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LOST IN
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By Louise Lexington

was cultivating the corn forPAPA last time before "laying It
aside." and mamma "was preparing: the
breakfast of bacon and eggs, coffee and
cornbread.

Little Frankle came Into the kitchen
in his nightie, and after mamma had
kissed him, she said: "Dearie me, I won-
der "why papa doesn't cornel The coffee

kOSB and Eva were at the table.
Mother had been called out. Before
leaving she had given each little girl

a triangle of delicious strawberry pie.
These little girls did not have straw-

berry pie every day.
They ate their pieces daintily. The

email forks cut very carefully. The little
Iglrls played a sort of game. They tried
to see which could make her piece last
the longer.

"When the pieces were, quite gone not a
crumb of flaky crust nor an atom of fra-
grant berry left, they still sat at the ta-
ble. They looked at their plates, for
mamma haduscd eome of the nicest, to
make the feast unusual in every feature.
One plate had Cupids on, and the other
some children playing.

After a time exact Eva, looking critical-
ly at the pie from which their pieces had
been cut, said: "I am afraid that pie is
not quite even."

Roso's eyes were not so ready to detect
unevennesc, but after careful examina-
tion she agreed. There did seem to be a
little bit of a "Jog" out.

Nothing more was said for a moment,
till Eva remarked: "I think I could
straighten the edge if I tried"

Hose gasped. The very thought of such
a thing was awful.

Bva lifted her knife. "See here. Rose,
this little bit of a 'jog?" " I will not say
she meant to do It, but she did so like to
eee things straight. A tiny bit of flaky
crust and Juicy berry fell away from the
main piece. She looked a little frightened,
but she divided the pie and gave Rose her
full share.

If anything, it tasted setter than even
the larger pieces.

"I think," said Rose, "surveying the pie,
"that you didn't make it much better."

Eva cast an anxious glance at the pie.
There certainly did seem to be a little
"Jog in" now, instead of a little "Jog out."
In order to make it straight and true, Eva
drew her knife nearly across the entire
edge. It had to be done. It couldn't be
made straight without.

Strangely enough, this did not seem to
make matters right. The two little girls
began to feel that it was Indeed a diff-
icult matter to cut pie straight.

"I wish," said Eva, "that I had not
tried to fix it. Mamma always does things
bent." '

"She made that pie good, said Rase,
aad her Jcalfe crept along the edge of the
pie. It shaved off a little slim bit. Eva
leek her share.

It te better Tvet to say how many cKorts
the girl sad to make the crooked

1

has boiled and the johnny cake Is about
done."

"Fwankle will go tell papa to turn,"
said little Frank. But mamma called to
him as she passed from the room on an
errand: "You couldn't find papa, honey;
he Is in the big field."

The "big field" was 3) acres of corn,
full grown and ripening in the Kansas
sun. Papa cultivated It with a horse, up
and down, row by row, and he had prom-
ised mamma to come to breakfast on the
first "up-ro- after C o'clock.

.Frankle was of the opinion that he

straight. "When mamma came to the door
to bid them run and play, they felt rather
frightened, but finally did run and get out
of doors.

"When mamma was free at last she
cleared the table. She was puzzled by the
size and shape of the remaining bit of pie,
and was standing with the pie plate in
hand as Eva and Rose crept in.

"Mother," said Bvaf and her eyes were
brimming with tears. "I tried to make the
pie straight,"

T was willing she should," said Rose.
"It didn't feel good to play and think

EVA DREW THE KNOTS NXAXLY
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A FIELD OF CORN
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could find papa easily enough in the
"pltty torn." and so started for the big
green field, that shimmered and wavered
and rustled and nodded.

He stopped to say good morning and to
chat a. few minutes with his caged squir-
rels, where mamma heard him as she
passed an open window. And then he
trotted on until he reached the cornfield,
which he entered just as papa and Old
Doll came forth from an "up-row- " a few
rods away, thus missing each other.

Frankle was so eager to find his papa
that at first he almost ran over the hard,
rough ground, stumbling and falling and

How Eva 'and Rose Straightened the Pie

OREGOXIAX,

about the pie all the time." said Eva.
"We thought we'd rather be punished

first and play afterward," said Rose brave-
ly, and her eyes looked as If the dew had
fallen In them.

"There are other things better than
straight pie." said mother. "I think
straight consciences are."

She kissed both little girls. Soon they
were playing happily under the shadow
of the honeysuckle,

"To think," said mother, as she washed
the pretty luncheon dishes, "that I did
the very same thing when I was little."

ACROSS TUX EXTIK1S ?BCS.

gettteg up agate. Aad Owe. as hi Utile
legs tired, he rut forward mere alewlrr
caiung agate aad agate, "Papa, papa,
turn to oreakrasV and addteg always in
his pte-la- baby voice: Ze toffee Is
weedy, and ze donay cake is weady."

But all to no purpose did he call aad
trail his white nightie la the dirt and the
dew. Papa-- was at the barn by this tlsno
rubbing down OH Doll aad giving her a
good breakfast before geiag to the house
for his own.

After washing his hands and face at the
pump, he entered the kitchen, where
mamma was Juat taking the eggs from
the pas and placing them on the hot
platter with the crisp bacon.

"Well, papa," said she. "I'm glad
you're here. I thought Frankle and I
would cat breakfast alone. If you didn't
coma soon. I want to start tho washing,
you know."

"Where's the boy?" asked papa, placing
Frankle's hlghcbair next his own. "Great
Scott. Tm hungry, mammal"

"Frankle. Frankle," called mamma,
peering out the window where she had
last seen him. "Dearlo me. the child is
not there. Now. I do wonder If he could
have gone after you! I remember he said
he would, and I tojd him he couldn't find
you In that big field"

Papa arose from the bountiful table as
hungry when he had sat down, and go-

ing back to the edge of the cornfield, he
also called. "Frankle! Frankle!" but all
the answer he got was the loud rustle,
rustle of the high com that shot up 30 feet
into tho air. and tossed Its silken plumes
of brown and red and white, and waved
its thousands of green arms.

And then he went back to the barn and.
much to Old Doll's amazement, mounted
her before she bad finished her breakfast
and urged her again to the cornfield,
where up and down, up and down, ho
rode the entire length of the rows.
About midway across papa discovered the
llttlo truant, tear-stain- and earth-staine- d,

leaning against a great green
stalk,' exhausted from crying and almost
asleep.

He was so entirely weary that when
papa swung him up to his lap on Old
Doll, he Just cuddled his tangled head
close to papa and closed his eyes as he
murmured:

"Fwanklo turn to tell oo breakfus is
weady. papa. Ze toffee is weady and
x " and the little voice trailed away
Jnto sleepy unconsciousness.

And papa, never minding all the trouble
at all. so soon as he had his baby safe at
last, kissed the dirty, little face as ho
said:

"What would papa do without his dear
little man to tell him when 'breakfus'
Is ready!"

Queer Things in a Funny
Country

(Written by th Boy Himself to the
Ga&s at Heme.)

fellers know the lumber yards
YOU by the freight station

where there's always grass and
things llko that and even butterflies.
Well, that ain't even a teeny patch on
the kind of country where Davo and
me are now. I .tell you what. "Wo
made a mistake about those lumber
yards. "When you fellers over seo the
real country, you'll .know It, too.

First off, Dave and mo didn't know
whether wo was going to llko It or not.
There wasn't any other fellers around,
and most everybody was always get-
ting up around. daylight and going out
to plough and things. Ploughing is
funny. They orlve-'- a little Iron rlga-maj- lg

behind two horses, and they
make little streets straight across' the
farms, one alongside of the other. First
off Davo and me thought It was done
so wo could make short cuts, but one"
awful klndhcarted bid farmer chased
us half across his farm to tell us dif-
ferent, and he said that It was dono
to plantseods In them. He was a nlco
man. buf a terrible bar dVorker. He
got all excitement and red In tho face
Just telling us that.

Things got a little better the next
day. Davo fell In tho pond and sotneary drowned, but not quite, and when
ho came out he had funny wriggly fatthings hanging all over him. and. they
was drawing tho blood on him. So
they said that they was leeches, and
after Davo changed Us clothes and
drank some bitter stuff, we went out
and caught a whole lot of them. They
ain't . pretty, but"' awful interesting-- .

"When they get on you they Just suck
and suck your blood till you die.
I would send you fellers some, only
after wo got a canful we brought it
In the house and coudn't find it again.
And later on when It was dark, Dave's
uncle came In and went snooping and
feeling around with his hand on the
matelplece ad sure enough didn't he
up and knock the can over and it fell
on him and most of the leeches that
It had took us all May to catch went
down his back and got spoiled.

Some people are awful careless that
way. But Dare and me didn't say any-
thing, although wo did think It was
kind of selfish In Dave's uncle to
carry on so about his clothes and his
back where they bit him, and not to
think of us losing an our collection.

But Dave's uncle ain't so bad. He
was awful kind to us next day. when
we got chased by the black bull that.
belongs to the farmer next door. He
was in tho empty lot and we was peg-
ging stones at him. He looked awful
funny when a rock hit him. He'd kind
of shake his head and sort of wrinkle
up his eyes, and then he'd beller the
way a freight train bellers when it
wants a switch. You know.

So we pasted him good a couple of
times, and then the fence broke 'down
when he butted it and we had to run
llko anything. So wo met Dave's
uncle and we told him that the bull
was loose and he went to catch him.
Dave's undo Is awful strong: a good
deal stronger. 2 bet, than any uncle
you fellers have got. "Why. that great
big bull only got him down twice, and
then it didn't hurt Dave's uncle, be-
cause it was in .a soft, muddy place
each time. And so at last he took him
back to the empty lot and chained him
up to a tree by his nose. There was
a ring in it.

Dave's uncle was kind of muddied
np. hut ho wasn't hurt any, that Is.
not enough to go to tho doctor. But
ho was kind of excited over it and so
wo thought that we'd better keep a
llttlo bit away from him and let him
be quiet.

That's how it casae that wo found
the sheep. Fellers, yoa ought to been
there! There was more than a hundred
thousand of them. Dave says there
was a hundred anyways, aad I think so
too. And there was a bully dog there,
so we put a string around his neck
and took him along to go hunting-- , only
he didn't want to ge and we had to
kind of drag- him.

So when we got to the woods and
he wouldn't do anything excepting to
sit down, we tied him to a tree, and
after that wo dlsremembered; about
him and it wasn't till next morning
that wo thought.

But by that time they had found
him by his bark. A&d what do you
suppose? That dog was an awful
smart dog that watched sheep, and
when we took him away, the sheep ran
all around aad get lost and they had
an awful time to find thess again.
That's how foolish sheep are. Yoa'd
never believe It te look at then.

"We're Jladfag oat somethlag now
about the country every day, but I
don't kaew as we are go-la- g to stay
mach lesser. Dave's tfacle said that
he gaeeeed la another week the piece
would he gettteg tee hot te held Dave
aad see, hut we havea't Mtleed that
Its heea so Tory hot yet--. I suppose
that them heat waves ooate kla of

the eematry. Mere la, mar Best.
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SURPRISE AT REAL PICNIC
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"W E CAN'T go to tho picnic. Rosy," J

dolL "Sister Nell won't take us. 'cause
she sold she didn't want to be bothered
with kids. Sister Nell's got a bo. A
bo' Is a young man with kid gloves on,

an he takes her to ride In a buggy, an
you wear your best hat with the roses on,
and your stiff-newe-st muslin dress.

"When ho comes to call you set In the
front parlor, and those' nights you don't
have to wash the dishes; an' you hurry
upstairs the minute you've et your jam
and cake, so'st you'll have time to curl
your hair 'fore he gets here.

"I llko It, Rosy, when Sister Nell has a
bo. 'cause mother lets me scrape the Jam
dish, an I have a little pan of soapsuds
and wash the butter dlsbas. so'st I won't

Why Patsy's
more than anything PatsyALMOST llttlo woods. That meant

the ones where she could go by herself
and not bo scared.

Patsy made up her mind that she was
going to make herself a little house here,
a place all her own. There was a big
rock for ono side of It, and she would
only have to cut down saplings emTTh
to make a slanting roof to fit between
two pine trees which grew close to the
rock.

The loveliest part of all was 'that this
same rock had garnets In It! They
weren't very valuable ones, to bo sure,
and most of them were small, but It
would be fun to pretend to be a diamond
miner and live In the hourc.

Mrs. Peabody said somebody once had
found a garnet as large as a green pea
In that neighborhood. Perhaps she might
be as lucky as that.

ng early Patsy borrowed Mr.
Peabodys axe and a big chisel, and
whistling to Don. the shepherd dog. she
set off for the grove. Usually Don was
In a very sedate mood, but .today he leap-
ed and frisked as foolishly as. Pedro, and
It made Patsy a bit homesick when she
saw him, for she often wondered what
her poor old Pedro was up to.

When they got to the grove Patsy ex-
plained carefully to Don what she In-

tended to do. and he looked up at her
with his big brown eyes wide open and
his ears cocked as though he understood
every word. Ho really was a beautiful
dog. Patsy hoped there was no danger of
her loving him more than she did Pedro.

She began her woodman labors on a
very small white birch tree. But It wasn't
any too small, considering her heavy axe
and how little effect her blows seemed
to have.

She got Tery v. aim Indeed and had to
go and get a drink from tho brook.

((I'LL fix things this time so they won't
I find my eggs. Chicken County Is all

right as far as social privileges go, but
there's no privacy. Even hero In the
garden. Just as I think I've gotten my
nest nicely hidden away among the leaves
In a flower bed. along comes that mongrel
Yellow Pullet and lays her old brown eggs
right In with my pearly whlto ones. Or.
worse still. Little Boy finds the nest and
runs off with all the eggs but one, and I
get no chance at all to ralso a brood."

Old Whltey grumbled away, but It did
not hurt anybody, because she was Just
talking to herself. Whltey was one of a
large family on a chicken ranch in Cali-
fornia, and there Is no disputing the fact
that she bad her troubles.

Then one day she had found that the
yard fence was not high enough to keep
her In, and she left the Chicken Metropo-
lis forever. She steered her flight for the
Ranch House Garden, and there she made
friends with Little Boy. and so was al-

lowed the freedom of the place a privi-
lege shared only with the mongrel Yel-
low Pullet, who had strayed there from a
neighboring ranch when an Infant, and
had been adopted by the family.

"I will not have my eggs carried off
and my children hatched and educated In
an incubator What can they learn with-
out a mother to teach them? What affec-
tion can they feel for a kerosene lamp?"

All this time Whltey was walking around
on the mossy roof of the old Ranch House
porch. In spite of her grumbling, in her
chicken heart she was happy, for under
the climbing branches that huag thick
with yellow roses she had found a shel-
tered corner, shady, soft with moss, se-

cure from the other White Leghorns, be-
cause they bad to stay in their own yard;
secure from the mongrel Yellow
because her wings could not carry her
ungainly "body so high; secure from Little
Boy, because he had no wings at alL

So Whltey proceeded to lay her eggs in
peace,- and In due time there were eight
great pinky, pearly round things under
the yellow rooes all her ewa. Then
Whltey disappeared for a loag time, and
nobody saw her, not even Little Bey,
who realJy loved her. a&d eM not know
he plagued her when he took the eggs.

Whlteys gone, muwer, he said one
day. "She Sowed up oa the roof of the
porch last I saw her, aa I 'spect she
went on up to Heaves whea she get se
closO

"Walt a little." said Mother, mnWug. VI
think she'll cease hack la a few days.'

So Little Bey waKed aad waited.
Ose suashteey aerates he was te tfce

saroeB, ptaylag, whoa he heard a famK-t- er

MmmA.
"CfadcKy-etec- Cteokfty-ctek- r
That's oU WIMwO"

be running In the parlor an botherln.
That's cause sister Nell, she said:
'Mother, I wish you'd keep Katiina out
of the parlor when Jack calls. She hears
everything, an next day I hear her say-I- n

'em over to her old doll.'
"I do tell you. Rosy, 'cause you're my

best friend, next to mother, 'an you
understand me awful well.

"Jack used to he a very nice bo, and
ho used to take mo In his buggy an let
me hold the reins while he was waiting
for sister Nell to find her coral pin. lostyear he brought me some real firecrackers
on the Fourth; but they're "gaged now.
an' I guess he's forgotten about me. I
fought he was eoln to take me to the
picnic, an' mother she said she would ask
him to leave mo with Mrs. Pratt, but
sister Nell she put her foot right down
on me. an so I got to stay home.

"You see, mother Is Jellyln currants

Forest Home Was Never Built
When sho had made a good big nick In

the sapling she seized the upper part of
It and hung with her full weight. It
bent a little, but did not break, and then
It wap harder than ever to chop. Patsy
was glad, on the whole, that she was
only pretending to be a miner, and had
a nice comfortable house for a real homo.
While she stopped to rest again for a
few minutes she heard the bleat of a
sheep far down the road. Don heard the
sound, too, and pricked up his ears and
tall and the ruff of black hair around
his neck.

"No, no, Donnle boy." said Patsy, "you
mustn't chase sheep. That's very wrong.
You must only take care of them when
you are told to."

The moment Donnle heard the word
sheep he was off like a flash, bounding
over the rocks and dead leaves and dis-
appearing among the trees. Away went
Patsy after him. for she did not know
what kind of trouble he might get into.

When she reached the road a block or
so beyond the gray boulder she found
Don In the midst of a little flock of sheep
scattering them right and left. Mr. Pea-bod- y

was grabbing for his collar and
Just as Patsy reached him. breathless, he
got a good hold and dragged Mr. Don
to the side of the road. He gave him a
good big scolding, - and then said:

"Just hang onto him, please. Patsy, till
I get these new sheep together and into
pasture. He's a good fer nothin' dawg.
and I'm Jest downright 'shamed of him."

Don's cars and tall were perfectly limp.
He knew when he had misbehaved and
he hated to be scolded worse than any
disobedient child.

The effects a the reproof lasted until
Mr. PeabAly bad driven the sheep into
a,fold and started them toward the farm-
house. Then Don began to wriggle and
squirm and bark and whine. But Patsy
had a good grip of his wide leather col-

lar, and she had no Intention of letting
go. She did. however, make the conces

He looked all around.
"Where are you, Whltey?"
"Clucklty-cluc- kl Clucklty-cluck!- "

And then:
"Peep! Peep! Peep!"
It all sounded from the porch roof. Lit.

tie Boy looked up, and there she was, and
not alone. All around her. running, peep-
ing, pecking happily at the moss in the
California sunshine, the first they had
ever seen, we're eight little balls of fluff,
yellow as the roses they were born un-
der.

"Muwer, Muwer!" called Little Boy.
"Old Whltey's back from Heaven, an'
she's brought some teenty-weent- y babies
wlf her. Come out an' see 'em quick.
They're live as as real chickens!"

So Mother came, out, and laughed as she
saw them.

"How will she ever get them down, I
wonder?" said Mother.

Old Whltey heard her. and tossed her
head.

All of a sudden Whltey flew down to
the ground, leaving her brood on their
native roof. The whole eight rushed to
the edge, crying for mother, and looked
fearfully over at the dizzy 12 feet of dis-
tance between them and. the smiling
earth.

"Peep! Peep!" they called. "Take us
down."

i
and things, an they didn't Jell or some-thi- n,

aa she's gotter do 'em over, so
she can't take me, an I'm fearful
dls'p'lnted."

Katrina rose dejectedly from the front
porch, tucked Rosy under her arm, and
went around to tho kitchen, where mother
was dipping the clear red liquid Into tho
tumblers.

"Mother, did you have a bo to take you
to picnics?"

"Yes. Katrina. your dear father used
to takt me."

"Like Jack doe3 Nelir
"Just the same, dearie."
"An, now can't you go 'cause he's

planted In the graveyard?"
Mother sighed. "We must try to make

each other happy, little girl."
"All right, mother. What could I do to

make you happy?"
Til tell you. Katrina. Let's think of a

surprise for each other to celebrate tho
day.

"I don't know can I s'prise you,
mother. You know ever'thlng."

"Well, you try-- Now, run away, and
don't come till I call you to lunch."

Katrina trotted off, wondering what she
could doto "s'prise" .mother. Soon after
her merry laugh came rippling out of thegarret window. Then all was quiet for
half an hour, when mother called:

"Katrina! Lunch."
When Katrina came she uttered a long

"Oh!" for mother had the lunch spread
on the grass under the apple tree.

And mother said the same kind of an
"Oh!" when she saw Katrina; for she had
dressed herself In a quaint old blue silk
that she found In
deerskin trunk. With a wreath of red
paper roses on her hend she was a fun-
ny little picture as she came trailing
down tho steps, holding up her skirts
with both hands.

"I'm Mrs. Liberty, mother!" she cried
In glee. "An that isn't all of the s'prise.
They's more In a bag In my lap."
,"Thls Isn't all of my surprise, either,"

said mother. 'There's a second course."
The tablecloth was mother's prettiest,

and there were tiny biscuits and warm
maple syrup. There were sandwiches
with ham In them, and cookies; and Kat-
rina ate and ate. Then mother went for
the second course."

Katrina said a bigger "Oh!" than ever
when she saw It.

"Currant tarts! Oh, mother! I Just
lovo 'em."

"Now what's your other surprise, llt-
tlo girl?"

"Fireworks!" said Katrina; and she
opened the bag and showed a heap of old
dried chestnuts.

Firecrackers and torpedoes never popped
so merrily as did the chestnuts when laid
on a shovelful of red coals. Katrina said,
as she set the last one on the shovel:

"It's better than a real picnic, mother,
an I'd rather have you than 10 bos."

sion of walking along with him toward
the house, for she thought perhaps If he
could keep the sheep In sight he wouldn't
be quite so unhappy.

Everything went well until Mr. Pea-bo-

had let down the pasture bars and
the sheep were filing In one by one. Then
Don began to leap and fairly scream with
excitement. Patsy held on tighter and
tighter, and when Don had tried every
posslble twist and curve and couldn't get
loose he deliberately turned and taking
Patsy's hand In his mouth ho gave it a
good hard bite.

Of course Patsy screamed and let go,
and away rushed Don after the sheep,
too late, however, to do anything but
make the last one run hard Into' pas-
ture.

Mr. Peahodv rarcfl tn "Pafw anrt m rroA
her to Mrs. Peabody in the kitchen.
Patsy wasn't really much hurt, for Don-
nle hadn't snapped but Just squeezed so
her skin was not even torn. After she
recovered from the shock she was all

Peabody gave her some fine fresh
cherries, and she began to laugh once
more. Soon there was a whine and a
scratch at the door and in walked Mr.
Don, so pitifully ashamed and miserable
that It was truly funny.

"Well. Patsy." said Mr. Peabody. look-
ing at her and then at Donnle. "shall I
punish him? He's been a very bad dog."

Never had Patsy seen a more appealing
glance than that In Donnle's brown eyes
when he looked at her.

"No-o,- " said Patsy slowly, a3 If she
were considering the question. But she
knew in her heart that It he had hurt
her a great deal she would have said the
same thing.

Donnle came close to hervand licked the
hand he had bitten. Patsy stroked his
satiny black head and peace and harmony
were restored.

But the forest mining home remained
unbuilt.

"All In good time, children," Whltey
answered.

She was already In a flower bed just un-
der the eaves of the porch. The earth
was soft and fine there, and Whltey made
It fly as she scratched it ip. She didn't
care a bit how dusty her white feathers
got that would all roll off. For a long
time she worked, and tho dust bed grew
bigger and softer.

Deeper and deeper she dug. until at last
she was satisfied. Then she stood off and
called:

" Clucklty-cluc- Clucklty-cluck-cluc-

Now. one at a time Jump! It won't hurt
you."

Then those babies, not a day old, clus-
tered on the edge of the Ranch House
porch, and the boldest one leaped at his
mother's bidding, straight down Into the
dust-be- d old Whltey had made.

Spluttering and fluttering the dust from
his absurd bits of wings, he clambered out.
not a bit hurt, and stood proudly beside
his mother,

Down came another ball of fluff, then
another, another, till &U the eight were
safely on the ground.

Then she gave an extra toss-- to her red
comb, for the mongrel Yellow Pullet came
around the corner of a poppy bed; and the
Pullet's heart was filled with envy, for her
eggs were all in the Incubator.

A True Story About a Really True Hen

Pullet,
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