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“Yes, they did too,” championed
Jimmy, " ‘cause {t's in the Bible and
Miss Cecilia 'splained all "bout it to
me, and she's our Sunday school
!tnacin.‘r and 'bout the bullyest ‘splain
‘er they is. Them Teddy bears ate ug

y'bout a million ehillens, which is all
‘the little boys and girls two Teddy

Jh:lir "1
| Pass atecy e

, Billy; he's a conjure-man
.an’ Wilkee Booth Lincoln been talkin'

{ Huceome bim to be bald?

‘When he sees a tu'key buzzard an’ lig |
itelk te her like this:

Hence ev'y
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{ CHAPTER VIIL

| Tellers of Tales.

The days flew rapidly by. Miss
Minerva usually attempted to train
'Billy all the morning, and by the mid-
day dinner hour ghe was so exhausted
that she was glad to let him play In
the front yard during the afternoon.

Here he was often joined by the
three children whose acquaintance he
had made the day after hls arrival,
and the qQuartet became staunch
friends and chums.

All four were sitting in the swing
one warm spring day, under the sur-
velllance of Billy's aunt, sewing on
the veranda.

“Let's tell tales,” suggested Jimmy.

“All right,” agreed Frances, “I'll
tell the first. Once there's *

“Naw, you ain't nelther,” interrupt-
ed the little boy. ‘%ou all time talk-
Ing 'bout vou golmg to tell the first
tale. Fm going to tell the first tale
myself. One time they 's i

“No, you are not either,” sald
Lina positively. “Frances Is a girl
and she ought to be the first If she
wants to. Don't you think so, Billy?"

“Yas, I does,” champloned he; “go
on, Frances.”

That little girl, thus encouraged,
iproceeded to tell the first tale:

“Once there 's & man named Mr.
Elisha, and he had a friend named
Mr. Elijah, so his mantelpiece fell on
top of his head and make him per-
fectly bald; he haen't got a single
bair and he hasn't got any money,
‘cause mama read me 'bout he rented
‘his garments, which {s clo’es, 'cause
'he didn't have none at all what be-
‘long to him. 1 sa'pec’ he just rented
‘bim a shirt and a palr o' breeches
and wore 'em next to his hide 'thout
no undershirt at all. He was drea'ful
poor and had a miser'ble time and
;mean Mr. Per’dventure took him up
jon a high mountain and left him, so
when he come down some bad little
children say, ‘Go 'long back, bald
head!" and they make pock-mocks on
him. Seems ltke everybody treat him
bad, so he cuss 'em, 8o I never see
anybody with a bald head 'thout I run,
‘cause I don't want to get cussed. So
two Teddy bears come out of the
woods and ate up forty-two hunderd
of 'em."

“Why, Frances,” reproved Lina,
“you always get things wrong., I don't
believe they ate up that many chill-
dren."

bears can hold at a time.”

“I knows a man whaut ain't got no
all on his head,” remarked
an' me

to him ever sence we's born an’ he
ain’t never cuss us, an' 1 ain't never
£OL eat up by no Teddy bears neither.
He's out

vhe fiel’ a'pickin’ cotton

one day

] say tu'key buzzard, T say,
Who shall 1 see unexpected to
day ? *

Willlam Tell don't bow down to it he
got to shoot a apple for good or evil
oft'm his little boy's head. That's all
the little boy William Tell and Adam
and Eve got, but he ain‘t going to fall
down and worship no gravy Image on
top a pole, so he put a tomahawk in
his bosom and he tooken his bow and
arruh and shot the apple plumb th'oo
the middle and never swinge a halr
of his head. And Eve nibble off the
apple and give Adam the core, and
Lina all time 'sputing 'bout Adam and
Eve and Willilam Tell ain't in the
Bible. They're our first parents.”

“Now, Billy, you tell a tale and then
it will be my time,” sald Lina with a
saving-the-best-for-the-last air.

“Once they was a ol’ witch,” said
Billy, “what got outer her skin ev'y
night an' lef’ it on the he’rth an'
turnt herself to a great, big, black cat
an' go up the chim’ly an' go roun' an’
ride folks fer horses, an’ set on ev'y-
body's chis' an’ suck they breath an'
kill 'em an’' then come back to bed.
An' can't nobody ketch her tell one
night her husban' watch her an’ he
see her jump outer her skin an' drop
it on the he'rth an’ turn to a'normous
black cat an' go up the chim'ly. An’
he got outer the bed an’' put some salt
an' pepper an’ vinegar on the skin an’
she come back an’ turnt to a 'omgn
an’ try to git back In her skin an’
ehe can’t 'cause the salt an’ pepper
an’ vinegar mos’ burn her up, an' she
keep on a-tryin’ an’ she can’t never
snuggle Inter her skin 'cause it keep
on a burnin' worser ‘n ever, an’ there
she is a ‘oman *thout no skin on. So
she try to turn back to a cat an’ she
can't ‘cause it's pas’ twelve erclock,
an’ she jest swivvle an’' swivvie tell
fine’ly she jest swivvle all up. An’
that was the las’ of the ole witch an’
her husban’' live happy ever after.
Amen.”

“Once upon & time,” sald Lima,
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@ was a beautiful maiden and she
was in love, but

“If she flop her wings three times
you goin’ Yo' sweetheart, Ill.ili

this-here buzzard ain't flop no wings 't |
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all; she jes' lean over an’

head an’ he
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“Did you-all hesr hout that 'Talian
Dago that works on the section gang
eating a buzzard?’' asked Frances,

“Naw," said Billy. "Did It make
nim sick?” :

“That 1t did,” she answered; "h"|
gent for Doctor Sanford and tells him, |

‘Me killa de big bird, me eat-a de bilg
bird, de big bird make-a me seek."”

“Them Dagoes ‘bout the funnlest
talking folks they is,” sald Jimmy,
“but they got to talk that way 'cause
It's In the Bible. They ‘sputed on the
tower of Dabel and the Lord say ‘Con-
found you!' Miss Cecllin 'splained it
all to me and she's 'boutl the dandiest
‘splainer they {s.”

“You may tell
‘Jimmy,"” sald Lina.

“I'm golng to tell '"bout Willlam Tell
'‘cause he's In the Bible,” sald Jim-
my. "Once they's u man name’ ”

“Willlam Tell isn't In the Bible,”
declared Linna,

“Yes, he 18 too,” contended the lit-
tle boy, “Miss Cecilia ‘splained it to
me. You all time setting yourself up
to know more'n me and Miss Cecilia,
One time they's a man name' Willlam
Tell and he had a little boy what's
the cutest kid they ls and the devil
come ‘long and temp’ him. Then the
Lord say, "Willlam Tell, you and Adam
and Eve can taste everything they
fa in the garden 'cepting this one ap-
ple tree; you can get all tho pears
and bunnanas and peaches and grapes
.and oranges and plums and persim-
mons and scalybarke and fig leaves
and 'bout a million other kinds of
frult if you want te, but don't you

your tale now,

will never marry any but my true
love.! 3o the wicked piarent shut up
il lovely maide~ in a high tower
' many miles from the ground, and
made her live turnips and she had
nothing else to eat; so0 one day when

ner wicked o'd pa
rent wants her to marry a rich oiu
man threcscore and ten years old

which is 'most all the old you
et unless vou are going to die:
the lovely princess
you may cut me

CAnL
and
sald, ‘No, father,
in the twain but I

she was crying a little fairy flew in
~t the window and asked, *“Why do you
weepn, falr one?” And she sald, ‘A
wicked parent hath shut me up and
I can’t ever see my lover any more.’
So the fairy touched her head with
her wand and told her to hang her
hair out .f the window, and she did
and it reached the ground, and her
lover, holding a ropo ladder in ome
hand and playing the gultar and sing-
ing with the other, climbed up by her
halr and took her down on the ladder
and his big black horse was standing
near, all booted and spurred, and they
rode away and llved happy ever
after.”

“How he goin’ to c¢lam’ up, Lina*
asked Bllly, “with a rope ladder In one
hand and his guitar In the other?”

“l don't know,” was the dignified
answer. “That {s the way it ls told
in my fairy-tals book.”

CHAPTER IX,

Changing the Ethloplan.

Billy and Jimmy were sitting in the
swing.
“What makes your halr curl just
like a girl's?” asked the latter. “It's
‘bout the curliest hair they Is."”
“Yes, It do,” was Bllly’'s mournful
response. “It done worry me 'mos’
to death. Ever sence me an’ Wilkes

tech a single apple” And the devil
#emn® him and say he gzing to put
Lis p cn a psle and everybody got
ty bew dewn to it for a idol and {f
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Booth Lincoln’s born we done try

‘what he call ‘No-To-Kink' what he s+
would take the kink outer any nig
ger's head. An' Aunt Cindy bought a
bottle fer to take the kink outer her
hair an' me an' Wilkes Booth Lincoln
put some on us heads an’' it jes’ make
mine curlier'n what it was already. I's
‘shame’ to go roun’ folks with my cap
off, a-lookin' llke a frizaly chicken.
Miss Cecilia say she llke it though,
an’ we's engaged. We's goln' to git
married soon’s I puts on long pants.”

“How long you been here, Billy?”
asked the other boy.

“Well, I don't know perxactly, but
I been to Sunday-School four times.
I got engaged to Miss Cecilla that
very firs' Sunday, but he did n’ know
it tell I went over to her house the
nex' day an’ tol' her 'bout it. She
say she think my hair is so pretty.”

“Pretty nothin',” sneered his rival
“She jus’ stuffin’ you fullern a tick
with hot air. It just makes you look
like a girl, There's a young lady come
to spend a week with my mama not
leng ago and she put somepin' on her
head to make it right yeller. She left
the bottle to our house and I know
where 't is. Maybe if you'd put some
o' that on your head 'twould take the
curl out.”

“"Tain’t nothin’' a-goin’ to do it no
good,” gloomily replied Billy, * "Twould
Jest make It yeller'n what 'tls now.
Won't T be a pretty sight when I puts
on long pants with these here yaller
curls stuck on topper my head? I'd
'nuther sight ruther be bal-headed.”

“Bennie Dick’'s got 'bout the kinki-
est head they {s.”

Bennle Dick was the two-yearold
baby of Mrs. Garner's cook, Sarah

Jane, i e = rae

“It sho' 1s,” replied Billy “Wouldn't
he look funny if he had yaller hair,
'‘cause his face is so black?"

“I know whera the bottle i8,” cried
Jimmy, snatching eagerly at the sug-
restion. “Let’s go get It and put some
on Bennie Dick's head and see if it'll
turn it yeller,”

“Aunt Minerva don’ want me to go
over to yo' house,” objected Billy,

“You all time talking 'bout Miss
Minerva won't let you 80 nowheres;
she sure i{s Imperdunt to you. You
‘bout the fraidest boy they is. .
Come on, Billy,” pleaded Jimmy.

The little boy hesitated,

“I don't want to git Aunt Minerva's

boun’' to,” he sald following Jimmy
reluctagtly. to the fence; “but I'll jes’

|

take & look at That boftle an' see ef

it looks anything "t all lke “No-To
Kink".”

dividing fence and slipped with |
atealthy tread aroond the house to
Soral Jane's cabin o the back-yard.

Hennie Dick was sitring on the floor
before the open door. the entrance of
which was securely harricaded o keep |
Lim inside. Sarah Jane was in the
kitchen cooking supper; they eould
hear her happy volce raised in relig
ious melody; Mrs. Garner had oot yet
returned from a card party: the coast |
was clear, and the time propitious.
Jimmy tiptoed to the house aud soon |
returned with a big bottle of a power- |
ful “blondime” in one hand and = stick |
of candy im the other.
“Bennle Dick,” he sald, “here’s a
nice stick ef candy fer you ¥ yaull
let us wash your head."”
The negro baby's thick, red lips
curved in a grin of delight, kia shiny
ebony face beamed happily, his round
black eyes sparkled as he held out
his fat, rusty Httle bands. He sucked
greedily at the candy as the two mis-
chievous Iittle boys uncorked the bot-
tle and poured- a gemerous supply of
the Nquid on hia head. They rubbed
it in well, grinning with delight. They
made a second and a third application
before the bottle was exhausted; then
they stood off to view the result of
thelr efforta. The effect was ludi-
crous. The combination of cosl black
skin and red gold bhair presented by
the little negro exceeded the wildest
expectations of Jimmy and Billy. They
shrieked with laughter and rolled over
and over on the floor in thelr wm-
bounded delight.

“Hush!” warned Jimmy suddenly,

“l belleve Barah Jane's coming out
here to see 'bout Benny Dick, Let's
get behind the door and see what's
she's going to do.”

#'Hit were good fer Paul an’ Silas,
Hit were good fer Paul an’ Silas,

ev'thing fer to get the curl out. They
=ty ¢ T %0 -~ oo—a "leng Iny

Hit were good fer Paul an' Silas,

dander up any more'n I jest natchelly [

Glgeling mightfly, they jumped the !In the swing.
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floated Sarah Jane's song nearer and
nearer,
“'Hit's de old time erligion,
Hit's de ole time'—"
Bhe caught sight of her baby with

hair. She threw up her hands, closed
her eyes, and uttered a terrified
shriek. Presently she slowly opened
her eyes and took a second peer at
her curlous-looking offspring. Sarah
Jane screamed aloud:

“Hit’s de handiwork er de great Je-
hoshaphat! Hit's de Marster's sign.
Who turnt yo' halr, Benny Dick?" she
asked of the sticky little pickaninny
| gitting hn_pin{ op the floor. “Is a
angel been here? had B TPATRE L te &

Benny Dick nodded his head with
a delighted grin of comprehension.

his mother. “He gwine turn my chile
white an’ de done begunt on his
head!"”

There was an ecstatic giggle from
| behind the door.

Sarah Jane rushed inside as fast as
her mammoth proportions would ad-
mit and caught a culprit in each huge
black .paw, -

“What yer up ter now, Jimmy Gar
ner?” she asked. “What yer bean er
doing?"

Budden suspicion entered her mind

as she ocaught sight of the empty
lbottlo lying on a chalr. “You been eor-
| puttin’ suthin’ on my chile’s head! 1
| knows yer, I's er-gwine ter make yo'
|ml|nmy Bl' ye de worses' whippin’
| yer eber got an’ I's gwine ter take
dis here Willlam right ober ter Miss
Minerva. Ain't y'all ‘shame’ er yeor-
selves? Er tamperin’ wid de ha'r
| what de good Lord put on er colored
pusson’s head an' ertryin' fer ter
scarify my feelln’s like yer done. An’
yer hear me, I's gwine see dat some-
Ibodr got ter scarify yver hides.”

“If that aln’t just like you, Billy,”
sald Jimmy, “you all time got to per-
pose to make nigger heads yeller and
you all time getting little boys In trou-
Ible. You 'bout the emart Alexist Jack-

'rabbit they {s.”

' “You perposed this here halr busi-
|neas yo'self, Jimmy,” retorted his fel-
low-consplrator. *“You's always blam-
in' yo' meanness on somebody else
|ever sence you's born.”

| “Hit don't matter who perposed
'bit,” said Sarah Jane firmly; “mean-
ness has been did, sm’ y' gotter be
structified on de place pervided by
patur’ fer ter let my chile erlono.”

CHAPTER X.
' Lol The Poor Indians.

Billy had just decided te run down
'to the livery stable to pay Sam Lamb
|a visit when the gate opened, and
|Lina and Frances, their beloved dolls
In their arms, came skipping in.
| Jimmy, who had had a difference
lelh Bfily and was In the sulks on
'his own slde of the fence, immediately
lelimbed over and joined t#e others
He was lonesome and
the presgect of companiomship was

too oslluring for him to nurse his an-
ger longer,

“Aunt Minerva's gone ta the Aid
Society,” remarked the host. “Don't
¥ all wish it met ev'y day 'stld ‘er
jes’ meetin’ ev'y Monday ™

“Yes, I do,” agreed Frances, “vou
can, have <o much fun when our ma-
mas go to the Ald,. My mama's gone
oo, 80 she left me with Brother and
he's writing a love letter to Ruth
Shelton, sa 1 slipped off.™

“Mother has gone to the Ald, too,”

| 8aid Lina.

“My mema too,” chimed in Jimmy,

“she goes to the Ald every Monday
and to eard parties nearly sil the
time. Bhe telled Sarall, Jane % ‘tend
to me and Sarah Jane's nsleep.. I hear
her snoring. Aln't we giad there ain't
no growm: folks to meddle? Can't we
have fun?™
“Whatll! we play?" asked Frances,
who had deliberately atepped In a
mud padile on the way, and splashed
mud alll over hexsalf, “let’s make mud
plea™ - '
“Naw, we ain't agoing to make ne
mud ples,” ohjeeted Jimmy. “We cam
maké mud ples all time when growm
falks v looking at yom.*

“Let’s play sumpin’ what we ain't
wever play, sense we's born,” put in

“l hope grandmother won't miss
me,” sald Lina, “she’s reading a very
Interesting book.”

“Lat’s plan Infun!” yelled Jimmyy
“we aln't never play’ Injun.”

This on was received with
howls of delight.

“My mama’'s got a box of red stuff

that she puts on her face when she
goes to card parties. She never puts
none on when she just goes to the
Ald. I can run home and get the box
to make us red lke Injuns,” sald

An' kit'e oood ernough fer me."”

1217 some stull In a bottle
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‘| his glistening black face and golden '

“Hit's de dolng er de Lord,” cried
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“Miss Minerva, she don’tnever let
the Major come to see her, nor go to
no card partles, i{s the reason,” ex-
plained the younger boy, “she Just
goes to the Ald where they ain't no
men, and you don’t hafter put no red
on your face at the Ald, We'll let
you have some of our paint, Billy.
My mama’s got 'bout a million diff'ent
kinds."”

“We got to have pipes,” was Fran-
ces's next suggestion,,

“My papa’s got ‘'bout a million
Pipes." oasted Jimmy, “but he got
el to the office, I spec’.”

“Father has a meerschaum.”

“Aunt Minerva ain't got no pipe.”

“Miss Minerva's ‘bout the curlousest
woman they is,” sald Jimmy; “she
aln't got nothing a tall; she aln't got
no paint and she ain't got mo plpe.”

dies don’t use pipes, and we
can do without them anyway,” sald
Lina, “but we must have feathers: all
Indlans wear feathers.”

“I'll get my mama’s duster,” said
Jimmy. .

“Me, t00,” chimed In Frances.

Here Bllly with fiylng colors came
to the fore and redeemed Miss Miner
va's waning reputation.

“Aunt Minerva's got a great, big
buncher tu'key feathers an' I can git
‘em right now,” and the Iittle boy
flew into the house and was back in
a few seconds.

(Continued in Next lssue.)
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