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TEDDY'S TREE
A LONDON STORY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ COLONEL KIT.”

T’S quite dead, mother ! ”

) “Maybe not ; it don’t
look very bright, though,
but give it a drop of water
—a good drop this time.”

“1 keep on, and it ain’t
no good, mother; do you
think I could have give it

; too much ?”
“Well, it do feel rather wettish : 1’11 drain some
of the water off, and then, if the sun comes out,
see if it don’t pick up a bit. 1’ll have to be off
now; Mrs. Porter ’ull give you a look in.”

Teddy, left alone, looked mournfully at the
three flower-pots standing in a row on the window-
ledge ; in one of them some hemp-seed had grown
and flourished, in another a wretched-looking fern
was doing its best under very adverse circum-
stances, but it was the thitd pot which caused the
anxiety—real primroses they were to be, and Teddy
had tended and cherished the roots till his very
care had defeated his ends,” and the leaves that
had struggled out became withered and lifeless.
To grow things for himself was Teddy’s ambition ;
he often had bunches of flowers brought him, but
they died so quickly that to have them growing of
his very own was desirable, but, also it seemed,
quite unattainable.

Teddy was lying propped up with pillows at a
little back window ; in front of him was a queer
contrivance which served two purposes, for it did
very well for a table, and also kept the coverings
from hurting him.

“Tt don’t do to hurt a boy what hasn’t no legs,”
he would say with a comical air of pride in his
own injuries ; he had known a boy who had had
to have one leg taken off, but that both had to go
had made Teddy an object of great interest even
in the hospital. He had been run over by an
omnibus, and had suffered greatly; having no
constitution to speak of, he had never recovered
from the operation, and his wounds would not
heal properly. Then the parents had stepped in and
asked to have him home again—home consisted
of one back-room ; but he was the only child, and,
in spite of much kindness, Teddy had never been
really happy in the hospital. What would father
do while mother was out? If there were no
Teddy to look after him and keep him company,
he would pay more frequent visits to the public-
house at the corner, and when mother came home
there would be unpleasantness.

Thinking of those things, the thin face became

smaller and thinner, and the parents noted the
fact.

“He don’t get on, miss,” said Mr. Pilcher,
rather aggressively.

“No,” said the nurse, not noticing his manner.

“We’ll have him home, then,” Mrs. Pilcher said ;

and Teddy’s face brightened so suddenly that the

nurse noted it, and suggested their seeing the
house-surgeon. g

That gentleman talked to them gravely ; he said
he could not refuse to let the boy go, they had
done their best for him, but life was surely ebbing
from him. He told them how to dress his wounds,
and how to move the boy painlessly ; then Teddy
was taken home and installed by the window in
the little back room.

At first he really seemed a little better, then he
fell back again, and they had to own that they
would not be able to keep him with them for long.
They loved him dearly, yet, with the strange way
of some uneducated people, talked openly before
him of his departure, pointing out symptoms
which showed that the time could not be far off.

The Pilchers lived in the lower back room
which looked on a dejected piece of ground, which
Teddy longed to make into a garden. If he could
only have a tree there, how delightful it would be
to watch the leaves unfolding! Next-door-but-one
they had an elder-tree, which he could see by
leaning out of the window, and when in full
flower the neighbour always sent him a big bunch
of the strong-smelling, greeny-white blossoms.
But he wanted one of his own ; and, love them

‘as he did, the little row of flower-pots could not

take the place of a real tree.

Once Mr. Pilcher had carried him into the
park ; but the experiment proved so painful, and
Teddy was so much worse afterwards, that it was
never repeated.

Mrs. Pilcher came home from her work rather
late the evening after Teddy had been bewailing
his primroses and found the room in darkness,
and the little boy lying asleep by the still open
window.

“ Mrs. Porter might have brought you a light,
and put down the window,” she said, resentfully,
as Teddy roused.

“T didn’t mind, mother ; the matches are on the

mantelpiece, and there’s father!”

They heard Mr. Pilcher’s voice, but he did not
come in ; there was a sound as of something heavy
being dragged along, then a curious shapping,
brushing noise.
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“It’s to go right in the very middle,” he
announced excitedly when his parents arose;
“then the boys from the other gardens won’t be
able to climb on it ; and you’ll dig a deep, deep
hole, won’t you, father ?”

“Ah, we’ll see,” said Pilcher, who in his slow
way was really glad and interested. ‘The
ground 1l be pretty hard and full of stones—s’pose
I go and see if I can’t find a pail of manure ?”

Teddy was much too excited to eat the bloater
his mother provided for his breakfast.

“Tt’s enough breakfast to see my tree,” he said,
touching the bare twigs caressingly. “I do hope
father won't forget to borrow a spade.”

Mr. Pilcher came in carrying the pail and a
borrowed spade, and began to dig. It was very
hard work, and when at last he had made some
impression on the ground stones and cinders
turned up instead of soil.

““T'was a good thing I thought of that there
pail of stuff,” Pilcher said, pausing for breath.

“You’ll do it deep, won’t you, father ?” came
from the interested little spectator by the window.

Presently the hole yawned deep and wide ; the
earth thrown up was not very savoury-looking,
and had not the pleasant odour that usually
comes from freshly turned soil ; but Teddy was
not critical. There was the hole and the tree to go
in it, and if love and care could assist the growth
of the latter, grow it would.

With Mrs. Pilcher’s assistance the tree was got
into its place, and tied to the support which the
friend of yesterday had provided ; then the hole
was filled up, two or three pails of water poured
on, and Mr. Pilcher sat himself down to wipe his
heated brow and survey his work.

“Well, Ted, so you’ve got your tree, you see.”

But just then Teddy was past speaking about
it ; there were tears in his eyes and a queer
choking feeling in his throat.

“It’s lovely,” he gasped at last ; “and, mother,
just do see how splendid and blue the sky looks
through the branches.”

“You are a queer one, Ted,” Mrs. Pilcher
answered ; “ I don’t see what difference it can make
looking at the sky through them bare boughs.”

No one but Teddy could tell the difference
it made to him, and he could not put it into
words. He would lie content for hours, watching
the network of delicate twigs against the back-
ground of grey or blue sky, soothed by many
comforting and helpful thoughts. He had been
taught very little of what was good, but he
remembered the hospital teaching, and tried to
put into practice what he did know. He must be
patient under his pain, and not call his mother for
every little thing ; he must do all he could to help
his father, welcome him when he came in, and
not make the home sad with complaining. That

THE QUIVER.

was Teddy’s rule of life, which sounds simple
enough, yet required a very steadfast purpose to
fulfil. And beyond it all was the hope of a better,
fuller life to come—a life which Teddy pictured to
himself as full of trees, and flowers, and love.

Some of those spring days were very close and
oppressive, but though Teddy lay and gasped he
rejoiced because the heat would be good for his
tree. The elder-tree in the neighbour’s garden
became covered with creamy blossoms, but no
leaves showed on the transplanted tree, whose
boughs stretched out bare and pathetic, as though
protesting against its surroundings.

“’Tain’t a bit 0’ good,” said Pilcher one night,
¢loomily, after inspecting it carefully, and break-
ing off a little twig, which snapped with ominous
readiness ; “you’d best use it up for firewood,
missus.”

“No, no ! ” cried Teddy, sharply ; “it grows. I
know it does. I can see it’gainst the sky ; there’s
little bits poking out from the long ones. You
mustn’t cut it down. It’s my tree; you gave it to
me for my very own.” He raised himself, then
cried out with pain, and sank back quivering all
over.

“There, there!” Mrs. Pilcher said, as she did her
best to ease him ; “nobody ain’t going to cut your
tree down. Here, drink this nice drop of gravy,
there’s a lovey.”

That sharp twinge of pain lasted longer than
usual, and it was hours before Teddy could regain
his ordinary calm ; then he was too exhausted to
speak much, but lay with his shadowy little face
turned towards the window watching his tree.

“He won’t bear many of them turns,” said Mrs.
Porter, who had come from up-stairs and stood
looking at him.

“I doubt he won’t,” Mrs. Pilcher answered,
wiping her eyes ; “and what we’ll do without him
I don’t know. Pilcher, he’ll go back to his old
ways, I s’pose.”

“There’s death writ plainly on his face,” Mrs.
Porter said ; “many’s the time I’ve seen that
look on a face that’s been in its coffin next time
I see it—but, pore dear! you wouldn’t wish to
keep him suffering like that, and it ’ll be a happy
release.”

They had scarcely lowered their voices, and
Teddy heard it all undisturbed ; there was even the
shadow of a smile on his tranquil little face, and
the waving twigs seemed to beckon him to them.

“ Mother,” he said that evening, “it ain’t been f

bad, being the only one; but now I’'m going I
do wish as how you’d got another.”

Mrs. Pilcher looked at him suddenly with a
curious expression.

“ Ah, my Teddy,” she said, catching her breath,
“there ’ll never be none like you to me.”

He smiled a little and touched her hand.
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