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strange littie serap of song, that might.
have been the soft chirping of one of the
sooty littie street sparrows outside.

Mrs. Tickle noticed a difference in her
hand-niaiden, and began to congratulate
herseif tlîat she was breaking in the girl
nicely. There had not been a broken cup
or saucer now for a week or more. She
did not know of the dieam baby in the
washing-up tub; site would not have
beiieved it possible that the brown
pcwtcr tea-pot and thc china cups and
saucers wcrc clothed with warm soft
fleeli, tbat muet bc handlcd tcnderly and
dried with such care.

0f aid, Foxey had been ivont ta leave
seîars of butter on the plates-tca-rim
marks inside the cups, and leaves with-
in the teapot; but now curved bandles
were baby's cars, or, its tiny tocs and
fingers; plates, cups, saucers, and al
were parts of its preelous body.

Mrs. i'ickle's friends said that patient
endurance and truc kindness of heart
must prevwii in the end; and Mrs. Tickle
smoothed bier crcased face iiîto a humble
arnile of gratification, and rcally forgot
ail about lier scolding tongue and the
stinging siaps that had been lier chief
idea of educating lier littie nîaid. "The
girl is reEelly improving," euhe said. She
always called Foxcy "The girl," even
when the tiny childishi figure was under
ber very eye; and perhapes sie was
right, for Foxey hiad neyer had any chuld-
hood in the true sense of the word.

"lmproving" was a ncw word to Foxey,
and she did not understand it wlhen site
heard it laid to hier charge. She looked
wonderingly into hier mistress's face; but
there were not the usual signs of anger
to bc read there; and at dinner titue,
to mark hier a-pproval, Mrs. Ticklc en-
Iarged the usuai allowance of f ood, Bo
that Foxey really had as much to est
as she wanted. She feit alrnost afraid.

-~The Dream Baby
By Brown Linnet

The rude boys that peeped down the
area and caught a glixpse of bier at lier
work cailcd. her "Foxcy." She neyer
retaliated, because, firstly, she was very
much afraid of the boys, and secondly,
ber mistress would bave descended to
the basement to see what she was after;
and Foxcy was a very bad hand at ex-
plaining berseif. She neyer even seem-
ed to know how she broke things, or why
sbe so oftcn forgot to do as ahe was told.
it was no use scolding or shauting at
bier; she always said the same thing,
111 don't know" with a slow indecision
whicb, it must bc eonfessed, was very
exasperatiflg.

Mrs. Tiekie was. not in very pros-
perous-circurnetances, and it suited bier
to adopt Foxcy, because Foxey was des-
titute of borne tics of any sort, and there
was no one to suggest, much less insist,
upon the possibility of wages due for
service rendered; thougli there wcre
many who appreciated the kindncss of
hcart that had promptcd Mrs. Tickle te
give a poor orphan girl a home, and
save bier from tbe degradation of the
workhouse.

These kind people oftcn complirnented
Foxey on bier good fortune when shie
opened the door to admit themn to tbe
"llittie sewing party for the poor bea-
then" (which was anather outward proof
of Mrs. Tickle's kindness of heart) ; but
whcn they asked bier if she did not think
sbe ougbt to be a very good girl under
the circumestances Foxcy always answer-
cd, "I don't know,'" and wcnt down to the
basement again to aivait the bell that,
sooner or later, would summons lier to
staggcr upstairs with the tea-tray.

Foxey was thirteen; but she neyer
seemed to have outgtown bier ninth year.
The tea-tray was f ar'too heavy for lier
thin arma; the daily work bowed bier weak
back, tbe constant scoidings dulled bier
feebie spirits, and there were oniy short
spaces of tirne when Ahe was the real
Foxey. That was when Mrs. Tickie went
out or was busy upstairs; then Foxey
would ait down on the edge of a chair
(ready ta start to bier f cet at the slight-
est sound), and think about bier littie
self. She, Foxcy, with the thick red
hair, the tiny sharp f acè, and the child-
ish form, was no longer like that-she
ivas taîl, ahe was most, moat beautiful;.
there wcre foarna and foarne of white
lace under bier skirts, just like the lady
who had once got out of a carrnage and
gone ta sec sorneone xicxt door. Foxey
did not exactiy know what clac; but it
ivas all sof t and happy, and nobody
spoke to lier, only they looked and looked
at ber because she was so beautiful and
sniart.

But after Foxey had thought iell this
for some time it suddeniy occurred to bier
that something iacked. This was after
sIte bad watchcd the new neiglibours that
hiad corne to the bouse whcrc the iady's
carniage bad stopped. There were three
of thern: the young man, who went whist-
ling off down the street every morning,
and cauglit the eight o'clock 'bus at the
corner; the ypung wornan, who was al-
ways sriing; and the little îwhite
bundle that she carried out every day,
and talked ta and kissed and dandied.

Foxey ivas still taîl and beautiful, with
foams and foanis of lace; but now she
hiad a white bundle too. In the shirn-
nier of the kitchen ire abe sat on the
edge of ber chair, with bier ernail arma
scooped out and in constant motion;
gazing through the open space-not at
the kitchen floor, but at the dreain baby,
the baby that am led back at ber and feit
wvarmi and heavy ta bold, and wvas ber
very, v very own!

Somehow, after the advent of thec
dreani baby Foxey began to live a flcw
li1f e-to invest it with a fancied reality
mhich filled lier little inind with a newv
and an absorbing intercst. Mhen she

sptthe kitchen or brushed downýi the
stairs, she did it as quietly as possible,.50 that the dream baby in its 'dreani

radie should not be disturbed. Soin-
tinies, when Mrs. Tickle wa~s out of sig-lit
'111l lîearing, she just stopped a nmomént
1() give the radle a rock, to sniile, an(]

elîîçik' to the habv; and onice,. wh<mmlier
Oi-t r,.s \a, ouat, se e VOn irniiii'd a

What wms "improving"? Lying? Bbc
understood that-"ýstupid," "careless,"
even "wickcd." At last a new ide& pre-
sented itself to her. Perhaps she was
growing, and that was why she had been
given enougli to cat. She waitcd lier
opportunity, and when- ber mistress had
gone upstoirs to prepare for the working
party she mountcd on to a chair and
tried to secelber own refiection in the
polislied Iid of the warrning-pan upon the
kitchen wall. The werm brasa *cauglit
the fireliglit in places, and in other places
shione clear blue; but there, in the very
centre of the shisiing dise, wvas the un-
certain representotion of a smali, sharp
face, fiuctuating as the lire in the grate
flickered up or burnt low.

Foxcy scanned thc image anxiously,
dimining the briglit brasa with hier warmi
breath; but she could discover no ap-
preciable change in bier appearance, and
suddeniy the heavy foot-faîl of lier mis-
tress felI on the top stair with a warn-
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For Hard Wear
Buster Brown Stocicings are made to

stand the test of rough and tumble play
in which every healthy boy-your boy-
spends haif his time. Buster Br own stock-
ings are the greatest wear resisters ever
made-the -stronges., long fibre cotton,
specially twisted and tested for durability,
with three-ply heel and toe, well knitted, well
finished and fast dyed in Blackc and Leather
Shade Tan.

No more daring if you buy Buster Brown
Stockings.-

Girls, Too-
Buster Drown'a SseuSokn
frthe girls la aàl.op dt10"a

stocklng at a - drata Aiel
two-throad En eiah ec oehO
stocklng. thate ahas.d te At a"d
'oars very' w.U Indeed.

Colore-BlacI., Leather Shade
Tamn, Pink, BIlue ad White.
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MILLS AT HAMILTON AND WELLAND, ONTARIOA
Also makers of the celebr*.d UttJ Darling and "Utti.Daisy" Hosiery for Infants nd ChUt..m
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