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JEMINA'S INTERPERENCE,

L—“THAT NOT IMPOSSIBLE

sne.”

Mrs. Montgomerie was the most popular
woman in Wraymouth. *The sweetest
woman in the world!” the little world of
Wraymouth called the gracious lady who
smiled so cordially at everyone she met,
and whose house was famous for the most
brilliant receptions and the most charming
garden parties in the place. Perhaps one
secret of her popularity was that she was
such a contented littie personage, and so
thoroughly satisfied, not only with her-
self, but with everything and everyone about
her—Miss Jemima alwans excepted, and
just now Nora Desmond very paiticularly
excepted indeed.

Miss Jemima, or Aunt Jemmy, was Mr.

Montgomerie's only sister, a maiden lady
of considerable means, but with a tongue
as blunt as her sister-in-law’s was smooth,
and a way of digging up other people’s
motives and dragging them into the light
of day that Mrs. Montgomerie considered
ositively indecent. DBut Miss Jemima's
misdeeds had lately sunk into nothingness
by the side of Nora Desmond’s unpardon-
able sins.

Nora was an orphan niece of Mrs. Mont-
gomerie's, who had just resigned a situ-
ation as governess, and had been invited
to West Mount while she looked out for
another.

Mrs. Montgomerie meant to be kind,
and it Nora did take the children’s lessons
there was no need for Miss Jemima to con-

CHAHTER

gratulate her on getting a governess
cheap. Cheap? As Mrs. Montgomerie

looked at Nora Desmond tonight, she felt

that the asking her to West Mount had |

been a grave mistake, and might cost her
very dear indeed.

For Nora had by no means shown what
her aunt considered a proper sense of her
position. She had agreed readily enough
to take the yvounger children’s lessons in
the morning, but after that she behaved

exactly as any other guest and relative |

might have done. The penniless orphan
had shown no disposition to eat the bread

of humbleness, or sit down in metaphorical |

dust and ashes.  She had indeed shown—

and felt—a grateful appreciation of her |

aunt’s kindness, but she had not seemed at
all, she had *flirted disgracefully " with

most eligible bachelor in the neighborhood,
but was considered the particular property

of Linda Montgomerie both by her mother |

and herself.

There was some excuse for their think- |

ing so. The families had always been in-
timate, and Herbert was constantly at
West Mount, where he was petted and
made much of, and where the cheerful
family life was a pleasant contrast to the
virtual solitude of Fleming's house.  Some-
how or other—Fleming did not exactly
know how, though perhaps Mrs. Mont-

gomerie did—he always found himself told |

off as Linda’s cavalier.  He had no objec-

tion so long as there was no one more at- |

tractive in the field.  He knew Linda bet-
ter, and liked her better than any other
girl in Wraymouth, and, little as he sus-
pected it, he might very probably have
drifted into an engagement with Linda
Montgomerie, il—well, if' he had not come
into  Mrs. Montgomerie’s  drawing-room
one August morning, and seen Nora Des-
aond.

There are many types of beauty in the |

world, but amongst the many there are
few which stir the hearts of men like the
mingled archness and grace of a young
Irish girl.  As Fleming looked at Nora to-
might, he thought he had never seen so
bewitching a creature. All at
knew that he cared nothing for Linda,
that he had never cared tor her at all—that
at last he had found the ‘‘not impossible
she” of whom every man dreams, and
whom, perhaps. not many find.

And all this while he had not even
spoken to her! He had only stood and

watched her while she was introduced to |
others, and marvelled at the grace of her |

movements and the sweetness of her voice.

He had been burning to speak to her, but |

when the time came he had not a word to
say.
with dazzled eyes, seeing nothing for the

brightness of this celestial vision, as men |
He saw |

nothing it seemed to him then, but all his | . . .
- mother doing, according to her lights, the |

are blinded by the noonday sun.

life long he remembered the look she wore
and the smile she gave.

He thought of nothing else all the way |
home ; but when Lady Fleming asked her |
son if he did not think that Irish niece of |

Mrs. Montgomerie’s an uncommonly pretty
girl, it was curious how little Mr. Herbert
Fleming had to =ay. Yes, he supposed
she was, he assented indifferently.
then he declared himself too sleepy to talk,
and leant back in his corner of the car-
riage to paint the darkness with the out-
lines of that matchless face, and fill the
silence with the echoes of her voice.
CHAPILER II.—AUNT
“Bot—but, Mr. Fleming you have only
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known me a fortnight,” said Nora, in a |
startled voice that was a little proud, and |

perhaps a little hurt too.

“I know,” said the young man, humbly, '

“*but I could not let you go without a word,
and they tell me you are going away to-
morrow. | thought you were to have been
here for some time vet.”

“Yes,” said Nora, frankly; *I thought
80, too. But Aunt Belinda heard ot a
friend who wanted a governess to go with
her daughters to Switzerland, and she
thought it was a chance I ought not to miss.
They will give me all my expenses, and a
pound a week besides, and of course 1 am
earning nothing here.”

“You sordid child! If you would only
listen to me you should never earn another
penny. I know it is soon to speak, but
what has time to do withit? We don’t
want a fortnight, we don’t want a week, or
a day, er an hour, to find out if the sun is
shining or if the birds are singing. I love

ou—and I could not love you better if 1
zad known you for a hundred years. Why
should I not tell you? Will you not be-
lieve it, now you know?”

What answer Nora might have made he
was not to know. Just for a second her
eyes lifted themselves to his with a sweet
bewilderment, and then they opened wide
in dismay.

“Someone is there!” she cried. *“Oh,
Mr. Fleming, I must go—indeed I must.”

The conservatory they were sitting in

once he |

He could only stand and look at her |

And |
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opened into the drawing-room, and she fled

away before he could utter a word. Flem-

ing, looking around in startled confusion,

saw someone disappearing through the door

into the garden.  Who it was he did not
[ know, nor did he particularly care. The
fact of the interruption was much more im-
Qortant to him than its cause. Would
Nora listen to him again ? and would her
answer be the same he believed he had read
in her eyes?

He went into the drawing room in hopes
of seemg her, but she was pouring out tea
for quite a number of people, and it was
time to go before he had said a word. He
could only wish her good-bye, and whisper
a humble request that he might write to
her.

“I—1I suppose sn,” stammered Nora un-
comfortably.  Mrs. Montgomerie was
looking at them with an expression her
niece had never seen in her pleasant,
comely face before. Fleming did not see
it now.

“Will you give me your address?” he
said, ‘‘or,”
turbed she
me?”

Nora's ‘“‘yes” was so low that only a
lover's ear could have canght it, but Flem-
ing heard it distinctly. Ilis tones were
jubilant as he made his farewells to Mrs.
Montgomerie, and went away with a part-
ing glance that was meant for Nora only,
but was intercepted by two other pairs of
cyes.

was, “‘will you send it to

| Aunt Jemima, nodding her shrewd old
head like a C'hinese mandarin.

- *I wouldn’t have that girl here another
f week for a thousand pounds,” thougkt Mrs.
. Montgomerie. “‘However, I hope there is
| nothing serious between them yet. I won-

| der if she will tell me anything before she |

goes? She is frank and innocent, and she
likes me, I think. 1 dare say a little per-
| suasion will open her lips, and I confess I

should like to know exactly Low far it has
‘ gone.”

' For though Mrs. Montgomerie had been
; the eaves-dropper in the conservatory, she
' had only caught a few words, and was very

- anxious to know if she had interrupted a
' She went to Nora's room that night, and
Motherless Nora

formation she desired.
was sorely in need of sympathy and coun-

pathetic that the happy girl poured out her
| tale.
“Do I understand that Mr. Fleming
' made you an offer?” Mrs. Montgomerie
asked, when Nora stopped at last.

“*An offer? I—I1 suppose
+ Nora, blushing very prettily. < We—he
was interrupted, and I ran away.  But he
told me that he Zoved me—isn't it wonder-
ful, Aunt Belinda, that he should care for
me so soon P—and—and that is all,” ended
Somehow her aunt’s eyes

NSO,

| Nora suddenly.

thoughy.

“AILP” saia Mrs. Montgomerie. I do
uct call that exactly an offer, Nora, though
an inexperienced girl might easily have
thought so. Certainly Mr. Fleming ought
to have said either less or more.”

‘“ Someone was there, and 1 ran away,”
said Nora, in a tone of defence. *‘lHe
| could not say more then could he, Aunt
Belinda?  But he asked if he might write
to me, and I promised to write and give
him my address.”

“There I think you were wrong, my
love,” said Mrs. Montgomerie, decidedly.
“You are very voung, Nora, and have
had no one to guide you, so I make every
- excuse, but it is ot usual to correspond
with young men unless you are engaged
to them, and in my opinion it is scarcely
maidenly to do s0.”

““Oh, Aunt DBelinda !” eried Nora, with
| burning cheeks. **Not maidenly ? [ nev-
' er thought, I never meant e

“*No, my dear, I am sure you did not,”
said her aunt soothingly. < But I assure
' you it is not a thing I should allow Lin-
da to do, and girls in your position should
be even more careful. I am afraid—I am
very much afraid that Herbert Fleming is
trifling with you.”

““Oh, Aunt Belinda !

might have softened anybody except a

best she could for her child.

“] don’t see what else it all means,”
' said Mrs. Montgomerie. “‘If he was in
carnest, would he not have come to your
| uncle or tome? He knows us well and
; he must know we should have offered no
. objection. But instead of doing that, in-
| stead of taking the only right and hon-
orable course, he tries to entrap you into a
clandestine correspondence.”

““Not clandestine,” murmured Nora. I
. am sure he did not mean that.”

‘At any rate he has said nothing to us,
your natural protectors, and you must not
blame me if I draw my own conclusions.
I don’t want to damp your happiness, my
| dear child, but I should be sorry to see

' your wasting your affections on a flirt like
- Herbert Fleming.”
“Is he a flirt " whispered Nora, the red
lips paling visibly.

“}s he not?” said Mrs. Montgomerie.
I do not pretend to say, but I am afraid,
my dear, there are too many girls who
could answer the question for you.”

Nora sat looking before her with wist-
ful, troubled gaze.

““T'hen—then what do you advise me to
do ?” she asked at last. “*You see 1 did
promise to write to him—to send him my
address.”

“I should certainly not do it, Nora.
Be guided by me, and you will soon know
if he is in earnest or not. When he finds
you do not write he will understand that
vou have scen the impropriety of doing
so, aud will respect you all the more. Ags
for your address, he can easily learn it
from me, and i/" he is in earnest he will do
so. And now, my child, I shall say good-

night. Go to sleep and forget your
troubles.”
CHAP. IIL.—FROM A SENSE OF DUTY.

It is astonishing how easily we believe
the thing we wish. Mrs. Montgomerie by
the time she came to the end of her little
homily to her niece, entirely believed her
own statements. She felt convinced that
Fleming was only flirting—as he always
did! thought Linda’s mother vindictively,

suddenly perceiving how dis- |

**So that is why the pretty niece is bus- |
tled off to Swiwzerland, is it?” thought |

all overpowered by it, and, crowning sin of | mere flirtation, or something more serious. |

Herbert Flemine. who was not only the | had not much difliculty in obtaining the in- |

|

| .

[ sel, and her aunt was so sweet and sym- |
|

1

|

said |

were not quite so sympathetic as she had |

The piteous eyes, the appealing tones, |

opened her niece’s eyes.

She said nothing to Linda ; there was no
need, she told herself: and confidences
should be sacred, of course, especially

of Fleming’s attachment to her cousin. He

 the first week he seldom mentioned Nora's
lname, and certainly never asked for her
| address. :

| Mrs. Montgomerie plumed herself on
the fulfilment of her prophecies.

. ““Aflirtation and nothing else,” she
' thought triumphantly ; “but Linda will
keep him in order, I've no doubt.”
was a little premature—but Mrs. Mont-
gomerie¢ was a genuine woman.

Nora was forgotten, till one day when the
post came in while he was at West Mount.
! “Do you ever hear from Miss Des-
' mond " he asked abruptly, but Mrs. Mont-
gomerie was cqual to the oceasion.
‘I hear often—and I see there is a letter
from her here,” she said pleasantly, as she
opened the foreign-looking letter. The

thin blue sheet, and then he turned re-
solutely away. A delightful time she
' seems to be having,” Mrs. Montgomeric
' purred on. ““The Spences are a large
family, and the young man have joined
' them now. Dear Nora will be quite in her

when repeating them would do more harm |
than good. And so Linda heard nothing

.1
| young man’s eyes rested hungrily upon the |
|
t
|

and she congratulated herself on having | Humph!

|

came to the house as frequently, as ever, |
and was as graciously received, but after | surely—yes, I'm sure .
' thing about a young—what-d’ve call-"em—

Walked you off your legs all
day, I expeet, and kept you up correcting
(-nl').\'-buue&s at night.”

““Indeed, no.  No people could have
been kinder or more considerate.”

“Then—then you are in love, and that's
all about it,’ said Miss Jemima. * I know
what it means when a girl looks as you do
and vows there’s nothing the matter.  And
Belinda said some-

Spence, isn't it p”

I don’t think the Spences are danger-
ous to anybody's peace of mind,” said
Nora, with a frank laugh. ¢ The eldest
is engaged, and the next is only seven-

[ teen.”

Which |

She even | believed it, did 192"

thought that Fleming's silence proved that |
" ever hear anything of that young man at |
Ccared you could get my address from

“Humph ! said Miss Jemima dryly, I
told you Belinda said it—I didn’t say I
She was silent a mo-
ment, and then she said abruptly, ‘Do you

' Wraymouth—young Fleming, 1 mean ?”

' element, naughty little flirt that she is. |
- But, I suppose, when a girl is so lively and |

' s0 pretty, she can hardly help herselt.”
No, Mr. Fleming supposed not. But he
cold, and quite unlike his own. Mrs.
face, and wondered if she dare venture to
| say more.
“Ot course I'am not detending it,” she
said; *‘but men are always so ready to

face.  And, to tell you the trath, Herbert,

sui)poswl it in a voice that was hard and |

Montgomerie peeped up at the pale, stern |

| play the moth to the candle of a pretty |

- I have sometimes been afraid that, short as |

singed.”

| eyes.
' *‘If you mean that I loved—that I love
her with all my heart, you are quite

“I always meant to tell you as soon

"

ness.

| a8

“‘As soon as there was anything to tell.”
| said Fleming, with a short, bitter laugh.
“*Apparently there is nothing, you see.”
[ *1 don’t see, I assure you. Do you mean
that you were refused ?”

“‘It never got as far as that. I meant to
- write to her as soon as I had her address ;
and she promised to send it me. We were
| interrupted, but she knew, 1 am sure she
knew, that I meant to renew my proposals
as soon as ! received it.”

““Well P

“Well, she has not sent it, that is all.”

“I am atraid it is «//, indeed.” said Mrs.
- Montgomerie, with a sympathetic sigh.
' ““My poor boy, 1 feel for you, I assure
' you; but you must see for yourself what it
' means.”
“There may be some misapprehension,
' some mistake. Perhaps it I wrote to her

”

“You will please vourself, of course, and
I can easily give you her present address,
though I believe they are leaving Men-
treux tomorrow. But, my dear Herbert,
| I must, as a {riend, tell you honestly that
| I fear you have given your heart into very
unsafe keeping. I cannot bear to blame
my own niece, but I cannot shut my eyes
| to poor Nora's failings. The Irish are a
most attractive race, but I fear constancy
is not their strong point, and love of ad-
miration has always been Nora's bane.
Painful as it is to me, 1 feel it my duty to
tell you that I believe she left her last sit-
uation in consequence of a flirtation with
the eldest son.”

Mrs. Montgomerie’s sense of duty did
not go so far as to constrain her to add
that Nora had left in order to escape the
young man's unwelcome attentions. She
shook her head with another sympathetic
sigh, and settling her eye glasses comfort-
ably, glanced over her niece’s letter. I
am afraid it is the old story over again,”
' she sighed. ‘‘She seems to be going
everywhere with the young Spences, and
we know what that meaas, where Nora is
concerned.”

Fleming took his hat.

. I know you mean kindly,” he said;
- “*but I would rather not hear her blamed.”
- *‘I do mean kindly,” Mrs. Montgomerie
| protested.  ““Must  you go, Herbert?
' Linda will be so disappointed to miss you.
' And as for blaming Nora, that 1s the last
thing 1 wish to do. If I have said any-
| thing that looks like it, it is because I
|
|
l
|

should like to save you from sorrow.”
“You are always kind,” said the young
' man gratefully. “‘But do you really mean
- you think she was only playing with me ?"
““That is what I think,” Mrs. Montgom-
eric owned. “‘DBut time will show. 1t she
' sends you her address, 1 will withdraw,
'and gladly, all that I have said.”
“Yes,” said Fleming, after a moment’s
i)ausc. “The test is a fair one. If Miss
Jesmond keeps her promise, I will ask her
pardon for having doubted her. If not—
well, it not, I will try to forget that I ever
saw her face.”

CHAP. IV.—MISS JEMIMA’S ADVICE.

“Why, bless my life !” cried Miss Je-
mima, ‘‘its Belinda’s pretty niece !”

Miss Jemima, got up in the most cor-
rect tourist costume, was standing on the
deck of a channel steamer bound from
Boulogne to Folkestone, and staring hard
at Nora, as she sat amongst her pupils
and their friends. Miss Jemima did not
know the Spences, but there was no doubt
about their governess, and the kind old
lady bustled across the deck and claimed
acquaintance at once.

““Dear me! it seems an age since we
met, doesn’t it?” she said, when she had
been duly introduced to the Spence family,
who, after a few civil words, considerateiy
evolved % lively interest in the view from
the other side, and left Miss Desmond and
her friend together. ¢ I've been all over
France with a maid and a valise, and you
—why, bless me, child? you look as if
you'd taken a ticket for a good deal longer
Journey, and on a line where they don't
give returns.  What have you been doing
to yourself? I never saw anybody so gone
off'in my life-”

“I haven't been doing alﬁthing,” said
Nora, with what seemed to Miss Jemima
the merest shadow of the brilliant smile she
used to admire so much.

was the time the dear, naughty child was |
with us, vour own wings were not (quite un- |

Fleming looked at her with gloomy |

“No,” said Nora shortly, her cheeks |
flaming, and her hands trembling sorely |
She turned away her |
(uestion |
'might be, but Miss Jemima asked no more.

against her will.
head, dreading what the next

Perhaps she had seen enough.
““ 1do love Belinda!” she said softly,

' rubbing her nose till it got quite wrathfully

red.
Miss Jemima laid her hand kindly on
Nora's arm.

“People always tell me their troubles, |

my dear, suppose you tell me yours "
“I haven’t any to tell. Miss Jemima.”
“Exactly! They always begin that way,”
said Miss Jemima. “‘Get the fibs over, my
child, and then the truth will come out.

I've taken a liking to that pretty face of |

yours, and I've a good deal of respect for |

Herbert Fleming.

“You—vyoudon’t think he is a flirt then ?" -

whispered Nora shyly.

“Why no—what put such a notion in
yvour head ?”

Aunt DBelinda said she was afraid he
was.”

“*Aunt Belinda is not infallible. I won-
der what else Her Sapience was pleased to
observe. | wouldn’t take too much notice
of Aunt Belinda, if I were you.”

Nora felt quite guilty of listening to such

' remarks, but there was a certain comfort

right,” said he, with disconcerting frank- |

in them too.
kind, sensible face, and telt that she would

like to know her opinion about that unfort-
- unate promise, the remembrance of which

made her cheeks burn every day. So,
with many blushes and a tew hot tears, the
story was told, and by the time Folkestone
was in sight, Miss Jemima had heard every-
thing, and had given her opinion thus:—
“*Unmaidenly !
my dear, it it isn't something worse. In
my opinion you have behaved disgracefully

to the poor young man, and if you take my |

advice you will write to him at once. There

She looked at Miss Jemima's |

|

| I did not think she had it in

That is all balderdash, |

is no need to do more than send him your |

address, but you promised to do that, and
a promise must be kept.”

**Very well—I will,” said Nora meekly, |

and Miss Jemima actually chuckled as she
thought ot her sister-in-law.

She smiled to herself every now and then
as she journeyed towards home, but the first
thing she saw there was a letter from Mrs.
Montgomerie, and Miss Jemima's smiles
died out as she read the
words :—

“West MouxT, Sept. 28.

“My Dear Jemima,—] know you will be
pleased to hear that our darling Linda is
engaged to Herbert Fleming o

“Pleased !” ejaculated Miss Jemima.
“Pleased! I should like to slap them
both.”

CHAP. V.—LINDA ASSERTS HERSELF.
The
brief :—

Dear Mr. Fleming,—In accordance with
my promise, I send you my address. I have
come back to England with Mrs. Spence,
and am staying at her house, Melton
Priors, nr., Wraymouth.

“Yours sincerely,
“Nora Desmoxp.”

letter Nora sent Fleming was

“In accordance with her promise!” Was |

three months after date Miss Desmond’s
idea of keeping a {wromise? thought Flem-
ing savagely. Oh

foolish, so mad, as to utter the hasty, half-

opening |

I don’t think he is the |
man to play fast and loose with anybody.” |

least till you have heard me out.” She
turned away impatiently, but he kept reso-
lutely at her side. **Will you not let me
explain " he asked humbly. ¢‘The black-
est criminal is allowed to speak in self
defence.” . &

‘‘Defence is unnecessary where no accu-
sation is made,” said Nora proudly.

It was all the protest she made, feeling,
L)crhaps, how vain all protest was against
1s desperate earnestness. And so, b
degrees, she heard all there was to tell,
and understood the story even better than

he.
“So !" she said bitterly, ‘it was my

three months ago the parents got regularly
drunk. Then they both signeg the pledge,
and have kept it—no common effort of
heroism. In the last drinking bout the
pair quarreled and the woman lost the
sight of one eye.

‘It wasn’t all his fault. There’s some
excuse for hini, because I had been drink-
ing too,’ pleaded the wife.

She tells us her husband feels ashamed

' to go to the hall because ‘He can't forget

aunt, was it, who told you I should write | 1
 some washing the other Jday, and was glad

if—if I cared for you ?”

“She certainly told me so.
you ask?  And why do you look at me
like that 2"

But why do ‘

“ My aunt told me it would be unmaid- |

enly to write.

her.”

They were silent, looking into  each
other’s eyes with a sort of dreamy despair.
Then Nora put out a trembling hand.

“Good bye,” she said gently. ¢ 1—I
am glad that 1 know.”

“ [ am glad that I know—but I am not
going to say good-bye, unless it is to
Linda.”

“ Yes—because it is right. must

You

She said that if you really |

~all that he has done. I tell him,’ she says,

‘that he ought to put all that away. Perhaps
he will soon, but he's quite steady.’

Poor woman! Her face is painfully
anxious as she tells us, ‘I was able to do

of it. I got a little money. But then I
caught cold, and have been very bad with
the neuralgia. I'm better now, and want
to be at work again.” A silent little girl
sits on the hearth. Two years ago she

" had scarlet fever, and her legs are swollen

with water. The doctor says it’s Bright's
disease, and that there’s no cure for it, but
erhaps she may grow out of it. I hope so.
hen does a mother cease to hope ? Were

(it not for her capacity of hoping when
there is no hope, her overcharged heav#”
" must break.

keep your word ; and 1 shall not mind so |

much now I know.”
The quivering voice trailed off into sil-

| ence 1 but though Fleming pleaded hard,

he  could not alter her decision. His
yromise to her cousin must and should be
vat. she declared. Linda was not to
blame, and Linda should not suffer for her
mother’s sins.

As we pass along the street we stop to
speak to a paralyzed and semi-speechless
man. Why is paralysis so common among
the very poor? Our friend sits by the
wayside selling—or trying to sell—‘lights’
and other trifles. The day before his
takings were 10';d  Some days they are
nothing at all.  We go on to the man’s
home. It is a picture ot order and clean-

' liness, and the wite’s cheerfulness fills the

' poor home with sunshine.

They were both too absorbed to see that |

Linda herself was coming toward them.
She was riding, but the groom was far be-
hind, and as she came up to her betrothed
she reined in her horse. She was flushed
with excitement, and spoke without any
preliminary greeting.

““I thought I should meet you, so I came.
I wish to give you this,” taking from her
finger the ring he had given her. *I think
there has been a—mistake.”

“A mistake?” gasped Fleming, while
the brilliant gem slipped unheeded from his
palm. *‘Linda, how did you know ?"

““I had a letter from Aunt Jemima this
i And then

- sorb all the nourishment of the beet.

- meaty part of a shin of beet.
- says the wife, ‘that will be nice.

And yet she
suffers from painful abscesses that often
disable her from work, and when that hap-
pens, and there is nothin
pence of the husband to rely on, the pros-
pect is dark indeed. The neighbors are
very helpful: they have little to give, but
what they can do they do. We leave the
‘Oh yes !

Ile can
eat the meat, and I can have the tea.” It
is pretty certain that that tea will not ab-
And

' s0 we continue our rounds, and ever we

morning,” said Linda simply.
she turned her horses head, and rode |

abruptly away.
““She is a grand creature !
her.

now, Nora, my own—"

know why her daughter broke off her en-
gagement, or what she thought of her

said Fleming. |
But |

find that love and heroic self-sacrifice do
not desert the homes of the suffering poor.

Will any one say that the Rents have
been devoted, since the days of the mys-
terious Collier, to any nobler work than
that of which they are now the centre?
Yet this is only one of the centres of work
which are the practical outcome of Mr.

; - Mearn’s ‘Bitter Cry’—that John the Bap-
Linda wes a grand creature after all, for |
to this day Mrs. Montgomerie does not |

tist ery which did so much to prepare the
way for the Social Gospel in which every-
body but a few professors now believes.
There are more than twenty centres in var-
ious parts of the metropolis, wherein day

' by day the ministry of love brings help and

| firing

lme to the sad and sorrowful.  Food and
clothing and bedding, for families ;

-

' {free breakfasts and dinners to pining chil-

mother's  manwuvres. — Casell's  Family |
Magazine. .

THE POOR OF LONDON.
The Fight With Giant Despair Round

About Collier’'s Rents.
The late Mr. Collier died about the same

' time as the lamented Queen Anne, but his

, why had he been so |
- Journey to Canterbury.

despairing words that had bound him to |

Linda Montgomerie ? He knew now that
it was just a fit of pique, but at the time he
had told himself that if he could not be

happy himselt he might make some one else |

so, and that it was his duty to do it.
duty ! He was a nice fellow to talk of

His |

duty, when the sight of another girl’s writ- |

ing could set his pulses beating like a trip- |

hammer, and a few cold words trom her

could move him more than his betrothed’s |

caresses.

To think that she was so near him now!

Melton Priors was on the road to Wray-

mouth, and he felt that he must see her be-
fore he went to West Mount. Did she
know of his engagement? he wondered.
But some instinct told him she would not
have sent him even that cold and brief epis-
tle if she had known.

How should he answer it? He felt that
he could not do'so. e could only go and
see her, and tell her the truth as best he
could. He scarcely knew the Spences,
and he felt relieved as he neared Meiton
Priors and saw Nora coming through a
gate in the park.

For a moment neither spoke. Fleming
had been picturing the meeting all the
way, and wondering how he should get his
story told, but he did not think of his story
now. He only remembered that there was
but one woman he loved, and that she
stood before him.

“Nora!” he cried passionately. *“Nora!”

She looked at him with a pale scorn that
struck him dumb.

“My name is Desmond,” she said quiet-
ly. ““Allow me to congratulate you on
your engagement, and to wish you every
happiness.”

“You—you knew of it then? he stam-
mered, in blank surprise.

‘I heard of it at breakfast this morn-
ing.”

“Why did you not write to me sooner ?”
he cried, with a terrible pain in his voice.
“Did you not guess—did you not know
why I wanted your address P

*“Was it to tell me of your rengagement to
my cousin "

““You are mocking me! Youknow I do
not love your cousin !”

“You are insulting her and me to dare
to tell me so! I will wish you good morn-
ing, Mr. Fleming. My way lies down this
lane.”

“My way lies wherever yours does—at

name survives in his Rents, says 7'%e Chris-
tian World:  'T'o retresh their memories,
however, it is as well to remind them
that Collier's Rents, since the raising of
Mr. Mearns’s ‘Bitter Cry’ the centre of
the outcast work of the London Congre-
gational union. 1s in a short and shabby
street of the Borough of Southwark, about
two hundred yards to the east of St.
George’s church. The Rents have been in
turn %ndependent chapel, Anglican chapel-

- of-ease. Plymouth brethren’s meeting house,

and then Independent chapel again betore
the final transtormation to a plain but com-
fortable mission-hall, with platform in place
of pulpit, Windsor chairs tor pews, sanded
floor, and a busy kitchen attached. The
hall will hold 400 people. The -cellars
beneath, under separate renters, have had
a more startling history. The corpses ot
victims of the cholera were deposited in
them in 1850, and much about the same
time it was discovered that they were the
hiding-places of contraband spirits.

The neighbourhood is not Arcadian. It
is dingy, unwholesome, overcrowded, and
unromantic, very different from what it
was when Chaucer’s pilgrims sallied from
theold Tabard Inn on their story-tolling
Cold and hunger,
sickness and black despair are unwelcome
guests inmany a poor home. It is on a
freezing morning, when the streets were
dirty, as only London streets can be, with
a churned up mixture of snow and refuse,
that the writer visits some of these homes
with the Rents missionary:  We enter a
dingy cul-de-sac, and knock at a door.
There are four small rooms in the house.
The upper two are let, and in the remain-
mg two live a wife, husband, and three
children.  7s. 6d. is the rent of the whole
house.  The man does odd jobs at the
market, sometimes earning perhaps 2s. a
week, often nothing at all. A sailor son
contributes 8s. a month, which nearly pays
the 2s. 3d. a week rent for the two tiny
rooms in  which the whole family
live. A little child comes in. The feet
of the underclad bairnie are protected with
some pieces of cloth, which a mother’s in-
genuity has sewn together into boots.
We hear a sad story of one wayward child’s
folly, which has borne bitter fruit. We
are able to promise a little much-needed
help to this honest and struggling family.
Then we go to the one room in which a
three years’ widower caters for himself and
four delicate children, the eldest just out of
hospital, with incipient consumption.
Alas! the man himselt looks it, as he tells
us he is feeling very ill. Willing to work,
but there often is no work ; and sometimes
when there is work, he is too ill to accept
it. :

‘What have been your average earnings
during the last twelve months ¥’

‘I get,” is the reply, ‘4s. a day when in
full work, but taking the year through, it
hasn’t come to 10s. a week. Out of that I
have to pay half-a-crown for the room,
then there are five mouths to be filled (they
are pretty often empty, though), and there’s
the doctor and clotﬁes and lots of things,
but there, I mustn’t think about it.’

But let the fathers and mothers who will
read about it think about that pitiful ten
shillings, and what it is expected to do!
How do the poor live?  None but them-
selves can understand.  In cases like the
present a blanket at night, a little extra
clothing, and one good nourishing meal a
day would make an incalculable erence
in the health and stamina of parents and
little ones. Husband, wife, and five chil-
dren live in two small rooms, for which 4s.
6d- weekly is paid, in the barrack-like
‘buildings’® which we next visit.  Until

dren; and all these gifts made more prec-
ious by cheery words of encouragement,
and tender sympathy in every trouble. For
some years the work has gone on, but the
need is very sore.

Curiosities of Wedlock.

The joimng of the right hands in ancient
times had the solemnity and validity of an
oath.

Goethe said that he married to obtain
respectability.

Wycherly, in his old age, married a young
lady in spite.

There is a story of a man who was mar-
ried because he inherited a four-post bed-
stead.

Giving a ring is supposed to indicate the
eternity of union, seeing that a circle is
endless.

Under the Roman Empire marriage was
simply a civil contract ; hence we read ot
men putting away their wives.

Among the Jews the rule was for a maiden
to marry on the fourth, and a widow on
the fifth, day of the week— not earlier.

In Jewish marriages the woman is set on
the right, but throughout Christendom her
place in the ceremony is on the left.

In a Roman marriage the bride was pur-
chased by the bridegroom’s payment of
three pieces of copper money to her pa-
rents.

The Russians have a story of a widow
who was so inconsolable for the loss of her
husband that she took another to keep her
from fretting herself to death.

The custom of putting a veil upon the
maid betore the betrothal was done to con-
ceal her blushes at the first touch of the
man’s hand, and at the closing kiss.

Kissing the bride the moment the mar-
riage ceremonial ended, though not now
prescribed by the rubric of the western
churches, formerly was regarded as an im-
perative act on the part of the bridegroom.

The marriage ceremony among the early
Anglo-Saxons consisted merely of hand
fastening, or taking each other by the
hand, and pledging each other love and
affection in the presence of friends and re-

latives. .
She Lived and Learned.

““I would never have been an old maid,”
said a lady of forty, *‘if I had known as
much twenty years ago as I know now.
When 1 was at a marriageable time of life
I heard so much about unhappy couples
that I was afraid to become a wite. But I
have looked around in later times and
have changed my mind on the subject.
Last year I took up a list of twenty wives

of my acquaintance whom I had known
before their wedlock and to whom oke
about their experiences in lite. 1 tound

that fifteen of the twenty were happily
married, that four of them got alon
toierably well with their husbands, an
that only one of them bewailed her matri-
monial lot. The fifteen happy wives are
amiable women, fond of their children and
helpful to their husbands. About the un-
happy one of them I can only say that she
is a grumbler married to a growler, and
would be unhappy anyhow, and as to the
other four, the fault is not all on one side.
I suspect that the twenty married women 1
have spoken of are fair specimens of wives
in general, most of whom find by experi-
ence that it is marriage that makes life
worth living. As I myself am the soul of
amiability,gl believe that I would have
made a happy marriage if I had not been
frightened by the stories that I heard
twenty years ago.”"—N. Y. Sun.

Coming Out of the Theatre.
Mr. Guzzleton—*“You seemed to be
much moved by the performance.”
Mrs. Guzzleton—‘‘Not so much as you
were.  You moved out at the end of every
act I"—Judge.

but the few #




