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NDREW CARNEGIE was reosntly
“ Bluntly asked the gquestion:
thl‘ ol o
Bteed
YApp
Inconle r
The s moment's panuse, he ndded
by way innntion
1 watched younygy men with whom I
rame r ntart, whenever 1 ran
BeTOBS et all unconsclonikly 'hy1
BOMme action or word uttered In
nversation, made me feal that
' uniities demanded In my
I gave him a chance to prove
fiy bad them. And when be |

+ of

my

ants, and Tt his
endeny to e Im have a fulr share
in the profits of my busineas

This, in brief. is the story of the selec-
tion and making of the so-called Carnegie
group of millonsires

(i jew M. Schwab = one of thess
mien James Gayle vice-president of
the Unite = = 1 Corporation, is i
annther. Thomis F . Buccossor of ]
H . Frirk at the head of the world's
Liggest coke company. 8 a third: Mr |
Frick himself a fourth. and Willam E. |
Carey, the youthful president of the |
Carnegle Company and the i‘.‘a.rnnx‘lt-‘
Bteel Company. a fifth. Then there nre
H. P. Bope, Danlel M. Clemaon, |

Peacock, F. T. F. Lovejoy, W. W.
burn and Thomas Morrison, a Carnegle
cousin brought over from Scotiand |
given & humble in a
Andrew M. Moreland, George |
bert €. Case and Joseph E.
brother of Charies; Lawrence
who, though a nephew of Henry Phipps,
Mr. Carnegie’'s Nfe-long partner, had to
start at the bottom nnd work up with
men who had mno rieh relatives; A R.
Hunt, W. E. McCausland, who began life
al A messsnger in mercantile agency
office, and muny ot

position

s ]

A Remark That Led to a Fertune.

The incident that jed Mr. Carnegie to
pelect A. R. Peoncock, formerly helding
the important post of [ “hasing agont
of the Carnegle propert) as n Neaten-
ant, s typical of the manner in which
the majority of the members of the fs-

mous group were picked out
Mr. Peacock owes his milllons to o re-

mark that hi=x last employer lked

Twelve years ago Mr. FPeacock was
salesman for a New York decomating
house At that time Mr. Carnegle ar-

rived in the metropolls to see aboutl some
decorating that he wanted o in the

|
Fifth-avenue mansgion that he recemtly |
discarded for the more magnificent one |
farther up the avenue He asked the |
firm thut had Mr. Peacock In its em-
play to send him samples of wall pag
and Mr. Peacock was assigned to taka
them

The salesman's manner of displaying
the samples and conducting business so
favorably impressed the prospective cus-
tomer that a few days later, whon he
wanted to inapect more sampies of wall
paper, he expresaly requested that Mr |
Feacock be sent with them. His second
talk with the salesaman pleased Mr Car-
négie more than the first, and just as
Mr. Peacock was laaving, the milllonalre
ssld, apropos of nothing that had gone
before:” |

“Young man, you will
day.”

¥r. Pepoork Inughed.

“Mr. Carnegile” he answered, "if I
thought so, 1I'd be willing to give the
men who helped me to riches a lberal
discount.™ L

Mir. Carnegie’s reply all but took away
the hearer’s breath:

=“I'll take you at your word. Go to your
employers, resign at once, and come with
me."

Mr. Peacotk did ns he was bid, and,
Sudging by resuylte, he gave Mr. Car-
negie & Hberal diseount in work, for his |
fortune s conservatively estimated at

H. C. Frick not long ago named Mr,
Peacock as ono of the 0 men in Pitis-
burg who are worth this sim and over
He bas recently moved Into & new house
which cost 51000000, and which is sald
to eontaln the finest Interior woodwork
of any private residence in America.

be rich some |

Durnilei M. Clemson Is another of these
fortunate two score men He got the
good-will of Mr. Carnegle, and, ergo, his
milllons, because he ctuld shoe a horse
well and wasn't afrald of work

Mr. Clemson was bora on m farm In
Central Pennsylvanian. When he was 3
years old he was apprenticed to a.black-
smith. The recompense was all that he
could eat and an occasional sult of home-
spun. He blossomed out as an accom-
plished “smithy” on his ¥th birthday.
As bhis pay was still hs boand, he went
out into the world to meek his fortune

He drifted to one of the Carnegle mines,

“What can you do? asked the super-
intendent.

“Shoe horees,” was the reply.

Mr. Clemson shod horses so well and
0 many in a day that when Mr. Car-
negie was Inspecting the mins, the super-
iotendent maid:

“That fellow shoeing horses’ over there
15 the fastest and best man in the shop.
He's not afrald of work, either: he'll
work all day and all night. if necesasry.” |

“Glve him a chance in the mechanical
depertment,” ordered Mr. Carpegie.

Mr. Clemson soon had charge of all
the mining machinery. Next he became
the mine superintendent. In 155 he was
trannferred to Pittsburg,. Now he has
charge of the U5 river and lake vessels
owned by the steel trust, and Iz head of
& naturel gas compuny which has under
lease W00 acres, operates 1IN wells and
produces 40,000,000 cubic feat of gas each
day In the year., He still lacks & year of
being 5. Like the grent majority of
Pitteburg’s men of money, he s com-
paratively young.

Rapld Telegraph Brought Milllons,

Andrew M. Moreland, former sscretary ;

of the Carnegle Company, owes his pras-
ent finsncial position to his ability to
send and receive telegraph messages with
lightning-llke rapldity and unerring ac-
curacy This accomplishment softened |
Mr. Carnegie’s heart towards him, for
Mr. Carnegle, himself a Eplendid teleg- |
rapher, thoroughly appreciates o‘ne.|
Therefore, Mr. Moreland aid not long re- |
main an operator on the private Nnes |
connecting the Carnegle plants with one |
another and all with the New Tork office
of the great lronmanter. First thing he
knew he was rising rapidly in the stes!
business.

Like Mr. Moreland, W. W. Blackbum,
the present secretary and treasurer of
the Carnegie Company, and also second
viee-president of the Carnegle Stlesl
Company, started in and attracted atten-
tion without the =aid of outside Influsnce.
Mr. Bilackburn had been a clerk in &
eountry store In Central Pennsyivania
before he went to the Carnegle mills., and
there he had plcked up s knowledge of |
business principles that shortly
bis mew employer to see 'evidences of
aplendid businesa arumen In him. After
that this poor boy of a poor farmer want
forward gmadually, and, when Mr. More-
land resigned the secretaryship of the
Carnegle Company, he sgeceeded to the
Mr. Moreland can
truthfully be callied boy milllonulres, for
each ls still the shady side of middle

age.
Like the re |\ of Carnegle’'s Heutenants,
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employer and & share of the profita,
How closely gTouy was
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4 W. W. BLACRBURN—SECRETARY AND TREASURER OF THE CAR- W. E. COREY, PRESIDENT CARN BEGIE STEEL COMPANY—-HE BE- ~ ANDREW M. MORELAND, MADE A ('.\RSI"'HIE‘_- LIEUTENANT BE-

NEGIE STEEL COMPANY, | GAN DY TRUNDLING A WHEELBARR OW, h CAUSE HE WAS AN EXPERT TELEG RAFHER.
|

'S > - L
kept down to busineas is shown by the | heaven’s sake. go off somewhere and being close of mouth In thie position | was pushing a wheeslbarrow In the yards | world's blggest coke company, was partly About this time foreigners were brought
following incident: learn to do pome E besldes work."™  Mr. Bope came Into intimate and confi- of one of the Carnegle milis In Braddock. brought forward by Mr. Carnegle, al- Into the coke regions and all sorts of

Mr. Moreland, when auditor of the II T'v".'? Carnegie one day adver- | dentlal relatfons with Mr. Carn W | He wheeled so much more fron In a day though Mr. Frick found him But after trouble resulted. The riotous element held
compu was summoned to New York | ¢ .;::'th" BEWSpApLTS foT & DOOKKCEDET. | hix proved ability to guard business ge- | than the men at his elbows that he was | the latter had done this, Mr. Camegle, full sway and mine and county officlals hid
to consult with his commerclal master, ,l' s A Loy way, whil “‘.”'1“‘ [N RS oerets gave him his golden opportunity, | ®'0n made a foreman over them. Then recoguizing Mr. Lynch’'s worth, helped 10 | thomselves because drink-crazed strikers

el M Carnegle set wine befors | .:un-,.y. 1ad picked up & good knowledge which has vielded him $3.600,000 his employere noticed that he got three . place advancen t o his way swore they would kill the first American
At dinner . A L] » of ‘-l!_'l.-wJ!]fI“HK. n.n._l‘ s, when he o I. Ay e ‘... _. u AL 5 times as much work out of his men as Mr. Lynch went to Plt hure from A who attempted to Interfere with thelr an-
his guest ! L. | "want ad.,” decided to uj “_----r! Albert C. Case, now of New ! he other foremen and at the same time country town in Southwestern Per - archistic dolngs verybody was scared

“*No, thank you, I don't drink"™ =¥ | sition. By good luck hs York whoere many of Pitisourg*s mor d men worked harder without any grum- wvanin, where his father, & hard-working wvervhody e t “Tom™ Lynch. Desplte
M. Jordinnd. . . | Tive 8L ths managir's o Wen heve maved In late years, atiracted bling and swore by thelr new and youth- ' Irlshman, had put*him through the com-  the pleadings of friends, this small man

Later on Mr. Carnegle brought out the | other applicants, and, after AMfr. Carmegie's attention, | Wak con-  ful boss. Corey wns straightway pleked mon school, and started clerking In & | would walk into the midst of a group of
cigars . i y | lerview, was given the p nected with the Pittsborg + of n big  out by Mr. fle n2 a promising and wholesule grocery store. After a few  sirikers and order them to scatter to thelr

- thank you, I don't amoke.” sald | lucldity of his balance sh weantile agency. One « he gave the 1 n and given constantly weeks trin] he was discharmed. He dri homes, und they obeyed. He did more to

ST Sy = e " 1o | 30CI80 aitention, und. I of Information wrtunities ed to t Ittie coke town ef Hroad Ford, | quell riots In the Connellaville region than

Etill Ilater in the evering Mr, Carnegie | he began rising until thousands of re ard, studied nt night o near h and became a clerk In the | o Josen officials, So Mr. Lynch was mads
proposed & grmo of £ards. ., | Fecretaryship. This he held 1 wis asked how he public school education, and company st of O, A. Tinstman, Who | superintendent of evervthing that Frick

“No, thank you, I don't play cards” | gides with Mr. Frick In his ome the hBead of the  In time became an expert chemist and an | had coke ovens fn the nelg L ar® Carnegie owned In the coal and cok#
sgld Mr. Moreland | with Mr. Curnegie, and then stment of the Carnegie p : r-plate authority. He was made su- | When Mr. Frick secured the 1 [ Five yenrs ago. when Mr. Frick

- ORISR B . b | ceeded by Alr. Mor Mr. Lovejoy is | For five years thereafter he handled perintendent of thix mill snd that depart- y & few mon later, he pu od, Mr. Lynch took his place as pres-

"Tell meo you don’t do any of these | sald to be In the $10. and over class. | credils, and In that time only nine o ment, and invariably inereassd the out- I charge of the store, because, | ident of the coke ecompany. He 15 worth
things™" he drily requested. H. P. Bope, who, ough not quite | thousandths of 1 per & put. ’ forsooth, he was lis only clerk. Mr. | ghour §2,000,000.

“You've kept me warking tco hard all | so young in years as Mr. Hisckburn, is I When Mr. Schwab resigned td become | Lynch made the store The stoary of how Mr, Charles M
these years, I've had no tme to learn,” | still on the sunny side of L1ge, Wis president of the Bteel Trust. Mr. Corey suit he wax told Schwab became one of Mr. Carnegle's
was the | me =1 by Mr. Carncs be the com- was the only man considered for his suc- | ous compa most trusted lieutenants has already been

Mr. tle thoug moment. ps ® first stenograp : e mt the head of the Carnegie Com- he was = told many times

? i be =ald, Eolng 1o give | sented a clean, keen appen per ind the Carnegle Sileel Company mines o THOMAS G. FISK.
¥e thres months’ vacitien. Now, for ' the reputation smoeng his Fhomas Lynch, the young head of the terests (Copyright, 12)

I'HE LITTLE GOD AND DICK ' Dod Daskam
; 1 - . By Josephine Dodge Daska
ir HERE are you golngT" sald | way. Because pecple never do carry Into the dance. Fé had his eye on Loulse y how she did 1t? Had he not ween that ador- it He thought of supper—they had spoken  net and began to sing, bubbling with
romebody, as he slunk out to- !1':1 #o. 1 don't know why. Hetherington, a large, plvmp girl, with a sle fAnger, those appealing eyes? of cinngmon o and Iittle yellow cus- | jgughter. Horror! What did bhe hear?
ward the hatrack. ‘Now, here’s your coat. Well, | can't ' tremendous brald of She woas a “And she t talk plain! She/llsps— | tarda—but without the usual thr What o - = g
“Oh, out,” he murmured. with what a | :[:'7' “-1 e no time to hunt for | sige Loo big for the class, but ev r she do - was the matter?” n he sick? : t:,j’ Felly helly, comin. taba' s ihmins
’ . hem. Put your hande In ar pockets liked to dance with her for she ve Wns ever a girl thick-head- | There seemed to be n ' k to lfe— i
1 rtist would call n good imita- - L Eed ance it 1wer, {or she a v A gir: so c-hes here seemod to be no outloo o life y el " I
wudo:!de? , _u;.:‘i:l A '.: 2 ,:;u e I's not far, And mind you 1 for | how, and piloted hoer diminutive —ar that sister of his? Brains technieal | ona thine w A% . BOGA RS SHOLBEE I -:l..h.stup'l r‘!s-li“-.i !TL!'IH it! You mustn't
tion ol 'u person n' ing t ) ¥ 4 § Ruth every time You dor take any | with great skill But she had ¢ owledge, sxperience of the ‘..-,r],g_,th“,.l At night hiz mother eame and sat for a.:_Et.”L at ¢ :1_‘0. wildly.
leasly forgetful of something he remem- | pains with her, and you hustls her about snunpped up by the &-year-old Harold had never looked to find in her; but | o moment o of the bed. B M SITE.

berad quite distinctly

“Well, see that you don't stay long. Re-
member what it s this afternoon.”

He turned Hke o stag st bay

“What is it this aftermmoon?” he demand-
ed viclously

You know wvery well.™

““What ™"

“Bec thut you're here
got to got dressed.””

“1 will mot go to that old dancing school
again, and I tell you that 1 won't, and I
won't. And I won't!™

“"Now, Dick, don't begin
again. It's so silly of you
go.”"

“Why ™

“Because it's the thing to do.™

Why T

“Because you must learn to dance.”

Why ™

“Every ttice boy learns.”

“Why

*That will do, Richard. Go and find
your pumps Now, get right up from the
floor, and if you soratch the Morris chalr
1 shall speak to your father. Aren't you
ashamed of yourself? Getl right up. You
must ¢xpect to be hurt if you pull mo
Come, Richard! Now, stop coryving—a
great boy lke you! 1 am sorry [ hurt
your slbow, but you know very well you
aren't crying for that at all Come
along!™

His sister filtted by the door in an en-
gaging dishabllle, her sccordion-plalted
skirt held carefully from the foor, her
hair in two glistening. blue-knotted plig-
tatls. A trall of rose-scented soap Mitted
through the hall

“Hurry up, Dick, or we'll be Jete,” ahe
cailed back. sweetly.

“Oh, you ehut up, will you!" he suarled

Bhe lcoked meek and® lstened to his de
privation o! dessert for the rest of tha
wiek with an alr of love for the stnner
and hatred for the sin that deceived even
her older sister, who was dressing her.

A derperately patlent monologue from
the next room Indicated the course of
events there.

“Your necktie s on the bed, No, I don't
know where the blue one Is. It doesn't
matter. That js just us good. Yea, It is.
No, you cannot. You will have to wear
one. Becausé no one ever goes without. I
don’t know why

that's all. You've

that all over
"You've got to

"Many a boy would be thankfyl and
glad to have silk stockings. Nonsense—
your legs are warm enocugh. I dom't be-

Heve you. Now, Richard how perfectly
ridlculoos! There Is no left and right
stockings. You have no time o change.

Bhoes wre a different thing. Well, hurry

up. then. Because they are made so, 1
supposc 1 don’t know why.

"Brush It more on that side—no, you
can’'t go to the barber's. You went last

week It jooks pretty well. I cut 1tY
Why, I don't know how to trim hair.
Anyway, there isn't time now. It will

have w do. Blop your scowling. for good-
ness’ sake. Dick. Have you a handker-
chief? It makes no difference, you must
earTy one. You ough: to want to use it
Well, you, should. Ygs, they always do,
whether they have colds or not, I don't
know why.

“¥our Golden Text! The {dea! No, you
cannot. You can jearn that Sunday be-
fore church. This is not the time to learn
Golden Texts. [ never saw such a child.
Now, take your pumps and fizd ths pluxh

bag. Why not? Put them right with
Ruth's. That's what the bag was made
for, Well, how do you want 1o carry

them? Why, I never heard of anything
o silly. You will knot the strings. I
don't care If thoy do carry skates

way—skates are not slippers. You'd lose
them. Very well, then, only hurryp up. 1
should think you'd be wshamed to have
them dangilag around your neck that

Mi=s Dorothy says ake another lttle
girl. Yes, you must 1 shall =peak to
your father If you anawer me In that way,
Richard. Men don lance with their
ters. Because they don't. I don't know
why.**

He nlammed the door till the plazza
shook, and strade along beslde hly scan-
daiized sister, the pumpe flop £ nolaily
oa his shoulders. She tripped along
tentediy—sho llked to go. The personal-
Iy cupable of extracting pleasure from
the hour before them baffed his compre-
hanslon. and he scowled fercely at her,
rubbilng nis stlk sto s together at
every ptep to enjoy the strange mnooth
sensation thus produced. This gave him
a bow-kgped galt that distressed his sis.
ter beyond worda

“I think you might stop. Everybody's
looking at you'! Pleuase stop, Dick Pendle-
ton; you're » mean old thing. 1 should
think you'd be ashamed to carry your
silppers that way. If you Jump In that
wel place and spatier me [ shall tcll papa
—You will care, when I tell him, just the
sume! You're fust ms Dad as you-can be.
I shan't speak with you today'™

Bhe pursed up her and matntained a
determined sllence, He rubbed hls legs to-
getrer with renewed emphasts, Ac.
quiaintances met them and passed, uncon-

fijs-

o

Hire
ups

wae even now gulding his infant step
aroend the hall,

Dickey s ted the row of mothers and
aunts cautlously. Heaven send Miss Tro-

thy was not looking him! She seemed

to have eyna In the Uanck of her head. that

woman,
“*Oh, look!

Did you ever see anything so

sweel ™ said somebod Involuntarily he
turmed. There tn & « r, all by b L.
n little giri was gravely perform A
dance. He stared at her curicusis For

the first time, free from all personal «

pection with them, he discovered th

those motions were pretty
She wos cthercaliy slender

brown-eyed,

brown-haired, brown-skinned A litde
Bulfy white dresa sptend fan-shoped al
her knees; her ankles were birdlike

foot on wh she Dol

fo rest on the ground ¢ other,

ottward, hovered cuslly—now hire, now
there. Her cyes were sorious. her hair
bung loose. She swayved Hghtly; one Hithk

gioved hand bheld out her skirt, the other

marked the time.

Dickey advanced and bowed rilly,
grasped one of the loops of her = n
the back, stamped gently a mon to

get the time, und the artist sank into the
pariner,

aclous of anything but the sweet pleture
of a sister and a brother and a plush bag |
Koing daintlly and dutifully to dancing
school; but hls heart was hot at the In-
Justice of the world and the hypoeritical
cant of girls, and her thoughts were |
busy with her indictment of him before
the family tribunal—she hoped he would
be pent to bed.

He jJumped over the threshold of the
long room and almed his cap at the hoead
of & boy he knew, who was stan ling on
one foot to put on a alipper. This de. |
siroyed his friend's balance, and a cheer- |
Ing scuffle followed Life sasumed n more |
cheerful aspect. In the other \!r-srﬂmr-l
room his sister had flutterad into a whis-

pering, gigxllng. many-colored throng:
busring and chucking with the rest, she |
sdjusted her slippers, and perked out her |

hows, her bralds quivering with sociabil-

| 1ty.

A Burill whistle called them out in two
| crowding bunches to the polished foor.

Hoping against hope, he had clung to
the beautiful thought” that Miss Dorothy
would be slok, that she had missed her
train—but no! there she was with her
nhiny high-heeled slippers, Ber pink skirt
iat pulled out ke a fan, and her silver
wilstle on a chaln. The little ellcking
castianets that hang out so sharply In her
hand beyond a doubl

The large man at the plano, who al-
ways Jooked ball asleep, thundered out
the first bars of the latest walls, and the
business began.

Thelr eyes were fixed solemnly on Miss
Dorothy's polnted shoes. They slipped and
slld and crossed thelr legs and arched
t!hr:r pudgy Insteps; the boys Dreathed
Bard over thelr gleaming collars. On the
right slde of the hall 30 hands held out
thelr dimimitive skirts at an alluring an-
Ele. On the left neat bilnck legs pattersd
diligently through mystic evolutions.

The chords rolled out slower, with dra.
matic pauses betwoan: sharp clicks af the
castanets rang through the hall: a line
of toes rose gradually toward the hari-
zontal, whirled more or less steadlly
about, crossed behind, bent iow, bowaed,
and with a flutter of akirts rosumed the
first position.

A little breese of laughing admiration
eircied the rew of mothers and sunts.

“Ian’t that tco cunning! Just like a lt-
tie ballet! Aren't they graceful, realily,
now!™

The whistle shrilled

“Ready for the two-step, children®

A mild tolersnce. grew on Richard. It
dancing must be, better the two-step than
anything else. Any one with s firm inten-
tion of Keeping the thne and a strong arm
can drag & glrl through (t very accesta-
By, It was Dickey's custom to hurl
bimsell at the colored bunch nearest him,
weize & Babine, mo to speak, and plunge

"Don"t they do It well,

though! See
those little things near the do * he
causht, as they went by, and his heart

swelled with pride.

“What's your name?* he asked abruptly
after the dunge,

*Thethella,” she lsped. and. shook her
hair over her cheek. She was very shy.

“Mine’s Richard Carr Pendleton My
father's a lawyer. What's youra?T"

*T—I don't know!"' she gasped, obviously

| considering flizht.

He chuckled delightedly, Was ever su
engaging ‘diocy? She didn't know
wall?

“*Podh!” he said grandly.
know Don’t you, really ™

Bhe looked hopelesaly st
shook her head. Suddenly a
In her bhig eves,

“Maybe | know,” she gmurmured 1
gueth I know. He—he'th a really thtate!*

“A really state? That bsn't anyihl

h
Weil,

"1 guess you

her fan and
light dawned

A =
nothing at all A really state?™ He
frowned at her judiclally, Her lip guiv-

ered. Bhe turned and ran away.

“Here, come back!" he called, but she

Was gone.

When at Jength Miss Dorothy announced
“*That will do for today™ they surged into
the dressing-rooms, to be huttonsd up and
pulled out of dmughts and trundied b

She was swathed carefully In a wa
siik jacket and then envelaped In a hooded
Mother FHubbard cioak. Bhe looked lke
an angeilc brownle. Dicky ran up to her
&8 a woman led her out to & coupe at the
curd and tugRed at the ribbon of her
clonk

“Where d» you lve?
you?' he demanded.

Her hair was under the hood. but she
hid her face behind the womun

“J—I gueth [ live on Chethnut street,”
woman laughed.

“Why, yes, you do, Clssy,” she re-
proved. “Tell him directly now.”

She put one tiny finger !n her mouth.

*I—Igueth 1 live on Chetnut thireet,”
she called as the door slammed and shut
bhar In
S His sister amlcably offersd him half the

Say, where do

ns, feminine intuitions—were they

«." he sald to his mother the
v und see her™

can go with me
when 1 eall on Mrs,
maented.

" Why, of course not! Men don't )

¥ou tomorrow,

Weston,” |

ko calling In pumpa Your best shoes will
do, Are you crasy?T A straw hat ln Feb-
runry? You will wear your middy cap. |

Now don’t argue the matter, Richard, or
yYou can't go at all"™

Seated « her on a hassock, thelr
thers o ng across the room, hia as-
nee with iway. There was noth-
ng whatever to say, and he sald it, ade-
iy perhape, but with a sense of deop-

mbarrassment She took refuge be-
her chair, and they stared uncom-

owlic

ning
furtahly at each other,

& hae never condesernded to have
» do with Httl= girls before, so
Impressed."*

not the hassock vawn be-

And

why
neath him and swallow him up? To discuss
him as if he were a pleee of furnl-
timat

n't she speak? I? only they wera
in a room with pletures and
is at stuch a disadvantage,
yo come over to my house, 11
you the blggest rathole you ever
‘s In the stable!" he sald desper-
It was a good deal to do for & girk
but she was worth It

“Oh! Oh!" she breathed,
widened.
ba you can see the rat—he doean't
come out, though,” he added hon-

-

and her oyes |

shuddersd and twisted her fingers

Ly
3-Not™

N she whispered revoltedly. “[
—I hate ratths! I dreamed about one! I

X ¢ the gath lit! Oh, no!™

Frightened at this long speech, she
looked obstinately In her lap, though he
tried persistenly to catch her eye and
smlile

Thelr mothers” volees rose and fell; they
chatterad meaninglesaly

Ehe¢ wonuld not look at him; at his wite®
enda, he played his last card. If she
wers of martal flesh and blood, this would
interest her.

“Look here!
bull pups are?

She nodded

“Well, yvou know thelr talls™

Bhe nodaed uncertainly,

"You know they's just little stumps™*

“Oh, yeth!” she beamed at him. “My
Uncle Harry'th got a bulldog. Hith name
ith BEil. He lketh me.”

“Well, see here! Do you know how they
make thelr talls nhort? A man bites ‘em
off! A fellow' told me—"

“Oh! Oh! Oh!" She shuddered off the
hassock. and rushed to her mother, gasp-
ing with horror.

“He thayth—he thavth—" words falled
her. “Broken sobs of “ElI! Oh, EU' filled
the parior. He was daged, terrified. What
had happened? What had he done? He
was ghuffled disgracefully from the room:
apologies rose above her mobbing: the door
closed behind Dicky and his mother.

Waves of rebuke rolled over his trou-

Do you know what Boston
Do you?"
vigorously.

| bled spirit.

"“Of all dreadful things to say to a poor,
nervous lttle girl! I am too mortified.

| Richard, how do you learn such dreadful,

plimh bag to earry, and opensd a running |

eriticism of the afternoon.

**What made you dance all the time with
Clesy Weston? Bhe'a an awful baby—a
regular “frald ¢at. We girls tease her
just as easy— Do you lke her?”

"She’s the pretiest one there!' he sald.

His eister stared at him.

“"“Why, Dick Pendleton! She's not! She's
#0 lttle—ahe's not half so pretty as Agnes,
or—or lots of the girls, She's such a baby.
Bhe puts her finger in her mouth if any-
body saya anything at all If you ask her
& gingle thing she does lke this: ‘1 don't
know, I don't know."' "™

He smiled scornfully. Did he not know

dreadful things? It's oot true.’*

“But, mamma, It is! It truly 8! When
thay are lttle a man bites them off. Peter
told me so. He puts his mouth right
down—"

“Richard! Not another word! You are
disgusting—perfectly disgusting. You trou-
ble me wvery much."

He retired to the clothes-tree in the alde
vard—there were no jJunipers there—and

| cursed his gods. To have made her cry!

They thought he didn't care. but. oh, he
did! He feit as If he had eaten a eold,
gray stone that welghed down his stom-
ach, The cat slunk by, but he threw noth-
ing at her, and his nelghbor's 8t. Ber-
nerd puppy rolled Inquiringiy inte the
hedge, stuck there and threshed about
helplessly, but he sald nothing to ltlghun,'

| J=ction was hitten_ off

Papa doesa’t you o fee]l too bad
| dear.” she sald, "“He knaws
ne r mean frighten Ce It
? that fe girls are different from

Httle boys ys, Things that
seem—er—amy 1, BeCm very cruel
| to them. Tomorrow, would u like to
send her some flowers and write her a
| Mtle note and tell her bhow sorry you |
2.
are
He could not speak. but he selzed his

mother's hand and kiss

r lnce

L up to

ruffie. The cold, gray = meited away
from his stomach; - the future
stretehed roslly vague fore him, 1
happy dreams he dld the honors of t

rat-hole to a sweet, ahy guest

msealf to his
d the lines
iper with a curly

In the m nyplied )
note D wisgter
an a beautiful sheet of

gold “P." at the top, be bent to his
tank with extended tor 1 lines be-
tween his eves. He ea he note

with a sense of justin

It's spelled all right, "“he-
cluse every word fldn‘t asked
Bess, and she told me.”

My Dear Cecella:
I am golng to send you some flowrs. I

Am &
hnpe

L A

¢ they bite them of but they do. I
you will ndt hafto Hte the gas. we
all well and havelng a good time.
with much love I am your loving son.
RICHARD CARR PENDLETON
“"Besas dld the perlods, but 1
the large T's myself "
ably. "Is It all right?*
His mother left the room abruptly,
he, supposing It to be one of
suddenly remembered srrands,
fully unconseious of any
tween himself d the roars
that came from his father's
“Just as it is, mind vo
it Is”" his father called 3 :
came oul again: and though she Insisted
that It was too absurd X
thing was the m with h
she was sure, hueless she
with no particular occasion,
p2ace nobly when he
purpie blossom wit?
ed by the Interested fi
Hla offering wuas acceptable
slie met him on her walk, and 3

remembered
he addsd comfort-

and

and heald her

s

That

day

mol ceracker! True, the most ¢
and th
the best part of anima! crackers.

He gave her In return a long-cherished
canetop of polished wood
shap: of a greyhound's b
orunge-cojored glass, 8h semed nlmost
to appreciate It. He had beon offered a
white mouse for It more than once

For two long months the Little God led
him along the primrose way. The poor
fellow thought It was the maln road: he
hnd yet to learn it was a byputh But
the Little God wza not theough with him

Her brother. an 1 n ;
firzt, had Improved on acquahmta
though he scoffed at Dicky s de

ting

hls slster—thinking her a gr b by —

had come to conslder h!m 2 friend One
day, Iate In April, he led Dlck out to a
deserted corner of the gre is. and for the

sum of a small red
eye that hnd been a
feature, consented to ir
of such deliclous badnezs that it had to be
sung In secret. | had jus: learned [t
himseif, and the knowledge of It admitte]
one to a sort of club, whosa mbers were
bound togather by s syliables
Dicky was pleasantly aln its
meaning, but It e« Is

tom had banished
They crooned |t

top a blue g
ioll's most win
impart to him a =

of

feart

1Y,
averted from the house, and
rating sense of dissipation
Yellow belly, yellow belly, come an' take n
swim!
Yes. by golly, when the tide comes In!
As he slipped back to the house al

practicing it furtively and foretastir
Joys of Imparting It to Peter, the stable
man, Cecelln appeared suddenly from be- |
hind a large tree. Bhe was all smiles—she
wis not afrald of him any more. Daneing
lightly on ocne foot, ab¢ waved her b-on-{

“Why not? Dicky thingth it ahe sald
with a happy smile.

She 1! a heavenly habit. Jleft from
babyhood, of referring to her Interlocutor
and oceasionally to herself In the third
[-i-."qll [

‘But girls mustn't sing it.” he wnrned
her sternly. "“Don't you dare to—it's a
stcrel.'”

She danced further away.

“Dicky thingth [t. Thithy
she persisted, and as bhe
pursed her lips ngain

Yelly bDelly, yelly®belly—

T won't sing it! I won't!™ he cried des-
perately. “1 won't If you'll keap still! Bo
there! [ Lell you | won't"”

She = - nmused at his emotion. All
lgnorant worifice, ull careless of his
herole her, she only knew that
him in an entirely oew

thingth It
scowled sho

she o

uld teafe

Little God, knowing that Dicky

is wa and that Peter would
the chance for the scandalized
rution onee for him, struttsd
away and polished up his chains
3 itim wasa secure

Her brother, on learning the facts, sug-
gestad elnpping her weli—good heavens!—

1d having nothing more to do with her,
king tnttie-tule. Here was

get

in store

» break his bonds. But to

e who have merved the Little God It
be no surprise to learn that it was

on that very evening that be made his

famouns proposal to the assemnbled family,

namety, at he and nhould be

Iy engnged U te Horry and

Mises Merriam, : te while marry
in

and st up housekeeping the
chamber,
“That's what Mias Merriam s golng to
0 he explained. Ne=y's grandma
is sorTy, too; ) r uny place
{ company but hedroom. But
they 've gaot to have the room, she o poses.”
do. Richard! Yoo are not to
roa hear. And | am
=13 amber. What
ant Nannle comes?*
her crib right in
mind Aunt
*She always
5 will A
fall out,
Christmas

guest

., like

of age the wils world
rer, y merely urged him to walt,

It was that very night that he reached
the top of » wave, and justifled the
ie God'e selection.

He came down to breakfast rapt and
gulet. He salted his oatmea! by mistaks
never knew the difference His sis-
lnughed deristvely, and explained his
* to him s he swi wed the lnst
spoonful, but he only smiled kindly at her.
After his egg he spoke.

“T dreamed that 1t was dancing school
And [ we And T was the oniy fellow
what do think? All ths
rere Cecellat™

A |"|'!
ter
ol

nt

“You he'll be a poet, do
you v anything.” his
maother

“Lo s v returned. 1

ghould = he was more lUkely to be &

Mormo

4] w nothing of either clnse.  But '
the Little God krew veéry well what he
wus, and was at that moment making out

diploma.

TINIT. )

(Copyright

Poutnl Card Vignettes.

What Preaidents’ plctures are used on
the postal card, and how often are they
| changed? B. A. T.

MrcKinley's head [s'on the postal cards
of the Intest lssue for domestle use. Lib-

erty’'n head is on the canis for forelgn
use. In the past Jeflerson’s hend has
bean used several times. There I8 no

definite time for a change, the ofieials
simply taking a new pleture when they
winhy




