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THE END OF TH STORY

The small girl sat disconsolately |
on a rock beating a melancholy tatoo
on an inverted lard pail. There is
mothing more discouraging than try-
iag to build a moaved castle with
dry sand, and the small girl had
been

engaged in this thankless task |
for more thas an hour.

She had now
. A moated cas-
good soppy sand for the
or else it will cave |
at the first ar-
attempt made upon it. It
is true the long stretch of wet beach |
laft w:n:Il the receding tide ofiered
girl a wonderful supply
necessary material, but 1t
might not have been there at all for |
all it belped her. ,
She bad been allowed to put on her
boots that afternoom on |
condition that she promise not to |
et them get wet, and aithough |
many unfortunate remarks bad beeo |
in regard to the small girl's |
character, no one had ever impeach- |
word of honor. !
looked down reflectively at her |
in their shining red casings and |
il their beautiful appear- |
made up for the deprivation |
they implied. The old black |
were much more comfortable |
were long past being Surt by
salt water, but they did .ot make
one feel glad that one's skirts were |
short, nor did they squeak so |
lly when one walked in them. '
is no knowing how far the |
ever-perplexing
ery versus freedom
become involved
mind bad not her attention been sud- |
denly diverted by the appearance of |
a young lady who came slowly down
the sloping runway which led from
the beach to the top of the low em- |
bankment behind it The small girl |
threw her tin shovel baton to one
side with a sigh of relief and
herself like a voung catapult
the slim figure in blue linen.
‘‘Oh, Aunt Hilda, I'm so glad you
have come! Now vou will tell me
the story about why little starfish |
have five fingers. "

grck

!l

egi

fh

might have |

flung |
upon |

The young lady laughed and allow-

ed hersell to be pulled down on the jalways shiny.

soft sand, but, instead of 1mmediate |
ly complying with the request which
had been made her, she sat idly pat-
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question of flin- ggo walking with her.

in the small girl's | o o0

|He's the nicest
'ways laughing at me, like mn*”
ple, and when he takes me v
knee he has the
Did you
'Hilda?"

look at something over her shoulder.
““No, Peggy, 1 never

woman might be proud to be his

I wish Mr. Warren wouldn't tracted by a man's figure slowly
approaching from the far end of the
beach To her surprise her aunt
sprang quickly to her feet A lew
rods away a great ledge of rock
thrust its length far out into  the
water, and she turned in that direc-
When she had taken a step
or two she stopped, and facing away
from the approaching figure, called
back over her shoulder “There are
reasons, Pegev, why 1 don't wau* to
see Mr. Gannett just now, so if he
asks where I am you may tell him I

“You don't hate Mr. Warren,
“Well, 1 guess 1 don't, Aunt Hilda
man! He isn't al-
peo-
V.. his tion
comfortablest lap.
ever sit on his lap, Aunt
The young lady turned abruptly to

had that plea-

sure,’”’ she said. said 1 wanted to be quite alone this
The small girl suspected she was afternoon.”

being laughed at, but she could not I'he small girl felt that she was In

be sure, for Aunt Hilda's eyes were some mysterious way being made a

sharer in one of Aunt Hilda's se-

“Yes, Mr. Warren's awful nice,”’ Crets, and the balm  which this

she continued, meditatively, ‘‘any brought to her vanity made up some-

what for the unceremonious leave

i : . b - wife."’ taking She  really did wonder,
::’n :’:‘ea:ll(;u:al:;?":‘)ult':‘ll\?;'rh‘u:hf‘r;lbl}: “Peggy Andrews who told vou though, how that story came out
waste ‘Of waters before her that?"” : It was not a very interesting story

Now the small girl liked l feel the The young lady's face was exceed- but it was ;-rm‘nkn‘; to have even

~ ek o b en 2 ingly rosy and her tone most em- a poor story left unfinished, and

soft touch of Aunt Hilda's fingers,but
she liked her stories better, so she
began suggestively in a low tone:

‘Once upon a time there was a lit-
tle starfish that lived at the bhottom
of the sea and—"

“Peggy, dear,” the young lady sud-
denly broke in irrelevantly, “‘has ary
one been dowa here on the beach tiis
afternoon except you?"’

The small girl forgot the little star-
fich temporarily and chuckled as at
an ar-using recollection.

“Mr. Gannett came down the walk
a little while ago,’’ she said. “ He
looked awful cross and was saying

phatic
surprise Cess Did the nice

say?
my father so, and I've been wonder-
Ing ever since
shoes

lady’s face
white stock ' ended to the place where
'the brown

would be nice
ed to the two princes

to know what happen
and the prin-
prince kill the
other prince after a long and bloody
battle, or did a fairy come and turn
the other prince into an animal ol
some sort and thus get him out ol
the way, or did the princess—Her me-

The small girl looked up at her I
“Is it such a very queen thing to

Why, I heard Uncle Harry tell

the red
restless

if—if—you=""

became unreasonably

and dug the saud in an embarrassed ditations were broken by a long sha
fashion—"if vou would be proud to dow suddenly falling across the
be his wife, Aunt Hilda?" sands at her feet She looked up

I'he color
from the place

quickly at a4 young man who, with his
hand in his pockets, was gazing
down at her with a most unhappy
expression upon his face

surged up the youug
where the
Evidently

curls began

things to himsell, and | guess he she did not like to be asked such "'l ;un'glml that vou at least were
couldn’t see very well, for he step- questions, though her volce was Just not \n.v‘\‘l\ l‘lnnh'.(fliln'lnt'd by my
ped into the big well I dug this @ gentle and even as ever when she coming,” he said, with a sharp little
morning and fell down."” spoke. note in  his voice that the small

The small girl watched the yvoung'!

lady laugh with an anxious expec-
tancy that showed she had yet more
which she wished to tell.

‘““And what did he do then?”’ the
voung lady said at last.

“He called me a ‘voung iimb.” What
am I a limb of, Aunt Hilda?"
The young lady had grown grave

again.
“Mr. Gannett had no right to speak
to you so,”’ she said, adding, after

a moment, in a very indifierent tone !
s ' y ingly), “‘tell me about a prince that her red

married a princess. and lived
ever after.” '
out over the hlue sweep of water said it was Mr

indeed, ‘‘I suppose no one else has
been near here this afternoon?”

The small girl shook her head. The:
as her companion seemed again on
the point of becoming unduly inter-

fish now, Peggy?"
The small girl knew

being rebuked

meekly on the young lady’s shoulder.

Hilda,"
might tell a new story first, and then

end up
I like that to come last

girl had never before heard. She did
not know just what he was talking
about, but she did not wish to let
discover her ignorance, so she
his remark altogether ikl
vou were Mr. Gannett.' she

“Shall T tell about the little star-
that she was
and dropped her head bhim
ignored
“1f vou'd Just as lieve. Aunt thought
" she said, humbly, “only—’ sald

The voung man's frown grew a bit
more fierce “Thank vou your aunt
would scareelv have made such a mis-
take."

I'he small girl pacted the
under which she was busily burying
show “She ddn’t know
happy anvthing about it She didn’'t ool
The young lady looked She just got up and went off when |
Gannett
I'he scowl lifted visibly

“Only, Peggy?
“Only I was thinking perhaps you
little starfish one

You might,
most  engag-

with the
mounds

vou wanted” (this

“But. vou see, dear, the prince does from the

ested in the horizon lines she once not always marry the princess, b€ yvoung man's forehead. He took his
: : on i ause—""' hands out of his pockets and, seat-
more began: ‘‘Once upon a time CAUS _ |
there was a little starﬂ& Aunt Hil- | The young girl waited expectant!y ing himself heside the small  girl,
da, who lived at the bottom of |ior her to continue, but she scemed 10 began skipping stones in an absent-
t.h&—" have forgooten everything in  her byinded way.

white boat dipping “] wonder,” he said, vaguely, after

The young lady suddenly turned,and, |interest in a W
across the open bhay.

framing between her hands the rosy

~a moment, and then lapsed into sil-
“You ought not to begin ‘because,

face upturmed to hers, kissed it | ence again.  The small girl sudden-
;::,u‘- v The smai,l lgirl'thnught she | Aunt Hilda, you ought to say, ‘Um“(: Iv stopped her inhuming process
felt 'sbmething wet and hot on her 'upon a time there was a princess— | ‘Do you know how the story ends,

cheek beside the kiss, but Aunt Hil-
da could not have been crying, for
she was smiling when she spoke
“If you will run up to the hotel
Peggy, and get myv blue parasol that
stands in the corner of the piazza by

ling the white boat, but she accepted
the correction
|there was

{went to live for a little while by the
seashore.” | The

The young lady did not stop watch-  Mr  Warren?” she asked, eagerly. *1
mean the story of the princess and
“Once upon a UMe the two prince: Aunt Hilda was
a princess, Peggy, wWho telling me, and then left off right in
the midd!
voung been

man’'s eves bhad

the door, I'll tell you the story | ‘‘Was she more lovely than 1ONEUE "seurching the rocks for a flutter of
when you come back.” " |ean tell, Aunt Hilda?'’ interrupted e hut no merest hint of that co-
Then, while the broad runway was  the small girl. lor rewarded him, and he gradually

yet echoing with the sound of hurry- !
ing little feet, “And, Peggy,’”' she

called again, “‘and, Peggy, while you xsht:d;—‘b"t
a er ; might see if there is [Wha
ey B e ¢ g !sho had alwayvs been happy and con-

the | tented untdl this summer, the sum- |
and {mer, the
{about, 1

any one we know on the piazza.”

It was not five minutes before
small girl sank down again, hot
breath on the sand.

“I ran all the way,” she panted. |two—'

The young lady fanned her messen-

ger with the broad brim of her
white linen shade hat
“‘Did you find the parasol all

right?”’ she asked, most unnecessar-
iy, as the proof of it lay in her lap,
‘“‘and was there any one on the piaz-
/‘?"

“Yes, I found it,”” the small girl |
answered, when she had at last
drawn a sufficiently long breath,
“and there wasu't any one there ex-
cept Miss Gilman and Mr. Warren,
=nd they've gone now. Miss Gilman
was on steps, and Mr. Warren
was looking at her, and Miss Gilman
was saying she guessed the hill walk
was ter

g

d .li
‘l:'“w flapping hat brim shut off all
iew of the young lady’'s face, but

the small girl was too busy with
her own ts to have noticed

o
bid

with an abrupt “Aunt Hilda?”
llYu' "!‘y.l'

“Why do nice men like Mr. Warren
go with horrid women like Miss Gil-
man?”’ The young lady laughed a
queer little laugh.

“You mustn't call Miss Gilman a
horrid woman, Peggy, even if you do
not like her. Of court:ee. shet'l not
agreeable and she's not very
"' (this rather sharply), “‘but

“Well, 1 hate her.”

p’tin either, and some people  had

testatically

“No, not dragons. )
say there were two princes who 1iv- 1 imer 1
ed at the same palace where the prin-
cess was staying.
|very stout and very rich—"

was rather like Mr.
and the princess did not care for
him in the least.
was not rich at all, but he was tall |
and handsome.”

the young lady bastily interrupted
, and then they went her

himself, and that is why the princess
came to—to love him so much, so
verv, very much.”

Presently she broke the silence \most out of sight, but it seemed to
have
lady's attention. g
just on the noint of protesting when
the storv-telier berseli suddenly re-| The

agreeahle, Pegev, he was also amaz-
inelv stunid. Of course, the nrincess
did not want him to know that she
loved him, and of conrse she was a
sreat deal nicer to the other prince |cause he didn’'t know that the prin-
than to him on that accoomt. But
this nrince was 8o dnll that he she was always pleasanter with the
thought she really did eare more for
his rival and that

“Oh, dear, no, but then she Wasu't poame aware of the small girl's ques-

tion
it doesn’t really m-nth*r | I couldn't tell you the end till 1
people had said In any case y,,w the beginning, vou know,'' he

said, “perhaps you might tell me the
beginning.”’

The small gir! smoothed down her
tumbled dress and folded her hands
in her lap.  She liked to tell stories
almost  as well as to hear them

“Welll'  she began, impressively,
‘““there was once a princess  who
went to the seashore for the sum-
never heard of a princess
doing that before.”

1 am speaking
but that summer

summer
mean,

“Dragons,’”’ broke in the small girl,
shook her head.

The young lady
1 was going to

One of them was
i man

The small girl was encouraged, and
went on: ‘She was not such a beaun-
tiful princess, though Aunt Hilda said
she wasn't homely, and there were
two princes that lived at the same
palace where she did. Ome was rich
and horrid, like Mr. Gannett—"'
The voung man started

“Did vour aunt sav he was like
Mr. Gannett?"" he inquired.

“She did after T asked her” the
small girl returned, “but she didn't
tell me what the other prince was
like, except that he was nice and
tall and that the princess loved him
very much.”

“Lucky dog!"” the voung man broke
in, softlv. “‘Well, and what did she
do to this nice tall being?”
small girl shook

“Like Mr. Gannett, Aunt Hilda?"
The young lady nodded. ‘‘Yes, he
Gannett, Pegey,

The other prince
“Like—" the small girl began, but
“He was not like any one except

The white sail on the bay was al-

entirely absorbed the voung
The small girl was

her head

membered the task in hand and went [ doubtiullv.  “T don’t know what she
on. did—Aunt Milda had not got so far
“Put although this prirce was £0 a5 that She was just saving that

though this prince was so nice he
was also  very stupid.
conldn’t see why he was stupid at

all, but Aunt Hilda said he was be-
cess liked him the best, even though

other prince.
he himself wagin |know she
that is what he im- | Warren?"
The small cirl was almost Mgb‘t‘»
<

$0 fixedly and so stran

m mma\q.""
““Are you sure that ie
iy

Now how could he
liked him the bhest, Mr.

L,

“But T have,"” interrupted the young |

Now 1!

EEER

fthought it was funny myself, 1 ma
"truly.” '

““And she said she didn't care for
the rich fellow, after all™

“She said the princess didn't,”’ cor-
rected the small girl

““And she did not want to see Gan-
nett''—this was most evidently not
addressed to the small girl, but she
did not notice that |

“No, | guess my Aunt Hilda hates
Mr. Gannett most as much as |
do. |

The young man suddenly turned to
her, and, grasping her sma!l hand,
wrung It most cordially “Peggy,
you're a trump!"

The small girl did not know what
she had done to be so eulogized, but
she was too much accustomed to re-
bufls not to zccept praises gracefully.

| She smiled complacently at her red
'boots. She hoped the young man no-
ticed them, but a glance at  his

face made her doubtful, and then she
| remembered the story.

| “Well, how did it end?” Did the
princess marry the prince she liked,
and did they live happy ever after?”
| “I profoundly hope so,"” auswered
ithe young man, lﬂ'vently.

“But don't you know?
| “No, Peggy. I don't, but I wish I
did."”

The voung man had at last caught
|a glimpse of blue iwoving across the |
extreme edge of the rocks. The small
'girl saw it too, and a bright thought
(came to her.

“We mighf go and ask
Hilda,' she suggested.

“Let's.”

' The vyoung man grasped her hand
jand put her plea nto practice so
quickly that she was almost speech-
less when at last they climbed down
!the farther side ofi the rock and
stood face to face with the young
{lady, who looked up at them Ia sur-
fprise,
“It wasn't Mr. Gannett, after all;
(it was Mr. Warren,”' the small girl
gasped, “and we came to hear the
end ol the story Did the princess
\marry the prince she wasn't nice
107 |
“Yes, did she marry him, Hilda?" l

Aunt

P AL AL AL LA AL LA AL

The young man's voice was not
quite steady. “He must have been
out of breath, too,”” thought the

small girl, and she fell to wondering
if it wasn't queer that he should
call her aunt by her first name

The young lady did not seem to
(realize that she had heen asked a
‘qm‘\linh She turned away and |
looked off over the shining water. |
It was strange that her cheeks |
hould be so red and that her hand |
hould tremble as she lifted it to
brush the wind-blown hair out of her
eyes, i
The voung man stood watching her
as though that was the only thing
that there was worth doing in all
the world, but the small girl stole

up and grasped the hlue skirt in two |
little sandy hands

“Did she marry him?" she per-
sisted

The voung lady
to the vellow curls
“How could she?'’ she said, after
a minute; “‘he never asked her to

llrll[b]n‘d her hand

marry him.’

“Because he thought he had no
chance, Hilda. Becaust he was a
proud beggar, after all, and the oth-

er fellow seemed to have all the on-
couragement. You know, sou must
know, Hilda, how he felt.”

The voung man had come up behind
the pair and was looking into  the
voung lady's face over the small girl's
hiead, but the latter's disappointment
made her oblivious of all her  sur-
roundings

“So vou don't know how the story
ended, after all,” she said, loosening
her hold, “‘and you don't know what
become of the prince?”’ She started
to move awav disconsolately, but her
aunt suddenly caught her back and,
stooping, kissed her

“1 do know, after all, dear,"" she
said, softlv; “she told him she would
marry him and bhe happy ever after.”

The voung man made a quick ges-
ture with outstretehed arms, then
snddenly he stopped and, taking some-
‘thing from his pocket, pressed it in-
to the small girl's palm “There's
a bhig box of chocolates at the pa-
vilion for the little girl that gets |
there in five minutes '’ |

She was gone in an instant
scrambling wildly over the rocks |

Thev did not watch her mad rush,
nor did she once pause to look back
One never turns when one is abhout to
possess one’s  heart’s desire. —Edith
Richmond Planchard in Short Stories

Keep Troubles Secret

It is well sometimes to let
troubles he vour secrets. The man
yor woman who deals tales of woe out l
to his or her f{riends will soon find
themselves without friends to whom
they may deal them. In the long
run it seldom pays to relieve your-
self  of  burdens by adding to the
'weight carried by others. The world
(is willing to laugh with you, but it
{seldom wishes to be asked to cry
|with you, and there are none who
‘can make themselves so unpopular
{as those who go about with a long
face and a tale of woe that is told
{to each chance acquaintance. 1i the
lttle knotty probiems of life come
|to you, remember they come to oth-
'ers also, and so not ask another to
unravel a double portion of the
snarls. If things do not go just as
you would like them, remember that
others are afflicted in the same way,
and be just a little ready to help
vourself than you are to ask anotk
er to help you. Did you ever notice
that the person who is given to trou-
ble telling is more than likely to he
a bearer ol gossip? The two fit to-
gether like two halves to a whole,
and the gossip bearer has ever a
new trouble to tell.
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" Sick Room Suggestions

In time of bealth prepare for ill-

One can never tell
knowledge of medicine

men to follow.
when  ene's

though it is not always possible to
take a course in first ald to the ia-

lured, there are many simple home
remedies and methods of nursing
which, if a person is familiar with,

may save life, not to mention a big
doctor's bill.

Camphor is one of the good old-
time remedies which is fine
where there are children. A flannet
wet with it and bound on a sore

throat at night will generally effect
a cure if there are no diptheritic
conditions. In case white patches
appear, a gargle of potash with a
hittle muriatic tiocture of iron
added is most effective. Add water
to chlorate of potash; the quantity
isn't material, as the water will dis-
solve only a certain amount of the
potash anyway. About one tea-
spoonful of iron to z three ounce bot-
tle of the potash gargle is the cor-
rect quantity. Gargle with this pre-
paration every hcar or two.

A flannel saturated with turpentine
and grease is also good for sore
throats. Turpentine also acts as an
antiseptic in case of a wound from
a dog bite, a nail, a splinter or a
knife ecut. Cleanse the wound thor-
oughly with warm water and pour
on turpentine. It wili burn for a
time, but is a healing and eflective
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