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CAROLYN'S SUNNY DISPOSITION BEGINS TO HAVE ITS
EFFECT UPON AUNTY ROSE.

Synopsie—Her father and mother reported lost at sea when the
Dunraven, on which they had salled for Europe, was sunk, Carolyn

May Cameron—Hannah's Carolyn—Is sent from New York to her bach-
elor uncle, Joseph Stngg, at the Comers. The receplion glven her by
her uncle Is not very enthusinstic. Carolyn is also chilled by the stern

demeanor of Aunty Rose, Uncle Joe's housekeeper.

Stage s dismayed

when he learns from a lawyer friend of his brotherdnlaw that Carolyn
has been left practically pennlless and consigned to hls care as

guardian.

—- —

CHAPTER IV—Continued.
-

Therefore General Bollvar charged
with outspread wings and quivering
fan. His eyesight was not good, how-
ever., He charged the lttie girl In-
stead of the roistering dog.

Jarolyn May frankly screamed. Had
the angry turkey reached the littie
girl he would have beaten her down
and perhaps serlously Injured her.

He missed her the first time, but
turned to charge again, Prince barked
loudly, ecircling around the bristling
turkey cock, undecided just bow to get
into the battle. But Aunty Rose knew
no fear of anyvthing wearing fenthers.

“Scat, you brutel!” she cried, and
made a grab for the turkey, gripping
him with her left hand behind his
head, bearing his long neck downward,
In ber other hand she selzed a plece

of lath and with It chastised the blg
tarkey across the haunches with
vigor.

“Oh, don't spank him noy more,
Aunty Rose!" gasped Carolyn May at
last. “He must be sorry.”

With n final stroke Aunty Rose al-
lowed the big fowl to go—and he ran
awny fast enough.

“Your dog, child, does not know
bhis manners. If he Is golng to stay
here with you he must learn that fowl
are not to be chased por startled.”

“Oh, Aunty Rose!" begged the little
girl, “don't punish Prince! Not—not
that way. Plense don't! Why, he's
never been spanked In his life! He
wouldn't know what It meant. Dear
Aunty Rose—"

“I shall not beat him, Car'lyn May,"
interrupted Aunty Rose. “But he must
learn his lesson. He must learn that
liberty 1= not license. Bring him here,
Car’lyn May."

She led the wny to an open coop of
Iaths In the middle of the back yard.
This was a hutch In which she put
broody hens when she wished to brenk
up thelr desire to set. She opened
the gute of It and motioned Prince to
enter,

The dog looked pleadingly at hls
lttle mistress' fuce, then iuto the wome-
an's stern countegance.  Seelng no
reprieve lo elther, with drooplog tall
he slunk Into the cage

With one hand clutching
over her heart, Carolyn May's
eyes overflowed,

“It's just as If he was arrested,” she
sald. *“Poor Prince! Has he got to
stay there nlways, Aunty Rose?”

“He'll stay till he learns Wis lesson,”
s4ld Mrs. Kennedy grimly, nod went
on Into the garden.

Carolyn May sat down close to the
side of the cage, thrust one hand be-
tween the slats and held one of the
dog's front paws. She had hoped to
go into the garden to help Aunty Hose
plek peas, but she could not bear to
leave Prince alone,

By and by Mrs Kennedy came up
from the garden, her pan heaped with
pods. She looked nelther In the di-
rectlon of the prisoner nor at his little
mistress,

Prince whined and Iny down. He
had begun to realize now that this was
uo play ut sll, but punishment. He
blinked his eyes at Carolyn May and
looked us sorry ae ever a dog with
eropped enrs apd an abbreviated tall
eould look,

The peus nnd potatoes were cook-
ing for dinner when Aunty Hose ap-
peared wpgnin, There was the ltte
girl, all of u dewy sleep, lying on the
gruss by the prison pen, Aunty Rose
would bave released Prinee, but,
though be wogged his stump of o tall
ot her and yawned sond blinked, she
had stiil her doubis regarding a mon-
grel's good nature.

Bhie could not wllow the ehlld to
woep there, bowover| ko, stooplog,
pleked up Carelyn May and carried
hir comfurtably futo the bouse, Inying
ler down on the siiting room couech (o
Lave her nup out—as shy supposed,
without nwakeolng ber,

suuty lose eume awey softly saod
clomed the door and while she tipished

her frock
big blue

J

r ment,

getting Jdinner she tried to make no
pnolse which would awnken the child,

Mr. Stage cnme home at noon, quite
as full of business ns usunl. To tell
the truth, Mr., Stagg always felt bash-
ful In Aunty Rose's presence; and he
tried to hide his affliction by conversn-
tlon. So he talked steadily through
the menl.

But somewhere—about at the ple
course, It was—he stopped and looked
around curlously.

“Bless me!" he exclalmed,
Hanouh's Car'lyn?

“Taking n nap”™
composedly.,

“Huin! can’t the child get up to her

“where's

sald Aunty Rose

vietuals?" demanded Mr. Stagg. “You
begin serving that young one seps-
mtely and you'll make yourself work,
Aunty Rose."

“Never trouble about that which
doesn’t concern you, Joseph Stagg”
responded Lls  Lhousekeeper  rather
tartly, “The Lord has pluced the care

of Hunnah's Car'lyn on you and me
and I'll do my share and do It proper.”™

Mr, Stagg shook his hend and lost
Interest o his wedge of bLerry ple,
“There nre Institutions—" he began
weakly ; but Aunty Rose sald quickly:

“Joseph Stagg! I know you for what
you are—other people don't. If the
nelghbors heard you say that they'd
think you were a heathen. Your own
sister’s child "

“Now, you send Tim, the hackman,
up after me this afternoon. ['ve got
to go shopping. The child hasn't a
thing to wear but that fancy Ulttle
black frock, and she’ll ruln that play-
Ing around. 8he's got to have frocks
nnd shoes and another bnt—nll sorts
of things. Beems n shame to dress n
child like her In black—It's punish-
Makes her ufliiction double, |
do say.”

“Well,
ter Custom or
growled Mp, Stage,

I suppose we've got to flat-
Customn  will weep,”
“But where the

| money's coming from—"

“Dido’t Car'lyn's pa leave her pone?”
asked Aunty Rose promptly.

“Well—not what you'd eall a for.
tune,” admitted Mr, Biagg slowly.

“Thanks be you've got plenty, then.
And if you haven't I have,"” suld the
woman In a tone thnt quite closed the
question of finnnces.

“Which shows me just where 1 get
off at,” muttered Joseph Stagg as he
started down the wulk for the store.
“I knew that young one would be a
nulsance.”

Carolyn May, who was quite uged to
tnking n nap on the days that she did
not go te school, woke up, ns bright
a8 n newly minted dollar, very soon
after her Uncle Joe left for the store.

“I'm awfully sorry I missed him,"
she couflded to Aunty Rose when she
danced Into the kitchen. “You see,
I want to get nequalnted with Uoncle
Joe Just as fast as possible. And he's
at howme so little I guess that Ii's golng
to be hard to do it."”

“Oh, 18 that s0o? And Is It golng to
be hard to get acqualnted with me?”
asked the housckeeper curlously,

“Oh, no!” erled Carolyn May, snug-
gling up to the good woman and pat-
ting her plump bare arm. “Why, I'm
getting "quainted with you fast, Aunty
Rose! You heard me say my prayers
and when you luld e down on the
couch Just now you kissed me"

Aunty Rose actually blushed, “There,
there, child ! she exclaimed, “You're
too noticing. Eat your dioner, that
I've saved warm for you,"

“Isn't Prince to have any dinner,
Aupty Hose?' asked the litle gir,

“You may let hlwm out, If you wish,
after you have bhad your dinner. You
can feed Blm under the free”

Carolyn May was very much exelted
ubout nn hour later when g rusmy
closed hack drew up to the front gute
of the Btugg place nud stopped.

An old wan with s square-cut elin
whisker nnd cothing and hat us rusty
as the hack liself bold the relus over
the bouy buck of the borse that drow
the anclent squipsge,

“I say; youngun, slu't you oul o' yer
budliwick T gueried Vi, the bk,

staring at the little girl ln the Stagg
yard,

Carolyn May stood up quickly and
tried to look over hor shoulder and
down her back, It was hard to get
ull those bv*ions buttoned stralght,

I dev'e know," she sald, perturbed,
“I"oes It show "

"Huh?* grunted Tim.
show ¥

“What you sald,”
nccusingly.

“Does what

sald Carolyn May
“1 don't belleve It does.”
“Hey " chuckled the boack driver
suddenly. *I meant, do you 'low Mrs,
Keunedy knows you're pluylng In her
front yard®"
“Aunty Rose?

Why, of course!™

Carolyn May declured. “Don't you
know I live here?”
“Live here? Get out!" exclalmed

the surprised hackmnn.

“Yes, sir, And 'rince too,
Uncle Joe and Aunty Rose™

“Pitcher of George Washington !
ejaculated Tim. “You don’t mean Joe
Stagg's taken a young-'un to board?"

“He's my guardian,” sald the little
girl primly.

Aunty Rose nppenrad. She wore a
close bonnet, trimmed very plaloly,
and earvied a parnsol of drab sllk.

Aunty Rose elimbed (nto the crenky
old vehicle.

With my

“Aro you golng to he gone long?™
asked Carolyn May polltely,
“Not more than » hours, child,”

sald the housckeeper. “Nobody will
bother yon here
“Not while that dog's with her, 1

reckon,” put In Thmn, the Packman.
“May 1 come down the rond to meet
you, Aunty Rosel" nsked the llttle
girl, *1 know the way to Uncle Joe's
store”
“l don't know nny
ean't come to meet e,

reazon why you
* replied Mrs,

s |'L_'_,.

He Charged tha Little ¢l Instead of
the Rolstering Dog.

Kennedy, “Anyway, you cun come
plong the rond as far as the [rst
bouse. You know that dne?”

“Yes, mu'am, Mr. Parlow’s,” sald
Carolyn May.
Cnrolyn Moy went back Into the

yurd and sut on the front-porch steps
and Priuce, ynwning unhappily, curled
down nt her feet. There did not
seem to be much to do at this place,

She had tme now, hnd Carolyn May,
to compmre The Corners with the busy
Harlem strects with which she had
been famillar sll her life.

“Goodness mel” thought Carolyn
Muay, startlod by her own Ixagination,
“suppose nll the folks In all these
houses around here were dead ™

They might have been for all the
human nolses she hoard,

“Goodness me!" sho sald agaln, and
this time she Jumped up, startling
Prince from his nup, “Maybe there
I8 o spoll cnst over all this place,” she
went on, “Let's go nod see If we onn
find somebody that's alive."

They went out of the yard togother
and took the dusty rond townrd the
town,

They soon eame In sight of the Par
low house and carpenter shop.

“We can't go beyond that"™ wald|
Carolyn May. “Aunty HRose told us
not to. And Uncle Joo suyn the car
penter-mnn lsn't n plensant man”

She looked wistfully at the prem-
Ises, The cottnge seemed quite as|
much under the “spell” ns had been |
those dwellings at The Corners. Dut |
from the shop came the sound of a
plane ahrieking over a long board,

“Oh, Princey " gasped Carolyn May. |
"I b'lleve “he's making long, eurly
shavings I

If there was one thing Carolyn May
adored It was curls,

Suddenly Mr. Jedidiah Parlow looked
up and saw the wistful, dust-strenked
face under the bilack hat brim and
| nbove the black frock. Ieo stared al
her for fully a minute, polsing the
plane over his work., Then he put It
down and came to the door of the
shop.

*“You're Hannnh Stoge's lttle girl,
aren't yout' he asked,
“You, sir,” she sald, and sighed,

Dear me, ho knew who she was right
nway ! There would not be nny chance
of her getting a sult of long curls,

“You've come here to live, have

yoult" snld Mr. Parlow slowly,
“Yes, sir. You see, my papa nnd
manna were lost at sca—with the

It was o mistnke, 1 guess,™
sighed the dltile glrl, "for they weren't
fighting nnybody, DBut the Dunrmven
#ot In the way of some ships that were
fghting, In n plpce culled the Medi
terrnnean oCenn, und the Dunraven
wns sunk, and only n few folks were
saved from It. My papa and mammn
weren't saved,”

| Dunraven,

and Amanda Parlow are now
80 “mad" that they do not speak
an they pass each other by.
Read all about It In the next

|
| Carolyn learns why her uncle
{

instaliment,
e — —

(TO BE CONTINUED )

MOTHERS YIELD TO SCIENCE

Cradle and Crooning Song Both Things
of the Past—Baby Must No
Longer Be Rocked.

The cradle nnd the croonlng song
hnve gone. ‘Today sclence says that
ne mother must rock her baby, elther
In erndle or In rocking chale, True,
the ' mother may cudidle her choerub
while xitting, and the occupation,
therelore, still  sedentary, Is
| also stntlonury.

while

One ventures much when he takes
fssue with sclenee, Nevertheless, there
| were erndles in those days when the
enrth grew glunts, The men of Bunk-
er HIl and of Brondywlne all were
rocked to sleep In Infancy : #0 were
the men of Lundy's Lane and of New
Orlenns, and likewise, the wen of Chn-
pultepec, Buenn Vista, Gettyshurg und
Peachiree Ureek. Sturdy soldlers they
made, nnd althoogh in this day It pers
haps ought not to be sald, there are

though these Intter-day warrlors were
unerndled and uncrooned,

8he Had Grown Old.

Frederlek's mother wan showling hlll‘l
n pleture just sent from his cousin, n
young womuan whom he had not seen |
since she was a young girl, “Why,
mother,” exclalmed Fredeorick, “Cous-
in Ellzabeth 1a old epough to wear
hulrplos, iso't she?"

B e e e

LANDMARK IN CITY OF PENN

Many Philadelphla Citizens Would
Deeply Regret the Passing of
Famous Old Alehouse.

Some Phlladelphinns of sentlmentsl
nnd eonviviul tarn are disposed to re-
gurd the possible advent of prohibl-
tion with gloomy mien, If for no other
reason than because It would mean
the passing of the Old Ale House, on
Drury street pear Thirteenth,

It 18 not nge that gives lavor to Lthe
Old Ale House, The legend on the
rusty slgnboard which stutes that it
wus establivhed by Mary MceGllian in
1870 does not eount for much In a
clty where mony laverus can trace a
direct Hneage from the days of Penn,
It In ruther the garment of tradition
with which the old taproom has coy-
ered Heelf,

It was there

that this apd that
henvywelght signed articles for an -
mortal bout, It was there that polls
ticluns  batehed o  celebrated deal

ubout which newspaper sditorinls ore
wtill bivlog written aod public spesches

still belng made. It was there that
many a young genlus found the Inspl-
ration which changed him from a bo-
hemlan hack to a successful author,
Over It all “Mother” MeGillnn pre-
slded with a diseipline at once gentle
and stern. The brawls were rare,

The Ol Ale House Is no less a land-
mark than a sight. The visitor Is usy-
ally tuken there In the early after.
noon, and while he sips the ale from
his mug the attentlve gulde recounts
the history, adding a lne or two from
personal reminlscences, The Ale | lmua
seems to fit all moods and to attract o |
varlety of minds. It I8 furnished in
misilon wood after the fushlon of the
Eoglish Ilons of the elghteenth cen-
tury, but that Is ns far as an sttempt
ot atmosphere has been mude.

Boreen the Waste Can,

The waste can which Is effectively
sereened ln with a clrcle of wire fen
eing, over which vines have been trujn
od, suves Its own partieular corn
from unslghtiness, The vined o0
should be large enough? o8 wdn
handlivg of the can It cuncvuls

pone sturdier fighting anywhere, even |
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Stop Your Coughing

No meed ta let that cough peelst,  Stop the
trritation, awd remove tekling and hodrse.
pess by soothing the inflamed throat with

PISO’S
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— A Clear SKin e
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Oid:-Time Temperance Pladge.

An interesting roile of bygone duys
has come Into the posscssion of the
Scottlsh Soclety of Antiquaries, in the
form of a minute book of the burgh
of Belkirk which reveals an [nstance
af a burgher who declded to “take the
pledge” not to touch drink, so long ago
ns 1692, The burgher, Thomas Kerr,
gave ni his bond “one palr of gray rus-
sit broikis™

Practice Cheerfulness,

Cheerfulnoas ought to be the viatl
cum vitae of their life to the old; ano
without ehearfulness Is a Lapland win-
ter without o sun; and this spirit of
cheorfulness should be encournged In
our youth If we would have the bene-
fit of It In our old age; thme will make
n gencrous wine more mellow; but it
will turn that which s carly on the
frot, Colton

o vinegar
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You can Stamp Abortion Out
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By the use of
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