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THEN MOTHER MOVED
Tommy—Mother what is an oc-

ns? ;
Mother—Why it's an ugly ani-
mal that lives at the bottom of the
. ik
Tommy—That's mighty I’unnjr'?
Mother—Funny?

Tommy—Yes, |

Mother—Wh

Tommy—Well, I was just pas-
sing the parlor and I heard lil-
ter say in a funny voice, “Oh,|
Jack, how I wish you were nnl

octopus.”—Michigan Gargoyle, .
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CHAPTER V).
Uncle John.
IS8 SPENCE gasped. 8o did

the pupils. The whole room
lilled with a swelling, con-

glomerate *0-0-0-0-h!"
As for Penrod himself, the walls
reeled with the shock.,. He sat with

his mouth open, a mere lump of stupe-
faction., For the appalling words that
he had hurled at the teacher were as
inexplicable to him as to any other
who heard them.

Nothing is more treacherous than the
human mind; nothing else so loves to
play the Iscariot. Even when patient-
I¥ bullied into a semblance of order
and training it may prove but a base
and shifty servant. And Penrod's
mind was not his servant. It was a
master, with the April wind's whims,
and it bad just played him a diabolical
trick. The very jolt with which he
came back to the schoolroom in the
midst of his fancied fdight jarred his
day dream utterly out of him and he
sat open mouthed in horror at what
he had said.

The unanimous gasp of awe was pro-
tracted. Miss Spence, however, final-
Iy recovered her breath, and, returning
deliberately to the platform, faced the
school. *“And then, for a little while,”
as pathetic stories sometimes recount,
“everything was very still.” It was so
still, in fact, that Penrod's newborn
notoriety could almost be heard grow-
ing. This grisly silence was at last
broken by the teacher,

“Penrod Schofield, stand up!”

The miserable child obeyed.

“What did you mean by speaking

to me in that way?”

He hung his head, raked the floor
with the side of his shoe, swayed,
swallowed, looked suddenly at his
hands with the air of never having
seen them before, then clasped them
behind him. The school shivered in
ecstatic borror, every fascinated eye
upon him, vet there was not a soul in
the room but was profoundly grateful
to him for the sensation—including the
offended teacher herself. Unhappily,
all this gratitude was unconscious and
altogether different from the kind
which results in testimonials and lov-
ing cups. On the contrary!

“IPenrod Schofield!"”

He gulped.

“Answer me at once!
speak to me like that?”

“l1 was"— He choked, unable to
continue,

“Speak out!”

“I was just—thinking," he managed
to stammer,

“That will not do,” she returned
sharply. “I wish to know immediate-

Why did you

'ly why you spoke as you did.”

The stricken Penrod answered help-

lessly:

“Because 1 was just thinking.”
Upon the very rack he could have

' offered no ampler truthful explanation.

It was all he knew about it

“Thinking what?"

“Just thinking.”

Miss Spence’s expression gave evl-
dence that her power of self restraint
was mundergoing a remarkable test
[Towever, after taking counsel with
herself, she commanded:

“Come here!"

He shuffled forward, and she placed
a chair upon the platform near her

“8it there!”

Then (but not at all as if nothing
had happened) she continned the les-
:on  in  arithmetic. Spiritually the
‘hildren may have learned a lesson in
very small fractions, indeed, as they
sazed at the fragment of gin before
‘hem on the stool of penitence, They
1ll stared at him attentively. with
hard and passionately interested eyes
Il ‘Whif'h "H‘l'l_: WwWis never one “"JH'L‘ {.’If
ity. It cannot be said with precision
hat he writhed. His movement was
nore a slow, continnous squirm, effect-
1 with a ghastly sssumption of lan-
wuld Indifference, while his gaze, in
‘he effort to escape the marble hearted
slare of his schoolmates, affixed itself
with apparent peérmanence to the
waisteoat button of James Russell
[.owell just above the *u” in “Rus-
sell.”

(asses came and classes went, grill-
ing hinr with eyes. Newcomers re-
ceived the story of the crime in dark-
ling whispers, and the outcast sat
and squirmed and squirmed and
squirmed. (He did one or two things
with his spine which a professional
would have observed
with real interest.) And all this while
of freezing smspense wais buat the
eriminal’'s detention awaiting trial. A
known punishment may be anticipated
with some measure of equanimity—at
least, the prisoner may prepare him-

happy.

eI @ undergd it—0Out the unknown
lvoms more monstrous for every at-
wempt to gness it. Penrod’s erime was
nnique.  There were no rules to aid
il in estimating the vengeance to fall
pon him for it,. What seemed most
probable was that he would be expel-
'vd from the school in the presence
of his family, the mavor and counecil
nnd whipped afterward by his father
upon the state house steps, with the

eutire city as aundience by invitation
if the anthorities,
Soon came. The rows of children

fled out, every head turning for a last

dnpleasingzly  speculative look at the
mtlaw.  Then Miss Spence closed the
door into the cloakroom and that into
the biz hall and eame and sat at her
'esk. near Penrod. The tramping of
wt outside, the shrill calls and shout-
ine and the changing voices of the
lder bhoys eensed to be heard—and
there was silenee Penrod. =till affect
inz to be occupled with Lowell, was

onscions that Miss Epence looked at
him intently.

“Penrod,” she eravely. *what
wrense have von to offer hefore
et vonr eage to the prine
“principal™ striéek
the vitals. Grand inqulsitor,
khan, sultan, emperor, czar, Caesar
Augustus—these are comparable. He
stopped squirming iostantly and sat
rigid.

“1 want an answer, Why did you
shout those words at me?"

“Well,” he murmured, “I was just—

an il

innl %"
him to
grand

Tl e waord

' thinking.”

“Thinking what?" she asked sharply.

“l don't know."

“That won't do!"

He took his left ankle in his right
hand and regarded it helplessly.

“That won't do, Penrod Schofield,”
she repeated severely. “If that is all
the excuse vou have to offer 1 shall re-
port your case this instant!"

And she rose with fatal intent.

But Penrod was one of those whom
the precipice inspires. “Well, I bave
ot an excuse.”

“Well"—she
“what is it?”

He had not an idea, but he felt one
coming and replied antomatically in a
plaintive tone:

“1 guess anybody that had been
throngh what I had to go through last

paused impatiently—

nizht would think they had san ex-
clse.””

Miss Spence resumed her seat,
though with the air of being ready to

leap from it instantly.

“What has last night to do with your
insolence to me this morning?”

“Well, I guess you'd see,” he re
turned, emphasizing the plaintive note,
“if you knew what I know.”

“Now, Penrod,” she said, in a kinder
voice, “I have a high regard for your

me to distress them, but you must ei-
ther tell me what was the matter with

you or I'll have to take you to Mra

. Houston.”

“Well, ain’t 1 golug to?" he crled,
spurred by the dread name. “It's be-
cause 1 didn't sleep last night.”

“Were you il The question was
put with some dryness.

He felt the dryness.
wm'lt‘ﬂ

“Then if some one in your family
was so ill that even you were kept
up all night, how does it happen they

“Nom; I

. let you come to school this morning?"

“It wasn't {illness,” he returned,
shaking his head mournfully. “It was
lots worse'n anybody's being sick. It
was—it was—well, it was jest awful.”

“What was?' He marked with anxi-
ety the incredulity in her tone.

“It was about Aunt Clara,” he said.

“Your Aunt Clara!” she repeated.
“Do you mean your mother's sister
who married Mr. Farry of Dayton,

I ?°

“Yes—Unecle John,” returned Penrod
sorrowfully. *“The trouble was about
him."”

Miss Spence frowned a frown which
he rightly interpreted as one of contin-
ued suspicion. “She and I were in
gchool together,” she said. “I used to
know her very well, and 1I've always
heard her married life was entirely
1 don't"—

“Yes, it was,” he interrupted, “until
last year when Uncle John took to
running with traveling men'—

“What?”

“Yes'm.” He nodded solemnly. *“That
was what started it. At first he was
a good, kind husband, but these trav-
eling men would coax him into a sa-
loon on his way from work, and they
got him to drinking beer and then ales,
wines, liquors, and cigars”—

“Penrod!”

“Ma'am?"’

“I'm not inquiring into your Aumt
Clara's private affairs. I'm asking voe
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i you bave aunyrhing to say ‘which

» would pallinte”™—

" about, Miss

[ re. |

- mother and father, and it would hurt

1

, she bad to come,

“That's what 1'm tr:, in" to tell you
spence,” he pleaded,
you'd jest vuly let me. When Aunt
Clara and bher little baby daughter got
to our house lust night™—

“You say Mrs. I"arry is visiting your
mother?"”

“*Yes'm—not just visiting—you see,
Well, of eourse, lit-
tle baby Clara, she was so bruised up
and mauled, where he’d been hittin'
her with his cane”—

“You mean that yvour uncle had done
such a thing as that!” exclaimed Miss

spence, suddeuly disarmed by this
scandal.

"Yes'm., And mamma and Margaret
| had to =it up all night nursin® little |
Clara. And Aunt Clara was in such a
state somebody had to keep talkin' to
her, and there wasn’t anybody but me
todo lt. So l1” :
“But where was your father?' she

cried.

“Ma'am7?"
“Where was vour father while"—
“Oh, papa
ed, then brizhtened.
down at the train
Uncle John would

“Why, he was
wiitin® to see if
try to foilow ‘em

and make ‘em come home s0's he could |

persecute 'em some more, | wanted
to do that, but they said if he did
come I mightn’t be strongz enough to
hold bim, and”— ‘The brave lad paus-
ed again modestly, Miss Spence’s ex-
pression was encouraging, Her eves
were wide with astonishment, and
there may have been in them nlso the
mingled beginnings of adwiration and
self reproach, PPenrod, warming to his
work. felt safer everv moment.
“And so0." he cont "nm-ul, 1
git up with Aunt Cla =he had some
pretty biz bruises, too .1:|rl 1 had to"—
“But why didu’t they send for a doe-
tor?" However, thiz question was
only a flicker of dvine ineradnlity.
“()h, any doctor!™

had to

1]'!':". i‘!:'!F:IT ARELEET

exclaimed the inspired ‘4-.-lr-t rrompt-
Iy. “They don't “.-",:' anyvhady to hear
ahout it. becaves Ty 1nn| mizht re-
form—and then whe .w'l hie be if overy-
Tllllll'i.' knevw he'd bheen o drmmkard and :
'1'1'.'][i1||““l] his wife and by danghter?”

“Oh!™ enid Miss Spenca,

“Yon =see, he nsed to he npright as
anybody.,” he went on explanatively.
“1t n!l heoun™

“Yiegup, Menrod.,”

“Yes'm. It all commenced from the

first day he let those traveling men
coax him into the saloon.”
narrated the downfall of his Uncle
John at length. In detail he was noth-
ing short of plethoric, and incident
followed incident, sketched with such
vividness, such abundance of color and
such verisimilitude to a drunkard’s
life as a drunkard’s life should be, that
had Miss Spence possessed the rather
chilling attributes of William J. Burns
himself the last
must bave vanished from her mind.
Besides, there are two things that will
be believed of any man whatsoever,
and one of them is that he has taken
to drink. And n every sense it was
a moving picture which, with simple
but eloguent words, the virtuous I’en-
rod set before his teacher.

His eloquence increascd with what
it fed on, and as with the eloquence
g0 with selfl reproach in the gentle
bosom of the teacher, She eleared her
throat with difficulty once or twice
during his description of his minister-
ing night with Aunt Clara. “And 1
said to her, ‘Why. Aunt Clara, what's
the use of takin' on so about it? And

I said, ‘Now, Aunt Clara, all the erying
in the world can't make things any
better.” And then she'd just keep

catchin' hold of me and sob and kind |

of holler, and 1'd say: ‘Don’t ery, Aunt
Clara. Please don't ery!""™

Then, under the influence of some
fragmentary survivals of the respecta-
ble portion of his Sunday adventures,
his theme became more exalted, and,
only partially misquoting a phrase
from a psalm, he related how he had
made it of comfort to Aunt Clara and
how he had besought her to seek high-
er guidance in ber trouble.

The surprising thing about a strue-
ture such as Penrod was erecting is
that the taller it becomes the more
ornamentation it will stand. Gifted
boys have this faculty of building mag-
nificence upon cobwebs—and Penrod
was gifted. Under the spell of his
really great performance, Miss Spence
gazed more and more sweetly upon the
prodigy of spiritual beauty and good-
ness before her, until at last, when
Penrod came to the explanation of his
“Just thinking,” she was forced to
turn her head away.

“You mean, dear,” she said gently,
“that you were all worn out and hard-
Iy knew what you were saying?"
“Yes'm."

“And vou were thinking about all

those dreadful things so hard that you |

forgot where you were?"
“T was thinking,”
“how to save Uncle John,”

And the end of it for this mighty |

boy was that the teacher kizsed him!

CHAPTER VI

Fidelity of a Little Dog.

HE returning
afternoon observed that DPen-

rod’s desk was vacant, and
nothing could bave been more
impressive than that sinister mere
emptiness. The accepted theory was
that Peorod bad been arrested.
How Dbreath taking then the sensa-
tion when at tbhe begioning of the
second bhour he strolled in with inimi-

table carelessuess and, rubbing his

| eyes, somewhat noticeably in the man-

ner of one who has snatched an hour
of much needed sleep, took his place as
if nothing in particular had bappened.
This at first stpposed to be a superhu-
man exhibition of sheer audacity, be-
came but the more dumfounding when
Miss Spence, looking from her desk,
greeted him with a pleasant little nod.

L]

H“f

Penrod paused, reflect- |

'enrod

trace of skepticism |

he =said =imply,

students that |

t LVET ater scliool enroa £ave pumer- .

vus maddeued nvestigators no relief

. All he would consent to say was:

. “Ob, 1 just talked to ber.”

. A mystification not entirely uncon-
nected with the one thus produced was
manifested at his own family dinner
table the following evening, Aunt
Clara had been out rather late and
came to the table after the rest were
seated. She wore a puzzled expres-
sion.

“Do you ever see Mary Bpence now-
ndays?" she inquired., ns she unfold.
ed her napkin, addressing Mrs. Scho-
field. Penrod abruptiy set down his

soup spoon and gazed at his aunt with
flattering attention.

| “Yes, sometimes,” sald Mrs. Scho-
field. “She's "'enrod’s teacher.”

1 “Is she?" sald Mrs. Farry. *"Deo

i vou"— 8She paused. “Do people think

her a little—queer these days?
“Why, nol turned her

- glster.
| “What makes yvou say that?™

| *“Bhe has acy 1! a very odd man-
| ner,” said Alrs. Farry decidedly. *“At
| least, she seem li odd 10 me. 1 met

| her at the corner just before 1 got to
| the house a few minutes ago, and aft-
| €r we'd said bowdy do to each other
| she kept hold of my band and looked
! as though she was going to cry. She
i seemed to be tryving to say something
and choking”—

“But 1 don’t think that's so very
queer, Clara. She knew you in school,
didn’t she¥”

“Yes, but”—

“And she bhadn't seen you for sc
many vears | think it's perfectly nat-
ural she'—

“Wait! She there =queezing
my hand and struggling to get her
| voice, and I got really embarrassed,

and then finally <he said in a kind of
' tearful whisper: ‘Ile of good cheer.
Thiz trial will pass.' "’

“How queer!” exclaimed Margaret.
| Penrod =izhed and returned some-

what abzently to his soup.

“Well. 1 don't know.” gaid Mrs. Scho
field thoughtfully. *Of course she's
' feard about the outbhreak of measles
| 1 Davton, since they had to close the

s1ood

chools, and she knows voun live
I there"—
| “But doesn't it seem a verv exag
- rerated wav,” snorreind Margaret, “to
' talk abont mensles?
| “Walt!"” berroad Arnt Clara. “After

 #he said thal shesnsl agmething eved
queerer and then put Lber handkerchief
tn ber eves and burried away.”

Peprod laid down his spoon again

and moved his chair slightly back from
the table. A spirit of prophecy was
upon him. He kpew that some one
was going to ask a question which he
felt might better remain unspoken.
. “What was the other thing she
=aid ?" Mr., Schofield inquired, thus im-
mediately fulfilling his son's premoni-
tion.

“She said,” returned Mrs. Farry slow-
| ly, looking about tne table: “she said,
‘1 know that Penrod is a great, great
' comfort to yvou." ™

There was a general exclamation of

surprise. It was a singular thing, and
in no manner may it be considered
complimentary to DPenrod that this

speech of Miss Spence’s should have
immediately counfirmed Mrs. Farry's
doubts about her in the minds of all
his family.

Mr, Schofield
ingly.

“I'm afraid she's a goner,” he went
s0 far as to say.

“Of all the weird ideas!” cried Mar
garet.

“I never heard anything like it in my
life!”™ Mrs. Schofield exclaimed. “Was
that all she said?¥

“Every word!"

Penrod again resumed attention to
his soup. His moiher looked at him
curiously, and then, struck by a sud-

shook his bhead pity-

“Wait! She stood there squeezing my
hand and struggling to get her voice.

den thouglht, gathered the glances of
the adults of the table by a siguniticant
movement of the Lead, and, by anoth-
er, conveyed an admonition to drop the
subject until later. Miss Spence was
Penrod's teacher. It was Dbetter, for
many reasons, not to discuss the sub-
ject of her queerness before him. This
was Mrs. Bcholield’s thought at the
time, Later she had another., and it
kept her awake.

The next afternoon Mr. Schofield. re h

' EHAPPED

HANDS
'COLD SORES

yvour hands chapped,
ﬂ‘m.lr.td or sore? Have you
“cold cracks” which =pen and
bleed when the skin s drawn
tight? Have you a cold sore,
frost bite, or chilblains, which
at times makes it agony for you
to go about your duties ¢ 11 so,
LZam-Buk will give vou relief,

and will heal the irost-damaged
skin,

Miss B, Strojea, of East Hans-

ford, N.S., writes
were so bad!y

“My hands
chapped 1 was un
able to put them in water, All
remedies failled to heal until ]
tried Zam-Buk Perseverance
with this balm completely healed
the sores.”’

Zam-Buk heals cuts, burns, brulses,
cures ecrema, piles, chapped hands,
cold sores, Irost bites, and all skin

di_&;‘l-‘hi"i and ill:l.l.ril'l._ Heluse sub-
sltituiss. At all druggists and stores,

turning at 5 o'clochk from e cares of
the day, found the bouse deserted and
gat down to read his eveuning paper in
what appeared to be an uninhabited
apartment kvnown to its own world as
the “drawing room.” A sneege, unex-
pected both to him and the owner, in-
forme=d him of the presence of another
person.

“Where are you, Penrod?’
ent asked, looking about.

“Here,” said l'enrod meekly.,

Stooping, Mr. Schofield discovered
his son squatting under the piawo, near
an open window—his wistful Duke ly-
ing beside him.

- “What are you doing there?

“Me

“Why under the piano?”

“Well,” the boy returned with grave
sweetness, “l was just kind of sitting
bere—thinking.”

“All right.” Mr. Schofield, rather
touched, returned to the digestion of
a murder, his back once more to the
piano, and Penrod silently drew. (rom
beneath his jacket (where he had slip-
ped it simultaneously with the sneeze)
a paper backed volume entitled, “Slim-
&y, the Bioux City Squealer; or, ‘Not
Guilty, Your Honor.""

In this manner the reading ciub con-
tinved in peace, absorbed, contented,
the world well forgot—until a sudden,
violently irritated slam bang of the
front door startled the members, and
Mrs. Schofield burst into the room and
threw herself into a chair moaning.

“What's the matter, mamma?¥’ ask-
ed her husband, laying aside his paper,

“Henry Passloe SBchofield,” returne
ed the lady, “1 don't know what is to
be done with that bov: I do not!”

“NYou mean Penrod ¥

“Who else could 1 mean?™ She sat
up, exasperated, to stare at him
“Heury I'assloe Schofield, you've goé
to take this matter in your hands. It's
bevond me!™

“Well, what hag he"—

“Last night 1 got to thinking,” she
began rapidly, “about what Clara told
us—thank heaven she and Margaret
and little Clara have gone to tea at
Cousin Charlotte’s—but they'll be home
soon—about what she sajid about Miss
Spence’—

“You mean about Penrod's being a
comfort ¥

“Yes, and 1 kept thinking and think-
ing and thinking about it till 1 conldn't
etand it any"—

“By George!" shouted Mr. Schofiel®

Continued on page T,

the par-
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THE NEWEST RETNEDY
- FOR
Backache, Rheumatism and Dropsy.

» Bladder and Uric Acid troubles
bring m nury to many. When the kidneys
are weak or di these natural tilters
do not cleanse the blood sufliciently. and
the poisons are carried to all parts of the
body., There follow depression, aches
and pains, heaviness, drowsiness, irrita-
bilivy, hea.da,chﬂn chilliness and rhen-
matism. In some people there are sharp

ains in the back ;m::l loins, distressing
adder disorders and sometimes obstin.
ate dropsy. The uric acid sometimes
forms into grave! or kidney stones, When
the wuric acid aflects the muscles and
joints, it causes lumbago, rhenmatism,
gout or sciatica. This is the time o try
® Anuric.” Send 10c. for trial package.
During digestion uric acid is absorbed
Into the system from meat eaten, and
even frcn some vegetables. The poor
kidneys get tired and backache begins
This is a good time to take "Anuric,”
the new discovery of Dr, Pierce for Kid-
ney trouble and Backache, Neglected
kidney trouble is responsible for many
deaths, and Insurance Company examin-
ing doctors always test the water of an
ﬂ:pi:uum before a policy will be issued.
ave you ever set aside a bottle of water
A heavy sedi-
sometimes indicates kid-
ney trouble, he true nature and char-
acter of diseases, especially those of the
kldneyu and urinary organs, can often
be determined by a careful chemical an-
"l.ll and micrmn:-pi:.ll examination—
expert chemists of the
Hadicl.l Eu.ll.' of ﬂ.'lﬂ Invalids’ Hotel, If
you wish to know your condition send a
Emph of guurl water w Doctor Piarm'i
otel,

for twenty-four hours?
ment or settlin

valids® BufTalo, N '{I and de-

r symptoms, be ex-
%ﬁ. onhie St of Xz
will inf you truthfully.
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