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CHAPTER—X.—Continued.
That part of the Ladles’ Aid Soclety
which lived In West Covington was

bearing down upon them.
"Yonder's our mamas and
Minerva,” he whispered.  “Now look
what n mess Billy's done got us in;
he all time got to perpoge someping

Mliss

to got chillens In trouble and he all
time got to let grown folks Kketceh
'em,"

“Aren't you ashamed to tell such a
gtory, Jimmy Garner?" ericd Frances,
“Billy didn’t propose any suech '.I!tm;.l

“Yrain't no to run,” advised |
Jimmy,  They're too elose and done

lise

Ruilly &

Britton Ce)

and God and Santa Claus aln't kin
to me,”

“And the Bible says, ‘Love your
kin-folks," Miss Cecilla 'splained—""

“l use to llke my Unecle Doe¢' heap
bhetter'n what I do now,” went on the
little girl, heedless of Jimmy's Inter-
ruption, “till 1 went with duddy to his
oflice one day. And what you reckon
that man's got in his oflice? He 'Is
2ot a dead man ‘'thout mo meat nor
clo'es on, nothing a tall but just his
bonoes.”

“"Was he a hant?" asked Billy.
like the Major best—he's got
on.

“Naw: he (ldn’t have no sheet on—

“1
meant

already sce us, We boun' to get what's
coming to us anyvway, yonromight |
Jus' as well make ‘e think you ain't |
feaid of “em,  Grown folks got to all |
time think little bovs and girvls ‘v’ |
skeercd of "om, anyhow."”

“Aunt Minerva'll sho' put me to bhed

S0

Just bones,” was the reply.

"No sheet on; no meat on!"” chir-

p ruped By, zlad of the rhymo.

“Was he a angel, Florence?"' ques-
Lioned IPrances,

“Naw,; he didn’t have no harp and
no wings nefther.”

this time,"” sald Billy. “Looks like x“)IITItili:\‘:lmll “:11:1\'0 been a skeleton,
evy tay L gotter go to bed.” i -{nll Uiiols, Doe’ just keep that
“Mother will make me study the it 1 ‘ ‘P

catechism all day tomorrow,” said
Lina dismally.
“Mama 1l lock me up in the little

closet under the stalvway," said Fran-

ces,

“My mama’ll glmme ‘hont a miflion |

leks and try to take all the hide off |
o' me,"” sald Jimmy: “but we done hid
g heap of fun.”

poor man there and won’t let him go
to Heaven where dead folks b’longs.”

"1 spec’ he wasn't a good man 'fore
he died and zot to go to the Bad
place," sugzested Frances,

“I'll beteher he never asked God
to foruive him when he 'celved his
piapa and sassed  his mama,"—this
from Jimmy,—"and Doctor Sanford’s

It was some hours later, Dilly's | Inst akeeping old Satan fl"ﬂll‘l getting
aunt had ruthlessly elipped the turkey | Hm to toast on a pitehforlk,”
feathers from Lis bead, taking the| "I hope they'll have a Christmas
hatr off In great patches She had | trea at Sunday-School next Christ-
then botled his sealp, so the Hitle hoy | mas,”  esald Frances, bharking back,
thought, in her e < to remove the | "and T hope T get a heap o' things

muciing Now, shorn of bis loeks
and of some of his cournge, the ehild
was siting quictly by her side, Hsten-

fng to a superior ral lecture and
induluing in a eon sory  heart-to-
heart tilk with his relative,

“I don’t see that it does You any

good, William, to put vou o bed."
"ILdon' see as it do neitlier,” agraed

Bllly, |
“I ean not whip you; I am econstitn-
tHonully opposed to corporal punish- |

ment for children.”
“'s 'posed to it oo he azsented.

“I believe 1 will hire a servant,
that 1 may devote my cntire time to
your training.

g0

| Jimmy.

like T did last Christmas. PPoor little
Tommy Knott he's so skeered he
wasn't going to get nothing at all on
the trea so he got him a great, big,
red apple an' be wrote on a plece o
paper 'From Tommy Knott to Tommy
Knott,' and tied {t to the apple and
put it on the tree for hi'self."

“Let's ask riddles,” suggested Lina,

YAl right,” shouted Frances, “I'm
zoing to ask the first,"

“Nawi you ain't neither,"” ohjected
“You all thme got to ask the
first riddle, I'm going to ask the first
one—

" 'Round as a biscuit, busy as a bLee,

Pretticst little thing you ever did

This prospect for the future did g . el b
not appeal to her nephew. On the e ] A watel,
contrary it filled him with alarm. “*Humpty Dumpty set on a wall,

“A husband 'd be another sight Humpty Dumpty had a great fall,
hendier,” he declared with enereyi b All the king's horses and all the |
“he’d be a heap mo' ‘count to vou'n a king's men.
cook, Auut Minerva, There's "””. Can't put  Humpty Dumpty back
Major-——" Coagain ‘A egg.!

“You will never make a preacher
of yourself, Willinm, unless you Im-| " 'Round 28 a ring, deep as a cup,
prove." All the king's horses can't pull it

The ehild looked up at her with aa- |
tonishment; this wasa the first he
kuew of his being destined for thei
ministry, |

up.' A well!

“'House full, yard full, ean't keteh—' "
“"Hush, Jimmy!"” erfed Lina, in dis-

VR Beaaiier WHAL "Forte arit anlle Pgust.  “You don't know low to ask
ap 11.::11:-]:1':":‘*' rhc :11.1' “[I:.n nn‘\-ol- rlddles.  You must n't glve the an-
b I " H =t L

> 3 . awers, i k Iddl tim
tintype,  Me an' Wilkes Booth Lin- ! 9WYers too. Ask one r Pras g

enln--" :

“How many tlmes have | expressed |
tha wish not to have you hring flmlj

and let some one else answer It:

“*As I was golng through a fleld of

wheat
negrn's name Into the conversation?” I pleked up something good to eat,
she Impatiently tnterrupted. "T'was neither flsh nor flesh nor
“I don' perzactly know, 'm," he an- bone, ;
awered good lmmoredly, * 'bout fifty I kept 1t till it ran alone?'
hunderd, 1 veckon, Anywiays, Aunt

Minerva, T ain't goin' to be no preach-

“A snake! A snake!" guessed IMor-

er. When I puts on long pants I's ent:r_!‘, “That's a (fl'l'ﬁ'.}" rltld!o."

goin' to he a Confedrit Vet'run an' 'f-:mku: nothing! m:ofl'c-d Jimmy,
kil "bout fifty hunderd Yankees an' | “you can’t eat a snake. 'Sldes Lina
Injuns, like my Major man.” wouldn't 'a plcked up a snake. I8

CHAPTER XI,

Now Riddle Me This.

The children were sitting In the
swing,  Florence Haommer, a  lttle

glrl whose mother was spending the
day at Miss Minerva's,  was  with
them. |

“Don’t you-all wish Santn Claus had 1
hig birthday rheht now "wtewl ‘oo owalt-
Ing 1l Chrlstmas (o hang
stockings? wsked Frances.

“Chiristmas isn't Santa Claus’ birth-
day." corrected Linan, “God was horn
on Christmas and that's the reason
we hnng up our dtockings,"

“Yes; It's old Santa's birthday,
too,” argued Junmy, "'enuse s in
the Bible and Miss Cecllin ‘splndnen
it to me and she 'bout the
‘mplalner they is."”

“Which you'all ke the %cat:
Doctor Sanford or Sunta
nsked Florence,

“I like God 'nother sight better'n |
do anybody,"” declared Jimmy, * ‘canse
He so forglvingsome. lle's 'bout the
forgivingest person they is. Santa
Claug can't let you go to Heaven nor
Doctor Banford nelther, nor ouy papas
and mamas nor Mias Minerva, Now
wouldn’t we be In a protty fix If we
had to 'pend on Doctor Sanford or
HBanta Claus to forgive you every (ime
you run off or fall down ang bust your
breeches, Nawj] glmme Qoq ev'y
time."”

up our

tdandiest

God or
Claug 2

it a little baby rabbit, Lina?"
“It was neither fish nor flesh nor
hone,” she declaved; “and a rabbit is
flesh and bone.”

“Then 1t's boun' to be a apple,” was

“No Meat Nor Clo'ese On, Nothing but
Just His Bones.”

Jimmy's next guess; ‘“that ain't no
flesh and blood and it’s good to eat.”

“I llke Santn Claus the best,” qe.
clared Frances, "'cause he lsn't 'y
ever gelting In your way, and haan't
any castor ofl like Doctor Banforg,
and you don't f'rever have to be tell

fng him you're sorry you did what you

did, and he hasn't all tlme got one
eye on you eifther, like God, and got
to follow you 'round. And Santa Claus
don’t all time say, '‘Shet your eyes
and open your mouth,’ like Doctor
Banford, 'and yoke out your tongue.'"

“I llke Doctor Hanford the best,”
#ald Florence “’cauvsa he’'s my uncle,

“An apple ecan’t run alone,” she
triumphantly answered. “Give it up?
Well, It was an egg and It hatched to
a ohkken. Now, Florence, you ask
one."” 5

“S'poge a man was locked up In n

house,” ghe ngked, “how'd he geot
out "

“Clam’, outer g winder,” uesaed
Billy. A

T wa'i't no winder to the house,”
she declared,

“Crawled out th'og the chim'ly, like
Banta Claus,” wag Bllly's nest guoas.

“r" wa'n't no chim'ly to it. Give ft
up? Give it up?" the little girl
laughed gleefully. “Well, he just broke
out with measles.”

“It s Billy's time,” said Lina, who
seemed.to bo mistress of ceremonles.

“Tabernicle learnt this here one at
school; see If y'all can guess It: ‘“Tab-
by had four kittens but Stillshee did-
n't have none 't all." "

“l don’t see no sense a tall In that,”
argued Jimmy, “ 'thout some bad little
boys drowned 'em.”

“Tabby was a cat,” explained the
other boy, "and she had four kittens;
and Stillshee was a little girl, and she
didn’t have no kittens 't all.”
“What's this,” asked Jimmy: "‘A
man rode ‘cross a bridge and Fldo
walked? Had a lttle dog name' Fi-
do.”

“You dldn't ask that right, Jimmy,"
sald Lina, “you always get things
wrong. ‘The riddle is, ‘A man rode
across the bridge and Yet he walked,'
and the answer {s, ‘He had a little dog
named Yet wbo walked across the
bridge.' "

“Well, I'd 'nother sight ruther have
a little dog name' Fldo,” declared Jim-
my. "I little dog name' Yet and a
Httle givl name’ Stillshee aln't zZat no
gsense a tall to 1t

"Why shonld a hangman wear sus
penders?” asked Lina.  “I'll bet no-
body can answer that.”

“To keep hls breeches from falling
off,” trlumphantly answered Frances.
“No, you goose, a hangman should
wear suspenders so that he'd always
have a gallows handy.”

CHAPTER XII,
In the House of the Lord.
It was a beautiful Sunday morning.
The pulpit of the Methodist Church

Walking gracefully and jauntily ap
the aisle to the spot where the lec-
turer was standing by a broad table,
-he held out his slim, little hand.

Jimmy looked at these proceedings
of Bllly's in astonishment, not com:
prehending at all. He was rather in
dignant that the older boy had not
confided in him and Invited his par
tieipation.

But Jimmy was not the one to sit
calinly by and be ignored when there
was anything doing, so he slld awk-
wardly from the bench hefore Miss
Minerva knew what he was up to.
Slgnaling Frances to follow, he swag-
gered pompously behind Bllly and he,
too, held out a short, fat hand to the
minister.

The speaker smiled benignly down
upon them; liftlng them up In his
arms he stood the little boys upon
the table. He thought the touching
slght of these Innocent and tender
littie orphans would empty the pock-
ets of the audlence. Billy turned red
with embarrassment at his consplcu-
ous poslition, while Jimmy grinned
happlly at the amused congregation.
Horrifled Miss Minerva half rose to

her feet, but decided to remain where
she

was, She was a timld woman
and did not know what course she
ought to pursue. Besides, she had

just caught the Major's smile.

“And how long have you been an
orphan?” the preacher was asking of
Billy,

"IDver sence me an' Wilkes DBooth
Lincoln's born,” sweetly responded
the ehild.

“I 'bout the orphantest boy they
" volunteered Jimmy.

Frances, responding to the latter's
Invitation, had crawled over her fath-
er's legs before he realized what was

is,

was not occupied by its regular pas-
tor, Drother Johnson., Instead, a trav-
eliug muuister, collecting funds for a
church orphenage in Memphis, was
the speaker for the day. Miss Miner-
va rarely missed a service in her own
church. She was always on hand at
the Love Feast and the Mlissionary
Rally and gave liberally of her means
to every cause, She was sitting in
her own pew between Billy und Jim-
my, iir. and Mrs, Garner having re-
malned at home, Across the aisle from
her sat Frances Black, belween her
futher and mother; two pews in front
of her were Mr, and Mrs. Hamilton,

with Lina on the outside next the
aigle. The good Major was there,
too; it was the only place he could

depend upon for seeing Mlss Minerva.
The preacher, after an earnest and
eloquent discourse from the text, “He
will remember the fatherless,” closed
the blg Bible with a bang calculated
to wake up any who rmight be sleep-
Ing. He ecame down from the pulpit
and stood close to hie hearers as he
made his last pathetle appeal,

“My own heart,” sald he, “goes out
to every orphan child, for In the yel-
low fever epldemic of '78, when but
two years old, I lost both father and
mother., If there ure any little 0:‘_11!111!1
children here today, T should be glad
it they wonld come up to the front
and shake hands with me.”

Now Miss Minerva always faithful-
1y responded to every proposal made
by a preacher; It was a part of her
religious conviction. At revivals she
was ever a shining, If solemn and aus-
tero, lght, When a mlnister called
for all thoge who wanted to go to
Heaven to rlge, she was always the
firat one on her feet. If he asked
to see the ralsed hands of those who
were members of the church at the
tendar age of ten years, Mlss Miner-
va's thin, long arm gave a prompt re-
sponse. Once when a celebrated
evangellst was holding a blg pro-
tracted meeting under canvas In the
town and had asked those who had
rend the book of Hezekiah in the
Bible to utand up, Miss Minerva on
one slde of the blg tent and her de-
voted lover on the other slde were
among the few who had risen to thelr
feet, She had rend the good book
from cover to cover, from Genesis to
Revelatlon over and over so she
thought she had read Hezeklah a
acore of thmes,

S0 now, when the preacher called
for little orphans to come forward,
sho leaned down and whispered to
her nephew, “Go up to the front, Wil-
llam, and shake hands with the nice
kind preacher.”

“Wha' fer?” he asked, "1 don't want
to go up there; ev'ybody here'll look
right at me.”

“Are there no little orphans here?”
the minlster wns saying. *“I want to
shake the hand of any little child
who has had the misfortune to lose its
parents.’”

“Go on, Willlam," commanded his
aunt.  “Go shake hands with the
preacher.”

The little boy agaln demurred but,
Miss Minerva Insisting, he obediently
glipped by her and by his chum.

“My Father and Mothar Are Sitting Right There,"

happening. She, too, went smiling

down the aisle, her stiff white dress
standing straight up in the back like
a strutting gobbler's tail, She grabbed
hold of the man's hand, and was
promptly lifted to the table beside
the other “orphans.” Tears stood in
the good preacher's eyes as he turned
to the tittering audfence and said in
a pathetie volee, “Think of it, my
friends, this beautiful little girl has
no mother."

Poor Mrs. Black! A hundred palrs
of eyes sought her pew and focused

themselves upon the pretty young
woman sitting there, red, angry, and
shamefaced,

Mr, Black was visibly
amused and could hardly Keep from
laughing aloud,

As Frances passed by the Hamil-
tons’ pew In her promenade down the
alsle, Mrs. Hamllton leaned across her
husband and made an attempt to
clutch Lina; but she was too late;
already that dignified little “orphan”
was gliding with stately, consclous
tread to joln the others, This was too
much for the audience, A few boys
laughed out and for the first time
the preacher’s susplclons were
aroused. As he clasped Lina's slender,
graceful little hand he asked:

“And you have no father or mother,
Httle gir1?”

“Yes, 1 have, too,” she angrily re-
torted. “My father and mother are
sitting right there,” and she pointed
a slim forefinger to her c¢rimson, em-
barrassed parents.

CHAPTER XIII.
Joh and Pollie Bumpus.

“I never have told a down-right
falsehood,” sald Lina, “Mother taught
me how wlcked it is to tell storles
Did you ever tell a fib to your mother,
I'rances?"

“'Tain't no use to try to 'celve my
mama,” was the reply of the other
little girl; “she’s got such gimlet eyea
and ears she can tell with 'em shut
if you're fibbing. I gave up hope
long ngo, so 1 just go 'long and tell
her the plain gospel truth when she
asks me, 'cause 1 know those gimlet
eyes aund ears of hers 're golng to
worm it out o' me somehow."

“Grown folks pin you down so close
sometimes,” pald Jimmy, “you bound
to 'varicate a little; and I always tell
God I'm sorry. [ tell my mama the
truth 'most all time ‘'cepting when
she adks questions 'bout things ain't
none of her business a tall, and she
all time want to know ‘Who done t?
and If T let on it's me, 1 know she'll
wear out all the slippers and halr-
brushes they 1s paddling my canoe,
‘sides switches, so I jus’' say ‘I do'
know, 'm'—which all time ain't per
zactly the truth. You ever tell Mlss
Minerva stories, Billy?"

“Aunt Cindy always says, 'twa'n't
no harm 't all to beat 'bout the bush
an' try to th'ow folks offer the track
long as you can, but If It come to
the point where you got to tell a out-
an’-out fib, she say for me always to
tell the truth, an’ I jest nachelly do
llke ghe say ever sence I's born,” re-
plied Billy.

The children swung awhils jn g

lence.  Presently Jimmy broke the
quiet by remarking:

“Don’t you all feel gorry for
Miss Pollle Bumpus?

old
She live all

‘by herself, and she ’'bout a million

years old, and Doctor Sanford ain’t
never brung her no chillens 'cause she
'‘ain’t got 'er no husban' to be thelr
papa, and she got a octopus In her
head, and she poor as a post and deatf
as Job's old turkey-hen.”

“Job's old turkey-hen wasn’t deaf,”
retorted Lina primly; “she was very,
very poor and thin.”

“She was deaf, too,” inslsted Jim-
my, " 'cause It's In the Bible. I know
all 'bout Job,"” bragged he.

“I know all 'bout Job, too,” chirped
I'rances.

“Job, nothing!" sald Jimmy, with
a sneer; “you all time talking 'bout
you know all 'bout Job; you 'bout
the womanishest little girl they ls.
Now I know Job 'cause Miss Cecilia
‘splained all 'bout him to me, He's
In the Bible and he sold his birth-
mark for a mess of potatoes and—"

"“You never can get anything right,
Jimmy,” Interrupted Lina; “that was
Esau and It was not his birthmarl,
it was his birthstone; and he sold his
birthstone for a mess of potash.”

“Yes," agreed Frances; *“he saw
Esau kissing Kate and Ksau had to
sell him his birthstone to keep his
mouth shut,"”

“Mother read me all about Job,”
continued Lina; “he was afflicted with
boils and his wife knit him a Job's
comforter to wrap around him, and
he—"

“And he sat under a ‘tato vine,”
put in Frances eagerly, “what God
grew to keep the sun off o' his bolls
and—"

“That was Jonah,” sald Lina, “and
It wasn't a potato vine; It wag—"

“No, 't wasn't Jonah nelther; Jonah
Is inside of a whale's bel—"

“Frances!"

“Stommick,” Frances corrected her-
self, "and a whale swallow him, and
how’s he going to sit under a pump-
kin vine when he's inside of a
whale?"

"It was not a pumpkin vine, it—"

“And I'd jus' like to see a man in-
side of a whale a-setting under a
morning-glory vine.”

"The whale vomicked him up,” sald
Jimmmy.

“What sorter thing is a octopus llke
what y'all say is in Miss Pollie Bum-
pus's head?" asked Billy,

“'Tain't a octopus, It's a polypus,”
explained Frances, cause she's
named Miss Pollie. It's a someping
that- grows in your nose and has to
be named what you's named. She's
named Miss Pollie and she's got a
polypus.”

“I'm mighty glad
got no Eva-pus  in
Jimmy's comment. *“Ain't you glad,
Billy, your Aunt Minerva ain't got
no Miss Minerva-pus?”

“I sho' is," fervently replied Mliss
Minerva's nephew; “she’s hard ‘nough
to manage now like she ig."

“I'm awful good to Miss Pollie,”
sald IPrances, 1 take her someping
good to eat 'most every day., 1 took
her two pieces of ple this morning; I
ate one piece on the way and she
gimme the »ther piece when I got
there. I jus' don't belleve she could
get 'long at all 'thout me to carry her
the good things to eat that my mama
send her; I takes her pies all the
time; she says they're the best smell-
ing pies she smelt,"”

“You 'bout the piggiest girl they
18, sald Jimmy, “all time got to eat
up a poor old woman's ples. You'll
have a Frances-pus in your stomach
first thing you know."”

“Bhe's got a horn that you talk
th'oo,” continued the little girl, serene-
ly contemptuous of Jimmy's adverse
criticism, “and 'fore I knew how you
talk into it, she says to me one day,
‘How's your ma? and stuck that old
hofn at me; so I put It to my ear, too,
and there we set; she got one end of
the horn to her ear and I got the
other end to my ear; so when | saw
this wasn't going to work 1 took it
and blew into it; you-all'd died a-
laughing to see the way I did. But
now I can talk th'oo it's good's any-
body."

“That {8 an ear trumpet, FFrances,”
sald Lina; “it {s not a horn,”

“Let's play ‘Hide the Switch,’” pug-
gested Dilly.

“I'm golng to hide it fArst,”
Frances,

“Naw, you ain't,” objected Jimmy,
“you all time got to hide the switeh
firat. I'm going to hlde it first my-
self.”

“No, I'm golng to say ‘'William Com
Trimbleton,""” sald Frances, “and see
who’s golng to hide It first. Now you-
all spraddle out your fingers.”

T

my mama aln't
her head,” was

cried

CHAPTER XIV.
Mr. Algernon Jones.

Agaln it was Monday, with the
Ladies Ald Soclety In session. Jimmy
was sltting on the grass In his own
front yard In full view of Sarah Jane,
who was .roning clothes In her eabin
with strict orders to keep him at
home. Billy was In the swing In Mlag
Minerva's yard.

“Come on over,"” he Invited,

“l can't,” was the reply across the
fence, “I'm so good now I 'bout got
liglon; I reckon I'm going to be a
milsh'nary or a pol'tlelan, ono or
t'other when I'm a grown-up man
‘cause I'm 80 good; I aln't got
but  five whippings tils  week,
I been pgood ever slnce [ |gt
you ‘suade me to play Injun, [I'm
the goodest boy in this town, I 'apec’,
Sometimes | get scared 'bout being
80 good 'cause I hear a woman sny
it you too good, you going to die or
you afn't got no sense, once. You
come on over here; you ain't trying
to be good like what I'm trylng, and
Miss Minerva don’'t never do nothing

a tall to you 'cepting put you to
bed.”

“I'd ruther to git whipped fifty hup-
derd 'times 'n to haftey go'to bed in

in’ at you,
right th'oo you plumb to the bone.
Naw, I can't come over there 'cause
she made me promise not to. I aln’t
never go back on my word yit.”

“I hope mama won't never ask. me
to promise her nothing a tall, ’'cause
I'm mighty curlous 'bout forgetting, 1
‘spec’ I'm the most forgettingest liitle
boy they is. But I'm so glad I'm so
good, 1 ain’t never going to he be"
no more; so you might just a.' 'well

Bwing, you needn’t ask mo no moya,—
'tain’'t no use a tall,”

“I ain't a-begging you,” cried Billy
contemptuously, “you can set on yo'
mammy's grass where you 1s, an' be
good from now tell Jedgement Day an’
't won't make no change In my busi-
ness,"

“I aln't going to be 'ticed into no
mennness, 'cause I'm so good,” con-
tinued the reformed one, after a short
sllence durlug which he had secrn
Sarah Jane turn her back to hi Y%
“but 1 don't b'lieve it'll be no harm
Jus’ to come over and set in the swing
Witit you; maybe 1 can ‘fluence you
to be good hke me and keep you from
‘ticing little boys Into mischief. L
think I'll just come over and set a
while and help you to be good,” and
he started to the fence. Sarah Jane
turned around In time to frustrate his
plans,

“You git right back, Jimmy,” she
yelled, "you git erway f('om dat-ar
fence an' quit confabbin' wid dat-ar
Willyum. Fixin' to make some mo'
Injuns out o’ yo-selfs, ain't yeh, or
some yuther kin’' o' skeercrows?”

Billy strolled to the other side of
the blg yard and climbed up and got
on the tall pate post. A stranger,
coming from the opposite direction,
stopped and spoke to him,

“Does Mr. John Smith live here’®
he asked.

“Naw, sir,” was the reply; “don’t no
Mr. 'tall live here; jest me an' Aunt
Minerva, an’ she turns up her nose
at anything that wears pants.”

“And where could I find your Aunt
Minerva?" the stranger’s grin was In-
gratiating and agreeable.

“"Why, this here's Monday,” the lit-
tle boy exclaimed, “Of course she's
at the Aid; all the omans roun' here
toes to the Aid on Monday.”

“Your aunt is an old friend of
mine,” went on the man, “and [ knew
she was at the Aid. I just wanted te
find out if you'd tell the truth about
her. Some little boys tell stories, but
I am glad to find out you are so truth-
ful. My name is Mr. Algernon Jonea
and I'm glad to know you. Shakel
Put it there, partner,” and the fascl-
nating stranger held out a grimy paw.

Billy smiled down from his perch
at him and thought he had never met
such a pleasant man, If he was such
an old friend of nis aunt's maybe she
would not object to him because hae
wore pants, he thought, Mayhe sha
might be persuaded to take Mr, Jones
for a husband. Billy almost hoped
that she would hurry home from the
Ald, he wanted to see the two togetiw
er so,

“Is you much of a cusser?” he asked
solemnly, "‘'cause If you 18 vyou'll
hafter cut it out on these premises.”

Mr. Jones seemed much surprised
and hurt at the questlon.

"An oath never passed these lips,”
replied the truthful gentleman.

“Can you churn?”

“Churn—churn?’ with a reminlse-
cent smile, "1 ean churn Ilike na
top,”

Jimmy was dying of curlosity, but
the gate was too far away for him te
do more than, cateh a word now and
then. It was ilso out of Sarah Jane'n
visual llne, so' shg knew nothlng of
the stranger's fdVent,

“And you're re all by yourselff”
insinuated Bllly'#% new friend. “And
the folks next dod

“Mrs, Garner's (]
Garner's gone to".a

. where are they?”
t the Ald, an’ Mr.
Memphis.,

That Im

“She's Got a Horm That You Tati
Through."

they little boy a-seltin’® in they yardl
on they grass,” answered the child,

"I've come to fix your Aunt Minet.
va's water plpe,” sald the truth-loving
‘Mr. Jones. “Come, show me the way}
I'm the plumber.”

“In the bath room?"

asked tho

child, “i didn’t know 1t needed )
fixin""
He led the agreeablo plumbey

through the hall, down the long back
poreh to the bath room, remarkings

“I'll jes' watch you work,” And ha
seated himself In the only chair,

Here 18 where Bllly recelved one o
greatest surprises of his life
The rascinating stranger grabbed hioa
with a rough hand and hisgsed:

“Don’t you dare open your mouth
or I'll erack your head open an(| scage
ter your brains. I'll eat you alive,”

The Aerce, bloodsho* eyes,  which
had seemed so laughing and merry '
before, now glared Into those of the
little boy as the man took a stont cord
from his pocket, bound Billy to the
¢halr and gagged him with a large
bath towel. Energetle Mr, Jones took
the key out of the door, shook hig o,

at the chlld, and went out, and locked
the door behind him,

(TO BE CONTINUEDY

the daytime with Aunt Minerva look-
An' her Bpecs can gee.

quit begging me to come over and




