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¶vorked or not, and lie sure and keep the
-front door boited, and put that last brood of
ohiekens lu the othe-r coop, andkeep anews-
paper over thte geranuur slips iu the af:ter-

I'Yes, rna!am."l
"A.nd Hannali, lie very carefui Vo keep out

the ies, and te»l Hiramn te lix the well curli.
Re is se apt to forget tiing-s."

Dot was batbed in tears as she. mouuted
to bier place i the rockwway.

"'Isnt 1 cornug baci-?" slie said.
"I hope so, dea.r," replied Miss Roxlbury,

«who appeared preoecupied and anxious and
scaxcely lieard Dot's citatter on the way ta
the station.

",èWliy, Miss Roxbury," saidM3r. Alder as
leassisted lier to te platfoirni, "1you are a

veritabie fairy godniother. Thtis rosy, dainty
iuaiden cannot be the same bit c.f iu.manity
that 1 held ia my amni a fortniglit ago. You
ivili miss lier, will you not?"

"I shial go witli lier Vo New «York, any
way," said Mliss Poxbury, "and 1Idon't men
teo corne back- alonc, either. Mfr. .Alder, I.
hope God vill forgive me for the empty
bouse 1 have had ail these long years,."

"An enipty bouse mens a lonely heurV,"
liereplied. 'Tm glad youre going withte
chuld."1

That afternoon Miss Roxbury and Dot
attended by 3fr. Knox, wvended their way
tlirougit a darli alley in onc of the most
squalid districts of Nevr York City, and
clinibed fliglit after fiight of rickety stairs
in a rear tenement. The lient, the flth, the
scenes of xnisery were indescribable. Milss
]1o\.bury feit as if site wvcre cn the confines
of the bottorniess pit.

Dot darted down a long passage and dis-
appezared iu a rooni beyoud. The friends
followed and behield lier clasped tiglitly in
the arms of a v.an figure that lay ou the
coucli. The 'womaui lid fainted.

"Mamnia, iuna, look at me!" pleaded
Dot, beg-,inning, to cry.

There %vas no water iu the roorn, and Mfr.
Knox tooi- a cracked pitchier from. the shelf
aind ivent witiDot la searcli0f sorne. Mliss,
]Roxbur-y k-nelt beside tlic wornan, Nvho, was
only about tburty years of age and bndc been
very attractive as a young girl. Tiiere wvas
a gleamu of gold ou lier leIt baumd. Hler hair
mvas sunny ilie Dot's and lier features deli,-
cately shaped. The letter that-Milss Rox-
bury liad writteu lay crurnpled aiid tear-
stained onrthe piIlow.

Wbule Miss IBoxbury gazed the woxnan
opeued lier eyes. They were beautif ul e-yes,
but sad with wnt and a struggle, against
despair. Site tried ta sit up and rnoaned,-

&(My baby-please give me my baby."1
Just then. Dot retumned =ud carrled the

pitcher of water Vo lier inother, v.lio dranlc
long and eagerly; theu lioldingrout lier arus
te Dot, sald feebly to Milss -r.,oabury--

"Oit, madaxu, wlu. you talco care of my
littie girl? 1 thirtk I'm goiugýto die.,,

"You're neot going Vo die-not a bit of lt,"
sald Miss ]Ro.xbury, pouriug out soute wine
into a teacnip, "but 1'1l take care of Yeu
botb. There, drink titis, and you'l feelbet-
ter riglit away. How long since yau've had
anytiting to eat?"I

"'Day before yesterday," -was the faint me-
ply. "I1 liad Vo stop work four days ago."

"Now, Mfr. RCuox," said Miss Roxbumy
slipping ber purse, iuta bis baud, "Just stei>
out Vo the uearest grocery and order soute
kiudlin- wood and tea and sugar. 1'11 poacli
a nice, fresh egg for tis pooar seul, and thien
we'll see about gettiug lier ont of this
place.",

Thc w'oman's face briglitened, but she
said-

"l'ut giving you mucli trouble.
"Trouble!l" said Miss Zo.xbuiry. "I'ut ail

alone lu te wvorld, and I've a bouse wlth
twienty-four roins in it, and plenty to do
svitit, and -%vhat I've been tlîiukLng of ail
these years I can't say. I've been a crusty,
cold, dibagrecable old fossil, Mrs. Wiuthrop,
aud wbven I corne down bere and find follis
starving to deatit and crowded like cattIe, IE
wouder te good Lord's bad any mercy on
me. Dont yen -worry another mite. Here's
the lire stuff already."

Miss :Roxbumy rollcd up lier sîceves. put
an apron over bier sutk shirt, and w'itile Mfr.
Knox built a fire and brouglit water ta ieat,
'the batbed Mrs. Winthrop's face aud band-%
aad brusbed ont lier lovely hair.

"lThanl GodI why, I'm better already,'7
said Mrs. Wintbrop, ivith a rare surle.

"0f course you are, child,"' said Miss Box-
bury. "We'l1 see wbat good food and mouir-
talai air wll, do for you."1

.A fcw days later folilid an occupant lu thte
grat east ebamber cf: thre RoxburyT bouse.

Mfrs. Winthrop sat In an easy 'frrlir befare
tihe op2u window iuhaling thre ,;. rance of
the blossoming boueyeucle thni ia dded Vu
lier througlî the casernent. Tli,! iuarning
sunlight fell across lier briglit liais aud
peaceful face. Dot huug over lier sitoulder
and Vhrew daisies in ber lap.

Dowu by tlie garden fence stood i-
Roxbury, talking witit ber uciglibor, Mmt
Laite. Mr.Winthirop, srnlled frout lier
wiudow, aud there ca-me au ans,%ering surle
front thre depths of thre purple calice suit-
bonnet

"Sa youre really goiug Vo keep titern?
sald 3irs. Lane.

'Tesq, l've adopted tiren botb,"I replied
M1iss Roxbury, a~ aTe Deumu i hervoice,
"and I've sent for bial! a dozen little gi.rs
te stay ntil cold w~eather cornes."1

"IWell, 1V does beat alI', said Mmix. Laite,
w1ping lier eyes ou thre corner of ber check-
ed gingitau z1pron. "I1 s'pose I needn't axsl
yoeu noir, IReliauce, '%liat Yeu tb.ink of thca
Fresit-Air Fuud?"'


