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TRAVEL
dipped luto a book for a i hang . Aller 
1 had watoued' bi.u for some time turn
ing the page» lisue.ssly, whue a.a ej«s 
wauuereu ever^wii. ru a • though be 
c >uid find no interest in anything, i 
cal.ed to him.

"Shall 1 look at your b ink with you!
1 a-keil.

lie agreed gla..ly, and, unbituhi.ig hi» 
tile d, bvoug.it it with him through the 
gap iu the hedge.By and t.y he lookeu 
up at me, coloring faintly, and whisp
ered ver^ : 
you to .ay I 
W ill dadd., and—and 1 don’t like hav
ing it wan Jane. D » yo . mind.”

"1 a.n oeligh t-u, da ling,” 
kissing him; "and if daddy will let you 
you shall have il with me every day un 
til he is well

THE GAP IN THE HEDGE. while 1 for the moment was etriken sil-
Witli a whoop

headed hoy next door eaine rushing 
out into the .sunlit garden, 
hand he held an old walking stink of 
his father's, his favorite steed ; in the 
other a tiny whjp. The walking stick 
had a piece of string tied round it lie- 
low the handle for a bridle.

He had got astride his tlery steed, 
and was on the point of eareerin 
when he caught sight of 
great difficulty lie curbed the creature's 
restlessness wh 
an occasional flick of the whip and s 
stentorian about being necessary to 
keep it iu anything like subjection.

"Having a gallop before lessons be 
gin I" I asked, when we had exchanged 
"good mornings.”

got any lessons today : I've 
got a holiday I” he cried gleefully.

"Oh, how is thatr
"Daddy isn’t well, and Jane sent me 

out to play. I’ve got to be not very 
noisy, daddy says ; Jane said, ‘very 
q*iiet,‘ hut Jane is cross.”

"I am very sorry daddy is not well,” 
1 said gravely; "aren't you#"

"Oh, yes," he said, "but 
glad of a holiday.”

"Tour daddy I" 
proaehlully.

'On! hut daddy is glad too," lie said 
qui.kly; "daddy is always glad when 1 
am glad, and r am nm 
isn't. Good b e, 
away he galloped.

All th - morning throu h he placed 
happily in the suush.ue, tir-t 
game and then at auudier; bat 
afternoon came I noticed that his gaiety 
hugged. At last, when lie drew near 
the hedge, 1 asked him if he would not 
like to c nue iu and have tea with 
in my g irdeu. He ran off del gh edly 
to a»K cave, and returned tvide.itly 
piepurvd to stay.

"1 tidied myseli ' lie explained pr »ud- 
ly, and 1 tried 
water mark on hi

of joy the little curly
"Daddy's gone to meet mummy, Jane 

says, hut mummy went away and didn't 
come back, and 1 don’t believe daddy 
will—do you?”

The young mother had died just six 
months ago. and be had not forgotten 

1 littid him up and »trolled down 
to where I could see the front of the 
hou-v. The bl'mb' were all down! With 
a cruel ache at my heart I went back 
again to the sumiiier-houae where we 
lot

K "II, 
With shyly, Maay 1 

•n’t
n.«t e it a » ««.l

let me have it ed to sit. “Dar ing, if he does not 
come Back you will go to him and mum
my some day, it you try always to be a 
goud boy, and do what daddy and 
my would wish, 
you?"

"Yees," be said, gravely; ”1—1 didn’t 
bit Jane to-day when she put soup in my 
eyese, because daddy 
That wue good, wasn't it?”

"Yes, for a beginning,” 1 said, sur
reptitiously dabbing my own eyes with 
my handkerchief, lie looked up sharply. 
"Next-door lady, you are crying. Is it 
’cause daddy's gone away? Do you love 
daddy, too?"

"He has always been a very kind neigh
bor," 1 said; "I «hall miss him dr.*aJ- 
fully.”

”1 wish," be said, presently, laying bis 
cuily bead on my breast—"1 wun I cvild 

to live wiv you till I meet daddy

“Ob, so do I, so do 1,” 1 cried, with 
a longing almost unb'unil.le, a» 1 piciui- 
« d the days and weeks betore mt when 
there would be no little neighbor, no 

sad-faced fa

ite he stayed to speak

sa d,
You will try, won’t

aga
"hank you," he said, graefuly; ”1 

tiiiH d uldy w ill be qu te well u marrow. 
Oil witn u sud en de i'tlit, “and then 
111 bring da id.,, to > -shall It”

"iis, darling, pease," 1 s id, but 1 
had to g iin ooutrJ of in., voice before 
1 could reply.

"Haven't
told me not to.

u. all in the steed 
lhe next day; it came trailing a.ong be
hind its ma* 1er in the most dejc.ted 
manuel possible. “Lady next-door," be 
called, when lie caught sight of me in 
the garden, "daddy won't lie able to -come 
to lea today. When 1 told Jane you bad 
i -'.ed him, she .-aid, Tlubb'dge. dun 
nonevnie, Vs too bad." 
aught come.”

That is nice. Are you going for a gal- 
now ?”

am very

sighed . half re-

t talk 
But she said 1;iad if uaddy 

or lady.’ and
d *

lie looked at his steed‘ indifferently. 
I don't link 
•cut's silence. “1 would rather come and 
ilk to you. May 1?” 
lie «pent all the day with me, very 

luict’y. At times 1 managed to cajole 
ne. or he would help me

best to clamber on my

Then, after a mo- grave, kind smile from the 
ther, no fiery steed.

The next day strangers came and fill- 
id the house over-flowed into the garden. 
The little von, the "chief mourner," was 
k. indooi-. as being more becoming and 
rv«, vetful tô the dead. Then they all 
went away. 1 king him with them.

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

"It is The first step on the way, darl 
iug," I answered.

As he was !

g.u 
It lelit'i any li had, luit he liked 

lap and "he cud- 
said. Sodied and talk." 

him c’ose: and we talked of all mannt‘r
In'll

no to see the liigh- 
• chubby face and 

wrists. After tea 1 told him stories aud 
we sang nursery songs t.ige her, 
suddenly, as we came to the end of 
"Tluee Blind Mioe,” be slipjiud off bis 
chair and held uui his hand.

“I think 1 will g i in uow," he said, 
with just a taint quiver iu his vo.ee; 
“—I want to see daddy. Good-bye, and 
fank you very much for having me.”

The next mo.'iilng he was out

i f tiling*. Now and I hen hi* baby laugh 
would ling out for a brief spell, but he 
was ino-tly very quiet and grave, and I. 
feiring wliul might he Imp 
thu>c darkened wi

nng behind 
jarred and 

troubled when the laugh rang out, even 
though 1 longed to see him merry. I car
ried him home tbit night in my arms 
sound asleep, hut the fiery steed, 
sorry to «ay, spent the night 
the bush, forgotten.

The next day and the next were wet, 
end I did not sec my little neighbor; but, 
suddenly remembering the neglected steed, 
I went out in the rain and darkness

ppei
felt

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

tethered to

alone, graspiug his belo.ed "horse* by 

the n-ck. “Good morning, next door 
lady," he shouted, with his usual brglit

' G od-morning," I said, "how is 
daddyf”

"Not very well, thank you,” he said, 
gravely. ’T've got another holiday to

it»
“No," he whispered back; “you keep 

it, please, till 1 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 
might take it away.”

"This,” was the stem of an old pq*e, 
because it

and brought him iu. and as 1 placed it 
• h a coxy corner id 
two fell on the poor

lim

my room a tear or 
old battered walk- 

etii k and the toy whip still thru-t 
•ugh it* bridle.

The next day broke warm and sunny 
a fit • a dry night, and I went out early, 
ho,dug to *ee my curly-headed neighbor. 
He came at la*t, but not running to in
quire for hi* steed, us 1 expected. He 
v .is walking dejectedly, and lu» eyes, ns 
h.' turned them up to mine, were misty 
with the tor* lie was lighting back.

“flood morning, dear,” 1 «aid wonder
ing. for he looked at mu but did not

"Morning, next door lady,” lie said, ah- 
T’nen a* if lie could contain him-

one of his greatest treasures, 
had been “daddy's.” Then h 
“Good by, next door lady,” lie cried, as 
he was taken away. ‘‘Oh, 1 want to 

do want to—”

“So you are very happy, I supposer' 
"Yees, but I wi*h daddy omld come 

out with me. I don't like it by myself 
- not very much.”

I recalled, with a pang I could not 
delicate looking

e letl me.

stay,
"Do be more respectful child," said 

people by theiraccount for, the grave, 
father and the little sou strolling about 
the garden, a they did every morning, 
taking long walks together, or spending 
long summer days on the lawn, when 
"daddy” lay iu his long chair with a 
b >ok in his hand, watching his small

his aunt, "and call 
pro]>er names.”

to stop
"Please let me keep my name,” 1 beg-

1 put up my hand

Strangers till the next house now, and 
the gap in iny hedge is mended. * 
I sit in my garden still, but 
I have had my seat moved, so that I 
may not see the changes. But, whur 
ever I am, 1 have "the fiery steed" 
fastened 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

vently.
►e'f no !< nger. 
and lie anil lie ” the tears getting the 
hi i-t ci v -"never said g-md-hye, nor nlif
ting."

nmre than he read, or holding the 
boy in his arms, while both looked 
th.ough so ne picture bo >k. Always 
together.

He gallofied away on his etesd pre 
sently, but I notic'd it was not so fiery 
as usual, and liefore very long 
hitched up by Its bridle to a bush that 
it might have » "feed” while its master

"Daddy's gone away,

My poor darling.” T cried, "come to 
lie I'U-hed h<* way through the 

my arms. From 
hi* blouse he produced a tiny, very grub
by handkerchief and mopped hi» eyes,

beds,* and crept into

■


