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“ Yes,” muttered Murray, “ but I’d rather be as- clear eyes on his compelled him. Poppet had edged 

hamed twice than go in there. Pop, I say, what away and stood facing him.
will she do to a fellow ? I want to be prepared.’ “ Oh, yes, I’ll remember, papa. If you say I

“ Oh, you needn’t worry—she won’t hug you. must, I’ll mind her,” and the small figure wheeled
She isn’t the hugging kind. Jessy Trent’s grand- and tramped away down the hall. Part way, it

•• Poppet !" mother is, but she isn’t. I s'pose you can stand a stopped. “ Did you call Mary Ellen, grandmother,
The smooth brown head over the embroidery frame little mite of a nippy kiss, can’t you? ” You 'cause here she is, ” Poppet said, coldly. And in

lifted in stern reproof,—Barbara could be very stern. needn't nip. ” spite of herself grandmother smiled. The tragedy
The tousled yellow head wagged stubbornly. “ Didn’t she hug you, -"nary ?” at eight years was comedy to seventy. ”

” Well, I shan’t.” 1 Nary. Oh, Murray,Poppet’s voice broke •• Come here, you funny little piece, ” grandmoth-
“ poppet Dolliyer, your own grandmother suddenly—” O. then she isn’t a grandmother—she er answered, gently enough. “ No, I didn’t call you
•* No. ” rejoined Poppet calmly. “ she can’t be my isn’t ^ she isn't ! You needn’t tell me. She’s a— then, but I will now. Come here, Mary Ellen,

real fleshy grandmother - nimpostor : There, that is right. You’re too sensible to wait to
•“ Oh. Poppet !” , Enos Dollivvr had had a twin sister who had died be called foolish pet names. My little,Mary Ellen
•• Well, my bloody one, then, —’cause I’ve never before she was out of tight braids and neat little was called Mary Ellen. ” 

seen her. You wouldn't be li'hie never to’ve seen print aprons. He had always cherished with pecul- •• дп* she died. It'll kill me, too,”thought Pop-
your real flesh-an ’-bloody grandmother, would you ? iar tenderness the dim memory of the well-behaved, pet drearily.
Hub ? She's onka step-one,—I 'm going to ask demure little girl, and when his second little daugh- \ And .she had nice smooth hair, ” went on graçd- 
fatherto-night if spt* isn,’t. You don't have to love ter came to him, he had given her his twin sister's mother, the gentleness in her tone unconsciously 
atep-grandmothers, so I shan’t. I've made up my name. It haq not fitted very well. The laughing, oozing into mild severity. “My little Mary Ellen
mind ” wilful little thing had been ” Poppet” as far back as combed her hair. ”

“ Poor grandmother !” Murray laughed. He was she could remember. Mary Ellen was only her Poppet’s hands flew up to the mop of curls on her 
whittling on the doorstep and making things mussy. naughty name. ” ' crown. *
One of the long white slivet^mmed deftly at the Grandmoyer had brought up one little Mary •• Gracious, did you think mine hadn’t been
yellow head hit it and 1 edged in the thick tangle. Ellen to чиє borderland of her teens. Now duty had combed to-day ? You can’t make it smooth if you

“ Yes. 4 poor grandmother, ’ indeed,” echoed the called her to bring up another, and she went to the comb it a week a-runnin’ ; no, sir ! Seems as if the
older sister, over her embroidery. “ I ought to be work with resolute courage. It was fortunate she Lord must have nad it rolled up in curl papers a 
here to take her part. It’s a pity college can’t post- knew just how. In her simple old code of child up- thousand years before I came down. ” 
pone its opening a couple of weeks. Between y du bringing there had been no changes. There wete “We must make it smooth. I shall wet it and
both, grandma has a hard hoe to roe—” no “ modern improvements” in grandmother’s code- braid it nice and tight, ” grandmother said, decisive-

Poppet giggled enjoy і ngly. “ Hoe to row—hoe to book. ly. “ And another thing, Mary Ellen, don’t you
roe’” she mimiced. Poppet was still at the age “Enos.” grandmother called one day, as Enos know little girls ought not to wear their best dresses
wTien wit is a mere matter of tongue slipping. Bar- Dolliver was starting away for his day’s work in the every day ? I am surprised at your father for allow-
bara ignored the taunt. “ But it seems funny, city, “ Enos I wish you’d wait a minute. There’s ingit.”
doesn’t it ?” she went on musingly, “ I can’t under- something I want to say to you.” Poppet gazed down at her1 dainty, frilled little
stand it.” “ Yes, mother.” dress.
“I can’t either !” said Murray. “ Well, it’s this. Mary Ellen has rebelled. I “ This isn’t more’n my fourth-best one, ” she said,
“ Why, we aren ’t all of us crazy to have grand- thought you’d ought to know. ” with slow scorn,

mother come, I mean. I thought -grandchildren al- Enos Dolliver’s grave face took on bewilderment. <« Mercy, child, with all those furbelows on it !
ways Wre. It doesn’t seem natural. ” Mary Ellen,—his mind went back to the small, prim Then it’s got to be protected. In my day, children

•Well, if she’ll wear lavender bows on her cap sister of his childhood, and the old faint picture qf took care of their dresses My little Mary Ellen
and say ‘ yes. dearie, ’ to every single thing you her repainted itself in its quiet colors on his mind, wore nice, neat tiers, and I shall go right to work
want to do. like Jessie Trent's grandmother, and But “ rebelled,’’ - Mary Ellen and make you some. I’m thankful I brought that
call out ' You poor little dear, you needn’t practice No, no, Mary Ellen had never rebelled! new print. I was going to line a quilt with it,- but
another minute !' then I’ll love her,” Poppet said, •* I don’t understand, mother,” he began. He the quilt can wait better than you can.” And
“ but she won’t. ” ■* looked at the plain old face a little anxiously, as if grandmother bustled away after the roll of print as

• How do you know she won ’t you ridiculous he feared he might read tokens of mental weakening if the delay of an instant were not to be thought
child >” But the child's face was quite serious there. Then in'a flash he remembered the other Qf
now She got up and struck a draiuaticdittle atti- Mary Ellen. That was the beginning For three slow, tortuous
tude. facing the other two “Oh, Poppet !” he said, and he smiled. It was months grandmother brought up” little Mary

You want to know, do you ? Well, once I ask not so hard to reconcile rebellion with Poppet. Ellen И. with the calm consciousness of doing her
ed fatbei and he said he never had a birthday when Mary. Ellen, ” corrected grandmother, ' you can <iuty. No one interfered If Murray
hr wâa littW That ’s why she won’t. He never call her that heathen name if you want to, 1 sup- his rollicking, joyous little ( hum. if

,hung his atmkinn up that s why If she was that pose, but I’m not going to. I called her Mary Ellen т[ля^\ the child’s notai glc<
У kind of a mother that's the kind of a grandmother to day and that’s when she rebelled. She would not dancing little feet
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wish I w.,s going to allege Suddenly the yellow f perhaps she did not realize she has never bee.n The child ta getting to innind me of y mit little

1,1 . • 11 ' • • 1 alater, Enos grand mot In It
rampant, міні i'iqqwl wh* crying 1 She knew well enough 1 was talking to he* shows what.the right kind <»! bringing up • -m do

I want a ni|lh« « I don't want a grand she Enos, if 1 am to bring that child up, I’ve got to be Mary BHtn if a t* ь habl. « (tough , tilld
eohtw-d l w tali my mot he i hadn't died ” minded. I thought it letter Ik- understood in the

Pom little І’ор|мН. the wound was a fresh one. beginning She’* a nice, bright child, hut ahe * 1 thought ahr was
. « hildien had been motherless needs bringing Up What I want to know la, am I w|l,bringly In lu> nad pi

h. to have fins • 'That's |lllt f,„ hie dead wif«
ha<1 rone (min l»ad to worse without the gentle care all ” hi* own Borrow А» long as the wheela of the lllllt
that nad srrangcit.snd steadjed them, until dis The calm njq»eal of grandmother’s steady old voice domeath circle turned quielly and винкй;Ь1у he had 
heartened and de*|4<at< Уріо ь< іеах r-1 nian ha<l made a crisis of the moment 1 .nos Dollieei іеміі/ l»een aatialied t hat they wete grinding the lender
written l tw "Id mot her t-^i on* to his assistance ^ ,( sudden dismay, lie had lieen the boy. heart of a little child he did not mitii r
He hail hesitated to do it rot well hi knew )iow |(„<># fret kle<1 and timid and unaatis(ie<1 lie knew Grandmother made the little print aprons and 
tenaciously* tin heartstrings clung to hei own home wi,wt it meant to be ' brought up poor little Popuet wore them She plaited the child a hofl, іе
in the fair little New I nglsnd town It *0 *<> di( poppet ’ But the occasion demanded decision, one tiellfoua yellow hall into tight Inaids that hung de
ferrnt hen 111 tli v- lug bustling town <>ut in tlir WHy the other and how could he make it any jrctydly down ovn the aprons and 44 su rly wagged 
swirl and hurry of things how would she treat the other way hut grandmother's way ? Had he not wittrthe little flgute s alow motions She taught
change lint who els. « ould come What else called her away from her ow^ beloved, jieaceful little Poppet to knft to darn, to hem. and all in the
was there to do So hr had written and grand home ? Ilia eyes sought the strong, lined old face abort apace of th> three tortuous months, as if there
mother wa- - oui 111 g .If she liajlshiunk from it in wn,i suddenly it was the dear face of his mother, and were need of hurry. Three strips of gay patchwork

. wardly, all. hud giyxjf no out warn, sign nos t>ol ju. WRe jljpi min pathetically red dotted here and there, bore witness
, Ww'e mother м». of «ter» ОІЛ N*S i;n*l»n.l «lock ■ Vou eh«ll h«vr your w»y. mothtr." he nid to th* terrible •' patchwork time*'; Poppet bed lived

«ші duty wMrfuty No dror»M gently. ■■ but drive the little coll with . low. «In. through ]
fi.hn«* Mtllied the blood Ib-t flowed in her vein. ,h/|ln .t brokr-r, to Ьнгпемя ' Then he reined hie
rights ’eht’iiad written' Le^El KnowTete ™.eeendce,W over ,i„.e gr.^mothe, . heed 

would. But the contrast lietwern setting to 
rights” that little home, s|»otlesa already and speck ' .. .
less, and righting this big, disordered house appall рцсп \'-'

(.. 1 op і Ь d Poppet came staidly down the hall, her bright
Grandmother Vaine oOeU th 1 n a week after liai eyes on her fathei ignoring grandmother Yea. oh, yes We cant find her anywhere-not

bars went to collect In 1rs. than an Hour after her , V‘ 40,1 ,me'd ?” 1 > “ . ... "-nee noon Murray Is hunting now. He hasn't
arrival she had' begun the “righting ’ oroceas Orandmother, . ailed, too. 1 op-er I ahould eaten s bit of dinner. " Grandmother did not say
Toppet stole away to .the stable t„ find Murray and *“v , , ,, „ , that she had not either. " He's looker! everywhere,
make her first reçoit * ^ou »bould ш 1 opj»**t, if you mean me, the and, oh, lînoe, so have I ! She had on a new tier

■•Gracious hfurray Dolliver she s sweeping child rejolne.1 calmly " That's me. Nothing else and I d just braided her heir, it was getting so nice
" You douTfcay s.. Top ' ’why she's only been Whst do you want о I oppet, papa and smooth ' sobbed the old voice in sudden fresh

here forty lylne fifty - fifty seven minutes' He put out his hand and drew her little golden woe ‘ She was working on her third strip o’ quilt.
Murray had dut his silver watch regarding it closely, head against his side. Infinite sadness was in the I told her she could finish it to day. 'Mary Ellen,’
“ She hasn't been here an hour man's eyes lor he remem tiered the little one’s mother I says, ' if you’re good and smart you can get it ail

” Well, she’s sweeping She's changed her dress who was dead He had pitied himself so much, done,' and she says, ' Yea, grandmother,' as nice as
an’ got on a sunbonnet. -1. think it's a sun bon net Now he pitied Poppet. a little lady. And I haven’t seen her since.”
and she’s got through the parlor a ready ! 1 waited “ Little girl, " he began unsteadily, “ what is this If there was humor in the situation, nobody per-
till she’d begun on the liberty. Well, why don’t I hear about your not minding grandmother? That ceived it. In a frenzy the whole family hunted on.
you say something ?” is not right—oh, no, that is not right !” He blund- The father’s heart was filled with terror, of what, he

“ Gracious !”said Murray. PopfWt looked scorn- ered on like any man, while the little figure under scarcely knew, but something desperate that stood 
ful. his arm stiffened slowly. “Listen tome, Pop— for the culmination of the child s misery.

\j “ I said that. Say,Something ’rlginal, why don’t Mary Ellen. You must remember grandmother is he understood. Poor little tortured Poppet
you ? Murray DolliVer, I've just remembered you at the head of the house now, and you are to do ex- grandmother ! Blind, selfish father ! It
haven’t been ip to see her' Your own grandmother actly as she says. ’ He tried to end lightly. “ We been a tragedy of errors.

' —father says she isn’t a ‘ step.’ Aren’t you as- must all of us mind grandmother now ! he said. “ Do you think she has been—has been kidnap- 
hamed !” *• You will remember, Pop—Poppet ?” for the child's ped ?” whispered grandmother, following in the

Grandmother's Day.
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you gave
me the "idea that ahr wa* a wild Utile colt

Poppet '* father aafd t»e

And then came the waking up. Grandmother 
met Enos Dolliver at the door one night.

“ Enoa, on, Enos, she’s gone !” quavered the ex­
grandmother chided. Then grand- .cited old voice.

” Mother, what are you talking about ? Quick! ” 
" Mary Ellen she'a go 
“ Mary Ш— Poppet ! Gone ?”

For now 

had all


