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The Black-Edzed Envelope.

From The Ladies’” W

CHAPTER |

BY FRANCES A. SO HANEIDER

I'll he glad wher Mr. H
comes hack [ feel awful loneso
without him And often I sit
the window and look down Into the

churchyard opposite for hours

time, withont anvthing todooruny
one to talk to —jl:.-t waiting for Mr
{Johnson, that's Mr. Hilliard = part
ner—to send me on some errand
There ain’t much for s e boy—
that’s what I am—to doin an ar
chitect’'s office, geems to me; and
Mr. Johnson t].m't show me anv-
thing about drawing “plaus,” like
Mr. Hillia~d does, when he's here
And I get tired reading

I've read two histories and a book
on ancient architecture and an an
tobiographv, right through 1in the
last three weeks It was the auto-

biogruphy that set me to thinking

I'd write something about mvself
[ 8'pose 1 haven't begun just right
and ought to have'started out some-
thing like this: “Whe v great
great-grandfather stepped  off th
Mavflower onto Plvmouth Rock
ete., but [ don't Anow much about
my great-great-grandfuther, and
lll' t’l-i Come over on Lhe \I wv Howe K.
it's 8o lung ago that nobody re-
members anything abont 1t I
won't go back any further than my
mother. She’s Mre, Mary Howard,
widow, as they say in the directory

She has three other lren be
side ut as thev don't hawe
anvihing to do with th ;'1'7 "!. my
autbiography that |'m going to tell
about, | Uleave them out altugether

My name's Jack, and I'm thir
teen vears old. My mother took
me away from school and  put me
in this olbes, becanuse she couldn’t

afford to Lr"'p me howe any | mnger
without muv earning anvthing. Mr
Hilliard's teaching e to draw, an.d
hy-and bye 'll be adraughtsman
I &' pose
Mr. Hhilliard's been awful kind to
me So's “’ J vhnson, miy he's
different and [ don't like him so
well. ['ve never de trusted hm
siuce the day he gt 8y ragn r mad
because | put frir imateh heads
der the legs s chir and mile
h"n-"ilu.- W st o w H
don't tuke th [ 4 » 2 Lha WAy
"Mr. Hitliard does
}':\'l‘l’\'['u"-._: | know aho Areh
tecture, Mr. 1 ird taught and
he thinks I n g W o draw rea
well, Sometimes we'd g0 for o
walks together afl . or wil "
and he d take n 10 8 Ies rat '_-
.'lln!.;'\' v =plendid i
Unce he told wi' hi< gin wnd
showed me | Y|
was st dint I 4 : Kjil*N
girl, becaus TAVE §
from her ts ver k ]
I""‘"i f TR te d
Miss Stella Wa ~ Pa
Strewt, B— [ used to hear h
and Mr. Johnson talking a
and mv n knew Mr 1
T her 5RO ~ .
nvalid a Miss Wale
with her ey - ah w .
girl Mhe o il relativ
sl s just e B soghter o Mrs
H il
Mr H .
< . gt e hile §
& way ir e and N
.y . ne fime and dudnt
. s work 1 uned
the da\u whe hie
ge! & letter from Miss Wald
H ALWaYS My |i 1 'hl‘nd“: thre

R

= -

then he'd put it into his
st pocket. looking as pleased as
oked out for those let-

s he did, and was

when the postman brought an

N r o
& | i

extra iat

one

(turday morning—it was |

the Arst

Ling

Ry & WY

- e k'l

elevator boy so he threatened

break my head; but when .\]:
Hilliard spoke of his letters, [ -

[-un:mhered the trick I'd played op

him, and all of a sudden, I th aght
that pernaps somehow that haq
'something te do with the thingess

of June, I remember—1I got 'nf Miss Waldron's letter—and |
re very early and was set- | was afraid I'd gone aud done it
everything nice and straight in |

[ felt mvself get awful red. hyt

the office. when the postman came;| Mr. Hilliard was looking out of the

it was Miss Waldron's letter day,

window and didn’t see myv face: s,

.nd sure envugh there was one from ! I said, ves. I remembered about his

her. Ilaid it on Mr. Hilliard's

table with his other mail and went .

on with my When I'd
got through, [ went over and sat
There was a five
cent Columbian stamp on Miss
Waldron’s letter and I took
to look at it. the Co-

dusting.

down at the table.

l suve il“

Jumbian stamps I can get hold oflt,he floor.

and sell 'emn—Mr. Hilliard alwaye
gives we his—and five centers are
worth a good deal. [ noticed that
among the other letters there was

one in a black-edged envelope. and

would be fun te fool Mr  Hilliard,
g0 | Jh‘-! ruied the I'Il\’r'l'n!u' about '
hall an 1nch from the edges and

an the India ink as thick
with
many coats of it

Tl !
S e |

then put
a brush—eaver
When I'd
wked just perfect, and no
told it

w8 | could 0
‘ |

one could have wasn'y a

mourning letter.
Mr

. .].|'|IJ--|TI

came down
that
g-:t

seny me off

befor

and
ofhice
an errand,

L"nﬂ

morning,
the

he'd no sooner into

than he on

to | couldn’t see him when he
the letter,
d. but |
back he
with the
hadn't

and was reading this one over and

He looked kina

mad and pale, and when | came

had to gr. When T got

was  sitting at
hand,

other

letter in his

touched his letters,

OVET agein
to
tell him waat Mr. Brown, the gentle
man he'd sent m+ had  suid, he

Lo,

looked at me quite sharp v ws 1'd
never =een him  look 1w fore, rnt
when he gpoke, his voice Wils ju -t
the same a:zit alwavs is. A‘ler
awhiie he folded up the letrer, hut
instead of putting it into a }ge0n-

hole of his desk
That afternoon he gave me a lot-
ter to post Miss Wauldre I
was so 8lim, it 'most slipped thro 1igh
my fingers as | was carr, I
was a long timue bhefors I un
answer, and whe 1 o |
wWas as thin a= thin « He
Just read it onee and  then laid i
ows ) g0t na poale und as
g as | do know what

wd e=—nni he sand
i vou remember any-
ibout the letters that Cane
st Naturd av?

[ 1 e red Naturday ot be
W t I'd done to Mr
H ! : cause |'d got down
ind a ten cent
| I bad fooled the

letters. He'd got six in the morn.

ing and four in the afternvon
Then he said:  “You know Misa

Waldron’s writing. don’t you Jack?

it up|

[ was awful disappint-'

the desk |
He |

of

Do you remember how her letter
looked that day?”
“Yes,” said I, feeling awful guilty
and as if I'd like to sink through
“I saw vou pick it up; it
1wus in a black-edged envelope.”
He gave a sort of sigh and =aid:
“That’s all, Jack

| I'thought I'd tell him and began:

| “Oh, Mr. Hilliard, I " But
all of a sudden, [ began to wonder | £ s
1€ 8aic
how Miss Waldron's would look if| ¢
1 b s +hila > » o
the edges were black. I've often After .'l“]'l‘.lIl’, Jac}“ Im Img.\
g : - . 'now, mv hov'’
made bLlack 1'1“5'"] envelopes ::Ill]: ] | M ]
. . vou can d» it awful eawe with In- .Iu.-t then Mr. Johngon ca‘m‘e In,
idia 1nk—z0 vou never can tell e .'l‘-" "00n a8 he saw Mr. Hl”]ar'i.
wm from real ones. T thought it he said:

“Why, Hi'l-
iard? You look as ifyou'd lost your
best friend.”

And Mr. Hilhard said he

what's the matter,

felt us

[if he had.

fin- |

I was gitting over at my little
tanle here, and couldn’t help hear.
z all they said—and I didn’t
to help it either, but they

minded And Mr.

“1 irv
never

me. Johnson

asked Mr. Hilliard if he’d had bad
News T"'.-m home, and Mr. Hilliard
said, yves, he had, and then he said:

"('IIT‘-'" that mourning envelope.”
“What mourning envelpe do you
said Mr_ Johnson
Then Mr. Hilliard said:
forgot, you don't
what ['ms talking about.”
Then he told Mr. Johnson that
t' e werk before Miss aldron had
telling of his moth-
ere illness and Jeaying she
but that the doc-
immediate

mean?”

“Oh, 1

Johnson, know

written to hi”].

raQ mey

-t awiul nneasy,

tor gaid 1here WHaHS no

d nger. and that he mustn't worry
nor think of coming on, because his
mother had begged her not to men-
ion to him tha' she was worse
Only if she didn't improve vyery
soon, Miss Waldron said she'd send
once. Three days
af.erward he got a l tter from Miss
Waldron enclosed in a mourning
envelope It gave him an awful
shock, and the letter gaid that Mrs
Hilliard was much tetter; but M ss
Waldron didn't explain why she'd
used the mourning envelope. And
he was awful mad because be
thought it was a heartless trick,
and he wrote and told her that he
was relieved to hear that his moth

him word at

er was better, but he couldn’t un-
derstand why she'd “seen fit to
announce it in the way +he had,”
and a whole lot more about
i ‘thoughtlessness on her part” and
hi= feclings being hurt
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