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THE RURAL CANADIAN..

HOME CIRCLE.
DOT.

A STORY OF THE PRESH AIR FUND.

fIt's o harum-gcarum sdea !” smd Miss Relinnco
Roxbury, ns sho atuod amongst the current bushes at
the garden fence.  ** A mast ridiculousrdea ! I won-
der what this gushing American peoplo will do next 1”
And she gave an emphatic twitch to her purplo calico
sun-bonnet.

There was a faint murmur of dissent from a little
woman on the other sido of the moss grown fence.

‘¢ No—of course you can't agree with me,” continued
MMiss Relinnco, as the clusters of ruby and pearl flow
into the aix quart pail at her fept. ** You'ro so soft-
hearted that your fechngs aro furever running off wath
your common sense. You never say o word about tho
national debt, or the condition of our navy, but let
anybody start a subscription for sending blanket
shawls to Brazil or putting up a monument to Methu-
salnh on the meeting house green, you'll give your last
quarter. And now, you're going to open your house
to a lot of little ragamufiins from New York?1” .

The motherly brown oyes on the other side of the
fence were full of tears, and a pleasant voice replied :

"¢ It makes my heart ache to think how the poor
things suffer crowded together in dirty streets, with
never o breath of clover field or a glass of milk. If
you'd just read about it, Reliance, you'd count it a
blessed privilege to give thema bit of our sunshine.”

¢¢T'd a8 soon have a tribe of Zulus on the place,”
said Miss Reliance, ‘“and if you'll take my advico
you'll save yourself lots of trouble.”

Mrs. Lano stupped her work for a moment and said :

¢ Linkim and me are all alone now, Relinnce. One
by one we'vo laid Kato and Sarah and baby Lizzie
over there in the old burying ground ; and Jack is in
Colorado, and Richard in Boston, and wo get hungry
sometimes for the sound of little feet. When I began
to read about the Fresh Air Fund it kind of sent a
thrill all over me, and Liakim he reads about it overy
day, before he cever looks at the Egyptian war, and he
wipes his glasses pretty often too. Then when we
heard the parson say that a party would come here if
places could be found for ‘em, Liakim spoke right off
for four, and they’ll be here next Tuesday, and I'm
going to make it just as much like heaven as ¥ can.’

4 You'll make yourself sick, that's what you'll do,
Amanda Lane,” replied Reliance, * but if you want
your garden overrun, and your silver spoons stolen,
and your house full of flics, and your nerves prostrat-
ed, why it's your own fault. ”

Miss Roxbury went up the path between the sun-
flowers and L-llyhocks, entered the large sunny, airy
kitchen and set down the currants for Hannah, the
house maid, to pick over. Then she hung the purple
calico sun-bennet on tho nail that for forty years had
boen dedicated to that purpose, and went into the cool
sitting-room to rest v her favourite chintz covered
rocker. Miss Reliance Roxbury had been for twenty
yoars, with the exception of a gardener and house
maid, the sole occupant of this stone dwelling that had
stood for more than a century beneath its elms and
maples the pride of the village of Lynford. Shewasa
stern wowman who liked but fow people, and had a
horror of children, dogs and sentiment.  The village
boys, with a keen perception of her sympathetic na-
ture, called her “ Old Ironsides.”

She was proud of her birth and the substantial pro-
perty that had fallen to her at tho death of her father,
old Judge Roxbury. Sho was a member of tho Pres-
byterian Church, and paid high rental for the Rex-
bury pow, but with that considered that her pecuniary
obligations to tho cause weroat an end.  As a general
thing she had not allowed convictions on the subject
of giving to trouble her, but somechow, oversince Sun-
day. whea the pastor stated the work of tho Fresh Air
Fund, and made a fervent appeal for  theso little
ones that suffer,” aho had been subjocted to numerous
vaguo but uncomfortable sensations. She rocked back
and forth in the spacious sitting room that no fiy dared
to invade, and noted tho perfect order of tho spart-
ment.  From the china shepherdess on the mantel, to
tho braided rugs at tho doors, cverything occupied tho
samo position as in the days of Miss Roxbury's girl-
hood. There was torture in tho thought of having tho
tablo cover pulled away, of secing the shells and prim
old dsguerrcotypes disarzanged on the whatnot, of

having sand tracked in by amall feet ovor the faded.

Brussols carpet, and her pot vorbena bed invaded by
eagor young fingers.

Surely roligion and h\mmmty could not demand
such sacrifices of her.

‘¢ Pleaso, ma'am, the currants is to bo put over,”
said Hannah, at tho door.

Miss Roxbury ruse at unce, glad of another channel
for her thoughts, but amid her weighing «...d measur-
ing, and her careful calculations of pints and pounds,
tho strango impression did not leave her mind. After
tho rich crimson syrup had been poured into the row
of shining tumblers un the table, she returned to her
chintz-covered rocker and tovk up the Bible to read
her daily chapter. Opening it at random, her eyes
fell upon these words ;

“ Then shall Ho answer them saying, ¢ Inasmuch as
ye did it not unto one of tho least of these yo did 1t
not unto Me.”

Miss Roxbury read no further on that page, but
hurriedly turned back to Chronicles, which she felt
was perfectly safe ground. But mingled with the long
genealogical tables she saw other words between tho
lines, s0 that tho Israelitish records rend thus:

““The son of Elkanah, the son of Joel, the son of
Azariah. (¢ Yo did it not.")”

‘¢ The son of Tanath, the son of Assir, the son of
Ebiasaph, the eon of Korah. (‘ Ye did it not.”)”

Finally the whole page scemed to resolvo itself into
theso four monosyllables.

Sho closed the Bible and put 1t in its accustomed
place on the table, bounded on the north by a lamp,
on the south by the match-box, on the cast by Bun-
yan's ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress,” and on the west Ly 2 bunch
of worsted roses under a glass case. She was restless,
niserable, tormented. Sho endeavoured to read the
‘* Life of Napoleon Bonaparte,” but even the thrilling
story of the Russian campaign was lacking in iuter-
est, compared with her own inward conflict between
duty and the old selfishness of a lifetime.

She did not enjoy her dinner, although the butter-
beans were from her garden, and the black raspberries
were the first of the season.

She could not take her accustomed afternoon nap,
and for the first time in years the Daily 7 ribune lay
unopencd. She ceven put it out of the way in the
china closet. A wonderful new design in patchwork
known as the,Rocky Blountain pattern could not fasten
her attention.

She ordered the horse and rockawayand drove four
miles after wild cherry bark, for which she had no
nced as her garret was already a great herbarium.

At least the 'dreary day came to its close, but was
succeeded by an equally uncomfortable night. Amid
frequent tossing and waking, Miss Roxbury dreamed
of thin little hands stretched out to her in piteous
appeal, and a sad wonderful voice that said with infin-
ite roproach :

¢ Ye did not.’

The Rev. Joscph Alder was surprised soon after
breakfast the next morning by the appearance of Miss
Reliance Roxbury at the parsonage porch. She brought
a basket of raspberrics, and said :

““1 won't come in this time, thank you. I just want
to say I'll take one—onc of those children.”

1.

¢ Mamma, is it mornin’ 1™

¢ No, Dot ; go to sleep.”

The child turned restlessly on the musserable straw
pallet in the corner of the small, hot room. It wans
after midnight, and in summer, but there was a fire in
the stove, for the woman at the pine table was ironing
by the light of a glimmering tallow candle.

There was no breezo, butin at the open window
came stifling, poisonous odours.

Pale and faint, the mother bent over her work, and
smoothed the dark calico drass as carcfully ax if it
were tho finest mualin and laco. She had ®orked from
carly dawn until dark at her daily task—button holes
at four cents a dozon. A cup of tea and crust of bread
had been her sustenance. For Dot thero wasa bun
and an orangoe.

Tho dress was finished and hung on tho only chair
in tho room, with saveral other small articlos. A hat
of coarse whito straw, with a bluo ribbon twisted
around it, a pair of bright stockings, a tiny handker-
chief with a bit of colour in the border. AN wero
pitifully chssp in tex*uro, but dear in pationt toil and
loving sacrifice. Dot was going to tho country for two
long, blissful wecks, and tho mother could cover the
éxpenes of the moeagre outfit by some oxtrs depriva-
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tion during tho child’s absencoe. Sho turned toward
tho pallet. Dot's violet cyes hed oponed. Hergolden
curls woro tangled by the tossing of the little head on .
tho pillow. Her thin, pinched fentures were flushed
with foverish excitomont.

* Mamma, is it mornin*§"

** No, darling.”

The woman blew out the light and threw herself on
tho pallet. Tiny fingers cropt eagerly into her palm.

“ Mamma ; tell mo more about it,” pleaded Dot. _

“ Darling, i% is years and years sinco mammn saw
tho country, but it was just as I've told you., Wide,
clean stroots, with big trees and blue sky and flowers.”

**Oh, oh ! murmured Dot, ¢ Does you 'spose they'll
givome one f'ower, mamma ? I found one on the strect
onco~-a 'ittle w'ite f'ower. A lady dropped it.”

‘* Yos, dear, you'll have all the flowers you'll want,
don't talk any more to-night."

The sky was already white with the dawn. Tho
mother did not sleep. As tho light of anothor day of
misery crept into the room, she raised herself on one
elbow and looked long at her ckild, resisting an im-
pulso to snatch it to her heart, then softly rose, and
after bathing her face and hands and kneeling in prayer
for endurance, took her work and sat down by the
narrow window. A few hours later she stood amid
the bustle of the Grand Central depot with Dot cling-
ing to her dress. A crowd of wondoring, expestant
children were being marshalled into line to take their
pluces on the eastward-bound train.

‘“ Come,” said tho kind gentleman in charge, Yo Dot.

Dot kissed her mother ‘‘ good-bye,” and laughed
oven while the tears ran down her fuce, asshe entered
tho ranks of the odd procession.

¢ Oh, sir ! " said the mother, as she turned away,
‘* tako good caro of my baby. I'vo nothing elso in the
world.”
. ur.

Thero was an unusual stir in the village of Lynford.
The rajlway station was thronged with people, and
surrounded with vehicles awaiting tho afternoon train.

The Rev. Joseph Alder and tho ministers of sister
churches conversed together on the platfonn.

‘¢ A glorious charity ! said the Baptist minister,
raising his hat to wipe the perspiration from his brow.

4T expect that theso poor children will bo a great
blessing to our people,” said the Mecthodist minister,
“in broadening the sympathics and warming the
hearts of somo who have boen oblivious to all interests
savo their own.”

¢ Yes," replicd tho Rev. Ar. Alder, “I have a
practical illustration of that, not a stone’s throw from
whero wo aro standing.”

The ** practical illustration ™ consisted of the Rock-
bury rockaway drawn up amid the other conveyances,
with Miss Reliance on the back secat, in & state of
mind in which newly-fledged philanthropy struggled
with a terror of ragamuffins. She had come to tho con-
clusion that her visit to tho parsonage had been mado
during an attack of mental aberration ; but the word
of a Roxbury was as immovable as the historic gianite
on which Zephaniah Roxbury stepped from the May-
flower in 1620, and tho lust representative of the raco
would not falter now, although scized with dire appro-
hension whenover her cyes rested on the verbena bed.

It was with a grim determination to brave tho worst,
that sho awaited the train that afternoon, but when
the locomotive appeared on thoe bridge below the vil-
Iage, tho thought of the dreadful bey who was coming
to invade her peaceful domain nearly overcame her,
and her impulse was to order tho hired man to drive
homo as quickly as possible. She could approciate the
cmotions of a Roman dame at the approach of the
Vandal.

As the train stopped at the station tho peopls
crowded forward to wolcomo their guosts.  Mfiss Rox-
bury peored anxiously from tho rockaway. It wasnot.
» very appalling sight. A group of palo little children,
tired, dusty and bewildered. Many oyes overflowed
as tho train moved on, and loft theso wistful facos,
pinched by want and misfortuna, in the midst of the
kindly villagers. L

¢ Horo, Miss Roxbury, hore is a weo lamb for
you,” said BIr. Alder.

Aliss Roxbury had not observed his approach in tho
crowd, and gave a start of surprito us he slcod bafors
kor. Assholooked thoro was a curious agnsation un-
der tho left sido of her crapo shawl, and her cold eyes
grow misty.

3 Tho ** dreadfal boy " had changed into & tiny girlof
’ ?



