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"There's the rooni back o' tliis, an'
yer'it xvant the sittin' roon as well. iParty
oniy lef' it on Monclay, goin' back ta
Anierilcy."

Reeclhani shook bis head.
"I could not pay for this nîeanwhiie,

MY'ary Anne, anci I clon't care hoxv small
the rooni nîay be. I know it wvil1 be
dlean and sweet, and xvill savour of
home."

He spoke as lie f elt. The hunteci ex-
perience of the past few days hiad
cliangec i s xviiole outtook on iife, and
lic naturaliy icleaiised the hionely xvo-
man wvioni iii the whvle hostile xvilder-
ness of London was the only one lie
tluouglit lie liuighit trust. She, no less
than lie, knew liow great wvas the debt
under wliich lie xvas laid by lier readi-
xucss to hielp,

"Tiue room*s jes 'ere," she said, step-
pilug back to the cammunicating door.
"It's the lioxîIy one Vve got. L'nî full
liul noxv, cep fer this. And 1 camnt
let 'ciii seperit. 1 kin afford it, sir, to
let yer rave 'cm cbeap, as cheap as
nuthin' nuaybe, tili yer gits round the
corner. Yer sec nie worst battle's aver.
Tecicy lies earning bis sixteen slîillin' a
week now in Gaodiîall's doxvn to College
street, an' likely to go hion gittin' better,
for e's a clever chap wiv 'is 'ands and
'is 'eaci. An' even littie Tommny 'as bis
'arf crown a-wveek fer gain' liafter a
iuîilk l)ralui, and Tilda's ta the dress-
niakin', an' littie Arînie gits tlîat 'andy
abart tue 'ouse, yer can't tlîink. Oh, nie
battie's luover, an' I kmn eve a bite ta
spare fer a friend. Besides," she added
fiercelr, "Jes' lookc arotind, wliere did
ail this furniter corne fronu? Hevery
stick av it were presents fronu yau an'
the miissus. Where would yer couic ta,
if nat ta pare aid MVary Anne ?"

Stuc wriped lier eyes wvitiî the corner
of bier apron, wvle slie liuintecl for tue
matches ta higlît up the inuer roonu. It
w~as a sniall scquare apartuient laokiîio
out upon the long narrow strip of garlen
wluich in sununier xvas an astonishino-ly
pleasant place , sliut in by branchuing lines
w~hich w*ou1ld lave clone nîo discredit to
a country hane. Truc, tue rush and roar
of Londlon, tue wv1isýle andcin of in-
nunuerable trains îuever ceased niglît nom

day, but tiiese were minar cliscomforts,
flot nientioned or even noticed by the
cwlecrs in St. Paul's-crescent.

'There yer are, an' ll jes' clear
away,"Y she saici cheerfully. "The bed's
hall ready an' as clean as a new pini,"
she adclet proudly. "That xvos wot then;,
Amiericans said, it xvas a treat. Good-
nighlt, sir, when xvould yer like to be
called in the niornin'."

"A-ny tinio, any tinie, I doni't know
howv to thank you, Mary Anine, but T
swear that you xviii corne to no trouble
through it, and that I xviii repay in fuit
nîcasure presseci down ancd running over,
wliat Nrou've clone for mie tonighit."

"Don't go fer to mention it,' sir," shle
replied hiurriediy, anci made lier exit xvith
consicleral)le haste. In a minute or so
she w*as back, however, carrying some-
thing white over ber arm.

"Beggin' parclin, sir, fer the liberty;
but, scein' as vou ain't broughit no
things, xvoulcl yer mind puttin' on this
ere niglit-shirt xvot bclonged to 1)o<>
Webber. It's bin aired. There's a 'ot
xvater pipe wot goes through the cup-
board where I keeps me linen, an' wot
a god send it is to mie yer can't think."

She laid it down softly and withdrexv,
for the sight of lier new lodger sitting
with bis hands before bis face seriousiy
disquieted lier, and as she did not hiold
xvithi exhibitions of emotion on lier own
account, she was glad to escape. She
slept on a chair-bedstead in the kîtchen
herseif, partly to be handy in the morfl-
ing and partly because danger f rom niar-
auders usuialiy threatens f romn the base-
ment, and she liked to keep an eye on
everything. It was very comfortablc
there, however, espeeially of a wintCr
evening, whien the stove burned clear

ai riglit, and ail the work of the day
wvas cieared -away. Arrived ini lier oWfl1
sanctum, Mary Anne stood stili in tilC
mniddie of tlic floor, îvith a troubled, per-
plexed air.

"Lor' a-mnighty, whio'd a tiioughit it?
Thiere's soniething. inighty qucer. I don*L
like thern eyes o' bis ; but lie needs a,
f rienci, an' that f riend's Marv Anne Web -
ber, for sure."ý

Tben she laid hierseif clown and s1C1)t
the sleel) of the physicaiiy tired, wliile
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