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and cheese wThen I need theni, and no,
cereniany, tnese are the ternis, and I've
left the sovereign on the niantelpiece.
lt*ll pay for the wcek. By the end of
that tinie l'Il have a job, I hope, or l'Il
know tbe reasan why, and meanwvbile's
ilutins the word."

She put lier finger on lier lips and
nodcled sagaciously. Wlien hie bade lier
good-clay she entered the sitting-room
and wvatclied himi walk out ta the end
of tbe Crescenit. He certainly did not
look like lier aid master. H-e had dis-
carded the frock coat and silk biat andi
now wore a somewhat shabby suit of
clark blue serge anci a bowler hiat. He
lookeci like a cler< out of work.

it wvas the miost amazing experience
that liad ever corne into MVrs. Wvebber's
life, and it seenied ta quieken bier inter-
est i everytbing. Not the sniallest qualm
regarding the moral aspect of the affair
troubled bier.

1-er aid master, fram xvbom sbe had
received untold kindness, ta whose help
she really owed lier present position, was
in trouble and bad besouglit lier belp.
Such as sbe could give inii wvas niast
heartily at bis disposaI; sucli were the
etbics of the position supiposing tbey baci
beeni called in question. M1ary Anne
therefore passed a niast interesting and
sing-ularly short day in contemplation of
the newv clemient that liad camie inta bier
existence.

Reeclban, nowv Thornas Charlton,
walked out intoà the Camden-road and
there miounted ta the top of a yellov om-
nibus maving city-Nvards.

It wvas a beautiful and sunshiny maorii-
ing ; conifortecl and refreslbed by his safe
sheltet-, good sleep, and whloesamie break-
fast, and perbaps most of a1l by the
s\-mipatbvý of the only living being ta
wb"Ioii lie hiaci spokeni miore than a few
Nvords duiring., these horrible days, lie
wvas consciaus of some slight lifting at
the terrible gloomi in bis soul. Some-
anc got on the onibus witl hirn, a man
in elergxmNiian'ýs clress, wvitli a fine, strong
kind face andi a mobile nmouth, wvhicli
liaci almiost a w'aman's sweetness. The
top of the omnibus being nearly full, thiey
haci ta share a seat, and the clergyman
bacle imii a pleasant good marning.

Reedham at first scarcely respondedl.
For the moment ail mleni were hiis elle-
mies, and ihe feared ulterior motives
wvhere nonie could possibly exist.

"London is a pleasant place on a maorn-
ing like this," saici the clergyman, ap-
l)arelltly unconscious of any unrespan-
siveness on the part of Ibis fellow pas-
senger. "And this is quite a pleasant
neigl1bourhood. The Camideni-road on
niorningý like this is liard to beat."

'*Going, dovn, as a neighibourhood, I
sbould tink i?" obscrved i{eedham brus-
ciuely. "If one is to jucige by the num-
ber of notice boards on the houses."

"Ilt ha s gone down of late, but pas-
si1)ly we may have a renaissance later
oni," observed the clergyman cheerfully.
"People corne back after they have tried
other parts of London. It hias niany ad-
vantages and conveniences."

'"You live here, I suppose ?" lbazarded
Reedharn.

'Yes, I amn the Vicar of St. Ethel-
dred's in Seton-square. If you look
along the first opening to the left you'l
sec the square tower of my churcli."

They passed it at the moment, and
Reedbiam noclded as bis comipanion point-
cd out a singDularly ugely tower of duli
snoke-bitten brick.

"A, poor tieighbourhood, andcimy peo-
pleC are wholly of the working class, but
I xvould flot cbiànge it. Yes, I could
hiave mioved several timies in the last teti
years, but I arn stili hiere. Are yau a
stran ger to London ?"

4No l have liveci in it ail mv life."
The clergyman regarcled hiis clear-cut

profile with the interest peculiar to the
real and fliscrimiinatîng student of bu1-
nman nature. IHe gathereci froni bis
speech and mianner that lie wvas an cdui-
cated miar, and a certain suggestion Ot
power xvas in biis face. Buthle seenîcd
to be under a cloud. A quickenied 111-
terest in hini filled the good nman's stifl;
it wvas bis business to beal andci elp aiid-
save, and bis name wvas known as a frieiid
to the troubled far beyond the bounids Of
bis own parishi.

".Alh, then you knowv something of tl"-
stress of London life. Yet it liasiS
charun. I could not live, I think, otit-
side of it now, unless I happened to get
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