Oct. 1, 1909.

Sidelights From Blossom
Alley.

(Continued from Page T7.)

looked kind of sorry. An’ that made me mad.
You know how you feel when you get mad—
all hot an’ choky in your throat an’ face an’
little tiny twitches in your hands and ﬁ.ngfrs
as if yowd like to get at somebody. An” I
jes’ spoke right out. =

‘Well, Sister,” I says, ‘mebby you wouldnt
love her either if she got after you a few
times—dragged yom round the room by the
hair. An’—seé here!’ "I jes’ pulled up my
sleeve and showed her my arm. I was real
glad the scar was red yet. Want to see it
yourself? An’ I said to her, That’s w?xevre
she got after me with a hot poker a little
while ago—kind of practisin’ burnt-work, you
see. She’d ’a’ done a lot more only I yelled
80; she was fraid the copper’d get on to her.,

Well, you should ’a’ seen that deac’ness
face!  ’Twas just like the theatre pictures
when the man’s just shot the other man. ’And
€0 I up and told her & lot more things bout
how I frequent’ didn’t get a mouthful to eat
all day unless I could swipe an apple or a bun
at some stand. An’ then she said it Was
wicked to swipe! But she said it kmd,o
weak like, as if she might be faint. An’ I
looked at her an’ I never said a smgletwo_rd
back! It wa'm’t no use, you know. She
hadn’t never been hungry—never in all h}(:r
life, and she didn’t know how it ‘fe;lt. She
wa'n’t to blame for not understandin’. 5

Well, pretty soon Nancy Freeder's threai
came out an’ the deac’ness had to go to help
her. T was sorry, for I liked to zmv'e her sit-
tin’ so close to me, all warm an’ mice. But
when the sewin’ school was out she asked me
where T lived an’ wrote down Blossom Allg_;:
in a little red book a{;l’ said s}.xeuwas comin
i next Saturday morning.
tovseeﬁ,n;ie deac’ness came, br’xght an’ eart]yl.
‘Aunt Angie was to home, an’ 1 was m:l 1’1t
glad of it. She was in bed, an’ I mys_»elf,ha n :
much more’n crawled out, for I didn t’ dask
come home the night before till two ociloc,
in the mornin—Aunt Angie was 80 bad. , She c:
%97 killed me if T'd come in before she’d go
“%I:gd(l‘sgg;in"!’ says the deac'ness, kind of
brave like, an’ T could see she was tryin to
stop the theatre-picture look in her fzu':e..wht

An’ then Aunt Angie waked up an’ got (I]'la .
up. I tell you she was a terror! She ?ln’
never undress, you know, ’specially when s tets
on o tear. Am - her lair an’ eyes were preily
bn‘%i’-hat yer want?’ says shie;; vary cross, But’
T told her that it was only my dem’: xzﬁs{ la,nr
I got the chair for her to set on ank ld he
to be careful an’ not lean tpfo ;2; b(;tg —cause
i n, you know, 1 .
lt‘lgoc(ﬁlleddo’ZO sZe if you could spare Nelly i;ozl-
a couple of weeks,’ says the deac’ness, awfu
sweet. ‘We are making up a party of Frgs:1
Airg, and I can arrange to h:we her go th;
them if you are willin’.) An t‘her’t ;she‘ v;'en
on to tell how mice it would be, an ,bout how
we'd see trees an’ grass 'an; -llwg?gva;n cows an
: ings. It was jus AT
g thAnug.ie blinked  an’ looked kind of
dazed, as if she didn’t really nunderstand.  But
the deac’ness was go takin’ in her ways that
the first T knew it was all fixed up. Aunt
Angie said I could go, an’ the dei'tc’ness was
comin’ for me early Tugsday mornin’,

‘But now, about your clothes, my dem".
Where’s your other Jd-ress‘?’ says she,

Now, I didn’t have no .fwher dress, an’ 1
&'pect she knew it all the time. But T wasn’t
goin’ to lose all them mnice times just because
I didn’t have no other dress, so I spoke up
Ie%,bg:;e'dress’ﬂ do ﬁrst_-ra_te! I can mend
it real nice, an’ wash it an’ iron it an’ Px it
all up *fore Tuesday. This braid around ‘the

bottom is real pretty yet’

‘Well, what about your mg‘ﬂtgown? The
: e ”

regulations say “one nightgown.™" :

Now, I didn’t know then what a nightgown

was. - But T wasn’t goin’ to:let on, 60 I savld,
‘0, yes'm. Tll have the ni-gown all right.

T looked so brave and rich that the deac’ness
must have thought T knew all about ni gowns
an’ such rich folke’-duds.  An’ so after talkin
a little more, she went away. ¢ :

Aunt Angie hado’t eaid a dozen words all
the time—just sat on the side of the bed and
blinked. T was awful glad of it, for if she got
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started. an’ takin’ thihgs wrong,. as: she prob--
ably would, there would have. been a. pretty
how:de-do!.

I picked' up five baskets of coal that day,.
’cause I wanted Aunt Angie to feel pleasant,.
an’ I thought of the grass an’’ the cows every
minute.. I asked Aunt ‘Angie,, bringin’’ it in
kind of natural like, what a ni'gown was?
But she said she didn’t know.. An’' then 1
asked Molly Gehowski an’ Jennie Flynn and
Molly O’Rierty an’ everybody else, but.not one
of ’em knew a thing about it.. I was com:
pletely dumflustered, an’ so Saturday night 1
just got up my courage an’ went to see the
deac’ness—we all knew where she lived.

‘Please, ma’am,” I said, ‘I could get it all
right if I knew what it was. But I don‘t
know, and Aunt Angie don’t know, an’ Molly
Gehowski don’t know, an’ Jennie Flynn don’t
know, an’ Molly O’Rierty don’t know, an’ so
I thought mebby youw'd tell me.

‘But what is it, dear, that you don't know
about?’ said she, just as sweet,

“The ni’gown!’

She laughed a little. An’ then she told me
it was a pretty little white dress that you
wear at night, an’ that some little girls al-
ways had them. It’s hard enough for me to
get a dress to wear daytimes without another
one to wear when nobody sees. you. 1 told
her so an’ she laughed again, an’ turned away
her head an’ acted as if she was cryin’ some,
too.. But she asked me a lot of questions an’
found out all about me.. She wanted to know
if Aunt Angie was my mother’s sister or my
father’s sister. An” I told her mighty quick
that she wa’n’t nobody’s sister, but just Aunt
Angie; an’ how I could just remember mother’s
dying before Aunt Angie got me, an’ how I
picked up. coal.

‘Don’t you go to school, child?”

‘No. Aunt Angie says I've got to earn my
keep.

‘What does she do with the coal you get?
She surely can’t burn it ail’

An’ then I told her how she gold it an’ got
things, an’ specially whiskey.

“And she ain’t any relation to you at all?’

An’ I told her I'd be ’shamed to my grave
to have such a relation. An’ then she said
something about some ‘society’ an’ asked me

‘if . I'd like to go into the country to-live all

the time? An’ mebby I didn’t tell her T would.
Only there was one thing. But' she looked o
kind that I jes’ asked her’ right out, was the
cows all chained up tight, ’cause T was afraid
they’d bite me. An’ then she laughed an’ told
me they was just as gentle—just as gentle as
a ki'ten, an’ never bit anybody in all their
born days! :

Well, when I went away from that house
that night T had another dress an’ some of the
nicest little white things to wear under it, an’
another pair of shoes and a nightgown—all
done up in a little bundle ready to start. But
O, T must tell you, I didn’t set in the partor
all the two hours I staid in that house. She
took me upstairs to the funniest little white
room with lots of water runnin’ in a' tub, an’
my! such a wash as she gave me! An’ then
she cut my hair tight an’ burned up every bit
that came off, just as if she was afraid of s
an’ put some medicine on my head. Mebhy
I didn’t feel nice and clean an’ sweet as 1
paraded down the street under the gas lights!
An’ mebby I didn’t feel rich with all the
things. An’ mebby I didn’t lay them all out
on the table for Aunt Angie to see when ghe
got home. But there’s just where I made the
worst mistake in all my life; that’s all there
is to it.

I thought I should die, the next mornin’. 1
wanted to die. Aunt Angie didn’t come home
all day. She’d come home in the night when
I was asleep an’ taken the things an’ pawned”
’em all for whiskey. I stayed there alone in
the room all day long—Ilaid on the floor most
of the time. Once T got up and got the knife
an’ hid behind the door an’ stayed there for
a long time to kill her when she came home,
But she never came home-all that day nor.
night, nor the next day nor night. An’ I
didn’t eat anything all that time exeept a
piece. of bread in the cupboard. I made up
my mind that I’d just starve to death an’
done with it, but that bread kept a-lookin
out at me. Well, I thought I would starve
myself to death after it was gomne, anyway.
An’ she never came home at all!

Tuesday mornin’, bright and early, the
deac’ness came, just as she said she would.
An’ I was so sorry I hadn’t starved to death
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yet!” Because the nice clothes was:gone am®’
everything was all gone..

An’ if she’d come and found me lyin’® all
dead an’ still on the floor I wouldn’t have to
tell her: anything ‘about if, an’ mebby she'd
feel sorry for me, I went out by the ecoal
shed an’ hoped she wouldn’t find me, but she
did.

‘Why, Nellie,’" she says, just .as bright an’
ni¢e, ‘aren’t you ready? We haven’t any
time to lose.

An’ then I burst out cryin’.. I don’t believe
T'd cried before, in all the two days, not one
bit. An’ out came the whole story..

‘You poor child!” says she. An’ then she
stood an’ thought an’ thought an’' thought.
Then all of a sudden she looked so detérmined,
But she looked at ker watch, an’‘shook her
head. Then she looked at me again.

‘Haven’t you a single thing to wear, Nelly
—not a thing but those old dirty clothes?
said she. An’ I.shook my head an’ cried some
more. . J

An’ then—an’ then—you just couldn’t ima-
gine what she did. She took hold of my hand
firm like that, as if she wa'n’t never ‘goin’ to
let go. Zn’ she asked me if there was one
thing in that house I wanted to take with
me, ‘cause I'd never see the place again in all
my life. An’ T never have. An’ 'she took me
away with her down to the Deacness Home
an’ I stayed there three days, right in the
house with her, an’ then I came to Mr. Lee’s
house up here in Greenvale.. An’ T'm goin’ to
etay here always an’ for ever. He's goin’ to
be my father an’ Mrs. Lee’s goin’ to be my
really truly mother.  An’ I ain’t a bit afraid
of the cows—'course they dom’t bite folks!
An’ T find eggs every day out of the straw
nests where the hens lay them.. Once I found
’leven.

An’ the eating out heré! We eat three
tines a day just as reg’lar as the sun. An’
there’s always some more on the table that
we can’t eat even after we’ve stuffed ourselves.
I hid some bread in my lap the first mornin’,.
for there was such a lot I thought there sure-
ly couldn’t be anything more that day.. But
there was.  Three times a day as regilar as,
the sun.. An’ then Mus, Lee—that’s my new.
mother, you know—every single mornin’ she
comes to the door where T’m, playin’ with a
big &lice of bread and butter on it, or some-
times it's a glass of milk, and says o coaxin’
like, ‘Aren’t you hungry, Nelly? “An’ she says
that from this time on I'm always an’ for
ever goin’ to have enough to eat.. She says
I'm gettin’ some fat on my poor bones.. An’
my cheeks are gettin’ rosy. That’s the way
she talks.

Sometimes I think about what Miss Percy
gaid—that we must love everybody. I love
Mrs. Lee an’ Mr. Tee—they’re my. father an’
my mother, you know. Aw’ I just love our
little cows without any horns. Am’ I love the
deac’ness. I don’t just love Aunt Angie yet.
But 1 feel ‘awful sorry for her—ehe used to
cry an’ ery so, sometimes, an’ say she couldn’t
stop the drink. Sometimes when I think
about her, ’specially if the birds is eingin’ an’
the, soft wind blowin’, a kind of soft feeling
toward her comes up in my heart.. Mebby—
mebby—sometime, *way off, as much as two
years from now.—‘Classmate.’

——

*The Short Cut.

‘We shouldn’t liave to leave the house until
twenty minutes before nine, mother,’’said Het-
tie, who hated to be hurried.

‘I could stop in every morning for Jack
Smith on my way by his house, father,’ said
Sylvester, the sociable.

“N’ then we wouldn’t have to” ewoss the
howyid wailwoad twacks, muvver,’ ligped timid
Polly.

‘Indeed, dearies, I wish you wouldn’t have
to go'to school by way of the depot,” sighed
mother; and then she turned to father. ‘Don’t
you think they would better ask Mr.. Lane
about it?

Father said yes, Sylvester might, and ac-
cordingly next morning the little boy asked
the old market-gardener whether he would al-
low him and his little sisters to pass through
the little vegetable garden inastead of going to

. 6chool the long and devious way round.

Mr. Lane said they might on one eondition:
the two gates—one «t each end of the garden
patch—must never be left unfastened. :

“You sce, sonny,’ snid the kind old man, 4f |
the cows, or some old nag, or even Mrs. Mur.
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