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Miss Roxbury rose at once, glad
of another channel for her thoughts,
but amid her m:?hi and meas-
uring, and earefuyl calenlations of
pints and pounds, the strange im-
presaion did not leave her mind.
After the rich erimson had
been poured into the row ml:ning
tumblers on the table, she returned
to her chintz-covered rocker and

§ | took up the Bible to read her daily

chapter. Opening it at random,
her %yu fell ubon these words:

T ‘hen shall He answer them, say-
ing, inasmuch as ye did it not unto
one of the least of these—"

Miss Roxbury read no further on
that page, but hurriedly turned back
to ronf:. which, she felt, was
perfeetly ground. But, mingled
with the tables,
she saw other wonl$ hetween the
lines, so that the Israelitish records
read thus:

“The son of Eikanah, the son of
Joel, the son of Azariah. (‘Ye did
it not.")

“The son of Tahath, the son of
Ansir, the son of Ebiasaph, the son
of Korah. (‘Ye did it not.)
Finally, the whole page 1esolved
itsell in%o these four monosyllables.
Bhe closed the Bible and put it
in its accustomed place on the table,
bounded on the north by the lamp,
on the south by th2 mateh-box, on
the east by Bunyan's Pilgrim's Pro-
gress, and on the west by a bunch
of worsted roses under a glass case.
She was restless, miserable, tor-
mented. She endeavored to read
the “ Life of Napoleon Bonaparte,”
but even the thrilling atory of the
Russian campaign was lazking in
interest, compared with hier own in-
ward eonflict between duty and the
cold selfishness of a lifetime.

She did not enjoy her dinner, al-
though the butter beans were from
her garden, and the black raspber-
ries were the firat of the season.
She could not take her accus-
tomed afternoon nap, and for the
first time in years the Daily Tribune
lay unopened. She even put it ont
of sight in her china closet. A
wonderful new design in patchwork
known as the Rocky Mountain pat-
tern, could not fasten her attention.
She ordered the horse and rock-
away and drove four miles after
wild cheiry bark, for which she had
no need, as her garret was already
a great herbarium.

At last the dreary day came to a
close, but was succeeded by an
equally uncomfortable night. Amid
frequent tossing and waking, Miss
Roxbury dreamed of thin little
hands stretched out to her in pite-
ous appeal, and of a sad, wonderful
voice that said withinfinite reproach:
“ Ye did it not.”

The Rev. Joseph Alder was sur-
prised soon after breakfast the next
morning by the appearance of Miss
Reliunce Roxbury in the parsonage
porch. She brought a ket of
raspberries, and said:

“1 won't come in this time, thank
you. I just wanted tosay I'll take
one—one of those children.” 9
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“ Mamnma, 18 it mornin 7"

“No, Dot ; go to aleep.”

The child turned restlessly on
the miserable straw pallet in the
corner of the small, hot room. It
was after. midnight, and in summer,
but there was a fire in the stove,
for the woman was ironing by the
light of a glimmering tallow candle.
There was no breeze, but in at
the one window came stifling, poi-
sonous odors.

Pale and faint, the mother bent
over her work, and smoothed the
dark ealico dress as carefully as if
it were the finest muslin and lace.
She had worked from early dawn
until dark at her daily task, but-
ton-holes at four ofnts a dozen. A
cup of tea and a crust of bread ha«d
been hersustenance. For Dot there
was & bun and an orange.

The dress was finished and hung
on the only chair in the room wit!
other small articles : a hat of coarse
white straw, with a blee ribben
twisted around it, & pair of bright
stockings, a tiny handkerchief with
a bit of color in the border. All
were pitifully che_ar in texture, but
dear in mieut toil and loving sac-
rifice. t was going to the coun-
try for two long weeks, and the
mother ecould cover the expense of
the meagre outfit by extra depriva-
tion during the child’s absence.
She turned toward the pallet. Dot's
violet eyes had opened. Her golden
curls were tangled by the tossing
of the little head on the pillow.
Her thin, pinched features were
flushed with feverish excitement.

“ Mamma, is it morning ?”

“ No, darling.”

The woman blew out the light
and threw herself on the pallet.
The tiny fingers ecrept eagerly into

her palm.

g mllml. tell me more about it,”
pleaded Dot.
“ Darling, it is years and years
since MAMMS SaW country, but
it was just as I have told you.
Wide, ¢lean streets, with big trees,
blue sky and flowers.”
“ Oh, obh,” nu;l-uml Dot. "gou

v ve me one pitty

et gty ¢ gl
the stweet once—a "ittle w'ite fow'r.

A lady dropped it"

“Yes dear, you'll have all the

flowers you want. Don't talk any
more to-night.”

The sky was already white with
the dawn. The mother did not
sleep. As the light of another day
of misery crept into the room, she
raised hersell on one elbow and
looked at her child, restrain-
ing an impulse o snatch it to her
heart ; then woftly rose, and after
bathing her face und hands and
kneeling in prayer for endurance,
took her work and sat dewn by
the narrow window. A few hours
later she stood amid the bustle of
the Grand Central depot, with Dot
clinging to her dress, A crowd of
'ﬁ:ﬂn‘, expectant children were
being ma

train.

“ Come, said the kind gentleman
in charge, to Dot.

Dot kissed Ler mother “ good-by,"
and laughad even while the tears
ran down her face, as she entered
the ranks of the odd procession.

“Oh, sir,” said the mother, as
she turned away, “ take good care
of the baby. *I've nothing clse
in the world.”
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There was an unusual stir in the
village of Lynford. The railway
station was thronged with people,
and surrounded with people await-
ing the afternoon train, _

The Rev. Joseph Alder and the
ministers of sister churches con-
versed together on the platform.

* A glorions charity!” said the
Baptist minister, raising his hat to
wipe the perspiration from his brow,

“ I expeet that these poor child-
ren will be a great blessing to our
people,” said the Methodist minister,
“in broadening the sympathies and
warming the hearts of those who
have been oblivious to all interests
save their own.”

“Yes," replied the Rev. Mr. Al-
der,“ I have a practieal illustration
of that, not a stone's throw from
where we are standing.”

The practical illustration con-
sisted of the Roxbury rockaway
drawn up amid the other convey-
ances, with Miss Reliance on tfle
back seat in a state of mind in
which newly-fledged philanthropy
struggled with a terror of raga-
muflins. She had eome to the con-
clusion that her visit at the par-
sonage had been made during an
attack of mental aberration; but
the word of a Roxbury was as im-
movable as the historic granite on
which Zephaniah Roxbury stepped
from the Mayflower in 1620, and
the last representative of the race
wonld not falter now, although
seized with dire apprehension when-
ever her eyes rested on the verbena
beil.

It was with a grim determination
to brave the worst that she awaited
the train that afternoon, but when
the locomotive appeared on the
bridge below the village, the thought
of the dreadful boy who was com-
ing to invade her peaceful domain
nearly overcame her, and her im-
pulse was to order the hired man
to drive home as quickly as possi-
ble. She could appreciate the emo-
tions of a Rome dame at the ap-
proach of the Vandals.

As the train stopped at tho sta-
tion the people crowded forward to
welcome their guests. Miss Rex-
bury peered anxiously from the
rockaway. It was not a very ap-
palling sight. A group of pal‘:a lit-
tle children, tired, dusty, and be-
wildered. Many eyes overflowed
as the train moved on and left their
wistful faces, pinched by want and
misfortune, in the hande of the
kindly villagers.

# l*fere, Miss Roxbury, is a wee
lamb for you,” said Mr, Alder.

Miss Roxbury had not observed
his approach in the crowd, and gave
a start of surprise as he stood be-
fore her. As she looked, there was
a curious sensation under the left
side of her crape shawl, and her
cold gray eyes grew misty.

The “ dreadful boy " had changed
into a tiny girl of six years, as frail
as a snowdrop, whose coarse attire
could not mar the loveliness of the
dark violet eyes and hair of tangled
sunbeams. The little ecreature
stretched out her arms to Miss Rox-
bury, who reached forward and took
her into the rockaway, the ancient
springs of which creaked with as-
tonishment.

“ What is yeur name 7" said Miss
Roxbury, feeling strangely awk-
ward as they drove alon.F.

“Dot,” said the child. * You|
hasn't kissed me yet, has you?” |

Miss Roxbury bent and kissed |
the child. The rockaway creaked
louder than before. The touch of
the child's mouth thrilled through
the iron nerves of the woman with |

a sensation inexpressibly delightful.

Miss Roxbury had imagined her
life to be a happy one. She now |
discovered that she had mistaken |
selfish isolation for happiness. She |
was beginning to be mpy for the '
first time in fifty yeams. Dot was|
too tired to be very talkative, but |
she leaned against Miss Roxbury
with a ]?okh:! i
content in e

“In 1 %
asked, as

e
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the Roxbury gate, and she surveyed

the old stone house with woodbine |

clambering over its gray walls,

“ Yes, child."

Dot's face grew luminbus, A
bath, & bountiful supper of bread
m‘:'.l.-k "}dr:l"l:l w?f' t, but

until ¢
with bsdtf':‘;n came the lunging for
her mother, L

“I wants my mamma—my OWR

mamma,” she said.

Then Miss Roxbury gave full vent

to the instinet that can never be

utterly destroyed in a woman, Tak-|

ing the chiid in her lap, she caressed
the white face and sunny curls -in
a restful, scothing way, and talked
so cheerfully that the shadows fell

inte line to take mﬂ?mn& -1 god
iss Roxbury had not only be- |

n to be happg; she had T to
E‘\I'n. With the eoming this
sweet child, heaven was ¢ i
the dull prose of her exixte:?nnt‘o
celestial rythm. Her cold, loveless
nature in the presence of this tiny
girl was already becoming Christlike
in its tender ministry.

Dot offered her evening prayer
and was put in Miss Roxbury's own
stately bed.

“ Good - night, dear,” said Miss
Ruxbary with a kiss.

“ Dood-night,” said Dot, burying
her face in the great bunch of white
roses she had brought to bed with
her. “I feel zif I'd died and gone
to heaven,”

Miss Roxbury passed a wakeful
night, but not a restless one.. Her
mind was filled with plans, and
then it was such a pleasure to lie
and listen to the soft breathing at
her side, and occasionally to touch
the little hand on the counterpane,
still holding the treasured roses.

The next day Dot nearly ran wild
with delight. She reveled among
the daisies in the deep soft gass,
and it was pitiful to see how small
an object could charm her hungry
mind. God’s commonest gifts were
unknown to her in their bo'nty
and purity. Sunshine. sweet air,
flowers and bird songs, were enough
to make her happy, and when s%m
found the brook that danced across
the meadow her delight was un-
bounded. After a day or two Miss
Roxbury took the morning train
down to Bradleyville to do some
shopping. She was gone until
night, and all the way home she
thought of the glad voice that
would welecome her, and her "face
grew so radiant with the joy in her
soul that when she alighted, laden
with parcels, at Lynford Station,
old Deacon Bennett failed to recog-
nize her until she had passed him,

“Wall, I declare,” he said, “ Re-
liance looks as if he had diskivered
agold mine.” Miss Roxbury reached
home and soon had the “ gold mine"
in her arms.

After tea the parcels had to be
opened. There were paper patterns,
rolls of muslin, embroidery and
blue flannel, a pair of child's slip-
pers, dainty hose, bright ribbons
and a large doll.

“ Oh, oh, oh,” was all Dot eould
say, but her tone expressed more
than the most extensive volume on
philanthrophy that was ever wnt-
ten. The village dressmaker was
installed in the house for s week.
The Rocky Mountain patchwork
was consigned to the seclusion of the
spare-room closet, and Miss Rox-
bury developed a taste in Mother
Hubbard dresses and ruflled aprons
that was truly marvelous.

In the meantime she wrote a let-
ter to Dot's mother; to whicli Dot
added a picture of the cat, which,
although not absolutely true to na-
ture, resembled in fact the plan for
a house. There came no reply to
this letter.

Dot’s cheeks were getting rosy,
and her steps buoyaut.

“If it wasn't for my mamma,”
she said, “ I wouldn't want to go
back forever'n ever.”

When Mr. Knox, the gentleman
in charge of the Ert.y. called to see
that Dot would ready to return
at the appointed time, Miss Rox-
bury exclaimed almost fiercely:

“T can't let her go. I her.
Why may I not keep her?”

"{ do not believe her mother
would part with her,” said Mr.Knox.

Miss Roxbury was silent for a
few moments, and looked out on
the lawn where Dot was swinging
in the hammock with the doll and
cat.

It will be a dull house without
the child,” she said, but I will bring
her to the station.”
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When the morning of Dot's de-

rture came, Miss Roxbury arrayed
erself in her second-best black
silk, put a few articles in a satchel,
filled a small basket with fresh

| new biscuit, s pst of butter, and &

bottle of currant wine, and said to
Hannah:

“] may be gone two or three
days. Have the east chamber thor-
oughly dusted before I back
- l-f‘i'uni wAti‘dh .dm't forget to
down to Mm. er,
see if those canned strawberries

in' to stay here 7" she
nohugmppd utgtnhu coop, and keep & newspaper

o!pul'-
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either. Mr. Alder, I hope

fcﬁive me for the empty house

had all these years.”

beatty he neplied, T amm gad
eart,” ied, “Iam .

are going :ilt’h the child.” T

t afternoon Miss Rexbury and

Dot, attended by Mr. Knox, wended

their way through s dark alley

one of the most squalid districts of

New York city, and climbed flight

after flight of rickety stairs in a

rear tenement.

The heat, the filth, the acenes of
misery, were indescribable, Miss
Roxbury felt as if she were on the
confines of the bottomless pit.

Dot darted down a long _
and disappeared in & room
The friends followed, and beheld
her clasped tial;tly in the arms of
a wan figure t lay on a pallet.
The wmg:n had fainted.

“ Mamma, mamma, look st me!"
pleaded Dot, beginning to ery. °

There was no water in the room,
and Mr. Knox took a eracked Eu:her
from the shelf and went with Dot
in search of some. Miss Roxbury
knelt beside the woman, who was
only about thirty years of age, and
had been very attractive as & young

irl. There was a gleam of gold on

er left hand. Her hair was sunn
like Dot's, and her features deli-
cately sha The letter that Miss
Roxbury had written lay erumpled
and tear-stained on the pillow.,

While Miss Roxbury gazed the
whnian opened her eves. The
were beautiful eyes, but sad wi
want and a struggle against despair.
She tried to sit up, and moaned :

“ My baby—please give me my
baby "

Just then Dot returned and ecar-
ried the pitcher to her mother, who
drank long and eagerly, then, hold-
ing out har arms to Dot, said feebly
to Miss Roxbury :

“ Oh, madam, will you take care
of my little girl? I think I am
going to die.”

“You are not going to die—not
a bit of it," sai iss Roxbury,
pouring out sowe wine into s tea-
cup, but I'll take care of you both.
There, drink this, and you will feel
better rightaway. How since
you've had anything to eat 7

“Day bdorotyutnh;.' waa_the
faint reply. . “I had to stop work
four days ago.” .

“ Now, Mr. K::;." said Miss Rox-
bury, slipping purse
band, 'jm _lt:s into the
grocery and some
wood, and tes and sugar.

a nice egg for this
we'll see about

“ Trouble | " said
“I'm all alone in the
I've a house with tmz
in it, and plwg to

what I've been ‘I;.Hl1‘

years, I can’t
inthrop; and

3
JE il

erusty, eold,
Mrm

£

i

already.

Miss Roxbary rolled
sleeves, put an & over
skirt, and while Mr. Knox
fire and t water lo
bathed Mrs. '
brushed out her hair.

“ Thank God ! why,I'm :
ready,” said Mrs. Winthrop with
rare smile.
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and chilblains on their heels in order
to grow up to be real men. The
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future of the United States;
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