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eligible nmen of the Ailey were ware of
niatrinmony with the widow.

"I'mi rigged," said Bakke, as lie jerked
open the cipor sanie teiî minutes after
their cliscovery of the fire. "We'll have
to hiustie."

The fire hiad eviclently begun in the
kitchen, and was rapidly spreading. The
Alley, roused by the shauits of our
friends, fell to work with a xviii. Lad-
ciers were speediiy piaced, a bucket bri-
gacle fornmed, andi soon the flames were
at bay.

Standing on the sidewalk, wringing
lier hands and maaning "F'il have ta go
.to the poorbause, F'il have ta go to the
i)oorhause," was the widow, clad in lier
niglitdress, a short coat and a pair of
pink bedroor-n slippers.

"My ciatiies, O may clothes," she
wailedl-"J've iost tiîem al-I haven't a
tliirig ieft, l have ta go ta thle poar-
biouse !"

Many a nîanly heart tlîriiied ta tlîat
ai)peal of lielplcss womnanhood, and mare
tlîaî 0one womianly voice hîissed inta a
neighbour's ear, "You'd tliink siîe'd be
ashiai-ed'to carry on sa-an' bier as neyer
sews a stitch lnor does sorra a washing,
fronii aie year's cnd to the next!

"Phiat dia yez suppose siîe's afther ?"
inquired Mrs. Kelly af Mrs. O'Rourke.

".Hiviiî knows-I don't," siîapped that
lady. "I've been askin' lier tîli I'm tireci
ta caionie evil mie tili thie shebeen's
patchiec up, an' she'1 cia nawthin at al."

"MVy ciothies, ahi, niy clotiies !" nîaurn-
fuliy canie f ran belîind theni, andi in
Irish exasperation, the two wamen
turned with looks of witlîeriiîg scorn
andi left their sister in affliction.

"Giory be:- that was as liot a job as
annv 1 iver lianclieci," said Bakke, as lie
camle clown thie lacider after. tlie fire lîad
been vaîiquisliecl.

I-is clu"" toucliec i s amui, as lie paint-
ccl ta wiiere tHe widow stili reniained a
short distance away.

"011, liow can I ever tiîank yau
enouglu ?"1C shie sobbed, as tue nmen pauisecl
awNkNN,,ardlIN before lier.

"Sure, 'twas nawthiin at ail, at ail," said
Baki-e simipiy, and Barnes eageriy echîoed
the fiction.

"But o1h, if I only lîad saved rny
clothes; thîey're ail gone-every poor,
iîiiserable ragy I owned. O-oh dean,

whatever will I do ?" and the widow
broke down again.

"Corne home wid mie as I've ast yez to
a hundreci times this noight," snappe(î
IVrs. Kelly. "Or wid me," said Mrs.
O'Rourke. "Sure, an' .yez know yez is
welcomie."

"O, cear MVr. Barnes, and you, you
dear, good MVr. Bakke, I shall neyer for-
get thiis," sobbed the widow. "But oh,
miy clothes are g-gone, ail gone!" Stili
weeping, she suffered the women ta lead
lier across the street and through Mrs.
Kelly's front cloor.

"Sure, 'tis too baci shie last ail thimi
cloes," remiarked Bakke thoughtfully, as
the chums turned hiomeward. "I was
just wunclering if we cudn't maybe ail
kinda chip in an help lier out."

"Sô was I," eagerly said Billy i Barnes.
"Let's get ail the fellows who helped
tonighit ta chip in and then it'l not seemi
s0 personal-like. I'm dead beat now, anci
ît's mie for the slumiber couch till morn-
ing-barring any more fires," hie added.

"Piase Hivin, wan's lots for the niglit"
said Bakke,. as they turned itito bed.

Next day the "Wlidow's Aid," as
Barnes calied it had netted a hundredl
dollars and over-for the men of thue AI-
ley were generous and fond of the widow
-had. she not offered ta be a miother ta
every one of thern? And womier like
that were not met every day. A depui-
tation was appointed ta present the
wiciow with this "littie taken of esteem,"
as they' calleci. it-and the chumis were
chosen for the duty. At the last mio-
ment hawever, Bakke backed out of go-
ing, refusing point blank, sa it was Alec
Ladd who went over with Barnes ta the
Kelly home that evening.

Naturaliy, they feit diffident aboutt be-
ginning, being nmorally certain of the
view Mrs. Kelly woulci take of their ac-
tion-anci s0 it was nearly eleven Mienî
the widow's surreptitiaus yawns warnedl
tiiem that they must broachi the stibject.

"Go. ahead, Alec," said Barnes, in an
undertone.

"Do it yaurself," returned Ladd in the
saine breath. Then hie began lamely:

"We-ah--we-it's a terrible loss
yau've met with, Mrs. Briggs,-an-we
-ah-

"Yes, Mr. Ladd," said the widow,,
sweetly. "We're hoping you won't take


