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Bring in aome,” she called.
"lien the work was done for the 

morning, Mrs. Motherwell went up 
the narrow stairway to the little room
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blm sat on Polly’s little straw bed 
and looked at the dismal little room. 
Pearl had done what she could to 
oriuhten it. The old bags and baskets 
had been neatly piled in one corner, 
and quilts had been spread over them 
to hide their ugliness from view. The 
wind blew gently in the window that 
the hail had broken. The floor had 
been scrubbed clean and white—the 
window, what was left of it, was 
shining.
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