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: ' The .Inner Boy.

CHAPTER XiI.

ENROD went home in splendor;
pretending that be -and Dike
were a long procession, and he

I ‘-« made enough noise ‘to’ render
tho auricular of the illusion per-
| fect. - Bis qwn family was already at
{ the lunch table when be arrived. and
'the parade haited only at the door. of
the dining room.
“Oh, something!” sheuted -Mr. Scho-
‘| deld, clasping bis ‘billous brow with
both hands. “Stop that noise! Isn't
it awful enough for you to sing? S8it
‘down! Not with that thing on{ Take
.that green rope off your shonlder!
Now take that thing out of the dining
room and throw it’ in . the ashcan!
' Where did you get it?

; Pen'od brouzht forth the bag, puw
chased on the way at a drog siore
and til} this moment unopened. which

“Prensnlnawwtbedepthofm.

Sentiment for Marjorie. It contai
An abundant 15 cents’ worth of le::

: ‘l’tm Jawbreakers, Heorice sticks, cin-

.imdn w and lhopworn chocolah
m

%mmm“houﬁ,m

? 7, Penrod Schon.ld," uelaunea
‘e vholly thawed damsel, “yon nice
Poy!”

“Oh,  that's nothin’,” he ‘returned
airily. *“1 got a good déal of money
mowadays.”

. “Where from?”

© . *Oh, just around!” With a cautious
@esture he offered a jaw breaker
MMitchy-Mitch, who snatched it- in
‘mantly and set about lh n.bqprpti
.!thont delay.

“Can yon play on that?" asked Igil-.

gorie. with some difficuity, ber cheeks

!‘Seing rather too hilly for conversation.

g
i

e R

“Want 10 ‘hear me?”

8be nodded, ber eyes sweet with an::
‘This was what he bad come for. He
#hrew back his head. lifted his eyes
dreamily, as he had seen real mu-
Sicinus 3% thaivs  and distended the
!mecordion preparing to produce -

2”mrm calfike noiss which was

hau-mmem 's great charm. But the
ﬂohd a long 'lﬂ which
ounce drowned in -andther one.
Owowach! Wowohah! Waow-
arow!” shrieked Mitchy-Mitch and the
seccordion together.

Mitehy-Mitch, to emphasize his dis-
approval of the accordion, opening his
-m still wider, lost' therefrom the

er, which rolled in the dust. '
be stooped ¢o “etrieve it, and .
to prevent him. bhastily set
upan n t'um offerea an-

nmeq A

-Miteh's mouth W Wll’lp ﬁbe

i !‘Iﬁ deﬂcm opemﬂon belng com
and Penvod’s right thumb se-
werely bitten, Mitchy-Mitch closed bis

@m stamped, squealed, bellow-

. Wrnog bis bands and then, unex-
pec kieked Penrod again.

4 Babpy Boue, Wiicl) 118 00w i
ﬂ 'hw’um would have envletl'
bile Mitchy-Mitch made friends

summoning m-nﬂ Mitehy-Miteh |
.meh—mf mwhhmevard

ummmm
i “Marjorie”— -
“Hum?”
. ene you wish l m gohl’ wbo
" dhere?”
-ommnamn-mw

“Marjorte Jonest” m“lvﬁu

”nﬂmmmnllﬂo

mmrum
Atthentednmudqnﬁlyh—
' svard him and said over ber shouider, .
all in a breath: *Yes; come sgsin to- '
‘. ssorrow morning and I'l be on the cor-
mer. Bring your ’cordionl” -
And she ran juto the bouse, Mitchy-
SMitch waving a leving band to the boy
on the sidewalk nutil the front door

“ fled bime - o

: Mﬂﬂ! gingular ease—which cost
him precisely

ot the neightiorhood, he managed to !
¢ mthlmneoverofthem

2 mongmof:hedo; andmouy show,

| “Where did i get what, papa?” asked
Penrod meekly, depositing the accor-
dion in the hall just eutside:tbe din-
. ing room door. .

“That da—that mm bmd concer-

I “It's & *cordion,™ gaid Penrod, tuklng
his place at the table and gnoticing
that both Margaret and Robert Wil
Hams (wbo happened to be a guest)
o't e;m whnt you edl lt” said
Mr, \em bly. “1 want to
. | mow where you got it .
l Penrod’s eyes met Margaret's. Bm
,ud 8 strained expression, She very
slightly shook ber head., Penrod sent
Mr. Williams a grateful’ fook and
might bave been startied if he could
bave seen himself in a mu'mrnt that
moment,. for he regarded Mitchy-Mitch
with concealed but vigorous aversion
and the m woun have borri-

‘Amﬁvonum“hw

ner, while Margaret leanmed back in
ber chair and Jodked at her brother
with real devotion. ..
ﬂmm:munmm
to,” sald Mr. !ellollold. “Who was
he?”

“Sir?". In spite of the candy which

“Who.was he?”

N Rl TR S0 o et gl
i t gave you that g

ly thing!”

“Yes, sir; a man gave it to me.”
,"lm.'llomhef'lbouml!.
Schofleld. - i
“Well, I was just walking QMM
the man came up to me. It inllg;m
down in front of Coigates’, where most
of the paint’s rubbed off the fence”—

- “Penrod!” The father used his most
dngerou tone.

the r
*1 don’t know.
and”—

““You pever saw him befenf"

“No, sir. I was just walk”— ;
“That will do,” said Mr. Schofleld,
rising.  “1 suppose every family has
its secret enemies and this was one of
enrs, | must ‘ask 0 he excnmed ™ 5
$¥ith that he went out crossly, stop-

ping in the ball a moment before pass-
ing beyond bearing. And after Junch
Penrod sought in vain for nis accor-
Ilion. _He even searched the lbrary,

1 was hlﬂnﬁ tlont

mtlynndmnnﬂb‘”,!hvu- i
-meotum-m

> was the mnn M gave: m»
concertina

melom ‘The, nm g vs O ice. Cule.
ripe. red, ice cole, rica an' rare; the
tiggest slice, of ice cole watersnelon
éver cit by the band of man] - Buy our
ice cole watermasgn

f = waivu, UAVIDE araimed the st drop
of cider, complied with the watermelon
wan's Juscious entreaty amd received
a vound slice of the fruit, magniticent.
in ‘eircumference’ and somettiing over

really dangerons part of the rind be- |
hind him, he wandered away from the
vicinity of the watermelon man and
supplied himself with a bag of pea-
nuts, which, with the expenditure of s
dime for admission. left a quarier stiis
warm in bis pocket However, he
managed to "break” the coin at a
stand inside the tent. where a iarge,
oblong paper box of popcorn was hand-
ed him with 20 cents change. The bux |

baving - seated himself among some
wistful Polack children be placed it

at leisure during the Performance.

tially ~ bolled mojasses, and  Pearod’
gobs of this mass nnfil the _peanuts |
were all gone. “After that be ate with_|
lesy avidity, a sense almost of satiety
‘beginning to manifest jteelf to bim,
‘and it was nqt -m tbo ‘close of the
porfomanto that be dhwul of the

He descended a little beavily to the
outflowing crowd in the ‘arena and |

showed no great enthusiasm in manip- |
ulating- it. + Near the exit as he eame '
out was a hot waflle stand which be !
had overlooked, and & semse of duty

to the hokoypolm cart which stood
clouathnd.lue.mm
of Neapolitan ice cream wra
paper. He thought the ice cream
be cooling, but somehow it bll
of the desired effect and left a
savor.in bis thirvat ' .
Bo'mnd-wu.mnnnnm
his balloon, and passed.a fresh
booth with strange indifference.
hunrnedmwumnimﬂu
hﬂymlbou.mmun great w

‘| mass to the desired stage of “candy-
“ﬂ-."“m"!'b-m did

. For some reason he put a considera.
ble ance. between himself and tho
‘tafty stand, but before long balted in '
the presence of & red faced man who
flourished a long fork over a small
cooking apparatus and shouted jovial
ly: “Winnies! Here’s your hot win-
‘nies! Hot winny wurst! Kood for the ]
overworked brain, nourishing for the '
weak stummick, entertaining for the
tired business man! Here’s your ‘hot |
winnies! Tmcforanlckel.ahnIta

stop- ' dime, the twentieth pot of a dollah!™ |
ishear the poor child, Bob, because he

' This above ail mectar and ambrosia
was the favorite dish of Penrod Scho-
field. Nothing inside him mow craved
jt—on the contrary. But memory is

where his father sat reading, though,
upon inquiry. Penrod explained that
he was looking ‘for a mhphced school
book. He thought he onght to study
a Jittle every day, he said, even during
vacation . time. . Much pleased, Mr.
‘ficnofield rose and joined the search,
finding the missing ‘work on mathe-

mm«mmmt
Penrod departed_to study in the back !

1

nrd. Thiare, after a. cautious sutvey |

!

and: dropped the arithmetic ‘
fine splash rewarded his lis n ear.
Thus assured that when he looked for
- tht DOOK AZAin h6 obe woma mha m
for him, he replaced the cover and be-
took himself pensively to the highway,
discouraging Duke from following by
‘repeated volleys of stones, some im-
aduu and others all ™o real. .

bongm a giass of raspberry lemonade
(so alleged) and sipped it as be ate the
pickle. He left nothing of either.

Next he entered a small restanrant
tent and for a modest nickel ‘was sup-
plied with a fork and a box of sardines,
previousls opened, it is true, but more
than half full He conenmed the sar
i fines utterly. but left the tin box and

mmk.muwmmmwhn
h-pemlummmdlmwlmd-
Ccatonoofﬂnopenboqm Mog in
band, a gentie glow radiating toward

Ihﬂrueerromnﬂmcenwlotne-‘

tivity -deep inside him, be paused for
breath. and the cool. sweet cadences of
the watermelon man fell delectably
-upen bis ear:

“Jce cole ‘watermeion: ice cole waser.

‘a)d Puur vpunon or

the great hypnotist. His mind argued
against his' ipwards that opportunity
knocked at his door. *“Winny wurst” |
was rigidly forbidden by the home au-
thorities. Besides, there was a last
nletel in his pocket, and nature pro-

“was all your fault” .

mwwmmm weak |

stummick,

Peirod piaced the nickel in the red
“band of the red faced man. ;
He ate two of the threg grEasy, eigar ‘
like shapes cordiaily pressed upon him |
in retorn. The first bite con
him that be had -Wade a mistake. |
Theve Winnjes seemréd of a very in-
ferior flaver, aimost ‘unpiessant. I
fact. But he feit dblized to concehl
¥nem. rot reiir th
viending the red Paced man. ‘He'dte
without baste or eagerness, so’ -lovny
mdeed that We 'began te think the red
faced mam might dislike 2fm as a
deterrent of trade. Perheips Penrod’s
mind ‘was-not working ‘well, for he
faiied to remember tiit no law com-
pelted him teo remain under the eye of
the red faced maa, but the viruient re

a bite of ‘the third savsage inspived
men‘hutleutnnuemoforput-
ponement.

“Mighty good.” he murmured feebly,

an inch in thickness. Leaving only the |

was too large to go into his pocket, but

in - his lap and-devoured the contents
The |
Popcorn was. heavily larded with par |

‘sandwiched mouthfujs of peanuts with |

Dought a caterwauling toy balloon. but |

w=Gn't_Geen. yor m- & miiﬁlln
I-he'd bave lived till you got here—l do
not!”

“Margaret,” called’ llls &Meld m
the‘open’door of a bedroom. 'Margaret,
where did you put that aromatic am-
monia? Where's Margaret?”

But be bad to find the aromatic spir-
its of monia- himself, for Margaret
was not in the house. “She stood in the
shadow beneath a maple tree near the

| street corner, a guitar case i her hand,
and she scanned with anxlety a briskly
approaching figure. . The arc light,
; swinging above, revealéd this igure as
that of him she awaited. He was pass-
ing toward the gate without seeing ber,

when she arrested him with a fateful
whisper.

I “Bob!"
! Mr. Robert Wililams swung about

bastily. “Why, Margaret!” .

“Here, take your guitsr,” she whis-
pered burriedly. *“1 was afraid if fa-
ther bappened to find i he'd break it
all to pleces!”

“What for?’ asked tho startied Rob
ert.

“Because I'm sure he knows it's
yours.”

“But what”—

.*Ob, Bob,” she moaned, “} | was. nw
h(hentoteﬁm lm-oama

I

‘m man, quite. mmm “Try
to come”~

““Yes, before 1 warned yon. l‘nheen
waiting here to téll you, Bob, you
m’tcomonelrmononn it
m you F'd stay away from even this

hood—-far away! , For ‘awhile
1 don’t think lt mldhoaﬂnall: safe
; for”—

“Margaret, will m plulo"-

“It's all on acconut of that dollar
'you gave Penrod this morning,” she
| wailed. “First be bought that borri:.
| ble concertina that made papa 80 furl-
a-"—

" “But Penrod didn’t ull that ™*=

“Ob, wait!” she cried lamentably.

nd ‘lemon dm ‘#nd peanuts, and
| Jaw breuakers, and™ss

i corn, and ice cream, and cider, and
sausage—there :was a sausage in bis.
pocket, and mamma says his jacket Is'
ruined—and cinnamon drops, and waf-
fies, and bhe ate four or five lobster cro-
quettes at lunch—-aund papa said, “‘Who !
gave you that dollar? Only he didn't
say ‘who’. ' He said something horri--
ble, Bob!' And Penrod thought he was
going to die, and be said you gave it
to him, and, oh, it was just pitiful to

thought he was dying, you see, and he
blamed you for the whole thing. He
said if yow’d only let him alone and
not given it to him he'd have grown
ap to be a good man, and msow he
couldn’t! - | nevef heard anything so
! heartrending. He was so weiuk he
could bardly whisper, but he kept try::
ing to talk, telling us over and over it

rdines, and rasp . P
borr: lemonade, und. pickies, and pop- |'

16,

0ot remain nére apother instant.  ‘r'oe
poor child may need me. Robert. good
aight.” 7

With cbill dignity she witharew. en-
tered ‘the ‘house #nd returned to the
gsick room, leaving the young maa in
outer - darkness to brood  upon his
crime—and apon Penrod.

That sincere invalld became conu-
fescent npon the third day, and a week

portunity to leave the house unaccom-
' panied—save by Duke. But at last be
set forth .and approached the: .Jones
neighborhood in high spirits, pleasant-
ty conscious of his pailor, boliow
cheeks and. other perquisites of ilness
provocative of interest.

One thonght troubled hiwn a little be-
‘eause it gave him a sense of inferiority
o a rival. He believed. against his
will, that Maurice Levy could bave
successfully eaten -chocolate creams,
licorice sticks, lemon drops, jaw break-
ers, peanuts, waflles, lobster eroquettes,
sardinés, cinpamop drops,. watermelon,,
pickies, popcorn, ice chpam and sausage
with rupberry lemonado amt_cider,
Penrod had admitted to himself that
Maurice conld do it and afterward at-
tend to business or pleasure withont
the slightest discomfort, and this was
probably no more than a fair estimate

« qf n_m ‘of the great constitntions of all

. " As 'a digester,’ Manrlco Levy '

would bave disappointed a Borgia.

Fortunately, Maurice was still at At
lantie City, and now the convalescent’s
heart leaped. In the distance he saw
Marjorie coming—in pink again, with a
ravishing Iittle parasol over her bead.
And alone! No Mitchy-Miteh: was . to
mlr this

'Penrod’ increased the feebleness of
his steps, now and then leaning upon
the fence as if for support.

“How do you.do, Marjorie?” he said
htb ‘best mm as she came

're bis m amagement she pro-
ceeded on“her Way, ber nose at & cele-

4 brated elevation—an icy nose.

R 2 g 2 e

-cut bim & :
‘threw his invalid’s drl to ‘the

“Marjorie,” be pleaded, m'o the
e? Are you mad? Hovest. that

#aid to come back pext morn-

.

‘Paps says yon baven'r got

.fwuiurmcnouhtoeommoutof

gtben!nsftcywhntmdueopoc

| little Mitchy-Mitch”—

“What ?’
“Ye-. and-be’s sick in bed yet!” Mar

in this part’ of town”—

itd 1 do to uneqy.umnr
md‘-l—'ﬂlrod. ‘
“You know well enough what, yml
did to Mitchy-Miteh!” she cried. . “Yon
gave him that great, big, nasty.two
cent piecel’”
“Well, what of 1t?
“Mitchy-Mitch swallowed iti™
“Whatl"
“And papa says if he ever just lays

7

But Penrod had started for home.
In bhis embittered heart there was in-

Creator’s methods = When he made
pretty girls, thought Peorod. why
couldn’t he have left out their littie
prothers}

CHAPTER XIV.

In the darktess Mr Willams' faclal.
"expression could: ‘net be seen. bup his
voice sounded hopeful.

“Is he—is he still i a _great deal of
patn?’

“They say the erisin 18 past” watd
&dl‘!ﬂﬂ‘l. “Nl! the Joctor's wtill ap

theve. e baid it was the acutest case
of thdifestion he had ever treated in
the Whole mm of his professional
Wﬂoe.

“Of colrlo 1 didn’t know what he'd
do with the dollar,” said Rebert.

She did not reply:

'He began plaintively, "llarnnt.yu
don’t”—

“I've never Seem papa and mamma
80 upset about amything.” she said
rather primiy.

“You wean tbq‘n apset about me?”

““We are all very much mmet.” re-
‘turned Margaret, ‘more starch in ber

puision excited by his attempt touh.tueu-hmw-mmyh

Rupe Collins:

R sevefal days attér this Pen-
rod tholight of growing up te
be a monk and engaged in good
works & Tar as to carry some

kittens (that ‘othérwise wonld have

heen drowned) and A pair of Margaret’s
outworn Jdanefg slippers to a poor.

angratelnd oid man sojourning in 8

Mwmum And although M !
Bobert Willlams after a very short in.
terval degin to leave his guitar on the
fromt porch again, exactly as if be
thought nothing had happened, Pems
vod, ‘with his younger vision of a fa-
ther’s mood. remained coldly distawt
#rom the Jones neighborbood. With
#ils own family his manner was gentie,
iproud and sad. but not for long emvugh
to frighten them. The change came
with mystifying abruptness at the end
of the week

It was Duke who brought &t abous

Duke could chase a much bigger dog
out of the Schofields’ yard and far
down the street. This might be thougr
to indicate umusual valor om the part

elapsed, then, before he. found an 0p-

eyes on you once in this neighbor |
bood ;

creasing a critical disapproval of the !

¥

neu oniy OUt 0T deTerenceé w a cuswin,
yet Penrqd comld npot: refrain from
bragging of Duke to the hound's own-
er, .a fat faced stranger of- twelve or
“thirteen, who bad wandered into' the
neighborhood.

“You better keep that ole yellow dog
o’ yours, back,” said Penred  ominous-
Iy as be climbed the fence. “You bet:
ter cateh him and bold him til) | get
mine  inside the. yard. again.. Duke’s
chewed up some pretty bad bulidogs
around here.”

fisby stare. “You'd oughta learn him
not to do that,” he said.
bim sick.”

“What will?”

The stranger langhed raspingly and
gazed up the alley, where the hound,
having come to a halt. now coolly sat
down, and, with an expression of
roguish bemevolence, patronizingly
watched the tempered fury of Duke,
whose assaults and barkings were, be-
coming perfumctory.

“What'll make D!h slok 7 Penroﬂ
demanded. 5

“Katin' dead bu]ldop people leau
around here,”

This was not tmprovhaﬂon but m
mula, adapted from other occasions t0
the present encounter. Nevertheless, it’
was pew to Penrod. and he was 80
s taken with it that resentment lost it-
self “In 'admiration. ' Hastily commit
ting the gem to memory for use upom

a dog owning friend. be inquired in'a’

sociable tone:

“What's your dog’s name?’ /

“Dan, You better call your ole pup,
‘cause Dan eats live dogs.”

Dan’s actions pooriy supported his
magter’s assertion, for upon Duke’s
ceasing to bark Dan rose and showed
the. most courteous interest in making
the little old dog’s acquaintance. Dam
had a great deal of manner, and it be-
came plain that Duke was impressed

favorably mmdmm ;

80 - that presently  the two trotted
amicably back to their masters and
. sat down mwmmm' ‘Dot in-
different air of having known cub oth-
er intimately for years. :
' They were received without enn-
‘ment, though both boys looked at them
reflectively for a time. it was Pearod
who spoke fizst. -
| “Whtunnbcmpw @n an
| “oral lesson in' English” Penrod had
. been instructed to put this question in
moﬁ-rbm.“wzumam
nblielehoollmamﬂ

“M¢? What number do | go to?
.ﬂtbdﬁmmf.-m -y
don’'t £0.to no number in vacation”
“} mean when it ain’t.”
“Third,” returned the fat faced boy.
' “J got 'em all scitred in that school”
"““What of?" innocently asked’ Pem-
rod. to whom “the third”—in & ‘distant
. part of town—was undiscovered coun-

w td‘ﬂ'
t one
tut out alive!”

“Are the teachers mean?"

The other boy frowned with bitter
scorn. - “Teachers! Teachers don't or-
der me aronnd, 1 ean tell you. They’re
mighty careful w .they try to run
over Rupe Collins.”

“Who's Rupe Uomns?‘

“Who' is he?" echoed the fat faced
boy incredulously. “Say, ain’t you got
any sense?”’

“What?”

“Say, wouldn’t you be just as Mm
if you hag some sense?”’

“Ye-es.” Penrod's answer, like tlu

overmlnthtlchool

i look he iifted to the impressive strang-

er, was wmeek and placative. “Rupe
| Collins is the prlnclpll at your school,
1 _guess.”

“The other yelled with jeering laugh:
ter and mocked Penrod’s manner and
voice. “‘Rupe Collins is the principai
at your school. | gueas”™ He langhed
\ harshly agaln, then suddenly showed

truculence “Say, 'bo. whyn't you learn
Iononzb to go in the house wheh It
fmmn wmnmmnmrotmmb

how?”
*Well,” urged Penred timidly, “mo

wody ever told me who Rupe Collins

is. l‘ﬂll‘thttbtllﬂkh.’lﬂn;,

principal, baven't 17

| ’l‘boutueodbqlbookhhhud
disgustedly.
sick!”

I Penrod’s apu-lon bccamo one of

! despair. “Well, who is he?" he cried.
“‘Who is %ie? " mocked the other,
with a scorm that wllbered. “‘Who is
he? Mel”

“Oh!” Penrod was bhomiliated bm-

relieved. He feit that he bad proved

' himself criminally ignorant, yet a perl |

seemed to have passed. ~*“Rupe Collins
is your name, then, I guess. 1 kind
of thought it was all the time.”

The fat faced _boy gave Penrod &'}

“What of? 1 guess you'd soon see | ‘At this"
‘You'd be lucky if m i 1

HOW LONG WiLL
-~ THEWAR LAST?

The War Against Health Is Quickly
L NdBy‘?Mu"

“It'} make | [

‘MRS, DEWOLFE"
e East Ship Harbour, N S,
%1t is wi pleasure that I
write to fell you of the weaderful
benefit I have’ received from faking
+Fruit-a-tives’. For years I wasa dreadful
- sufferer from Consiipation and Hea.
aches, and I was miserable in every way.
Nothing in the way of medicines
secemed to help me. Then I finally
tried ‘Pruit-a-tives’ and the effect was
splendid.’ After taking one box, 7 fzed
like a mew pevsom and 1 am deeply
thankful to  have wveliéf from those
sickening Headaches”,
Mes, MARTHA DEWOLFE
- SFRUIT- ATIVES” the medicine
- made ‘from fruit Juices, has relieved.
mom sufferers from' eadaches, Consti-
Stomazh, Liver, Kidney end
Sbm 5)0«61«#« any other medicine.
50¢. abox,Gfm'&,m,trhlm, 25e.
At all dealersor gent on receipt of price
by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa,

i ~Where'd you get that wart on your

h’l‘f‘ be ‘demanded severely.
: “Which finger?” uked the mystified
"l'ln um u‘h.
“Where?" :

mmmaymmm
“Quit!” shouted rmd in. agony.

m ' prayers” commanded

ke 8 dldn’i l'po“. it mld |

about’s fair play; so now yom do that
to me” .-

He extended the mlddlo finger of his
left band and Penrod. promptly seized
it. but did not twist it, for he was
instantly swung round with his back
to his amisble new saeguaimtance
Rupe’s right hand operated upon the
back of Penrod's slenier neck; Rupe’s
knee tortured the small of Pemrod's
l-cL

CmOwr Penrod bent far ferward im
voluntarily and went o bis knees
‘i‘h oy % .

“Lick dirt,” commanded Rupe, fore-
ing the captive’s face to the sidewalk,
and. the suffering Penrod emnhted
this ceremony. . -

Mr. Collins: evinced satisfactien by
- means of his horse langh. *Yeud last

“Homest; you make me |

placing the sausage in the inside . pock: i
et of his jacket with a shaking hand.  breeds & lwk'lon of rebetﬂll' “Rob-
“(;uess I'll save. this opne to eat at ert, for thwe-ent? can only look at
home after—after dinner.” . {it in ome way—when you guve that

He moved sluggisbly away, wishing money to Penrod you put ‘into the
he had pot thought of dinter A nide tands of an W little child a
show. undiscovered untll now. fafled Weapon which might be, and. {ndeed,

of Duke and cowardice om that of the | The fat faced boy still appeared em-

- bigger dogs whom he umdoubtealy pat dittered, burlesqg
to rout. On the contrary, ail such ‘hateful faisetto. " ‘Rupe Collins Is your

tious than boys and celored people, you?' . Suddenly concentrating bis
the
superstitions is that :any dog. be ‘his face within an inch of Penrod’s

uing this speech in & |
same, then, | guess! Oh, you ‘kind -

most firmly estiblished Of 'all brow into a histrionic scowl he thrust |

to arouse his isterest, not even exciting |

istence when bhe had money. For a
time he stared without comprehension |

chief attraction, the weather worn col- '
ors conveying no meaning to his tor
pld eye. Then. little by little. the post-

ness. There was n greenish tinted per-
»on In the tent. it seemed. who thrived
upon a reptilian diet.

. Suddenly Penrod decided that it was
time to go home.

CHAPTER XIii).
Brothers -of Angele.

»*J° NDERD, doctor,” said Mrs. 8cho
fleld, with mgitatien and 'pro
found ‘conviction, just after 8 |
o'clock that-evening, “I shall al-

ways believe in mustard plasters—mus-

tarnd nlasters ind nat water hage ' If &2

a wish that bhe had known of its ex: |

at a huge canvas poster depicting ‘the [

er became more vivid to his conscious 'went.

was, the means of his undoing. Boys
sre mot Tespon”— Lot i
i  “But you saw me give ‘him the dol-
| ar, and you @idn’t"—
“Robert!” she checked him with in-
‘severity. “I am only a wom-
| %R and ‘not accustomed to thinking ev-
mm.nthulmroftMmo-
“'But 'l ‘eannot change my mind
-Mm.lthut:'

“But Margarét,” ‘he urged plaintively,
“how can you blame me for”—

“1 have not used the word ‘blame,’ ™
she /interrupted. *“But 1 must insist
| that for your carelessness to—to wreak
such havoc—cannot fall to—to lessen
my confidence in' your powers of judg-
ment. 1 cannot thange my convictions
in this matter~not tonight—and 1 can-

and

dog

_he the smallest and Teeblest in the
‘world, can’ whip say trespasser ‘what-
soever.

A rat terrier beleves ‘that ‘on his
Bome grounds be can whip an ele
phant. It follows, of course, that s
big dog. away from 'his-own’'home, wil}
run from a littie dog in the littie dog’s
neighborhood. ‘Otberwise the big dog
must face a charge of inconsistency,
and dogs are ‘as consistent as they are
‘| superstitious. A dog 'believes in war,
but he is convinced that there are times
when it is 'moral to run, and the .
thoughtful 'physiognomist, seeing a big
dog ‘fleeing out of & little dog’s yard, |
must observe that the expression of the
big dog’s 'face is more conscientious
than alarmed. ' It:is the expression of &
person performing a.duty to himself.

Penrod understood: these matters per
fectly. He knew that the gaunt brown
bound ‘Duke chased up the alley had

"!u..any nanComuhnyu-o
I
memlootoutwhtmm
when he'a around or you'll get:in
big trouble! You undnﬂlnd that,
o

Penrod was cowed, but fascinated.
He feit that thiere was somethinig dan-
gerous and dashing about this new-
comer.

“Yes,” he sadl, feebly drawing back. |

“My name’s Penrod Schofield.”

~*“Then 1| reckon your father _and
‘mother ain’t got good sense,” sald Mr
Collins promptly, this also hdnz for
{ muia.

“Why?

*'Cause if they had they'd of give
Yyou a guod name!” . And the agreeuble
youth imstantly rewarded himself for

the wit' with anether yell of rasping ;

langbter, after which be ‘pointed’ sad
Genly at Penrad’s right hana

Jest about one day up at the. Third!

|'be said. *¥ou'd ‘compe rumniw’ ‘bome,

yellin’ ‘Mom-muh, mom-mub,’ ‘before

Pevess was over.”

“No, 1 'onldnth" Penrod protested:

‘rather weakly, dusting his knegs.

“You would, t0o.”

“No, | w"~

"Loﬁlv ‘here,” said the fat faced boy:.
!'e "wut you mecn. counterdick--

hﬂ e?"

He advanced a step and Penrod bast-

fly qualified his contradietion.

. “1 mean, } don’t think } wonid I"—

" “You better look out!” Rupe  moved.

"Ow!lwoulcmhomymh' 'llon-
»“h.’”

“There? -aldm giving *%e help-
88 nape & final squeeze: "!ilt'rtle‘
way we do up at the Fhirdl”

Penrod rubbed his neck: nl asked

meekiy:
"Ollyo;'doththauboy-nplt

® now,” said Rupe in the
m&bqo-am endur-

; .wmnm pathetie sein-
 blance of a langh. “1 only said that in

| fan.»
“In ‘funf® reputed Rupe ‘storasily.’

“You better look out how yon”—

“Well, 1 said | wasn’t in earmest.”
Penrod retreated a few steps. “I
knew you could all the time. 1 expect
I ‘eould do it to some of the boys up at
the Third . m:ult Couldn't 1?"

“No; you couldn’t.”

“Well, there mnst be some boy up
there thit 1 conid”—

“No; they aint. - Yon better”—

“] -expect -not, then,” said Penrod
‘quickly:

“You' better ‘expect not’ Didn’t I

tell you omce you'd' never get back
alive i#f you ever tried to come WP
| arownd the Third?  Yon wamt me t0
show vou. how we do up there, 'Boi”

| "(to be continued.)
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