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oM gatcman's little house at the
TIIL. crossing wai filled most of the time

the children of the ncighlorhood.
In fact, sometime they wcrtf packed in

so tightly that Mr. Binjy hail difficulty in
lowering the gate for the parsing train.

The gtI gateman lial nu!e it a cu-to- ni

to rrc afternoon tea at 4 o'clock, and you
tmv Ixtirvr that few of the children in the

. tniiy f.iitc! to take advantage of this social
'j'frtt:nrly

I.itttc lot Mc.fl. however, could it le in-i- h.

cl to cntrr the pate liouc again after her
I r t iVt's Mter. Betty, ha.l tried in

urn t . the child in. hut lot recrird all
a!.an(" with flat refusal. l.vcn Jeff Blinn'
aitr.tu-- that no liartn wrxiM come to her in
Mr. r. tijy'i house failed to move the child.

Hetty gate up in despair, for Dot thought
the Boy Scout an oracle and if lit argument
failed io convince her nothing would. Hetty
vj4 realty incensed at Dot's behavior, for
it fell t- - the lt of the older sifter to look
after the smaller one. and if lVt continued to
fed a -- he now did it meant that Hetty would
mi-- ', mart,-- good time in the oM cat email's
lioiir.

. .Mr. Hinfy fe'e ttiere must lc some reason
f-- r I r r alrtice. vi he malc up his minl to
..k Petty af-- nt it. -- Where" IM?" he

as Hetty and the t'.alc twin came
ptt:rng into the hrue one afternoon.

"t. he home." her sitcr said, dropping
into lire liny W iridow seat.- Ht:t why doesn't she runic to iit me any
ln.ire the gateman.

"Wliv why -- he's afrai'L confessed
Bctt.- fr.it. . exclaimed Mr. Binjy. "Why.
wh. t i:i the world is the chiM afraid of?

" The htt'e ninny is afraid of the genie you
fdd I er lucd in there." laughed Hetty, point
ing to the closet in the corner.

"It" all my fault." cried Morgan Drew,
from hi favorite seat lchi:id the stove.- hen she asked alut a genie I should
hac to!. I her it was a pool fairy instead of
a had one that kitted people."

" That" too had." said Mr. Binjy. shaking
Tus white head. "I think it's very wrong to
frighten children. Once I knew a little fellow
who wa so b.d'v scared he lost his mind.
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and he's never gamed hi sense to this day.
'O, she'll get over it in a couple of days,"

Ecttv assured the gateman. .- You tell her. ilctty." said Mr. Binjy, " tliat
a genie is only a make lclicve, and that I
wouldn't let a bad make believe genie live in
my closet."

While thi conservation was taking "place
Dot sat silently on the Meads' big front steps
holding her dimpled chin in her two fat lit-

tle band. So wrapped up in her thoughts
was the little lady that she never noticed, or
pretended not to sec, the black figure of
-- zariali Jeremiah Hcan a be stopped, grin-
ning, on the sidewalk before her.

Mr. Hcan. be it known, was a chocolate col-

ored lad of some ten summers, with a big
heart and an astonishing amount of informa-
tion on witchcraft and charms. " Beany," a
be wa familiarly known by the children' of
the neighborhood, continued to grin for sev-

eral minutes, till, receiving no recognition, be
vent lire I a remark :- Hello, dar, little period," be said.

" I ain't no period." denied Dot.
"Well, you alls a Dot. ain't you? " asked

Beanv.
" Ye. I'm a Dot." ngTccd the little lady.
" Well. den. if you's a Dot, den you's a

period." grinned Mr. Hcan.
" I tell you. I ain't no period. I'm a Dot."

Mis Mead replied with beat, and fell again
into the thoughtful attitude in which the col-

ored loy had found her.
"What's dc matter?" Beany ventured as

be saw the far awav look in Dot's eyes.
"O. Is jut linking."
"What's you thinkin' of? "
" I wa just finking about jimminicO
" I .and sakes." exclaimed Beany. " What's

jimminici? "
"O. they're fairie that eats people. Mr.

Binjy's got one in his closet and I won't go
there any more cause I'm afraid of 'cm."

"I knows what you mean." cried Beany.
" You means a genie."

" Yes. that's it." nodded Dot.
M You all ought to have a charm."
"What's a charm? "
" Why, a charm is something which keeps

off witches, and chosts. and things," answered
the lad.

.1 H.T'm.' I'll.' li'l.

" Arc they big like
a lion or elephant?"
asked Dot.

" Why, course not,"
replied Beany. " You
all got fo' to carry a
charm 'round yo' neck,
and how in the world
docs yo' Vpect to tote
a cl'phant round wif
you?"

" Where do you get
charms?" asked Dot.

" Why, you done
makes 'cm."

" I'm going to ask
Jeff Elinn to make me
a charm."

"He don't know
nothin 'bout charms."

" Well, he's a Boy
Scout and he can do
most everything,"
protested Dot.

" I knows dat Boy
Scouts is pretty pert,"
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drawled Beany, " but they don't know nothin
1ont charms."

"Could you make one for me?"' pleaded
Dot.

" Sure," answered the good hearted lad
thoughtfully. l'sc just tryin' to calculate
whether a witch charm would do fo avgcnic.
'Specs it would, fo' a genie mus' be somcthin'
like a witch."- O, please, Beany, make mc a charm, for
I do so want to go and sec Mr. Binjy," cried
Dot. dancing up and down with excitement.

' You done stay here while I goes homo
and looks fo a charm," cautioned Beany as
he moved away.

Skipping across the street, the lad cut
through a lawn, and, ducking nimbly under
a fence, he disappeared.

" I wonder," thought Dot, as she sat wait-
ing. " whether that charm'H keep toads away."

y Beany 's home was in a small house which
sat at one end of a large coal yard w here his
father was employed as watchman. Dashing
into t lie house, Beany hurried to a small bed-

room, where, crawling under the bed, he soon
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ftrrnoon. white the Trenic Weenie- - were out walking, they stopped before a hoti-- e where their friend, the mouse, lived.

ONE "Let' go in call on Mr. Mouse," said the General.
"ie. lei's do it." cried ihe rest, and at once they all hurried into the cellar,

f The entrance to the home f Mr. Mouse was through a crack bctfteen two bricks. The General knocked loudly several times,
and receiving no answer, he told the rest to wait for hint, and stepped boldly in. He found no one at home, and so. leavinar his card,
returned to the waiting Teenie Weenies.

"I'm awfully sorry Mr. Moose is out," said the Lady of as the Jittle people moved away, "I haven't seen him for a long
l

"Here Tie eomes now." cried the Cook, pointing toward a pile of lumber at the other end of the cellar! "And there's another
noun with him." '

The mouse saw the Teenis Weenies, and came bounding joyfully up to them. I

"My. it does my eyes KKd to see you again," he cried. "It's a long time sine; I have seen you."
Motioning the other mouse to come up, he introduced him to all the Teenie Weenies. "I'm delighted to meet you," the new mouse

said, making a deep bow.
The mice and the Teenie Wrenies sat down, and Mr. Mouse told such funny stories that the sides of the little people grew sors

from laughing so hard.
"Let's have a race." esied the Cow Boy. after they had all talked for som: time.
The mice agreed, and a race course was soon chosen. The race was to be run between two long boards, and an old scrubbing brush

a brought up lor a hurdlj at the end of the track. The Cow Boy was to ride one niau; and the Dunce, who claimed to be a good
rulrr. the other. .

".rw," said the General, "the man who rid:s down the length of these boards and Jumps over the scrubbing brush first will win
ttie rare." .; -

When all ta ready, the signal was given and down th; track came the mice, as fast as they could run. with the Cow Boy and
ihe !uncc sticking tightly to their backs. As the mice dr-- w near the hurdle the Dunce was ahead, and it looked as though he would

m the race. But jut as the mouse sprang into the air to leap over the brush the Dunce lost his grip, and was Josscd into the air.
The irinuje tumped orer the bruh, and when the Dunce came down he hit the ground with a great thud.

The Cow Boy stuck tightly to his mouse, and. leaping gracefully over the brush, he was declared winner.
Thn Dunce was not hurt by his falL lie joined loudly in the laughter that greeted his tumble, and was the' first to start a 'cheer

(or the Cow Boy. lOpj-rtifc- t: 11115: Br wTo. DonaJiey.J
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he tuckrii ihc bay ttrlngt doirn the child's ntck.n

appeared with an old cigar box. Gathering
several small objects from its dingy depths,
he pushed it back under the bed and quickly
returned to the waiting Dot.

" Now, here," he panted, as he pushed some-
thing into a small, much soiled tobacco bag,
" you all must tic dish here bag round yo'
neck, an' if you done wear it all dc time den
dat genie he gwine not to hurt you."

Dot eagerly exposed her small neck while
Beany tied the string.

" Dar," he cried as he tucked the bag
strings down the child's neck, " you all's got
to keep dis here a secret, 'cause if any one
Vept you an' me knows anything 'bout dis
here charm, it'll done do no good."

"O, I won't say nuftin'," said Dot. stuf-
fing the bag under her dress. " And now I'm
going right over to see Mr. Binjy."

" You all let me know if dat charm don't
work," said Beany, as he moved off down
the street.

Dot carefully covered all signs of the bag
and hurried towards the gate house as fast
as her fat legs would carry her. When she
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, boldly walked into the little house she was
received with open arms. Nothing was said
about the genie, for the good gateman had
seen the little figure through the window as
she made her way towards them, and he had
asked the children not to say anything about
the unpleasant subject. To the surprise of
all, Dot seemed to have no fear of the genie;
in fact, she sat quite neap the little closet with
calm indifference.

"I wonder," thought Betty, "what lun
made Dot so brave." But as Mr. Binjy handed
her a cup of tea 'at that moment she thought
of it no more' and the sisters were on their

ay home before it again entered her mind.
" I say, Dot," asked Betty, as they walked

along. " what changed your mind about being
afraid of Mr. Binjy's house? "

" O, nuftin," answered . Dot. " I juit
changed, that's all."

Although Betty asked many questions she
could get little satisfaction from her small
sister.

" I'll bet something has happened to make
Dot so brave," thought Betty, for she knew
that when once Dot's little mind was set
against something it was hard to change it.

However, Betty learned the reason for Dot's
bravery sooner than she had expected. As
company had dropped in at the Mead home
that evening Dot had been kept up beyond
her usual bedtime and had fallen sound
asleep. Picking Dot up in her arms, Betty
carried the sleeping hcild up to her bed, and
when she unfastened the little dress the to-

bacco bag was exposed.
"Well, what's this," gasped Betty, as she

fingered the bag, and quickly untying the
string about Dot's neck she shook the con-

tents onto the bed. Two pieces of stone, a
small black feather, a tuft of hair, and a long
sharp tooth, much resembling a cat's tooth,
rolled out before the big sister's startled eyes.

"Well, I declare," exploded Betty.
At the sound of her sister's voice Dot

opened one sleepy eye, and at the sight of the
treasure bag both eyes popped open with
alarming quickness.

" It's mine, it's mine," Dot cried, reaching
out her hands. " Beany gave it to me."

," But what is it, Dot ? " asked Betty.
"It's it's my charm to keep off the jim

minies."
(Another Gale House story will appear next week.) ,


