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Sweetheart

BHOKPHOHOHPHPHOHOKOKOHK
When Miss Morrell came to look at
the house next to ours she scemed
quite nice,
antly- when she asked for the  key;
and while she was down the garden
she picked some apples and threw
them over to I'ob and Tommy. They
were not her apples really, because
she had not taken the house, but 1
caought it was kind of her. So I
called when she moved in. DMother is
dead, so I have to call. TFather Iis
T'rank WMarchant, the celebrated au-
thor, and I am Molly. I was [lifteen
in June, and Miss Morrell was thirty-
one, she said. She must have meant
forty-one, because she and father were
boy and girl together, she told me,
and he is forty-three.

“He was such a nice boy,”” she
said.
hadn’t been so clever, poor fellow!”

“Tf "he wasn't clever he couldn’t
write his stories,”” I pointed out..

““What's the good of writing stories
if you can’t sell then®? Clever men
have no scnse!"

I am afraid that is true, but of
course I would not say so; and I got
up to go. “Father is more than
clever,” I told her. ““IHe is the best
man that ever was, and the kindest.
I will not listan to anything against
him; and I think perhaps it would be
better if yvou did not call.”’

el
-

I know it was not polite to say;

that, but even mothor was not po-
lite if anyone spoke against father,

Miss Morrell only laughed and took
hold of my arm. ‘‘Tut-tut, child! I
think well cnough of your father. T
faney he lias a very good little
doughter, too, Now sit down -and
have another tea-cake.”

Thev were very nice tea-cakes, nnd
she made them herself. She gave me
the recipe, but mine did not turn ont
the same,

She was walering her (lowers when
father walked down the garden aflter
tea. IMe did not notice her, because
he was worried about a plot. He
had found a way of getting the hero
and heroine olf a precipice, but he
could not think how to get them
on! She came and watched him ov-
er the wall. She had the water-pot
in one hand, and some weeds in the
other, and she wore an old hat like
a black basin.

“Still up in - the clouds,
ghe called at last.

He stkrted and turned round; then
he held out his hand and laughed.
“Mary! Well, T never! It's ‘good
to look at you again.”

I did not want to listen, of course,
and Dick was whistling at the front
gate, so I went out with him. (He
is Carson BAlajor, and we are chums.
He is not silly, like other 1.':-4::r3e':=,1‘3|..~5h

“T don't care for that woman,” I
told him; but he only laughed and
eaid I needn’t be jealous. He is an
impudent boy.

We.went round Love Lane, and
caine home across the brook. It was
gwollen with the rains, and I could
not find a place to jump it. So Dick
had to wade and carry me,;, and it
wag ¢uite dark when we got in. Ifa-
ther was still talking to Miss Mor-
rell over the wall, and hadn’t
the bovs do their home-lessons;, and
they were watching out of the win-
dow. 1 :

“Father's got o sweetheart, Mol-
ly,”” Tommy cried.

I do not often lose my temper with
the bowvs, but I boxed his ears quite
hard., . I wag sorry directly, but I
could not say so, for fear I should
cry. So I went upstairs to take off
my hat. Whon I came down Dick
had Tommy on his knee, doing his
last sum. There were white smoears
on his face where he had cried, and
I wiped him with my handkerchief.

“Dick’s given me a penny, Molly,”
he sald, and grinned at me. Ho is a

Frank?"

She smiled very pleas-|

«‘Ho'd have done well if he|

lice.

Dick didn't look at me, and I
thought he was cross. I did not get
up to go to the door with him, but
he tilted me out of my chair, so I
had to go. i

*Oh, Dick!"” I told him, “I wish I
hadn't."” '

“Nonsense,’”’ he said.
him good, the .little wretch. You
didn’t hurt him."’ : i

“No—o: but he was mother's baby,
and—and——"’ !

I think I should~ have cried, but
| Dick was so nice to me, and said I
was good ‘to the boys. I gave them
four chocolates cach, and read a
!cliaptm- of the *"Swiss Family Robin-
'son’’ to them, when they were in
'bed; and Tommy said he hardly felt

(it, and only cried to frighten  me. |

| T don’t think I did it very hard.

! When I came downstairs {ather was
sitting at his desk, but he was not
‘writing, IHe did not speak till he
‘eaught me looking at him. Then he

sighed.
“Jt has Dbrought back the old
times,”” he said. “We were boy and

'girl together, Some day you will
look back to the times when you and
Dick were ‘boy and girl together.”'

I did not say anything, but went
rinto the drawing-room. If it had
not been father, T should have told
‘him not to compare that woman
Cwith me.

At supper  he talked about her
lagain., “‘She was always bright,”” he
'said, “‘and very pretty when she was
a girl."”

“People alter a good deal as  they
lgrow older,” I remarked. “T don’t
know if yvou noticed her hat?"

IFatlier laughed., *‘That hat is not
fasecinating, certainly,’”” he agrecd.

I thought he laid too much empha-
'gis on the “*hat.”
| The next evening they talked over
the wall again. The evening  after
‘he went in to sece her. Ile took a
shows his manuscripts. Ie never
'shows his manuscripts except to lit-
erary people or people he likes very
much,

The next day she sent us a dozen
teacakes. Tather ate two, and the
hoys the rest. I olfered Jane some,
but she would not touch them.

““Not if I was starvin’, and’- a bite
would save me!' she said. “T've
got eyes in my ’ead, Miss Molly;

s

she’ll never do by 'im as you've
done.”’ -
Jane forgets, and breaks things,

but she is a good girl really.

The next afternoon Miss Morrell
agsked me to take the boys in to
tea. I told her that I was too
busyv: but the boys wanted to bo, so
I let them, They are not old
enough to know better., She gave
‘them three sorts of cake for tea,
they said, and sixpence each. She
helped them with their lessons, too,
but I found a mistake in one of
Bob’'s sums.

““Ah!’"" father said, when I showed
it to him, ‘‘she never was good ot
rarithmetic; Lut she had a wonderful
head for business.”” ¢

“I'd rather be gond, than good at
business,”” I told him.

FFather smoked his pipe for two or
three minutes, then he laid it down.
“She. is. good, too, Molly,”” he said.
“T  could tell you something—I will
tell you, because I want you to like
|11l:-r. She was in love with a man
| once—they

There was a misunderstanding, and
he went away, and got cngaged to
lsomeone else. One day he came back
Iﬂl‘.ll.'l found out what a foolish mis-
|take he had made. XMXe would have
ibroken  the engagement off, but she
Ew::-uldn’t lat him. So he married—
the other woman.”

I could have screamed to  hear
thim. speak of mother like that; but
I bit my lip instead. “If 1 had been
'{the—the other woman, I wouldn't

have wanted him, if he haan't want-
od me.,"”

“She didn't Know, dear.
er knew right

She nev-
up to the time that

kind liftle boy, and never bears ma-

It will do’

something scemed to clutch at

the time?"

““Ha did like her.
LwWoman—n very
ryou will understand, dear, when you
are older.”

“l understand now,”
—his wife is dead.
| Miss MAlorrell.”’

T aaid ~~ MYy
=0 he will marry

“T don't Know.'  T'ather
*his pipe slowly. ‘I hope so. If he
doeg—=""

“It will . serve " him: right,”” I dec-
i-::Iﬂr-:-.rL Then I wenk down in the

Ishrubbery and cried.

“If cver you like someone eclse bet-
ter, Dick.” I said when I told him,
““vou're to tell me. I wouldn't mar-
il‘_v yvou for anything il you didn't
want. to. Promise me—— No, no!
Tt's no use saying you will always
like mo best, because you can't  be
'sure. Promise me.”’ :

Dick looked very serious, and whis-

tled to himself for a long time. lie
tdoes that when he is thinking. g |
‘believe you're right,  kiddie,””  he
csaid at last, “1 promise.””
|  ““On your honor?" :
| Mo (hrew his head back a little.
| ““All my promises are on honor,”” he
;Eﬂitl‘ I do like to hear him speak
like Lhat.
I T dul not sy any more to father
Fabout Miss Morrell, but I made what
‘we called “mother’s cake' for tea,
‘and  put all her photos about the
‘rooms to remind him of her. Tle
' took up the one where she is holding
some musie, and looked al it for a
long time,

“She used to sing a great deal at
tha Morrells’,”” he suid. ‘“‘Mary used
to nccompany her. We must ask her
in. She will like to hear you sing
some of the old songs.”’

I don’t want to sing mother’s old
isongs to anyone but you, daddy,” I
csaid. “Come and play for me, and
I1'11 sing ‘Afterwards.” You can pul
it. down o note, and think it is mo-
rther singing.”

People say that my deep notes are
|like mother's, but of course I do not
sing so well as she did.

“You can sing that just like your
‘mother, dear. Thank heaven, you
‘ean’t feel it quite like she did—Ah!”

“I'll try to feel it as much as 1
can,—No, in B flat, dear—"'

Ile nedded, and played the sym-
phony softly. It is like a dream, and
father plays so beautifully. I thought
'of mother, and took a deep breath,
'land began®

Aftorwards,

Beyvond the bound of land and sea,
Beyond the touch of hand,

Beyond the memory of me—

‘I shall look down, dear love, and sce
Your tears, and understand.

She is supposed to be dying. The
first part is what he gays to her, and
'the second part is what she says to
him, Mother used to smile when
'she eame to “‘understand,’”” and fath-
‘er used to look over his shoulder,
'and smile at her.

Light of my life, if T should miss
The path your faith has shown?

My heart was heartened by your kiss,
| But now—Dear love, be surc of this,
You will not walk alone,

He ig in the minor, of course, and
IHIH} answers in the major, Tt always
sounded comforting, the way that

mado really—and he was in love with her. !pjed about things I try to fancy I

‘hear her.  Then she used to draw
‘hersell up for the last verse.

T shall look down, my dear—my dear!
Only be true, and have no fear;

Only bLe true, and THeaven is near!
God judge me as I'mm true.

T tried to steady inysell and make
my voice like mother’s; and I seemed
to see her standing there, with  her
hand on father's shoulder, and put-
ring out her other hand fo hold
mine, when I was little and hung to
her skirts., I took the now note in
the last line quite full; and then
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that I had put on the piano slipped

"and cried;, and father couldn’t stop
jine anyhow. I suppose you would
icall it hysterics. :

I' was bettor next morning, but
| Jane made me ‘have breakfast in bed.

was going  to Scotland to do some
descriptive  atrticles for The  Daily
Liyre. 1le began to write out a tele-

gram to say that he couldn’t go; but
I told him I was c¢uite well really,
anqd Jane promised to look after me
“‘like a.mother.” So he went.

When he said good-bye he gave me
a note for WMiss Morrell, ““Ask her
‘to wire ‘yes,’ or ‘no,” then I shall
i know what to do,”" he said. “Good-
‘hye, dear old girl. LBe sure_to tele-
cgraph if you want e bael.”

[t secerrs a dreadful thing to  say,
but I felt as if I never wanted rather
| back azain, I T -hudn't loved- him
'm0, I helieve I .should have hated
him. You would understand if you
haod known
'Enew what T think of her.

| T told Jane about the letter, and
ishe said anyone could tell it was a
!pr:}imsul; and if she was we she
'would burn it. I was a good mind
il'l::-. but when I asked Dick he said,
it  wouldn't be cricket.”” So [
pave it to him-.to do what he liked
iWiLh, and he took it in to Miss Mor-
‘rell. She asked him to take a tele-
gram to send cff to father, but he
| told her - that he would rather mnot
"have anything to do with it. Tle
'gaw her write, and it was “yes.”” He
rwouldn't look at me when he lold
me, but he said a lot of nice things
labout me, and how good I was Lo
father and the bovs, and I shouldn’t
‘have to live with her very long, k-
lecause ha was growing up. I think
anvbody would like Dick. Tie is s0
kind. Jane was vary kind, too, and
'didn't even grumble at Bob when he
i knocked over her pail of water.

“T'd have liked to box ’is ears,”’
she said: “*but I thought of you, jyou
!pnnr dear. More'n a mother you've
‘been to them, an ‘¢ ought ‘o ke
'aghamed of Cisself, the marster
‘ought."’

| In the afternoon T sat down in the
‘garden darning the boys' socks und
| Miss Morrell came and stared at me
‘over the garden wall. ““You don't
loack well, child,”” she said.

“I am quite well, thank you,” I
told her. .

She put up HKer ‘eyeglasses and
looked at me. ““You're too ycung lo
look after a house,”” she sald abrupt-
ly. '

“Anyhow,” I said, “I have Inoked
lafter'it. I don't suppose I have done
lvery well, but I have done my besu,
‘No doubt you could do better, hbut
would find it very dilerent to having
only yourself,” I thought T would
‘lot her see that I understood.

“I daresay I should.”” She sighed,
but she did not scem cross. 'l you
know, Melly, sometimes I wish 1 had
others to work for. Don't you thiuk
I could help you?”

“I don't want any help,” T eaid;
“and if I did, I'd rather not have if.
You secce. I promised mothar. S0
wouldn't want anybody v¢lse 1o do
things for father and the hoye—niy
'me.”” I looked straight at her, and
| she shook her head.
| ““We were children Logether,””  she

were only boy and girl lymother sang it, and when I am wor-  said, ‘““she and your father anl L

'T don’t think she would mind m.o.
I pathered the socks and angoia
together, and get up. T thinik,” 1
said, “‘she  would mind you very
'much.”’
! ifiss Morrell looked rurprised and
lhurt.  “You don't Iike :ae, dMolly?”
she ashed,

“No.”" I told her, I Jdon't. Ycou
‘have sent the telegram to father, 1
'suppose?’”

“Yos—vour father nas tuld you”
! “¥fe has told me.” It was nob
ttrue, but I could not let her think
iﬂmt father did not trust me. “Good-
'afternoon.”’

I went indoors and gave the boys
Alter tea I gave them two
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“You—he pretended he liked her all .!t,hrun.f;: and the big photo of mother [peﬁnigs each to spend. I thnugh{:‘I

‘ghouldn’t have the housekeeping

She was a nice 1‘i:ght,_ down on to fp.tht*r's hands, and {money for long, and she wouldn't de
nice woman, only— I shricked and shrieked, and laughed things for them liks mother used to,

rand like I tried to do.

| Father came home on Sunday
inight. Ho had only just taken his
‘hat off, and sat down in the arm-
i chair, when she came in. Te jumpoed

filled :Fnthm' was very worried, because he |up, and held out both hands, and she

‘trembled, and half laughed and half
rcried. She looked quite young, and
| almost pretty, and I hated her.

“I am so glad, Mary,” father said.
|”En glad, dear eold Mary. God bless
‘you.'’

| ““God bless you, Frank—kind old
| Frank!”’ she said.

| Then she began crying softly, and
‘he bent down and kissed her. I was
‘in-the dark corner by the screen, and
‘they did not seem to notice me. I
i felt my heart thump, and my breath
'compe and go, and I looked at them,
‘and looked at the big photo of mo-
ther on the mantel-piece. It was
‘just beside them, as if she was
watching themn; and I rushed between
them, and snatched it away.

| “Mother!” I cried. **Oh, mother!"’
| Then I seemed dizzy, and tripped
‘over something; and Miss Morrell
‘caught me, and I didn't remember
;rﬂn,';t,hing more till T found her bath-
ing my forchead with cau de Cologne
and I was too weak to push her
away.

“My poor child,” she sobbed, “my

poor child!™

ITer tears fell all over me, she was

ierying so. “We ought to have un-
‘derstood._ It isn’t your father, dar-
'ling. Tt’s my old lover that he has
fourd for e in Scotland, and that
was what I telegraphed about. Now,
'we'll see if you can’t like me a little.
No, no! You mustn’t move yet."”

But T sat up somehow, and held
‘out my arms to father, and he picked
‘me up, and, nursed me like a baby.
| “T've only two sweethearts, dar-

ling,”” he said, and wiped his hand
 CTOSS his eves. ““Your mother—and
'}’ﬂ'll!”

T shall never quite forgive myself
for thinking of him like T did; but
it was only because I was so fond of
'Inother.—Owen Oliver, in Pall  Mall
| Magazine.
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VWe spell some words in a manner

unigue, :

But that is no reason why we should
spique

Of the cagle who, from the mountain-
pique,

Swoops down to the valley, there to
sigue

Some venturesome youngster beside a
erique,

And earries him, kicking, away in his
hinue,

Would the youngster let out an un-
carthly shrique,
Or would he just venture a queru-
lous squique,
When carried aloft, with the
of o strique

Of light, to the crag so dear and

spced

Lligue?

Would he be so calm, demure, and
migque

That he'd not even open his eyes to
sique

When the eagle says, ‘Here enough to
ique

DOut food for the crowd at least a
wique?'’

All of which is simply to show the
¢hique

Of him who started a frivolous friquo
By scelling the word uneck unique.

“T often wonder just what he
thinks of me,”" said the young mar-
rizd man. - “It is casy to find out,”
gaid the elderly married man. ““Just
sit down on her hat, and she will tell
vou what she thinks of you in less
than a minute '

Angela—“When one of us dies I
shall go and live somewhere in  the
country, all among the woods and
wild (owers.” TPoercy—"But dearest,
surposing that vou were to dic first?”
Ansela—'*Ch, don't let us think of
anvthing so dreadful."”’
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