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uip his band, and God would know he wanted
it, and would help him out.'

He spoke with. great effort, and- slowly.
The: iurse came and faithis pulse, and gave
him bis medici:ne. She stroked the tired
band as she passed on. He smiled, just the
shadow of a child's amile, and said: 'T'hat's
ail right .now, but lt's awful tired.'

After another: pause, when ho seemed
really restIng, ho looked up questioningly,
and I asked:

'Wel, little man, what is it? What do
you want from God?'

"Taint me,' -ho said, with a sad, unchildish
sigl. 'I'm ail right; it's Sue.'

Then bis 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 eome. But
she's been ln jail, they say; and the kids say
as Sue's goin' te git there, too. Sue
stays there nights, and goes o'ut with ber,
and father, well, he's drunk mostly, and ha
can't du nothing witb her. You, spe, lady,
Sue, she's mostly twelve, and I'm nine.
Mother died most a year ago, and che said.to
me, "Be sure you take care of Sue, and Sue,
you take care of Jimx," 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, se I
ent over him, and took bis tired band in

mine, and kissed him, as I kiss my oevn
boys, as I said:

'Weil, dear, you must not think any more
about it. God will look after'Sue. I will
goaway now, and I will talk with God about
ilt; and will oome again to-morrow.

I found the address of the little walf at
the office, and visi.ted the tenement that.af-
térnoon. I found the healthy counterpart of
Jii siitl on .the b'ack steps in a .dirty
càurt, holdi.ng a baby. There were traces
of hardness already visible- on her face,
which should -bave been pretty, and a wealth
of.golden curis were doing their best te sup-
piy the lack of other adornment.

'Yes, I'm Sue Ripley,' she said in a defiaut
tone, ln reply te my Irst inquiry, but the
don't-care exprossion vanished when I spoke
of Jim, and the eagerness with which s;he
said, 'Is h better?' left.no doubt of her af-
fection.

'Jim's a good little chap,' she said in an
old-fashioned way,-when I told ber that bis
first thought was for ber. 'Jim's better than
I, ha. He's a good deal like mother was, but
'taint no use a-being good 'round hero. Jim,
he gilts it ail the time from -the feUers, but
he's patient like, and don't mind it, least-
wise, he don't git mad like I do.'

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

'Do yod keep louse for your father, and
Jim?' I asked.

'Wel, I guess,' she said with a little sar-
castie laugh, 'thore ain't nothing te keep.
He's got a room there, and lie sleeps in It.
He's sold ail the stuff except what's no good.
He'll give Jim a nickle most days, but he
won't give me noue. He says I ean earn it
if I want it. Sometimes Jim an' me bas to
go halves on the ten cents I gets, and when
I ain't got noue, she gets me te help ber
when she bas company. She bas iots of
good stuff.'

'Who la sie?'
'She is the woman who lives on the next

fioor and keeps boarders. She's jolly, too,
and sbe lets me go in there nights where it's
warm. But she don't like te have Jim, and
Jin ha thinks she ain't no good, but I tella

him "you have te go where you' can around
here."'

There was a look of uneanny wisdom ln
the child's face, as she spoke those bitter
words.

'Would you like te see Jim?' I asked.
'Kin ?' she exolaimed so eagerly, that she

almost dropped the baby. When I promised
to call for her the next day she fairly beam-
ed wibh excitemeat. 'But I ain't fit,' she
said,. questioningly, after a hasty survey of
ber appearance, so far as visible to herself,
'and it's the best I got.

'Do the. best you can, and it wlIl ba all
rlght,' I said, as I departed.

As I entered the ward next day, the nurse
motioned me aside, and said: 'Jim bas been
sleeping some, but he is failing. We sent
for his father, but -he cannot be fou.nd. If
.he expects te see him alive, he will have te
come seou.'

'He's been off since yesterday,' said Sue,
'He's on a drunk, I guess.'

'He bas asked for you many times,' the
nurse said te me, 'but do not lot him talk
much.'

I led Sue te the side of the bed, where ha
could not see ber at first, and told ber to be
very quiet. Her eyes filled with tears, as
sha looked at his pale, drawn face. As I.
bent over him ha opened his eyes slowly,
and placed bis thin band in mine. After a
while he said:

'I have ben dreaming about Sue. God
spoke te me. He told me he -would take
care of Sue. Thon I saw a beau F.ifulag
Mother told me about the angels beoure she
died. The angel went to find Sue. God
told her te go, and she'bad. gold in her hair
a woman angel, and she came -back and told
liko Sue's,. and ber eyes were blue. -It was
God she found. Sue, and she was good and
did no.t live with the' bad woman any inore.
I wanted to go home to Sue, but God said
the angel would bring ber to me sone day
when I was well.'

He had been talking dreamaily, but sud-
denly -h opened bis cycs ,vider and said
eagerly: 'Lady, will it be a really true
dreamn? Did God tell you? I tried to hold
up my band so you would not forget, but It
was so tired, and I was afraid God would
forget about it.'

'God won't forget you, dear, and iL is aill
true about Sue,' I said, as I leaned over him,
and stroked bis Curls. 'Would you like te
see Sue now, Jim?'

A pleading look was his only answer. He
was vory tired. The nurse led Sue t, the
other side. Jim opened bis eyes slowly, and
tried to put up his arms te ber. She laid
ber head beside him, and tried hard not to
cry.

'Sue,' he said with au effort, 'you'Il come
when the angel Nvants to bring you, won't
you, Sue? Don't git mad, Sue. When you
want anything, just hold up your bands,
Sue, and God will know you vant something,
and he'll help yoi out. I hield mine up for
you, Sue, and ha sent the lady te tell me
ha knew you.'

The nurse gently raised Sue, and drew
the screen a little closer around the bed.
Jlm lay very still, but he breathed faster,
and bis hands moved restlessly on te couna-
terpne.u. He tried to lift one band aiid an
anxious look spread over his face, as it foel
listlessly. His lips moved, and we beut
over to catch the last words: 'Tell God its
for father this time. I most forgot, mother
said father, too.' Then the stiliness' of
deatih overspread bis face - and the tired
bands wore at rest forever.

One night that week, in the little down-
town mission, a dejected man arose to his
feet, afLer the invitation had been given for
any te raise bands for prayer, and said lu
trembling tones: 'My boy raised his band

for me when he was dying, and this- band
adn't fit te raise after thim,- bat I'm going to
serve God.'

Sue and her father are looking forward
te meeting Jim in the better country, for
God heard bis prayer, and the anigel of bis
presence saved them.

Cary's Little Daughter.
(By Ernest Gilmore.)

Her- mother died when sbe was born -

so we had heard - but Cary tried te be
bath mother and father to the little one,
whom he loved with a devotion which was
as pathetic as it was beautiful..

The first time we saw Cary's little daagh-
ter, she had come down to the mil1 to bring
ber father's lunch. She was only four years
old-a little mite of a cherub-but as brave
and fearless as if sho were three times her
age.

Cary was the first one to see ber that
day, and ho uttered an exclamation of sur-
prise and' joy. There w-sn't a man in the
room but looked up, and I hardly think I
would be making a misstatemenit if I should
say there wasn't a man who didn't Emile.

She stood within the mill door, a slaating
ray of sunshine peering through tihe bran-
ohes of a'tree kissing her yellow hair, which
waved and danced about as swcet a little
face as I ever saw. She had a in pail ln
one band and a tin can with close-top in
the other.

'Here's your dinner, papa!' she crled glee-
fully, laughing aloud in ber pride and joy.
'I came all alone by my own self, I did.'

Cary ran .forward and caught ber in bis
arms, pail, can and ail.

'My baby,'. he said, lovingly, in a low
voice, as genitle and loving as -a woman's;
'my baby!' kissing 'ber over and over.

'No,' was. ber answer as the smiles dis.
appeared for a moment and a fro-wn made
a little orease on ber forehead, 'I ain't a
baby, I'm your little daughter, don't you
know?'

'Ah, I see,' laughing merrily and kissing
-her agaln; 'so you aren't and so you are.
You aren't a baby, but you're my little
daughter.'

From this time on ail the men in the mill
called the sweet child, 'Cary's little daugh-
ter.,

She brought ber father's lunch every day
from that time on. Most of the men had a
cold lunch with milk, or waiter, or beer to
drink, as their tastes inclined. But 'Carey's
little daughter' always brought her father
something to cat and drink, meat pie, or
baked potatowe, 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 mll, but the lunch waa al-
ways hot. The small feet hurried -so as te
have it so.

Well, so it wenit on day. after day in rain
cr sunshine, Cary's little daughter never
failed unless elekness kept her a prisoner,
which, of course, it did sometimes «witb
some.children's disease,'- such as measles,
mumps, or a bad cold.

She seemed to grow ln beauty, if that were
possible, and she bad the sweetest way of
doing and sayaing things that was altogether'
charming. Every man, no matter how surly
ho might be with others, spoke gently to the
child. I believe every man loved he•.

Aiid so the years passed on, each one ad-
ding .to the obid's grace and beauty.

I had n.ver seen ber look so lovely as she
did one June day when éhe made ber ap-
pearance at the usual time in the mill.

It was ber tenth birthday. Old Polly


