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*ii«V diS'^thiSTSm IS undoubtedly haring hysterics 
very minute- your father" is pr 
calling you all the bad names he can 
remember—this poor, kidnapped baby 
will cry herself sick before we can get 
her back to her mother—and we shall 
be stopped -arrested, perhapa-and

vo‘2**—7* v”d 0,1 you have been
sO|fooluh—so absurdly, cruelly fool-

robably m

I“I—I didn’t know. | thought per-

She took the wailing infant upon 
her lap it was the first time that she 
had offered even to touch it—and be- 

to straighten its twisted clothing 
nder voice and
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sh

ZELn soothe it with te 
nto at least She was choked with sobs at the end, 

itment. " '— f?® '”’nf ‘lose over the baby to

“So I see. But why?” pe.Vv rV“r of .indignation.
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her as lie answered : passengers about them ; "can’t

“Well, you see, Claire, you were so * Tht° l« the kidP”

Sï™rff£E Sa?“fa>“~'5

—1 h"1 “ -
Site,tete tel?,
spread his face.

"Well:'" she prodded.
"And I left my bag in 

be groaned. ,

vUerved l>itn.Kly, “Vou .retoo hope-

♦ heartalrel ’ lM’ °ried' w<mnded to the

! Ijri ijs - a
♦ I :X,ld 6am—p/e««r try not to make* 

ters any worse than they are."
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MHEN W{ cultiv»te thoughts of strength for others, 

we ourselves grow strong. Habitual thoughts 
of peace bring us tranquility.

of

£l—O. B. Newcomb.
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Baby Bunting Chaperone &if w

Charles Raymond Barrett
m experienced,

He stammered and stopped, warned 
cheeks flowing into the girl’.,

‘‘WeM, anyhow," he continued 
qu,ckly I decided Baby Bunting 
would do for a chaperone for a day 
or two, till we got the newness worn 
off, so I brought her along But I 
dont know”—he ruffled his hair per
plexedly—“I never saw the kid act

aevicc to a Bauobtcr
npHlS was Emerson’s advice to a daughter: "Finish every day 

5 , *.f ^ d°ntJwi* iL, Y»“ have don, what you could!
* ">me hlunden and absurdrtiea no doubt crept in; forget
* t”cm 41 *°°n ** you can. To morrow is a new day • begin it 
Ï wc“ ‘”d “rentlV »“h too high a spirit to be encumbered
Î ,T /T M "'’/“T Thi* d,y “ *U *«1 i* good and lair. , "‘i- the swaying .mok.r,
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'Ihhum.no.Gth.rV Why. Clair., Mhawri* ïrte«d .™ g h”’ 8° « ' 1 “"l"1 * h,m,.y-

don’t you recognise the kidf” "Molli»r1" Im* answered" mi*U Claire h°Uad .not ;,u,gether blame

“"m, ..h.. h, k.a d, •,
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'■eL-EÆ-^îe «prteîS SjIISdown the platform. The Pullman por- 2S3 » rte.r iu hreat? .nd [" F '■!" t»o .id would returh «ne.
te, hîh ften rs their KSuricairteter.o et. ! *“thtüu*1:

h*,d ,,e“,ln ,0 T'' “P“" this strange morsel. IU (sue, Tl th.t mJ S T “S *° ,orr>'. »"d
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E-awïSS ees-kssseiwi=£eS= E>'=--™" -■
grinned the puter,. mapping ti, be.'d. thlt “ "«■« h*v’’ M.sw.ll gulped nervously. ",
ed forehead. “Thank 'ee, suh thank "Bahv Buntinol" she whienered dl^rm^ think, Claire,” he began, 
iteorte 1” Ï.te'1 C*° 110 ,0r hre.lhleml,. with . w,rt of swe. “If ...ffü? ‘ „*•>>• ,h"
hshy or the m.d.m -it’s »« Bab, Bunting, is it, Bam f TJft m ,LT L„t?'.,'L,*M3ri:

rPHE young man walked up and
.ter-sSp S-”“SHS=s
lungs, yie people in the crowded ata- "For goodness’ sake, Sam 
turn looked at the two and smiled rid of that child,” whiapered’ 
sympathetically, it they were women; still painfully pink about the 
sardomcally, it they were men. Maxwell winced as the lit

I he train caller made the station re- clenched on his hair, and a 
echo as he droned through the itiner- while the infant was taking bi 
ary of the next train. I lie baby, en- "I wish tn heaven 1 <v>.,ia •> 
raged at his hid for public attention, 
grow red and apoplectic in its attempt 
to drown his voice. The young man

his watch, shifted the baby S 
m one weary arm to one hardly less 

and quickened his nervous

The Labv squalled unintelligent 
tiers and “the madam" blushed ros 

“No—no, thank 
veil. " ...you.” 

the girl, the station I"
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irs of the

umbrella and a small satchel. Her face 5 
"as carefully veiled, but still it drew « 
a second glance; her dress was simple $ 
but most becoming ; her manner 
showed breeding, and—just at pres
ent—a considerable degree of nerv-

Once through the doors she pai 
irresolute, glanced about the station, 
espied the young man and the vocif- 
eiou, youngster, looked away, looked 
back again ; and then, seeing the 
young man beckon her, she threaded 
her way toward him. As she ap- 
apreached her amazement grew, so 
that she had hardly breath enough to
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gasp a greeting.

"Sammy Maxwell ! Where did you 
get that baby

"Never mind now,” answered Max- 
" We’ve barely time to make 

that train. I though you would never 
come.” He shifted the baby again 
and caught his other charge by the
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(To be continued next week.)


