more eake!” and nothing more was wid
ubout the kitten.

Mra. Bux seemed very noble. She kopt
trying to tulk to us about Pincher, and
trains, and Australia, but we were de-
termined she should be guict, as she
wished i1 s0 much. and we restrained vur
brimming euriosily about opussums up
gum trees, and about emus and kangu-
roos and wattles, and only eaid “Yes"
or No,” or, more often, nothing at all.

When tea was over we melted away.
“like snow-wreaths in Thawjean,” and
want out on the beach and had a yelling
match. Our throats felt as though they
were full of wool, fromn the hushed tones
we hnd used in talking to Mrs. Bax. Os-
wald won the maieh.

Next day we kept earefully out of the
way except for meals. Mrs, Bax tried
talking again at breakfast-time, but we
checked our wish 1o listen, and paased
the pepper, salt, mustard, bread, toast,
butter wmarnlade. and even the eayen-
ne vinegar, and oil with such politeness
that she gnve up.

We touk it in turn to wateh the hiouse
and drive away the organ-grinders, We
told them they must not play in front
of that lonse because there was an Aus-
tralinn lady who had to be kept quiet.
And they went at once. This cost us
wispence, bevnuse an organ-grinder wili
not fly the spot under twopence n flight.

VWe went to bed early. We werre quite
weary with being so ealm and still. Buot
we Knew it was onr duty, and wa liked
1he fiel af having done it.

The tuy after was the day Jake Lec
wnt hurt, Jake is the man who drives
abant the country it a covered cart.
witls pins and needlvs and combs al Tre-
ing-pans., and all the sort of things that
furmers” wives are lizely to want in a
lrey g nd o shop for mifes. [ have

always thonght Ja' s was n beautilw
life,

[ shonld Tike ta o it myse £ Well,
tienlar day he had got his eart
v (o start, and had got his foal
on the wheel ta get up. when a motor
car went by pulling and hoating, 1
alwavs think motor cars seem so rude.
wemehow. And the hovse was frightened,
and no wonder. Tt shied. and poor Joke
was thrown violently to the ground, and
It wo mnch that (hey had to send for
the <eoter. Of vourse we went and a_sk-
ol Mrs, Jake if we eauld do anything.
«ieh ns take the cart out and sell tie
things to the farmers’ wives.

it =he thought not. .

[t was after this that Dickie said:

“Why shouldn’t we get things of our
own and go and sell them—with Bates
donkey i

Oswald was thinking the same thing.
but he wishes to be fair, so he owns that
Dickie spoke first. .

We all saw at once that the idea was
a pood onw.

! ‘?'Hl?a]l we (ress up for it 7 FLO. asked.
We thought net.  1Eis always good spor;
to dre:s up, but 1 liave never he?.rdvvo‘
prople =elling things to furmers’ wives
in veally beantiful disguises. "

“AVs gught tu zo an =habby as we can.
wiid Aliee; “but somehow that always
scem= to eome mnatural to your clot,?:e-x
when vowve done = few  interesting
tlings in them, The clothes we wore at
the fire look very poor but deserving
What slall we buy to sell?™

“Pins, and needles, and tape, sand boil-
kins.” aaid Dora.

“Butter,” anid Noel;
when there is no butter.”

“Heney is mice.” said H.O.,, “and =e
are sausages.”

“Jnke has rendy-made shirts and cor-
durev trousTs. 1 suppose a farmer’s
shirt and trousers may give at any mo-
ment.”? waid Aliee: “and if he ean’t et
new ones he has to go to bed il they
are mended.”

Oswald thonght tin tacks and plue and
string must often be nesded to mend
harns and farm tonls with if they broke
suddenly.  And Dickie said:

“I think the pictures of Indies lang:
ing on {o crosses in fonming aeas arte
good. Take told  me he sold rmore of
thom thnn noything. T suppose people
suddenly hreak the old ones, nnd home
ian't Tome without o lady helding on to
n CTORS: '

We went to Munms  ehop and we
honght needles. and pins, nnd tapes. and
baldkina, & pound  of butter. a pot of
honev. nnd ane of mormalnde, tin tneks,
string aned glue.  Bnt we could not grb
any Indies with corossea. and the shirts
nnd trousers were ton expenaive for us te
dare ta risk it Tnatead we hought n
h-ndsatall for eighteetnence, hecaure how
providentinl we «Fmnld he to & farmer
whase fnvourite horse had eseaped and
he himl nothing te eatch it with. And

“it is terrible
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three cun-openers, in ecase of a distant
farm subsisting  entirely on canned
things, and the only opener fur wiles lost
down the well or sumething. We also
buughit several other thoughtful and far-
sighted things,

That night at supper we told Mra, Bax
we wanted te go out for the day. Bhe
had hardly said anything that supper-
time, and now she said:

“Where are you poing? Teaching Sun-
day-school £

As it was Monduy we frlt her poor
brain was wandering, most likely  for
wiant of quitt, Bo Uswnld said  gent-
Iy:

“Nu. we are not goiug to t.ach Sund y-
sehool,”

Mrs. Bax sighed. Thin she anid;

If to-nmiorrow for

ihe day.”

““I hope it will not tire you foo much,”
siid Dora with soft voice and cautious
politernsss, “If wyou  want anything
bought we eould da it for you with plea-
sure, and you eould have n nice, quict
day at home.”

“Thank you” said Mrs, Bax shortly,
and we aaw ahe wonld do what ~le close
whether it was really for her mwn gool
or not,

“What abaut podding strings?
they were

She started before we did nuxt orning
amd we were eareful to be mousequict
till The Ships fly which contained  her
wus out of learing. Thea we ad an-
other yelling compedition, and Noel woen
with thit new shriek of his that is like
a railway engine in distress; and  then
we went wiel feteh d Bates’ donkey  and
eart and packed our bales in it awl
started, some riding and xome running
belimd, and Oswald and Dickic oa  their
Dikes.

Any faint, distant traces  of respeet-
ableness that hring firenun lad  left io
our cluthas were n vovered up by the
dust of the roud, and by sveme of the win-
ger beer bursting thraugh the violence of
the eart. which had ne ~prings.

The first farmy we stopped at the wo-
man really did want  =ome pins, for
thongl a very stupil person, =he was
making n pink bleuse, nad we said:

“Da have some tape! You never koow
when you mny want it.”

“[ Teliove ia lnattons” she said.
strings for me. tank you,”

Tut when Oswalid suid, “What ahout
pushling-strings?  You ean’t hutton up
puddings as if they wers pillows!"”  she
voms nted to listen to renson. But it was
only twoprpee altegetler,

Nt at the next pliee the woman -nid
we were fmummickors" and told us o
“oot along, de.” il slie et her dog of
us, hut when Pincler <prang from the in-
mnst reeesser of th- enrt she ealled her
dog ofl. But ton late, for it and Tincher
were locked in the bharking, scuifline.
prowling embrace  of  deadly emmbnt.
When we hadd separatid fhe dogs she
went juta her haw-e o bnnged the door,
and we went on through 1he green, fint
marshes. nmeng the buttereupa and May-
Bbushes,

“T wouder whnt she meant 'by mum-
mickers,' ™ anid H.O.

“%he meant she saw our hich-har= air<
through our shabhy rlothes,” snid Alice,
“It's  always  happening. espreially to

“No

You

I'here's nuihing eo hard to

L'riuces,
vunevul as o Feally high-bred air

“I've been  thinkiuvg,” said  Dickie,
“whether hounesty wouldunt perbaps be
the best pulicy. Not always, uf cour-e,
buz just this vuee, L prople kiew what
we were deing it fur they might be
giud tu help un the gouvd work, \Whatt”

Su at the next farm, which was halr-
hidden by trecs like the picture ai the
beginning of Sensible Susan, we tied the
donkey to the gatepost and knocked at
the duur. 1t was opened Ly a rmwan
this time, and Dora said to him:

“We ure bunest traders. We are try-
ing te sell these things to help a ludy
wio s pour.  Lf you buy some you w.il
be bLelping, tow. Wouldn't you like to
do thaty It is & good work, and you
will be glad of it alterward when you
come to think over Lhe uacts of your
life.”

“Upon wmy wordan'onner!” said the
wal, whose face was red and surround-
il Ly a frill of white whiskers; “if ever
1 see a walkin® tract “ere it stands!”

“she doesn’t mean te be tractish”
said OUswald quickly; “its only her way.
But we really nre trying to sell things
to lelp o poor persen; no humbug, sir.

ea u't
pillaws"

hutton up puddings as if

S0 if we have got anything yuu want we
hall be glad. And if not, well, there's
no harm in asking, is there. sir?”

The man with the friily whiskers was
very pleased to be called =i’ ; Uswald

knew he would be. And he luoked at
everything wed got. and bonght the

headstall, and two can-openers, and the
pot of marmalade. und a ball of string
and a pair of braces. ‘This tume 1o four
amd twopente, and we were vy pleased.
1t really seemed thut our business wua
extublishing itself root aud branch.

When it came to it= being dinner-time,
which was first noticed throuzh HO. be-
ginning to ery and =ax he did not want
to play any more. it wax found that
we had forgotten to bring any dinmer.
%o we had to eat some of onr stock—the
jam, the biscuits and the encumber,

=l feel a new man” said Alice. drain
ing the lust of the ginger-beer bottles,
“At that homely village ou the brow of
yvonder hill we shall sell all thar e
mains of the stock and 2o home with
money in both porkets.”

Tt enr luek he changmd, Ax sn
often happens. our hearts heat hivh with

lopefol  thonghts, amd we fult jollier
than we had done all day,  Merry Lingh-
ter and snatches of musival sone re-

vehoed from our cart and from avound it
ws we went up the hill, AT nature was
smiling and maxy.  There was nothing
siniater in the look of the trees or the
rorel. or nnything.

Trogs are aaid to Luve jaside fnstinets
that warn them of intending pevils, bt
Iineher waa net a it instinctive that
day, somelow.  He aported paily
wd down the hedege Banks—aflter pre-
tending rats—-and onee he was o exeitol
that I helieve he was plaving at weasels
and stonts, BRnt, of course, there was
Teally no traee of these savage (denizens
nf the jungle. 1t was just Piachers
varied imagination.

e got t0 the village, nnd with jov-
ful expretations we khoeke:d &0 the first
door we satne to,

Aliee had =pread

vut a few  choive

7

treasures—needles. pins. tupe, a photo-
graph frame and the butter, suther soft
by  now, and the last of the ean-
upeners, on a azket-lid, like the fish-
man does with herrings, anl whitings
und plums, und  appies. (You cunnat
swll firh in the country unless you sell
fruit too. The authur oes not know
why this ix.)

The =un was shining. the sky was
Mue. There was no sign at all of the
intending thunderbolt, not even when
the door was opened. This was done by
QU wenn

she just looked nt our basket-lid of
things any one wmight have been proud
te buy, and smiled. L saw Ler do it
Then she turned her tralforous lead
sl eallal “Jimt” inte the cottage,

A sleepy grunt rewarded her.

sl bosay,”" she repeated. Come
Nere divectly this minute.”
Next wmorning Jim appearcd.  He was
Jime to ey breause she was his wife, 1
sippose- - it to us he was the paolice,
with his lair rutled, from his bateful
subit-enshions, ne doubt, and his tunpic
unbnttoned,

SWhat's np? he  said in
if Lie had heen d

vebee, as

be had a cald, an't a chap have o
wintite ta himsell to read the paper
in?”

“Yen teld me to," said the woman;

“sou snid i any folks come to  the
doar with things o owas to eall yow

whether ar no.”
Exven now we were blind te the dis
itster that was entangling us in the
nmeshes of it trap. Alice said:
“We've sald oogood deal, but we've
seme thimes left—very  nlee  things,
These eroeh needlos—-"
Rut the Police. whe had  uttened up
his tonice a hrry, said quite fiereely:
Thaet's have a ook at yonr leense.”

W ddidn't Tl osaid Noel:
“but Gf yow will g r welll
bring you soun tasnorrow,” e

thought o “Heen®™ wus o thing (o sell
that we onght to have Thought of.

TNOne of your lip? was the unex-
prected reply of the now plainly brutal
constable. “Where's  yeur  Feense, |
BT

“We lave a license for sur dog, lint
Fithe wot ib* said Uswald, alwavs
quick-witted.  But not, this time. quite
quick encurh,

“Your 'awker's license is what I
want, as well you know., yvon young
limb—yaur pedler’s livense, your license
to sell things, ¥You ain't ‘alf so “alf-
witted as vou want to make out.'”

“We haven't got o pedler’s licetiae,”
=aid Oswald, If we had been in a book
the Police would have been touched to
tears by Oswuld’s simple honesty, He
watlhl have said, “Noble boy!” und then
gotr an fo say he had anly asked the
question tu test our honour. But life
is not really at all the same as books.
I have noticed otz of ditferences. In-

i

stead of wehaviug like the book-Police.
th’s =hock-headed Consatable said:

SHlowed 0f 1 oswasn't certain of it!
Well, my voung blokes, you’ll just come
along o' me ta Sir James, I've ot
urders te bring up the next case afore

S snid Dora. “Oh, don't!  We
didn’e know we vughtn’ to. We only
wanted—"

“Ho, yes.,” said the Constabl
eall tell all that to the magristra
anything you say will be used a
vour

“I'm o sure it wlIl” <pid  Oswald.
“Dora, den’t lower yourself to speak to
Wi, Come. we'll oo home,™

The Police was combing its hair with
a half-toothless piece of romb, and we
turned to o, But it was vain

Fre any of aur vonag and rolees
conld ¢limb inte the eart the I'lice had
seized the dokkey's bridle, W could
nat desert our nohbie stemd, and, he-
sldes 3t wass't really ours bt Bates'.
and this made any Iiope of thight quite
i forlorn ong, For better for worse, we
have (o o with the donkey,

“you
el

SDunt ey, fue goodness' sake said
Dswald, in und < e
vour lips, loneg breaths,  Don't
Lot b see we mind. This lweast's only
the village Paliee, S Pames will e a
ot e, e wnederstaml, Tt
elimg Al honse of Bastalile. Leok
b T imta Hue nma, Imdian tGle
will he Lest- -thers ate a0 few of s

if you snivel ['ll never sav vun
10 have been g bay again, #HL 0O,

sht ynur mouth, No ane’s guing ta
hnrt yon: youtte too young.”™
“Iam trying” said Alice, pusping.
“Nael” Oswald went on, now, s <o
sften, showing the brilliant qualities ai

Continned on page 12,



