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OR, THE RESULT OF A
FANCY DRESS BALL

a charming air,
‘and its smibes frequ.
dently in a glad and glorious mood,
may be, having just been

by that splendid
who marshals
ur happiest hours,
hining with all his
the long, old-fushioned

gencral, the sun,
through most of o
and who is now gl

windows of D

“What a day !”’
ter, looking up fron
calico lying on her
kind of calico,
ture, that one
mind with a serv
—determined in i
for all that, and
violet running

says Diana's sis-
1 the pile of lilac| ‘“‘tell
It is the | yesterday,
both in color and tex-
one's | the fifteenth
ant’s morning work |
ts shade, but pretty
striped; little lines

s Diana, whose
d. She speaks
as if finding it difi-
mind from the mak-
ob-cap at which
gently stitching.

gives upward,-as if
rapturous sigh,
though she evi-' on
to be understood
wledges the heav-| bringing
at are lighting

““Yes—heavenly !’ say.
Mmarried namg is Cliffor,
rather .ahsen tly,
cult to lift her

sho is so dili

y mechanical,

that she too ackno
en-sent glories th up  kind? = Why
and rendering some other
paradise. But nephew

garden an earthly
all to her task |other 22

in a second her eyes f.

“The idea of your
contemptuous
delightful litile

temptuous Dointing of

“at the bigge
ave had here for
You might be mistress

moment T might not, al-
sister with a
mistress of it, there would be a mas-
akes all the gilt off

the folds of !to look
and—‘‘T .
maid’s to

ta'mc"—smonthin;r
the lilac skirt with a fond h
fancy, one—for
bona fihe housemaid—and
as il is inexpensive pennics |
Providen- | away 9’
1 one can ;lmps I am going to

tially, at a ball of this Lkinc
one I’ perhaps

be as bizarre, as

gretful sigh, and a swift
her lovely sister,
agined you as—'’

“Oh, I know,” with ar

“I had always im-

indignantly. “Ag

““Certainly not,”’
You would have looked '

She lifts the cali- |
y careful fingers
acked together—
an admiring cye.
liked to give you

calim conviction.

—it is as yet only t
and regards it with

“Jim would have
leaning forward, "with her el-|
on her knees and the cap
tween both her hands.

absurd, too proud |

. |
dearest brother-in-law |
world,”” says Hilary,

him beggar himself

the chicks for me.”’

“What nonsense !
»

And I'm sure iy

long mirror let

arase
I felt that the
dress would suit me so admirably—

80 altogether—1tho

Nature had meant me to
be.a real Sarah Jane.'’
peers at herself
leaning a little forward,

hands clasped behind
glass gives her b
l‘e!irclinn—snl’tl.\'
a little quizzical, but
and- a strong, firm chin,

wek o very exquisite

—hair that shines like
Not the dead-geld
nor the crispy hair

nnd such hair !

hair we know of,
never seeins at rest,
of beth these, looking

&s il halli an hour ago it had
warm, sweet hath, and was

her slim figur

ounging-chair,

have the cap and gow
11 look the thing.

¢ drop once more

Humiliating to try and

Le a girl in the room
affectionately.
saving clause !**
misumirrslundlng’
‘“Housemaids will be a rar

perhaps e that

o o v

CHAPTER 1.

at a fancy ball—the only of my kind
{in the room. 1 shall therefore’’—

quite | solemnly—*‘create a sensation.”’
sighs are balmy

“You will do that anyway,” says
Mrs. Clifford. She looks at her sis-
ter a little discontentedly. “I'm
sure I don’t know what they will all
say of mtle. That I went in silk at-
tire myself, and brought you as Cin-
| derella.”’

‘“I'v find a Prince 9"’

“Your Prince ! why, he’s found,’’
says Diana. “He is almost sure to
be at the ball. Did.-I;”> slowly

and she said Mrs. Dyson-
her she expected him on
by ‘the late train.”’
“The night of the ball 1"’ A startl-
led look springs into Hilary’s eyes.
! But in a moment she recovers her-
| self. “The late train Ten ! He will
|be too tired to go anywhere.”’

“‘He may wish to meet you.”’

““A girl he has never seen 7'’

“A girl he must either marry,
lose £18,000 a year.”’

‘‘What a detestable will 1"’ cries
{Hilary, springing to her feet, and
beginning to bace up and down the
room.  ““Iniquitous I call it, What
carth had I ever done to Aunt
Charlotte that she should insist on
me into an affair of this
could she not choose
niece ? Some other
and niece, knew = each

Moore told

or

who

“There would have been less wis-
dom there, People who knew each
| other—! That’s generally fatal |

cap. | When strangers meet there are possis
con- bilities.””
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ones, I feel certain,”’

,Stopping short to regard her sister

| Ker is the very last man in the
workl T should ever care to marry.”
| “Of course, if you have made up
’_vour mind belorehapd—-'"

| “I haven’t made up my mind about
anything.”’

‘“Not to look at him.”

“You are wrong there. I'm dying
at him—from a distance 1*’
“It is such a great deal of money

throw away,”” says Mrs. Clifford
| with a sigh. Money with her is not
| too plentiful.

“Who says I'm going to throw it
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‘.l\‘:n‘\'
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(mortal  gods ! what an awful
thought !’ says she. I confess,’”
‘in a stricken tone, ““it never occury-
ed to me belore.”’

“Well, it needn’t occur now,” says
Diana, her fair, handsome face light-
ing. “And you needn’t pretend you
el 2 A <
| think it.

“But it's so serious, Di. If T re-
fuse to narry my cousin Frederie, or
il he refuses to marry me,
‘_\'czu‘ goes to “The home for
| imals—the dogs.” ”’

‘Well, it is in your own hand:.”’
“Don’t let us think of it till after
i thig dance, anyway,” says Hilary.

“We have a little hruulhing—spucu
|left us.’

“Not il he is there e

““Oh, he can't be ! Coming Ly that
late train 1’ She lets  her hands
fall into her lap again, the necdle
sticking up in dangerous proximity
to one of her Pretty fingers, and
looks at her sister anxiously. S
he should come to the dance, Di—of
course,”” with cager conviction, ‘‘he
won't; but if he should, promise me
you will not introduce me to him, or
get any one else to do it.'’
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and——-"’
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I “Suflicient.  unto the day,””
Hilary recklessly, “And who knows
he' may not have left  long Dhefore
that 2 [ have made up my mind
not to mect him at this first ball,
at all events,’’

Diana looks at
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T ean.

(Tef be Continued. )
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WORTH BIG FORTUNES.

Priceless Autographs That Repose
in Londan Safes.

Some of the finest and most valu-
able collections of autographs in the
world lic in no less prosait places
than the safes of old-established
banking firms, the signatures in ques-
tion being either in the form of re-
ceipts for money or those made in
special books for guidance and pur-
Poses of comparigon at the banks in
question.

In at least two cases in London
these autographs are absolutely price-
less, fcr they extend back for nearly
200 ycars, and they comprise speci-
mens of the h.and\vriting of  every
British monarch during that time, of
many foreign potentates, and of near-
ly every distinguished man, whether
in war, commerce, statesmanship or
art. For .purposes of comparison ev-
én now these old-time bank auto-
graphs are said to be absolutely in-
valuable, for it must be recollected
that these signatures are the very
private and, so to say, hall-marked
autographs of their writers, draving
attached to them secret marks kEnown
only to the writer and to the bank;
and when saleroom forgeries in the
Way ol autographs are offered now,
these often faded writings are as
precious as when they were made, to
obviatc bank forgeries, in times long
past.

Only quite recently a small trades-
man of Portsmouth happened to look
through a lot of what he had always
been told by his parents was old lum-
ber. This tradesman’s great-grand-
father had been a purser on various
British war vesscls during the Napo-
leonic wars, one of the ships of which
‘he served having fought at Trafalgar
with himself aboard as purser. Most
of the old lumber in question was
found to reltNe to this ancestor, and
among it were scores of receipts and
other documents written by Nelson,
Collingwood and many other naval
]hcrocs of those days. One particular
batch of this  old lumber was sold
within a few weeks of its discovery
for £50. 1In one account baok alone
were scores of naval autographs of
the greatest. interest and value.

—_——
ROBS WAR OF HORROR.
Hungarian Invents a CGas-Charged
Shell.

At last it has been discovered how
ito make g military omelet without
ll)roaking the cggs. Hereafter war
|inay be bloodless; ship’s companies,
|battalions, whole armies may be plac-
‘ed hors-de-combat, but only tempo-
rarily. In the middle of the wildest
‘chm'gn squadrons of cavalry may be
(reduced from a state of heroic fury
Lo beatific anaesthesia, and may in-
stantly be precipitated, in most regu-
lar formation, into peaceful slumber,

In a word, a Hungarian genius has
“in\'l'nt(‘(l a shell which, on bursting,
|lil)m'at(-s a gas warranted to stupefy
in” who breathe it without causing

jany permanent or serious effect.

i
When such 4 soporific shell bursts
and awale, perhaps, to tind them-
selves prisoncrs in a hostile port.
Let a number of such shell explode
jover a fortress and not the fortress
{but the garrison will fall—into coma.
Scientifically speaking, it is entire-
ly possible that this gas-charged shell
)wi]l do all that its inventor claims.
{He is now in communication with the
;le.pill]L‘S(‘ government, so it is not
improbable that TPort Arthur and
| Vladivostok may 'be as quiet soon as
|the palace of the Sleeping Beauty.
|The inventor's Hungarian hatred of
| Rusesia, dating back 1o 1848, pre-
Ivented him irom approaching the
j(’y,ar, to whose pacific ideas such a
humane shell would strongly appeal.
| . Of course, such a shel] would revo-
lutionize  warfare. The hospital
;cm‘[\ﬂ would become the most im-
|portant branch - of the service, and
{portant branch of the service, and
|would need to be enormously increas-
:\\‘:m]d need to be enory usly increas-
ed in order that prostrated combat-
jants could be removed from the field
land' restored to consciousness.
| The next Tlague convention would
lhave to agree that all who were as-
})lh‘.‘,\'iu{t‘!] by this gas should consider
|themsalves dead until the war ended.
i And what would happen when op-
iposing artilleries employved the  won-
Iderful ¢hell? Ilach sidoe would surely
|increase  the charges of gas until
[some’ would he killed hy an os erdoso
lof it. Thus the shell's henoficent pur-
irose would be defeated.
| ——— e gy
CHILDRIEEN AS INCUBATORS.
Pathos and humor are combined in
a singular story from Russia, relating
[to a poor peasant woman living near
{ Vileika, who was left absolutely
Litute with six children to g ort,
At Inst a luminous idea struck her.
[She  suggested to the neighboring
“[»nullr.\' farmers that she should re-
lieve them from the trouble and ex-
J]mns'.n of using incubators for hatch-
{ing chickens and turkeys. They
agreed, and the eggs, carefully secured
from injury in wooden cases, and
packed in wool, were placed in the
children’s cets, which were constant-
ly eccupied, day and night, by the
six little ones in turn during the three
weeks required for incubation. As
each of the cots contained 400 eggs—
200 en cach side—the human incuba-
flur.q succeaded in hatehing 1,200 egps
at o time, for which they received 1
eent on egg, or $12. Their earnings,
|therefory, for lying in bed' for twenty-
’on- da: % ameunted to exactly $4 a

weel . a sum far exceeding the aver- |
!gnrmpnf in which she was crowned.
'

]ng:' Wage of a Russian skilled werk-
the country distriets.
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CHAPTER XVIII.—'(Continued.)

From the distance came the faint
echoes of cheering and the dying
sounds of music, A littde wind
made .a hush among the leaves, and
overhead the cold stars made more
beautiful the beauty of the deep blue
sky. Thick .dark lay' on each hand,
and in front stretched to the far
wall a broad band of light in which
her shadow cut a dead black line.
The air was cool, and seemed to
bring some slight calm to her fever.

For a moment she was caught out
of herself, and, as from a height, she
looked down on Maddalena, the poor
harassed Queen, as on some one she

had necver seen hefore. A tiny
branch was blown against her face,
and she noted shapely form of a cer-
tain green leaf. What sort of leaf
was it ? How did its edge become so
gracefully serrated ? What intricate
Veining ! How impossibly pPerfect !

Curious, she thought, that at such a
moment as this when she ought not
to steal a moment from her lover,
she should be standing here in the
night, wondering at the shape of a
leaf, at the magic of its venation., A
moment from her lover ? Ah !—she
turned,

She had been g moment only
the light; but the glare, where
had been blackness, caught the eye
of Asunta, and in the glare the
brilliant whiteness that was Madda-
lena. Asunta left her place by the
railing. Hector might pass a thou-
sand times for aught she cared. Yon-
der was her rival, yonder the woman

in
all

Pvm*]d and the night and the

that had taken Hector from her,
yonder * the real object of her re-
venge. Crouching cunningly, she
slipped Lthrough the coverts of the
garden like a. wild woodland thing,
beautiful and murderous, *©

Maddalena turned and entered the
room again. Hector was standing
before her.

““The world is a wonderful thing,””
she said; “‘the world and the night
and the stars, and there is magic in
them all. But one moment with
vou, my beloved, my Hector,. is the

stars.
am a small thing, and my love is
e small thing, and together we are
as nothing before you. This day
you have made me g Queen—there
but three of us in the whole earth—
and look | T tell you I am a woman
prouder of being loved by you than
I am of my people, of my throne, of
my crown ! What are they all but
yours—yours 2’

[an
|

‘lnw, and is mixed with it in an
leffable cestasy of despairing
,"\\'il(l abandonment, an
|

| her side.
|8hows en the silver of her robe.

She lifted the simple gold band
from her hair, and holding it in
hoth hands, knelt and laid it at his
feet.

“Let tnis be for sign that I am
yours. Say tq me, ‘Maddalena, my
wife, come with me 1"’ and I come.
Say ‘Maddalena, my wife, stay here
and let me have leave to go!” and
I stay.”

““Maddalena 1’
could say, and that
and almost inaudible.
my wife !’

She rose.

“Your wife, Hector, my beloved,
now and for ever ! My people will
surely not ask from me that last tor-
ture—to wed another man. Your
wife or no man’s. I cannot be
yours, I shall be no man’s 1’

‘“Maddalena, how you love me !’

“There is no ‘how.’ Hector. I love
you—that is all. I love you.””

Not yet had they -touched lip
lip or breast to breast. That, by
some secret concord, was kept for
the last moment, and ag @ sacrament
too holy to bLe used lightly.

And now fell on their ears the first
stroke of twelve, sounding from San
Bernardino.

She rose and moved to him,
foot spurning the crown, not
sciously, hut as if she knew not
were there,

“We part now !’

“We part now !’

Lip to lip, ana

was all that he
in tonés broken
‘“Maddalena,

her
con-
it

breast to breas*,
all passion of love throbbing in the
embrace, all the quivering wonder
and trembling despair of love in the
close holding of each to ecach. Tt is
an eternity, that last leng crush of
life into life—an eternity into which
is pent all tkeir days from the day
of birth to the day in the future
when death must surely come : an
eternity of happiness, an cternity of
pain.

“I leve you 1"

“I love you !”

And then again silence falls,
in the silence soul meets soul,
about them spreads the

and each soul ‘knows its

And
and
kind
fel-
in-
joy, a
intolerable

dark,

Pain of happiness.
“Good-bye for ever !’
‘“No, Hector, ne.

only goeod-night !”’

The silence is shivered by a
he knows and the crackle of a pisteol.
His eyc is aware of Asunta’s face at
the window,

Maddalena is a dead weight on his
left arm, whole no longer.

“Alasdair ! Alasdair !”’

Asunta iz gone, pbut the faithful
foster-brother is here aghast.

““The Queen, Alasdair, #he Queen !’
Hector speaks in Gaelic.

.Geod-night—

The bullet has passed through Hec- |

protecting’
Already a

tor's

blur of

is cold ard lifeless, whito as

‘“Tighearna !"*

=7

[
The great Mighiander took hef
from Hector, now wounded in boty
arms, and laid her
couch,

“Dead !’ Hector murssurs fa g
daze, :

“Dead 1"’ comes echo
Alasdair. i
"~ “O! God, why not I, why not I?'".

Asunta is forgotten—ee ig noth-
ing—Maddalena is dead, ¥Maddalena '
is dead, love is dead, the wortld is!
at an end. There js no room tol'
think of aught else—this fills spaoce.

““Alasdair. 1"’

‘‘Heckie 1"’

They are standing, one on each!
side of the couch where she lies.

““You love me, my brother 9’

‘0O ! my mother’s son, T love you!",

“Your promise is sacred.’’

‘““What promise 2’’

“Do you forget yon summer after-
noon in the Forest of Rothlemurchus, |
when to the brotherhood of milk we
added the brotherhood of bleod ?’’

“T remember, Heckie, T remember—
but do not ask me now.”’ g

“I do ask you now, I do ask you
now.”’

‘“Heckie, Heckie 17’

“You passed your word !’’

the from!

“Perhaps she is not dead. Let me
go for assistance.’’
““Alasdair, will you go badk on
your word,” will you be foresworn ?
fMust, I spit upon you ?’%

‘““No, no, my brother, no! I iove
you too well.”’

And with a cry that was madness
of devotion and unutterable sOIYOW,
Alasdair gripped his dirk and drove
it, haft-deep, into his brother’s

ed, and to
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ryving
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11y
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|
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[to everything.
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J There
&imilar
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because it appears to have me root,
and is never fixed to the earth. Fecl
hand and  entered | shoot “produces two er three flawers

red |like a
She |odoriferous.
the | {ransported

heart, Jetting g0 -only whean the
weight of Hector’s body told em his
grasp of the steel. And as the
hlood spurted, and that which was
Hector fell across the Queen with her
name on its lips, laughter as of []
fiend broke at the window.

In the broad band of light Alas
dair saw a woman fiying. - A leayp
like a stag’s and he was after Jer,
A  second it scemed, and his hand
had gripped a neck. The Irighted
face was Asunta’s and in her fand
Was a pistol. There was one swif{
snap, and as a dog shakes a rat,
Alasdair shook Asunta, and revengq
had recoiled on itself,
> - - * * - -

Hector lay on a great bier in thq
Cathedral. A pall of silver elotk
covered him. And on it flamed 4
single blood-red rose, a rose that
looked like a heart against the splen-
did white, a rose that was the hearg
of Maddalena—for Maddalena did
not die—would to Ged she had ! At
the foot of the bier rested the crown
of Palmetto—in homage to him that
had won it. On the sltar glimmer-
ed innumerable candles, the pala
lambent glow of the lamp that burng
continually shone down mysteriously
the pallor of marble columns gleam-
and fro weut the dim
figures of priests in vestments of rich
hue. The organ pealed.

And then, through 'a lane of the
men of Palmetto holding torches, a
lane miles long, went Hector Chis-
holm Grant to his rest on the high-
est peak of the Monte, a rare and
most royal progress.

Over against his bed is a rock on

iwhich they have cut

Hector Grant,
Palmetto Remembers |
(‘The Ind.)

———
JAPANESE BABIES.

How They Are Brought Up in the
Flowery Kingdom:.

Judging by Western ideas, Japanese
babies have a hard time; yet, there
are no healthier children in the world.
and
in a frigid tgmperature in
winter, and in summer no care ig
taken to protect its tender little eycs
from the full glare of the sun. in
winter the small head is coveres with
a worsted cap of the brightest and
gayest design and color. The black
hair is cut in al sorts of fantastic
ways, just like the hair of the Jn;\un-
ese dolls imported into this coumtry.

The babies of the lower classes arg
generally carried on the back of the
mother or little sister; sometimes tho
small brother is obliged” to be* the
nurse-maid. The kimono is inade
with a pock-
to hold the baty,

who is car-
unceminon

of the
It is

neck
it.

the person

not an

old enough to todale burdened with o
sleeping peace-
At first one
see the child stagger and
fall beneath the weight, but apparent-
none of its movements aro imped-
and it plays with the other chil-
a8 unconcernedly as if it were
another inem-
At ameng the women
he ehips. ore sces
habies on their backs
in this way. The mothers work aqll
day in the rain or the sun or the
seems indifferent
The top of its head
movements
hindered, ‘and she aecommrishas
of the mother do not seem in the
as much work as the men.
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A CURIOUS PLANT.

in Chili, and g
Japan, called tha
It is e called

Nagasaki,

plant
in

is a
ons

lily—white, {raneparent, and
L is capahle of heds
600 or 700 milas, asg¢
Vegelates as it travels MISHended

a twig




