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MESSENGER AND VISITOR.
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if he had been responsible,  He gotup briskly and took the

owers.
RY “Thank you, Mrs. Wyndham. Your sweet peas are
fniost everybody in Dalton peautiful and remind me of those which  used to grow in
Seyton between the mother’s garden away down East.  'm not'so fortunate as
e College men Ted - my moth r is too far away to drop in and see me
d o spend the « tn I guess she  wishes she could often enough.  She must
rters were i arope s you dreadful.” said his visitor simply. “It don’t seem’s
was d deal of © o if 1 could live if 1 didn't see Ted every once in a littl
while He knows that; and comes out ‘most every week
pers in the C. & R for all he's so busy. I hie can’t come, he sends a great long
entered letter just full of fun and jokes. Teddy is an awful good
jet SON, SIF
W not Mr, Fielding felt more uncomfortable as he hunted
out a glass for- his sweet p Perhaps the contrast b
< had ot read tl veen his conduct and Ted’s came home to him shagply
on the way down Fhe little lady, who was evidently fond of talking wen
omewhat tremulous G
of a little village @ As I came al o the tram I was just thinking what
good times we'd have to-day Last time he was out Teddy
man of herages he © promised me a drive in the park next time I came to town
I'm real disappointed - but it’s adl oy own fault. 1 should
m - ¢heap, blue-lined - have semembered “twas a holiday
g and grammar. It Lhe gentle, little voiee ended in e lawy
bits of sipitbout noticed that she fooked very tived. . Under the nmpulse.of a
On udden idea; he saud
wiis feeling Mes, Wyadhw, 1 think. you mast lot me act as Ted
proxy tosday. You will be my little mother and 1 will
W give you as good possible.  You shall have your
wh drive in the
7 Mrs: Wt tedly, yet eag
{1 T
foldéd  the letler ug No, | I am beginning to
1 other’s request think I't wgging  away here in-
Ty be sure wl will have a splendid
e b Pt he 1 M sdre you I'm consider
i the tite: A ed wver pectable pet I'lie fitst thing is lunch. 1
‘* ke fwo \ lungry d uni I 8o camie along:  Re
embier, Tn ¢ 4 for the day.
eflected A prnd sty of i et her tiny face
t tmont! wilt mothers bike tie ful
bait: Faleontd hardl \ \ i vour tother must th f
| t 1 1 i good t ther boy
oid o with you, sif. 1 don
£ aite e 1 May 1 ’ ?
| leratind 3
feH \ ¢ i )
) v Iy \ Ped’ 11 g
- ety H ht LEN IR !
t 1l H 1 1 Lty
ity ) 1 e i
i { \ | \
{ 1 He " 1 wa
| thie (REE | 1
" 1 i i
Ned f i i 1"
Fod okl hen Mes Fie
o { ¢ 1l ko 1 ) wed  Law
I y f ke o He I ng  to het of
i \ tle down east village
% by \ ] ) 1 f hi } 1
ke 1 h a boy for mischiel as he
i b ivf though. How  proud. your mother
i ‘ And b ften shi think of you
i I t e i good sor 1 doesn’t forget
Ui ) ry for  the poor mothers whose
} b ike and neglectful--not w
i ¢ th they might
. ! Wi \ vr hie t to the train. “Such
! " i | (H I've had,” she said  gratefully Ted him
; f o ¥ n a better treat
I bidiay ha 100 wd M. Field
’ o I Koy d being Ted's proxy
. Fs .k }
1 it i Y he said archly \Mr
! ghed and besit over the little old Iady
Fhes Fha w for Ted, and here’s another for my
" s tt wlbve and safe hame to yon,”
! 1 1 low uf the car she beckoned to him a8 the
. it trinty o
Ihem jelly tacts,” she wiispered, “1 forgot about 'em
t ng him word You keep ‘ein for yoursell.  Ted'll have such good things
sehd him word so at the quet thyt he won't want ‘em.  When Mr. Field
Kk alterme. But 1 ing went back to s office he saw his half-written letter to
wd anyhow, 1 ook his mother Iying on his desk.. He tore it in two ' and flung
Aud Tve broughd it in the waste basket [hewr he sat down and wro
fond of jely tarts \\ “Pear Little Mother: Your letter came to-day. This is
Mayhe v 1ot an answer to.t, but merely a note to say I'll answer 4t
an - back person.  lam going Fast as soon as 1 can make the
necessary arcangements and you may Jook for me within a

chioke of disappointoient, in spite of het

Mr, Fielding felt as unconifortable as

AR

week or so after receiving thisl . We will have a real, good

1ong Visit toge ther With much love,

“Your affectionate son
“William Fielding
“So much to the credit of Ped's mother,”’ he said with a
mile ‘And now for some of those tarts American
Messenge:
..
Poly’'s PinK Dress.
But 1 want to go to the party, ma All the girls
la gom’ apd there's to be real ¢ Crean
Lri \ wing under the tr e
Polly | hewe th ing fam washed sur
o1 i v kicked her foot dis ly
inst the leg t here her 1 N Hng
Sure, an” 1'd ke e yer go, Polly ponded
Mrs. Flyan, anxiously, all the time
wilt, skilful strokes over the dainty
hands what vez could we
yez, There's niver a scrap in the
es, an’ patches don't g no par
yer swalte face
With the words Mrs. Flynn set he re
the white ruflh Wil the wearer herse Wi
troke
t 1. don’'t mind ‘em " Polly put in eagerly. Couldn't

they be put where they wouldn't show There's the

stuff Mrs, Tarish got for

it pink

g curtains, an' a spot came on it, so
she gave it away Fwould make a lovely dress, an’ [ do
want to go so bad.  There's going to be real ice cream in

‘!IVIN'\ an
“Yez told me that before
Mrs
work
Saturday, mebbe

akickin

Comforted by a scrap of hope, Polly rushed oit to the

Jist wait an” T'H see P'raps

Thinif 1

Friday,

a bit.

maching

Wednesday
Run along now

O'Rourke "Il let me use her

avenin's—to-day’s Thursday,

| can’t work with vez
the table under me irons.’

back gate. She had no bosom” friend her own age, so all
hier joys and woes were chanted to berself as she swung
jerkily to and fro on the rickety old gate

‘A party, pink dress an’ ice cream,” she crooned over and
over, ecstatically, her tight little red curls wagging up and
down in to the chant
Mrs. Flynn

dropping her iron with

fiune

Meanwhile finished the white ruffles carefully

L clang on the stove, exchanged

het work apron for a white one and, throwing the end over
¢ head, slipped out to Mes. O'Rourke’s. Her errand was
wssful and- Polly went to sleep that night with visions
{ mall, red-haired child, gloriied by a pink dress, walk
pg proudly up to the great white house on the hill
Polly Flynn was not the only child in the city who re
I whet rday dawned cloudle m the hill work
| were hanging ropes for the swing from the great
i the front lawy In the rear of the house white-cap
i i re making ready the long tables, soon to be
pread wit thing eatable that children love and long
fon
1 X | Louise insh, a dainty figure in her
vhite gown, with sun glancing a her bright hair, stood
mder the tree welcoming her small guests. She turned for
¢ and caught a giggle from a
1 lass who stood near
uldn’t be redder if
Louise turned quickly to see Polly walking stiflly across

lawn toward her.  Between

tiers of glistening, tightly
glowed with heat,

Fhat

wonnd cusls, her little face

happigess
Mrs

nd the reflection from  the pink dress. dress !

Flynn had snapped the last thread at eleven o'clock the
night before | then had Viewed the result of her labor
with satisfaction. - To be sure, the cloth had proved to be

dress had to
She had

aved enough to make ruffles, however, so Polly's head rose

a scant pattern when the spot was cut and the

e made apron fashion, with a seam up the front

proudly from a calyx of pinkness
My

tarched and ironed in

Flynn's best style

Louise took the.moist little hand and smiled kindly into

the radiant blue eyes lifted to hers
“lam glad you came, Polly, dear,” she said, and the

smile and . speech filled Polly’s already
ing.  She

sponse, but Louise understood

full hr;u? to burst,

wly turned a shade redder and gulped in re

-

she added

“You would like to swing, | know,” “Manice*
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.
“Elsie, please don't spoil Polly's afternoon-—and mine,'
Louise whispered to the little girl in blue,
the yellow

Deed I won't, Miss Tarish.

A red flush mounted to and Elsie said
I didn’t

she did look so funny !

curls

eagerly > * know you

heard. I'm awfully sorry, but I'i
go and help her swing.”

In the games which followed, Polly's shining head and
Polly’s bubbling laugh were everywhe te. “Oh, it's the joy
o' the world ! she sighed once as she stopped to tie her

shoe. Then with a dash she was back in the circle again




