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seulptor would pine to immortalize in
marble. She Wears a wide number seven,

and her instep -has not the Andalusiau arch.
uiàder which water may flow. la poipt of

fact, Jemima is flat-footzd. In no way does
the symmetry of ber bo3y correspdnd with
that of her mind. Still.9 it would ýave been
i3omething to have had this lady rider come.
If not the rése herself, she would at least îor
a little have lived near that peerlestflower;
but the godé have spoken, or Aunt Samantha
bas, whiC is much the same, and it may
-never be.

Supper is over, the men hurry out, on
pleasure and pipesbent, not to return until

ten o'clock brings back the first straggler
with virtuous thoughts of bed.

Mrs. Hopkins and ber niece iit wearily
-down amid the ruins of the feast, and brew

-themselves a fresh jorum of tea. A plate of
hot, battered toast is made, some ham is
-cooked, - which,' says Mrs. Hopkins, 'a bit
,of br'iled ham is a ta4ty thing for tea. and,
next to a pickled eýester, a relish I'm un.

-common partial to, 1 do assure you.'
And bath draw a long breath of great re-

lief as they take their first sip of the cup
-that cheers.

'I'm that dead beat, Jim,' observes the
lady of the house.. Il that I don't know wheth-
or rin a sittin' on my head or my heels,

true as yon're born !y
At IL-8. Hopkins in a general way sits on

ýcoither, this observation . is difficult to an-
-swer lucidIv. so JemimaAnn takes a thonzht-
-ful bi;e out of her toast, with ber head plain-
-hvely on one side, and answers nothing.

Mrs. Hopkins is a tal], thin, worried-look-
ïng wornan, with more of ber b)ny construc-

tion visible thau is consistent with personal,
baauty, and with more knoNvIedge of ber in.
ternal inechanism than is in any way com-
fortable, éther for herself or Jemima Ann.

Mrs Hopkins is on terms oi ghastly famüi-
arity with ber own liver, and luzga, and

opine, anit stomach, and takes very
dismal views of these organs, and inflicis
the dreadful diagnosis on ber long-suffering
niece. .

' Aunt, Hopkins,' says Jemima- Aun, ' I'm
most awful sorry you didn't take in that
lady from, Mr. Rogers. 1 should loved to, a

InDwed ber."
"Ah ! 1 dare say, -éo's you could spend

vour time gaddin' up ta ber room, and Ioszin'
your Morals, and ruinin' your shoes. No,
you dont. She'd worrit my very life jrt.

not to, speak of my legs and temper, in wo

days. And a ebild, too-a play-actin' child !
What would we do with a child in this
liouse, I want to know, among twenty-six

foundry hands, and not time in it ta Eray
Jack Robinson'-no, nor room-nei ' ther
Jemima Ana ýopens her lipî to7,admit the

point of her knife, laden with crumb and
Y,,,and to remark that sh' dýesn'.t want,

týo gay ' Jack. Robinson'-whén the door-
bell sharply and loudly rings.

' Tàere i cries Mm' Hopkins, exasperated.
I kno vved it ! Ns her au& hirri ! Dý»ie
take the man, -he' sticka Just like a
bürr 'h p to the front
ri)OM sayesm heur aunt. wrathfully,

adj asting her back hair, &and tell 'em Pll
bé there. But 1 ain't agoin' to stir neitherl

adds Mrs. Hopkins ta herself,-xe.%uming her
toastý , until Vve staid my stomach.'

Jemima Ann springs up, breathless and
radiant, and hastens ta the dQor.

And sa, like one of her cherished heroines,
hastens, without knowing it, ta her & fate.
For with the opening of the street door on
this eventful evening of her most uneventful

life, there opens for poor, hard-worked
Jemima Ann the oyae romance of her exist.

ence, never quite ta close again till that life's
end.

CH &PTER, Il.

IN WRICH WB MEET TWO PROFESSIONAL
LADIES.

A guet of October wind, a dash of October
rain,, a black October sky, the smiling face of

a atout little man, waiting on the threshold-
these greet Jemima Ann as ehe opens the

door. A. carriage stands jusi outiide, its
twin lampe beawtng redly in the blacknew.

1 Ah ' Mise JemimN eood evening l' save
this smiling apparition, 4 although it is any-

zhing but a good evening. A *most uncom-
mon bad evening, I should say, insteýàd. How
are you, and how ia Aunt Hopkins, now that
the supper and the six and-twenty areoff her
mind ? And is she in ? But of course she's

in,> says Mr. Rogers, waiting for no answers.
'Who wouild be ont that could be in euch a

night? Just tell her I'm here, -Jemima Ann
-came by appointment, yon know ; and
there's a lady in the hack at- the deor, and, -a
little girl. You go and tell Mrs. Hopkins,
Jim, my dear, and l'il fetch the lady along

ta tbe parlouri One pair front, 1'8n't it?
Thanks Don't mind me; I know the

way.0
Evidently he does, and stands not onthe

order of-,his going. -
Kun along, Jemimy,' Èe says, pleaaantly,

and éxUee aunty. I'11 fetch the lady -up
stairs. NeW,ý then, mademoiselle,' he calls

,eoing ta the door' of the carriage it's all
right, and if you'Il be kind enough to, step in
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