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thus conducted not a hiouse in town will bo
Ieft unvisited finally.”

Caddio  Greenovugh
thought.

“And 30, at last, w mght will coms when
thoe whole city will bo gono to prayer-meot-
ing—what o stupendous ideal Why, it
wonld bo next to having ‘Holiness to tho
Lord! written on the bells of tho houses!
I dare say, now, this will bo the town whore
that vropheey will first come to pass!”

It certuinly is the world at prayer, Miss
Caddie, that is going to bring in the glorious
Thousand Years,” says My, Whitnoy, Then
hoe turns to Miss Stillman who has been busy
apportioning districts, *'I should liketo adil
another name to your list of workers,”

Miss Stillman, pencil in hand, waits,

As Lois expects, it is Hannal's,

A glance of inquiry at this odd and uufa-
mnhiar namo runs around the littlo patrician
circle. Mrs, Guthrie makes o quiet remark:

‘Sho is a member of our church, a most
estimable young woman,”

“'She is, indeed,” Lois adds, speaking all
at onco without being referred to. It is
tho first time she has lifted her voice in the
aristocratic council.  But she isnot go timid
ug gho thought, They might discuss tho
pmprict{' of admitting King or Keiser, and
sho would huve kept modest silence—but
not when there is to bo balloting for good
humble Hannah. **She lives in Aunt Hurd's
family, and 1 know her well. 1 do trust
you will include her, for thero is a wide cir-
¢le which she influences to whom the rest of
uy, 10 douut, ure entire strangers.”

Yes, it is Mrs. Hurd’s servant.  Tho girls
arc silent for one short unworthy moment,

“Neither is there respect of persons with
Him,” suggests Mr. Whitney.

“Wo shull, of course, be glad of Miss
Gregy's help,” says Miss Stillman, slowly
Presently sho udds, as if in sclf-disdain,
““And es she is not present to-night to hear
all these details, I, myself, will call upon
her, and add my request to Miss Gladstone’s
and Miss Hurd’s, tiat she join us.” There
is a slight but curious inflection upon Sai-
dee's name us if it might be o bit of chal-
lenge.

At this inappropriate poiut, Caddie Green-
ough laughs,

**1, for one, understand this plan of yours,
Mr, Whitney. Xean sco the sweep which
these parlor prayer-meetings are meant to
take. I daresayit was quite the correct
thing in A—— on these visits of invitation
to go into the basement and invite the ser-
vants as well as the mistress.  Wasn't it,
now? Yes, I thought so. \Well,” looking
zround upon her friends, “why not, my
dears?  {itisto be tho samo Heaven at
last, surely a few yrcliminary mectings heroe
cannot harm you,

By this time Saidee Hurd has become
ablo to speak. Humble forevermore as the
Master she »as decided to follow, she turns
to Nettie S.. man,

“This Hannah is quite a favorite with
us,  Sister Elizabeth—and you know how
she thinks of religion, Nettie—well, she
says Hannah is one of the few facts on our
side that restrain her from hopeless unbe-
lief in us.”

“Yes, girls,” Mrs. Whitney adds, “the

prayer-meeting Hannah Gregg organizes will
started with ‘live coals from the altar.’”

“Sum)oso we meet again  to-morrow
night,” says the exclusive Anna Francis.
She is makin{; an cffort to come around
gracefully to that point of Christian fellow-
ship which the rest have reached, where she
supposcs she really ought to be, and where,
to do her justice, she is finally quite willing
tostand.  “You have sickuess at your
house, Saidee, suppesing you all wmcct at
onrs,”—<he incluHcs Lois with a smile—
¢and bo sure you bring this Miss Gregg.
Who kuows but she may have ideas that
will be of use?”

The cvening rasses quickly. Mrs, Guth.
rie has stipulated beforchand that Mr. Max
shall do u certain amount of talking,

“You must put our §irls m communica-
tion with tho age, my dear Max,” she has
said,  **You must show them that thogreat
Lenevolences and the mighty social improve-
ments, and the bulk of reform, 15 hereafter
to he intrusted to the hand of woman—~—that
she, like Mary at the scpulehire, is to run
forth Learing the Christ-tidings.”

“I can tallk that idea as heartily as you
like,” Max has answered.  ““For I believe
init. Xbelieve that God, who makes use
of ell things for the ultimate uplifting of
humansty, 18 about to make wide usc of the
unrect which is now distracting the world
concerning the sphere of woman, and that
thousands arc to accept tho auvantages of

cries out at tho

indopendent action to aproad Christ’s king:
dom~—the church journals are all fu}l of wo-
man‘a work!”

“If you can only mako our wealthy girls
with their unused leisures seo this, your
ministry will bo well begun, my dear Max!”
sho urges him,

3Mr. Whitney ib bidding Saideo and hor
cousin good-mght. It has been a silent
walk; but now as ho takes her hand he
)“\\'cll, dear Saideo, the old business of
donbting on your side, and of })roving and
comforting on mine, is forever donv, I trust.
I sceit and thank God,  Still, shall I not
hear from you?”

Saidee smiles faiutly.

“I searcely think, Max, that I win beyond
the need of a friend.”

Lo says her good night, and is following
Saidee 10, when sho finds hersolf detared,
Thero1s an unwonted color thekering over
Mr. Whitnoy’s check,  And Saidee, looking
back, sces the two, sces even that, pausces,
then goes up-stairs alone,

*These mectings—this l)lun—I should bo
very flnd to hear—"  The well-prepared
specch becomes confusion.  “*May I write
to you, also, Miss Gladstone?' he concludes
abruptly,

Lois is surprised, but also pleased,

“I'm no letter-writer myselt,” she replies,
*‘but I have sometimes heard yours to Sai-
dee, and I shall not at all object to having
some of my very own.” -

She means her littlo specch as pleasantry,
but 3lr. Whitney receives it, to her further
surpnse, with great attention and gravity.
His look 13 80 intent that the little smilo
fades from her lip, and when he hits his hat
and 1s gone without another word, sho goes
very thoughtfully aud slowly up the stairs,

She sto})s as usual in tho sick-room. Mrs.
Hurd is there, asleep on thesofa, Thenurse,
too, is nodding in her chair, but her uncle,
himsclf, is awake. He is a famt, pale shad-
ow of himsclf; but the crisis is past, and he
18 1 possession of all his faculties, tle turns
his cyes with something like » smilo as he
sces who it is, and receives what she says
with something of his old bluff heartiness,

“Yes, do thank God—I supposs you have,
though! I believe you are the only ane in
the house that holds much communication
with him,”

But his face flushes up, and he has to shut
his eyes to squecze back the tears, Lois can
sce; all at once he reaclies out for her hand.

“I mean you shall have reason to thank
him—] know—I know. I know pretty well
where I should be now if you hadn’t held
your brave little finger up against tho leak
in the dam—the girls have told e, I know
itall. 1l sce to you the first thing I do
after I get out of this.  Not one woman in
a hundred, of the kind I know at any rate,
would have supposed ehe could do any-
thing.”

Lois laughs at hiwm, softly, and coaxeshim
back to his pillows. She makes light of
what she has done, and tells hitn how even
Hannah wanted to help him; and then they
have their kindly httle merriment over the
sim})lc proffer,

She sends nurse out for a vap; and takes
up tho Bible at lns request,

Her pleasant voico soothes his restless-
ness.  He opens his cyes sleepily as she lays
tho book down.

Lais leans back in her chair and wonders
at her own execeding lmppincss to-night.
*“Therr peace is like a river,” she murmurs
to lersclf in the midst of vague sweet
thoughts that lapsc through her mind, one
upon another, like the soft ripples of a sum.
mer stream,

Yes, Lois, like a river, fuill, flowing, ab-
sorbing, exhaustless, hearing happy hope
for others, like white ships, upon its shining
waves.

As the mantlo clock strikes cleven, sho
startsup.  She calls the nurse and goes to
her own room,  As she passes Saidec’sdoor,
she hears her nane spoken, and goesin, She
finds Saideo sitting in her hat and shawl
just as she has como up-stairs,  She docs
not seem to want anything of Lois after all;
and the two sit o lung \\‘hﬁc before the glow-
ing coals, talkiug a little ina desultory way.

“There, dnrling, yood-night now,” Saidce
saysat last, turning to her with a smile
that suddenly makes all the silence gone be-
fore somcthing sad,

Tois kisses ﬁcrns she rises.  “God has
been very good to you, dear Saidee.”

Saidee answers with a long soft sigh.
**Yes, he is good. Ho brings me face to fuce
with a new happiness before he takes away
the old—brings mo face to_ face with my

work before be scatters my dreams,”

Linda has made many preparations {{or
this walk with Hannuh,

“I'm going down to tho far end of town
Saturduy week,” Hannah has safd to her,
squd {f you'll keop your boots laced from
vow till'then, and your hair smooth, and
put on a clean apron reguinr after dinner,
you shall go with me,” .

Lindn has frequently been out with Mrs.
Underwood, the cook; but that now lsn't
held to be any honor,

“She'n' I Jooiced *bout off o ploce,” Linda
says to Hannah in o low tone.  “4dnd sheo
took mo into a saloon and bought us botha
glnss of nasty beer--I tell you Iweronshum.
¢d then, Mi-s Hannah!'

“I should think so,” says ‘“Miss Ion.
nah,” .

Philinda's bed-room opens out of Hanuah's;
and this nfternoon cach is in her own, dress-
ing for this "outiuq." Haunah, more than
once, smiles pitifully over the little dish-
maid’s attempts at fitncas—they are sucha
desperate endeavor to do, and to look, us
other girls,

For two days now. the heavy sweep of
strwy-colored hair has been in braid for
crimps—*'skollops,” Philinda hersclf call's
tho style; and, to bo eure, it does ‘‘skollop”
now, with startling distinctness, all over hor
head and down her back: for Philind as
tastes of her own, und she won't pick it
out and fluft’ it.

“Qven brooms!” she calls the heads of
somo of tho young ladies us they go by.
Linda’s finances will not yet compass **hair-
ribbons,” and the crimped tresses get tied
back with a stout new shoe-string.

Linda looks like a young Spartan, as she
stands tying the shoc-string. ~ Sho has two
cast-off ribbons of little Theo's, silken and
blue; but thoy are soiled as well as wrinkl.
ed, and, after much smoothing, Linda hus
disc. rded them, not only for this oceasion,
but for good and all, ~ Sho cannot quito
bring hersclf to throw the treasurcs in tho
rag-bag, but she tells Mrs. Underwood:

¢4 soiled ribbon is low—lower oven than
a mussed calico, / think, And I know
Miss Hannah wounld 'nuff sight rather I'd
wear a clean shoe-string—though ‘tain't
what I'd like to w-ar a-walkin’ out with
her. But I won’t wear an old second-hand
ribbon—dcclar if I ain't hated dirt, & week
or o0 back, bad as she!”

Yes, and for the snmne “week or so hack”
Linda has spent all her spare time washing
and scrubbing face and arms.  Says she:

“I'm goin’ to scrub through this yellow
skiu, nnh sec if thero isn't red and white
under it—>Miss IHannah thinks mebbe there
is!”

Such & water-fowl as she has been! At
it again,” cook lnughs a dozen times a day!
Haunah has been touched by the girl's car-
nestness. She has been as pleased as Linda’s
self to sce the thick impure skin growing
first ruddy and shining, then thin, then
clear, with the pink glow promising some
day i0 settle into position upon check and
lip; and she has treated the carnost, ignyr-
ant child to many items of homely hygeine
and has taught her various womanly Lies of
needle and clothes-brush.

But yet as sho comes to Hannah's door,
mmouncing herself as ready, Linda fecls
“ghe is a figger to go cu with a lady!”

Hunnahﬁocs look, if not exactly a lady,
exceeding ladyish, in her trim walking
dress and beaver jacket, and her dark hat
with its close curling feather—both gloves
and boots fit well, and veil and neck-tic are
in quict taste.

oor Linda! She has starched and ironed
her chocolate-colured calico frack, brushed
her plaid sh.wl, picked vut afresh the faded
bluo ribbons ef her suaiact hat, polished
her shoes, lacing them t!n'ouli'h every cyelet
snug and tight,%ms cven belated the pur.
chase of the one winter dress for weeks by
buying gloves aud o collar—and yet after
all, to bo a “‘figgert”

¢Miss Hannah,” says sho as they walk
along, “If I could a-done it, I'd had & dark
ribbon, if no more’n a band, on my hat just
to save your feclin's! I thought o'borryin’
two shillin’, ln;’to cook she sai{l a8 how :. "m&
if he began to borry’ most always got in
troub]c,g:nd a slip of n girl like mo better
let it alone. I wouldn't have you think,
Miss Hannaly, that I don’t know cnough to
despise wearin’ a summer hat into the win.
ter—that's the pootest of tho poor, J think!

“Never you mind me,” says Hannoh
good-naturedly. ““You look pretty ncat,
and wo musn't hexpect too much out of
seventy-fivo cents & week.  Won I beguna

oin” out to scrvice, Linda, J didn't 'ave any
%unnct at hall, and I had o aick mother to
keep, and I bad to run ‘omo to sce her after

night wen m{ work was done, and go ns ‘anl
as ovor I could go, with an old shawl pluned
ovor my ‘cad; that’s wot I didy”

“‘And yot you've riz to this!" Linda looks
Hannah over again from hat to bouts, **Such
f;ood clothes as” you'vo gob now, and P've
1card cook say”~-liere sho lowers hier voice
~—*that you had more monoy™n you could
shake a stick at, n-laid up, and a-drawin’

out interest i tho Navings Bank., Have
you, now?”*
Hannah amiles—**Maybo 80.”  Haunah

hevself thinks it is a pretty tidy sum,

“But, sir,” Linda breaks out again, 1
rather go with an old shuwl pinned over my
head us you did,—then you don't look an {f
you tried to do anything—than to Lo seen
a-wearin’ o lnst summer’s hat when thero’s
snow on tho ground!  You can't think how
I do feel with that on my head, and groat
heavy shawlon m; back —why, I feel ns
i£ lI':should-tly, I'm that light-headed with
i

. Hanuah is silent.  Sho is considering that
since sho hag roused this keen senso of the
propricties and decencies in the hitherty
stolidly content scrubbiag girl, it probably
is hor duty to seo that ﬁn s8ame senso iy
not allowed to beceme a sourco of pain,
Haunah always ealeulates her vxpenditures
to a nicoty; und she sees, now, that she will
have to givo up more than one persoual con.
fort if sho cnables this poor littlo friend to
go into the street without fecling ill-natured
and cnvious—still, this is no new exporicnco
with Hannah Gregy,

They have come out upon Main Strect.
As they turn the comer, lllnnm\h steps into
the shop where she Luys her own modest
bonnets.  With few words shesclects o tidy
black straw, velvet Lound, orders thoe gay
ribbon chunged for a band and leops of a
crimson that suits with Linda’s shawl,
matehes o hair ribbon, and invests the girl
with them on the spot.

Linda's features work absurdly all thoe
while tho new hat is being scttled upon her
submissivo head. Hannah is quite awaro of
the catch and swallow in tho little throat,
and she hurries lier out into the strect.,

“Now if you do cry, Linda, 1 shall feel to
send you back "ome?’

¢Cry!~who's n-cryin’, I'd like to know?”
says Linda. Tho tears are sparkling down
her checks while she speaks.  “*Goudness
me,—whero you goin® to, Haunahs”

For, finding herself timing hero and there,
she is now following the switt Hannah upa
flight of out-door stairs at the sido of n cor-
ner grocery.  Near tho top she hears o sow-
ing-machine—one of the heavy, iron, cog-
wheeled gort. At Hannah's sharp wap, n
tall, delicate-lonking girl comes to the door,
her work in her hand,

A flnw of hectic color stains s pale check,
“Why, Miss Gregg!  Come in—that is, if
you can get in!”

She goes hurriedly before them, and emp-
tics 2 couplo of chairs of their confusion of
coat sleeves, aud linings, and stitched coat
focings.

There is another girl in the room, a tallor
and paler copy of the ather. Sho sits at tho
machine which she has stopped upon their
cntrance.  Without rising, she turns and
speaks to the visitors,  °

“You'll excuse us, Miss Gregg,” she says,
slancing  depreeatingly around the roomy
tvery chair 1s full of work; there are two
lines hung with portions of coats; tho bare
floor is littered with shreds and cuttings of
cloth and serge, canvass und wadding; a
charcoal pressing iron stands on tho stovo
pipe; press board, sponges, water basins,
are on tho table all in comp:mi with a pan
of unwashed dishes. There is but a low fire,
and tho room is drearily chill,

“Never mind, Miss Taft,” says Hannah.
“Of course I knew ‘twas the last of the
week, and I should find you hwiried.

Hannah speaks in o motherly tone al-
though sho 13 at least five years younger
than cither of thein,

“I don't believe you went to- bed at all
Iast night, did you?"

{T0 BE CONTINUED.)

The increasing number of Jewith under}
graduates is much remarked at Uxford.
Somo Jowa girls almost whipped their
school master to death for favouritism to an-
nother girl.  Tho poor fellow said ho tried
to huy overy girl in tho schoo), but the job
was too much for him,
A picco of spongoe cake mndo by a Vessar
ir] has been presented to President clect
glovcltmd. It is eaid that Mr. Cloveland
prizes it highly and will uso it as a paper-

weight when he goes to tho Whito House,




