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up hls ‘hand, amd God wauld know he wanted
it, and would help him out.’ . :

‘MHe spoke with- great effort, amd slowly.
“The-nurse came and felt -his pulse, and gave
‘him -his- medicine. She stroked the tired
‘ hand as she passed on.: He smiled, just the
- shadow of a child’s smile, and said: “That’s
all right .now, but it's awful tired.” .

After’ another: pause, when he seemed
really resti.ng, he looked up questionmgly,
and I asked: :

. ‘Well, . little man, Wha.t is n;"
you want from God? :

‘What do

‘ 'Taint me,’ he said, With a sad unchrldish

slgh ‘I'm all right; it's Sue.

Then his lip trembled, and tears began to
gather, and his voice choked. ‘It’s all be-
cause of that woman that lives next door.
Sue was.always good till she come. But
" she’s been in jail, they say; and the kids say
as ‘Sue’s goin’' to git there, too.: Sue
stays there nights, and goes out with her,
and father, well, he's drunk mostly, and he
can’t do nothing with her. You, see, lady,
Sue, she’s mostly twelve, and I'm nine,
Mother died most a year ago, and she said-to
me, “Be sure you take care of Sue, and Sue,
you take care of Jim,” and Sue was always
good till that -woman came,. And now, I
can’t look after her no more.’

I saw that he was getting too tired, so I
bent over him, and took his tired hand in
mine, and kissed him, as I luss my own
boys, as I said:

‘Well, dear, you must not think any more
about ‘it. God will look after Sue. I -will
goaway now, and I will talk with God .,,bou*
it;'and will come again to-morrow.’ :

I found the address of the little waif at
the office, ‘and visited the tenement that-af-
ternoon. I found the hea.lthy counterpart of
Jim stl'ttimg on the ba.ck steps in"a. dirty
court holgimg,a, baby 'l"here were “traces

of hardness already visible. on her face,

‘ which should have been pretty, and a wealth
" of golden curls were doing their best to sup-
ply the lack of other adornment,

‘Yes, I'm Sue Ripley,’ she said in a deflant
tone, in. reply to my first inquiry, but the
don’t-care expression vanished when I spoke
of Jim, and the eagerness with which she
said, ‘Is he better? left. no doubt of her af-
fection,

~‘Jim’s a good httle chap,’ she Ssaid in an
old-fashioned way, when I told her that his
first thought was for her. ‘Jim’s better than
Ibe. He's a good deal like mother was, but
’taint no use a-being good 'round here. Jim,
he gits it all the time from -the fellers, but
he’s patient like, and don’t mind it, least-
wise, he don’t git mad like I do.’

‘I takes caro of it days,’ she said, as I
tried in. vain to provoke a smile from the
forlorn-looking baby. ‘His mother works
out.. She gives me ten cents if it's a whole
day, and my supper. Amother woman lots
me eat with her the other times for the ten
conts.’ '

" ‘Do you keep house for your father, and
Jim?' I asked.

‘Well, I guess,’ she said with a ]it.tle sar-
castic laugh, ‘there ain't mnothing to keep.
He's got a room there, and he sleeps in it.

He's sold all the stuff except what's no good..

He'll give Jim a nickle most days; but he
won't give me none. He says I can earn it
if I want it. Sometimes Jim an’ me has to
go halves on: the ten cents I gets, and when
I ain’t got none, she gets me to help her
when she has:company. She has lois of
good stuff.” -

‘Who is she?

‘She is the woman who lives cn the next
floor and keeps boarders, She’s jolly, too,
and she lets me go in there nights where it's
warn. But 'she don’t like to have Jim, and
Jim he thinks she ain’t no good, but I tells

him. “you ha.ve to go whero you can around
here.”’

There was a look of uncanny wisdom in-
the child’s face, as she spoke those bitter:

words, . : . .
‘Would you. like to see Jim?' I asked.

‘Kin I? she exclaimed so eagerly, that she’
almost dropped the baby. When I promised:

to call for her the next day she fairly beam-
ed with excitement.
said,. questioningly, after a hasty survey of
her appearance, so far as visible to herself,

‘and it’'s the best I got.’

‘Do the best you can, and .it will be all
right,’ I said, as I departed.

_As I entered the ward next day, the nurse
motioned me aside, and said: ‘Jim has been
sleeping some, but he is failing.
for his father, but he cannot be found, If
-he expects to see him alive, he will have to
come soon.’ »

‘He’s been off since yesterday,’ said Sue,
‘He's on a drunk, I guess.’
.~ ‘He has asked for you many tlmes, the
nurse said to me, ‘but do not let him talk
much,’

Iled Sue to the side of the bed, where he .

could not see her at first, and told her to be
very quiet. Her eyes filled with tears, as
she looked at his pale, drawn face.
bent over him he opemned “his eyes slowly,
and placed his thin hand in m1ne Aﬂ:er a
while he said: o

‘I have besn dreaming aboit Sue. God
spoke to- me. He told me he -would take
care of Sue. Then I saw a beauhml angal
Mother told me about the angels beture ‘she
died. The angel went to find Sue.
told her to go, and she had. gold in her hair
a woman angel, and she came back and told
like Sue’s, and her eyes were blue. "It was
God she found Sue, and she was good and
did not live with the' bad woman any more.
I wanted to go home to Sue, but God said
the angel would bring her to me some day
when I was well’ )

He had beem talking dreamily, bui sud-
denly he opened his eyes wider and said
eagerly: ‘Lady, will it be a really true
dream? = Did God tell you? I iried to held

up my hand g0 you would not forget, but it .

was go tired, and I was afraid God would
forget about it.’

‘God won't forget you, dea.r, and it is all
true about Sue,’ I said, as I leaned over him,
and stroked his curls. ‘Would you like to
see Sue now, Jim?

A pleading look was his only answer. He
was very tired. The nurse led Sue to.the
other side. Jim opened his eyes slowly, and
tried to put up his arms to her. She laid
her head bés'ide him, and tried hard not to
cry.

‘Sue,’ he said mth an effort, ‘yoi’ll come
when the angel wants to bring you, won't
you, Sue? Don't git mad, Sue. When you
want anything, just hold up your hands,
Sue, and God will know you want somethmg,
and he'll help you out. I held mine up for
you, Sue, a.nd he sent the lady to tell me
he knew you.' .

The nurse gently raised Sue, and drew
the screen a little closer around the bed.
Jim lay very still, but he breathed faster,
and his hands moved restlessly on the coun~
terpane. He tried to lift one hand and an
anxious loock spread over his face, as ft fell
listlessly. His lips moved, and we bent
over to catch the last words: “Tell God iig
for father this time. I most forgot, mother
said Pather, too.’ Then the stillness of
death ovarspread his face — and tho tired

- hands wore at rest forever

One ‘night that week in the little down—

town mission, a dejected man arose to hi§

feet, after the invitation had been ‘given for
any to raise hands for prayer, and said fn
trembling tones: ‘My boy raised his hand

‘But I ain't fit' she .

We scnt -

As T

God

"for me when he was dying. and th].S hand-

ain’t fit te raise afiter vhlm, bat I’m gomg to

“gerve: Ged.’ -

‘Sue and her father are looking forwa,rdf

- to meeting Jim in the better country, for

God heard his prayer, and t:he angel of his :
preﬁence saved them.

Cary s thtle Daughter.
(By Ernest Gilmore)

Her mother died whem she was born —
so woe had heard — but Cary tiried to be
both mother and father to the little ome,
Whom he loved with a devotion which was
as pathetic as. it was beautiful. .

The first timé we saw Cary’s lrhtle daugh--
ter, she had come down to the mill to bring
her father's lunch. She was only four years
old—a little mlte of a cherub—but as brave-
and fea.rless as if sho were three times her
age .

Cary was the first one to see her that
day, and he uttered an exclamation of sur-
prise and joy. There wasn't 2 man in the
room but looked up, and I hardly think I
would be making a misstatement if I should
say there wasn’'t a man who didn’t smile.

She stood within the mill door, a slanting
ray of sunshine peering through the bran-
ches of a tree kissing her yellow hair, which"
waved and danced about as sweet a little
face as I ever saw. She had a tin pail in
one -hand and a tin can w1th. close-top in-
the other. 3

¢ Here’s your dinner, papa!’ she cried glee-
fully, laughing aloud in her pride and joy.
‘I came all alone by my own self, I did.’

Cary .ran foerward and caught her in- hlS
arms, pail, can and all.

‘My baby,’. he said, lovingly, in a low-
voice, as gentle and. loving as -a woman’s;
‘my baby!’ kissing her over and over. .

‘No,’ was. her answer as the smiles dis-
appeared for a moment and a frown made
a little crease on her forchead, ‘I din't a
ba,hy, I'm your little daughtew don’t you
know?

‘Ah, I see, laugfh1ng merrily and kissing

her again; ‘so you aren't and so you are,
You arem’t a ba;by, but you’re my li.ttl'e
daughter.’

From this time on all the men in the mill
called the sweet child, Carys little da.ugh-.
ter)

‘She brought her father’s lunoh every day.
from {hat time on. Most of the men had a
cold lunch with millk, or water, or beer teo
drink, as their tastes inclined. But ‘Carey’s
Jittle daughter’ always brought her father
something to eat and drink, meat pie, or
baked potatoss, or fresh baked apples, or
biscuit, just out of the oven, or perhaps
doughnuts right from the sputtering kettle,
and always coffee with cream and sugar,

It was quite a long walk from Cary's little
cottage to the mill, but the lunch was al-
ways hot. The small feet hurried -so a3 to
have it so.

‘Well, so it went on day after day in ‘rain
cr sunshine, Cary’s little daughter never
failed unlesy sickness kept her a prisoner,
which, of course, it did sometimes with
some children’s disea:se, such as measles,
mumps, or a bad cold. ) )

She séemed to grow in beauty, if that were
possible, and she had the sweetest way of
doing and saying things that was altogether
charming. Every man, no matter how surly
ho might be with others, spokeé gently to the
child. I believe every man loved her.

And ¢o the years passed on, each one ad-
ding to the child’s grace and beauty.

I had. nover seen her look so lovely as she
did one June day when she made her ap-
pearance at the usual time in the mill,

It was her temth birthday. Old Polly




