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not Kjn**n through. #o sharply pointed that there was 
not a vowlhllitf that the moat agile cat or child would 
leap or climb over It.

The gate was kept securely latched, and children could 
but stray ap the graveled path ; they could only look 
through the iron grating at the trimly pruned rosebushes 
and the prim flowerbeds.

either, for presently she spoke out. half tohkrae’f, aa she 
looked from the windowThe Call's Nightdress.

BY ANNA BUmVBAM DEVANT *T ’moat wish I'd let ?o« go, aftei all #t«-h»e you
The gi»leg 

d have him
know the way. and you’d men yom EEC 
part la all safe enough, end, coming back y 
to look after you lot there f ’

That was enough for M artery As Anni II si Неї die

"My best hockey stick Iм cried Johnny, angrily, glaring 
at poor little frightened Margery, who bad jnst broken It 
trying to make a “teeter ” with the help of that and her
СИЇ. ''«old” J^dc=Wor ,hld nlCllM r UbU U„ -»> »t|
. .. . Ж, . „ . . ... the bark etalra like a m-'uae, and had .m her cloak andha addV flinging himself ont of the door in a rage.. . , * , . . warm ‘pumpkin* hood in no Unit 1 i the atticlohnny wasn’t alwaya a pleasant boy to live with . v vstairs aha went with »oft acudding ateiw i - h"«t m inrthlng

••J». yon -til, Ml.. I" he .tuck hi. he.-! In egeln to t0 nrfy for Uae|, Atl„„m ...... . |„ A uni
му. rnreegHnlly. "I kno- . wny to 6* yoo. Jn.t Hur|M mil,tn , b, .,ktd lh, nl,,b, ch„.,, h.. ml„.1

II yon „I . look .t m, on. little bot.y c.ll ,a , fluh „„„ ,he fi„, thin, !...
■ Code Ahum I. going to gt.e me Y.h I I goeM now hlod t(mched „nd nutter hr.

yon -leh yon d let my thing. .Ion. Л*шЛ o' broking m 1S ,h„ M| <h. ,p.d <ollly d„„„ lb, ,h„ d„„,
,9m ’ . of the bonae, and took the wcmtlpath with feet that

**A bossy calf ! 0 |ohnny, please I never »aw a dear 
little horny calf—never—not anything little* than a great 
big hookey cow ' Say you will, Johnny !"

But Johnny was gone, and the bang of the door behind 
him stranded like a load, cross No 1 as Margery listened 
to It

“It won’t live, probably.*’ Uncle Abram wa* saying 
oat In the kitchen. It was so still in the room that 
Johnny had left that Margery could hear every word as 
plain aa could be. “ *Twae a plndlin' kind of a little 
critter anywav. ard It come on so awful cold last night 
the barn wasn't warm enough If I'd had anything to 

4 wrap it op in I d have blanketed It like a baby, bnt all 
the old stuff haa been used one way an’ another, or stole 
by tramps, and I couldn't And a thing. I'll carry some­
thing over to-night, and try to save the little thing if I 

Jàhnny dots on it so. Wish I hadn’t promised It

Sal one dav Misa Fidelia saw a étrange sight ; some 
ce»el» as butcher or baker b^y had neglected to fasten the 
gate, and a child ! yea. actually a child l carrying in hie
aims a kitten ! wee coming up the walk aa fast as his
•iniilji legs could carry him

Ils was obliged in use hands ss well as feet to climb 
the steps, bet he held fast to the rat

Miss Fidelia recovered from her еміріtse •' fhdenUy to

“ Heddo Г beetled befon 
Why why

“ Heddo. 1 »ey . tea'! їм» lay, * Heddo t‘ ’• 
•Hallo mid Miss Fidelia feebly

tingled so to get out of Aunt Harriet’s eyesight that they 
never stopped to feel bow cold it was.

And oh, bnl it was cold l It kept growing very dnskr, 
too, and ahe thought, of bea»e and wolves and other 
dreadful creatures,but there was no use «n going any way

Hot little
glrl-

*' 1 Isn't ’Ittle dIH,” he Interrupted scornfully, lifting 
bnt forward, so she fl mndered on. Sudflenly she gave a ap hje цц . •• w my t «roust » ! ItHc die's doesn't weer
sharp scream that changed into a cry of joy, for jnst in twourii, does 'em ?"
front of her stood Uncle Abram, red-faced and snow». •* Eut you can’t come In, I say." said Mias Fidelia da-
very much surprised to see a puffing, panting, blue-no«ed cidedly.
little girl in the middle of his forest rath. Tb-i* “short •» j |a yn y0w ' he chuckled, walking into the parlor 
cut ’ to bis big cattle barn was one he. bad slashed out and looking cnHoosly around him. IUs fiiv wore sev-
for his own nee, and few ether people ever attempted it. crai coats of dirt, molasses, and bread-crumbs ; his kilt

“Bleaa my roul-a body !” he exclaimed as he began ’o wu ,tlfl with dirt, and as for his bauds ! Miss Fidelia
be sure that it was really bla own little Margery and not shuddered at the thought of touching them, or of letting
some Red Ridinv-hood out of a falry-brok “Where did them touch her.
you come from ?”

' Here’s —something—to keep—the b^sey—warm!” she cabinet, and Miss Fidelia sank into a chair ard tried to
panted, letting the awkward bundle fall at bin feet. think what to do. She always depended upon Joanna to

“Wleh’t yonr barn ween t such a way a off ! «aid ,'nlese your eonl-a-body !” be cried again, hesrtily. attend to disagreeable matters, bnt Joanna had gone ont
Aunt Harriet, in a troubled voice. “That path through Aching it up quick out of the enow. “Whoever let
the wood is enough to be the death of any mortal. Some yon 0nt like this? I’ve wrapped the boeey all up
of théee cold nights I expect youll just coma home froze, warm ln ,0me hay—bnt I declare for t ! Long as you’ve her lap.
and that’ll be the end of you. л brought this all the way, I’m going to do him np in it ! «» q, mercy ! yon dirty, filthy child !” screamed Mies

“Oh. abo!" said Uncle Abram, picking up bis milk You just turn round in yonr tracks, little one. and make Fidelia, 
pelle, and jnet at that instant Margery stood in the door.

The kitten equirmed from hie arma and hid beneath a

not long before. The child drew a long, tired breath.
“ Tate Bobby np," he cried, percipitating himself into

Bobby regarded his hands gravely a moment.
“ Wass ’em."
Мім Fidelia did not know what e'se to do ; so "he took

for home, and I'll go and fix np th* little critter, and be 
back and ketch up with ye ! You won’t be afraid, will 
ye?”

“No, indeed," cried Margery, joyfully, and they both him to the parlor bedroom, filled a wash-bowl with warm 
went in different directions. It wasn't very long before water, took eoep end cloth, and gingerly removed the 

" J *”*•• eo” “ell7jtt I'™ * he was back aa hé said, and, even with bis lantern, they different strata, until * rosy face appeared, and his soft

see what can be done, my baby I *

--- -
“O Uncle Abram !" ah* cried, standing before him 

with both her hands clasped tightly, “ can't yon save
ИГ

light hair clustered in damp curie about the white fore­
head and fat little neck.

made quick time going home She noticed that he kept 
laughing all the way, but he wouldn’t tell her any reason 

“ Cawae-'cause ahe almost eobbed, “you can’t ,xcept that he was ao glad the bears hadn’t eaten her. 
think how terrible bad he's going te feel If h* dies ! Aed ца laughed even when they went in at the door and 
he's had one de—epoiutment a—ready—I broke hia hoc- found Aunt Harriet ranch frightened at not finding 
hey etick I” Margery, whom she had only jnst missed and was calling

“ Thera, there, child I what if you did ?” said Aunt everywhere. He laughed in the morning when be came 
Harriet, kindly, going up to her and wiping the poor down to breakfast, and finally invited them all—Johnny 
little red eyflp with a comer of bar bias checked epros 
es Margery hid her wet face in It. “ I guess ha's broken 
things enough C» yours since you’ve been here to make 
it about even* There, go along and read your storybook.
Yonr Uncle Abram will aav# the boeey, if «here's any caift ^th very long legs and a very bumpy forehead, 
wav to *ave It.” wearing a moat dandyish-looking bine 'swallowtail "

After dinner the weather grew sharp and cold, the ^th brass buttons, its fore legs stock gracefully through 
wind blew in angry gnats, and the whirling snow that 
filled the air fell like a shower of rumbric needles. Uncle swpf*f first on one side of his back and then on the 
Abram eet off early for the far-off cow barn His kind 
heart couldn’t bear to have what he called "the critters"
•еЙетГ He was well wrapped up, and set off at a good gttrgled Uncle Abram, holding his sides. “I made up 
pace with the pails ln one hand and the lantern swiijgtng my mtnd you WOuld aee it !" 
in the other.

" My ! my !" she shivered, " I do really feel quite
nauseated.”

Bobby looked into he» face.
" I tlnk oo pltty yady."
“ What ? ' Miss Fidelia’s nausea left her.
'* Fitly hair, pltty cheeks, p^v oo," smiled Bobby( 

and Aunt Harriet and Margery—to take a tide ' round looking at the very cnrly blonde hair and the pink cheeks
with their white background.

" Well, really," mnrmured M<si Fidelia, “children 
and fools always tell the truth, I've been told." She 
took up one dirty hand tenderly, and began to wash It, 
when down went the other hand, and for a few momenta

the road" and “see the little new bossy."
When they got to the barn he was not the only one 

that waa laughing, for there was a comical little red

he churned the water up and down. The bowl wss so 
high that he had to reach up, and the water trickled 
down kie sleeve until Miss PtdelU put the bowl upon the 
rng at hia feet.

Agein she tried to wash his bands. Splash ! a foot went 
into the bowl.

the eleeves of the coat, while the narrow blue telle

"That's what—ahe—fetched — to—wrap*-him in!”

“O my, O my I Joanna ! Joanna !" she cried, though 
aha knew that Joanna was not within sound of her voice.

Bobby took his foot out, and a pool of water oozed 
from his shoe and stocking.

“Better call him 'Dandy,' " said Aunt Harriet, “Do'
Margery stood watching the shifty weather vane on the kn0w’t I ever eee a four legged calf wearing a swallowtail 

tall barn, trying to make up her mtnd about the weather before."
by it, aa Uncle Abram did. “It points to so many differ- -Keep it on him. Uncle Abram !" ahonted Johnny, 
ent kinds. Aunt Harriet !” she complained. “ There ! if capering about in huge delight.. "I’ll get all the other 
It will only hold still with rooster's tail toward me a boys np heie to see the show. Say, he'll live now, fast and stocking, 
minute longer. I can be sure about It. Yea 'tie truly ! enough, won't he?" 
north by southeast, I most kfaow. And Uncle Abram

f

x" Tate 'em off,” said Bobby.
She untied the wet, dirty shoe-lace, and removed shoe

Splash I the other foot went into the bowl ; then there 
was another tueele with a wet shoe and stocking. The 
moment his feet were bare, Bobby jumped to the bowl, 
and danced up and down until he danced all the water 
ont of the bowl ; then he permitted Miai Fidelia to wipe 
his hands and feet.

* Depends—on whether you're.;a gentleman !'• said 
Uncle Abram, gruffly.

“Oh, he la—he will be !” said Margery, sweetlv. “He 
knows now T tried to make up to him for breaking his 

“He's clean forgot to take anything towrop up that hockey •tick.”—The Congregationalism 
little boeey-calf in ! Where's Johnny? I’ve a good mind 
to eet him trotting after him. Only ha wouldn’t get there 
If I did, like aa not and he don’t know the way either.”

"I know the wey, Aunt Harriet 1 I’ve been two times 
with Uncle Abram. And Johnny can’t, because he’s gone in Мім Fidelia Winters for there was nothing she hated however, it was off, and ahe wrapped him in a flannel 
skating You know he asked you at dinner time.”

always says that’s the good quarter.”
Suddenly Aunt Harriet threw up both her floury hands 

in dlamav.

, His clothes were dripping ; what was (o be done with 
him.

J» J* J*

The Wiles of Bobby. She tried to take off his kilt ; bnt the .tesk was a hard 
The adage about old maids’ loving cats found its denial one for fingers so strange to a child's clothes. At last.

worse than cats—except children. dressing each of her own.
“ And you can't either. So sit down and read your One by one she had dropped her school-girl friends, or “ Now by yo,’’ he yawned sleepily, 

book, and let 4 go. What can't be helped is best forgot had been dropped by them as they became mothers and She was helpless before this autocraft, so she sank into 
about." grandmothers : and now she lived alone, except for a little, low rocking-chair ; he climbed into her lap, end-

Joanna Gray, who had served her more than forty years, died his head upon her shoulder, curled one arm confid-That was Annt Harriet’s one counsel for every kind of 
trouble—" Oo aed read your book." There might have —though neither of them ever mentioned the time,—and ingly about her neck, and murmured drowsily, " Pltty

maid's and mistress’ opinions were ran in the same yady ; sing, pitty yady.” 
mould.

been a worse one.
Margery's eyes were on her book, but her feet were 

oloarleg along that snowy path In spite of hereelf. She 
couldn't help thinking of that poor little shivery boeey- old fashioned house wss protected by a high fence of iron «sleep ; but Mise Fidelia kept

Heavier and heavier pressed the little heed ; the arm 
about her neck relaxed ; the hand fell ; the child was

on rocking and singing.
The wide expanse of lawn surrounding Miss Fidelia’s

kitten


