
if hr had been responsible. Hr got*up briskly and took the
Bowers.

“Your affectionate-son.Teddy's. Mother. “William Fielding."
“So much to the credit of Ted's mother." he said with a 

smile. “And now for some of those tarts " American 
Messenger.

\i Mii\ Тл.оМкКІ". “Thank you. Mrs. Wyndham. Your sweet peas are 
1 h* і.і їх. .омі almost everybody in Dalton beautiful and remind me of those which used to grow in
,. th< h cdhnll galbe at Seyton between the mother's garden away down Fast. I'm not so fortunate' as

iKh- • \x iwiv'- • it id I hr Scytcm College
Вуї V. Inlying had"decided to spend the day m

|r f, ,.| hi • tw.difuglitri- >vt h m I .
. , ' I wtUil'. and ll“ "' w.is K"»»! di al "I

Ted my moth* r is too far away to drop in and s«'c me."
“I guess she wishes she could often enough. She must 

'miss you dreadful." чіісі Ins visitor simply. "It don’t serin’s 
as if 1 could live if l drdu’t see Ted every once in a little 
while. He knows that, and comes out 'meet every week, 
for all lie's so busy. If be can't come, lie sends a great long 
letter just full of fun and jokes. Teddy is an awful good 
son. sir."

Poly's Pink Dress.
“But I want to go to the party, ти I All the gnh in 

my class are guin' and there's to be rrul ice cream in 
stripes an a swing untlrt tlie tr es."

ІЧІІІу Flynn chewed the stung of a muc h washed sun . 
Unmet .«< she spoke and kicked her foot disconsolately 
against the "leg of the table- where lief mother was ironing.

"Sure, an' I d like b» have \«v go, Polly," responded 
Mrs. Flynn, anxiously, all the time passing her iron with 
swift, skilful stroke» over the dainty shirtwaist under her 
hand» “But what >e* c ould wear I'm not the one to tell 
yez. There’s nicer a scrap in the house which isn't patch 
es. an" patches don't go to 
yer swnte face !"

With the words Mrs. Flynn se-t her iron more gently on 
the white ruffles, as if the wearer herself was under the

“But 1 don't mind ’em !" Dolly put in eagerly. Couldn't 
they be put where they wouldn't show ? There’s that pink 
stuff Mrs. Tarish got fpr curtains, an" a spot ame on it, so 
she gave it away. ’Twould make a lovely dress, an* I do 
want to go so bad. There's going to tie real ice cream in 
stripes an’

“Yez told me that before. Jist wait an’ I’ll sec. P'raps 
Mrs. O'Rourke ’ll let me use her machine a bit. Thin if 1 
work avenin’s—to-day's Wednesday--Thursday, Friday, * 
Saturday, inebbe Run along now'. I can’t work with yez 
akiokin" the table under me irons."

Comforted by a scrap of hope, Polly rushed out to the 
back gate. She had no bosom' friend her own age, so all 
her joys and woes were chanted to herself as she swung 
jerkily to and fro on the rickety old gate.

“A party, pink dress an* ice cream," she crooned over and 
«ver. ecstatically, her tight little red c urls wagging up and 
down in lime to the chant.

Meanwhile Mrs. Flynn finished the white ruffles carefully 
dropping her iron with a clang on the stove, exchanged 
her work apron for a white otic ami, throwing the end over 
her head, slipped out to Mrs. O’Rourke’в. Her" errand was 
successful and Polly went to sleep that night with visions 
■ •I a small, red haired idnld, glorified by a pink dress, walk­
ing proudly up to the great white house on the hill.

Polly Flynn was not the only child in the city who re­
joiced when Saturday dawned cloud levs On the hill work­
men were busy hanging ropes for tin- swing from the great 
oak on the ftont lawn. In the rear of the house white-cap 
|wd maids were making ready the long tables, soon to be 
spread with everything eatable that children love and long 
f<M
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yiri\\.i\ fc- Tin . he thought,

lb. ,ug ,-rmid .umMi dly quirt and hushed.
not likely to be4 Mr. I;ielding felt stjll more uncomfortable as he hunted 

«nit a glass for his sweet peas. Perhaps the contrast bo- 
txxren his conduct and "led s camé home to him shayily. 
The little lady, who w;i' evidently fond of talking wen

« ! ixfztrtRMi that beII# o thi fiil wtlli ■ 
il< t u і ! 4 d b\ і .-.ikis 

I .tier m tl 
It- ! t* ; vvf - 1 : ,! . 
t««w n -,1і. v. 
biiml . ôul T

' ' ! 11 < . .«ЇЙ чи! ->-f: t ІІ
•м н

thought,. 1:
• M t. : *
Iм!'"-
(old .T 
nvVgM,
\lb h
îi-UirSiH-.i

.mU r, d th .t he bad not read the.і. 1 x !:«' u:411l
■ ;:,| Ml his bos-oil the way down 

scimewliat tremulous 
fa little village at

1 !........і -h* him in a
і hi ;i.. J . iflicv .stamp

I . Illllicnt.
, .,! lutmifor a u «unau

“As I came along on the train 1 was just thinking what 
good times we’d have to-day. Last time he was out "Ieddy 
promised me a time in tin- |xtrk next time l came to towh 
J’m real disappointed but it’s all iuy own fault. I should 
Have remembered tivas a holiday

The gentle, little voice ended in a sigh Thu lawyer 
noticed that she lookvil very tired. Under the impulse of a 
sudden idea, lie said :

"Mrs. Wyndham, l Blink, you must let me act as Ted's 
prow to-day. You will be my little mother and 1 will 
give vou as good a time as possible. You shall lmvc your 
time in the park."

, Mrs. \Yyndliam lookvil at him doubtedly, yet eagerly.
"Oh. mi but you're busy
“No, I'm "oot or 1 oughtn’t to'be. lam beginning to 

think 1 in a very unpatriotic citizen, pegging away here in­
stead of enjoying my holiday. We will have a splendid 
time. Ms name is Fielding, and I assure you I'm consider - 
c«l a vei\ i«sp<-« table person. The first thing is lunch. I 
know xou'n- litmgiv, and. so am I. So came along. Rc- 
іііііиінг. I'm to be у « nil мір tor the day,"

A pink flush i'f delight spread over her tiny fact*.
' I guess you know wlint niotlivis like," she said glecful- 

lx "Antld kn<\\ lt"vv much \oui mother must think of

parties of Miss Tarish, bless
of her age/' lii-
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11« tidj V»Thrm, but I should hardlyI
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I III li till I <-Ч the house to
( >h. I'm ual glad I" g«> with you, sir. I don'tx ami I've promised 1 re 
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, ; !.. 1 .,1 fafit a into tlie habit

know aiiyho'lv her»' and 1 always feel kind of bewildered 
Alien l haxut fed to slu k b- Ma/I lean- them jelly\|. 1
tail, hen :

'Yes, I II bn k them up m my desk," said Mi T lelding, 
bin Islilx, " Fed'll get lln iii xxheii In- « tnés

She g.ixe In i . U up to enjoyment with tin- abandon of a 
ilnld. ІІИ « tear little laugh till і I led dut continually 
« li.itteieil t" him as she might bjiii done to Ted. telling 
him all tin- in and outs of tiir farm at home She did no| 
«•fteii taki a holiday, she a>sut«-i.i him Неї husband was 
dead a « « «1 she had run the farm for years . Ted washei only 

-ai«h a good, kind, clever hoy
" I lieu am t many lik« him. if I d“ say 11 fttj’» If," she 

tics lared proudly.
they had luiu lutogethei in an up town restrtu&iit wlrov 

splendor nearly look her breath away Then Mr. Fielding^ 
telephoiictl for his own luxurious carriage, and they went 
f.it the і. drixe in the park The busy, middle-aged lawyer 
felt hki- a boy again, lie found himself talking U> her of 
his own mother, describing th»- little down east villng< 
m line In- xx « bom, and relating some scrapes of his school 
days that m.nh- her laugh

“That's so nim li like Tnl Such a boy for mischief as lu­
lu.f though. How proud yo 

mut be of you-! And how often she "must think of you 
It і - xi* I. .« comfort to have a good son, Who doesn't forget! 
Im nii'lhei I'm axvful sorry for the poor mothers whose 
Іюі . g« і loud «if « an- less like and neglectful not writing 
h- them -і g"ing |osee them as often as they might.

When tlv ilri\e xvas over lie took her to the train. “Such 
.і good tinu'.is I've had.” she said gratefully-. “Ted him- 
-.elf couldn't have given iii«- a butter treat."

holiday -has been. a success, said Mr. Field­
ing, genially. "I know l ie enjoyed l>eing Ted’s proxy 
eve і m • much *'
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1. lit* - .loot xx .iv

By throe o'cltH k Louise I ansh, a dainty figure in her 
white goxxn, with sun glancing across her bright hair, stood 
under the tree welixmimg her small guests She turned for 
a second to speak to u maid and caught a giggle from a 
golden haired, blue-clad little lass who stood near :

“Oh, isn't she a freak I Site couldn't be redder if she

Louise turned -quickly to see Polly walking stiffly 
the lawn toward her. Between tiers of glistening, tightly 
wound euels, her little face glowed with heat, happipess 
and thé reflection frtÿtn the pink dress. That dress! Mrs. 
TTynn had snapped the last thread at eleven o’clock the. 
night lie fore and then had viewed the result of her labor 
with satisfaction. To be sure, the cloth had proved to be 
a scant pattern when the spot was cut and the dress had to 
lx- made apron fashion, with a seam up the front. She had 
saved enough to make niffles, however, so Polly’s head rose • 
proudly from a calyx, of piflkness, starched and ironed in 
Mrs. Flynn's best style.

Louise took thfe.moist little hand and smiled kindly into 
thi- radiant blue eyes lifted to hers.
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“I am glad you «пік-, Polly, dear," she said, and the 

smile and sja-ech filled Polly's already full heaiY to burst,
■ ,! .■!• litv ;ll Td khi>.xtit it I

It. X. kll- 'ЧХ wbfft Tnldy Will tie k ism s me good-bye," she said archly. Mr. 
Fielding l.utgfted nid lient over the little old lady.

That s one for Ted, and here’s another for my 
tiood bye ami safe home to you."

І-Ют tin- xvuidoxv .•( the car she beckoned to him a* the

ing She only turned a shade redder and gulped in re­
sponse, but Louise understood.

"You would like to swing, I know," she added. “Matrice 
will you take Polly over to the swing ?"

The sweet-faced little girl addressed smiled shyly at the 
newcomer. Polly smiled in return, walked confidently 
over to her side and the two ran off together.

“Klsie, please don’t spoil Polly's afternoon—and mine,'
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tram staiti ll -
“Them jelly tarts, she wl ispered, “1 forgot about ero.

4Іи for not sending him word You keep 'em fur yourself. 'Fed’ll have such good things
■ t-і sebd him word so at the bauqiict th^t he won't want ’em. When Mr. Field-

t ' • I1.1H1 nd look after nu-. But 1 mg went hark to lus office he saw his half-written letter to Louise whispered to the little girl in blue.
pi him. and anyhow, I t#>ok his mother lying on his desk. Me tore it in two and flung A red -flushmounted to the yellow curls and Elsie said

[, 1 tl': - in-imiig. Xml l’v«- brought. it in the waste basket Tfienr he sat down and wtote : eagerly: “ ’Deed 1 won’t. Miss Tarish. I didn’t know you
1 I і-d is •• fund of jelly tarts - \ “I >v.ir l.ittle xi-'thev : Your letter came to-day. This is beard. I’m awfully sorry, but she did look eo funny! I’ll

; I a ii'i.c- ill'\x 1 ••.s Maybe yoù*d._ like to not an answer to it, but merely a note to say I’ll answer it go and help'her swing."
I.,M a 1.1 il l u>t: lugging them liâck—they’d only in person, l am going East as soon as I can make the In the games which followed, Polly’s shining head and
fitdv = ms essary arrangements and you may loolt for me within a Polly’s bubbling laugh were everywhere. “Oh, it’s the joy

Ч|„» . bit’, hoi;, of disappointment, in sjiiti-ofhrr week *»r so after rwviving this! We will have a real, good o'the world !" she sighed once as she stopped to tie lier
, li ,1, : - .uppiu»s It Mi l'iddihg felt as uncomfortable as pmg visit together. With much love, shoe. Then with a dash she was back in the circle again
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