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teWbat ehureli do you go to?"
ciEmmer can't go. out, poor dear-"
icAnd Emmer wouldn't if she eould," sneered Mrs. Gusycerson.

iWhat's the good o' goin' to chureli when you're poor? You only
get shoved about and looked. down. on. A lot of fine folks with,
their smart élothes, and their smart prayer-books, settin' on cush-
ions, and. you a-settin' on them cold, liard benches."

ciWell,Emmer," said Mrs. Brown, with- a laugli, ilI've got a seat
rigitagin' the stove. But what do it matter," she added, seriously,
"lwliether you're rieli or poor when you're in churcli? Every-
body lias. got the -same God, and Christ didn't, die for one more
than another. ]?oor folks, 1 fa.ncy, is *best off at churcli. There's
so much about them in the Bible. P'r'aps heaven don't seem so
nice to them that have plenty of money, -as it do to us. They've
got SO many things. to leave behind them whe~n they die. And
yet I can't think that. What's the things rieh folk lias got to
them you read about in Revelation ? 1 like to hear that read
out in ehurcli, sir-about the holy eity and the voice of many
waters. Seems as if the organ should be playing ail the whule.
&Tliey shall hunger no more, neither.thirst .any more, and God
shahl wipe away al te'ars ero m their eyes, and there shall be no
more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain; for the formër* tinýgs are passed away.' Tliat's the
beautifulleàt book in thé Biblé, I think, .sir."

As the old woman quaveied the *noble words whieh have
comforted myriads of the down-stricken and down-trodden, with
as near an approach to clerical tone as her piping voice could
simulate, she hugged.herself.epjoyiîigly. as if the scanty fire had
suddenly burst ont into yule-loglaze; and even Mrs. Gusterson
looked up with a gleam. of hopeful liglit glancing over lier dreary
eyes. But Mrs. Gusterson soon relapsed into grumpy gloom.

teYes, tliat sounds werry nice," she ýsaid. -&I wish I could say off
Seriptur' like that. But w.e'vegottolhive now, you know, Hanner.»

"cWell, ain't we *livin', nowi Eminer?" was Mrs. Brown's
rejoinder, land if dyin' means goin' to that, Idon't see why you
and me need fret ourselves.»

From the disjointed autobiographical reminiseences which I
afterwards xnanaged to elicit -from the two old women, I gathered
that Mrs. Brown had had far more than Mrs. Gusterson to daxnp
lier spirits. The latter had* neyver hâd'the, eàre -Nhieh a poor
womanis family brings upon lier, and up to a very late perîod of
lier life had beexi ià gôd'*Ètàetioe as a charwo 'man. She spoke
with regretful pride Ôf thie'giii a*nd beer she used to get, just as
more aristoeraticaî "reduced 'gentiewvomnen" speak of the man-
sions they have been obliged to g'Ive'uj, and the carniages they
once rode in. Mrs. Brown~ onthq oýbeF band, bad had to fend
for others aý weil à lierseif 'from.,thepjmç. she was eighteen. She
haýd married then-a liusbaand Who h4ci, thrashed. ber before theïr
married life was brought>*to * 'a"el'se by bis .tumbling drunk off
a scaffold. She ivas left. witli a large family, some of whom


