“SHE CAREFULLY TENDED ONE FOOR LITTLE FLOWER"

inine head!" shrilled Rachel
PoleskL
“Aw, g'wan, softy tattle-tale,’ grum-
bled Bhamis in her ear, Aloud he cried
indignantly:
“Didn’t do no such thing!"

“ EACHER! Teacher! Shamus
McGonlgal shoots thing= mit

“"Shamus, don’t you know I's wrong
to tell stories?’ usked Miss Harrison,
gently. I think you had better bring
me whatever you lhave there™

The boy slow!ly. delved Into his pockets
and hrought forth a large rubber elastic,
hidden the moment bLefore. With this
he had been enjoying target practice
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against the back of Rachel's head, us-
Ing for ammunition iny pellets rolled
copybook  paper, Bhamefacedly
walking to the teacher's desk, he siur-
rendered his weapon. /

“Yuh aln't goln' to make me glve up
bein® blackboard monitor, are youse,
Miss Harrnson? Honest, I won't do it
no more,” pieaded S8hamus, who had in
mind & simllar punlshment visited upon

im not mang weeks ago. He was
proud of his ability to sponge and dry
the blackboard in half the time any

other pupil wou'd take. and thoroughly
he Ald the work, too  “It's 'cause | got

more muscle,”” he would explain. "an’
‘tause 1 help me dad rub down the
ho=zes." To bear out his wowds, he

would modestly nold out an wrm for in-
wpagtion.

The teachier veplled judicially, after
short rvefleetion: “No, not this time,
Bhamus; but you must remember your
promise and rol do i again.”

When the offender had taken his seat
and qulet was restored, Miss Harrison
began:

“*Wtich of you oan tell
George Washington was?"’

THE CHERRY TREE EXPLOIT

me who

*Every arm shot upward to s full
length, while the hands wiggled about
eagerly, Many of the boys sharply

vracvked their
tentlon, B

“Well, lsanc. what do you know ahout
him?" she asked, observing that the
boy was lke to -buret with excltement.

“He wis mans who would to eat
clierries of tree ynd cuts him.down mit
haxe ven cherriés Is them all ate und
tree could not to be of some use enny-

fAngers to atlract her at-

more,” sRNE oul laadc.

Hhamus loudly ndded, "An' George's
dud was 80 orful s'prised at George
givin" 'Im the tale straight, wit'out
Ivin® at  wll, that he didn't have

stringth enough to lick 'Im.”

Washington's boyhood and something
of what he
country. With this information still
fresh in the minds of her little pu-
plls sle ventured to make the follow-
ing announéement:

“You have been dolng so well in
Your drawing lessoms that [ am go-
ing to let you all try for a prige. It
i8 now one week from Washington's
Birthday, On the day hefore that
holiday T will glve a tlce prise to
the boy or the girl who hands me the
best drawing. Make your drawing a
picture of something Washington
afd”

IMPATIENT FOR THE CONTEST

“Might ve him begin op already?"
was the impatient roequest of Ignatx
Tarmonsk. And teacher, seeing with
what anxlety they awalted her reply,
Kindly gave her consent for a short
drawing perlod Immedlately.

Then ome by one they consulted
Miss Harrison about the cholce of a
subject for thelr drawings, These
conversatlons were always held In
whispers, the puplls apparently being

susplclons  that others might borrow
their ideas, But after It had been
carefully explained to Ignatz that

George Washingion did not steal the
cherrles and peddle them around the
nefghborhood, and, therefore, 2 draw-

ing about such an Incident would be
inappropriate, and when peace had
been restored between the - pencil

monitor, Tsane Bernmler, and Shamus
McGonigal, because the latter inslsted
upon having a new pencil, the boys
and girls went buslly to work—that

is, all except Hachel, This little girl
hesltaled so long that the teacher
anked the veason for her ldleness.

*1 Ie vonder vich shall 1 do—mine best
or mine not &n best—the while 1 do nol
know how gord the prize could to be,”

dld 1y iater years for *his®

worry about the prize, Rachel. It will
be a4 niee ONS; goud ¢NUUgh 100 Yuud
best worl.™

The competitlon was fairly begun. Ex-
citement ran high upon this and the
succeading days, although It soon be-
came evident to the members of the
clams, who could not resist comparing
drawings, that Isase Bernmier and Ol-
ga Mishky were rivals for firat honors.
Olga was flower monitor, however,
and not even her great interest in the
contest would allow her to cease giving
attentinn to one poor little flower which
ghe had placed on the window sill just
beyond her desk. Bo much time djd
she spend in ita care that finslly she
asked of Miss Harrison:
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“MINE BABY BISTER I8 PUT IT IN TUB"

““Teacher, may I some drawing do to .

home?"

Glad to find such interest in the work,
the teacher permitted all the scholars to
take the drayings home with them and
do work thers

last the day arrived for the award-
ing of the prize. To the surprise of all,
when Olga appeared Lhens were traces
of tears upon her face, the expression
of which was very, very forlorn,

“Isanc Bernmier s the winner of the
prize for the best drawing!” Miss ¥lar-
rison announced, and Isanc stepped for-
ward to recelve the handsome portrait
of CGeorge Washington,

“Und was mine better as Olga's?"
asked lsmac in the glow of triumph.

*“Why did you not turn In your draw-
ing., Olga?' auestioned Miss Harrison
of the little girfl who sat with head bent
mournfully over her desk.

“Mins baby, sister Is put It In tub mit
water In this mornin’,” stammered Olga,
vainly trying to stem the flood of tears.

Then the Fifth Primary Schocl was
gtartied as it had never been before,
lamac daried to Olgo's seat, clutehed
the weeping girl by the arm and dns-
ged her beforo Miss Harrison. Hand-

Ing back the portralt to his teacher, hé
Pointed to Olga and sald firmly;

“"Olga, not I, Is von it, teacher, Mit
mine cyes 1 see her drawing last
night., und it was much better as mine."

“HHooray fer Ikey! Good ol sport,
Ikey "' howled Bhamus in glee. And his
applause was echoed by every scholar
in the room, even the tiny “bambina,’”
Carlotta Ferlinl, contributing her mite
of a "bravo'’

Miss Harrison justified the falth t
chlldren bhad In her. -
“I, too, think that Olga should be re-
warded,” gaid she; “but it would not be
right to take the prige from Isaac. So
I shall give another prize to Olga."
With these words, she produced in some
mysterioug manner a George Washing-
ton hatchet, made of pasteboard and

filled with delectable sweets.

Olga’s prize calied forth more admlira-

tion than did the portrait, mayba be-
cause the former was not of candy and
could not be eaten hf Olga_ an her
friends; but it was lsanc Bernmler's
kindly deed that provoked the greatest
comment, - and that placed him on a
pedestal beside Shamus McGonigal, to
be worshiped hy the other boys and
girls of the “Fifth."
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Ihe Boy

EFORE him, om the road which
B wound up thé steep hillside, tolled
an old woman. Wrinkled was ghe

with age and bent almost double by the
heavy burden of fagots she had gath-
ered In the forest ind Was NOw Carry-

ing home,
But it was not pity for the old
woman's feebleness that moved the

lad, Ormond, to quicken his pace so
that he might overiake her.

*She looks llke a witch, or she may
be a fairy in disguise,” said Ormond to
himseif; “and should 1T help her with
the f te she may reward me well"

TherPupon he  stepped to the old
woman’'s slde and asked. politely:

“May I not relleve thee of thy bur-
den for a distance?’

Gratafully the aged peasant surrender-

Whercupon, Miss Harrison was was the cautlous remark. ed the bundle to him.
nbhliged ta read again about George And Miss Harrison peplied: “Don’t Anxlous to gain his reward, the youth
i

ITH an exclamation of Impa-

tience, Kull stepped Lo the side

of the roadway. An instant he

paused, watching the camsls

and mules of an wpproaching caravan

Then he rested a hand upon the ruined

wall and lightly vaulted jnto what had

once been the courtyard of a grand
palace,

Ordinarily Kull,

L #ian lads of 9, would have remuined 1o

& ~dogk at the caravan. But oday he yearn-

od far wsolitude. A grest sorrow lay

0 heavily upon his _heart and he turned

. ‘Paturally 1o the ffendly forest for re-

5 et. Scrambling over huge muasses of

like most olher Per-

. 'ﬁﬂﬂlbllns masonry, upon some of which
g ¢ wonderful modelings and slucco
L wark still bore witneas of an anclent
‘buflder's art, he gained an open space
U Swhereln stood a fountain, unused for
B umany & century. Beyond, wild Nowers,
. shrubs and vines and grasges wove them-
. #elves together into an almost impass-
AR barrier. Kull made for himself &

however, and passed ‘hence into
apeii. On and on he went, through

i

of wheat and barley awl rice znd
orim-
hea of

o cane; among the nodding
sayt heads of popples; by pal
ground <cultivat for indigo
iroot and henna, Along Irrigation 4
‘he traveled: along courses of 1
m 1 .‘lhcm ho oMt 1
Bometimes. he p uses, wil

s'fu-am of tangled, fowery masses, 1!
dittls v bie plots and melon putche
d d’ apricol, pear ana
80 he left Lhe clty of

Y y s';tntc? of desert land
Jizards, with aqguiver, scuttied in
“hiding places fn the sand. But Kol
headed them not.  Biraight forward he

steps, until entered into 1hs

<pol shnde of the ¢ where 1t star:

Y ¢ crawl upward the slopes of ih
. Kaohrud mountain

Thread) his " AIPONE Cypresses
dwlr%‘m"_ ad finally threw

If down a konor tree—an
friend of his. . the thoughts

‘. he had been str 1o #scape came

N fully upon him. he MOt
B haly thinking of ~he had rd
“el ther say bt a .

now he seemed 10 "f-'viff
. ¢ '“'1“'«';‘: ::‘:":.’:.._,.a oir
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“KULI, LYING UPON THE Wﬂ HE HAD BAVED, SLUMBERED AND DREAMED"

y father pad greciod the
|§_ Joyoursly and then gave
Was only u very little-boy then) &

ﬂrl.ll:. }‘;I 3.;?1 me;'ht on the ‘I'I)i
agda Kull's mouth wal

e memory of thoss dates. lﬁlm

d_mnew ar the-recallection of
had then um ad the

it out. in Wl ils W e
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tnius cguld weave such a

however und good
titumea."‘uo the
dark. 1u

fiavs e

for them to behold.
‘Al

had sald: “naught but a
ryg. It I= a
eAm come from the loom.” -
ORe prospervos - Jigys were gona,
fortune was not yvel
m ulm-l.'fo. \Two
mmed wilh tears,

iitde brown face o
B :

Lo
“

the moss. .
“Squee.awk! Squee-a-d-wk!"
The boy Ieaped to his feet, startled.
Tooking quickly abuut him. soon he

I;rreim Whenog ths sound bhad come.
o the lowest houy of a walgut tree
hardby clung a lean  upon W

. (| blovd showed in lotches,

1 budly wounded was the bis ibat it

by him, he dreamed o
he should be called “mirza” (sgholar)

could scarcely cling to its perch. Dole-
fully now It made complaint.

Kull stared. and his eyes o ned
wider, Yes, he was sure of It any

a time he had seen the wealthy Abdul
Kasr ride forth to hunt rooks and par-
tridges, with this vegy falcon perched
upon his wrist. The rd was hooded
then, but Kull could not mistake thae
]pm:ullﬂr bLristles which covered the yel-
ow, waxy band of skin at the base of
the beak, nor the beautifully mottled
colorg of ihe plumage,

Quickly tightening the red gsilk rord
which held his blue colton trousers
tzerejumah), the boy climbed easlly up
the "tree. The falcon seemed to re-
gard him as an enemy. at first and
pecked at him feebly once or twice.
Hut soon 1t permitted Kull to bear It
tenderly to the ground. You ma{ know
that the boy lost no time carrying the
falcon back to Its owner.

“By.the serpent god, Azrhl Dahaka!"
exclaimed Abdul Kasr, when the hird
was brought to him. *I" had grieved
for my favorite hunter as utterly lost,
and now he is returned! Boy, take
this for thy service.”

Kull lowered his head. *“T would not
take the money, sir, but for-"

“But for what?" asked the surprised
man, as Kull hesllated. In"a moment
the kindly Abdu! knew the story of
t « misfortune of Kull's family.

“Bid thy father come, to me, boy”
sald the man,

A few minutes later Kull was bend-
ing his head reverently before hls
father

“Master,” said he, respectfully, as do
the Perslan children, *“Abdul Kasr
wishes to speak with you"

After a word or so of explanation,
the father went upon his errand
Spgon he returned. Rushing Into the
house, he clasped in his arms Kull's
mother. Kull's sister and Kuli—all at
once, Then he gave Kull & hug all by
himself, and finally ended by bestow-
ing a hearty kiss upon h-hi.

“Our rug is saved!” cried he. “I am
to have & loan of money, and the good
Kuli there Is to atudy under the tutor
of Abdul's son and to be taught also
by the son's governar, Bo t firet
thing we buy with our money is n
new lambskin kola (eap) and a gor-
geous alka-luk (waistcoat) for the
lnd. ‘Now, let us rejoice, for a bright’
season has come at last!” |
But Kull, overcome with weariness
from his adventure, passed into slum-
ber. And with his glossy black head
resting upon mystic trees of life and
symbolie rong patterned . in
the beautiful Kirmanshah rug saved
the time when

his musiin kem und:

and carey In . " ot
and ro paper—
a4 he longed
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the touvls of craft th
some ginu_a to follow;

who didil believe
in [Pairic.~

strode forward quickiy and soon ar-
rived at the top of the hill, where he

gave the fagots back to the woman,
Then, after bowing low, he stood ex-
pectant.

“I thank thee again, young sir. God

will reward thee, gquavered the peas-
ant

“What!" the boy criad. *“You are not
a falry :nor i n_tlu*h, and you have noth-
ing to give me?" ¢

In 4 furious rage he selged the bundie
of fagolts and hurled it far down the
steep hank And as he walked angrily
away he cried:

“No more d3 | belleve In fairies.
done with such foolleh fancles.””

The old woman was still gazing des-
pairingly at the zgnts. wondering how
she could recov them, when along
came an honest lad, No sooner did he
observe her trouble than he set about
helping her..

Plucklly desvsnding (o where the
bundle had been stopped in g down-
ward fight by & clump of bushes  he
raised the dead branches and twi to
his shoulders. Just thep, what should
he sea but a leather bag, the contents
;\t which chinked musically as Ne ralsed
1.

With great sagerness he regained the
summit of the hill. There he opened
the bag, discovering that it was filled
with shining golden coins of much
yvalta,

“Heaven has given it thee for thy
kindness!” esxclaimed *he old woman.
And the lad, after generously bestow.
Ing upon her & share of the coins, took
his way joyfully home to bear news of
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“HE SAW A LEATHER BAG"

his good fortune.

Afar off stood Ormond. He it was
who hmd brought about this happy find,
in which he himself had no beuﬂ‘;.

‘The old woman was a . after
all,” multered he {n bitter disappoint-
ment: “and she has chosen this way of
punishing me.”"

(JRANDMA of

LKS call George Washington the
*Father”
0Of tha "Nited States,

Though I'm quite sure that I'd be rather
“King” at soy r.t—..

But what I want to know, ls why,
17 he's {he country’s pa,

His wife Is pever mentiohed by
The name, “Our Country's Ma."

"And it the states for whioh he rou'h},

Te call him “Pa” agree,

1 think that George's mother ought

Tb‘ﬂiﬂlﬂ‘r’l'ﬂ‘lhb‘-




