
DOT. 17

Dot darted down a long passage
and disappeared in a room beyond.
The friends followed and beheld her
clasped tightly in the arms of a wan
ligure that lay on a pallet. The
woman had fainted.

'* Mamma, mamma, look at me !"

pleaded Dot, and began to cry.

There was no water in the room,
and Mr. Knox took a cracked
pitcher from the shelf and went with
Dot in search of some. Miss Kox-
bury knelt beside the woman, who
was only about thirty years of age,
and had been very attractive as a
young girl. There was a gleam of
gold on her left hand. Her hair was
sunny like Dot's, and her features
delicately shaped. This letter that
Miss Eoxbury had written lay
crumpled and tear-stained on the
pillow.

While Miss Eoxbury gazed the
woman opened her eyes. They were
bcautifnl eyes, but 'sad with want


