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FARM AND DAIRY

June 30, 1910.

broken, and
. in the Lig rocking-

Mammy
W. Hanshew.

(Concluded from last week),

By T

HE click of the shop door startled
Tn..- child out of her reverie, and

she turned round to find Mammy’s
soft weinkled old hand on her shoulder
and Mammy's mild old eyes beaming
down into hers She ghrank Lack
and made as if to steal away

Please, I wasn't doin’ nothin’,”
she said  apologetically ‘It ain’t
wrong to jist look

Of course it ain't,” acquiesced

Mammy with a smile Land sakes,
child! don’t shake so—I ain't angry
with yer. Why ain’t you never ben
in to see me You're more like the
little gals as ust tc live round here

than any of the rest. Come 1n, there's
a dear.

I ain't got nothin’ to spend-—I
never have nothin’ to spend,” said

the child, trying to edge away. ‘‘Mum-

iy can't spare it.’

nd sakes! that don’t make no
difference, dearie!” replied Mammy
gently. “‘You jist come in and be my

visitor—visitors don’t have to spend
nothin’, you know. Wouldn't you jist
ke to set down a while in my back
room and hold that dolly n yer
arms?"’

The thin little face lit up with rap-
turous eagerness and the big
bungry eyes actually glowed

“Hold it? Really hold it?

said the

child in awe. ‘““Oh, wouldn't I! I
sometimes p'etend thit ' do hold it; I
sometimes p’etend t 'm a rich
princess and can hs . everything I
want., Mummy says that's the way
to get along without things—jist

pletend you've got 'em. But—it nev-
er comes true, and you do want them
jist the same.”

“Bless the child, what a queer,
fanciful little thing it is!” comment-
ed Mammy, smoothing the sleek pale
hair and looking wonderingly down
into the brooding, wistful eyes, “Well,
it's a-goin’ to come true this time,
dearie. And if you're able to pretend
jist what you like, you put your hand
in mine and pretend I'm your fairy
godmother ums you're a-walk with
me down a he-utiful lane (jist move
thet cheer a leetle, Miss Scammers,
so's she won't bunk into it. Thanky,
dear)—and you're tired and a-wishin’
to hold that doll, then all of a sud-
den you set down on a rock and it
turns into a cheer quick's ever you

touch it, and then—there! Now open
your eyes and see if it ain’t come
true.”

And, really, it had; for when the
child did as she was bidden, lo and
behold! she was sitting in a rocking-
chair in Mammy's little back room
with the delicious odor of Mammy's
freshly made bhutter-scotch about her
and the wonderful doll actually lying
in her lap! She gave one little cry
of utmost rapture caught it up in her
arms and then for a long, long time
sat looking at it, not saying one word.

¥

HE secret in the joy of living is the proper appreci-
ation of what we actually possess.

| scotch, dearie and a cake and—and

take these two home to your ma when
you go,” said Mammy, swallowing
something. ‘‘Be you goin’ so soon,
Miss Scammers? Well, drop in when-
ever you feel like it, dear—1'm always
glad to see you. 1 guess me and my
Lily o'-the-Valley is goin' to be real
good friends.”” And when Miss Scam-
mers did ‘“‘drop in"" the next day, she
added  the state. pr—_

It was the longest and dreariest day
Mammy could remember for many a
year; and it was disastrous, too, for
she made so many pilgrimages to the
door and stood so long shading her
eyes with her hand and looking anx-
iously up and down the dreary old
street that she forgot the pan of gin-
gerbread toys she had put to bake,
and most of them were burnt

ment, “It's wonde r
ful how comfortin’
she is and what a
deal of company a
little child kin be.”

And, indeed, Lily- %
0'-the-Valley
company,” for
got to coming
every afternoon,
once the ice was

sitting

\

|
chair with the long- |
loved doll in her
arms and her feet
curle up  under
her; and the mar-
velous tales she in-
vented of that shab- |

And in this way the friendship be- [ by old  street. the
tween Mammy and the “Swedish wid-

wonderful

romances
der's” little danghter Legan By WS S
It would never have ocourred to|Mammy's  ginger.
Mammy to probe into her history at |bread men—to say

any stage of their acquammtance; but | nothing of the fear-
Miss Scammers was fem- | some  tragedy she
inine and evolved out of the
once. It was her upsetting of a five-

essentially
satisfied her curiosity at

direct questioning

Fromt

which elicited the intelligenee that [cent Noah's  Ark "

the child's name was Nella Nilsson, | kept Mammy in a Floor Plan of House of P. D. Ede, Cxford Co., Ont.

that she was born in Sweden, but left | tingle of  interest The house is a roomy, comfortable one, and is further

it so long ago she could remember and excitement described and illustrated on next page.

nothing of it; that her ther had s ¢ do believe

been o sailor and was drowned when you'll write books and things, like| But even that dreary day of hope-

he was only five years old; that your grendpa, child, when you grow |less waiting was eclipsed by the next
mumn had a brother omce who up entured so keen an edge hath sorrow when

pairted pictures and made figures ont ‘I will,” asserted the child enthusi- |its course is lengthened—for the child
stone - that mummy's father used to astically. I want to—I jist dream |failed to come even then

' to printers about it all the time Then 1 can
and that | build a castle for mummy and you and
If used to wear beautiful | —and we'll live happy ever after.”

people paid money just| ‘“‘Lands " said mammy. “I
to hear her sing | never see a child with such a wonder-

mummy her
dresses, and

sakes

Farm Home of P. D. Ede, Oxford Co., Ont.
See description next page. Note the fine home-made iron fence. A
home made so by the addition of modern conveniences.

comfortable

But that was

before ‘“‘the (ruuble|1u| imagination in all my born days.’
got in her throat"

before even pappy So the days came and went and
knew her. She didn’t sing now—she | lengthened into weeks, and steadily
just worked in a laundry, and the | Mammy's little hoard grew until the
steam made her cough sum of the long-desired three hundred
‘She p’etends it don’t, hut it does,” [ dollars was very nearly rounded out.
volunteered the child; *'and when she | The spring drew very near—the magio-
comes home ugs, I p'etend that | al spring when Mammy hoped to seo
it ain't been lonesome and I make up | again  the budding trees, the lush
stories about princesses and things, | meadows and the green lanes of the
and mummy makes up others about | peaceful country land where John had
the people who own the things ~hv|l‘m|n‘ and each day that
washes, and we tell 'em to each other | brought her nearer the goal quickened
until forget and go to sleej It’s a | the dulled pulses and cheered the tired
nice way to go to sleep—p’etendin’ | old heart.
hmg's»heuutifu] in the room And then a strange thing happened.
ou're jist as happy as can be,|A cay came when the child failed to
se, you see, you don't find out it |appear as usual, and the doll sat limp
ain't so till you wake up.” and unhandled in the tiny shop win-
“Have—have a piece of butter-|dow

‘I wonder if they kin have moved,
conjectured Mammy, with a little
tightening spasm of the heart. I
didn't think my little Lily-o’-the-Val-
ley would, withuut comin’ to say good-
by to me. But mebbe they couldn't
pay their rent and had to go. But
even then—ah, well, what's an old
body like me that a child should keer?
Young folks is thoughtless—it's only
the old that has to remember. Them
green fields and quiet lanes is won-
derful comfortin’ John, and I'm glad
I'm gittin’ nearer to 'em, dear.”

For four long dismal days the doll
sat meylected in the window, Lut on
the morning of the fifth, unable to
stand it longer, Mammy took the pink-
clad treasure out, rolled it softly in a
towel and put it reverently away.

“I guess I ain't never goin’' to see
her ag'in,” she sadly mused, “‘and
mebbe I'll learn to forget sooner if
the doll ain’t in sight all the time to
remind me of her. 'Twon’t be more'n
a month now, anyways, hefore I've
saved them Jast dollars, and
‘twon’t be so hard to forgit out where
the trees and the flowers is.”

The sudden jingling of the bell on
the top of the shop door and the nowsy
clash of the knob against the wall
startled her out of her wistiul dream
ing, and she turned round m vime to
see the towsled head of Ragged Sailo
leaning in

“Hey, Mammy! Heard the news?"
he sang out lustily. ‘“Know that
Swede gal who lives on the vop moor
of 65 They fetched her mother home
sick last Friday and she died this
mor are

Then the door-bell rang again and
the catch clicked and the bearer of
this choice bit of local news went dash-
ing on, eager to be the one to tell it
first elsewhere. But to Mammy it
soemed as though every sound had ‘sud-
denly ceased and the gray old world
had ‘grown cold and still.

She knew what it all porteuded, to
what it all pointed. If the “‘Swedish
widder” hnr’ been ill for four nights,
and no one but the child knew or was
with her, why, that meant there
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