do you really write?"

"Well, no," said the Bellows. "No, 1

don't write, but Iblow a story or two
now and then. You see, I can't write be-

cause I haven't any hands, but I can
wheeze out a tale to a
on?e in a while which any magazine
would be glad to publish if It could get
hold of it. One of my stories called
Sparks blew into a powder i

h once and it made noise In
the world when it came out."

"I wish you would tell me one," said
Tom. "

"Are you a asked the
Bellows.

"No," said Tom, "but I like stories
Just the same.

"Well," said the Bellows, "I'll tell you
one about Jlmmle and the red
apple."

cried Tom. "I love red s.

"So did Tommy said the
Bellows; "and that's why he died. He
ate a red apple while It was green and
it killed him."

There was a pause for an instant, and
the Bellows redoubled his efforts to
move the cloud, which for some reason
or other did not stir easily.

"Go ahead," said Tom, Tffhea He

J.

thought he had waited long enough for
the Bellows to resume.

"What on?" asked the Bellows.
"On your story about Jlmmle Tomp-

kins and the red apple," Tom answered.
"Why, I've told you that story," re-

torted the Bellows. "Jlmmle ate the
red apple and died. What more do you
want? That's all there Is to It."

"It Isn't a very long story."
Tom, ruefully, for he was much dlsap- -gJ

"Well. why should it be?" demanded
the "Bellows. "A story doesn't have to bp
long to be good, and as long as it is all
there "

"I know," said Tom; "but in most stories
there's a lot of things put in that help

make It
"All sneered the Bellows,

"and that I will never do. If a story
can be told in five words what's the
use of padding it out to 5000?"

"None," said Tom, "except that you
can't make a book out of a story of five
words."

"Oh. yes, you can," said the Bellows
airily. "It isn't any trouble at all if
you know how, and in the end you have

much more useful book than if you

made it a million words long. You can
print the five words on the first page and
leave the other 500 pages blank, so that
after you get through with the volume
as a story book you can use it for a
blank book or diary. Most books

that when you get through with
them there isn't else you can
do with the book."

"It's a new Idea," said Tom with a
laugh.

"And all my own too," said
the Bellows proudly.

"He's the most inventive Bellows that
ever was," put In the Poker, "that is, in
a literary way. How many copies of
your book of 'Unwritten Poems' did you
sell. he added.

"Eight million." returned the Bellows.
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"That was probably my greatest literary

" 'Unwritten Poems,' eh?" said Tom,
to whom the title seemed curious.

"Yes," said the Bellows. "The book
had 300 pages, all nicely bound 26 lines
to a page and each beginning with a
capital letter, just as poetry should. Then,
on nc Via sivtf t a 4n w Ia oil tVtrt 1 kf f trm T

began with A and went right straight
through the alphabet to Z."

"But the poems?" demanded T6n.
"They were unwritten, just as the title

said." returned the Bellows. "You see
that left everything to the
which is a great thing in poetry."

"Didn't people complain?" Tom asked.
did," replied the Bellows,

"but that was just what I wanted. I
agreed to answer every complaint

by 10 cents In postage 6tamps.
Eight million complaints alone brought me
In H80.OO3 over and t above all expenses,
which were 4 cents per complaint."

"But what was your answer?" demand-
ed Tom.

"I merely told them that my book stood
upon its own merits, and that if they
didn't like my unwritten poems they could
write some of their own on the blank

pages of the book-- It was a perfectly fair
the Bellows replied.

"I think I like written poetry best,
though," said Tom.

"That's entirely a matter of taste," said
the Bellows, "and I .shan't And fault with
you for that. The only thing is that Un-
written Poems are apt to have fewer
faults than the written ones, and every
great poet will tell you that nobody over
detected any mistakes in his poems until
he had put them down on paper. If he
had left them unwritten, nobody would
ever have known how bad they were."

Tom scratched his head in a puzzled
mood. He could not quite grasp the Bel- -
lrttn'c' mnninir

"What do you think about it, RIghty?" I

he demanded of the Andiron.
"Oh. I don't think anything about it,"
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replied RIghty. "I haven't watched po-
etry much. You seeLefty and I don't

I s.ee much of It. People light fires nowa-- I
days more with newspapera than with po-
etry."

i "What I've seen burns well," observed j

the Leftandlron, "and don't make much
I ashes to get Into your eyes; but, say.

Wheezy, if you'll do your blowing about
this cloud rather than about your poetry
we may get somewhere."

"Very well," said the Bellows, "fasten
your hats on tight and turn up your col-
lars. I'jn going to give you a regular
tornado."

And he was as good as his word, for,
expanding himself to the utmost limit, he
gave a tremendous wheeze, which nearly
blew Tom from his perch, sent his cap
flying off into space and smashed the
cloud into four separate pieces? one of
which, bearing the Poker, floated rapidly

ff the "orth: wh the other three spfd
south, east and west, respectively.

"Hi. there." cried RIghty, as he per-
ceived the damage done to their fleecy
chariot. "What are you up to? We don't
want to be blown to the four corners of
the earth. Pull In pull In, for goodness
sake, or we'll never get together again!"

"There's no satisfying you fellows,"
growled the Bellows. "First I don't blow
enough, and then I blow too much."

"Stop growling and haul us back again!"
cried the Poker.

The Bellows began to haul In his breath
rapidly, and by a process of suction soon
had the four parts of the burst cloud
back together again.

"By jingo!" panted Lefty. "That was a
narrow escape. Two seconds more and
"Is Part,v would haye been a goner,
Even as it Is. you've my neck so
i. u never get it dbck in enupc again, sum
the RIghtandlron.

"Well, I'm sorry," said the Bellows,
"but It's all your own fault. You asked
mo to blow the cloud, and I blew It. You
didn't say where you wanted It blown."

"You needn't have blown it to smith-
ereens. Just the same!" retorted the Pok-
er. "It doesn't cost anything" to ask a
question now and then."

"Where, then?" demanded the Bellows.
"I'd like to find my hat." ald Tom.
"Very well," said the Bellows. "I see it

speeding off toward the moon, and we'll
chase after it, but "we'll never catch it 11

it misses the moon and falls past it into
space."

The Poker rose to his full height and
peered after the cap, which, even as the
Bellows had said, was sailing rapidly off
in the direction of the crescent moon,
which lay to the west and below them.

"Hurrah!" he cried. "It's all Tight."
"Can you see It still?" asked Tom, anx-

iously, for his cap was made of sealskin,
and he didn't wish to lose it.

"Yes, it's all right," said the Poker.
"It nearly missed, but not quite. If you
will look through these glasses you will
see it."

The Poker handed Tom a pair of strong
field glasses, and the lad, gazing anxious-
ly through them, was delighted to" see his
wandering cap hanging, as If on a great
golden hook in the sky beneath them, and
which was nothing more than the last ap-

pearance of the moon Itself.
"Good!" cried the RIghtandlron. "That

settles the question for us of where we
shall go next. There is no choice left.
We'll go to the moon. Heave ahead.
Wheezy."

Whereupon the Bellows began to blow,
at first gently, then stronger and stronger.
and yet more strongly still, until the cloud
was moving rapidly in the direction they
desired.

(To be continued..
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HOW THE TO

six Thurstons filed gloomily out
THE the house to the hayloft for a

"Two dreadfuller things couldn't have
come together if they'd tried," remarked
Molly, seitln herself with a disconsolate
'sniff on a soap box. "A circus coming,
mother sort of sick and money!"

"That's three," said Polly, who was
a practical soul.

"Well, no money doesn't count, for
that's always in everything about us, but
mother sick and the clrcris together are
dreadful.

"I wouldn't have father know how we
feel for anything: it would hurt hl3 feel-

ings so," said Donny, virtuously; whit-
tling out a new Noah for Dummy Dee;
the original one of the Christmas Noah's
ark had long since, leaving
the navigation and management of the
animals to Mrs. Noah, and this over-
worked lady, having lost the round
pedestal which she once stood, re-

fused to stand at all, so Dummy Dee had
agreed to trade a marble to Donny for a
new Noah.

"Is there anything we could sell?"
asked Bobby, casting a speculative eye
around, their much-use- d treasures.

"We've got about a pound of rags in
the bag, and how far would that go, do
you think, toward taking six of us to
the circus? I'd like to know," said Tom-
my. "There's too many of us, is the
trouble." he concluded, gazing gloomily
around at the rosy faces of the circle.

"We couldn't spare any, though," put
in Dummy Dee stoutly. "If there wasn't
but one of us it would be awful, so lone-
some a feller'd have to holler for com-
pany."

They all cheered up a bit at this. "Yes,
that's so," said Molly. "It would be
better as far a3 shoes and circuses are
concerned, but think of having to be
scolded for six!"

This was too appalling to be considered.
"Donny's got cents; 'nuff to take
him." put in Tommy, suddenly.

"Why Donny Thurston! Where'd you
get it?" they all cried at once, amazed
at so much capital in their midst. It
seemed like a trust.

"I I saved it out of grandmother's
Christmas money, 'cause I lost it right

uuwii uuie 111 iui ruuui, itnu luiuuiy
found it whllo he was poking around
for a marble he'd Iost,"confessed Donny
blushing deeply, and he promptly reliev-
ed his feelings by tipping Tommy oft
from his box backward in among the
theatrical draperies.

"Quit that." said Tommy, placidly
lying stllL "You can go all right," he
continued, gazing at the roof and yawn-
ing widely.

"Yes, sir, you can." said Polly ex-
citedly. "Then you can tell us all about
it; how to do things, you know. I'd
love to be Seraphlna, the flying angel,
she's beautiful In the picture."

"You wouldn't care fj a reserved seat
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would you?" nsked Teddy, for
ward In

"None 'deed." said Donny with em
and eager to "If you

get down by the ring place, where they
all come in but," with a change of
tone and a glance at the

faces, "I'm not of
going."

"Don why not?" cried Polly in a
tone.

"With all of you. not there? Well, I
guess not," and Donny arose and went

to the his in his
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felt he more to be said
It.

a up
"I to
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out
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THE CIRCUS

ONE BAD MAN HELPED SIX CHILDREN TO
THEIR HEART'S DESIRE.

craning
Donny's direction.

phasis, explain.

comprehensive
interested thinking

grief-strick- en

WHILE THE THURSTOXS WATCHED HIM BREATHLESSLY.

door with hands pock-
ets such definite fashion, they

wished nothing
about

"Let's have pretend show here,
then," suggested Polly. choose

Josephine, woman.
stuff beautifully with pillows"

Angelina, snake charmer,"
Molly.

ring master," Teddy, ex-
citedly, "and Don'll clown, 'causa
he'll that," concluded, nodding

otners. ueticate
showing they appreciated

sacrifice, Donny grinned broadly
landscape from doorway.

"Dummy trlckxider
tricycle"

"One wheel wobbles much," objected
Dummy Dee.

better tricks;
trick, stay on,"
Polly, patting him.

contortionist," announced Tom-
my, sitting much tousled,
dusty, straightway began prac-
tice looking- - through legs, which

box.
mother knew about circus she'd

probably think plan could
wouldn't bother dear cir-

cuses," Molly, getting go-

ing make snakes
rubber hose, while her."

saying. Molly rapidly down
slantwise door, which served port-
cullis hayloft, disappeared.

"I'm glad thing," Polly, get-

ting preparing follow; doesn't
anything procession

look posters, unyway."
morning circus beheld
Thurstons lined front

doctor's office, blissfully gazing
procession from brass band, be-

gan column miniature
drawn smallest ponies,
finished

After they entirely they
they bethought themselves

cut-of- f. down another street, where they
could again, they dashed

Dummy Dee. sudden
memory head.

They stop doctor's office
bottle medicine mother,

procession leading
other direction.

Dummy climbed doctor's of-
fice steps rang absent-mind-

manner, wondering while
why money should scarce
desire things great
family.

busy doctor, Intimate friend
Thurstons,

unlocked, Dummy entered
climbed certain deep window.
where good bacneior doctor

often each other stories.
band back alluring

strains, Dummy Dee, standing
what called tlppest could

little highest things pro-

cession. engrossed
failed hear door stealthily,

creeping footsteps
toward stood

window where Dummy
stood, quite concealed heavy cur-
tains.

careless doctor received qultft
money morning

country patients, and, thrusting
safe, banged door quite shut.

heavy door, bumping
against curtains pushed wide
open, attracted Dummy Dec's attention,

turned, fortunately without noise,
looked between curtains

stooping figure whose covetous
hand already bills.

Quick flash Dummy hurled
himself down man's back,
small sturdy unexpected
force blow pinioned thief

floor, head struck against

sharp corner of the safe and stunned him.
else It might have gone hard with tha
plucky little man.

Dummy Dee sat still, breathing hea'.lly
and very much scared. It teemed to hlra
a long time, but In reality it wnb only a
m!nut9 or two. when the door ODcncd and
in filed the five conscience-emitt- c n Thurs-ton- a.

followed by the doctor himself.
"What'y all this?" cried the doctor,

pushing aside the five who were stricken
speechless with astonishment at the en-

tirely unexpected spectacle of their small

brother sitting on a man's back.
"He was stealing jour money. Uncle

Doctor," explained Dummy Dee, in a
shaking voice, "so I jumped on him from
our window eeat "

"By Jove! but you're a brick," said the
doctor, lifting the small lad tenderly
down, then he speedily hauled the man
over on his back.

"It's you, is it. Jim Bates?" he asked,
grimly, as the man's eyes opened dlzz.I.

"I I wan't intending to do nothin' '
began, the creature.

"No, Jim, you never do Intend to ('a
anything, that's the reason you fall into
trouble so often," said the doctor. "Now,
you can pay me the $5 in your pocket."

"I ain't"
"Yes you have. When you were in here

this morning, whining about your wife's
sickness putting you so behind, and the
bad crops and nil that, I forgave you the
debt, though I saw your father give joj a
53 bill in the postoffice this morning. Yo i
hung around here, and saw others pay
their bills, and-th- en you tried to rob me.
Well, we'll turn you over to the poll ..
Donny, telephone one up here, quick."

The poor wretch was whining abjectly,
and the children were all crytoff. partly
from fright and partly from sympathy

Jim hauled out the bill slowly, and
handed It up to the'doctor. who made no
move to take it, so it fell to the floor,
where the doctor put his foot on It.

Then a small hand slid into his. "Please,
uncle doctor." said Dummy Dee's tearful
voice, "let him go."

"Oh. do, uncle doctor!" chimed in the
five.

They had never seen their dear doctor
angry before, and they all shook in their
shoes, for fear of what might happen.

The man began to plead, also, but the
doctorraised his hand. "Hush, Jim, hush.
I will let you go this time, because these
children ask It. and for your poor wife's
sake; but let me know of your doing any-

thing wrong again, and I will inform on
you so quick it will make your head swim.
Now get out."

The man got up and slunk out, and tne
doctor brought his tongs, and with them
lifted the bill from the floor, while the
Thursten watched him breathlessly.

"This bill Is unexpected, and none too
clcan."sald the doctor, waving It to and
fro In the air. "and I can only think of
one use to put It to, and that is to buy
circus tickets for us all! I've been
wanting to go all along, but nobody
would take me. Your mother is better,
and will be better still for a quiet after-
noon. So mind you be here at 1:30

sharp."
"O! uncle doctor," they cried In rap-trU- e,

throwing themselves on him. with
one accord. "You are the best!" Then
off they rushed to tell the good news
at home.

But presently Polly and Molly came
back and tip-to- In.
."Please, uncle doctor, lock your safe
this time." begged Molly, while .roily
squeezed his hand.

"I will," he promised.
Then Donny came back breathlessly.

"You needn't get deserved seats," he
said, by reason of his haste, "cause
there are some fine places down by the
ring entrance a feller told me about.
Besides, I've got 50 cents that I saved
by losing It, so you needn't pay for
me."

"Donny Thurston, go home; this Is my
treat," the doctor said, very sternly,
with a twinkling eye.
' Then Tommy and Teddy came back
to thank him again.

But Dummy Dee stayed through It all,
because he had a special hug for dear
uncle doctor, and when it was through
there were happy tears in Dummy Dee's
eyes, and in the doctor's, too.

Much Xccdcd.
Weary Willie I see yer movin' out, boss.

Is dey anyflng you don't need 'at I might
take?

Subbubs Yea, a bath.


