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agent—he says—he says he’ll turn us out of doors to-
morrow unless I pay the rent, and 1 haven't any money
—and it's cold—and it's snowing dreadfully.  Oh,
what can I do,—what ¢can 1 do?’ :

Mrs. Blair patted her gently on the knee.

‘Don’t ery! You must not ery like that.  Of
course you can not pay. I am sure my husband
wouldn’t think of taking money from any one who isn't
well off,” she said kindly. She had but vague imprac-
tical ideas of business matters. _

‘I wouldn’t mind muech for myseif,” Mrs. Busch
went pn, cheered, though she was not convinced that
Mr. Blair would view the case in exactly the same light
as did his wife. ‘I wouldn't mind for myself, but
it would kill Alice to be turned out into this weather.
It’s very cold,~—you've no idea! If it was only me
I'd manage somehew—anyhow.  Maybe you've got a
little girl or boy of your own; then you kuow just how
it is.”

Rather sadly Mrs. Blair shook her head.

“But I’ll tell my husband all about it.  It's an
outrage!  Such an agent! So cruel and unreason-
ahle !’ Then her eyes, wandering about the room,
rested on the fowers, and aun idea cccurved to lher, ©1
am going to send these voses to your Httle Alice,~—that’s
her nrame, is it not?’

‘ Yes—Alice, And vou're—vou're very kind,
ma'am ; but they'd freeze before Idl get them home.
I have about six miles to walk, and I.—°

“Oh, ves, they would freeze. T had not thought
of that,” Mrs. Blair agreed.  Bhe felt sympathetic and
longed to help, but had no idea what to do.  * F—that
is, you can live in the Century Building just as leng
as vou like without paving any rent. T am sure it
won't matter at all.  We couldn’t think of taking yvour
little bit of money,” she said, after a pause,

Mrs. Buscel's pride was almuost dead: vears of
poverty and strugule Lhad done their worst by it; but a
faint spark eof it tared up at this

‘T'm net asking any charity.  T've always paid
my way, as my father and mother did belvre me. and
I intend to kecp omn. Pinoouly asking fime. T
pay all T owe when T can work regular again,  Ti's
only on account of Alice that L—l—oh, if vou could
only understand low i1, She's so cold these davs,
and I can’t hielp it, and I can’t get hall coough for
her to eat.  We try o pretend we're not logry, bt
ity hard, and she’s so little and sickly.”

Mrs. Blair stared at her, amazed.

* You're not hungry’ she gasped.  * Hwngry!t 1've
heard Father Daly say that many peeple are, but 1
didn’t know he really meant it, or else I didn’t guite
understand. You must not be hungry.”  Then, as
Mrs. Busch suddenly vemembered the lateness of the
hour and rose to go, she added: * No, no! You must
nat leave just vet!’

She rang the bell, and inld the maid who came
to get whatever food she could find in the pautry anl
ice chiest and give it Lo A, Busch: then, practical for
once, she corrected herseli.

“But no: it would be better {o order nne of the
machines and load the things iute it

While they waited Mrs, Blaiv plied Mrs. Busch
witlh questinnsl kindly meant: avd, although  their
hlunb tactlesspess sowetimes made the poor woman
wince, she was teo graleful sot to answer fhem all
readily aud fully. .

“Tt's very stranee the way vou Hive. T have heard
of such thix;g‘s hut had never believad they veally
existed,” Mrs. Blair slowly said at last, and wounld have
added more in the =ame strain if the antomaobile had not
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When, with some diffiendty, Mrs. Busch had been
crowded into if, among packages of snch food as she had
never tasted, Mrs. Blaiv gave her the tips of her be-
jewelled fingers, saying: _

‘Now, don’t worry about the rent. 1 will toll
Mr. Blair ail about it when he reaches howe. Tl
tell him everylhing you said. Tle will be so interested v

Only a few minutes later, Mrs. Blair, wandering
aimlessly through the rooms, in a fever of 1‘mpz§-tlencc
for ker husbard’s coming, heard his Tow voice in the

reception hall, and, running t¢ him, kissed him far more
effusively than usual. .

‘Oh, I have something to tell you!’ she began
eagerly.’ ‘A poor woman was here,—s0 poor] You have
no idea how poor people can be! She has two rooms
in the Century Building and she can’t pay her rent,
but I told her you wouldn’t mind. 1 knew you
wouldn’t.  Mr. Coale, that agent of yours, has been
horrid, and he—'

‘My! my! Julia! Can’t you let a man get rid
of his coat before you pounce npon him?’ her hushand
inlerrupted somewhat irritably. ‘I haven’t the faintest
idea what you are talking about.’

He gave his hat and coat to the man and went
slowly toward the library. Mrs. Blair followed, ex-
plaining further:

*The woman was here only a little while ago.
Such a sad-looking woman, and very thin and white |
If yon had come a few minutes earlier, you could have
seen her,  But I promised her that I would tell you
all about it as scon as you reached home. It's te-
morrow she is to be turned out, if she does not pay;
and she can’t, you know; she has no money. For
months she has had nothing to de, except some laundry
work.  Did wown know that there actually are people
herc in this city as poor as that?

Mr. Blair had dropped into a big chair and was
teaning back, with his eyes closed. He looked weary
anel harassed, but his wife was thinking only of Mrs.
Busch.

“You're listening, aren't you, John?' she asked,
checking her torrent of incolierent explanation. ¢ You
understand, don’t you? You will tell Mr. Coale the
first thing in the morning, won't you?

Mr. PBlair made no reply; and his wife, looking
at him for the first time, asked after a puzzled silence:

‘You are not {ired, are vou, John?’

“Yes, very tired, mind and body. T have had
a long, hard, anxious day.” Ile opened his eyes, and,
leaning forwarvd, began to explain a little, forgetting
for the moment how useless he had long ago learned it
to be.  * These are anxious times in {he business world.
The whole country is in the grip of a money panic,
You see, dJulia, 1t~

Mrs. Blate plavfolly gt Lier finger to her ears.

*No, no o Joh! I won't listen! 1 wouldn'f
wnderstand, 1 den’t carve about money,  What's the
use of hothering about it?

“No use at all? her husband snapped; and, open-
ing the evening paper withoul another word, he hid
pimselt hehind 1t.

Mrs. Blair knew well that he did not iike to he
disturbed when he was reading. He was apt to be
i1 she talked to him thew; but this was an
exceptional and urgent case, she argued, and he would
be inierested, i1 enly he could be made to listen. Ile
could net help it.  Besides, he must act sarly the fol-
lowing mornug, or it would be too late.

‘It was nice of Mrs. Busch—that is the poor
woman's nane, -t was nice of her to come to us for
help, wasn’t 1it?  She doesn’t blame the agent, and she
dnesn’t want eharity. She said so. She seemed
almost anury for a minute, because she thought T
imagined that she did.  You will speak to Mr. Coale
about her to-morrow morning, won’t you ¥’

No answer fromm My, Blair,—no evidence that he
Lieard.

‘Tt will be too late to-morrow afternoon,” she
tried agaiu, alter what she decined a long silence.  ‘She
has a littie girl whe is always 1ll. It must e awful
to he ill all the time., don’t you think so? Do you

forosy

B S T e
fluenza, and how anxious to get well in a hurry?
Suppose you wers il all the time!  And Alice Busch
is only a little mite, five vears old. I think her mother
said she is five, but perhaps it was six she said.’

There was another silence, broken only by the
ticking of ihe clock and the rustle of Mr. Blair's paper,
before his wife ventured again:

¢ T told her you do not want rent from people unless
it is easy for them to pay.’

wera when wou had in-
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