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THE GAP IN THE HEDGE.

With a whoop of joy the little curly
headed boy next door came rushing
out into the sunlit  garden. In one
hand he held an old walking stick  of
his father's, his favorite steed; in the
other a tiny whip. The walking stick
had a piece of string tied round it be-
low the handle for a bridle,

He had got astride his fiery steed,
and was on the point of careering ofi,
when he caught sight of wme. With
great difficulty he curbed the creature's
restlessness while he stayed to speak
an oceasional flick of the whip and »
stentorian shout being  necessary 1o
keep it in anything like subjection,

“Having a gallop before lessons be
giut” I asked, when we had exchanged
“good-mornings,”

“Haven't got any lessons today: ['ve
got a holiday!™ he cried gleefully,

“Oh, how is that¢”

“Daddy isn't well, and Jane sent e
out to play. I've got to be not very
noisy, daddy says; Jane said, ‘very
quiet,” but Jane is cross.”

“I am very sorry daddy is not well,”
I said gravely; “aren't yout"

“Oh, yes,” he said, “but 1 am very
glad of a holiday.”

“Poor daddy!” I sighed , half re
proachfully.

“Ou! but daddy is glad too,” he sad
quickly; “duddy is always glad when I
aw glad, and 1 aw oo giad if uaddy
isut. Goodbye, next door lady, and
away he galloped,

All the moruing throu h he played
happily in the sunshine, fir-t at one
gawe and then at anodier; bat when
afternoon came I noticed that his gaiety
Hagged. At last, when he drew near
the hedge, I asked him if he would not
like to come in and have tea with me
in 1y zarden. He ran ofi del ghiedly
Woask eave, and returned cvide.tly
preparcd o stay,

“l tidied wyseli ' he explained priud-
ly, aud 1 tried no' to see the high-
water wmark on his chubby  face and
wrists. After tea 1 told him stories aud
We saung uursery songs toge her, but
suddenly, as we came to the ead ot
“Thiee Blind Mice,” lLe slipped off his
chair and held out his haud,

“I think L will g 10 now,” he said,
with just a faint quiver in his vo.cej
“—I want to sce daddy. Good-hye, and
fank you very much for having me.”

The next mo./niag he was out agan
alone, grasping his beloved “horse” by
the mnock.  “Good moruing, next-door
lady,” he shouted, with his usual brght
smile, .

“Good-morning,” I said, “how Is
daddy?”

“Not very well, thank you,” he said,
;iuwly. “I've got another holiday to-
day

“So you are very happy, 1 supposei”
“Yees, but I wish daddy eould come
out with me. I don't like it by myself
~-uot very much.”

I recalled, with a pang I could not
account for, the grave, delicate looking
father and the little son strolling about
the garden, as they did every morning,
taking long walks together, or spending
long summer days on the lawu, when
“daddy” lay iu his long chair with a
book in his hand, watching his small
son more than he read, or holding the
boy in his arms, while both looked
thioughi sone picture book. Always
tocether,

He galloped away on his stezd pre
sently, but T notieed it was not so fiery
as usual, and before very long was
hitehed up by its bridle to a bush that
it might have a “feed” while its master

dipped into a book for a chang:. After
1 had watched' him tor some time tura-
g the pages Listessly, whie s eyes
Wanaerca evergwhiore  as  though  he
could find no interest in anything, +
cal.ed to him,

hall 1 look at your book with you?
1 aked.

lie agreed glauly, and, unhitching his
stecd, brougat it with him through the
gap iu the hedge.By and Ly he lookeu
up at me, coloring faintly, and whisp-
ered very shyly, “May 1 Dave € woa
you toiay? Jaie won't let me have it
with dadd,, aud—and I don't like hav-
g it with Jane, Do yo mind.”

“l an deligh cu, da ling,” 1 sa'd,
kissing hiw; “and if daddy will let you
you shall have it with me every day un
til he is well again.”’

“Fank you,” he said, gra‘efuly; “l1
fink duddy will be qu te well \.morrow.
0! with a sud en de'izht, “and then
Uil bring daidy, to»-shall 19"

“Yus, darling, pease,” 1 s.id, but 1
had to guin eontril of my voice before
1 could reply.

all in the steed
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the next day; it came trailing aiong be
hind its  ma in the most dejected
lanter  possi “Lady-next-door,”  he
called, when e caught sight of me in
the garden, “daddy wou't be able to come

to tea today. When 1 told Jane you had
ed Lim, #he sald, ‘Rubb’dge, don't talk
nse, ‘¢'s too bad” | she said 1

nght

I ice. Are you going for a gal-
ou n

He looked at his steed' indifferently.
I don't fink 0" ‘Then, after a mo-
went’s silence. 1 wou'd rather come and
Uk to you. May 1%

He gpent all the day with me, very
wiet'y. At times 1 managed to ecajole
i into a gawe, or he would help me
vith any little task 1 had, but he liked
vest to clamber on my lap and “be cud-
Hed and talk,” as he said, So I held

him close: and we talked of all manner
of things. Now and then his baby laugh
ould ring out for a brief spell, but he
wis mostly very quiet and grave, and 1.
feiring what might be happening behind
those darkened windows, felt jarred and
troubled when the laugh rang out, even
though I longed to see him merry, 1 car-
vied him home that wight in my arms
sound asleep, but the fiery steed, I am
sorry to say, spent the night tethered to
the hush, forgotten.

The next day and the next were wet,
and 1 did not see my little neighbor; but,
suddenly remembering the neglected steed,
I went out in the rain and darkness
and brought him in, and as 1 placed it
noa cozy corner of my room a tear or
two fell on the poor old battered walk-
ing stick and the toy whip still thrust
turongh its bridle.

The next day broke warm and sunny
after a dry night, and 1 went out early,
hoping to see my curly-headed neighbor,
He came at last, bat not running to in-
quire for his steed, as 1 expected. He
was walking dejectedly, and his eyes, as
turned them up to mine, were misty
the tewrs he was lighting back.

“(iood morning, dear,” 1 said wonder-
ing. for he locked at me but did not
cucak, 1A%

“Morning. next doer lady,” he said, ab-
sently. Then as if he could contain him-
s¢'f no long “Daddy’s  gone—away,
wd he—and he " the tears getting the
mastery—“never said good-bye, nor nuf-
fing."”

“My poor darling” T cried. “come to
me.”  He pushed his way through the
hedes and crept into my arms.  From
hig blouse he produced a tiny, very grub-
by handkerchief and mopped his eyes,

while I for the moment was striken sil-
ont,

“Daddy’s gone to meet mummy, Jane
says, but mummy went away and didn't
come back, and 1 don't believe daddy
will~do you?”

The young mother had died just six
wonths ago, and he had not forgotten
hero 1 litted him up and strolled down
to where 1 could sce the front of the
hiou The blinds were all down! With
a cruel ache at my heart I went back
agiin to o the summer-house where we
oved to sit. “Daring, if he does noi
come back you wili go to him and mum-
my some day, if you try always to be a
goud boy, and do what daddy and mum-
my would wish.  You will try, won't
you?"

“Yees,” he said, gravely; “I—I didu't
hit Jane to-day when she put soap in my
eyese, because daddy told me not to.
Ihat was good, wasn't it?”

“Yes, for a beginning,” 1 said, sur-
reptiticusly dabbing my own eyes with
my handkerchief. He looked up sharply.
“Nest-door lady, you are crying. Is it
‘cauwe daddy’s gone away? Do you love
daddy, too”

“He has always been a very kind neigk-
bor,” 1 said; “I shall miss him dread-
fully.”

“I wish,” he said, presently, laying s
cutly head on my breast—"1 wisa I wnlld
come to live wiv you till 1 meet cacdy
again,” ) )

“Oh, #0 do I, so do 1,” 1 eried, with
v longing almost anbearable, as 1 piewur-
ed the days and weeks before me when
there would be no little neighbor, no
grave, kind smile from the sad-faced fa-
ther, no fiery steed.

. . » . . .

The next day strangers came and fill-
«d the house over-flowed into the gii.rdun.
The little won, the “chief mourner,” was
ke + indoor-, as being more becoming and
vos, cetful to the dead., Then they all
went awny. t king him with them.

But before he left he came in for a
moment—in the charge of a grim auut
—t0 say good-bye. He was very uun-
happy, poor mite, but he cheered up
once, when he whispered, "I am going
away like daddy did; perhaps 1 shall
meet him quite soon.”

“It is ahe first step on the way, darl
ing,” I answered. _

As he was leaving 1 whispered again
to him, as he hung on to me that 1 had
his fiery steed—would he like to take
it

“No,” he whispered back; “you kee‘ln
it, please, till I come back. 1 don't
want them,” nodding towards his aunt,
“to see it—they might laugh—and
please will you keep this, too—they
unght take it away.”

“This,” was the stem of an old pipe,
one of his greatest treasures, because it
had been ‘“daddy’s.” Then he leit me.
“Good by, next-door lady,” he cried, as
he was taken away. “Oh, 1 want to
stay, 1 do want to—"

“Do be more respectful child,” ni.d
his aunt, “and call people ULy their
proper names."

I put up my hand to stop her.
“Please let me keep my name,” I beg-
ged.

Strangers fill the next house now, and
the gap in iy hedge is mended.
1 sit in my garden still, but
I have had my seat moved, so that I
may not see the changes, But, wher
ever I am, I have ‘“the fiery steed”
fustened up “to feed" the baby whip
still  thrust through the bridle, and
sometimes—very, very often—I feel that
1 shall surely presently hear that baby
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