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Now that embroidery patterns are so
popular in waists, belts, pockets, and
dresses, the accompanying pattern has

A

--1 SEE OXLY A SHIP,

")OK!" exclaimed Hulda, draw-
ing her little brother close to' her so that he might see the ex-

act direction to which she pointed with
her finger: "Look over there, Jan, and
tell me what you see."

Jan strained his bright blue eyes.
'"I see only a ship, sister," he replied,
"a dark, ugly ship like all the rest."

"Only a ship," repeated Hulda in dis-
gusted tones. "Humph!"

"Well, what is it you want me to
Bee?" was Jan's puzzled reply.

"Why. of course you see a ship I
know that there's nothing else to see,"
said Hulda, who was apt to be a bit
Impatient with her little bther when
he was slow in her,
"but doesn't that ship make you think
of anything?"

"No-o- ," answered Jan slowly, open-
ing his eyes wide in surprise and
wrinkling his forehead as though un-
certain of what to say to please his
sister. "No, I never saw that ship be-

fore, honestly Hulda, I never have "
his voice trailed off into a whimper.

"Oh, baby, don't cry," was Hulda's
response, "sit down here and I'll tell
you what I mean."

So they squatted down on the turf
this little Dutch boy and girl who lived
In far-awa- y Holland. A glance at them
would tell that they were brother and
sister. Their whole lives had been
spent near the sea. Their father was
a fisherman; and when he was off on a
voyage, the-- children were left In the
care of their aunt. She taught them
to work their little gardens and was
most kind to them, granting them oc-

casional afternoons for a holiday. This
afternoon when we see them on the
beach was such a holiday.

"That dark, ugly ship, as you call It,
is one you ought to know about," Hulda
was saying. "Maybe when you grow
up you will sail out on the ocean in a
ship just like it."

Jan's eyes twinkled. "Tell me about
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it. Hulda." he said in a hushed tone,
for Jan was eager to be a man and
still more eager to sail out on the
ocean.

"That is an ocean fishing vessel,
nulcla began, and men, like our
father, sail away out in the ocean in
t to catch fish. When they've caught

a lot of fish they come home and take
them to a place to be canned and
shipped all over the world.

'Just think, Jan, how many little
boys .and girls in the world eat fish
that are caught from ships like this
one and which are canned here where
we live."

"Aren't fish any other place in the
world but in our ocean, Hulda?" ques
tioned Jan, following every word of
his sister's story with deep interest.

"Certainly, silly " replied Hulda,
"only people like our canned fish bet-
ter than their own. Auntie says, and
it is a good thing for our fishermen
because they can make a living that
way. They go far off fn these ocean
fishing vessels and see other countries
sometimes, and . have all kinds of
things happen to them."

".My!" Jan breathed. "Do you think
I will be a fisherman soon?"

"Soon " sniffed Hulda. "Why, you
aie only a little fellow and you won't
be big enough to be a fisherman for
many years. I will be grown up long
before you are." Hulda's glance sought
the far distant surface of the ocean.
She could see herself a young lady
sailing away from home across these
waters that she had looked upon every
day of her young life. She was
roving fisherman's daughter and she
was a rover too.

The children sat quietly for a few
minutes. Suddenly Hulda saw some
thing which surprised her. Catching
hold of Jan. she skipped down to the
water s edge.

"See those smaller boats making
towards the ocean fishing ship " she
said to Jan. "That means that th
fishermen are coming ashore, or that
it's getting ready to sail away. Let'
watch."

After a while the little boats
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reached the ship. They lay still for a
few minutes; then the children saw
two men swing from the deck of the
ship into them and begin to row to-

wards the shore.
"Wonder who they are," said Jan.
"It doesn't matter, let's go home for

it s getting evening," and with this
Hulda took Jan's hand and pulled him
on. He kept looking backwards until
the pier was out of sight. Those fisher
men had a strong fascination for him.

They were eating their supper a
short time afterwards, when the sound
of footsteps on their garden path at
tracted their attention. "Sit still, chil- -
ren," said their aunt, "I'll see who

it is."
Deep voices were soon heard in the

front room the voices of sturdy men
used to big spaces; .all that they said
was loud enough to reach the chil- -

ren s ears.
"I'm Van Decken," the voice said.

and I've come from your brother
fisherman, Hans. He's in Iceland now
and wants me to tell you that he has
struck it rich. I am going back: to
celand from here, and he wants me

to bring his little boy, Jan, with me."
Hulda looked at Jan. Jan slid off

his chair and went into the front room.
I'm Jan," Hulda heard him say.

'and I'm ready to go with you to my
father."

That's a man" exclaimed .the fish
erman.

The aunt went off to pack his few
things. Hulda looked at him with tears
in her eyes. Jan realized that he was
going far, far away and would not
have Hulda near to tell him about
things. He really loved her, even if
she did always make him feel like a
baby.

I didn t think you would go away
Booner than Jl would, sne wnisperea
to him. "I always imagined that I
would go off and leave you, while here
you are going off and leaving me, and
you are only a little chap, too."

Will you miss me, uuiaar jan
asked.

'Of course, I will, she answered. I
won't have anyone to play with now.
I wish I could go."

The aunt appeared In the doorway
with a bundle. It was Jan's clothes.
She went into the kitchen and wrapped
uo a newly baked cake. It was for
Jan's father.

Then they all walked down toward
the store. The two fishermen went
ahead with the aunt, telling her all
about Iceland and the good luck of the
father.

Jan and Hulda went behind; they
jabbered about a million things things
to tell father; to send DacK nome; to
think about: to tell father to write
about. It was indeed a sad moment
for Hulda, even if it was good fortune
for Jan. She kissed him many times
good-by- e. Her aunt kissed him, too,
and he, affectionate little chap, kissed
them back, for at the last moment It
did not seem as nice to go as he had
thought it would be.

Then the men swung him into one
of the little boats, and they followed
with his bundles.. Off they rowed to
the big ship, for everyone was awaiting
them before making out to sea.

Hulda stood watching. Her aunt was
truly overcome. Silently the two fig-
ures turned about and went homeward.

"You never can tell what a day will
bring." murmured the aunt.

Hulda was quiet. She was thinking
about this very thing her aunt just
mentioned. Here, on this beach not
more than an hour ago, she and Jan
were sitting according to their life
long habit, and she was announcing
the events of their futures. Then, all
of a sudden, in the flash of an eye,
two strange men appeared to change
their lives and set all her plans of the
future upside down. She was trudging
backward to her little home, and Jan
who was to have remained by his aunt's
side for many a long year, was speed
Ing across the ocean. How strange!

It was Hulda's first lesson in the
ways of life. A tear escaped from her
eye and trickled down her cheek.
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show through plainly, and draw over
each line with, a hard, sharply pointed
lead pencil. If your material is heavy.

"YOUNG PEOPLE
MRS. BLUEBIRD

was Just a common, rotted out
IThole in the top of a gate post, about

unprepossessing a looking place
for a home as one could well imagine,
but Mrs. Bluebird, after a whole morn-
ing's inspection, declared it "just dar-
ling," and an ideal spot for bringing
up a family. So she called Mr. Blue-bii- d,

and between puffing out his new
red vest, and whistling "tru-all- y, tru-ally- !"

he said if it suited her. it was
all right with him. Then she flewaway with her mate trailing along be- -
nind, to look for the right kind ofgrass for the building of the nest. The
mother bird worked from morning un-
til night, and sometimes actually forgot to eat her dinner, so carried away
was she with the idea of having a nest
or her own. But Mr. Bluebird never
forgot that he owned a stomach thatwas always craving worms and cher
ries, so very often when he was away
pretending to be hunting for building
material, he, was in the cherry tree, or
down in the vegetable garden where
the worm family lived. One morning,
a pale greenish-blu- e egg appeared in
the nest; the next morning, another,
and each day a new egg, until there
were five. And there they lay, like so
many emerald that had slipped off the
necklace of some Eastern princess. The
mother bird sent word to her club that
she would not be able to attend for at
least a month, and promptly retired
from society. Her mate stationed him-
self nearby, and cheered her with his
newest songs, and many times during
the day he would bring her choice bits
from the orchard or garden, but he
took mighty good care not to offer to
take her place on the nest. In about
14 days, the eggs had disappeared, and
In their place were five small squirm-
ing babies, as black as if their mother
had been a crow. But as ugly as they
were, Mrs. Bluebird thought they were
the prettiest babies in all the world.
Mr. Bluebird had mighty little timenow for singing or loafing in the
cherry tree; for as fast as he could get
one little stomach full, there were four
other children begging for food, and
by the time he had them satisfied, the
first one was as hungry as ever. They
grew very fast, and as they got bigger.

THE LITTLE
we couldn t get any

SPOSE at all. Muddy-dea- r, what
would we need most? We are go-

ing to raise something, we three, but
we don't know just what."

Sammy Roop leaned on the edge of
the kitchen table as he spoke and
sniffed the gingersnap
dough Mother Roop was rolling. Tilly
and little Pete stood holding hands.

"Well," said Mother Roop, thought-
fully, "I suppose we could get along
on potatoes, beans and tomatoes and
cabbage might be nice."

Then there were great doings in the
Roops' back yard. Daddy Roop had
a plot of ground plowed for the chil-
dren, then the children raked and hoed
and threw out stones and pebbles. The
planting was done next, and for many
long, anxious days they watched for
signs of their vegetables.

One day, when the dear, little green
shoots were all out, and the gardeners
had been, almost afraid to weed, they
were so afraid they might pull up a
vegetable plant instead of a weed a
big, black cloud came up, and Mother
Roop ran all around the house, shut-
ting all the windows. A storm was com-
ing up.

"I hope the rain won't wash away
your little garden, dears," remarked
Mother Roop, as she gathered the tea-towe- ls

off the clothesline. "It is go-
ing to rain and storm card."

"Would rain spoil the plants?" asked
Tillie. "I thought it was good for
them."

"Hot too much, dear," replied Moth
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buy a piece of impression paper the
kind that does not rub off lay it over
your material. pl tic Calsn over It,

The Mother Bird Worked From Morn-
ing Until Night.

their complexions improved, the black
was not quite so black, and some of the
feathers in wings and tail began to
take on the tint of Summer skies, and
they really looked as if they were some
kin to their blue garbed parents. At
first there was plenty of room down in
the hollow post, but as they grew and
grew, their home seemed awfully
cramped. If one wanted a breath of
fresh air, that one had to push all four
brothers and sisters out of the way.
and even then, had to stand right on
top of the other children and that did
not suit the other children. The conse-
quence was. that it was a continual
scrouge and push for the best place;
none seemed willing to stay at the bot-
tom, but all wanted to be on top. As
all could not be on top at the same
time, there were many heart-burning- s,

and much hard feeling among the
growing children in the old gate post.
So one by one they scrambled out, and
managed to gain the low hanging apple
branches, and before long were lost
among the blue-coat- ed neighbors.

GARDENERS
er Roop. "Too much rain would
drown baby plants."

Soon big, fat drops of rain began to
come down. Each drop seemed to dig
a little hole in the soft earth of their
garden. There was a peal of thunder
and a flash of lightning.

"I know what to do!" cried Sammy
to Tillie and Pete. "We'll each take
two umbrellas, and we'll hold them
over the garden. This rain won't last
long, anyway."

"But the lightning!" cried Tillie.
"S'pose we got struck?"

"Well, I know what to do!" replied
Sammy, after a moment of deep
thought. "Lightning won't ever strike
anything with rubber on it. I learned
that in school. We can put rubber
shoes on top of our umbrellas and
then we'll be perfectly safe!"

This sounded very wise indeed to
Tillie and Sammy, so off they ran to
find the umbrellas and rubber shoes.
Soon, they were squatting in the gar-
den over their precious vegetable
plants, keeping the umbrellas over
them as best they could. Mother
Roop glanced out of the window and
was much surprised at the sight.

"Darlings! she called, poking out
her head. "What are you doing out
there?"

"We're keeping our garden dry
replied Sammy.

"Lightnin- - doesn't strike rubbers!"
cried Pete. "Don't be worried. Muddy--
dear."

"But, my dears, you must come in!
called. Mother Roop. "If the rain
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washes away . your garden, you can
plant some more."

In came the three, but the storm
had died down and the rain soon came
pattering down gently.

"You'll have your garden so spoiled!"
exclaimed Mother Roop, which made
them all laugh.

Well, the warm Summer sun soon
brought out the little plants and they
grew and grew and grew. Sammy took
special pride in his cabbages. He could
not help playing a trick or two on the
others, though.

One morning he came rushing Into
the nursery where Pete slept and
cried:

'Oh. my!" You oughter see your
bean stalks! They're that long!" and
he spread his arms out as far as he
could, but at the same time he was
measuring about two inches with his
thumb on his first finger. But Pete
did not notice this little trick, but
Jumped out of bed and ran down to the
garden. Just as he was in his nightie,
been set for this afternoon. Miss Irene

"I didn't tell a fib," protested Sammy,
when the little fellow came" back up-

stairs looking very disappointed and
provoked. "I said1 that long, see? on
my finger, like that! You weren't pay-
ing attention, that's what was the mat-
ter with you!"

"Well yours are that long, then!"
replied Pete, spreading out his arms
wide, and measuring on his finger.

Well, thcplants grew and grew. The
cabbages grew in a. neat row, and oh,
how Sammy did weed and water them!

One day Pete was in the kitchen and
what did he spy on the kitchen table
but a big head of cauliflower. He took
it in both his hands and looked at it.
thinking how neatly it grew, its flower
so white and its leaves so green, fete
thought it was almost as handsome as

rose, and quite as handsome as a
daisy. Just then Tillie came to the
back door and looked in. ana at tne
very moment Petegot an idea.

Mother Roop was sitting in the li
brary. Off went Pete to the library,
carrying the cauliflower in both hands.

Muddy-dea- r, he said, "may I Dor- -

r
Beginning with next Sunday there will

be a series of knitting articles In this

row this cauliflower for a little while?
I'll be very careful of it."

"Certainly, dear," replied! his mother,
"but remember, we are to have it for
dinner tomorrow."

Out to the garden ran Pete where
Tillie was weeding.

Let s play a joke on Sammy, said
Pete. "Do you think his feelings would
be hurt much?"

"What is the Joke?" asked Tillie. "I
don't think he would mind a joke."

Well, said Pete, his eyes dancing,
let's put this cauliflower in his cab

bage patch andi make him think itgrew!"
"Oh, good!" cried Tillie. "That will

be a fine joke!"
They put the cauliflower in one of

the small cabbages, in the second row.
then they went on digging, as if they
didn't know it was there. Soon Sammy
came with his water-po- t and when he
found the cauliflower he was so ex
cited that is, until he found out he'd
been tricked.

"The seedman certainly said I had
cabbages." he exclaimed. "I guess now
we'll be having cauliflower every day!"

When he found that it was all a
joke, he laughed quite as hard as the
others, for that was one nice thing
about Sammy, he could always laugh
at a joke, even if it was on himself.

Later, when they really had their own
vegetables on their own table, how
good things did taste! Twice as good
as the bought kind, I'm sure:

A Suitable Rebuke.
Christian Herald.

Judge Gary, of Chicago, the story
goes, while trying a case was dis-
turbed by a young man who kept mov-
ing about in the rear of the courtroom,
lifting chairs and looking under things.

"Young man." Judge .Gary called out,
"you are making a good deal of un-
necessary noise. What are you about?"

"Your Honor," replied the young man,
"I have lost my overcoat and am try-
ing to find it."

"Well." replied the judge, "people
often lose whole suits In here without
making all that disturbance.'
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