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CHAPTER

XXI1IIL

IN THE OPERA HOUSE.

From honest pmy er to deeds of guod-will,
from fuith to works, 13 unly the natural
step.

Al’u:r this month of prayer it should not
ho thought atrange that the whole city finds
atelf in pleasant ngitation cuncerning the |
good work which hunble H«nnnhand%fary \
Ann have begun upon o tiuv swle. It
has transpired that aleeady this Jaudable
umlertahing 13 i dangor of falling through
for the reason that at tho bnek of the project |
there is a fund of only four hundred £ollnra,
whereas there 15 o need of several thous
nds.

Or, in other words, tho class of working
women that patromze the linner Roows
canpot afford to pay for thar wamm, nu
tritious meals what these meals cost. It is
as plain as daylight, thereforo, to everybody,
that in tune the pour hittle fim will become
bankrupt, and the rovins close. )

As the prayer-mectings continue, and
high and low aro brought more and more
closely together, thisfuct becomes widely
known and deplored; and from a guiet, un
denominational assembly wlich has, at last, ‘
been convened i Mrs. Guthne's parlurs, o
hundred ladics go forth and work to save
Hannal's idea.

A week before Chiristmas it 18 aunouned |
fromn the pulpm, and through the dailics, .
that there will be no Christiuas trees at the
churches, as heretofure, but that, insteau, |
there will Le ono grand tree m the Opera
House, representing the interest of the en
tire ity w behalf of the ** Wurking Women's
Dinner Rooms.”

Hannah and Mary Ann are privately re
quested to gather at the Tree all their
boarders; and & little later the plan wlich
has been Ecriccu:d by seieral Jear and |
steady heads 13 respectfully submitted to !
tho two. )

Haunah hesitates to become responsible |
for the usc of fundsbelongiog to others, and
secretly ehe shrinhs frum the thought that |
her own dear plan tsto be mcr§c into a
greot impersonal charity.  But Mrs, Whit- |
ney reassures her.

**They shall always be reganded ws your |
rooms. They shall always remain under

sour control,  Weonly ask permission to |
?xold up your hands, and to gve you the,
benofit of an Advisory Commitiee.”

One day tiey arce tuken t sev their new
rooma—the grand “Workng Women's Din

"lit the little light in a dark plare

ing Treo, bigger than all the othor Christ-
mas trees she hias evor scew, sereams out
shrilly:  “It ith a Forf of July and a Criff-
mall all together, ithn't it, papa®*

From the same high pereh sho diser vers
her own Lois aud Saidee, in thei-yute ove-
ning dresses and Christuwns lowers, on tho
stage, she sees Elizabeth, too, at tho orgun;
un-f she tries to struggle down

Bat just theu her haughty cries aro lost
in the great burst of music, as the prelude
of the instrument dics away and the whole
assembly break out into the grand gladness
of “Coronation.” Can you imagine that
music? Every fino voice in the city is there;
and there are strainy when it scems as if all
huaven were singing above them  Lois,
softly caroling away like some happy little
thrush, her light notes entirely lost even to
her own ears in tho great choral harmony,
listens and hears Caﬁdic Greenongh's volee
soaring above them all like the lark up the
sky, and with it, wing and wing, Elizabeth’s
graud tones.  Sho gazes into the twolighted
faces and thanks Godi and then her oye
scchs out Jlannah.,  She is in one of the
stage buxes,  Her veil is down, and sho is
not standing with the reat.  Good, happy
Hannah —this is too much-for her!

Pastur Nelsen offers prayer  Dr Guth
ric gives an account of what a few ladies nf
wide 8y mpathics have acenmplished in some
of the Eastern citics; and then he procecds
to hunur the two girls, whe, all unknown in
thar own comnunity, have undertaken a
Lindred good work

“All Ly themselves.” he says, “the two
It is not
much that the remaining thousands of us
sco that the blessed lamy does not go nut for
Lack of oil*”

Then the noisy bauds strike up, with
JJang, aud blare, and scream; and after that
a Jdozen white robed and rose sashed mes
acngers stefs out from the group of girlsupon
the stage, and a dozen other busy hands vo
Lado the lighted tree of its fruit.

In answer to their names one after anoth
cr of 1iannnh's girla rise in their scats. For
the toee does nut glitter, after the manner
of its kind, with costly jewels, and dnin‘y
holiday volumes, and rare, priceless fabrics.
All the gifts are for Hannal's Rooms and
Hannal's girls.

White table napery without end, forks
and spoous by the dozeb, unromantic blanket

ner Rooms,” which a dozen prominent citi | shawls, warm cloaks, tleecy clouds, stout
zens have rented, and, through Ma Whit | vrershoes, rolls of flannel, prosaic bundles

ney, offer rent free.  They prove to be the
light, bnight, handsome ground suite under
thd Opera Hall,

Hannah and Mary Annat oncoe sce that
the connodions kitchen, with its mghty
“range” and countless convenicnces, makes
possible the great general trade 1n hot soup
and liot coffee which it 13 proposed shall be
inaugurated.

Though both are “persons of narrow cul-
turc” as M. I{und has sand to the begging
committee, they both can sec that the long
bright dining-room, with its blouming plants
amt?’ccncry windows, ita pictures, and its
supply of daily pupers, and its cozy little
tables, where good bread, and hot coffee,
and hot soup will bo served at any reasona-
ble hour, imght supplaut beer salvons to a
great extent,

They can sce that the ¢ hot incal tickets,”
which they are to keep for sale, will ¢nable
the citizens to casily and safely distribute
charity to the needy: and, after some re-
flcction, they gratefully pecept their work
in this new shape.

This Christmas cve strikes evorybody as
a it culmination of tho work among the
churches.  The illuminated tree scoms o
beautiful flowering outgrowth of the wecks
of mayer.  Thereis light and flowers, and
muaic, and holiday faces and holiday attire.
The hall ishko a forest in its green brav oy,
of wreath and motto, and arch, and cngar:
Ianded column.

The wholo city is gathered as rarely be.
forc. Every clergyman in town is present,
the mayor and all tho lesser dignitaries.
T'he bands are out, and such isthe universal
jubileo that littlo Theo Hurd, who in her
whitc silken dress knotted up with real paz-
sics is aitting on her father’s shoulder that

slie way tho better sce the beautiful Bumne
\

of cotton cloth, ncat collars acd tasteful
Lata.

Mrs Whitney stands by Saidee Hurd, sur-
veying the vast asssmblage,

I really do think,” she says, “that we
haven't left onc of those poor girls with an
excuso for not attending church.”

“And it was 5o little to do after all,” re
sponds Saidee, “*only just tho expenscof the
usual holiday gift-making turncd into a
different channel?”

But this prehminary distuvucon is but
as themint and aviso and cumin  compared
with the weighticr matters which are to
follow; although there arc only slips of pa
per, red, white and blue, left lluttcring upon
tho despoiled tree.

When it has growa quict cace  -ore, onc
after another o?thc white slips Dr. Guthric
detaches and reads alound.

The fitst is a certificate of £100, deposited
at the Firat National Bank, pﬂ?.\ble to the
order of Haunah Gregg: then follows one of
$200, thien one of 50, one of 8300, from «
fellow-Christian (that is John Hurd), one of
&5, another of 2800, and then there cotes
one of $1000,~—this is from *‘s personal
friend of Hennah Gregg,” and_here Saidee
looks over to her cousin Lois lovingly and
whispers to Mrs Whitney,

Therc is an cndless succession of these
bank.certiticates, until cverybody wishes
the doctor would just bunch them “together
and toss them over to the astonished 1nis-
tresy of the rooins, and say no more about
them.  But atill everybody breaks jnto a
tremendons cheering when the aguregate is
announced: twenty thousand dgﬁnm asa

rmancnt fund whose intercat is to Lo used
in maintenance of the ““Working Worncn's
Dinner Rooms.”

Hannoh loans forward, the little paper-

looking, through the hazo of happy tears,
like so many great parchments. Lhopeoplo
oll seu her now, in this happy momeat, and
thoy cheer hier as if sho wore some hero—
puur, modest Hanoah!

And now follow tho red papers which havs
s gaily ornamented tho treol Tho firat is
nn order upon Hempel & Green for a barrel
of sugar, another upon Stillman & Jackson,
anotherupou Francis Brothers, and so on,
barrel #fecr barrol, until overybody is laugh.-
s, and Linda, with big oyea sits nudging
tlaunah,

My goodncss, and my goodneas! 'Thir.
teen Larrels of sugar to go to at oncol”

Thero aro ordors also for bags of coflee,
and for chests of tea, and kegs of fish, and
provisions indiscriminate, until Hannah's
uwn steady head Legins to whirl o little un-
der such o long, pelting rain of blessings.

After this the coal men are bound to havo
their say, and then the millers, until thero
13 coal f{r tho winter, and a acoro of barrels
of flour.

But eveu this is not all.  For, after tho
volleya of cheers havo subsided, there are
still to be scen balf a dozen blue papers
clinging to the tree liko last year's leaves.
And wiiat shall these prove to bo but re-
cerpts m full for as many sewing machines,
for which as many sowing women aro still
in debt? *

As Hannah brushes away tho shinin
must from beforo her oycs, and looks aroun
upon her people, and singles out the faces
“Snch have been tho bitterest, sho secs tho
last traces of envy and hardness are smooth
ed away. LEven sharptongucd Kalista
Pincknoy is smiling as innocently asa child.
Hannoh 'secs her reach across a half dozen
people to shahe bands with her employer in
the Chnstmas cquality and good will -how
can she help it, indced, when his wifo's
nawme 1s on the roll of soft, rich merino that
she holds? It wasuot onc week ago that
Hanuah heard her say.

“Mr. Magionis is a hard, cruel man—
hard, hard as the wether millstone! You
needn't talk to me—I don't care whether
our work 13 stoutly done or not I will rob
and cheat him just all I can'”

Mary Aan is vot forgotten; and Hannah,
too, has her own personal present—a daiaty
muff and boa, which, together with Linda'’s
pretty cloak, and has, and a dozen dainty
white waiter aptons, she can casily trace
hack to the donors, even should she not fol-
low Mary Ann's cxample and look inside the
muff: but she does, and finds thrce cards
ticd with ruse ribbun and Learing the three
beluved names. “Saidec,” “‘Lois,” “Eliz
abeth,”

It 13 an evening of rare and universal hap-
pincss. Even tho cold Mrs, John Hurd half
cnvies Mres, Whitney and some of the rest
of her particular friends because they are
uble to find so much with which to occupy
and entertain themsclves in this vlebeian
matter of cheap meals for poor le. She
canuot make it to her taste,  Sosho snubs
her husband for his boyish cnthusiasin,

“You talk of their distress as if it were
somctlung unusual, Xam perfectly certain
that it is only the common order of things.
In every large town thero must bo simiﬁu'
suffening — %t aro you going to do about
that? This is only a childish battle with tho
windmills."

Dr. Guthric comes up, and Mr. Hurd re-
peats ns wife’s question and remark.

Tho good docter is thoroughly imbued
with tho spirit of tho ovening.  For weeks,
now, he has beenliving among men and wo-
mea instead of books.

*Ah," says ho, “you forget what he of
Avon says,—

s *How far qﬁtlc cavdle thirous his beams !

So shines a gooddeed in a naughty world,*

“The little candlo thoss bLenevolent Bos-
ton ladics lit has thrown its beams so far
and wide that alrecady these coffec-roomns,
theso ¢ Bothin’s Bowers,” are a familiar idea
to the popular mind,  Any and cvery town
may accomplish all wo are undertaking, my
dear Mra. Hlurd, Wo know that no good
iinpulsc once embodicd in deed, cver dies;
its ripples widen, and widen, out beyond
sight, and touch unknown shores.  Lct us
be of good cheer, and §m1t faith, brother,
sister, —and light the littlo candles!™

Pastor Nelson has found *little sister
Iois.”  He notices the soft bloom upon her
face, the light in her gray eyes, her smilin
manner =he cannnt but contrast her with
tho loncly, strugeling, trcmbling stranger,
who in her sore need had visited his study
twico in a day. not so very long ago.

“She did, then, keep right on in the path
of duty, did sho”

3he understands,  8ho, too, is thioking
of thoso visits to the littlo parsonago,

‘*Yes, sho kept right on, I am vory nuck
ploasced to say.”  And in that path, whore
sho struggled so hard, and clambered so
high to get out of it, she has not all her
hquluesscs, overy one, ono after another,
Only think—thoy wero cach awaiting hor
along that very roadl”

Ho does not fathom all her meaning, but
ho is satisficd,

“tAnd how is it about freezing to death in
Dr. Guthrio’s church?” ho asks with a mis-
chicvous smile,

Lois glances around upon the many faces
sheis learning to love,

‘0 Pastor Nelson, I am so, ¢o thankful
to yout”

CHAPTER XXIV.
MARRIAUR BELLS,

Mr, Whitnoy and Lois aro going down for
o farowell visit at the Dinner Rooms,  Mr.
Whituey has been there at noon for the
pleasant aimctnclo of the place when Han-
nah's special boardoers arc at dinner; hut the
two havoa Iu*cy to sco it togother for the
last timo in all its ovening light and cheer

Itis o lovely night for January., Tho
walks aro dry, thero is ncither snow nor
oo, the darkness overhead is soft, warm
and starry, liko summer.  Tho stores aro
open, summer fashion, and tho pavements
aro thronged. A band is playing, and
through the open windows of tho hall they
hear tho voices of concert singers.

Just as thoy reach the door of the Dinner
Reoms, & man, followed by his wifo, conies
with such broad, unstcady tread down the
pavemnent that Mr. Whitney instinctively
anatches Lois aside. The man’s arins hang
loosely, his hat is awry, he pitches from
side to side, but still his wifo holds to his
slcove with ono hand while sho tugs with
the other at a heavy basket.

Just as they pass a pacl:ago rolla out.
Lois points to it. “*Sce, Max'”

The woman who is not much older than
Lois, colors decply, s she stops that Mr
Whitacy may scttle the contentsof the bas-
ket more snugly.

“1 know yez, Miss,” sho says low, to
Lois. Hez is one of tho young leddies that
come so much ity the Dinncr Rooms
bless em! Mo husband’s licen thero ivry
avenin' for his coffee, instead of the beer

r fellows that work so hard, they must
mo somethin’'! Wo had our house full of
comforts, the last month, we did.  An® he
saul when ho wint to his work the momin®,
that wad X come down to-night ho'd take
mo in to the little white tables and (rate uic,
an’ we'd hear the singin’ an’ have alook till
the pictum—an' now, seo the mant”

**Tho man" has slouched his hat lower,
but Los, after 8 moment's scrutiny, remem
bers lum very wel—the blue-cyed young
Irishman. who always inquired for ‘1%
Scientific American,” or *“The Builder's
Journal,” Her hand still on Max'sarm,
sho steps toward him. Had isleaning ngainst
a lamp post, waiting for his wife. Heis not
so far gone that ho docs not turn awsy his
face in shame.

*“You aro not going by the Rooms, are
you, Mr. Deopis? It is tho last evening 1
shall bo here for many a year, and I should
liko to sece all the familiar faces to-night,

Dennis shifts uncasily, and mutters con
cerning pressing work at home,  But be
glances furtively at the girl who is speaking
to himn,~—so fair, so delicate, so refined, in
her white wraps, with her white plum. s
tossing about her, yet who is not too gond
to stop in the strect to speak to himand his

wife: and though the geotleman holds hier §

hand within his arm protectingly, Tom Den-
mis is ot too drunk to sce that she is wel
come to stay and talk with him as long as
cver sbe plerses.  Another glance and he
recoguizes Mr, Whitney,

“Is it ycz that's goin’ to take her from
the place?”

Mr. Whitney smiles.
man, Mr. Dennis,”

“And when I am thousands of miles
away,” adds Lols, “‘longing for the sight of
familiar faccs, and calling up my pictures of
what I've lcft belund me, I shiall not like to
wiss your face from the pleasant Dinnce

“I am that happy

Rooms. You arc not going to give them up, §

are you!  You will losc g0 much, you an
Mrs. Dennis, if you do, They arc planning
80 many cnjoyable things for you in the
course of the ycar—-wor?;ing men's excur-

sions, Saturd'  picnics, a course of lectur s, 8

free instructicas in music, concerts, and *
drawing class—oh, I can't begin to tell you!




