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"Dot," said the child. "Youhasn'tkissed
-me yet lias you?"

Miss Roxbury bent and kissed the child.
Thbe rockaway creakcd louder thaan before.
T'he toucli of the clîild's mouth. thrilled
througli the iron nerves o! the woman, wlth
* sensation inexpressibly delightful. t

Miss Iloxbury had imagined lier life to lie
* hiappy one. Slie now discovered that sile
hiad mistakeni selfislî iSGlatioYe'forlinppiness.
Sile was beginning to be happy for Uic first
tume ia fifty years. Dot was too tired to be
very taikative, but she leiued against Miss
Itoxbury with. a looki of -niet -%'onder and
content in lier eyes.

"Is I going to stay here«?" she asked, as
the rockawatv.y stopped at tbe 1.lu1uîu gatc.
and she surveyed Uic old Stone hmis~ .aLII
Uic woodbine clainliering over i tsgray waîîl.

&& Yes, child."1
flots face grew luininous. A bzith. a

bountiful supper o! hrend ait-1 i- .' . 1
wvaIklIn the garden kept lier joyful until
twilight, but with bedtiîne camne tbe longiîig
for lier mother.

"I wauts my mamma-nxy own mamma1"£hoe said.
Then Miss Roxbury gave vent to tfeicnl-

s~tinct ibat eau neyer lie utterly destroyed
In aw~omau. Tak-ig the chld lu lier lap
she earessed the whlite face aud sunuy curîs,
fa a restful, soothiug iway, and talked se
cheerfuliy that the sliadoNvs feli. from the
violet eyes, sud Dot, nestling close, said-

"I love you."1
Miss lRoxbury bad not enly begiun te lic

hxappy; she hîad begun te live. With tlie
coming o! this swcet chid Hleaven wa
changing the duli prose of ber existence iu-
te celestial rhythim. Mer cold, loeless na-
ture in thc presence of thîls tir'y girl was al-
ready becoming Chrlst-lk in its tender
ministrv.

Dot offered lier evening prayer sud. was
put in Miss Etoxliuy's owna stately bcd.

&Good-niglit, dear,"1 said Miss Ro\bury
withîa kiss.

"'Good-niglit," said Dot burying lier face
In tile great lunchi of loveiy white roses she
liad broiiglit to lied with lier; ',I feel zif I'd
died and gene to Hleaven."1

Miss Pioxliury passed s wakeful niglit but
mot a restless one. Her mnd was filled with
plan, and then it was such a pleasure te, lie
aud listes to the, soit brea.thiing- at lier side.,
sud occssLionazlly t(% I.ouch the littie band on
the conterpane, stili holding Uic treasured,
roses.

The ncxt day Dot ran nearlywild with de-
higlit. She revelled.asringthe daýisiesin flic
deep, soft gmras, snd it Nfts pitiful te seo
110w small au objectceuld charmher huugry
mind. God's cemmonestgifts-were nnowvn
te lier lu their bouaty sud purity. Sunshinc,
sweet air, flowcrs sud bird songs were
enougli te, malte lier hiappy, aud wlicn she
found the brook that dianced across the
.ineadow lier deligbt wu uubouuded.

A4fter a day or two Miss Roxbury to6li
the morning train do*n to BradleyvWle t<>
do some shopping. She was gone -antl
night, and ail the way home elle thouglit of
the glad voice tbat would m e1come lier, andi
ber face grew so radiant withýthe ncw joy
in hier soul that wvhen she alighted, Ia.den
ýwith parcels, at the Lynford station,/r old
Deacon Bennett failéd to recognize li un-
til she hiad passed hM.

"Wall, I deelare," he said, "Beliance look-
ed as if she'1d diskivered a gold mine."

Miss IRoxbury reaehed home and soon hadl
the "Igold mine" ia lier arnus.

After tea the pareels had to be opened.
There were paper patterns, reils of muslu,
embroidery andblue flannel, a pair of cblld's
rolippers, dainty liose, briglit ribbons and a
large doil.

"Oh, oli, oh!"1 was ail that Dot could say,
but lier tone expressed more than. the most
extensive volume on plilanthropy that ever
was written.

i le village aressmaiter 'was insiaîeci it
the bouse for a« -%eek. The Rocky Mountain
patchw~orkc ivas consigned to the seclusion
Ôfthie spara rooni closet, and Miss Roxbury
dcveloped a taste in 3fother Hlulbard dresses
and ruffled aprons that was truly niarvellous.

In! the meantime she wrote a letter to
Dot's mother, te which Dot added a picture
of the est, -%liicli, altlxougli not absolutely
truc te nature, resembling in fact the plan
for a bouse, wvas a great satisfaction te the
young artist. There came no reply to this
letter.

Dot's cbeeks were getting plump and rosy
and lier step l1iloyant.

" If it wasn't for my manima," slie sald,
I Iwould mot %vant te go batk forever'a
ever."1

Whien Mr. ]Knex, tic gentleman in charge
of the party, calleid to see that Dot -%ould
be rcady te return at the appoiîîted trne,
Miss Pxoxbury exclaimed, almost fiercely,-

"I1 cau't let lier go. I need lier. Wly niay
I not keep lier?"

41 do not believe lier mother would part
with lier," sald M-tr. Knox.

Miss Roxbury was sulent for a few mo-
ments, sud leuk-ed out on the l w vhere
Dot waswigg in a liammock with the
doli and eat.

141t wilI lie a duil bîouse without the chulld,"-
qhe said, "but I wiil bring bier te, the sta-

When the morning of Dot's departure
came, MINiss ]Roxbury arrayed herseif lu lier
second best black- Silk, put a fewv articles in
a satchel, filled a small basket with fresh
egzs, ucw biscuits, a pat o! butter snd a bot-
tie of currant Nvine, and said te Hannal,-

"1 nxsy be gone two or three day-s. Have
the east chamber thoronghly aired aud dust-
ed before I get baek, tell Hirama to take ai
peck of peas dow n to M.rs. .&lder, don't for-
Uet te sec if these canied stravwberries have


