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PETE THE PEDLAR, OR,

A BOY'S START IN THR
WORLD.

.
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’ CHAPTER 1.

One day in the month of Novem-
ber, thirty years ago, a man was
chopping wood in the forest about a
mile from the village of Rawsonville,
State of Wisconsin. His name was
John Wilkins, and he was known as
a hard-working and honest man. K Af-
ter being idle a good part of the
Summer and Fall from want of work,
he had begun to cut wood for the
railroad at so much per cord. Back
in the village he had a wife and son,
the latter being named Peter, and
being then a lad of seven.

Soon after noon on this first day
of -his. chopping the woodcutter be-
gan on his second tree. It was a
large maple, and when he had cut
half way through the man paused to
rest.

Two squirrels began chasing each
other over the ground, and as he
watched them he forgot for a mo-
ment thet there was danger above.
High up in the top there was a dead
limb. The strokes of the axe had
loosened it, and as the . chopper
watched the squirrels frisking about
the limb came plunging down and
crushed him to earth.

When Mr. Wilkins did not return
home that evening the alarm was giv-
-en’ and men went in search of him.
He was soon found, but he had been
dead for hours. A dead limb in the
dark woods on a dreary November
day had made a woman a widow and
& boy fatherless. .

. Thente on Mrs. Wilkins earned the
support of the little family by sew-
ing. The bpy was in school, and
was kept there. It was three years
before he was able to earn anything
by doing odd jobs before or after
school hours. In ‘a small village
there is very little that a boy can
do to earn rhoney. !

Five years had passed, when there
was another  accident, or tragedy.
One Saturday - Pete, as everybody
called him, was promised a quarter
if he would loov up a lost cow be-
longing to one of the villagers. It
was a warm, still- day in Summer.

While he was in the woods looking
after the cow his mother took a pail
and started across the fields to pick

rries, of which there was a
plentiful supply that season. She had
to cross a creek, and in springing
from one bank to the other she fell
into the water. It was not more
than -two feet deep, and it seemed as
if a child could have gotten out safe-
1y, but the woman was drowned. It
wasnot until the next day that she
was found. ’

The house and lot had been only
partly paid for, and though the fu-
neral did not cost much, the ex-
penses had to be paid by the neigh-
bors. Pete was left alone in the
world without so much as a shilling
to his name. What little furniture
there was no one would buy.

A good many were asking what
family

gave Him a home for a week, and
then another took him in, and a
month had passed, and he did not
know yet what was to become of
him. He was a well.grown boy and
able and willing to work, but there
was little or nothing for him to do.

Living in the outskirts of the vil-
lage was an ord man called Mims
the Miser. His name was Mims, and
it was known for sure that®*he had
money and was very stingy with it.
We went about in rags.-ate the paor-
est food and never had been known
to give anybody as much as a penny.
He had such a reputation for being
miserly and hard-hearted that he-was
the last person any one would have
applied to for help. Pete knew Mr.
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When the earth first began to take
form and shape and to assume its
spherical proportions, its water sup-
ply was in bad shape. There was
water enough, to be sure, but no sys-
tem. The earth in her first infancy

Mims by sight, as all others did, tut
never had spoken to him.

One day the boy was sent on an
errand that led him past the hut 31
the miser. Theold man was gather-
ing wood not far away, and as he
caught sight of Pete he beckoned to
him to come through the gate, and
then to follow him into the .ouse.
The lad obeyed, with some fear end
a great deal of amazement. There
There was only one room, and all
the furniture in it could have bteen
carried on a man’s back.

““Well, boy,”” beégan the smiser as
they entered the hut, ‘‘they i€éll me
that vour mother is dead.”’

‘““Yes, sir,”” replied Pete.

“Your father was a fool for losing
his life five ycars ago, and now your
mother must go and get drownecd in
the brook. Some folks don't kvow
how to keep alive. Who has taken
you in?”’

“I am stopping with \'r,
a fR days.””

““And when he don’t want vog sny
longer where are you going?”’

“I—I can’t, say, sir.”’

““Of course you can’t!’”’ snarled the
old man. “Nobody wants a father-
less boy around. No matter how
hard he works, they are afraid he’ll
eat too much. People pretend-to be
very sorry for 'us when we are in
trouble, but they put most of it on.
I suppose you’ve been told a hundred
times over that I'm a mean and
stingy old man?”’ g

“Something like that, sir,”” replied,
Pete. by

““Are you one of the boys that have
run after me and called me names? ’

“No, sir.’’

“No, I don’t think you are. I think
your mother brougnt you up better
than that. Well, I am stingy. I have
to be, or people would beg every-
thing I have. Because I won’t lend
money to everybody without ‘security
and give them a chance to:beat. me
they call me a miser. I don’t go
anywhere, and 1 wear old clothes,
and so I'm called mean!/ Boy, did
you ever hear of my cheating any
one in this village?'" A

“No, sir.”’ .

“When I lend my money shouldn’t
I have good intprest?”’ '

““Other folks want interest.””

Clark for

not called misers for it. I don’t care
what they call me, however. I know
what I am. You are a boy without
father or mother., You have got to
make yout own way in the world.
Let us have a talk of what youare
going to do.” |

(To be continued.)
A

A SIMPI,E FIGURE PUZZLE.

This will pﬁzzle you somewhat un-
til you look at the solution on the
smaller slate.

=
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‘He was a buffalo, and his name
was Abijab. He was not a nice
tempered buffalo. He used to put his
head down and wave his tail and

Rick till the rabbits on the prairie
ran into their holes in terror.

Abijah had very few friends. Most
of the animals didn’t like his ways,
but Abijah didn’t care. He used to
roar and bellow and buffle (which is
a' kind of combination of roaring and
bellowing and domineering and bully-
ing) all the more. You see, he never
had been taught any manners at all,
and he had no idea how imuolite it
was to behave in that way.

But, one day, when Abijah was feel-
ing particularly lively, he walked a
long way over the prairie, lashing
his tail, when all at once he saw be-
fore him an old white cart horse.
Abijais yoared and tharged at Sthe
cart hesse, but the cart horse only
looked >t him mildly, and went on
'pulling at the long prairie grass.

“Why:don’t you run?’’ bellowed
'Abijah. ‘‘Don’t you see how terrible
I am?’’

The cart horse looked at him a-
gain. ““You are rather excitable,”” he
said; ‘‘but I know another creature
who’s much: more terrible than you.”’

““No!”’ roared Abijah. ‘“‘It’s impos-
sible! Show me the creature, and
111 frighten him up a tree in no
time.”’

“Why,”” said the cart horse, * if
you’d really like to met him I'll take
‘you ‘to see him; but it’s quite a long
“way.”

“I don’t care!’’ answered ‘Abijah,

2 Jeaping three feet in the air and com-

ing down on all four feet at once. He
was so used to that sort of gymnas-
tic exercise that he couldn‘t talk
pleasantly without it.

“*Well, come on,”” said the cart
horse, and he trotted quietly off,
‘with Abijah capering after him. When
] long
.way, they came upon two steel rods
lying on ~the ground, and so long.
Abijah couldn’t see the end of
them. They, were raflfoad tracks;

“I’1l hite you.’’

|loud as-the locomotive’s own. ?Pec—,J

but Abijah never had seen anything’
like them before, and didn’t  under-
stand them. -

“Now we -must wait here, behind
the trees,’”’ said the cart horse, ‘‘un-
til the monster comes along.”

So they waited, and pretty soon
they heard a = puffing sound in the
distance.

‘““Now he’s coming,”” whispered the
cart horse; ‘“‘but don’t go near him,
because he’s very terrible!”’ .

“Well, I never!’’ exclaimed Abijah,
indignantly, beginning to buffle a-
gain. ‘I tell you I'm going to scare
him up a tree!”’

And then the monster came rushing
from the distance. It was a locomo-
tive, and it screeched and puffed
much more terribly than Abijah.

But Abijah was not going to give
in, so he stood in front of the mon-
ster and roared his loudest  roar.
But when the monster came tearing
down upon him he decided it was
best to step aside. So he jumped out
of the way just as the locomotive
and train of cars went rushing past.

My, but it has a long taill” ex-
claimed Abijah, , rather;, out of
breath. “I’'m not afraid of it, though.
If I could find one standing still I'd
soon make it run-up a tree, as I told
you.” g

‘“You’d much better - not touch
them,’’ replied the cart horse; ‘‘but
if you really want to wait for the
next one, I don’t mind. Sometimes
they stop to get a drink, and if the
next one does you can go and speak
to it and get acquainted. But, real-
ly, I would advise you to leave it
alone.”’

“Never!’’ shouted Abijah. So they
waited, and in a little while another
locomotive came shrieking from the
distance. Just as it got near them
it slowed down and stopped, and
Abijah pounced out from the trees to
fall upon his prey.

‘““What are you doing here?”’ he
shouted, and he butted at the loco-
motive. But then he bellowed again,
for the locomotive was hard, and
hurt his horns.

‘““Never mind,”” he cried, angrily ;

‘And he bit the locomotive as hard
as he could. But the locomotive was
hot, and burned Abijah; and then he
gave a roar that was very nearly as

«Of course they do, and they aref

was so hot that the water was all
turned to steam and hovered in'great
clouds all' around the seething . sur-

of ‘steam reduced down to a small
affair.

But still there was no system, for,
as the earth ‘was perfectly round,
there was no place for the water to
settle, and it just went rolling round
and round, wave upon wave, and
there was not a dry spot for the
Head Apprentice to put his foot on.

He was in a dreadful perplexity.
Finally in the garret of the universe
he found a section of an old ring
that had once heen mad¢ for Saturn
and found too small. He took this,
and sharpening it on its inside edge,
he jabbed it down into the earth as
hard as he could and made a sort of
wall. The water went on rolling
round the earth, but when it reached
the bit of ring it bad to stop, and
simply piled up in a great watery
bank. But on the other side of the

‘1906,

climates to be adjusted before he
could expect to have much luck with
live things. So he kept on planning,
and did hislsinging down in ’his
heart.

HER CONCLUSION.
We called her Tommy, sometimes,
For when she wished to play,
She hated to be tidied,
In quite a dreadful way,
Her hair was very golden,
Her skin was pink and white;
When she was clean and shining,
We called her ‘‘heart’s delight,”
One day. when very’ busy,
She felt of time a lack,
So said ’twould be convenient
To have her skin dyed black.
But after bath and brushing
' She viewed herself that night,
Then whispered to her mother,
gm glad I washed out white.”™

face. Every time a cloud dropped
too low and hit the earth it .would
hiss like a hot flatiron, only a mil-
lion times harder, and red hot rocks
would break off and go flying up
through the clouds and create an
awful uproar.

The Head Apprentice, whose busi-
ness it was to make the earth a
thing of usefulness and beauty, had
high times dodging out of * harm’s
way, and in those days his job was
anything but an easy one. Once he
almost lost his left eye when a rock
hit him, and he waslaid up for half
an eon, and 'in the meantime the
earth went on' splitting and  melting
together 'again, and hissing and
grumbling and roaring like the great
furnace that it was. y

When the Head Apprentice’s eye
got better so he could see again the
earth was beginning to cool off and
the clouds were lifting higher, and
there was not so much spluttering
going on. So he ventured to take a
closer look, and to plaﬂ how to get
the water out of the clouds and dis-
tributed on the earth. He soon found
out by experimenting that he could
cool off a-cloud if he could keep it
still long enough. So he made some
nets and caught the clouds. Then he
held them still till they cooled and
the steam condensed and fell like rain
on the earth. He kept doing this un-
til finally he had the great volumes

j . .
haps it frightened the engine — at
least, 'Abijah liked to think so, for it
began puffing again, and steamed a~-
way, while Abijah went wildly rac-
ing back over the plain.

The cart horse ambled slowly af-
ter, but Abijah was home before the
cart horse had gone a quarter qgf &
mile. e

A few days later, when the ‘cart
horse was wandering on the prairie,
he met Abijah again. i

“Good morning,”’ said Abijah. “I
left you so—er—suddenly the other
day that I forgot to say that I'd be
very glad to have you come and seec
me sometime. Won’'t you take din-
ner with -me the day after to-mor-
row?"”’

So the cart horse went, and Abijah
was so pleasant that they got on
beautifully together. At the end of
fhe meal Abijah said, suddenly: ‘“You
know, I don’t. belieye that monster
knew how to climb a tree!’”

‘I don’t believe he did,”’
cart. horse.

And ever since then Abijah has been
so gentle that he has made many
friends and has become a far nicer,
wiser and happier bufialo.

said the

HE ALMOST LOST HIS LEFT EYE WHEN A HOT

ring the water rolled away, moving
always in the direction of the earth’s
motion.

This left a great dry place, and the

Head Apprentice was so pleasad that,

he laughed aloud, and pouncing
down with a big spade, he went 1o
work like mad unti] he had dug an
enormous hole, and lo! there was an
ocean, while the,earth thrown Ly tke
spade made the first dry land.

Delighted with his success, the Head
Apprentice took his spade and pice
of ring and went round to the other
side of the earth, where he repeated
the pracess. Then he named:ths two
oceans the Atlantic and the Y’acific,
just as they are called to-day.

Now that he had something to
start with, the Head Apprentice sat
down on top of one of his piies of
dirt (known to-day as the ' Andes
Mountains), and there he thought out
the greatest system ever known on
earth. There lay all the dry land Le
Had spaded up, and there was all the
water bunched into two great oceans.

fThe question was hqw to arrange a

perpetual water motion which would
permeate the land and irrigace It so
he could plant his garden aad get
things started for the final use of the
children of men. :

First of all he made canals to con-
nect the two oceans and form the
continents. Then he dug holes upon
the hills, and ditches for their out-
lets. He then condensed some more
clouds ‘and dropped the water iuto
these holes, and they becameé lakes,
while, the ditches were rivers. This
clearing away of the clouds gave the
sun a chance to help. Good old Sol
hitched millions of little buckets on-
to his rays and let them down into
the ocean and went to drawing
water.
water he emptied it into the lakes,
and it trickled back down the hills in
every direction. In this - way the
earth was beautifully wet up, and
the sun has kept up the practice ever
since.

For the last completing touch the
Head Apprentice drilled tiny tunnels
everywhere underneath the hills, and
beside their openings he planted " the
seeds of the first trees, which after-
ward furnished the world with coal.
These trees began pumping, pumping,
with their mighty roots until the
water was sucked up through the un-
derground channels and came bub-
bling out of the ground in cool
springs. Then the old earth sang for
joy, for out of the springs comes the
water of life. ; -

As for the Head Apprentice, he had
no time to stop and sing, for he had
other work on hand. There were the

“Do you suppose,’’ said Mr. Wren,
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+This snow will ever thaw?'s
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“It will if it
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DICKEY'S PALM LEAF HAT

COSTELLA G. WASHBURN.

: FURERRE N

&
-
®
*
*
#*
L
*®
L g
»

(AR EE R R R AR R R R 8 B =

Aunty Parsons climbed leisurely out
of the old-fashioned chaise, reached
under the low seat and drew out a
newspaper bundle.

‘‘Here, Richard,’”” she said, “is the
new hat I promised you. I braided
it out of some palm leaf I found in
the attic. Some I had  left - years
ago. The blue band is made . of the
two premium ribbons that old Black
Jerry won at the County Fair when,
he was a colt., Take good cdre
that hat, for I cannot  make an-
other.”’

“It’s great, Aunty,” said Dickey,
as he jammed the hat upon his head

As fast as the sun drew the |

“SHE PLACED IT ON THE COW’S
HORNS.”

and hurried to join Viola, who was
waiting for him at the gate, “on her
way to the house of old lady Squier,
where she had been sent with a mes-
sage. i

Viola was Dickey’s cousin, and she
was helping to make his first Sum-
mer in the country as interesting for
him as she had made her seven pre-
vious Summers to herself and fam-
ily.

‘Let’s stop and watch the shiners
a few minutes,” she suggested, as
they neared the willow-bordered
pond. ‘“Oh, see that big one, Dickey!
You couldn’t catch him in your hat,
could you?®

Off came the hat, and in a second
Dickey was kneeling by a little pool
and reaching out for the fish.

‘“I've got him!’”’ he cried, triumph-
antly, reaching up the dripping hat.
“It’s a beauty,’”’ said Viola; ~ ‘““but
your hat’s pretty weét, Dickey.”
‘““Yes,”” said Dickey,-soberly, ‘‘go it
is.”” :
‘“How shall T dry it?"”
““Oh, leave it. on that rock in the
sun for a while, and it will be all
right,’”’ replied Viola.

The hot sun soon dried the hat,
though Dickey said it felt a little
limp as he put it on.

Whaen they reached the top of the
hill they found quantities of ripe
blueberries.

“My, but they are good,””  said
Dickey. ‘Let’s pick some for Mrs.
Squier; she’s very fond of them, and
maybe she will give us some of her
caraway cookies.”’

““Your hat would be just the thing

A to pick.the berries in," said

Viola,

5
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““Yes,”” assented the boy, ‘‘and we’ll
fill it in no time.”

When the hat was nearly full Viola
said, ‘“We must hurry now. Let’s see
who can get over the wall first.”

Viola, accustomed to climbing walls
and fences, was quickly over, but
Dickey, in his haste to be first, caught
his foot in the wall and fell head-
long upon”’the hat full of berries.

“There, now, see what you made
me do!’’ he cried, crossly. ‘“The hat
lwill be all stained. What shall I do
about it?”’ :

““Well,”” replied Viola, ‘“you’ll have
to throw the berries away. Thén you
go over to the spring and wash the
stains off while I run on
Squier’s with the message.”

The girl was quickly back, calling:

‘“Here are the cookies, after all,
two for each of us. I told Mrs..
Squier how you tumbled over the
wall and spoiled the berries we had
for her.”’ A

“Now we will sit here And eat the
tookies and rest a while.* We’ll make
some cups out of these big basswood
leaves and drink some of this spring
water; it is as cold as ice water.”’

‘““What’s that crawling about in the
mud?’”’ asked Dickey, as-he bent to
fill his cup.

“Why, it’s a little mud turtle,”” an-
swered Viola. ‘‘Let’s catch him and
put him into your hat, so we can See
him better.” .

Into the hat went the muddy tur-
tle, but as he refused to move about
there the'children soon tired of him,
and put him back beside the water.

Just then Mooley, the old red cow,
came near, -quietly eating grass.

“It’s the fashion for horses to wear
hats, and Mooley ought to have gne,
too,”” exclaimed Viola, mischievous-
ly. “Lend her yours, Dickey,” and
snatching it from his hand, ““ she
placed it upon one of the cow’s
horns? M

Mooley, startled by the girl’s sud-
den motion and frightened at the
strange object waving before her eyes,
ran awkwardly down the hill and up
the lane to the barmydrd, whera! she
stopped at the horse trough tossing
the hat into the mud.and pu‘,ting her
foot in it just as the children came
running after her.

‘“There now, the
cried Dickey. ;i . .

““Oh, well,”” answered the girl, cool-
ly, ‘‘the trough is a good place to
wash- it off. Don’t wait for it dry,
but come on over to the well curb
and look for ' the big trout VUncle
John put in there yestéerday.’”

hat is all mud!”

s -
e
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“HERE RICHARD, SHE SAID.”

As Dickey leaned over, down fell his
hat into the well.

‘“Oh, dear! Now it is lost,
what will- Aunty Parsons say?’>
crild, despairingly.

““Get your hook and line and fish it
out. . Why don’'t you ever think of
things yourself?’’

After some minutes the hat was
safely landed, again soaking wet.

“How am I ever going to dry it,
now that the sun has set?’” asked

and
he

‘| Dickey.

“I'll go to the house and get a
match and we will build a little fire
of grass and twigs,”’ replied Viola.

The fire was built and the hat held
over it, sometimes very mnear. Once
it got scorched a little on one side.

“*“There, it’s dry enough now,’”’ ob-

served Viola, shortly; = “it is getting
smoked, too; and there’s Grandma
calling us to supper. Say, but I'm
hungry!”’
- As they went. up the path Aunt
Lorinda Coles, who was just step-
ping off the porch after bidding
Grandma  good-night, remarked :
‘““Seems to me that palmleaf hats
nowadays don’t look so well as the
ones I used to braid.”

BOBBY’S BASHFULNESS.

Bobby’s bashfulness was a great
trial to himself and his mother. His
two older brothers and two younger
sisters were by no means so afflicted.

to Mrs. |-

= WBeh
'Tis pleasant to night. Jets go to the Fete;

Said one black crow urnto his mate,

“The more the merrier, thentoowmamse §
W ought togh for the dood of the CAWS! | :

Bobby’s trouble dated from the
time, when he was a very little boy,
that his méther sent him to the mar-'
ket for a beefsteak.

“Ask\for it politely,”” she had said.

When he had arrived at the shop
the day being chilly, the door was
closed. ' $0 Bobby, mindful of  his
maniers, had knocked and then wait-
ed until a red-faced man, wearing a
white apron, had opened the door.

“Please, my mother wants to buy,
a steefbeak here,”” he said.

After living through the butcher’s
loud laughter, Bobby had thereafter
begged and implored them not to
send him to the shops.

But Bobby’s birthday was at hand.
And when a boy is six years old,
and his birthday comes on the Fourth
of July, it is time to stiffen up his
backbone. ;

So Bobby. himéelf said he would
buy the fireworks—at least the fire-
crackers. The rest of the fireworks
were coming out by father in the af-
ternoon. ' d

‘“That is right, Bobby,” said mo-
ther, smiling encouragingly. ‘‘There
is a,new twenty-five cent piecd for
you to buy 'them with.”

So Bobby, with a quaking heart,
but outwardly calm, took his way to’
the village drug store, where. they al-
so kept groceries and fireworks.

This time Bobby walked in, but he
stood a long time in front of. the
counter before any . one paid the
slightest atténtion to him.

Then a young man with a conde-
scending manner Jlooked at him lang-
uidly and” said, ‘*Well, sir, what do
you want?’’

the winds.
‘practiced saying:

““ Twenty-five cents worth of fire
c!'acki;rs, if you please.”

But now he stuttered something, of
which the clerk only understood the
word crackers. Nodding carelessly,
he began to weigh—what do you
think?—soda crackers!

And Bobby, with horror-stricken
eyes, let him!

He took the bundle and rushed up
the street as fast as he could fly. At
the bridge he paused and look at:the
water, in which he had often fished 3,
then, with a bursting heart, he threw,
the bag as far as he could.

“There’s a fourth of July dinner;
for the fish from that dunce that]
doesn’t know enough to buy the right’
‘kind of crackers,’”’ he cried, then he
marched on, unaware that the young
minister had heard him.

Bobby was-at home .a few dreadful
minutes before the other children'
came along and the minister came up
the walk. ‘ ;

‘“Hello, Bobby,”’ he said, in a cor-,
dial fashion. ‘“You are the very chipi
I am after. I want to have:a regu-y
lar old-fashioned Fourth to-morrow j:
lots of noise, you know.”” °

Yes, Bobby knew. And he knew al-
so that twenty-five cents worth of;
beautiful noise was now feeding the’
fishes in the mill stream. '

““Will you go down with me to help
select some things?’’ continued = tha.
minigter.

Bobby could and would,
his heart was not in it.

But it was by the time they reachs
ed the store. By that time he hadi
found out that the minister, who hel,
had heretofore regarded as a walking!
dictionary and a born orator, hadi
been as afflicted as he. * ¢ '

“Yes, Bobby,”
*T was suddenly called on to tell my;,
class at the seminary about a great
service that I had attended, and I‘
said, ‘“Then the bishop went up in:
the preachet and began to pulp!’ ”’

After Bobby had laughedyat this hsi
said, “How did you ever get over
ity

‘By keeping at it, Bobby, and not!
minding being laughed -at now and!
then,”’ said the minister. :

Bobby, at his ease now and in fine|
spirits, entered the drug store againi
and the young man waited on them.{
Bobby, with the air of an adept, Se=i
lected a fine lot of the right kind ofi

alihoﬁghi !

crackers with unlimited powers of
banging.

MR. BUGG’S FRIGHT.
““A. bird in the hand is worth two in
the bush,”’ o
‘At least, so the adage doth say;
Mr. Bugg and his girl have a differ-
' ent view—
They say they can’t see it that way
Mr. Bugg, he was sitting, one bright.
. Summer day,
On a toadstool, his sweetheart close
by; )
When it happened by chance, at the
-, sky they did glance,
both. of them uttered

& CIya

A big bird of prey (a monstrous
blue-jay),
Was swooping right down toward !
the two;
They were both filled with fright at
the terrible sight,
And didn’t quite know what do, !

Bugg leaped from. his perch—left his
girl in the lurch, \
And hurried as fast as he could.
Mr. Bird soon caught up—on Bugg he'
did sup—
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Bobby’s rehearsed speech flew to.
All the way down he had -

b e

said the minister,| -

Next time I guesBugg will be '
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