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“Plek him up and put him on the
Kledd hers e Me Stagg sald,
carry H il's Car'lyn wyseif.,”

tyv, Including the oxelted
gor back 1o the docks without
ny time and without further

ne. Still the chapel bell was
ringing aml somebody snid ;

“We'd hove been up n stump for
Knowing the direction i it hadin't been
for that bell"

“M ton mutiered Chet Gormley,
"That's what ke, me goin', folks—
ths «Il It Just secmed to be

Stagz, earrled his nlece up
Gortnies’s Httle house, while
one of the men hn"lxh’tl Chet nlong to

o Mr«

the satue destinatlon, The seamstress
met e at the door, wildly exclted.
CAdd what do you (hink ¥ she cried.

“They took Moandy Puariow home in
Tim's huck. She was just done up,
they t

\ e pullin® that chepel bell
DIUd you ever hear of such a silly erit-
ter—juse | use she couldn't tind thy
BeXiong
“Hum! rou and 1 both secem to be
mistaken about what constiiotes slill
ness, Mrs, Gormley,” grumbled the
har re e ler “I was for calling
your Chet sifty, till I learned whint he'd
done.  And you'd better not cull Miss
Munidy stlly. The sound of the chupel
bell gnve us nll our bearings, Doth of
em, Chet and Mlss Muandy, d!'d thelr
best.”
Curolyn May was tpken home In
Tim's huck. too. To her surprise. Tim

WRS ordered to*stop at the Parlow

house

Amanda wps

¥ this time the story of her pulling
chapel bell rope was all over
sunrise Cove and the hock driver was

af

nutu as curions a8 nnybody, So
he igly went Into the Parlow cot
tage, bringing back word thit she was
resting comfortably, Doctor Nugent
having Just left her

“An' she's one Lirave gl declared
Tim. “Pltcher of George Washipgton !
pullin” that | rope nin’t no buby's
Job."

Caroiyn Muy Jid not altogether un
derstand what Miss Ar il done
but she was greatly plensed thint
Uncle Joe hnd so plainly displuyed s
interest In the penter's daughter,

The next n s Clhralyn. May |
seemed to be | miditlon, le-
dewsd, she wns niy individunl vl
f"l 3 interest ' ‘ "'-:|.J" W II"
el not pay fi vxposure. Even
rinee Ll I T legs  belng
hat o Unicle Joe had
o £t bindd 1 hils hiead and suf-
fer from U for sopie timme Miss

“Carolyn May"™ Ha Said, “"What Are
You Writing?™

Awnndn remalned In bed for several
duys., But It was poor Chet Gormley
who pald the denrest price for par-
telpation In the exciting Ineldent, Boe-
tor Nugent had hard work Sghtiog off
pueumonin,

Mr. Siugg surprised himself by the
interest he took in Chet. He closed
Il store twice euch day to cull at
the Widow Gormley's house,

Mr. Btugg found himself inlking with
(het more than hog ever had before,
I'he boy wius lonsly and the man found
n spark of Interest In bils hewrt for blm
thiat be had oaever proviously discov-
erd. He began to probe luto his

g0 In te nsk how Aliss

YOUNE iployee™s thoughts, to learn
something of his outlook on life: pers
haps, even, he got some Inkling of
Chet's amibdthom

That week the lee went entirely
ot of tin v, Spring was at hand,
pbdy  roads, bilve =kles,
saweelor alrs, soft ralos and a general
revivifying feeling.

Aunty Hose declared that Carolyn
Mny becan at once to “pork up."s Per-
haps the colld, Tong winter had been
hurd tor the child to bear.

with s

Chine v the Hitle girl had 0 more
than o wrily hnrd sehool task to
perform Exerything ol not come |

easy 1o Corolyn May, “by any mnpner
of means,” as Annty Rose would have
wald Comppo=ition writhiye wns her
bane and Mixs Mionle buil instrocted
Carolyn May's class to bring in g writ-
ten exercise the next morning. The

lHttle girl wpnderad over to thie church-
yard with her dinte and pencll—and
Fricee, of course—to try 1o aclieye
the composition

I'lie windows of the minister's study
overloot Lis spot and he was sit-
ting ut his desk whlile Carolyn Mny
was Inborlously writing the words ob
her sinte (having learned to use a
alnted, which she expected Inter to
vopy into her composition hook,

The Rev, Aftoon Driges watehod her
puzeioid foe it Inboring fAngers for
some moments before calling out of
his window y her Several showets of

sormon paper lay before bim on the
desk and perhaps he was having nl-
‘most 68 hard a time putting on the
o to say as Cur

paper what he desl
olyn Moy wus haviog with her writs
ing

Finnlly, o enme to the window nnd
ke to e, “Caroldn Moy, bhe suid

“swhat nre you writing®”

Oh, Mr, Driggs, Is that you?" said
girl, getting up quick!y and
arer.  “IMd you ever have to

Hon®
Mauy, | have to write
week.”  And be

ong or two wvuch
| sighed,

“Oh, yes! So you do!” the little girl
“You hau
Amd that must Le o terribly tedious
i¥o 1o be lunger

growd to write sermons

thing to do, for they I

s
than my compositlon—n  great deal
longer,™

“So It 1§ & eotposition that 18 troub-
ling vou" the 4 ng  wminisier  re-
marked,

“You, sir. I don't know what to
write—1 reully Jdon't, Miss Minnle
says for us pot to try any fights of
fancy, [ don't Just know what those

nre. But she says, write what 14 In us
Now, that don't seem llke n composi-
tion,” ndded Caratyn May doubtft f

“What doesn’t.”

“Why, writing what 8 In ns'" ex-
plnined the Heple glel, staring In na
puzzled fashion at her slate, on which
she hnd written severnl lines. *'You
see, I have written Jdown all the things
that | ‘'member 1s fn me”

“For plity's sake! let me see It
child,’ sald the minlater, quickly reach-
|lng down for the slnte. When he
brought It to a level with his eyes he
was amazed by the followlng:

“In me there s my heart, my liver,
| my lungs, my verform pendicks, my
stummick, two ginger cookles, a plece
lof pepmint eandy and my dinner.”

“For pity's sake!” Mr, Driggs shut
off this explosion by a sudden cough. '

“] guess It Isn't much of a compo-

sitlon, Mr, Driges.” Carolyn May sald
trankly, “But how cun you tiake your
inwards be plensant reading?”

The minlster was having no lttle
difficulty In restruining his mirth.

“Go around to the door, Carolyn
May, and ask Mrs. Driggs to let youo
In. Perbaps I can help you In this
composition writing.”

“Oh, will you, Mr. Driggs?" cried
the little girl. *“That Is awfu!l kind of
| you.”

The clergyman did not seem to mind
neglecting his task for the pleasurs of
| helping Carolyn May with hers. He
explained guite clearly just what Miss
Minnle meant by “writing what Is in
you."

*Oh! It's what you think abouot a
thing yourself—not what other folks
think,” erled Cuarolyn May. “Why, |
can do that. [ thought It wus some-
thing ilke those physerology lessons,
Then I ecan write nbout snything 1
want to, can't 17"

“I think s0,” replled the minister,

“I'm awfully obliged to you, Mr.
Driggs.” the Wttle girl snld, *1 wish
I might do something for you In re
turn."

“Heolp me with my sermon, per-
baps?™ he asked, nmiling.

“1 would If 1 could, Mr. Dirigge”
Carolyn May wen very surnest,

"Well, now, Caralyn Mav, how wonld
you go about writing & serimon If you
bad one to wrile

“Oh, Mr. Iiiges exclaimed the
fitthe girl, clasping hor hnnds, "1 Know
Just how I'd oo 1 4

“You do? 1 e how, then, my
denr,” be returncd, smiling,  "Perlinps
vou have an (nsgieation for writing
sermons thut 1 has ever yet found.”

“Why, Mr. Driges, I'd try to write

‘Uli dear me, thar -t

-

|l'n'=u the book of the prophot Jere-

i mured us he crunmpled the sheet of pa-

overy word so's o i o folks that
heard It happie Fhnt's what 1'd de.
'd ke ‘e o ind see the sun
shilne and 1 \ il the  moun
Inins, ‘way ot [ go they'd see
nothing but hrig ngs and bregthe
only gom! alr i hear birdy sing
it s the way 1I'd

write n sermn

The clergyi s face had grown
grave as he - o e her, but he
kisswedd her wari:iy os he thanked her
and bade her g by When she had
gone from the study be read aguln

ot the top of the Hrst
npeer. It was taken

the text written
| sheot of sermon

i minh,
““To write every word s0's to make
folks that hearsd (L happles,” ™ he mure

{per ln Wis hand uod dropped It io the
waste-baskel,

CHAPTER XV,

The Awakening.

With the opening of spring and the
closa of the sledding season, work had
stopped at Adnos cnmp.  Rather, the
entire plant had Leen shlpped Lwenty

]

Q‘ﬁ'!: ) |

| "l Know My Uncle Joe Likes Miss
Amanda."

miles
bunkhouse

Hewper Into the forest—imill,
cook shied und such ctorrae

gated lron slincks as were worth cart-
B nWway

All thiat was left oo the site of the
busy ip were huge henps of snws
dust, piles of shibs, Jiscurded o ibars |
and the half-burned | K& loto which

had been bullt the portable buller and

englie

And olil Judy Mnason., She wis not
conslders]l worth moving to the new |
slte of the camp, Bhe was bedrldden |
with rhcutontism, This was the repurt

Tiw, the hnckman, had brought o, |

The old woman's husband hind gone
with the outfit to the new cunp, for he '
could not ufford to give up hils \u-ri.|
Judy hud not bheen s0 bad when the
cutup wus broken up, but when Tho
went over for ¢ lond of slaba for
summer frewood, he discovercd her !
guite helpless in her bunk nnd nlinost |
sturviog. The rheumutic usttuck bad |
becve serious, |

Amande Parlow had ot ounce riddep
| over with Doctor Nugent,
| “Hoew bruve and helpful 1t Is of Miss
| Amundn ! Carolyn May cried. “Dear
me, when I grow up | hope | cno be a
gradjernte nurse ke Miss Mandy.”

“I reckon that's some spell nhoead,”
"rlnwkl.-d Mr. Parlow, to whom she
suld this when he picked her up for a
drive nfter taking his daughter to tlm‘
fump,

“Mr Parlow,” the girl ventured after
a time, “don't you think now that Miss
| Amandn ought to be happy?
| "Huppy 1" exclalmed the carpenter,
| startled, “What about, child?*
| “Why, about everything, You know,
once | peked you about her belng hap-
{py, and—and you dldn't seem fa-
‘v'rable. You sald ‘Bah'"

The old man made no reply for a
minute and Caralyn May had the pa-
tlenes to walt for her suggestion to
[Yslnk In'" Finally he sald:

“l dunno but you're right, Car'lyn
Muay. Not that It matters much, 1
guess, whether s body's happy or not
in this world,” he added grudgingly.

“Oh, yes, It does, Mr, Purlow] It
matters o great deal, | am sure—to
us and to other people, If we're not
huppy Innide of us, how can we be
cheerful outslde, and 80 maoke other
people hoppy? And that Is what I
menn about Miss Amnnda,"

"Why not? growled Mr Parlow, his
face turned awny,

"Why—‘ennse Well, sou khow,
Mr, Parlow, she ean't be hpppy ns long
n% whe and my Uncle Joe are mad ot
onch other"

Mr. Parlow uttersd spother grant,
but the child went bravely on,

“You know very well the s o, And
I don't know what to do wbout 1t It
Just seemis too awril that they shald
havdly speak. nnd vet be so foud of
enech othop |!|'|'1I down. "™

“How 'you know they're so fond of
ench other devp dowu ™ Me, 'nrlow
deinnded

“I know my Uncle Joo Hkes Miswe
AMnndy, ‘cause he Alwnys sponks so—=
s0 resdpeciful of her, Aud 1 fnn dve
aho Hkes him, 0 ner eyes,” poplicd the
observant Carotyn May, "Oh, yes, Mr
Parlow, they ought to be happy ngaln,
and we ought to make ‘etn wo"

"Huh! Who ought to?”

“You and me, We ought to find some
way of doing (t. U'm sure wo can, If
we Just think hard about 107

“Huh!" grunted the earpenter ngnin,
tuming Cherry foto the dooryard
“Huh 1™

Thin war not a very encournging re-
sponse. Yot he aid think of it, The
Httle g'st hnd  sturted A trnin of
thought In Mr. Purlow's mind that he
could not sidetrack,

(TO HE CONTINUED)

NOT AT ALL EAGER TO GO

Old Jeft Had No Desire Whatever 1o
Be Tranalated From His Com-
fortable Cabin,

It Is commonly supposed that nes
groes fearing death will mnke u!l sorts
of promises hecnise of thelr drend of
future punishment. But Prof. Ulrieh
B, Pulllipa in “Amorican Negro Siave
ery,” tells the sto.y of ut least one
old hard hended fellow who stendfust.
Iy restated the hypnotle suggestion of
the preacher, and even repudinted glos
rifleatlon on hWs deathbodd, A Lo
Isinna  physicinn  recounted to  Pros
fessor Phillips the flual episode in the
earecer of “Old Uncla Calely,” who hind
long been ndyving “Reforae his de
parture, Jeff, the negro prencher, gath.
ered his sable Nock of snints nnd sio-
ners nround the bedl He reand o chip-
ter and proyed, after which they sang

|n hymn, Uncle Culeb lay motionless
with closed eyes and gave no slgn. Joff
[ approached and ook his hand, “Uncle
Caleb,” he sald carnestly, “de doctor

says you are dyiog, and all de hrodd-
derin has come In for to sea you fo'
de Ins' thme, And now, Uncle Caleb,
dey wants to heur from your own moul
de precious words, dat yo feels pre
pared to meet yo God, and Is rendy nn'
willin' to go." Ol Unele Caleb opened
his eyes suddenly nod In a very lrrls
tnhle tone, rehuffed the plous funes
tlonary 1o the following unexpected
manner: “Jeff, don’t talk yo nonsehise
to me, You Jesa knows dat I ain't
ready to go and dat 1 aln't prepared te
meet nobwdly , . . dis ole cnhin
sults me wonstrously well ™ Anil x50
he died

Not for Me, but of Me,

Moses Nellg has Leen In business for
n long thme Lut never untll recently
had he recelved a purely business lots
ter from n smnll grunddauglhiter.  The
letter wns sent by hils granddaughter,
Evelyn Hahn, who forinerly Hyed In
tnannpolis, and was ns follows:

whenrest Groundpn: This {s w bust-
ness note, . . 1 am selling Thrift
Stamps  and  War  Savings  Stanps,
Plense buy of me, not for me, und help
ma to recelve a position In the urmy
of thrift workers, Send me o chock
it you will, puynble to cash, nnd 1 will
send you the stamps.  You will oblige
and help me very much. Much love,

YEVELYN"

It s needless to say that Mr, Sellg
regurded this ns one of the most lme-
portant hsiness notes hea ever re
celved. —Indianapolls News,

At Everyone's Door.

Bome sage has sald that opportoe
nity knocks at everyone's door, yet
the renlly level-headed person will not
fdly sit around walting to hear (his
weleome summons, He or she, like the
enrly bird that stmply cannot mias the
worm, must he up and dolong, hunting
around for the opportunity that always
comes to those who determinedly seek
It. Perform well today's dutles, look
on the bright side of life and keep your
grievapces to yourself, Success Is
sweet—no ono will deny this truth—
but If we do not work for It and If
wa do not learn to face the world
bravely, with a smile on our lps, then
we moy as well make up' our minds
that success will never come our wuy,

Cure for Hlccougha.

Small pleces of lee applied suddenly,
#0 a8 to surprise the patient, will stop
perslstent hfecoughing. Also hot drinks
of weak coffee and milk taken fre-
quently hos the deslred effeot. A lump
of sugar saturated with vinegar will
often relleve hiccoughs,

“What sbout Mandy?”
“Bhe (su't happy,” sigbhed Carolyo |
May. “Not really. Bhe's just as good
g4 good can be, Nhe Is nlwoays dolog
for fulks and belping. But she can’t
be renl huppy™ l

Walnut for Gunetocks,

Botme of the oldest walbut troes in
this country were origlnnlly planted,
not for the sake of the frult, but bhe
Chuse the wood mukes the best gune
stocks, helng lHght, strong snd not eese
Ny werped,

8DOY @
SCOUTH

(Conducted by National Council of the

oy Beoutn of Amerkea )
— — —————]

SCOUTS AS “NUT PATRIOTS"

The hoy s coming into his own
Every hmman bov slwnys know  deep
withi his heart that he was the nat
urnl heeper of the peace, thy vory
present help In thime of trouble, but
the difeulty Iny In convihelng hils eld-
"rs

The boy
first great opportunity for dematistrm-
oy, ool he seleed 18 Under Ity he
nefleent rays his motural Inclination
wnd  operatlons  emerged  froms the
black shadow of pinternnl dlsapproval
or Inek of Interest and pssumed thelr
deserved plice,

Swimming, wooderaft and campbng
becamp dignified professions, In the
pursiilt of which the boy himself was
maude strong and thereby fitted to de
fend the wenk

s value as n part of civie e
next became appoarent, and he distrib-
wied tmportant Hternure, helped enre
for the erowds at parades and publie
mectings, learned to obrerye clty lnws
nnd teaffie regulations nnd to encours
nge thelr observanee o others,

Huving borne himself worthily In
nil these matters, behold his Just re-
wird!  No mors A1d the boy need to
ik fearfully If he might go nutting
His country called him, he must go,
Gathering nugs for gas moasks was rec-
ognlged hy the highest guthorlties ns
nn essentinl Industry But the hoy
koew it all the i

sieont  movement was his

TAKING CENSUS OF TREES.

Interesting Work Successfully Han
died by Youngsters,

SCOUT'S BRAVERY TESTED.

Whnt his wedal for war work moeans
to u boy scout Is Hustented by this
Mtthe story, tobert Goodwin, o keout
In s Moines, In., was Iying In the
hasplial very 1 feom typhold when
Seont Executlve Gendnll recelyved the
hoy's Ace Mednl for selling War Bav-
Ings stntps for the government,

I ns the scout was It wos declded
that he should recelve hig medal, and
It wos taken to him In the hospltal, He
wanted It pinned on the pocket of his
nightgown.

Shortly after that It was discovered
that he nlsa had appendleitis and he
was prepared for an operation, As he
was placed upon the wheeled table to
he enrrled Into the operating room his
mother psked him if he was afraid.
' he spld, Yone of the twelve
polnts of the scout Inw Is that o scout
Is brave

Beout Goodwin's mother says that
she I8 convineed that If the scout law
mennt so much to her boy at guch n
time Its npplieation to all boys would
be n good thing.

SCOUTSE RUN AN AMBULANCE.

The boy scouts of Richmond durlng
the Influenzn  epldemle performed a
grent service, The scouts voluntarily
secured, equipped and manned an am-
bulnnee,

This ambulance earrled more than
05 patients to the emergency hosplital
at the high school. The scouts took
every precaution,  They wore masks
und bathed thelr hands and faces In
blehloride solution.

As many ns elght puatients were
brought from one home, each one care-
fully pluced upon the stretcher by
their troined hands, borne to the am-
bulanee nnd taken ot with skill not
excolled by veteran ambulance drivers.

Thisn ambulance was on duty night
nnd day. At times It was nocessary to
enrry an muny ax five patients at one
lll.mh




