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^* THE CRICKET
Wl Be- Wflder with the ide. that he tliought the jol»w«. at her expenae. She detemiined to give notice at
once, and leave at the end of her month.
WiOIy went upstairs and turned his unaccustomed feet

mtothenu«e,7. Hehesi' ed before he opened the door,
but no sounds of wpentani ..bs met hi. ear. so ho went in.^beUe. the picture of alert interest. «it up in bed and eyed

"Have you cf>me to punish me?" she asked
"Something like that."

"Go ahead," said she.

He sat down on the edge of her bed and looked at herMax was ^ght; she was no priw beauty, with her baby
face Idee an old woman's, with her nondescript feature^
her short brown hair. But her eyes were disturbing-bi«
dusky, wise eyes, with no eflPect of childishness.
"Look here, IsabeUe, why do you act like this?" Thatwas regukr parent-talk, so she made no answer.
"Here you are, four years old. and you can't behave

at your own party," he continued.
"I hate parties."

"WeU. but you have to have parties."
•Why?"

"Oh, all children do."

"Nasty things! I hate *em all. except Pat^.
"Hate those nice littie girls?"

••YesI"~hotiy.

"And those handsome boys?"
"Yes. They're ugly. Patsy is handsome."
"Why are you so cnxy about this Patsy?"
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