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PUBLISHERS' NOTE 

YJ'his little story, by eM iss_ eMarshali ~aunders, . 

author of "li3eautiful @oe," appeared some years 

aBo in 8nsland, In the interests of a bene\,?o-

lent institution. It has seemed worthy of a 

Wider publication, and hen:e it is brousht out 

in its present dress. YJ'he infantile ~yace and 

9uaint Ways of the little chiid; her innuence In 

shapins a somewhat warped life, with all its 

incidental lessons, and the final happy endins of 

it all, will si\,?e the little story, We are sure, a 

wide audience and a cordial reception. 
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®~ 8 e\,7enins, eM rs. 
the tired, careWorn Woman who 

presided o\,7er our boardins house, 1-

slanced doWn the well-spread table, and 111-

fOlomed us that the ne)(t day We Were to 

ha\,7e a neW boarder-a eM I'. Robertson, 

a younS bank clerk who had lately come 

from 8nsland to our prosperous G'al1adian 

toWn. 

knew the lad by reputation, and the ne)(t 

morl1ins when he sauntered into the dinins room, 

I looked at h'lm carefully. f,oor boy, his eye 

Was hea\,7y, and his step lansuid. 

9 

In his foolish 
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endea\1ors to "see life," he Was fast losin8 the 

purity of heart and mind with which he had guitted 

his far-away home, and it Was makin8 its mark 

upon him in a Way not to be mistaken. 

jie sat opposite me, and I could see that 

he Was makin8 a mere pretence of takin8 his 

brea kfast. 

~resently, there Was a remark from ~ rs. 

~rummond' s end of the table. The child Was 

speakin8-the child par ex:cellence, for there Was 

not Oilother one in the house. ~he Was a curio 

ous little c~eature-willful, disdainful, ne81ected by 

her mother, and suspicious of all oth<:T mortals. 

~ettin8 she despised, and in\1ariably showed symp

toms of displeasure if disturbed in her fa\1orite 

occupation of playin8 with an u8ly, yellow cat in 

dark corners of the house. £ut the stran8est 
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thins of all Was her 9uietness. gshe ne'ler 

rom ped like other children, ne'ler prattled; indeed, 

she rarely spoke at all, so We \jIJer~ all attention 

as she pointed to younS Robertson with her 

spoon, and said in a clear, babyish 'loice, "~at' s 

a berry flne-lookin' boy, mamma." 

8'lerybody smiled, for the boy Jl1 9uestion, 

thouSh manly and stalwart in appearance, had a 

decidedly plain face. j-/e blushed a little, and 

bent o'ler his plate. ~rs. IDrummond took her 

hand from the coffee-urn Ions enoush to lay it 

on IDaisy's head: "Jiush, child, you must not 

talk at the table." 

"Wemo'le dat hand," said the child, in a 

displeased tone. Yfhen rappins on the table with 

her spoon, to call Robertson's attention, she asked, 

"~oy, what's your name?" 
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"Roland Robertson," he replied, with an em· 

barrassed lauSh. 

®aisy, intensely interested, and altosether reo 

sardless of the boarders' amused slances, said in 

a stase whisper, whIle she solemnly wassed her 

curly head, "Woland Wobertson, I 10\1e you." 

fhen scramblins out of her hish-chai," she ran 

down the Ions room, al1d peremptorily demanded 

a seat on his knee. 

j-le started, looked annoyed, then sheepish, 

and finally took her up. It did not suit his 

b·nSlish reser'ie to be made the cynosure of all 

eyes. ~aisy sedately arransed her nounces, 

'then watched him playins with his food. "IDon't 

you like fwicasseed chicken?" she asked, sently. 

"'Yes," he said; "but I am not hunsry." 

"g)ome mornin's I eat nuffln too," she said, 
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In a relie'Jed Way, "more partickler when 1 ha'Je 

a slass of milk in de niSht. Woland," tenderly 

pattins the hand around her waist, "did you ha'Je 

a dWink in de nisht?" 

Robertson's face became scarlet. gshe 'Jiewed 

him With the utmost solicitude. fhen turnins to 

a lady nex:t her, who had finished her breakfast, 

and Was indolently fannins herself, "IDilJe me dat 

fan, de poor darlin' is hot" 

20th on that occasion and many subse9uent 

ones, IDaisy amused us by the epithets she be

stowed upon her fa'Jorite. We found that she 

had not been an inattentilJe obser'Jer of the many 

ma rried cou pies that had sojourned at 

IDrummond's. 

Robertson Was fanned for selJeral 

minutes--IDaisy strlkins his face, 
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with an extra now and then for his nose, In her 

awkward zeal, until I wondered at his patience. 

~uddenly, he pushed back his chair, said he had 

finished his breakfast and that she had better get 

down. 'Phis ga'l1e rise to a stroke of childish 

policy. ~he ordered the table-maid to bring her 

hitherto neglected plate of porridge, and putting 

the spoon in Robertson's hand insisted upon his 

feeding her. ~e complied with a pretty good 

grace. IDaisy kept up an unbroken scrutiny of 

his face, and presently dodging a spoonful of milk, 

laid a pink forefinger on his upper lip. 'Phere 

was just the faintest suspicion of a moustache 

there. "I fordet what you call dis," she said, 

" " moss-moss-

"U h" eJVloustac e, he replied, abruptly bringing 

the porridge feeding performance to a close, and 
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puttinS her on her tiny feet. i0he ran out of 

the room after him, pullins the napkin from her 

neck as she Went. When I reached the hall, 

Robertson Was takins doWn his hat from the rack, 

IDaisy in close attendance. i0he Was just prefac

ins a remctrk with, "Woland, 10\1e," when ~rs.· 
IDrummond came out of the dinins room. "IDaisy," 

she said, pee\1ishly, "you must say ~ r. Robertson." 

"~ow berry cross you are dis mornin'," Eaid 

the child, throvv'inS a slance at her o\1er her 

, shoulder; then tUl'l1inS to Robertson, she Went on 

to ask him Whether he would soon come back to 

see her. 

"eN 0," he replied, his.· ha nd on the door, "I 
lunch in toWn; you Won't see me ti!1 e\1enins." 

T'hechild's face fell, ctnd she turned silently aWay. 

I Went out quickly, and o\1ertook him before he 
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reached the corner of the street. "'f"hat child 

seems to ha\)e taken quite a fancy to you," I said 

quietly; "I ne\)er before knew her to show so much 

interest in anyone." 

"I don't know why she does," he answered 

awkwardly, and with some impatience, "unless it is 

owinS to my ha\)ins spoken to her the other day. 

\f}hen I went to ensase my room, she was sittins 

in a corner alone, and I sa\)e her a picture I 
happened to ha\)e in my pocket." jie stopped 

suddenly. jie did not tell me then, nor did I 
find Ollt until Ions afterward, that the little, lonely 

child had reminded him of a dead sister of his, 

and that when he sa\)e her the picture, he sa\)e 

her a kiss with it. 

I made some trite remark about the softenins 

and sood innuences a child can throw around 
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one-I did not Intend to hint at all that he Was 

in need of such innuences; but so suspicious Was 

he in his dawn ins manhood, that he resented my 

remark, and relapsed into profound silence. A. 
minute later, he left me, under the pretence of 

takins a short cut to the bank. 

I did not see him asain until e\1enins. 

entered the dinins room on the first stroke of the 

dinner bell. eM rs. IDrummond had just preceded 

me. I could not help smilins at her dIsmayed 

face. IDaisy, with e)(cited, ner\1ous mO\1ements, 

Was drassins her hish-chair' from the head of the 

table, to a place near Robertson's. 

II rrhat younS man has beWitched the child," 

she said fretfully. II ~he slapped me just noW, 

because I would not let her put on her best dress 

f h' " ,or 1m. 
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While she Was speakins Robertson entered the 

room. jie Was in better spirits than in the 

mornms. When his eye fell on IDaisy, sittins 

nushed With 'Victory beside his plate, he smiled and 

pinched her cheek as he sat doWn. IDurins the 

prosress of the meal he showed a certain amount 

of attention to the scrap of humanity at his side; 

and she, with no eyes for the other people at 

the table, hunS on his looks, and with a more 

practical interest in his welfare, watched e'Jery 

morsel of food that Went into his mouth. @nce 

she said impatiently to me, "'You wed-haired man, 

you-don't you see dat Woland wants some 'Jese-

tables? ~ass some 9uick." 

IDinner o'Ver, all scattered about the house. 

IDaisy ne'Jer retired earlier than any other per

son, so I watched her curiously to see what she 
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would do. Robertson had sone to his room. 

With a disappointed air she seated herself on "the 

loWest step of the staircase. ~ome younS men 

standins about the hall tried to tease her. 

"&3aby dear," said one of them mischieIJously, 

" I'm afraid you're soi ns to be a nirt." 

"What's dat?" she said, holdins out inIJitins 

arms to the yellow cat that Was sneakins about 

my boots. 

,,~ nirt IS an animal with eyes all oIJer its 

head, and an enormous mouth, and it soes about 

the world eatins men," e)(plained another. 

~oor IDaisy-she Was yet at the stase of 

belielJins eIJel"ythinS she heard. 

her white shoulders, as she said, "IDrejful!" and 

hussed her dinSY cat a little closer. ~resently 

they all laushed. 0he had thrown the cat to 
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the noor, and sprung to her feet. Robertson 

Was coming downstairs, -Very carefully dressed, a 

lisht o-vercoat thrown o-ver his arm. 8-vidently, 

it Was his intention to spend the e-vening with 

some of his friends. 

IDaisy inquired wistfully v\?hether he Was gOing 

out, and on his replying in the affirmatille, she 

asked Whether it Was "work" that Was ta king 

him-that term signifying to her something that 

could not be neglected. 

"eNo, IDaisy," he said, trying to e3cape her 

detaining hands, "I am goinS to see a play." 

"Woland," she said beseechingly, "Won't you 

stay an' play wid me an' ~ompey?" pointing toward 

the yellow cat, that Was glaring at him from under 

a hall chair. 

It Was not a -Very inlliting prospect. j-Ie 
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laushed, put her aside, sayins, /I ~ome other 

time, little sirl," and Went toward the hall door. 

T'he child watched him, her little breast hea\Jins, 

her hands clenched tiShtly in the folds of her 

dress. jie Was soinS to lea\Je her, the only 

person in the house whom she cared for. 'rhe 

disappointment Was too sreat, /I@h, Woland-I 

fouSht 'you would stay," she said, in a chokins 

\Joice. fhen droppins on the White fur rus at 

her feet, she burst into a perfect passion of tears. 

fhis Was such an unprecedented proceedins 

on the part of the self-contained child, that a 

crowd of an>1ious faces soon surrounded her. 

/I Whate\Jer is the matter with the child?" said 

her mother querulously, as she bent o\Jer the pin k, 

sobbins bundle_ /I ~he hasn't cried since the 

day she fell downstairs, and nearly killed herself." 
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Robertson hurried back at the sound of the 

Wailins 'Joice. "~as she hurt herself?" he asked 

an:Xiously. ~e looked astonished when We e:x

plained the cause of her emotion. "IDon't cry: 

IDaisy," he said, "I will stay with you to-morrov. 

e'Jenins_" 

rphe child's sobs redoubled_' ~e hesitated, 

"I suppose I looked at his watch, then muttered 

would be a brute to leave her like this." 

" IDaisy," I whispered in her curly locks, "he 

IS SOlns to stay with you." -1\ shriek of joy, 

and the child Was on her feet, c1insins to his 

hand with an enthusiasm that made him turn 

aWay with a half-foolish Glr. rphe ne:xt tvVo 

hours were uninterrupted bliss for IDaisy. 20he 

spent them in one of the parlors, Icanins asainst 

Robertson's knee, 100kil1S at photosra phs of the 
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~thenian ~arbles. fhey Were e\]idently (?;i'eek 

to her, but one slance at Robertson would smooth 

out her little, puzzled forehead. 1\t ten o'clock 

her little head drooped and she soon fel! fast 

asleep, so that he carried her' upstairs, her face 

bordered by its curls restins confldinsly on his 

shoulder. V/Jhen he came down, saW him 

slance irresolutely at the clock, as if uncertain 

whether to So out or not. I asked him whether 

he would like to come to my room. I hnd some 

curIOs which I had picked up in my rambles 

about the world which I thou~ht would b~ of 

interest to him. &)ome of them I told him were 

from ~thens, and bore some relation to the )\1ar. 

bles he had been ex:aminins· f1e thanked IT'e 

'Very politely, but \]ery stimy, and said ~hat at. some 

future time he would like to see them. In 
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some WaYI he hardly knew why, he felt -very 

sleepy this e-venins, and would 90 to bed at once. , 
j1e vlent, and thoushts of his little companIon 

went With him as he sunk to a res{ pLlrer and 

sweeter than that which had been his durir'9 the 

weeks precedio3' 
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~~~==--~~ ~ 

~~~ -I....-==--=-
neJ:t day Was gsunday. -As 

in the morn

ing I saW that ID~isy Was in her old place, on 

the lowest step of the staircase. eMy salutation 

she returned with reser~e, but presently I heard 

a gay, "eMornin', dear," and turning around, saW 

that she Was holding up her face to Robertson 

for a kiss. li5efore they entered the dining room, 

she made solicitous inquiries about his night's rest. 

:He laughed shortly. "I ha\)en't slept so well 

for many a night," he said. :Her little face 

brightened, and they went together to the table. 
- 27 
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YJ"he church bells Were rinsins when We finished 

breakfast, and some one laushinsly asked IDaisy 

where she Was soinS to attend ser'Jice. ,,'; ou 

are teasin' me," she said rebukinsly; "you know 

berry seldom So out." 

"IDoes no one take you for walks?" asked 

Robertson. '1'he child shook her head, and said 

that her mamma Was always busy. YJ"he lad 

drew up his stalwart frame, stined some kind of 

an indisnant e)(clamation, and looked pityinSly 

down at the pale, delicate fisure of the child. 

IDaisy Was watchins him attenti'Jely. "Woland;" 

she said in9uirinsly, 1/ ~a'Je you any work diE 

mornin' ?" 

"eNo, IDaisy." 

"YJ"~en can't you di'Je me a walk?" 

~er little hand stole confidinsly in his. ~er 
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tone Was coa)(ins In the e)(treme. fie laushed, 

and said: "~ery well-so ask your mamma." 

In delishted surprise, she scampered to her 

mother's end of the table. II eMamma, may I So 

a-walkin' wid V/}o-Wid eMithter V/}obertson?" 
-

eMrs. IDrummond looked up, hastily ran her eyes· 

o\1er IDaisy's shabby frock, then o'ler Robertson's 

handsome suit of clothes. 

fit to Wear, child." 

"'Y o~ ha'le nothins 

IDaisy's face became the picture of despair. 

IIYJ'he child looks 'lery well as she is," interposed 

Robertson dryly, as he walked toward them, "and 

it is a Warm day; she only Wants a bonnet." 

IDaisy listened in del1sht, then when her mother's 

consent was sained, seized Robertson's flnsers 

and pressed them to her lips. eNot Ions after I 
had taken my seat in church that mornins, a tall 



younS man with 

a chid clinsins to 

him, came walk

ins up the aisle 

to a seat in front 

of me. 'fo my surprIse, saW /4 

~~iJ0 

I, 
f 

~ 
Robertson and ~ais'y. jie, fear'_l'~J 
napped a little durins the sermon. eNot a ~ 
word was lost on ~aisy. ~he sat bolt upriSht, 

her hands clasped in front of her, her eyes r)(ed 

on the clersyman. -At the close of the serlJice, 

we found oursellJes near each other and walked 

horne tosether. -As We passed tbroush the hot, 

sunny streets, Robertson, as if to apolosize for 

beins in church, said, "-After we sot outdoors 

this morn ins, ~aisy insisted upon soms to church, 

to see the clersyman 'wins de bells.''' 

30 
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"'Phe child is almost a heathen," [ answered, 

I n a low \1oice; ,,[ wish her mother would send 

her to ~unday-school." 

IDaisy's sharp ears cau~ht my remark " [s 

dat where little chillens ~o 20unday afternoons, 

wid pretty books under dere arms?" 

" \!i) " I es, 

t ?" 00. 

replied; "wouldn't you like to ~o 

" eM ay [, 'IJ oland?" ea~erly. ,,[ will be 

berry ~ood." 

j"ie Iau~hed, and said that they must ask her 

mamma to ~i\1e the subject her consideration. 

ftor the rest of the day, IDaisy followed 

Robertson about the house li~e a pet do~. 

'Poward e\1enin~, some of his friends came 1l1, 

and he shook hims~1f free from her, and went u? 

to his room with them. -After a time, they all 
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came troopins downstairs. rr"he sound of their 

mel'ry '.1oices ~oated to the room Where I Was 

sittins. li)ut th:y Were all hushed, when a baby

ish '.1oice asked, "-Are you soinS out, Woland?" 

Robertson resorted to artifice to pre'.1ent the 

recurrence of a scene. "IDaisy," he said, "my 

friend here, .Mr. IDanforth "-Iayins his hand on 

the shoulder of the youth nearest him-" is a sreat 

admirer of yellow cats. IDo you suppose that 

~ompey could be persuaded to walk upstairs and 

say 'jiow-do-you-do' to him?" 

"®h yes, dear boy," said the child, trottins 

downstairs to fulfill her fa'.1orite's behest. When 

the sound of her footsteps died aWay, there Was 

subdued laushter, and some one said, "Who is 

that pretty child, Robertson?" rr"hen the door 

bans ed, and there Was silence. 
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v!Jhen I heard ~aisy return ins, I went to the 

door. ~he came hurryins alons, firmly holdin,g 

the disconsolate.lookins, yellow animal under her 

arm. oA blank look ollerspread her face when 

she saW that I Was sole occupant or the hall. 

"v!Jhere IS eMithter v!J obertson?" she inquired 

of me in a disnified Way. 

"~e has sone out," said, as sently as I 
could. " v!J on' t you. come and talk to me for a 

little while?" IDisresardins the latter part of 

my sentence, she said mournfully, "IDo you weally 

fink so?" 

I nodded my head. g)he let the cat slip to 

the noor, with a wrathful "C?iet downstairs, you 

wetched beast," and then Went silently aWay. 

Yfthere Was a little, dal"k corner near a back stair

case, to which she often retreated in times of 
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sreat trouble. 'rhere I think she passed the. 

ne~t hour. cAbout nine 0' clock she appeared and 

from that time until nearly e'lery one in the house 

had sone to bed, she wandered restlessly, but 

quietly, about the parlors and halls. knew 

what she Was waitins for-poor, little, lonely 

creature. gshortly after ele'len, eMrs. IDrummond 

put her head in the room. "Why, IDaisy," fret

fully, "aren't you in bed yet? Go risht up-

stairs." 

'rhe child silently obeyed, refusins, by a dis-

dainful sesture, my offer to carry her. 'rhat 

nisht I could not set to sleep. It seemed as If 

I too Was listenins for a return ins footstep. cAbout 

one 0' clock, there Was a sound on the sta;rcase. 

I sot up, opened my door, and seeins that the 

nisht-lisht Was burnins in the hall, stepped out. 
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Robertson, with his hand on the railino, and 
oJ 

a terribly red face, was comins slowly upstairs. 

&lust as he reached his door, a little, white·robed 

fisure stole into the hall. ~he ran up to him. 

"@h my darlin', darlin' boy," with a curious catch 

ins of her breath, ,,[ fousht you was lost, like de 

li5abes in de Wood." 

jie steadied 'himself asainst the wall, only 

half comprehend ins what she said. fhen he 

muttered thickly, "Go to bed, child." 

"'Vewy well," she murmured obediently, then 

standins on tip.toe, "4<iss me sood.nisht, Woo 

land." 

With abashed eyes and shamed countenance, 

the younS man looked down at the innocent, baby 

face, shinins out of its tansle of curls. jie was 

not fit to kiss her and he knew it. jie turned 
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his hea~ from her, and in tones harsher than he 

really meant said, "@o away, IDaisy." 

fhe child still cluns to him. $he did not 

understand why the caress should be denied her. 

~uddenly his mood chansed. ~e uttered an 

oath, pushed her \liolently from him, and stassered 

into his room. 

fhe child fell, struck her head hea\lily a9ainst 

the noor, then lay quite white a nd still. has

tened toWard her, took her up In my arms, and 

rapped at her mother's door. eMrs. IDrummond 

Was still up, sitting before a table, making entries 

in on account book. ~he started in ner\lous 

surprise, then when I e)(plained matters, looked 

toward the empty crib, and said, "$he must ha\le 

slipped by me when my back Was turned. ~as 
she fainted? ~he sometimes does. don't 
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know why she should be such a delicate child. 

~Iease put her in the crib. 

brandy." 

I will set some 

I slanced uneasily at the child's pale face, then 

quitted the room. 8arly the ne>1t morn ins, eMrs. 

IDrummond knocked at my door. "I wish you 

would come and look at IDaisy," she said queru· 

lously; "she has not slept all niS ht, and noW she 

has fallen into a kind of stupor; I can't set her 

k " to spea to me. 

I hurried to the child's cot, and bendins 01er 

it said, "IDaisy, don't you Want some breakfast?" 

~he neither mo\)ed nor spoke, and after mak· 

ins other ineffectual attempts to rouse her, I said, 

""Phe child is ill-you lTjust call a doctor." 

"~uppose We set eM r. Robertson to speak to 

her," she replied. ""Phis may be only temper." 
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®n SOlOS to his room I shook him Iligorously. 

"Robertson, Robertson, wake up." <After some 

difficulty, I roused him. j-le shuffled off the bed 

as I told him my errand, and in a moment We 

Were beside the sick child. 

"g)peak to her," said eMrs. IDrummond 1m· 

patiently; "she is ill." 

j-le brushed his hand oller his face, and lean. 

inS oller hel' said, "IDaisy, Won't you speak to 

?" me. 

<At the sound of his Iloice, the child opened 

her eyes, and looked up at him dreamily. fhen 

In a low Iloice, she repeated the terrible oath he 

had uttered a few hours before. I t sounded 

unspeakably dreadful comins from her childish lips. 

"~ut on your coat," I said, "and So for a 

doctor; the child's mind is wanderins." 
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YJ1jioAf Was the besinnins of troublous times. 

~or that day, and many subsequent days, 

the ansel of death hollered oller the child. oA 
feller had seized "Upon her, and her little body be

came wasted and spent till she Was but a shadow 

of her former self In her delirium, Robertson's 

name Was constantly on her lips. jie, poor 

felloW, could do nothins. ~rom the first day a 

nurse Was installed ill the sick-room, and no one 

Was allowed to enter. 

It Was on that day that I met, on my Way 

to my office, one of Robertson's superiors in the 

bank. "~y the way," he said, "one of our 

clerks boards where you do-Roland Robertson, 

his name is. IDo you know any thins about 
41 
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him ? ~an you tell me anythin~ In re~arJ to 

his habits '?" 

"~ery little," I said hesitatinsly. I knew 

that the man before me Was a model of all \1irtues, 

and had \1ery little patience With youthful follies. 

jie spoke a few words in a disparasin~ Way, 

and I knew that Robe,'tson's careless habits Were 

drawins suspicion upon him, and endanserins the 

remarkably sood position he held. fhe thousht 

noshed into my mind, that perhaps it would be 

as well for little IDaisy to die. fhe shock of 

ha\1ins been the indirect means of her death 

would sober the lad her little lonely heart had 

cluns to, and make a man of him for life. C?iod 

Was soinS to take her from us. I pitied Robert. 

son from the bottom of my heart. ~e Was 

soinS about the house With a set face which as· 
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sured me that he had not the slishtest hope of 

the child's reco'.1ery. jie ne'Ver spoke to any 

one, and after the bank closed, came home and 

shut himelf up in his room. jiow he passed 

the time no one knew. @ne nisht, [ heard 

eMrs. IDrummond come to his door, knock sentiy, 

and ask whether he would li~e to come and say 

Sood-bye to IDaisy. "rhe doctor had said that she 

would probably :lot li'.1e throush the niSht, alld the 

nUI'se thouS ht that noW she Was ha'.1ins the lucid 

inter'.1al which sometimes comes before death-and 

she wanted to see him. [stole 9uietly out of 

my room, Robertson stood in the hall, his hand 

on the door-handle, an ex:pression of terrible an

suish on his face. ~uddenly he composed his 

features, and went toward the child's room. 

paused on the threshold. room Was 



J dimly Iishted 

''(;:-" Jt~nd as 9uiet as 
'"'~' 

~, ) the sra\1e. ~etween the win-
\ \ 

'-, ~~' )' dows, on her mother's 
~, {4 /17 

(., ~ -.,. / yJ I b d h '<:::( 1:.7/-1 arse e, t e 

child ~y~ ,~ a little, frail, white 

h ~'l k d hi I S ost,.7 s in eat y pa e, 
((/ 

and drawn \1ery tiShtly o\1er her 

bones, hen ~ealJtiful, dark eyes 

filled lansuidly on Robertson. 

:He stood at the foot of the bed, 

his hands clasped around the iron 

bars with a kind of stony com

posure on his face. 

~aisy sa\1e him 
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smile. jier affection for him Was as strons 

as e'Ver. ''Phe fe-Jer had not burnt it up, nor 

Was it killed by the pains that racked her tender 

body. ~resently, she murmured a re9uest that 

he would come beside her. ~he nurse made 

room fOI' him by the pillow. jie knelt down, 

clenchin~ one hand in the white counterpane with 

a 'Vice-like ~rasp, and holdin~ ~ently in the other 

the wasted fin~ers that IDaisy stole feebly toward 

him. 

"Woland, dear boy," she murmured, in a 

scarcely audible 'Voice, "1''Ve been berry ill." 

jiis forehead contracted a little. <I 'Yes, 

know," and his 'Voice Was 'Very soft and tender 

and had the sound of tears in it. 

"li3ut I'm better noW. eMebbe I'll det up 

in de mornin'." 
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~e looked at her. . ~or one instant the ri.gid 

control in which he held himself almost .galle way. 

li5ut he recollered himself, and she went on feebl,y: 

"Will you carry me down to breakfus'?" "rhen 

her eyes closed. ~he seemed to be slippin.g 

away. 

j~is face became like marble. 

was dyinS' and she did not know it. 

"rhe child 

~e put 

his lips to her ear: "IDaisy," in an a.gonized Iloice, 

"this is a sad world; wouldn't you like to .go 

and lealle it?" 

"rhe child lifted her heal7y lids. "lrealle it," 

she lisped. 

i' 'f7 I es, and So to heallen," he ejaculated in 

a desperate, broken 170ice, "where the lrord ~esus 

OUI" ~alliour is. 10u will be Ilery happy there. 

~e will sille you a white robe and a soldp-n 
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harp, and you will ha\1e other little c~ildren to 

play with you; and there will be beautiful fields 

and nowers-" 

"j-\ow berry nice," half sished, half breathed 

the eX'hausted child. A sWeet, almost seraphic 

smile, nitted o\ler her little face. 'rhen a doubt 

assailed her. With a last, supreme effort, she 

tried to raise herself, and look in his face. "Are 

you comin' too, Woland?" 

A look of blank despair met her IO\linS slanee. 

~urprised and bewildered, she shook off for an 

instant her comins letharsy. "Woland," she said 

sharply "I sha' n' t So to hea\1en wid out you." 

'rhen she sank back on the pillow-her eyes 

closed. 

'rhe friShtful tension In which the lad held 

himself sa\le Way. jier little flnsers slipped 
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from his srasp, and he fell back in a dead faint. 

It did not disturb the little one however, and in 

a little time he Was himself asain, and an)(iously 

watchins the comins of the end. 
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I f{' we poor, short-sishted mortals had the plan

nins of our lives, how stransely would they 

be laid out! I had imasined that the child was 

soinS to die, in order that her in~uence ol,7er the 

• life that had become so stransely mi>1ed up with 

hers misht live_ It had not occurred to me 

that the lad, thrown into a state of desperaticn 

and feelins himself branded as her murderer, 

misht be tempted to some rash act. rphank 

heaven, he was not put to it. rphe child did 

not die, but lil,7ed to be a further blessins to him. 

'f)hen he waked from his swoon, we were 

able to whisper in his ear that she had fallen 

into a quiet sleep-that possibly there had been 

a mistake made. . ~e stassered to his feet, 
51 
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and sat by the sleepins child for a while, with a 

look of one who has recei\1ed a reprie\1e from 

death, then went to his room and shut himself 

In. Prom that hour he was a different crea· 

ture. 'Phe hea\1y stamp of amiction had been 

laid upon him. ~e was a man now, in the 

best sense of the word. 

~ay by day, ~aisy steadily impro\1ed; Robert. 

son was constantly with her, and until she was 

able to run about on her own small feet, he 

carried her e\1erywhere In his strons arms. 

~ometimes he would walk up and down the 

halls for hours at a time, listen ins to her childish 

confldences and tellins her stories with the utmost 

patience and sentleness. -And his de\1otion did 

not cease when her strensth returned. ~er 
solitary life was at an end. ~alf his leisure 
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time he spent with her. "rhis had the ine'.1itable 

effect of lessenins his intercourse with his former 

boon companions. "rhey had claimed a monop-

oly of his time. J\low he sot in with another 

set-these ,jolly, sood fellows, who kept him od 

in the daytime, r!ayir.g cut-d',or .9ames, and 

sendins him home so e;;:hausted that he wonted 

no further e~citement for the nisht, but a book, 

a comfortable seat, and IDaisy's sood-nisht kiss. 

"rhe child Was pro'.1ins a suardian ansel to 

him, and not only to him, but to all the house. 

cAn astonishins chanse had come o'.1er her since 

her illness. ?She Was always sentle noW, ne'.1er 

sullen, and cheerful sometimes to sayety. "rhe 

boarders had all taken to pettins her-she Was a 

link to bind them tosether and make them less 

selfish-and she seemed to appreciate their atten· 
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tions, thoush her preference for Robertson was 

decidedly marked. 8\1en eMrs. lIDrummond was 

chansins· 

now, and 

~he often took lIDaisy on her lap 

had seen her brush away a tear 

whell the child tried to smooth out her wrinkles 

with her tiny hand. 

It was late in the summer when lIDaisy reo 

co-Jered from the fe\1er. All throush the autumn, 

Robertson sa\1e her walks and dri-Jes, bouSht her 

picture-books and toys to amuse herself with 

durins his absence, and with a sense of srati

tude far beyond her years, her little heart seemed 

runnins o\1er with 10\1e toward him. 

£efore the autumn· closed my business con

nections took me away, and for se\1eral years I 
was a stranser to fi'airfa)(. ®ne winter day, 

when the air vvas thick with snownakes, I came 
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back. .My first thoushts Were of the ~rum, 

monds and Roland Robertson. g:;transe to say, 

he VI'as one of the first men I met. ~e 
knew me at once, sa\le me a hearty sreetins, 

and insisted upon my soinS alons with him to 

his house. 

"r here Was no need to ask him how he Was 

settins on. ~is surroundinss showed worldly 

prosperity, his face, the happy, upriSht man. 

~e looked sra\le when I spoke of the ~rum. 
rnonds. "~oor .Mrs. ~rummond-she has been 

dead for two years. g)he Was utterly Worn out." 

"cAnd ~aisy?" 

~e stroked a hea\ly moustache. :His object, 

think, Was to conceal a smile. "g:;he is in 

8nsland at school. jier holidays she spends 

with my people." 



J 
C J \ ~ \1 • 

;' \, "\ 1L_· "-And do they like her? " 

~~ 1 ~~ r-~~~r [ ~ i ~:--' ''i'':l. 41'/ ----'\,1 '- "mmensely. @)he has 
./'...!,.. \.~:?'" ,,", .... '1/ 

srown to be a c.':""t.~~~~i -Very -:-'\\~Y\ -, beautiful 
-;:-;~,1~K\ '''::-''''',vUc" 

h d \\~ d <. ~~; I k " sirl, bot in isposition ~ an f.U1,l'.:- 00 s. 

Yfhen openins his coat, he \~ drew l from an . 

inner pocket a picture-the head of a ~\ lo-vely _ \7/_~ 
, \\,j'",K . 

younS sir!. ,~)~,; ';' 

[ scarcely recosnized the delicate Chil~d, ",,' 

of old. "cAnd does she keep up her /' 
II 

de-votion to you?" 

"~he does." jie saIJe me a de- ~~~: 
cidedly amused slance; carefully replaced {-(tf:~ 

ne)(t the photosraph two or three pressed \.i r' 

white fIeld daisies that had fallen out, and 

I put it back in his pocket. 

"cAnd what is to become of her?" I Went 

on curiously. 

jie looked about his handsome, but solitary 
56 
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drawins room. "I am SOlns to Snsland in toe 

sprins, to set her," he said with a lauSh. " I 
hm?e tried !i\,?inS without her, and I can endure it 

no lonser." 

'rhe Snd. 

-~-
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