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) | SLEERY -TIME TALES
FRTHE] JTTLEST @wﬂé
THE SOAPSUDS GNOMES

- mamma told her
Sleepytime Story the other
evening she had another
listener besides her little
asughter Dorothy; and he was a most
{2 dent highly impressed one, too,
as you ¢ all see for yourqelf pres-

'erhaps mamma had figured
be—and maybe she told the
. story she did precisely for

he would
kind ot
that purp
Bobbie was his name and he was
porothy’s ousin, visiting her for a
fow days while his own mamma and
papa Were away on a trip. He had
arrived evening before and
mamma had, as grown-up people say,
whad her hands full with him” ever
since. ' that Bobbie was a bad
poy—for he wasn’t—but he certainlky
was a ‘whiner.” You know what a
wwhiner” is, don’t you? Well, he's a

{ the

poy who
n't do that!” or *“I don’t

Only that evening mamma had
promised
on the bed and listen to the Sleepy-

time Tale If he wouldn’'t object to

having his face washed and wouldn’t‘

wiggle gquirm and twist and cry
isn’t
Bobbie,” she had saild,
good little boy and let
face and hands for bed,
carry « like yvou did this
If vou'll be good I'll let
to the story.”
there was one thing that

1t's Body Resembled Nothing So Much
As a Big Round Soap Bubble.

:ep Bobbie quiet was hear-

so he had promised read-
would you believe it—|

es later when mamma
s faece he

and wriggle and

b mamma reminded
romised to hold still and
e I washed your face.

Aunty,”” he had re-
nny little lisping way
v ears ithn't part of

ike laughing—for it
but she
doing so For, she
bbie was entirely too old a
vbout a wash-rag and
and water. So, the task

nplished, she settled her-

ply, wasn't it?

is forever and a day saying |

to let him come in and sit|

e was soap in his eye|

began to |

\
) e

~

%

| gelf by the side of the bed and began:
» . L4 L £l * L
| Once upon a time—

Bobbie's eyes fairly glistened. Tol
his way of thinking, every goed story
always began that way.

Once upon a time, there was a lit-
tle boy who just wouldn't wash his
face. My, how he did scream ané
twist and squirm and whine every
time his Nurse so much as turned on
the faucet in the bowl! Every night
and morning Nurse had to fairly drag
him into the bathroom and, goodness
me, what faces he would make and
how he would yell about soap in his
eye and in his ears!

One night this little boy, whom we
will call Bobbie—you don’t mind, dol

|

ivou, Bobble?—had a most terrible
dream. Awakening from a sound
sleep, it seems, he rubbed his eyes
and stared—and stared. ‘Right Yhere,[
perched on the footboard, was the
most pecullar looking creature he had
ever seen.

Its body resembled nothing so much |
as a blg, round soap-bubble; and it
was sghining, too, with all the colors |
of the rainbow, just as a soap-bubble |
does in the sunlight. }

Around its head, turban fashlon,y

|
|
|

was wrapped a wash-rag, and its
{ hands, attached to pipe-stem arms,
' held a cake of coap and a tiny scrub-
{bing brush.

Poor little Bobbie gave one look and {
started to scream. But up went the
hand holding the scrubbing brush in |
a gesture that commanded silence.

i “Humpht'" laughed the Soapsuds
Gnome—for that was what he was—
“Humph! Look fellows, he’s yvelling |
hefore we've even begun to scrub him
All ready? Then come on! Grab
him!"”’

1

HITTING THE TRAIL,

Sproot leather boots that|came almost|cff his neck. '

If he's going and you

O say that Hal and his younger 'up to thelr knees. An old\pair of trous-]want to stop him, lean back just a lit-

brother Jack were

when their father told them to

“pack up” for a three-weeks’
trip with him in the Rocky Moun-
taims wouldn’'t begin to express their
feelings. Why, they had dreamed of
climbing towering peaks, and riding
miles and miles on horseback every
day and visiting the Indians on a
nearby reservation ever since their fa-
ther had first told them he hoped to
be able to take them on such a trip.
But only ‘“hoped,” mind you! And,
oh, mow fearful they were lest some-

| thing unexpected should come up and

prevent the trip. But at last it was

| all’ settled—and they were going!

Now they were actually on their
way! For three full days and nights
their train had rolled along westward,
through farm land

towns and then across the open, roll- might on a-long rope which had been | derstood.
|ing prairie extending as far as the passed around a huge canvas pack on

eye could-see. How strange it all was
to the little boys, accustomed as they
y X 5 -

'and an old coat, completed their cos- |
| tume. Strappeéd to the baak of each |
|saddle was a bright yellow; “slicker,” |
which is really quite similar to the oil- |
| skins deep-sea fishermen wear; and in- |
| side this was rolled a Mackinaw blan- |
ket coat, warm and thick.

“Think you ec¢an: ride him, Jack?”|
| whispered Hal, pointing to the little
pony that stood, head dowm and the

overjoyed | ers; a slouch hat, a warm wwolen shirt |tle in your saddle and give a short

easy pull on the reins—but don’t pull
hard, you young cowpunchers, or He'll
swing around on his hind legs and
throw you off. Understand ? All
right, gimme your foot, Hal-—thers,
up we go!” ¥

And Hal was in the saddle in a
trice. Both boys had ridden a little
with their‘father at home, but only
occasionsally. And, if the truth be

!long’ reins dragging on the ground in |teld, they were a little afraid of these |

| front of him.

“I—I don’'t know, Jack, for sure;
| he doesn’'t look very wild, does he?"
But—" |
| Just then & most unearthly screech{
| rang out and\the boys hurried around
the flanks. of their horses to behold |

“bronchos,” despite the assurance of
Goldie that they weren’t of the “buck-
ing’* kind.

“Hi! Hi!” yelled GoMdie as he threw
his leg over his own mount. “Get
along, you slab-sided cockle-burrs!”

Hal looked around in surprise.

the source of the noise, ,There was | Surely be couldn't be speaking to|

and’ populous  Goldie, the guide, tugging with ail his | them in that fashion!

the back of a broncho.
The horse was hitched to a post and |

Then  he un-
Goldie was yelling at the
three “pack-horses’” to make them
trot along in front; for you have to
watch these wiry little raseals all the

2k

And, with his command, out sprang |

a ‘host of creatures just like him. In-

deed, there must have been most a |
million of them. And they seized poor |

little Bobble by his arms and legs and
his hair, pulled him out of bed and
carried him into the bathroom.

“Overboard with' him, fellows!”
cried the leader. “we'll give him
something to cry for!”

“And something to wriggle for!"
put in another.

Poor Bobbie. Splash! — and they
dumped him right into the big bath-
tub, half-full of water!
he was so amazed, so frightened, that
he simply couldn’t scream, though he
tried his best to.
| “Now,’ commanded the leader of
the Soapsuds Gnomes, “get busy!
Make it thick, too!”

And with that, every Gnome
reached down-into the water with his
hand that held his cake of soap and
began to move it rapldly back and
forth, up and down. They were mak-
g the suds—=and “threy: were- making
it thick!

“Goodness me, what a splashing
[there was! And how the churning
of the many tiny hands in the water
quickly brought the suds to the top.
Higber and higher the soapsuds rose
untit they seemed to poor Bobbie,
ying flat on his back like huge moun-
tains rising about him.

Just then Hobbie made one last des-
perate effort to cry out and succeeded
in getting his mouth open. But in-
stantly splash and kerflop! — a
Gnome had leaped onto Bobbie’'s cheek
and clapped his soapy hands right
over the open mouth Ugh! How bit-
ter and—and—soapy it did taste!

“That's encugh, young man!” the
Gnome exclaimed: “That's enough
for vyou; now you'll see how it really
'astu;q to get soap in your mouth! We
aren't as kind as’ your poor Nurse—
and we don’t care what happens to

yvou!"
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are words of four let-
t one below an-
letters, beginning

r 'left-hand corner and,

ending at the lower left-hand corner,
will spell the name of a precious stone,
1. Moist.
Neat.
To be afraid
To appear
A heavenly body.
A girl's name
An action.
Answer.
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ear. Reject-eject. Ideal-deal. Neat-
eat. Glove-love. Spring.
ZIGZAG PUZZLE: Diamond.
DAMP
TIDY
FEAR
SEEM
MOON
ENID
DEED

CROSS-I’ATCH.

’*‘”»’—5
ALY R

I
: [ |

Cross-Pateh, draw t

he latch,

Sit by the fire and spin;
Take a cup, and drink it up,

And call

tting out

neighbors in.

1 t tti t} Y
k spots and fitting them

Bless you, |

gt/ ANNS
a #, N

L G Fes™ S
=)
S\ 7

ST

|
|
|

| were to the country of the East. At
llast, the mountains were sighted, way
off on the horizon.

f “There they are, Hal!” cried Jack,
peeping out through the window.

Finally, at dusk, they reached the |
station and, after a plain but substan- |
there, |
Bright and |

tlal meal at the little hotel
“turned in"” for the night.
early the next morning, you may be

sure, they were up and about. Indeed

l.they ‘could .scarcely dress for looking |
| out of the windows of their room at|

|the huge, towering mountains, flecked
| here and there with splotches of snow.
But Father told them to be patient

and assured them that before the trip |

was over they would see all they cared
|to see of the mountains—and maybe
a little more!

Breakfast was over by six o’clock

and they went out to the back of the|

hotel where ‘““Goldie,”” the guide whom
Father had engaged to take them into
the mountains, was waliting with their
bronchos all sadtiled and ready. They
shook hands with him gravely and
Hal nudged Jack to look at the
“chaps,” or skin overalls the -guide
was wearing. The boys had seen them
on cowboys in pictures many a time;
but now they beheld ‘“‘the real thing.”

Ag for the !unris(s_' costumes, they
were interesting to the people inside
of them, even though they weren’t
regulation “chaps.” Father and Hal
and Jack had donned heavy, water-

| was quite evidently resenting the ty-
|ing of the “pack,” which contained
|a part of their camping outfit, upon
| him. Moreover, he was rearing and
| plunging, and letting out the hideous
noise at every tug of the rope. But
Goldie didn’t seem to be in the least
alarmed and went steadily about his
business. Father and the Dboys
watched him with keen interest as he
tied the huge canvas-covered bundles
upon two more ‘“pack-horses.”

“Now, Mr. Hamilton,” said Goldle,
| mopping his perspiring brow with a
flaring red handkerchief, *“if you and
these little cowboys are ready we’ll hit
the trail. Son’'—this to Hal—"did |
you ever ride a Western horse? Nope? |
Well, let me tell you a few things
about ’em that you don’t want to for-
get. {

“irst of all, never pull hard on the |
| reins—let 'em hang free and easy so
your pony can have his head. And
when you want him to turn to the
right just lift the reins and lay ’em
over on that side of his neck. If you
want him to ga to the left lay ’em to
that side. Yon don’t have to pull on
the right rein, or the left, like you do
on those plugs you ride back East;
it you do, he’ll turn 'round and ’'round |
in a circle.

“And just one thing more, young |
fellers, when you want him to start,
rise a little in your stirrups, lean for- |
ward and lift your reins straight up

They Shook Hands With Him Gravely, and Hal Nudged Jack to Look at the “Chaps” the Guide Was Wearing.

time on the trall else they will stray
away and sometimes knock the big
burdens off their backs by rubbing up
agalnst overhanging boughs.

Jog-jog-jog—jog-jog. -Hal felt ‘that
he couldn’t hold on to his breath,
much less his saddle. And little Jack
was bobbing up and down like a float
at the end of a fishing line. Father
didn’t seem to mind it at all; and as
for Goldle, well, he seemed quite as
much at home as though he were sit-
ting in a rocking chair. Most West-
ern horses either trot or run, you
know; whereas the ones the boys had
ridden at home with father were nice-
ly gaited.

“Gee — jog — whiz—Jjog — Hal!”
gasped Jack. I know—Jjog-jog—that
I'm going to—jog—break in
jog-jog!”

“Yes—jog-jog,” replied Hal, trying
his best to look as though he were en-

| joying it, ‘“but we're—jog—on the

:raﬂ4'jog-jng—anywayi"

“You young cowpunchers’ll be eat-
in’ your supper standing up tonight, I
bet? Eh, Mr. Hamilton?” laughed

Goldie, as he swung the end of his|

lariat at one of the “pack-horses”
that had dropped back a little. “But
in a week you’ll be hard as nails and
won’'t mind it a bit!"”

“A week!” thought Jack with a
sigh.

“A week! Gee—whiz!” exclaimed
Hal to himself under his breath

“Hey, Bill!” called out another
Gnome. *““While you're about it you
might put a daub or two in his eyes—
his right one—that's the one he's al-

7 /) ) ’//’ / /7//'/{//'
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Lifted Him Out of the Tub and Flung
Him Into the Wash Bowl

ways whining about when his Nurse
or his mamma is washing his face.

“Ah! That's it} And shove a little
in his ears, too!"”

“Ho! Ho! Ye Gnomes!"”
the leader.speaking this time.
is the time -Get busy!’

Whereupon each little Gnome
seized his scrubbing brush and, soap
in one hand and brush in the other,
fell to scrubbing Bobbie! "Ah me, ah
my, how they did scrub, too! Scratch
—gcrateh—scratch went their brushes
all over Bobbie—and then sqush,
sqush, sqush as they rubbed them op
their cakes of soap—and then, again,
scratch, scratch, scrateh.

Poor Bobbie was so terrorized that
he couldn’t so much a3 move a mus-
le. Worse than that, he presently
became consgcious of the fact that he

It was
“Now

IR B 1
was growing smaller and smaller. |

The Soapsuds Gnomes were washing
him away! He knew it, but he
couldn’t utter a sound!

“Now!” shouted the leader, after
a little while. “Now, up with him!
He's too small for the tub!”

Instantly the slippery soapy hands
seized him, lifted him out of the tub |
and flung him—into the wash bowl! |
Then they fell upon him with renewed
vigor—soaping and scrubbing and
serubbing and soaping him! |

Smaller and smaller and still small- |
er grew Bobbie—until, really, they
had to feel around in the water to
find him!

Then, all at once, the leader stood
up on the edge of the bowl, took hold

of the chain that was fastened to the

rubber plug and cried out:
“All ready? Then let 'er go!”
Plop! Out came the plug and—

swirl — swirl — ur-r-r-rr! went the
water as it rushed down the hole into |
the waste pipe—carrying what was|

left of Bobbie with it!

And then

Well, then, Bobbie woke up to find
it was all only a dream.

* & L ] * - #®

Then, too, the real Bobbie woke up.
But all he sald was:

“Gee!” And then again, “Gee!”

What a Score Rolled Up, Suomething Like One Hundred to Two,

Pt

e

two— |

HAD such a nice time, Mamma,
At the party where I went;
All the girls were fixed up lovely,

But we had an accident.

We had ice cream, and we ate it
Sitting "round just anywhere,

And one girl she got up talking
And put hers' down on her chair.

| And the talk got so exciting,

thmg th CD‘ag |

And first thing she sat down in it~
My! it made her dress a sight.
Do you think they ought to scold her
'Cause she spoiled her nice new
dress?
She was only: little, Mamma,
Just about my age, I guess.

(
i

No? That’s like'my precious Mamma,
I was sure you would agree,

And I'm glad to hear you say so,
For that little girl was me.

She forgot her ice cream quite,

The Invisible Basketball

ILES McBRIDE, captain of

the team, had just finished a

hard game _of basketball.

The Junior Y. M. C. A. five

had been defeated by the Park Ave-
nue M. E.s and Miles felt not only
tired in body but sore in, spirit as
well, He had played hard at his po-
sition at right forward and toward the
last had fought with almost super-
human strength in a vain effort to tle
the score, but the best he.and his
teammates could do was to comie with-
in ten points of their opponent's total.

“Hard luck, old chap,” said one of
the Y. M. C. A, supporters to Miles
as he wormed out of his jersey in the
locker room.  “The Park Avenues had
horseshoes and four-leaf clovers all
| over them.”

“No,” sald Mtiles, dryly, “they sim-
ply outplayed us, that's all.”
|  Captaln McRBride was not much on
’making excuses,

“All the same,” said the other boy,
“you had bad luck in making some
of your throws.'

Miles grunted and said nothing.
| Just then one of the smaller boys
| spoke up and remarked half jestingly:

“I still think you’d have won, Miles,
|if the other side had been blindfold-
| ed.”

[ “Get out!” stormed the older boys
at the little annoyer. “Quit rubbing
it in.” And the little fellow was

| ehased from the room.

But the remark stuck in Miles'
mind. How true! he thought., “If
the other team had been blind-fold-

ed!"” As he took his shower the re- |

mark again occurred to him and as
he dressed he smiled at the unpleas-
ant truth of It.

“When we play our return game
with Park Avenue,” he chuckled to
himself, “we’'ll insist they be blind-
folded. That shall be one of the un-
derstandings before we go on the
fioor.”

and surprised his teammates who were
themselves not In a mood for laugh-
ing.

“What are you laughing at, Cap?”
asked one of the players. ‘““You must
be happy over our defeat.”

Miles only grinned, but as he left
ithe building on his way home some
self:

“Blind-folded! Ha, ha!”

Straight to bed Miles went, and af-
ter the excitement of the evening it
was not strange that he dreamed;
| but what he dreamed was strange.

A fairy came to him and said:

“Miles, I belleve you lost a basket-
ball game today.”
|* “Yes” Miles replied, “about a thou-
sand to nothing.”
| You see, in.dreams things are apt
|to get exaggerated. The idea of a
basketball team scoring a thousand
points! But evidently the fairy didn’t
know the difference, for she said:

“That's too bad, Milées. Would you
| like to win your next game?”

“Yes, I _would.”

“Then take this paint pot and this
brush and put & coat of the mixture
on the basketball you use in the
| game.”

{  She handed him these things and
departed.

Miles was much pleased and felt
| grateful 'to the fairy, though he
couldn’'t understand just how that
paint was going to help.

The return game with the Park
Avenue five was at hand. Just be-
fore the game was to start Miles got
hold ef the ball, took it to a corner
and painted it ‘generously with the

magic mixture according to the falry's'

directions.

He laughed aloud at the thought|

of the boys heard him mutter to him-

| their exasperating defeat.

And thep a strange thing happeped,
His opponent, instead of guarding
him, dropped his hands at his sides
end just stared at him. Miles passed
the ball to a Y. M. player, who im-
| mediately returned it. Again there
was consternation. The other players
practically stopped in their tracks.

“Wea can't see the ball,” complained
one of the Park Avenue boys.

“Play ball!” shouted the referee.
‘“Mlles, who was now close to the
gal, took his time and dropped an
easy one into the basket and the score
was tied. On the next toss-up Milles
got hold of the ball and again his op-
ponents, as well as his fellow-players,
acted as if they were paralyzed. He
couldn’t understand it for awhile, but'
it soon occtirred to him that the ball
was invisible!

That is, he reasoned, it must be in-
visible as long as it was in his hands,|
for as soon as it left him the other)
players apparently could see it. What
a great advantage over the oppo-‘
nents! All he had to do was to stay|
near the goal, signal for the ball and’
then, while his opponents stared help-
lessly at nothing, toss the ball leis-
urely into the basket, the sphere be-'
coming visible only after it was on
its way to the iron hoop. Miles
laughed to himself at the confusfon
of the Park Avenue team. They
seemed dazed. His teammates also
“were astonished, but they soon grew
;accustomed to the strangeness of it
|and took deHlght in passing the ball
|to the magic Miles and in watching
|the Park Avenues gaze Into space as
|the ball disappeared into his hands.

What a score rolled up! Some-
think like 100 to 2. In desperation,
{the Park Avenue guards devoted all |
(rhelr attention to Miles, and thouzh.
they couldn’t see the ball, they,
| fought furiously to keep him from
tossing goals. But Miles simply held
the ball behind his back or over his
head or dodged to right or left,

“Now you see it; now you don't,”
Miles would yell and toss another
goal.

Once or twice a Park Avenue guard
suoceeded in getting hold of the b&ll‘y
while 1t was in Miles’ hands and,
though it was invisible, struggled to'
wrest it from him. But his efforts
were always futile, and Miles simply
played with his opponents.

At last the game was over and the
Park Avénues were ready to cry at
Miles was
recelving the congratulations of his
teammates and friends and was being
hoisted to their shoulders when he
woke. It was a dream after all.

He lay in bed thinking of it. At
first he thought it silly. But as he lay,
the vividness of it fresh on his mind,
he had an idea. 5

Next aftermoon at basketball prac-
tice the captain said to the boys: .
“We are to play our return game
with Park Avenue a week from to-
morrow night, and we've got to beat
them. I've decided the only way to
do it is to make the ball invisible.”
The other boys laughed, thinking it
a joke, but Miles continued, seriously:
“We must make the ball invisible.
We are going to line up on ea¢h side
of the court every afternoon from
now until the day of the game and
practice. whipping the ball across like
a cannon-shot. And not a shot must
travel legs than sixty miles an hour.”
And he made g0od his remark. He
drilled that team so  thoroughly .in
making the ball “invisible” through
speedy passing that when they met
the Park Avenues a week later they
literally played thelr apponents off
their feet and won by a good score.

So you see it pays to dream some-
times, especial fairies

The game began. The ball was|

tossed up at center. Then there was
passing and intercepting until a Park
Avenue forward got close to the goal
and tossed the first points of the con-
test. Bo far Miles hadn’t got hold of
the ball yet, but he still had faith in
his magic mixtyre. -And he was not
lisappointed.

When the ball was again put ip
lay a' Y. M. guard shot it to Miles
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