
LOST FOR A WOMAN.

1
out of the rain, Fil carry Petite here. Tj p
stairs, please. - Wait a minute. Now, then.
this way.'

AU this time, Jemirna Ann' -stands, eyes
and
breathless igterest.

Mr. Roger,3, gentlema-nly -proprietor of the
Stars an%-'& Stripes Ilotel, further down the
street, assists a lady out of the chariot at the
door, and says, 1 Come along, Iiitle un',' lifts

a child in his arms, and leads the- way jaunt-
ily up to the « one pair front.'.

" This is the place, Mademoieelle Mimi,'
he says, sornewhat suddeuly. '- Mrs. Hop-

kina' select boarding-houze for single gentle.
men?

" Faugh !' says Mademoiselle Mimi, curling
disgustedly an extrernely pretty noçza-- 1 it
smells of corned beef and cabbage, end all

the three hundred and sixty-five iiasty
dinners cooked in it the put year.' -

And indeed a most ancient and cabbage-
like odour does pervade the halls and

passages of the Rotel Hopkins.- It is one of
those unhappy houses in which smells (like
prayers) ascend, and the lodgers in the attie

can always tell to a tittie what îs going on
in the kitchen.

'Mn. Hopkins can get up a nice little
dinner, for aU that,' sayB Mr. Rogers. I She's
done it for me before now, ý%heù the cook
has left me in the lurch, She'n do it for you,
Mam'selle slimi. You won't be served
withboiled beef and cabbage while you'ie

here, let me tell you. And she's as clean as
This is the parlour; take a chair.

And this is Jemima Aun, Mrs. Elopkins'
ýniece, and the i iol of six-and-twenty stal-

warti young men, Jemimy, my love, let me
pre-sent you-Mademoiselle Mimi Trillon, the

famous bare-back rider and trapeze perforra-
er, of whom all the world has heard, and La
Petite Mademoiselle Trillon. the younger.'

Mr. Roizers waves his hand with the grace
of ar court chamberlain and the smile of an

anzael, and Mademoisene Mimi Trillon langhs
and bowF,. . It is a musical, merry httle
laugh, and the lady,-Jemi-ma Annthinks, in
a bewildered way, is the most brilliant and
beautiful her eyes have ever looked on. The

Dachess Isoline herself was less fair 1 She
ifeels quite dazzled and dizzy for a moment,

anything beautiful or bright is so far ontside
her pathetically ugrly life. She is consciou8
of a face, small, ràther pale just now, look-
ing out of a coquettish little bonnet; of pro-
-fuse rippling hair of flaxen fairnests waving
low--on- --a,-àmm-ef dark
-8ilk, that emits perfume as she mo-iés of a
:seal jacket ; of two large blue-bêlI eyes,

laughing out of the loveliness of- that
flower-face.'

1

'Oh !' she says, under her breafn, and
stands and stares.

Mlle. Miml laughs again. Her teeth are
as nearly like 4 plearls ' as it is in the nature
cf little white teeth to be. She cari afford to,

lau-uh, and knows itr-
1 Now. then, Jemimy ? cries the brisk

voice of Mr Ro(yers. 'IJ4pow you are lost
in a trance of idmiration. We all are, bleu
ynu, when we first meet Mam"selle Mimi.

Nevertheless, my dear girl, business before
pleasure, and business has broug-ht us here

to-night. Call your aunt, and let us get it
over. 3

'l ffére is Aunt Samanthy,' responds
Jemima : and at that moment entera unto

them Mrs. Hopkins, her ' atomach * staid,'
and consiclerably humanized by the Mellow-
ing inflience of sundry cupe of tea, and
quaùtities of hot toast and broüed hami.

Mr. Rogers rises, receives her with effa
sion, preseàs to her thé'- Mesdemoiselles,

Trillov,-mother and daugbter, and Mam'selle
Mimi holds out one gray -gloved hand, with

a charminjz ami'ý,e, and says some charj#ing
words of first greeùng.

Jemima Ann watches in an azony of
suspens-*. She hopes-oh! 'she hop« Aunt

Samantha will not steel her heart and bolt
her front door agaý»t this radiant vision of
golden hair,-and sük, and seaJ.

But Àùnt Saniântha is not impressionable.
Long years of foundry haùds, of etruggles
with her liver and other organs, of much
taxes and many butcher bille, have turned
ta bitternesa her natural milk of human

kindnesa, and she euta a cold and disapprov-
ing glance on the blonde hfimi.
and boba a stiff lâttle Surtesy, and
sits down severely on the extreme edge of a
chair.

,, So sorry to intrude,' says the sweet
voice of I&Ifèý- --ýréu4 -M---- éciaxing awenta,

Il dear Mrs. Hopkins, at this abubrmal hour.
It is really quite, too dreadfal of me, radmit,

But what was I to do ? Mr. Rogers' hotel is
quitb'tull, and evep if it were not, there are
reas:)ns-a pause, a sigh, the blue bell eyes
cast -a patbetic glance, first at her ciaild,

thýtc appealingly at Mr. Rogers, then more
appealingly at frigid Mr,--. Hopkins-" there
is a person at the hotel with whoS I cannot
possibly associate. 1 am a mother, my dear

-Nirs. Hopkins ; thst iear child is my ouly
treasure. In my absence there woulà be no
one at the hotel to look after -her. I can not

le,&v.e--her- to the tender merci -the-bdies
of -pur -Yo- will

take compamion upon us. 1 am sure-âclaal>
il ng the gray-gloved haýds- and affürd un

ospitality during our brie£ stay in this town.


