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The John Grikr Homb,

January 14.

Dear Judy:

Listen to this I J. F. Bretland read about our fire

in a New York paper (I will say that the metropolitan

press made the most of details), and he posted up here

in a twitter of anxiety. His first question as he

tumbled across our blackened threshold was, " Is

AUegrasafe?"
" Yes," said I.

" Thank God !

" he cried, and dropped into a chair.

" This is no place for children," he said severely, " and

I have come to take her home. I want the boys, too,"

he added hastily before I had a chance to speak. " My
wife and I h: - talked it over, and we have decided

that since we are going to the trouble of starting a nurs-

ery, we might as well run it for three as for ont;."

I led him up to my library, where our little family

has been domiciled since the fire, and ten minutes later,

when I was called down to confer with the trustees,

I left J. F. Bretland with his new daughter on his knee

and a son leaning against each arm, the proudest fathei

in the United States.

So, you see, our fire has accomplished one thing
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