LOST FOR A WOMAN. 9

will find a_valise and 3atchel 4fi thetab.
Send them up., ~T~Wont trouble you for
supper to-night, Mrs. Hopkins; we had a
snack at the hotel. But get my rcom ready
as soon as you can. There’s a good soul
We’ve been on the go all day, and I'm dead
tired.’

A swift and subtle change has come over
.-‘vﬂ-le.}iimi. Her pleading lady-like manner
drops from her as a garment ; her present
tone has an easy ring of command. a touch

-of vulgarity, that Mrs. Hopkius is quick to

feel wnd resent, but canuot define.

¢ Make up a bed for Snowball on a sofa or
lounge near mine,” she says to Jemima Ann,
¢ aud don’t let her have too much milk. She
is a perfect iistle pig for country milk, and I
dou’t want her to get fat. I hate flabby
chiliren.  And I'll lie on this couch while
you're getting my room ready, 1 really and
truly am fit to drop  Good night, Rogers ;
teil U'ympe, with my compliments, I hope
she m-ans to'g) to bed sober this tirst hight.’

Her musical langh follows Mr. Rogers
down stairs.  Then she glides cut of her
seal-skin like a heautiful little serpent slip-
ping its gkin, throws off the eoquestish bon-
net, stretches herself on the sofa, and before
her hostess or niece are fairly out of the room
is fast asleep.

* Well, I vever!’ says Mrs, Hepkjps,draw-
ing a long breath. ‘Upon my word ands
honour, Jemima Ann, I do assure youl
never !’

¢’Noball seepy, 'Nuball hungry, want her
bed and milk, want to go to bed,’ pipes
plaintively the child.

Jemima gathers her up in her arms, and
ven:ures to kiss the satin smooth cheek.

¢ You dear little pet, ‘she says,” you shall
have your bread and milk, and go to bed in
t 1o minutes. Oh, you pretty littlelove! 1
never saw anything half so lovely as you in
my life I’

¢ Land’s sake, Jemimy Ann, don’t spile
the young one V' says, irritably, her aunt.
¢ Handsome is as handsome does, is a true
motto the world over, “and if her or her mar
do+s handsome, I'm a Dutchman. ¢Good-
night, Rogers, and tell Alimp, to go to bed
sober this first night ;’ pretty sort o’ talk
that for a temperance boardin’ house. There!
get that slcepy baby somethin’ and put her
to bed I'll go and-tix Miss Flyaway's room
betore the meri come in. and tind her sleep-
in’ here, and hake fools of themselves.’

Aund yo, stilkwrathfuljand grumbling, but

in for it now, Mrs. Hopkin« goes to put her i

best beiroom an order. Jemima carries
Snowball down ‘to the diving-room. The
flaxen head lies against her shoulder, the
drowsy lids sway bver the sweet blue eyes,

the very lips are apart and dewy. Oh ! how
lovely she is, how lovely. how lovely, thinks
Jemima Aun, in a sort of raoture. Oh!if
she could keep this beautiful baby with
ber for ever and’ever !’

At sight of the bread and milk Snowball
wakes up enough to partake of that refresh-
ment. But she sleepily declines conversa-
“tion, and the pretty head sways as the long
light curls are being braided, and her clothes
taken off, and she is sound again, when
Jemma bears her tenderly up’ to the little
extempore bed Annt Samantha has prepared.
She stands and gazes at her in a rapture as
she sleeps.

*She lsoks like a duchess’ daughter !
She louks like an angel, Aunt Samanthy !
she says. under her breath. .

“Yes I' cries- Aunt Samantha, in bitter
Mscorn, ¢ I never see an angel—no more dl.d
you. Andif you did, I don’t believe they'd
a nd at a circos.  Now go down and shake
up t'other angel in the parlour, and tell her
she can tumble into bed as soon as she likes.
And mark my words, Jemima Anp,’ con-
cludes Mrs. Hopkins, solemnly prophetic,
* that woman will give us trouble, such as
we ain’t had in many a long day, before
we're rid of her.!’ :

CHAPTER IIL
IN WHICH WE GO TO THE CIRCUS.

It is the evening of another day; crisp,
clear, cool. The town-hall has tolled seven,
and all the town, in its Sunday best, is troop-
ing gayly te the great common on the out-
skirts, where the huge circus tent is erec-ed,
where flags fly, and drums beat, and brass
instruments blare, and great doings will be
done to-night.

A great rope stretches from the centre of
the common to the top of the teut, quite a
g1ddy height, and the celebrated tight-rope
dancer, Mlie. Mimi, is to walk up this before
the performance, givihg gratis a taste of her
qualities to an admiring wo:1d. .

Other vutward and visible signs of the in-
ward and to-be-paid-for graces going on
within, are there as well. Every dead wall,
‘every tence all over the town, is placarded
with-huge posters, anoouncing in lofty let-
ters of gorgeous colours, the wonderful
{ doings to be beheld for the small sum of
fifsy cents, children half price, clergymen
free!

Pictures of all the animals, whsse ances-
| tors came over 1n the Ark with Noah and
family, together with portraits of the un-
paralleled Daughter of the Desert, Madame
| Olympe, on her fiery steed Whiriwin 1, of the

|




