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HETHER it was because they

were so little, or so ““comical”—

at any rate, for some reason

all her own, Mary Ann Evans

loved babies. To other households in the
ennsylvania village where she was a

futle girl in the early fifties they came as

delightful surprises, _appearing suddenly

and mysteriously without any warning,
bat always welcome. Where they came
or how they got here, there was no
%y of knowing. You woke up in the
moming and there they were, laughing
and cootng and tossing their hands. Mary
Ann waited in vain for one to come to
their house.
_Her mother, when appealed to, offered
lile encouragement.  “One might come

e

to us some day,” was all she could promise.
““But thee’d best not count on 1t.”

But a baby was so essentral to Mary
Ann’s happiness that she set out, all
unaided, to get one for herself. [t was
not a little irother she wanted, nor a
lictle sister either, for to her way of think-
ing a baby in long clothes was neither as
yet. It was just a baby, and it was pre-
cisely that that Mary Ann set out to
find. All the valley, watching (but not
one of them offering to help!), kney¥ in
how many ways she went about it.

Everyone that knew Benny Tucker,
and who didn’t know Benny Tucker?—
“Notions and Ladies’ Accessories, Gen-
tlemen’s Fittings, Household Necessities,
Needlework Novelties, and et ceteras”—

Dr. Cornthwait’s
-Mistake

By Marion Pugh Read

Illustrated 4y J. Scott Williams

had heard how she tried to buy one.
Coming into his shop one day to spend a
penny “‘on herself,” she was just about

‘to relinquish the coin for a stick of

horehound candy she had finally decided
on, when she drew it back with a sudden
inspiration. .

“Has thee any little babies for sale?”
she inquired hopefully.

“Sorry, but I haven’t—not a single
one!” Benny answered, sober as a judge.

Mary Ann kept tight hold of her
penny. “Is thee waiting for the styles?”
she asked, that being the apology Benny
always offered if he failed to have what
her mother had sent for. When he shook
his head and told her it was a line of
goods he had never carried, she defended
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herself from a touch of amusement she
detected in his manner—evidently Benny
hadn’t stayed as sober asa judge! “ Thee’s
got most everything else!” she exclaimed
accusingly, her eye roving over the odd
jumble ofywares that filled his counter.

NEXT, Mary Ann tried to obtain one
by barter. Calling one day with her
mother at Rebecca l‘fill’s to see a new
baby there, she was so delighted with it
that she decided she couldn’t go home
without it. A sudden inspiration was
again the fruit of her desire. She leaned
over to Rebecca.

“Does thee know what we’ve got over
atour house?” she said temptingly. “It’s
a dear little calf! We like him better than
anything else we’ve got. Will thee trade
if i’ bring him over! But thee would if
thee coufd just see him once,” she went
on artfully. “He’s a good deal smarter
than thy baby. He’s only been here two
days now and he can walk already. And
thee ought tosee himrun! His legs shake
till thee has to laugh, but they go/”

The next day she appeared by herself.
“Did thee know about that little white
star on his forehead when thee said thee
wouldn’t trade?” she began, and, after
Rebecca had resisted even that, went on,
“Of course thee knows thy baby won’t
stay a baby forever?” For the only thing
against babies was that afterward they
grew into something else. It was only a
transitory state. ‘‘It’ll turn into an old
person before thee knows it. But that little
calf, when he’s all done being a calf, if

thee doesn’t let the butcker get him,”— -

she was frank in emphasizing the condi-
tion,—*“ he’ll be a cow and give milk for
thee. He'll be worth something!”
Then Sarah Franklin told how Mar

Ann tried to get one of her babies. f;
was one day toward spring when Mary
Ann’s mother had sent her over with a
basket of winter pears. Mary Ann loved
to be sent there on errands, for Sarah
had three babies. To-day she had them
all with her, the youngest in her lap and
the other two toddling about. Mary Ann
set her pears down and began to play
with the one in her lap. It was a jolly
little thing, just the kind Mary Ann
wanted for herself. Every time when, in
a response that only Sarah could waken,
it laughed a low, gurgling, delicious
laughte., Mary Ann’s eyes met Sarah’s
witﬁ a look of delight. ‘“Now make it
sneeze!” she commanded. And when,
after a while, it did sneeze, all of its own
accord, she laughed in glee. But how
fondly her glance went back to it! How
soft was the wonder in her eyes as she
watched to see what it would do next.
There wasn’t a mother in all the valley

who didn’t love Mary Ann for loving her

bab

[

best.
hee never saw a dearer little baby
anywhere, did thee?” Sarah said.

ary Ann shook her head, and her
eyes grew a little wistful. She wanted that
baby! Then, looking around, her glance
happened to light on the basket of pears.
Suddenly an idea occurred to her: she
meditated a2 minute, and then she be-
gan:

« WE SHARE everything, don’t we?

When we’ve got somev:ing thee
hasn’t, we share with thee; and when
thee’s got something we haven’t, thee

shares with us. It’s back and forth all the
time, isn't 1t?”

Sarah nodded; that was the way it was
between the two households.

“Thee hasn’t any late pears, has
thee! But we have, so as soon as ours got
rea;:l’)" to eat we shared with thee, didn’t
we!

“Thee surely did. Thy mother’s
elnsrous to send me that great basket-
ul.” .

“Thee’s generous too,” Mary Ann
rompted her. “Last summer when our

Eambo apple-tree blew over but thine
didn’t, thee couldn’t bear to think of our
not having any, so thee shared with us,
didn’t thee?”

Sarah remembered.

“Thee’s got no rhubarb in thy gar-
den,” Mary Ann went on, “but thee
didn’t plant any because we have so much.
I heard thee say to Mother thee’d just
look to her for rhubarb.”

“Thy mother’s a kind neighbor.”

“Thee is too!” Mary Ann insisted.
“Thee just racks thy brains, trying to
think what thee’s got that we haven't.
And then thee sends it over, even if thee
can’t spare but a taste!”

Sarah smiled, wondering what Mary
Ann was coming to. It wasn’t always easy
to tell beforehand.

“We share everything, don’t we? Well,
then,” she said, sitting back, her case
proved already, “has thee never thought
how thee has threc babies and we have
none?”’

It never had occurred to Sarah in just
that light! “Thee wants me to divide with
thee, is that 1t?”

Mary Ann nodded. ‘““If thee’s looking
to Mother for rhubarb,” she suggested,
‘t;plt:rh?ps she’s looking to thee for a

aby.’ .
“T have my doubts,” Sarah answered;
*but if she is, I'll have to pay her back
some other way. When it comes to babies
I couldn’t spare her even a taste!”

“But doesn’t thee know,” Mary Ann
argued quaintly, a sweet persuasiveness
in her voice, “that if thee means to be

enerous it’s just what thee wants most

%or thyself thee has to give up? And
hasn’t thee found how, when thee shares
something thee likes, thee enjoys what’s
left all the more? If thee’s been greedy,
thee’s bound to wish afterward thee
hadn’t!”

When Sarah didn’t yield even then, she
thought a minute. “Did thy mother
never teach thee,” she reminded her,
“that the more thee gives the more thee
has? Did she never show thee out in the
garden, the more posies thee cuts off the
bush the more will come in their place?
Maybe it’s that way with thee and the
babies—the more thee’d give away the
more would come to thee. Won’t thee
let me take one to Mother,” she coaxed,
“and see?”

Sarah shook her head. “Even if a
dozen should come in its place, and come
this minute, I couldn’t spare thee a single
one! Babies are like posies if thee likes,
Mary Ann, but they’'re posies for the
home garden.”

Mary Ann’s face was a study of cen-
sure repressed. It was so evident she
thought it would be better for Sarah’s
morals to let one go. Keen disappointment
was theretoo. Sarah couldn’thelplaughing
at her and kissing her all in one breath.

“If thee’s patient, who knows?” she
said.. “I wouldn’t wonder if a little baby
came to thy mother some day.”

Mary Ann’s smile was a little sardonic.
“Does thee think i1t?”’ she said, edging

away from her.
“I know she thinks I’m stingy as
stingy,” Sarah said when she told the

tale, and Mary Ann certainly did.

SHE had still another way of getting a
baby, a way all her own, for who else
in the village—unless it was old Nancy
who came to help in the kitchen—ever
suspected that gipsy wagons were full
of them? and that the canvas tops were
there on purpose to keep them from
getting away, and to hide them from their
mothers? l!‘or they were stolen babies.
The gipsies picked them up when their
mothers weren’t watching, put them in
their baskets, and hurned away with
them in their wagons, away, 'way off,
where their mothers never heard of them
again.

Outside the village was a clump of
woods where a tribe of gipsies came
every spring and camped out for the
summer. henever Mary Ann caught
sight of one of their dilapidated old carts
creaking along the road, she followed it
with mingled thrills of hope and fear just
as close and just as far as she dared,
ready to turn and fly the instant a
swarthy face should look around from the
front or an arm reach out in her direc-
tion,—she didn’t want to be “nabbed”
herself, — but following still to see if
any of the babies spilled out from the
back.

She wished she ever dared go up close
and peer through the torn canvas to see
how many were there. Once a forlorn
little wail came to her from the mysterious
depths, the unmistakable plaint of a baby
that wanted its mother. Mary Ann never
forgot that cry. It confirmed as nothing
else could have done the cruelty of the

ipsy captors. But though she put her
ate in jeopardy anew every time one of
their forlorn of:l wagons came in sight,
no dear little baby ever jolted off the
load for her to pick up and run home with
and keep for her own.

Things usually had a humorous side
for Mary Ann, but in her quest of a baby
there wasn’t a sparkle of fun anywhere.
She was so serious and so determined
that she was fairly grim sometimes. If
only she knew where they came from in
the first place! She was always on the
lookout for a clew to the mystery. One
day a cousin from over the river came to
spend the day, and reported a number of
births in her neighborhood. Her mother
exclaimed, “Well, T declarel It’s just
raining babies across the creek!” Ma
Ann pricked up her ears. She didn’t say
anything, but she remembered, and
every time it rained after that she looked
out to see whether it had rained anything
worth while on their side of the creek;
but it never had.

Now, in a little shanty on the very out-
skirts of the village there lived an English
family by the name of Joy. They had so
many children and so little to feed them
with when they got here that all the
village had them on their minds. There
was always one more little Joy coming
along to claim their sympathy. In fact,
the Joys got so many of what babies
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“Has thee any little babies for sale?” she inquired hopefully

there were that Mary Ann couldn’t help
feeling it lessened the general supply.
They were too greedy! Nor was it all her
own theory: she had heard someone who
ought to know say that when it came to
duldren the Joys never knew when to
#op. Mr. Joy worked in people’s gar-
dens. He had the name of being obsti-
sate and, no !lnatter whhat you said or dlid,
o digging always in his own particular
vay. Mary Ann, when she finally ap-
naled to him, found him as little open
® suggestion as anyone else.

“Won’t thee please stop taking any
babies for a while? Won't thee let them
il go past, so the rest of us can have a
thance at them?”

For wherever they started from in the
frst place, mustn’t they be brought into
the village over the old stage-road, like

everything else that came in from the
outside world? It was because the Joys
lived away out there and had first chance
at them that they got them all. It was
like the old peddler and his pack: by the
time Mary Ann’s mother got a look at
his wares {e’d nothing left.

She was concise in the wording of her
request, but it took some time to make
her meaning clear. Then his gruff, “Huh!
Stop ’em if you can!” she took for a

;ifare. There was no help to be had from
im.
Mary Ann was getting discouraged.

“Aren’t we ever going to have a baby of
our own, Mother?” she asked. “Will we
have to depend on the neighbors for-
ever?”  To ““depend on the neighbors”
was a phrase synonymous in the valley
with utter shameless and unregenerate

shiftlessness. You couldn’t say anything
much worse of anyone than that. But
there were brighter days ahead for her.
A conversation she happened to overhear
between her mother and a neighbor
cleared the situation of all its mystery,
and showed her how to go about it in the
right way.

“Thee’s foolish to depend on Dr.
Cornthwait. He’s an old fogy!” the
neighbor was saying. “He’s forever
making mistakes. And does thee know
it? He’s a great hand for egg-noggs; but
thee can reckon on this for a surety, it’s
not for the egg or the milk he takes
them!”

“That may be,” her mother answered
mildly. “Rut for all that, thee knows if
it hadn’t .veen for him Rebecca Hill
would never have had her baby.”
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Mary Ann didn’t wait to hear any
more, but slipped away unnoticed.
Dr. Cornthwait was the one to go to,
was he! Mary Ann was in too much of a
hurry even to be surprised. Straight down
the street she flew to his office. What he
had done for Rebecca Hill he would do
for her, for she and Dr. Cornthwait were
friends of long standing.

He was there when Mary Ann burst
into his office, sitting in the chair that
turned round and round, in front of his
old secretary that had bottles instead of
books on all but the very top shelves;
for, as he used to say, he needed the
bottles, but he was done with the books.
Mary Ann loved to open the glass doors
and let the pungent smell of the medicines
steal through the room, but to-day she
had something else on hand.

“Will thee get me one!” she de-
manded.

The American Magazine

“One what?” Dr. Cornthwait replied,
laying down his quill pen and looking at
her over the gold rims of his glasses.

“Why, a baby, of course,”’ she an-
swered, climbing up on his knee.

. ;‘What makes thee think [ can do
‘t. ” .

“Thee brought one to Rebecca Hill.
She’d never have had it in the world if
it hadn’t been for thee!”

“So! And who told thee that?”

“Mother did. That is,” she explained
more accurately, “she told Amelia Wat-
;on.” But it’s all the same—I heard

er.

*“And thee’s a notion thee’d like me to
bring thee one, is that it?”

Mary Ann’s eyes answered for her.

“Well, as long as thee wants it, thee
shall have it,” he promised. “The very
next baby that comes to the village shall
come to thy mother.”

“The very next?”

He nodded, and Mary Ann’s delighted
face was a picture. “I wish I'd come tc
thee years ago!” she sighed. “Can |
have it right off? Will thee get it now
and let me take it home myself?”

“QOh, thee’s not to imagine I can make
such quick work of it as that! Thee’ll
have to have patience. I may not get
hold of one for weeks, but thee can de-
pend on me. Some day, when thee’s for-
gotten all about it, thee’ll come home
and find it there waiting for thee.”

“Oh, Pll not forget!” Mary Ann as-
sured him. “Not for a minute! I won’t
think abourt anything else!”

“Well, thee mustn’t speak of it any-
how,” he cautioned her. *“I havea g
many calls for babies, and if word got
around that one was coming, everyone
would be after it. Thee wants it when it
does get here,””—Mary Ann did!—"so
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kbies silled out from the back

ter'd best be close-mouthed,” he con-
‘Msd. “Don’t say a word to any-
ot
“Don’t thee worry! T'll not let the
@ out of the bag!” she assured him.
Ten she looked a little dubious. “Would
tipal things if I let Mother know?”
"What would thee say to surprising
te* Could thee keep it a secret?”
That would be better still. “Won’t
% be tickled when it ‘lands in!”
2 aclaimed in glee. But after a bit
ste bad 3 disturiing thought, “Thee
.;Jbies too, doesn’t thee?” He
"Does thee like them more than any-
t7¢' More than snuff?” He nodded
@m. Mary Ann looked at him sharply.
e won’t just decide to keep it thy-
w4 will thee?”’
.. Yo, I'll hand it over,” he promised.
Im like thee, I love babies; but, better

still, I love to see mothers made happy
with them.”

Mary Ann was reassured. “Thee’s
like me in other ways too,” she confided.
“We're exactly alike when it comes to
egg-noggs. It’s not the egg or the milk
I like either.”

“Hey! What is it then?”

“Why, the sugar at the bottom, of
course!”

Dr. Cornthwait threw back his head
and laughed. ““The sugar at the bottom,
eh? That’s what I like? And how did
thee come by that information?”

“] heard Amelia Watson tell Mother.
She said it wasn’t the egg or the milk.
The sugar at the bottom’s all there is
left. That’s what Grandmother saves for
me every time, and if that’s what thee
likes best, we're just alike there too,
aren’t we?”

He agreed with a chuckle. “And did

21

thee find out any more points in common
between us?”

Mary Ann looked up a little dubiously.
She hardly knew about this. **What’s an
old fogy?” she asked.

“It’s what they call everyone nowadays
that’s not out and out newfangled.”

“Then I’'m an old fogy too!” she dis-
covered.

Dr. Cornthwait’s eyes twinkled.
“That’s nothing against us, is it? And
one thing about old fogies, they keep
their word better than "tis fashionable to
nowadays. Thee can count on that baby.
I’ll get 1t for thee for sure.”

FTER that Mary Ann didn’t look
enviously at a single baby. She loved
them all still, but they weren’t irresistible
any longer. It was wonderful how com-
placently she compared them all with
the one that was coming; all superlative
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attributes were reserved for it. One
day when someone, to tease her, asked
if she wouldn’t like to take Rebecca Hill’s
baby home, she only smiled demurely
and shook her head, nor could anyone
extract an explanation of her fickleness.

“But he’s the nicest baby thee ever
saw, isn’t he?”

“The nicest so far!”

““ And he’s the best baby in the valley!”

“] dare say,” she granted, “he’s as
good as any there is yet.”

“ Anything new over at thy house!”
one of the neighbors asked one day.

“Nothing new when 1 left,”” she an-
swered. She never wavered from the
truth, but she was so discreet! No one
could get a word out of her, in spite of
the fact that her thoughts were so much
on the baby that was coming that she
never left the house for a minute without
wondering all the way home whether she
would find it there when she got back.

But she could hardly expect to carry
through so important a project without
some anxieties, especially when she had
to arrange everything herself. Her re-
sponsibilities were heavy; she couldn’t
rest till she had sounded her mother on
the subject.

“Thee wouldn’t be vexed with me,
would thee, Mother, if thee came down-
stairs some morning and found a dear
little baby had come for thee in the
night?”

“Why should I be vexed with thee?”

Mary Ann hardly knew what to say

to that! “Well,” she qualified, after she
had meditated a moment, “would thee
be vexed with anyone if they'd gone out
and got the promise of one—and,
Mother, thee’s no idea how scarce they
are! If it was all their doings it was
coming, but if they’d arranged all about
its getting here, and tended to everything,
so that all thee had to do was to take 1t
up in thy arms and love it and be its
mother, would thee be put out with
them?” .

“No; I dare say I should be delighted,”
her mother answered.

Mary Ann was reassured on that
point; it was going to be all right as far
as her mother was concerned. The next
thing that bothered her was the baby’s
clothes. She went to Dr. Cornthwait.

“Will that baby have plenty of clothes
when thee brings 1t?”’

Dr. Cornthwait lifted his eyebrows
quizzically. “Well, no, not many, I'm
afraid. Thee’ll have to look after that.”

Mary Ann didn’t see how she was going
to manage without somebody’s help.
There were practical drawbacks about
taking her mother so completely by sur-
prise. But an idea occurred to her, and
in accordance with it she searched through
all the cupboards, looked behind the
clothes that were hanging there, stood up
on chairs to look on the upper shelves,
and poked into all the out-of-the-way
places she could think of, but failed,
after all, to find what she was seeking.
Finally she went to her mother.

I?::I was a baby once myself, wasn't

“Thee was.”

“And wore clothes as little as any-
one?”

“Thee did for a certainty.”

“Then, where are those clothes al
gone to?”

“Perhaps thee wore them out,” hei
mother suggested, not without a sense o
prevarication, for only that mornin
more than one little yellowed slip, fra
grant with lavender, had been brough
down from the chest in the attic to b
whitened in the sun and made ready fo
service again.

“Was I hard on my clothes so carly?’
Mary Ann said desperately.

“%hee didn’t wear stout gingham
then. Thee wore the finest of nainsook.

“I wish thee’d dressed me in some
thing more durable!” she sighed.

She worried about it all the morning
but that afternoon she happened to se
some of the neighbors gathered togethe
making clothes for the latest Joy baby
who was soon to be “shortened.” Mar
Ann watched the little garments fast
ioning themselves in their nimble finge:
and an inspiration came to her. If the
did that for a Joy baby, surely— St
didn’t wait to finish her thought b
fore she leaned up- to one of them an

said confidingly:

“Thee’d do as much for any baby th;
hadn’t clothes, wouldn’t thee?”
After that she didn’t worry abo

“We share everything, don’t we? Well, then, has thee never thought how thee has three babies and we have none?"”



Dr. Cornthwait’s Mistake, by Marion Pugh Read

23

‘“‘Mary Ann, thee always was the drollest child!” !

dathes any more, or regret that she had
been s0 hard on her own; but a more vital
uvety confronted her. For as they sat
somg someone had ‘remarked that by
te ime they got this Joy baby provided
fa it would be time to begin work for
the next one.  If it should be Mary Ann’s
baby that the Joy's had their eye on! She
withed they would move away! Across
de creek and clear out of the county!
3e couldn’t rest till she had seen Dr.
Comthwait again. “Thee won’t let the
Jxsgetour baby, will thee?”” she pleaded,
and he promiseg that they shouldn’t.

IT WASN'T many days after that until,

we bright morning in early May,
Viry Ann was given permission to spend
t=day with a relative who lived at the
ozer end of the village. Mary Ann loved
L go visinng, 2nd this time she was to
mrall day.  Swinging her little basket,
%l of presents for %ousin Ellen, she
mined out, too happy to care that when
st net Dr. Cornthwait driving toward
o his gig he was in such a hurry
tidn’t even see her.

“x had a delightful morning, for there
*=: new little chickens, “ndiculous”
% ducks, and a “cantankerous” tur-
i= pobbler whose antics, viewed from a
% dntance, filled her with glee. In-
tx, Cousin Ellen made cookies and
< by choose one out of every panful
* ake home in her basket. Then came
{2er, best of all, in spite of her staid
"z caution, ‘‘ Now, don’t thee go to
T; fiss on my account!” Convention

did not hamper her enjoyment of the
meal. “I do like to be visiting at meal-
time!”’ she exclaimed happily. “It makes
me feel as though I'd geen away for-
ever!”

But early in the afternoon one of the
neighbors came in with her baby. It was
a dear little baby, just the age Mary
Ann loved best, but, oddly enough, the
minute she laid eyes on it she declared
she had to go home.

**But thy mother said thee could stay
till sundown,” Cousin Ellen protested.
“Isn’t thee feeling well?”

“Yes, but I've got to get home! I've
got to get home!” she insisted, and their
urging was of no avail. She rushed off
in such a hurry that she almost forgot to
say good-by. And it was well she went
when she did, for just as she got to the
big white house where the Browns lived
the door opened and a friend came out.

‘“‘Has thee heard of the new little baby
that’s come to Hannah Brown?” she
asked.

Mary Ann stopped short. “When did
it come?”’ she demanded.

‘At tea-time last evening—a dear little
girl. Its mother is so happy! Thee’ll love
1t when thee sees it.”

She went on her way, but Mary Ann
stood rooted to the spot. At tea-time last
evening! Their baby! And Hannah had
got Jt instead of them, and kept 1t all
this' time! Well, she shouldn’t have it
any longer! Mary Ann was quick to act.

She dropped her little basket on the
sidewalk and went in through the open

front door. There was no one about in the
front of the house, and she made her
way on up the stairs. The door at the
head of the stairs was ajar, and Mary
Ann peeped in. -

In the great four-poster in the center
of the room, Hannah was lying half
asleep, and on the pillow by her side it
was there, the baby Mary Ann had been
waiting for.

Hannah opened her eyes wider as Mary
Ann stepped in. “Why, it’s thee, little
Mary Ann Evans!” she said with a
smile. “How did thee find thy way up
here? Here's something thee’ll like! gome
and’see the dear little baby that’s come to
me.”

Mary Ann, hardly hearing her, stood
spellbound, looking at it. Fast asleep it
lay in its little white robe, their baby—
her baby, really! And without a doubt the
dearest little baby in the world.

“Thee never saw such a tiny baby,
did thee?”’ said Hannah, amused at her
intentness. Pride of motherhood was in
the smile with which she beamed down
upon this little admirer of her first-born.

ARY ANN, her survey ended,

heaved a deep sigh of content and
turned her attention to Hannah, who, for
anyone displaying stolen goods, showed
herself strangely unperturbed.

“Thee’ll have to give it up now,” she
announced. It was all she could do to
keep from picking it up and running
right off with it.

Hannah didn’t understand how gently
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“What say,

she was being dealt with.
" she said.

_f: Ann? )
hee can kiss it once more and say

ood- by, Mary Ann offered, “and then
fm going to take it. It’s our baby, the
one we’ve been waiting for all this time.”

“And what makes thee think it’s thy
baby?”

could tell, just to look at it! And
it was promised to me long ago.”

“But it was promised to me too.”

“Not this baby—it couldn’t have
been! Did anyone ever tell thee thee
could have the oery first baby that came
to the village?”

“No, but—"

“Well, they told me I could; so this is
mine. Thee can have the next one, if
there is another., Thee can have the next
two—thee can have all that come along
for a while,” she promised lavishly.
“But this one is mine, and thee’ll have
to let me have it

*Is thy mother expecting i1t?”

“No,” Mary Ann had to admit. “She
doesnt know anything about it. But
can’t thee see that’s ie very best part
of all? It’s me it was promised to. I'm
just waiting to surprise her!”

“But I’ve been waiting too, this ever
so long. Pull open the drawer there and
see all the little dresses and socks I made
ready. Does thee find the little caps?”

Yes; Mary Ann found everything.
Hannah had been able to do so much
more about clothes than she had! Some-
how that array of little garments gave
her claim some justification. Her delu-
sion only made the case more complicated
for Mary Ann to deal with.

“Thee’s convinced it’s thy child?” she
asked, lifting up serious eyes to Han-
nah’s face.

Hannah laughed, a low delicious
laughter. ‘““Mary Ann, thee always was
the drollest child! Yes, I'm sure, quite
sure!”

“But it isn’t, though!” Mary Ann in-
sisted desperately. “Thee’s all wrong.
It’s ours! Thee wouldn’t want to keeP
what didn’t belong to thee, would thee?

Hannah made no answer, but there
was something in the way she looked
down at the baby that made Mary Ann
suddenly forget her own longing. She
seemed so proud of it, so happy with it, so
attached to it already! How she would
miss it when it was gone! For one minute
Mary Ann forgot how happy they were
going to be at home to have it, out of
pity for Hannah, who had become so used
already to bemg its mother, but who, in
spite of everything, would have to let it go.

“I'm sorry for thee,” she said, her
whole expression full of sweet sympathy.
“If it was anything else, thee could keep

it and welcome, whether it was thine a
not. But I'll have to take it now. W
can’t spare it any longer. Thee can com
and see it as often as thee likes, but the
can’t kesp it another minute. I’m going!

Just as Hannah would have had t
restrain her the door opened and Han
nah’s mother came in.

“Mary Ann Evans! What’s thee doin
here?” she cried. ‘“Hasn’t thee hear
the news? Thee has a little brother wait
ing for thee at home!”

%\’hry Ann looked at her, spel]bound
“There’s a little baby there now?”

“Yes.)’

““As nice as this baby?”

The Quaker grandmother could na

truthfully acknowledge the superiority ¢

any child over her first grandchild, bu
she was resourceful.

“Thee’ll come to like him even better,
she promised.

ith lightning rapidity, then, incre

dulity gave place to rapturous belief o
Mary Ann’s face. Her wonderful expre:
sion was reflected in the smile of irresist
ible delight with which the two women'
glances met and lingered with a mutu:
“Did thee eoer see the like of Mary Ann?

But by that time Mary Ann hersel
flying along in a whirlwind of twinklin
pantalettes and floating pinafore tie:
was nearly half-way home.

Flying along in a whirlwind of twinkling pantalettes and floating pinafore ties
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