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Story of Borrowed
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\The Story of the Wise Firemen of Pennywille

] You may be sure thet Fred Howsll hat
lh-.nhl-mhrahnlhw Humbly
be sonfesscd his ignorance of boats, and
| maked Jum Phillips what they would bet-
ter S0, Jim sugpested that they pull in
the safl: but they did not know how, and
s ther tried 1o baul in the sheet rope
Immediately the undailasted boat roiisd
an hard that it was clear sbe would osp-
size. So Jim Phillips said that the only

thing tc 4o was Lo bold the tiler Iil‘dy'

so she would sall siraight ahead

| The Fulry went stralght to sea
| and out of sight of land. As the alter-
noon wore on the wind Incremsed till the
big occean waves ceased Lo roil and undu-
| fate slowly, as they had been Joing. and
began 16 braak inte white foam The eat-

| boat soen 0ok water over her bows and |

ihe boys inexperienced though they wers,
perocived thai
or sink |f any of the great waves siruck
her sideways, .

But Jim Philllps had been stodving
things, and suddenly he exciaimed  ~“How

toolish we are! Why not untie all thoss |

| 'ropes along the toast aAnd see
wan't let the sall (all downT"
Fred Howell lmmediately cast off the
ropes than mn down alongsidn the mast
and were fast to cleats al the foot of It
The mall came down with a roar. but it
wos so datepded with wind that it stock
haif-way down, and there It fspped 30
flercely that thes boat jumped wildly Into
the big, hissing. green rushing seas
“(gt eawerything You oean Teach!™
screasoed Jim  Phillips. Fred Howell
obeyed humbly, and the canvas feil in a
| sT*at heap to the deck

if they

The bovs jumped on It and tisd It wp, |

a0 that the wind should not emich It
| Thenn they eould d@o nothiag meoere. But
the Fiying Fairy, being so light, rode the
sras booyanily, mow that she Was re-
Heved
Night same, but the boye 4id not sleap
There were too many things to frighten
them Once a school of porpolises, plow-
mg siong in the darkness swam sa close
1o them, and puffed so terrfhly, that both
Fred ond Jim thought & vast aea
stor had risen to devour them
Another Ume they suddenly saw what
looked Hke two Mg eyves, ope red and the
other green, The thing came on with a
terrible molse, until they saw mosts and &
fennel against the stars, and realipsd that
| 1t wasf a steamship. They shouted with
all thelr might, but, though It swept s
rlose to them that jts rollers dashed over
e catboal, nobody adoard heard them
Next morning at dewn they saw another
steamboat—a small ene. It was the tug
Soon she was alongsids. The boys were
taken aboard, and back they went o
Seabourne with the Fiying Falry in low
Frod Howell was curad of boasting from
that day on The owner of the Fiying
Fairy forgave him and took both boys
out many times after that. And while
the sdventure wus encagh tn teach Fred
A lesson, he learned still another one In
bumility for Jinm Phillips, the boy from
fnland, jearned to sall a oatboat long be-
| fore Fred Howell, the New York boy. did

| of Peanyville, and fAnally the Grand
| Duke heard of It. 8o he drove to the
town of the wise people and calind the
Muyor before him and got him to tell
the whole story

“What what would you do #f a house
caught fire, now that the firemen can-
not hear the bell™ aaked the Grand
Duke.
The Mayor scratched his head
thought Then he sald suddeniy

“Pleape excuse me A minute
Royal Highoess and m™an awa)y

He returned in Balf sn hour and sald
with a bow:

“l know now what would happen. The
house would burn down, Your Royal
Highnesa, before the firemen heard about
1t

“Why did you go away before you told
me that?T" aaked the Grand Duke

“Why, | wanted to find out, so
my house on fMre_ to try IL" sald

{ Mayor

*“You are indesd worthy to be Mayor of
Peanyville,” sald (the Grand Duke, and
all the people shouted, “Hurrah for our
Mayor.”
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| As a Tale That Is Told,

By Mary Huntington—Sunday
Oregonian’s Selected Fiction

(Copyright, 1903, by & B MeClure Ca)
T WAS the first of November, but the
Zrase still sbowed & pleasant green-
| B nees. for hoar frosts were holding off.
The barrenness of the woods Was relleved
| by patches of russel, touched with dull
| reds and yellows, and through the still alr
Maves now and then salled sarthward
ke slowly dsscending birds Because of
the [ndian Summer mellownsss, which
restad In Alm blus hase upon the hills,
| and made the pale sumshime Cesal soft
againet cheel, the front door of
Enoch Weavers house stood open, and
here and thers & window was ha!lf raised
Teamas wers fastened about the outbumild-
ings, and io the yard fence other horses
were tied-their ovenstonal oeighs and
stamplngs & break upon the silomce. Two
| grizaled middle-aged men, bent upon
| Reavy farm work, shook hands with os-
tentatloug solemnity at the froml gals.

‘We mest agaln, Mr. Avery.™

“Yes, Mr. Barbour. An" th' last sad
| occaston was th' funeral of old Mra Tib-

.

whe had the depressed
the peastmniatic
side of lfe. sighed deepiy—not that Mes.
Tiobits had been #ven an acqualntance,
but & sigh seemed appropriate Lo the sub-
Jeet  unde discusston.
"Wal. Mr. Avery, we va all got to travel
ik’ same road
Mr. Avery stroked kis smooth fat chin
| contemplatively, as If the thought had
never before szrred fo him and be
meant to give it duz attention
“Yes, yea—that’s =o' bhe answered,
“That's so, Mr. Barbour. It Is,
The depression of Mr. Barbogr's face
Nited siightly
one has He shook his

sgoiten o ofeet

indesd.™ |

| face,

| hair againes
L is pleasant to feel that |

trickied on as i the tongue of the whis
perer moved without consiousmess from
ber braln

“Enoch he said he'd married her in thet
bunnit, an” he'd bury her In thet bmanil

He sald she was jest as much kis bride |

now &8 she ever was™

“De teif!™ Mres. Hriggs gasped agsin

"Yen. Hen teched, of course—a little
teched, Th' idea of bein" Inid out In &
bunnit! Whosver heard of such a thing?
An" 4om't you think Enoch declares his
wife aln't deadd—ouly sitepin't Says If 10°
ministar calls ber dead he won't naver Ko
inside a church again. 1 pity th' min-.

| istert™

i
!

head to deepen the philosophy of his last |

retnark, and sald:
Enoch'a pretty much broke up over
losz, 1 »'pome.™ .
“Tratl's what they say,”™ Mr. Avery re
plied. hurriedly.
" ioto the house
He passed on and dMssppearsd thoough
the « Mr Barbour saw & phae-
m the gats and the fSutter
ihat his
! haste to avold a
v, and with disgust at sach boor-
wenl te offer his own servicea
3 f the
hlanket
shan't

hiteh Dolly an
m so glad that |

r | |

| glven

“Wal 1 guess I'tl be 5o |

two women glanced |

Have to get bair all over this navy blue |

akirt
| white

he's shedding dreadfully, and
halr doss show so!
urmured the other. Then,
£ rellef rWhy. Mr.
Yes, thanks we'll be giad to
tentd to th' horse A horse is a
bother to women Jfem't It dretful sad
about Mra Wemver guin i
do pity her hushand what a lot
of teams (here 1 guess UL
be & real big funeral think & small
funeral slways seema foriorn—as £ »
| body hadn't any frisnds. Slmon couldn't
get away today. He's bebhind with husk.
in° an' everything this Fall, an' he's
sprained his ankle a lttle too He was
complalinin® this mornin’ abeut luck, but
1L todd him he wasn't half 85 bad off as
ald BEnoch Weaver., who hasn't even a
gir! ke Angel here jeft to him.™
Mr. Barbour was
that he gianced at the
frash face of “Simon's” wife
*1 sh'd think not,” he sald
Angel went slowly oo shead, leaving her
mother and Mr. Barbour to follow—the
subdued sound of thelr volces meaninglens
in her ears The leaves rustied under her
feet, and she looked down at them with
he half conaclousmess with which she let
her eyes fT
| wrapped hilis—stretching away, and away,
ints the blus ether. She waa
sly Bow ahe hated
she wished ber mother
let Ber stay at home And
what was there snd about the death of
xuch an old persen as Mra Enoch Wea-
ver? Why—she was 8! How could one
wish to live to be 0T She tried to Imag-
ina what would seem ke at M—and
| ber thoughts trailed inte blankness, for
great, indesd, |s tha space between B and
13! 5hs had never spoken to Mrs. Enoch
Weaver, but she remembered seeing her
occagionally—a rather bent littls woman,
with white bhalr and kindiy eyes and
cheakn red as a withered Winter apple
Her face had pleased the young girl
{. and yot to e ¥ A Concord buggy,
| with a frisky sorre| hofse, drove rapidly
up to the gate and Angel with a quick
glance at the driver, started for the open
| door
| undertone

“"Ang=lina

Ehe psused obediently, keeping her back

to the gata Her mother. leaving Mr.
Barbour to greet the new arrivals as if be
was master of ceremotiies, Teached her
side,

“Why, what In th' world alls you, Ange-
| fins Briggs? Anybody‘d think you aaver'd
| bean to & funaral defors, an” [ took you

three times while you was & baby In

| Rrms Tain't a party to go rushin' in

Fike

“f didn't know [ was mahing.™ Angel

i1, with bushed Indignation and s bluah
pazsed as swifily as it came,

Then you'd betier know An' 1 won't
i bev you amnswerin' so pulcheky

been putcheky ever sence A’
party at th' church last week 1 guess
surprise partles don’'t agree with you.
Walt—] want to speak to Mre. Woodman-
wme! How d'ye do, Mrs Woodmansea?
Nice day for a funeral, ain’t T No resa-
son why “most everybody can't came—
seem's though 1 see Tom fetched you."
| “Yes-s-0" Mrs Woodmansee sald soft-

he was a large woman with a purr-
ing volce “His father couldn’t get away
an ha's one o th jurors on that case
in court to town now Tom don’t like
funerals, but 1 made him fetch me. How
a'ye do, Angsl™

“Angel didn't want to come, sither, but

1 tnaisted. as Jimon couldn’t spare th'
time.” Mre Briggs sald, wondering why
| the child ahould blush again under Mra
| Woosdmanses's greeting. Bhe hoped Angel
wasn't developing Dashfulness at I
“Diretful sad “bout Mre. Weaver, aln't
Mrs Woodmanses nodded solemnly that
it was very sad indeed, and with an all-
over glance which took In the other's
| dress from headgear to ghoea, the two
women went Into the house—Angel foliow-
| ing. The sitting-room and parior, squire
front rooms opening out of the long. nar-
| row ha'l, were fiiled with people sitting
| in decorous sllence, and the hall was
lped with standiag men. The undertaker,
waiting upon the vwest stalr opposile the
open front deor, came forward with tha
suave mapner of his kind, and carried
| }ome extra cbalrs into the &ining-room
| peyond—which was already well crowded.
| Angel went on after her mother with a
sensation of relief, for her glance Into the
| parior had ashown her & coffin, Desids
| which sat a bent cold man A few whis-
1p-end greetings met them as they took
mats.
| “Awful queer "bouwt her havin' ot her
| weddin® bunmit ain't 1T whispered &
woman naxt to Mrs, “What?
Hadn't you heard? Yes, Enoch insisted
upon her bain’ Ixid out In her weddin'
| bumnit: took on se th' undertaker asuid
| they'd better let him her his way. His
| ancle was jest as odd a5 he could be. you
Encw—glways wore twe coatm th' shortest
outside. an’ when his wife &ied he hung
himself In 1 smoke-Bouse an” wasn't
found for three daym though they hunisd
high an’ low. Sairey Ann Wesoott come
In to heip here afier Mre Weaver died,
an” abs sald if ‘fwman’y fur thet
th' poor sould would ‘s’ made & 1]
corpes. Thet looks like she come out o
the aric. of coursd™ . =
“Do il Mra Briggs gasped bdack in
amonizhment, while Angsl Mstened nerv-
cusly, balf fascinated, ret with a fesling
{ef repugoance o this “gossip,  which

with
Bar-

ey bave

¥ an

romely and stil]

have

th

surprise

Hor mother called to har In & sharp |

Just then ([rom the hall ssunded
minister's volte, vibrating with feeling.
He was new to the place, having occu-
pied 1tha puipit Dyl slx months, and this
was the first funersl since his pastorats
began. He war & young man, with ideas
which seemmed bardly arthodox to even-

the

tenored country folk; and there were few |

present who did not wonder how ha
avold what might seem llke consiousness
that the woman beside whom the oid Tan
watched, a3 we waleh the sieap of ons we
love, had been dremsed for the ve o &
way which exceeded all precedent. Necha
craned, sars stralned: curiosity was
1o pateh the words of this stripling
from divinity school.

“Frobably there Is not one of you hers
today who dld not know the wife of E
Weaver better than It has been my
lege to know her—you Enew her quiet -
obtrusive itle, her kindnems as a neigh-
bor, her fanthfuiness as a helpment; ¥ou
knew how dear she was tu him, who
alone in ol age site the m
mourners, bexide the ofr whom @
ago he brought here a bride
as she lies with ber siivery white
the time-yellowed white of
be t, Is stifl to N

he bride = many yesisrduys

To those of us to whom God h
the blessing of a good woman's
love, to those of us to whom such bless-
iIng s yet 10 come., it brings a feeling of
reverence for our own—that she who rest
In yonder room f= 1 & brig

freah

yours

her wedding
face of
maved

still
bridegroom of & years ago—w
a bride. Shali we think of
o—for ghe e
less,  expectant
many of them
And as they aat thus t
wife, on the hall =t
with rare tenderness
Browning's “Slesp.”
The lenor-soprano
thrilling with asacreds
volee Broke as he
One by or
nlngle film
fooc-byve at E
gel held -k until
caumg of her usua
from looking =t
emnting, against
& choke 2 the throat
profanstion that any o
fall upon the dead th
went un the
Enoch Weaver rested
wlous hand of

the words of

Ieft behind It
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“Let us
emblied passed
1 rooms to
Weaver's bride

Al
min
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31
lon

tn

| throughout the

| among the white
t yellowed white siik

| met those
not so pessimistic but |

to tha beauty of the hazne- |

| how te manage things.

You've | iaster's wife

| to ashes™

blossoms of
bounnet, a
face which smiled the bride
years ago. She lsoked from
o the mourner and he. lif
he had not done while the ot
of the giri—brimmin

wonate sympathy “"Oh!™ she sald sof
and then she was slinping v o
fusion at her own Impulsive s, for she
Bad bent and kissed the old man's wrin-
kled cheak

The was at the foot of the
hitl quarter mile beiow Enoch Weav-
er's house. and nearly all present
sobarly down the grassy roadsble bank
to whers in the small burying place a
heap of fresh carth marked a newly dug
grava; the hearse, foilowsd by two or
three carriages, turned In through the
iron gates after the people, and the brids
of @ years sgo was lowered to bor last
resting place. Standing on the edge of
the crowd which hemmed the mintstar—
the bearers the few remole cous who
bad joined the iittle procession, and the
chie? moumner, who leaned tremulousiy on
the undertaker's arm—Angel bheasd the
minlster repeat : "Dust to dust, ashes
and then, after a pauss which
part of the avtumnal hush: ~“Wa

our years A= a tale that |s
- @ Lol

cematery

went

reemed
mpeand
toid *

The chief mourner was led away
dim eyes turning backward to the
and among those about
alert and strong—he looked lke an
tumn leaf that shaken.from the bough,
was walting in sear uselessness the
ing shrowlal of Winter snmows
crowd drifted away by casy degrees,
the brisf afternoon was already waning.
and further delay meant “chores™ by
Inntern Light. Angel found herself be-
side the open prave with oaly her moth-
er, Mra. Woodmansee, and the woman
who had whispered about
bonnet

“I've enjoyed the funers] so much' Aln't
you, Mre Brigg=? It passed 6T reel well
Mr. Bennett, the undertaker does know
But 1 b'lieve peo-
ple wouid ‘s’
what was comin’'. We was 2l so tock
up with wonderin' what th" minister
would say that there wasn't hardly a tear
ahed. It 4ldn't sesm right. An' th' min-
ought to "a* chose a mure
Iamentin’ hymn, Why, death wasn't
nothin'. at all th* way she sung.™

Angel fashed a quivering face vpon
speaker

“What th" minister's
beautiful! beaotiful"™

The citic stared, startied at such
munce.

“Mebba ‘Lt was ™ she acquiesced hur-
risdly. “But it does ssem as If th' min-
Ister ought to “a° preached & reel sermon,
tallin’ about her many virtues, That's
th" way Lhings was done when I was
young. An' If th' person was desarvin’,
fike Mras Enoch Weaver, they was al-
ways spoke of as lookin® down on us
from heaven I sh'd think sech a dis-
courss would 's' besn more edifyin' an’
soothin® 10 poor old Enoch than ail that
hifalutin’ talk. But th' mimister was resl
smart lo get in as ha 414 adout th' bunnit,
an' she, poor creetur! looksd a prett
corpes in spite of havie’ it on. However
it's a pity nodody dared taks it off before
follkes sos her."

“I1t sn't either!” Angel Asahed again

“Angulinal” But the diaternsl wamn
ing was given with an untmual degree of
gentienean.

Mra. Woodmanses spoke in ber purring
volce. .

“Fposin' we women go an' see th' new

Babbit has putl up

the

wife sung wae

vehs-

oui |

agog |

ang whosa |

the wedding |

eried more i they'd known |

Tom sh'd fetch th' team before [ get
around. tell him I shan't be long.™

She moved pondercusiy away—bher pure
ring volce wafted softly back to the gird,
who stond. flushed and silent. lookineg
after the three figures until they wera
lest to sight bBehind the white stones on
the slope of the cemetery hill, The waters
of the ltntis pond Deyond the cemetery
nlope gloamed biuve, a light wind rostied
sotna crisp leaves &t her feet; the
hranches of a near hackmatack (res
sighad lapingly—itke waves upon & bexch.
Absorbed In thought ms she was, the
blending of sound coverad a sten be.

! hind her—but a shadow elongating in the
| wemtaring sun suddenly fell past

her into
the open grave. With a start she turned
from the bhilwe pond watlers 1o meel the
young fellow behind “O Tom'™
His frank face waa working with emo-
tion
1 saw you when you—isizsed him’
body else would have thought to do
| 'm sorry 1 got mad at nothing th' even-
ing of th' surprise party, Angel.™
0 Tom:™
Hatweesn the two utteranses of hiz name
wasp mich a gamut of feeling as scales
from surprise to Jjoy. Through the Indlarn
Summer mellowness a bluebird, belated
in It Wimler migration. fluted once,
twice, thrice from the hachmatack tree
and flew away toward the follage-denud-
hage-covered Rills, warbling melodl-
i Bpring ! —ths
hrarts of two
opem ETmVe, wWith
Death forgotisn
remembering,
throat:
burfed

N

: beat §
Dealdo an
Age and
was Angel whno
 choke In her
m giad was
ding bonnet, ven. "
Angel had
wish 1o live
far away!

=ald

in her wed-
learned now how one might
o he & yet ¥ was
did not answer, for
ing radiantly Into her eyeg he saw mir-

wed, as It were, her own face, aweet
| and blushing and allve—{ramed in & wed-
ding bomnet!

Only a Girl

“What do you think of It
(MU Morton drew his face int) a long and
iugubrious frown to express his own feel-
ings on the subject

Ben drew & long breath

‘Well, IU's this way,” he mid as
igh there was but one soiution to the

problem. “we've got

That's the only way.

haing tied to our heecls all Summer

IUs—iU E— wordless. ™ 4

CHT shook hin head and glanced towand

the gitting-room window. They had
| come from an interview with their me

>t wish her to hear t
TS
hat, boys,” be mid, d=-
wouldn't be fair to mother
She'w turned the girl over to our cars, you
know, and we can't cut her direct. Be-
sides, the girl lsa't to blame; she's an
n and counts on us cheering her up.™
chile consldered.

“*Can't we let her |
plans™ he suggestied.
require plenty af »
mean. She'll be glad
pret moon, and

Tom look

frilows?™" and

just
tho
o eut

Tha idea

her
ol

dead
a girl
Why.

We

isively

nlo soms of our
Some of those that
nk and strength, 1
enough to drop out
spend her time around
the house with the chickens and cats
; n she'll be satisfiedd and mother’]] be
satisfied, and wa'll be free to go our own

n. | way."”

The boys brightened

That evening the girl came, and the next
morning, after breakfast Mre Morton
smiled across at the boys and said

Now you may show Edna round and
make it as pleamapnt for her as you can
Maybe she would llke to go out the
lake"

“Yes, Indeed."” the girl sald, quickly.
“T'm very fond of rowing and salling, or.”
as she noticed tha blank looks on tha
boys" faces, “we might try the horses, or
—or bleycles,”

“We—we thought of golng out on owur
stilta,” hesitated CIE. “We've got some
new ones, but they're pretty high.”

., The milts wers brought out 1o a high
bank at the foot of the garden. Ar
was rather awkward in mounting his, and
when .he Onally moved away from the
bank CHE was folly ¥ yards dJdistant,
while sevaral paces In front of him was
Edna walking ea= composedly as if stilts
-day means of locomotion

ing the boys gathered in their
favorite place for consultation, the ridge-
pole of the dbarm. They ware pever Inter-
runted there

*“I tell you what
Archie, emphatically,
chum worth having. Why, you ought 1o
bave seen her swing the Indiap clubas
after dinner. She's the best boy among

on

fallown."
hat giry will

ma i
he &

And CUR and Ben pounded - their Nsis
against the barn roof In hearty assent.
N oS B ot S
Solution of Uncle Sam's Checker
Puzale.

The solution of last Sunday's checker
puzzle was as follows he frst object
at the top of the bhoard (o salect was
FROG. Thence the moves wera to
ROPE, ANCHOR, NOOSE, JLAW and
EYE. The Initials of these various ob-
Jects spall FRANCE, which !s the name
of the nation with which Unele Sam was
supposed to be playing this game.
————— e

Solution of Last Sunday's Play-
Algebra FPuszzle.

answer to puzzlt of what the
b In last Sunday's picture was carry-
Ing was LILIES Two times one.ifth
of LIGHT made LILI, as explainsd last
Bunday. Then came a PLUS mark and
| then pne-third and then the picture of
| an ES8KTMO. Now one-third of ESKI-

| MO would be ES. That would make the

| molution; LILI plus ES, which is LILIES,
iy S —

A Numerienl Word Puzzle.
1 sm & word of letisre eight,
My whols spelln something simpliy great
My head's » lefter rare of use,
My tail you'll find In every noosa
My 5 wherever it = heard
Ttawif sounds lke & perfect word
My 3 4 5 a beaxt will name
That omce was wild and zow (8 tama,
Now f my whole you weuld descry
Just hink whavs soming = Jul

A Half Dosen Elddies
times mre the best®
way is farthest away "
tree bas mo leavesT
comb s best?

is the Bigges: amt?
ahos Bes 1o mie?

monyment Deacon
th' lower end of th' cem'try. Angel If

g3

e g

B

> 2D, YU

JOINED
AND I C.—.

Vsl A Te F
Ve £ g Tt
SIMPLY S4ID, "I .

B 4D INGH
T o Ep e sins oV
AWNT DoF

Bog.—

-

There & one singls word ihet will ¢

THE PICTURE PUZZLE OF THE JILTED BUG

pitture esrrectly and make [t resd e eothiy. What I R?

all the Bignk spaces in the verse in ihia




