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The quarterly dividend of the New Yark:
Oentral & Hudson River Railroad was 2 Per-
cent, not 1§ s reported. y

The weather continues fair and In every
respect favourable for wheat and other small
graing, and reports from nearly every quarters

-are flattering.- - e

The Ontario Scottish Land Company have
Dought the York Chambers Buildings, corner.
of Toronto and.Court streets, Toronto, paying
therefor $51,000.  ~

The eartingh of the South Kastern b
for the week ‘ending Jade! 7, 1882, wers, 58,
312. 29, being an increase‘of $541.74-over-the
corresponding weeh of 1881.

The eastern trunk line managers have con-
cluded that the.running of through cars on
common trains between ‘ecktern and western
points cannot be dispensed with.’ o

The Chief of the U.S. Burean of Statistics
reports that tbe total values of the exports
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of petroleum and petrolenm producta {rom

the Upited States during Apml, 1882, wefe
$4,186,955.

Freuk Rande, once & highwayman and des-
persdo ss notorlous 88 Jessp James, i now
quletly making harness in tha Illinois State.
prisop, where he is confined under a life sen-
tence for murder, It has beon ascertained
that bis right name is Scott, and that he be-
longs to a respectable Iowa family. . The
yprison officlals believe ho is insane, and that
his exploits were more crazy than brave.

A museum of architectural scuipturs, the
Zormatlon of which was originally suggested
by the late M. Viollet le Duc, has been open-
&d in Paris in the Palace of the Trocadero.
The object is to afford an Insight Into’ the
decorative architecture of successlve perjods
in France, from the eleventh to the eighteenth
century and to' allow the student to trace the

rogrees of hig art from the earliest times un-
til the birth of the various French echools of
architecture. )

The poople of Mount Gilead, Ohio, wouid
not adciess Thomas J. Archer as & Mister
Archer,” but spoke to and of him familiaily as
«Tom.” As helr halfnegro, he resented the
Iack of deférence as a studied lusult becaunse
-of bis color,.and quarrelled with a number of
townsmen. At length hia exasperation led
him to shoot three of them, though none was
mach hurt. Then amob tried te lynch him,
and falling in thkat, burned ell the buildings
on his farm.

In common with other businesses, auction-
eering firms held their own for many a day
fn London. When the Duke of Bedford sold
out in 1800, on account of pulling down his
fine old: Inigo:Jones Mensjon,, Mr. Christle
was the anctioneer, and Christle and Manson
are the auctioneers of the eftects brought from
Hamilton Palace to-day. The Duke of Ham-
ilton hasa pertectly unentailed estate. His
rent roll s $600,000, but he has encumbered
jt so much that he has probably but over
$150,000 to spend. .

o [ondon 1ife seems to me,” wrote George
Picknor in 1851 to have becomse more op-
pressive tban it ever was. The breakfast
that ueed to be modest reunions of ‘half a
dozan, with a dish or two of cold meat, are
now dinners in disguise. The lunches are
much the same, with several sorts of wine—
an advance of Iuxury wkich can bode no good
to any people.” What would Mr, Ticknor
have thought of the change which ten yesars
have produced in NewYork ? Luncheons ex-
clusively for ladles nowdays often cost from
15 to $20 a plate.. .

The Lancet records the curlous fact that
while in 1848 duty was paid on 37,000,000
pounds of cofiee imported into Great Britain
ior home consamption, the igures for the past
year show an importation of less than
32,000,000 pounds, although the population
s increased by 10,000,000, and the quantity
gold per-capita is much larger. The figures
snggest fhe band of the adulterator, and a re-
markably large hand {tis. The Government
ig sald to encourage the business by permit-
ting the importation under a duty of 2d of
« coffes; chicory, or any other Vegetable mat-
tor applicable to the uses of coffes, or chicory,
roasted, ground, or mixed, withont reference
to the proportion ot the mixtare” Turnips,
carrots, and cabbage stalke are mentioned a8
adulterants comimonly used. . )

Almoat every, wine country used to' make
brandy; but itls only In poztions of the two
French departments of the Charente and Chat-
ente-Inferieurs. (the anclent Saintonsge and
Angoumois) that the brandy kncwn for ages
88 cogoac is produced.. The general destruc-
tion of the vines, and the improvements made
within the last ten years In distilling 'spirits
from other material, have led to the almost
complete ahandonment of distilation srom
Frencb'winés. In the years 1872, 1875, and
1876 an averageé of sixteen million gallons of
brandy wére produced from’ wine. Last year
only one million gallons were made. This
was about 3 per cent. -of the whole produc-
tion of gpirits, which was chieily from mol-
asges (43 per cent.), beet root (26 per cent.,),
and grain and potstoes (28 per cent.) The
excellence of genulne cognac is malinly due {0
the soll, the pub-soll, and the variety of the
vine which had’ been found,by continued sel-
ection to be best sulted to them. The town
of Cognac, the central mart of the district, has
in course of time given Iits name to the pro-
duce, -and, io. fact, to any very good
bmndY’ 2t ' .

An extraordinary story of Russian corrap-
tion was told at a trial at St. Petersburgh, the
other day. : The accused was Privy Councillor
Busch, Director.General of the Medical De-
partment of the Navy, who was charged with
baving received bribes from the officers of his
department for their promotion. One hua-
dred and twenty-kix navy surgeons came for:
ward as witnesser, eighty-slx of whom testl.
fied that the practice of paying the head of
the department for promotion had been in ex:
igtence’ for many yearr, and that Dr. Buosch
never promoted a suigeon’ without receiving
payment In casli or by promigsery note, One
of the witnesses alleged that he had to make
two puch paymenta--oné of 800 roubles in
1874 for his" firat promotion, and another of
1,500 for permlesion to te transferred from
the army to the navy, It also appeared that
in 1877 a young snrgeon wae appointed to a
higher position by the Governorof Cronstadt,
and that Dr. Buosch, on beating of thils,
‘threatened- to cancel the appointment - unless
the gurgeon ‘would pay him -£,000 roubles.
The surgeon “then paid -Dr. Buich: 3,000
roubles, pd wasallowed to keep his appofnt-
mwent, -7 af pubdbvovs of ot g o1

« BUOHUPAIBA?
Quick, complete cu'e, all annoying Kidney,
Bladder and Urlnary Diseages, $1. Drug
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__ Ong, two,three, four ! from the old wopden
‘Connectiout clock. She draws. ailopg breath
| ofirélief, rises, makes her way out, a8 she
mada it in.. o AT
' The night has changed—the morning is
dark, damp; dismal. George Blake s wait-
ing, poor falthfnl sentinel. He comes up,
hig teeth chattering, white rim on moustache
‘and Halp, T SR fEheh
At last I’ he says, wearily ; ‘give you my
honor, Joanpa, I thought the time would
never corne.’— What-a-night-this has been |-
Bhall you ever forget it 2' =~ .
{ -Bheidoes not,speak, she.looks bick datk]
zat the' house she'{s leaving.i (1. '+ F.i:iv
%1 Jopd-bye; 'you 'dreary! prison, - she eay:
11 may be ‘miserablein the '{ime that™ is"ip
come, but.).;can-never sgain - ho.as jmiserable;
as I bave been in-you! : Tl
'« {4, You shall never. be mligerable. .iCan:.you
mot “tiust’ me,sJosnna 7' :he eays.reproach-,
f“lly-': ’ et am
iCome,' is her.only apswer. He drawa her;
hand through Lis arm, and they are off, walk-
ing fisetly and. in: silence, along. the cbleak,
windy road. e Tro

It wants a quarter of five when they reach
the station. : Itis quite deserted, but there is
a fire in the waiting-room. C

He takes ber in, and sees for the first time
ber silken robe, the velvet bat, the crimson
shawl, :

tMy word, Joannal’ he says, langhing,
thow emart you are! As a bridegroom
cometh out of his chamber! Where did you
.aise all this superfine toggery ?'
« It belongs to Lors,” anewers Joanna,in
.the most matter-of-fact tone possible, “all but
the shawl—~tbat belongs to Liz! The watch.
and brooch are my own. 1 did not want to
shaxe you by being shabby. : .

Ee stares at her, then burats out laughing
bat be is not bést pleased elther at these
vague notione of meum snd tuum. There ia
no t{ime, however, to remanstrate ; the train
rushes in almcst immadiately, and the instant
it stops, the runawaya are aboard, :

« Now, then,” George Blake exclaims, « we
are off at last—Ilet those catch who can! I1n
three hours we will be in New York.”

It is a silent trip. The young fellow eita
lost in & bapry dream. He will marry Joanna
—they will board in the city for a little, thon
his mother will #come round,” and his wife
can live with her, while he will run down
three or four times n week. By-and-bye his
salary will be raised, he will become an edi-
tor himeelf, be will take a nice little house
over Brooklyn way, with a garden, a grape
arbour, some roge trees and geraniume, and
he and Joanna will live heppily for eve
after! - co :

That 1s bis dreem. For Joanna, what does
she dream of as she sits beside him, her lips
compressed, a line as of pain between her
eyebrowe, her eyes looking out at the grey,
forlorn dawn, Nothing bright, certainly,
with that face.

They reach the city. The nolse, the up-
roar, the throng, the stony streets, bewllder
her—sghe clings to ber protector'sarm. He
heg decided to take her for to-dsy to a hotel,
snd not present her {o his landlady—an
anstere lady--until he can present her ns his
lawiul wedded wife. So he calls a ¢keb,
and they are driven off to an np-town Broad-
way hotel. - ;

«Is it always as nolsy as this 7’ she asks, in
a sort of panfc, ¢My head s splitting al-
ready.’ .

4 Oh, you will get used to it,” he laughs;
twe all do. You won't even hear it after a
while—I don’t. Here we are. Now you
shall have breakfast,and themn I will start
off, and hunt up a clergyman.”

He squeezes her hand, but thers is no re-
sponse. She withdraws it impatiently, and
goes with him into one of the parlours,
whete George engages n voom for hig wife,
and registers boldly as «“Mr, and Mrs.
George P. Blake.” Mrs. Blake is shown to
hie apartment, where she washes her ince,
smooths her hair, straightens herself gene-
rally, and then goes down with Mr. Blake to
breakfast.

«Now Jo,” he says, when that repsst is
over, ‘ you will return to your room, and I
will go out and get something to read,
{0 pass the time, for I may be gone for some
bours. I will fetch 'a parson with me if I
can; if not, we will go this evening before a
clergyman and be martried. Try not to feel
lonesome. In a few hours yon will be my
wife "

. Josnna does not look as if there ware auny-
thing in this prospect of a particularly rap-
turous nature, but she goes to her room,-and
1ater accepts the magazines he brings her, to
while away the hours of his absence. Bat it
fe a:leng day. She yawas over.lhe storles
and pictures for awhile, then throws herself
on a sofs, and falls asleep.

It is Iate In the atternoon when she awakes.
George ig there to take her to dinner, waiting
fmpnatiently. B

«It is nl1l'right,” he tells her. ®The Reve-
rend Peter Wiley 18 my friend: I have ex-
plained to him as much as is neceseary, and
we are to go to his house at nine this even-
ing. I shall want some one to stand up with
me, 50 after dinner I’!l run down to the office,
if you con’t mind being leit alone a 1ittle lon-
ger, ang got one of our fellows, !

They dine,- and George again departs;
Joanpa once more returng to her own room.
And now it Is drawing awfolly mear—thia
great change in her life—she is about to be-
coms George Blake's wife, And she sits here
alone, her face boried ia her haads, her
whole life seems to rise up before her—her-
whole dark loveless, moat miserable life.
A dreadful feeling of sullen, silent abger pos-
geeges her as she sits alone here, ber hands
clasped arouud her knees, her eyes staring
straight before her, after her usual cromch-
ing, uogeinly fashfon. All the wrongs of
her life-time rise -np before her, a dark and
gloomy array. Fatherless, motherless,” what
bad she dome to be sent into the world ban.
ped at her very birth? 'Hard - fare, - hard
words, hard blows, oaths, kicks, cufls, con-
stant toll, balf nsked, half frozem, jeers,
scorn, for ever and for ever! There it stands,
the bitter, bad catalogue, never to be for-
gotten, never to be forgiven. A long life-
time of reprisal will be too short to wash
white the score her memory holds against
‘almost every human oreature she has ever
known, :
‘And, yet, stay! Not quite all—not George
Blake, poor foollsh fellow, who has run
away with her, or ratker with whom she has
ran away. 7The tense lines of brow. and
mouth relax a:little, 1% 1s too bad to have.
‘made blm do-it; ‘he will never.:know:
what to do with-her all:the:rest’ 6f “his lite;,

ditkly,

that, although,. perhaps, ke does not just now.
But she has not thought of him, only of her-

.| her heatt like-a blow. Bhe apringsup and"
-fiies fo the door... Down the long passage a

| He isj¢nly~n well-looking,  well-

. B .looks ‘8p- . da
- < —Z-y {1.1; 3¢ |:He Will be sorry for it presently—she feels. [ifelibw: stops. ;, Tha_ nbxt)

tall” figore!'goes, ~A; lady passes bim, the
whistle ceases, he.uncovers.as: és by ;
then heftoo 48 gone; : 1~
For a moméent she stands stunned;”
quite white, her eyes all wild and wide, ina
sort of terror, her heart beating thick and
fast, Then she darts t6 the window, and but
just in time. He i8 passing out, the last light
of the.eyeniog .eky .falling,full ppon. him-— .
handdome "as wusual, ‘carelesaly " elegant as”
usual—the dazzling:image thdty hns alwaysj
appealed’:- g0  powerfally ~to’ this “wild]
“givl's: Imagination=that.~has made-him-from'
-the fitst in.her eye¢s, unlike any other man |
: wd_h') i

ighe-hng ever seemt; VWhat is;the’ chhrm

e

well.dressed young gentleman; “the*type "
-a.clpes that in after years she meets ‘thick
a6 leaves in Vallambross,’ and yet, to the
“last dpy of ‘herlife, something stampg Frank
Livinggton ap'a fman of men” ‘among, them
alli7 [In one flashing glance, those quick
eyes take in every detail of face, and figure,
‘and dress, even to the rosebud and gera:
~niuih|leaf peeping out frfm under his dark
‘paletot,- the - white vest, -the - kid gloves.'
There is but time for a glance. He lights &
cigar, beckons a coupe, springs in, and is
gone. ‘ .
She sits down as she has been sitting be-
fore, but in a dazed sort of fashion that
{rightens even hergelf. Shs triee to take up’
her train of thought where she has dropped
jt—in vain. A swift, incomprehensible re-
vulelon begins within har. She will not
marry George Blake—no, ro tever, never!
She springs up again, and puts out her hands
a8 {1 to keep the ides off. She will not mar-
1y Qdorge Blake—shs will dle first! How
has she ever thought of such a thing ? Why
‘has 8hé ever come here 7 Why is she staying
hiere now ? 1t she stays he Wil come back
and make her marry him. Make her!
Bhe laughs, a scornful littie lavgh all by
hergeld, ut the thonght. But then his pleas-
ing face and wistful boyish blus eyes rise be~
fore ber. And he is g0 fond of her, 8o ridi-
culously fond of her.

‘t'Pghaw | she says, aloud, impatiently,
“he is a fool to want me. He will get over
it.» ' C

But she must not stay; it will nof do to
meet him ; she mpst have been mad with
misery over to think of marrying bim—bim !
Alag, for George Blake! The haughty head
erecta itself, the straight throat curves. In
one moment her mind is made up beyond
power of change. And all by onpe flesting
glimpee of Frank Livingston going to the
opera,

She puts on.her hat, Lora’s hat, pulls it
well down over her face, throws the heary
crimson shawl over her arm, and is resdy to
go. She wrlies no line or word of farewell-—
what is there to eay? And she ig not roman-
tic. George will see that she has gone—that
18 enough. Where is she golng? She docs
not know—only—not to marry yoang Mr.
Blake, Shke opens the door, waiks quickly
down the long corridor, her head defiantly
erect, prepared to do battle with George
Biake should they meet, But she meets no
one., The elevator s just descending; she
entera and goés down. A moment later snd
she iz out, under the sparkling New Year
starg, alone, homeless, penniless, in the streets
of New York, o

CHAPTER V.
IN WHICH JOANNA SEEES HER FORTUNE.

The yellow-tinted twilight has given place
to the silvery dark, lighted by & broad full
moon. All lamps in the great thoroughfare
are alight, windows are blazing like great
jewels, Her gpirits rige, the fresh night wind
18 like strong wine, the old gipsy instinct of
freedom awskes within her. It is well!l
She im strong, she is free! Oh! blessed
freedom, boon . beyoud all boong of
earth! And for one whole day and might
she has thought of resigning it for life-long
bondage to George Blake! Free to do what
she chooses, go where she likes; the world is
all before her, a great city full of infinite pos-
sibilities is aronnd ner! No man is her mae-
ter ; no man ever shall be! ’

She walks on and on, her bleod quickening,
her heart rising. She could siog aloud in
this first hour of her exnitation. BShe iafree!
ber old life lies behind her, with its shame,
its pain, for ever and ever. She Ig here in
the city of her deslre, the world all before her
where to choose !

How brillfant the scene is to those coun-
try eyes! how the lamps shine, how the great
windows flash out! But the roar, the rnsh
of many people and vehicles dizzies and be-
wilders her, Will she Indeed ever get used
to it, as George Blake savy8? But she puts
away the thought of George Blake; a hot
swift pang of remorse goes with it. How
cruel, how nngrateful be will think her, and
« ingratitude is the vice of slaves.” She will
not think of him; it is all she can do to
keep from haviog a vertigo, amid all this
light and noise. ‘ C

Presently she becomes consclous that cu-
rloug eyes are watching her. She does unot
know It, but she is a conspicuous object even
on Broadway. Her great amazed black
oyes, the nnmistakable countiry stamp about’
her, something out of the common ' in her
eagar face, the brilliant shaw), render her a
distinct mark in the moving picture,

is being followed, that & man is close at her
elbow, has been for some time, and is looking
down at ber with a sinister leer.. He'ié abig,
burly man, with a red face, a:mangy, purple
mustache, all nose and watch chain, Ilkd a
Jew. -Sha glances: up at him angrily; he
only returns it with .a smile of fascinating
sweetness,. T o
«You was waitin' for me, - my dear, wasn't
yon?" he says, instnuatingly. " TR
She doés not: reply, ouly hurries ‘o, .her
heart beginning:to beat. A policeman passed;
and eyed 'the pair suspiciously, but.Joanna’
does not know enough of city waya to appeal’
to him. 8he takes these .tall.men, bound in

them. She walks rapidly-=so rapidly with
that free, elastic.step she has learred.im
treading the woodg, that her pursuer anathe-
matizes her under his breath, She has got
off Broadway now, and takes cornere and
streets ag they come, and still; with a parae-’
verance worthy a much better cause, her tor-
mentor follows, He has no.breath left for
conversation. He is stout, his mind is goue,
he'ls gasplog like a stranded fish, he lugs 8’
step or two.behind, and a stern chasge 6 al-
ways a l10bg-one, Joanpa 18 ag fres as when
he started. .
ifades; .him, - and -scmething".{n ' her "eyes
‘80 wlcked;: + 80 dangerous,: :that theél
bkt mment she., hij
flown saround a corner and disappeared,
Thers is nothing for the owner of the mangy
wmustachs but to get on the first car and go

And then all at once 8he reslizes that she §

.to the station for protection.” ! .

blue and brass, to be goldiers, and is afrald of |

Suddenly ‘she tnrns round and | 8. at him w]
X : her ‘eyes that he gring again, ~ °
mceOb | she's @ green un, .
; Lookiy here,” ho 8ay, a
'tion to his com ,

#hiog Lights_gleam from basemeént win-
‘dows. the
plotures- within: Lopg. tables,] laid- with
white'damask, glass and silver spafkling as
st -Mra, .Abboit’s, servantaimoylug. about,
Sometimes.it:i8_a_parlour-3ntérview;along
‘glowing xoop lit ‘with great glaes globes;'s’
youug.girl at tbe plano, her music coming
to ‘where the homeless listener wearily
stands; mammal with aubaok gfm;vork,bpagn
With hig paper, llitle children fitting about.
'}i"j‘g}eif%z.in s-at her heart. Ohl Wwhab

Lappf people there: are 1n the world! @ Girley
Iikégfe?fv hibright homeskappy, cheriah—

ed; " ‘Teloved;. good. ~'Bhe . is . not:good, she;
neger has, been, sho. never, will be it 18 not,

| 1n Berjnatnre, . She:has: baen; bon different
i7'Lfrom others, more witked aullen, fierce, viu-,

"dictive, aid now, last of olfy ubgratefol.’ A%
great gob rises.in-her threat; she moves huis:
tledly on. > Bhes cold, and tired, and home<
sick—she Who- Liag, nover ‘had, a; fonié, Who,f
more than over before, 18 homelées to-pight,.
The bard 'pavement’ buris 'and_blisters “her
feet, uded to tread élastio tarf. It is growing
very late, and very -cold. -~ Where snall she
gtay :until morning? . She capnot walk much
lotger ; her Wwearled limbs.lag eyen DOW.
Whatshall she do ?. Lo L

The quiet of these up-town streets begins
to righten her.. The blinds ate all closed
now;.the sweet home pictures.can dazzle
her no mora, . .She must .get back to where
there are light and life—to that brilliant, gas-
1it, store-lit street, she. found herself ja first.
-But she  cannot find it; she.is in another
bright thoroughfare before long, but it Is not
the same—it is the Bowery. .

A clock somewhere strikes ten.. Her kead
is dizzy, a mist is' before her eyes, her feet
fail, a panic seizes her ; she .grasps & railing
to keep from falling. ' She can go ro further,
come what may. .

A little ahead there is a building that looks
like n church.; She moves toward it, goes
‘up the steps, and sinks down in a8 heap. A
pillar screens her partly ; she crouches into
the farthest corner, shuts her eyes, and tries
to rest. . . .

What shall she do 7"

The question beats ltke o trip-hamrer
throngh her dezed brain, She has no mooey,
not one penny; she does mnot know :one
liviog soul of all these reatless hundreds who
flit by. And yet it is characteristic of her
stubborn resolution that she never once.re~
pents having run away trom George Blake,
nor thinks of making her way back_to him,
She knows the name of the hotel she has
quitted ; it is probable she might fisd it
agaln, but the thought never occura to her,
Whatever comes, all that is past and done
with ; she will never take & single step
backwark to save herself from the worat fate
that can befall. - U

What shall she do? Shé feels she cannot
stay crouched here on the cold -stones all
night. Whither shall she go?—to whom
appeal? Bhe has spent manya night in‘the
open sair before—nights ag cold as this; but
the vld ‘mill ‘was her safe shelter; the fami.
Ifar croak of her friends, the frogs, her wel-
come; the solemn surge ol tbe foreat, her
lallaby. BHere thers are men more to be
feared than wild beaars, pitiless eyes, the
¢ car rattling o'er the stony street, nolde,
light, danger. She hus epent po night like
this in all her life. :

Soon what she fears most comes to pass—
the gleam of that fated Ted shawl catches the
quick eys of & patser-by. He stops, pausss
fn the tune he {8 whistling, peers for a mo-
ment, then bounds up the ateps, and stands
besiae her.

i Sa-n-y, you, hullo ??

She looks'up. 1t is only & boy, a gamin

thirteen. The infinite misery ot her eyes
gtrikes this young gentleman with a sense of
gurptise.
‘#9a.a.3," he repeats, - dodgin’'a cop T
‘Che tone is questioning, the words of course

are perfactly incomprehensible, She does
not reply.

#8a.g.y! Can’t yer speak ? Dodgin' a
cop

The tone this time is sympathetic, and is
meant to reassure her, If she {s performing
the action {m question, he wishos to inform
her be has performed it bimself, and that sbe
may count on his commiseration,

«I don’t know what yon mean,” she says,
wearfly. «Iam from the country; [ have
lost my way in the strests- I have no home,
or frlends. I was very tired, and I satdowa
here to reat.” ,

Her head drops against the cold plllar.
She ie utterly spiritlees and worn out. He
stares at her for a moment, says “ Golly!”
softly to himself, and slowly resumes his
whistle. He Is debating whether to belleve
what she says or not.

1 Sa-a-y 1" be diawle, affer a little, ¢ got
any money " .

u Not a penny.”

He resumes his whistle once more. Oncs
more the keen wvyes of the boy of the streets
goes over her, takes in the silk dress, the
gleam of gold, tbe crimson shawl, the weary,
weary face. : .

 Sa.a.y ! what brought ye up to York 7"

"1 came with a friend. .But I did not
wani to stay. 1 came out and lost myseli.
You need not ask me questions. I cenuot
tell you more than that., I do not know
what to do. 1 have no money t»go to an-.
other hotel,” . ‘

« Another hotell Cricky! We've been in a
hotel—Fifth Avenoo K or the Windgor, 1
shouldn't woader. Sa.s.y, I'm blesied if I
don't believe-you're tellin’ the truth!” '

She looks up st him: indignantly. The
cute; boylsh tace is a. good-humored one, and
his youth gives her.courage. oo

‘4 wigh you would tell me what to do,” she
rays, piteously.. # You belonz hers, and must
koow. I canuot stay Liete all night.? =
«Should think not.. Iell, you-might go

o
«The what?”. -, ... .- :
«The station—poliss you know.”
+ ' Why ehould I’ gb.there?” she exolaims,
angrily, i1 have .done nothing wiong.’
How dare you suggest such a thing 2"
-+ # Blesged.If you ain’t a green ’un!” the boy
‘eays, grinning. + If you won't go there, and
get lodgin’ free gratis for notbin’ where will
ye go? Sureyou got no money 7"
-t Qartain. -Not one penny.” .

« Well, what's that a shinin’ so—a gold
chain? If it f{s gold—the real Jersmiah,
mind—you wighkt put it up the spout, end
gpt. mony -that. way.. J['Zl show you your

#ach bowlidersd

uncles.” . . .
->8he looks at him with

i ai‘ﬂgﬂ.ﬁ;xo-‘\"u—‘

apiing bia oonyersa.
company, ¢ {f I get ‘yot‘gglédg‘[ﬂ'?
a clean, comfortable, 'spsctable lodgin’, will
you pawn your jewellery to pay for it?

(8

gelf ; It has been her one chance of escape

;glata,

from tbat eaxtbly helf, and she has taken it,

back;

‘Causae it you wlll, I guees I can help you.”

She pauees and.Jooks wistfully at the |-

8. a stroke worth a centto-day. Times is awial.}

of the' New York streets, with a precocious,
ugly, shrewd little face—a boy of perbaps|-

‘| she tbinks, replaciog it, ¢if she’s o mind to-

.| goieg on with the lamp, « wild by nams and

ARy !..1': I;

halnt earned salt to .rgy“pbrrldge ﬁdiggx,f:
) «Dp yot work 1" Joanna “eks;~eyeing the
-pox'and brugties he carrids, = el
\ #You'bet] belle paperainfhe mornin', and

-shines boots the rest o' the time. Haint done

bad,” says this man of busines, despondently. "
#Gents that always took a shine befors, goes
muddy now, sgoner'’n part with a blamed
nickel I”

- 4 Wp et *RO-yOU- taking-me 27 the glrl- in-
quires. Sbe s insoms trepidation, although
-\‘&he lad’s face s not a bad one, and she s dead

l'ed. - . T - .
~—-uHome to our hougs—my old woman’s, you
‘apow. Lanadress she is;does up gents' and.
1adies fine linen. We've got.a Bpare room in
’the . attic, and . now and then we lets ic.for
‘lodging. to girls out o!-place—~help, ¥s know..
“Mother knaws ’em -by dozsns. They paysa
. dollar and a half.a woek and grubs theirselves.
,It’a enipty:now, and 1 goess you can have it.
‘You look the right sort, you do. Mother
don’t take no other, mind you. ‘Taint much
farther—up four pair, but the roof 's bandy for
dryin”." o ST, ’ s ST
i Joanna ig teo epent.to talk, so.in, silence |
they presently reach:the place. . It is up four
"paire, and very loeg paire at tbat;: she feels
88 though she could never reach the top.
They do reach It, ‘however; the boy opens s
door, ‘there. is & flood. of light, & gush of
warmtb, and they are ® there.”

It is now after eleven, but lats as is the
hour the boy's mother is ktill pursuing ber
avacation, Upon a stove, glowing red-hot,
stands 'an array of smootbing-irons; at &
long, narrow table, In the middle of the floor,
the woman gtands, polishing the bosom of a
shitt. - ~

.The room is perfectly neat and clean ; two

‘dreaml

N o

=t

eéely and long, in her hard liitle attic

-
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... .. CHAPTERVL
¥+ I‘WEIOH JOANNA FINDS HER FORTUNE.
With therising of the next morning’s frosty
sun, Joanna’s new life may fairly be eaid to
begin.
gus.xathe: lata,when she descenas to the
foom with the cooking  stove, “which 1s
Kltchen;y parlor; Alining-room, aud Ghildren’s
sleepitiy room ‘inclusive: - The"little black
stove so-superteats:-it- that - the-windows are
open, and. two, or three pots of hardy rose
geraninma.fionrish on the sills.i" They make
a pleasant.gpot'of color to the glrls : country
eyes, with their vivid groen leaves and pink
blossom3. Sunlight finds the room as tidy
as lamiplight. Mrs. Gibbs stands over a tub
in a corner -washing,:w little boy and . girt of
five toddle nbout,’each' with & doll made out
of a bottle. This im the home Sceme that
greets Joanna,

1 Good morning,” Mrs, Gibbs says. ¢ Low
did yourest, my dear?’ " i LR

Mrs. Gibbe’ languags =and manaess aro
superior to her station, and  Mrvs. Gibbs
greatly prides hersetf thereon. She is a per-
gon of literary. tastes, nud has sesn better
dayz. The better days were in tbe lifetime
of the late Mr. Gibbs, when she had but little
to do, and & great deal of time to read romsaa-
ceg, of which: she ig exceedingly foad.

Mr. Gibbs was by profession a maton's
esslstant, in other words a hod-carrier, and
one day, overcomé by sunstroke, foll off a
scaffolding and’ was ' instantly killed. - That
was jour yeéarda ago, and slnce then Mrs,
Gibbs had adopted the occupation of jaun-
dress, and wisely eschewed romance, Bat

lamps light it brightly. - The woman herself
iz in & Bpotless calico dress and long white
apron, mud-looks both ‘respsctable and, like
her gon, good-natured.’ ‘Oa'a trundle-bed, in
a corner, two children lie asleep.
« Blens ue, Thad, how late you ate ' she
begins. Then she sess his companion, and
‘| stops, inquiriogly, but in. no ourprise, and
smiles 8 welcome, #Good eveninz, mles.
Come in and take an air of the fie, Youm
ook half froze.” S
_Joapna advances, The mother takes im
as the son has done, thesilk dress, the golden
trinkets, the fine crimson shaw}, and her face
grows fitst puzzled, then grave,  She turns
to her son, with something of a frown, and’
motions him {nto an adjoining room.
«Who is this you have brought?’ she
asks. -¢I don't know her.” o s
« No more do I,” Thad rejoins, * but she's
all right—bet Fou ten cents on it! She ain't:
no help—no more ehe ain't a street tramper.
She's a country gal, and greemer'n grass.
Cat away from her friends, I guess, and come
to New York to seek her fortune, They all
do it! Don't she hope she may find 1§ "
¢ Where did you pick. her up,” the mother
asks, still digsatisfied. .
Thad explains st some length, Thad's
mother listens, neither satisfied nor con-
vinced. o
«I'd rather have my room empty forever,
you know that,” ghe says, with some as-
perity, % than harbour half the ruck that's
golng. If I thought she wasn't all right, I'd
buandle her off ngaip, and Iet her go to the
station, and box your ears intc the bargain!
1 wor’t have girls picked up from the streets.
I only lodge respectable yonpg womsn out of
place.” -
n Well,

'

she’a B respectable young woman
out ¢ place,” eays Thad. ¢ Sa-a-y, motber,
don’t let us stand hero jiwin!, Give a fellow
his gupper, can't you, and lsi blm go to bed.”

«And vou say ehe’s gyt no money ?7 says
the woman, ...~
U No; but she's got a gold chain, and the
best o’ clothes, and is willin’ to put ’em up
the spout first thing to pay you. Say,
mother, you can’c turn her out, so cheess it
all, and give us some supper.”

He returns impatiently to the kitchen.
Joinna still gits in a cane rocker near the
gtove. The warmth, the rest, the silencs,
have lulled her into sleep. Her head lies
againet the back, her hat is off, her pale, tired:
face has the look of a spent child. L

The woman bends over her, and gradually
the perturbed expression leaves ber face,
No—on that brow the dreadfal brand of the
streets bas never rested. She fa Iittle better,
than a cbild In years; the story she has told
Thaed must be frue. She i8 one ot these
foolish, romance-reading country girla. who
ron away from home and come to New York
to seek their, fortunés, . Thete are o many
of them~—50 menyl Poor souls! the for-
tunes they mostly ficd in ruin and sin for.
lte, and a_death of dark despair. This girl
.bas evidently been well-off; her dress Is of
rich silk;" handeomely {rimmed and made,
she wears & gold chain and watch, a breastpin
and ring. And the shawil on. her lap—the
woman's eyes gliston as she 1ifts it, - Ail her
‘life it has been her ambitioh to own a ehawl’
lize thiz—all wool, deeply. darkly, beantiful-
ly red. All her lite it hag Been an ambitlon
unattained. -, B T
. ¢ I will keep her-a fortnight for this shawl)
make the bargain. .
.. Thad- is-.caliiog Justily: for his supper. It
is ‘soon set before hfm, sorue s&lices of cold
corned beef, some bread and butter ard coffse.
The lad falls to with an appetite, and hia
mother gently iwakens Joanna. i

ke

. +You must be-hungry' she 'says; ¢t
gome supper and go to bed.! - . . 5
But Joanna ia not hungry ; she dlned, late,
snd fared well., " She is very, very tired;
though, and wiil go to bed, with her hostess’
permission’, . w!
taking one of the lamps, « Mrs. Giibs. Will
you tell ' me yourd?” -+ v
For & moment thafs

hers—she wonld not retain it it it. were,’
Blake, she thinke of giving; but no, she hids
.mo right to poor: Georgy's namuy. The only
.one that belongs'to ‘her is Joanna-—Wiid
Joanna, Then it lashes upon her—she has
only- to reverse that, and she 13 mow chris.,
tened for life. ' ' '
- #My name 18 Wiid,” she rays,
wild» S

"% And you look it,” thinks Mra, Gibbs,

MJoanna

wild by nature, I dare say... But you're not
a atrest-tramper, and, that's a beautiful shaw!,

8o 1Usall right,” . . .

. Ttié. room'’ 18 8 ‘tiny attlc chamber-with a
The bedla wide enough.to lie down . on; but.
‘certalnly-to turn in it would be a gerious-risk
st(Ll it [Doka

bhing

thing: . Tha. flooris. bare; one: onair, coms;
Pifges:all the fumiture there lawpace)fory 4

1 ‘hope you* will “sledp’ woll,” shys Mra.’
Gibbs, kindly, « Taere's a bolt on the door

if you've a wind to, but you're quite safe up

3

s

« My name ig Glbbs,” suggests the matron, |

ent thera i3 a'ponse, Shi bas | YOy oS !
{ 60 name. The . bated;ons-of 'Slea‘foid;ik-néb_fﬂ' “¥on must.haye had:a good.

h

“4'Xon have,been Kingfo me-r%op;

| what che- hag read has left its-mark., Her

;e‘.dest son making hiz appesarance about the

[ time she completed: “Thaddsus of Warsaw,”
‘ was named after that hero. After a pauss of
.geven years, twing arriving, almosat simultane-
ously with & copy ot vAlonzo and Melisss,”
these innocénts weré christened after that ro-
mantic pair. It1g ‘Alonzo and Melissa who
are now pressing to their chubby bosems two
root-beer bottles, and pausing in their play to
stare with round wondering eyea at the new-
comer. Thaddeus has departed -to retail the
day’snews, and afterward “shine” gestlemen'’s
boots. L . ‘

« ] slept very well,” Joannpa:-aunewers, and

holds out:ber hand with a smile to the Jittie
ones. P . . l'.' T L-
She loves childre, and her eyes' brighten
at sight of them. Mady good tralts are in the
| girl's character that have never had a chance
"to come out—this is one of them.  She has
never known a child in her life. :

Alorzs and- Meligsa lock at her, and with
the intuitive fnstinct ot children and dogs ses

1in her a frlend at once.

- t Perhaps you won't mind getting your own
bresk{ast 7 -eays Mrs, Gibbs. ¢I'm busy as
you see. There's thy teapot on the stove,
and the dishes and bread and butter are in
the puntry. Set the‘table yourself aud take
your breaxfast.’ )

«I feel as if I were'a burden to you,
Joanua says; tbut I hope it will ‘not ior
long. 1 have no rioney now, but the very
first I esrn I will give you.”

She says it with an honesty and -earnest-
nees her - hostess sees {8 very real. Mm
Gibbs finds she «likes thu looks of her” by
daylight, though ghe is an uncommon-iook-
iog young women, somehow, too.

v WWhat do you intend fo do?” she asks
rubbing sway st the shirt she is at work

pos. A :
She emiles a'little to herself sg ghs asks—
she knows 82 well what the ar g\wgr will be.
All these girls who ran.awsy from their
friends eeem to have but oneideRe-to go on
the stage and dazzle the New York puolic
as fall-fledged Lady Macbeths. They may
leave home plain and upattractive enough,
but something in the air of the great clty is
to make them besutifal and talented, and
gend them home to thelr relatives in a fow
years dazzling vislons of lovelinesr, fame and
wealth. It bappens like that to your favour-
fte heroines, why not to them ? * But Joanna's
réply 18 not to order. ' - o
I intend to work,” ghe s8sys, -steadily;
« there 18 no kind of housework, I think, 1
cannot do. I mn very strong, and very will-
ing. ‘I can waeb, fron,.cook—I have dome
At all my life.” ' 0 -
. Mrs. Gibbs is so astonistied that she pansses
in her washing, gud  with suds up to the el-
bows; gazes admiringly at'the gpeaker.
t{Well! upon my wordY she says. Then
.8he- laughs, and vigorously resumes her rub-
‘bing, 'I didn’ expect' that, you ses’ Bke
explains. «Work is the last thing girls that
Tun—come up from’ the country—seem to
think of." I have known lots of 'em, and 1
never knew one yet who ‘waunted to work.
They can get enongh of that at home. They
wunt to g0 on the stage, and be ballet girls,
actresses, what not. - They seem to tbink
the' New York flagstones are made of gold.
.Poor thinge, they soon find out iheir mis-
takel Sometimés they go back ashamed and
balf starved, sometimes they sty on, and—

friendlees country girl, ‘And you want work.
- Ob, welll you will get that fast enough; al-
ways plenty to' do for -willlng hands and
hearts. And housework’s easier got thsn
‘wost things—than places in stores, or sewiog,
or genteel-things like that.  But I wonder
seeing it's &-bard life, that you. came up for
that. . By your dregs you should have been

You won't make:enough at bousework, let me

tell you, .to buy silic ;dreases like. that, and

gold watches and chaius,” N
Joauna gilances down at her silk robe acd

Would:say .if she knew the;trath, = ...
, homse;’ con-
‘{Jiinias the widow, tand -kind..friends. , Take
‘my advice, Miss Wild, 'and go back.bsfore it
istoo late. The city [s not what you tbink
it. Gosback toiyomr good-home, no matter
how hard, you may bave to work, and thank
the Lord you!ve.got it! . - .
It was nok & good: hom
ateadity, I had not kind friends. It was
o "bad, oruel. place to live in. Yes, bad, and
they  were bad people, I
that howse.”, . ; i el

« And:yet your:dress, your.-jewellar§———
sayn with a touch of her.old impatienge; thie
watoh and cbain were New. Year;glfts: from 8

back—I never will go back. I.am-williog
aud able to .work; you may, ,rgcgm,t_nend me

84

the' lady's .eake,” heryolce sfalipma;aylit
v I3
H%o, 00

me from the straats,
will find me gratefal”

Ag sufe 88

here,”

(Oontinted on  Third Puge.)

ah! dear me, the city is'a bed place for & -

had no frienda in . .
4 Qh | the dress ! that {s nothing!, the girl -

s16ping ro0f, and it by only bwb lighta of glass, | ooy, "ho-wes-kind o, me. Bap 1 cannet &7 .

rn 10t wonld be a serlqus 118k, Poyichout fear,, The-jewellery, 1, will.gelland,
perfeotly ‘clean, snd that {§'eyery- | po0 ypugthpf.-amct.zfl,-_. ahdiil.ﬁoli}igégbgaap for: w4

pretty well. off down. therg—wherever it i8. .

smiles, . wondering what good. Mrs, .Gibbs

e, Joanna .8sy5
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