PLEASANT

HOURS.

The * dresdful boy ” had changed
into a tiny girl of wix years, us frail us
a snowdrop, whoss coarse attire could
nut mar the loveliness of her dark
vivlet eyes and hair of tangled sun-
beams. The little creature stretched
out her arms to Miss Roxbury, who
reached forward and took her iuto the
rockaway, the ancient springs of which
creaked with astonishment.

*“ What is your numoe1” said Miss
Roxbury, feeling strangely awkward
an they drove along.

* Dot,” said the child.
kisreed me yet, has yout”

Mus Roxbury bent and kissed the
chuld. The rockaway creaked louder
than before. The touch of the child’s
mouth thrilled the iron nerves ot the
wowan with a sensation inexpressibly
delightful.

Migs Roxbury had imagined her life
to be a happy one. She now dis-
covered that she had mistaken selfish
isulation for happiness. She was be
ginning to be happy the first time in
nfty years. Dot was too tired to he
very talkative, but she leaned against
Miss Roxbury with a look of quiet
wonder and content in her ejes.

“Is I goin’ to stay here?” she asked
as the rockaway stopped at the Rox-
bury gate, and she surveyed the old
stone howse with woodbine clamoring
over i grey walls,

“ Yes, child.”

Dot’s face grew luminous. A bath,
a buuntiful supply of bread and milk,
«and a walk in the garden, kept her
Joyful till twilight, but with bedtime
came the longing for the mother.

“I want my mamma—my own
mamma,” she said,

Then Miss Roxbury gave full vent
to the instinct that can never be utterly
destroyed in a woman, Taking the
child on her lap she carvssed the white
face and sunny curls in 2 restful, sooth-
ing way, and talked so cheorfully that
the shadows fell from the violet eyes,
and Dot, nestling close, said, ** I love
you.”

Miss Roxbury not only begun to be
happy ; she had begun to live. With
tbe coming of this sweet child heaven
was changing the dull prose of her ex-
istence into celestinl rhythm. Her
cold, loveless nature, in the presence of
this tiny girl, was already becoming
Christ:like in its tender misery.

Dot offered her evening prayer and
was put in Miss Roxbury’s own
stately bed.

“Good night, dear,” said Miss
Roxbury with = kiss,

“Good night,” said Dot, burying
her face in the great bunch of white
roses she had brought to bed with her.
“I feel zif I'd died an’ gono to
heaven."”

Miss Roxbury psssed s wakefal
night, but not a restiess one. Her
mind was filled with plans, and then
it was such « pleasure to lie and listen
to the soft breathing =t ber side, and
occasionally to touch her little hand
on the counterpane, still holding the
treasured roses,

The next day Dot ran nearly wild
with delight. She revelled among the
daisies in the deep soft grass, and it
was pitiful to see how small an object
could cherm her hungry mind. God's
commonest gifts were unknown to her
in bounty and purity. Sunshine,
swoet air, flowers and bird songs were
enough to meke her happy, and when
she wund the brook that danced across
the meadow her delight was unbounded.

“ You hasn't

p After a day or two Miss Roxbury

took the morning train down to Brad
loyville to Jdo some shopping. She
wug gone unul night, and all the way
home sho thought of the glad vuice
that would welcomeo her, and her face
grew so radiant with the new joy in
her soul that when she alighted with
parcols at Lynford station, old Deacon
Bennett fuiled to recognize her until
she had passed bim.

** Wall, I declare,” he said, * Re-
liance looks as if she had diskivered a
gold mine.”

Miss Roxbury reached home and
soon had the *““gold mine” in her
arms.

After tea the parcels had to be
opened. There wero paper pattorns,
rolls of muslin, embroidery and blue
flannel, a pair of child’s slippers, dainty
hose, Lright ribbons and a large doll.

«Oh, oh, oh!” was all that Dot
could say, but her tone expressed more
than the most extensive volume of
philanthropy that was ever written.
The village dressmaker was installed
in the house fdr a week, and Miss
Roxbury daeveloped a taste in Mother
Hubbard's dresses and ruffied aprons
that was truly marvellous.

In the meantime she wrote a letter
to Dot’s mother.

Dov's cheeks were getting rosy and
her step buoyant, *If it wasn't for
maming,” she said, *“ I wouldn't want
to go back forever’n ever.”

‘When Mr. Knox, the gentleman in
charge of the party, called to see that
Dot would be ready to return at the
appointed time, Miss Roxbury ex-
c.aimed almost fiercely :

“] can't let her go. I need bher.
Why may I not keep her?”

*“I do not believe her mother wounld
part with her,” said Mr. Knox.

Miss Roxbury was silent tor a few
mowunts, but looked out on the lawn
where Dot was swinging in a bammock
with the doll and cat.

«“Jt will be a dull houss without
the child,” she said ; * but I s1ll bring
Ler to the station.”

Iv.

When the worning of Dot's depart-
ure came, Miss Roxbary arrayed her-
self in her second-best-blagk silk, put
a2 few articles in a sstchel, filled a
small basket with fresh eggs, new
biscuit, a pot of butter and & bottle of
cuirant wine, and said to Hannah :(—

*I may be gone two or three days.
Have the east chamber thoroughly
aired and dusted before I get back.”

“Yes, mua'am.” |

* And, Hannah, be very careful to
keep out the flies, and tell Hiram to
fix the wellcurb. He is s0 apt to
forget things.”

Dot was bathed in tears ss she
mounted to her place in the rockaway.
“Isn't I comin’ back 3" she said.

«“X hope so, dear,” replied Miss
Roxbury, who appeared preoccupied
and anxioug and scarcely heard Dot's
chatter on the way to the station.

¢ Why, Miss Boxbury,” said Mr.
Alder as he assisted her to the plat-
form, “you are a veritable fairy god-
mother. This rosy, dainty msaiden
cannot be the same bit of humanity
that I held in- my arms a fortnight
ago. You will miss her, will you
not§”

“J gball go with ber to New York
anyway,” said Miss Roxbury, “and I
don't mean to come back alone, either.
Mr. Alder, I bope God will forgive
me for the empty houss I've had all
these years.”

already,” sud Mrs, Winthrop, with a
rare sgmile,

“Of course you are, child,” sard
Miss Roxtury. ¢ We'll ace what good
tood and mountain air will do for you

“An cmpty house menns a lonely
heart,” he rephied ¢ And I am glad
you are gorng with the cutld.”

That afternvon Miss Ruxbury and
Dot, attended by Mr. Knox, wended
their way through a dark alley in one | yet.'
of tho most equalid diztricts of New ;| A fow days Iater found an ocenpent
Yok city, and cunbes fhght aiter | tn the great east chawber of the Rox
flight of rickety stuirs in a rear tene bury house.
ment. | Mrs. Winthrop sat in an casy chair

The heat, the filth, tho scencs of | before the open window inhaling the
misory were indescribablo, Miss Rox |, blossuming honeysucklo that god 1t
bury felt as if sho was on the confines ' ber through the casement.
of the bottomless pit. Tho morning sunlight fell across her

Dot darted down a long passage and  bright hair and peaceful face.
disappeared 1 1 room beyond. The| Dot hung over hor shoulder and
friends follpwed and beheld her clasped \ threw drisies in her lap.
tightly in the arms of a wan figure | Down by the garden fenco stood
that lay on o pallet. Tho woman had Miss Roxbury talking with her neigh-
fainted, bour, Mis Lane.

“Mamma, mamma, look at me!". Mm. Winthrop smiled from her
pleaded Dot, and began to cry. . window, and there came an answering

There was no water in the room, 'smio trom the depths of the purple
and Mr. Kaox took a cracked pitcher | 2alivo sun bonnet.
from ho shelf and went with Dot in | *Sv you're really goin’ to hecp'em,”
search of some. Miss Roxbury knelt eaid Miss Lane,
beside the wowan, who was only about | * Yes, I've adopted both of ‘em.”
thirty years of age, aud had been very’, replied  Miss Roxbury, with a To
attractive us a young girl. There was | Deum in her voice, ** and I've sent for
a gleam of gold on her left hand. ) balf a dozen little girls to stay until
Her hair was sunny like Dot's, and | cold weather.”
her features delicately shaped. This P Well, it does beat all,” said Mre.
letter that Miss Roxbury had written ; Lane, wiping lier ayea on the cutner of
lay crumpled and tear-stained on the ' her checkcred gingham apron, 1
pillow. ¥'pose I needn’t askk you now. Reliance,

While Miss Roxbury gazed the ! what you think o' the Iresh Air
woman opened her eyes. They were ) Fund !”
beautiful eyes, but sad with want and ;| “ What do I think of it1" said
a struggle against despair. She tried | Miss Roxbury gravely. “1 believe
to sit up and moaned : it's been the means of saving wmy soul.

“My baby—pleuse give me my i [ should have gone into the nuxt world
baby 1" holding my head pretty high, and con-

Just thon Dot returned and carrie: ; sidering myself vetter than most fulk,
tho pitcher of water to her mother, ; and the Judge would have waid,
who drank long and eagerly, then, Relinnce Roxbury, I gave you a
holding out her arms to Dot, saic , large huuse and a long bank account.
feebly to Miss Roxbury : What have yua dune with them?’

“ 0, madam, will you take care of , Then how my ompty rovms and Grand
my little girl? I hink I'm going to . ather Roxburys gold pieces would
die.” ; 1ave stood up againat me! And he

“You are not going to dis—not a #ould have auid, ' Ye did 1t nut unto
bit of it,” said Miss Roxbury, pouring ; me. Depart from me,’ and what an-
out some wine into a teacup, * but I'il | swer could I have mude him? Itis
take care of you both. There, driok | very true,” she continued, a3 Dot cume
this, and you'll feel botter nght away. | luting down the pathway like % faury,
How long since you've had anything, of such is the Kingdom of Heaven ™
to eat 3" Note.—Mra. 8. F. McMaster, of the

“ Day before yesterday,” was the, Chddren's Hospital, writes. Since the
faint reply. I had w stop work four | amst editton of the story of D™
days ago.” { went to press, the Cunsalescent Hos

“ Now, Mr. Knox,” said Miss Rox- , pital on the Island bas tuben shape,
bury, slipping her purse into his hand, ; and through the generusity uf a gentle
* just step out to the nearest grocery | uan in Toronty, +he Building Fuud
and order some kindling woud and tea | bas been fuirly started with bLis won
aad sugar. I'll poach a nice fresh egg | tribution of 31000, besides smalier
for this poor soul, snd we'il see sbout | sums which have sincs been added by
getting her out of this place.” others; and we shall (D.V.) be pro-

The woman's faco brightened, but p.red tw receive the lictio unes who

she said, “I'm giving you much | are recovering frum mckness by the
trouble.” st June.
“Trouble!"” said Miss Roxbury.; Those who are ,unable W take

“X'm all alone in the world, and I've ; * Little Dots ” into country humes for
a houss with twenty-four rooms in it, ; fresh air, can contribute t the samv
and plenty to do with, and what I've | work by paying fur their buerd ou the
been thinking of all these years I can't . [sland, at the rate of 83 per wock.
say. I've been a crusty, cold, dis ; [wo or three weeks we hupe will be
agreeable old fossil, Mra. Winthrop . uite sufficient to restore them.

and when I come down here and fina | All contnibutions to be sent directly
folk sterving to death, and crowded ; o Afrg 3. F. McMaster, st the Clnl
like cattle, I wonder the good Lord's | (ren's Hospital, 245 Elizabeth Street,
had any mercy on me. Don’t you! [oronto.

worry another mite. Hero's the first
stuff already.”

Miss Roxbury rolled up her sleeves, «\WiLLIE, my boy, .wbnt namo a.ball
put an apron over her suk skirt, and - we give to baby1” said & ~\.°"V York
while Mr. Knox built a fire and lady to ber first burn, a guick w.t,te:]
brought water to heat, sho bathed Mra. , ooy in his fifth year. .After a mnoment's
Winthrop's face and hands and brusned . reflection, Willie laid Lis havd on the
out her har, wfant’s head, and roplied. *“Oh, 1

« Thank God? why I'm better | know ; call him Archie bald!”
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