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TAKEN BY SEGE

CHAPTER XVL

N the meantime
the work of un-
earthing the
murderer of Rose
Effington was be-
coming more in-
teresting. The
man Johnson had
come in from the
west, and was
sharing the vigils
of Rush and Mar-
tin. The journal-
ist and the de-
tective antici-
pated an early denouement. They were
assured of one thing, which was that the
apartment of Mme. Fanny, Countess de
Paris, was the place where they would
be most likely to capture Costello. Mar-
tin had worked up a number of clews,
and he was thoroughly satisfled that
Costello would be caught under Mme.
Fanny's roof. He learned that he had
been a lover of Mme. Fanny, and that,
although he had lost his taste for her,
she was still enamored of him, and for
the sake of seeing him occasionally and
being in his confidence she was even
willing to help him in his affairs with
other women.

What most surprised Rush about this
establishment of Mme. Fanny’s was
that apparently respectable” women vis-
jted it. They usually came closely
veiled, and there was one whom he had
seen as she passed his door whose figure
haunted him. He certainly ' had met
that woman somewhere, but where he
could not tell. He thoughtof putting
himself in her way some day, to see it
she recognized him, but then he remem-
bered that he did not want to be recog-
nized, so he avoided” meeting her,
though his curiosity was aroused to the
bighest pitch. This mysterious lady was
dressed in mourning and wore a long
thick crepe veil, and he noticed that she
came in a hired coupe which waited for
her a few doors away.

While awaiting developments in the
Costello case Rush had plenty of time to
think. He would have had time to read,
too, if he had wanted to, but he couldn’t
bring his mind to it. Asa usual thing
be could find diversion in *“‘Henry Es-
mond,” but somehow or other he could
not keep his mind on the page. Hecould
read no name but that of Helen Knowl-
ton in the lines before him, o he set the
book aside and thought. He thought of
the woman’s wonderful fascinations—
her beauty of face and figure, the set of
her head upon her neck, the round white-
ness of her arms and their exquisite
texture, for once by an accident his hand
had touched her arm, and he had never
forgotten the sensation he experienced.
It was as though he had touched a dam-
sk rose just picked from some cool gar-
den spot.

He thought of all her little ways; of
her true womanliness, with its strange
combination of childlikeness; of her posi-
tion in the world; of the men who, if
there was anything in gossip, were mad-
ly in love with her; of West Hastings in
particular and his prebable relations to
her. Could it be possihle that she really
loved this cold, selfish man of the world,
whose only attractions were his wealth
and a certain polish that long contact
with society had given him? She was

[\

v, ‘hy of a better man. And ‘then he'

wondered at his own copeeit. Wherein
was he more worthy than West Hast-
ings? He might not be quite as selfish,
certainly he was not as cald, but he had
neither the polish nor the wealth of his
rival.  ‘“The polish be hanged!” he said
to himself; ‘“but-the wealth I'll have or
perish in the winning. Perhaps not so
much; butif Ican’t earn enough money
to keep my wife in the manner she has
been accustomed to and take her off the
stage, I'll try some other business.”
Then he would weigh his chances in
case the field was clear, and in the morn-
ings, when he felt bright and the world
looked easy to conquer, he would feel
y ‘encouraged. Other days he
would feel so blue and despondent that
if he had not been young and healthy he
would have ended his doubts and misery
by jumping off the dock. But for some
reason or other these dark days were few,
and asa rule he looked upan his success
with Helen Knowlton as merely a matter
of time. He had heard Aunt Rebecca
say that Helen wasin no hurry to marry,
and that she would not entertain the sub-
ject seriously until after she had “‘made
her career.” Just what Aunt Rebecca
meant by this phrase he did not know,
but it seemed to make his chances better,
and he thought of it every time one of
his despondent moods came on. Still,
his chances did seem to be pretty poor
compared with those of West Hastings.
and when he thought of Helen’s ap-
proaching trip to Europe with Hastings
as a passenger on the same ship, his heart
sank within him. %
Archie Tillinghast, too, was in despair
over the affairs of his heart. Bessie
Archer seemed to get farther away from
him every ‘day.  Her interests were not
his interests, and she was becoming more
and more intimate with O’'Hara and Mra.
Pryor—a pair for whom Archie had the
most violent contempt. Whatcould pos-
sess a clever, refined girl like Bessie, that
she should associate so intimately with
these two? He put it down to disease—
a disease of the brain, induced by misdi-
rected mental activity. She craved in-
tellectual excitement, and, as there was
little to be got in the ordinary course o1
her life, she sought it in unnatural chan-
nels. - Besste Archer was Bgirl of strong
character, but her strength bad never
been properly developed. -As Archiesaid,
“she had a morbid ering, after s
great Why? and the legser ‘Why Not?
and between the two she s&ii tothe floor.”
Helen was too much..absorbed in_ her
profession to give any time to occull
philosophies, so she and Bessie had not
been much together of late.: Helen bad
not only something e!se to think about,
but her mind was ton well balanced to
have any leaning towards these follies of
idle brains.  She tried to take aninferest
in them for Bessie’s sake, but the more
she saw the less she cared for them.
“Didn’t it ever occur to you, Bessie,”
she said to her friend, *“that if there
was as much in these ‘ismse’ as you think
there is, a different class of peoplewould
be interested in them? that scientists
rather than scatterbrains would be their
investigators?” _But Dessie repled that
some of the most intellectual people she
had ever met were believers in the un-
seen. Helen saw that, would
be useless; all she could do was to wait
until Bessie’s mind should take a new

turn. :

Owing to his love for Bessie, Archie
could not possess his soul in patience.
He wanted to strangle O’Hara, thi
Mrs. Pryor out of the window, and fight
a duel with Rush.  On this last point he
had some doubts, for he couldn’t ex-
actly make out a case against his friend.
Ho had an idea that Bessie was more
fhan partial to him, yet he had to ac-

knowledge that he had never séen Rush
ying the role of lover. With these
thoughts rankling in his breast he rang

his uncle Archer’s bell one morning, de- |

termined to *‘have it out with Bessie,”
as he expressed it. ans learn  whether it
was because she cared for some one else
that she didn’t care for him. James, the
Archer factotum, answered the bell, and
told him that Miss Bescie was ou‘; but,
seeing an expression of disappointment
pass over Archie’s fare, he added, “I
don’t know, though, t»t you might find
ber, sir; 1 heard her order William tc
drive to No. — East Fourth street.”

“No. — East Fourih street! Are you
sure you heard aright. James?™

“Yes, sir, perfectiv: and if you'll ex-
cuse me sayin' so, #ir, 1 remember it
partickler because I was surprised that
Miss Bessie should he goin’ to sueh a
neighborhood.™

“It's all right, no doubt, James; ehe
must be going to visit some poor people;
you know Miss Archer is very charita-
ble.”

‘Indeed she be, sir: 2 more charitabler
young lady 1 never Fraw’d.”

8o Archie ran dnwn the steps, and
James shut the door.

*This is some of 3. Pryor’s work,”
said Archie tohimse!'f *‘She has drugged
Ressie off to some of her mediums. A
nice business, by Jore!—the daughter of
Tillinghast Archer visiting a den in
East Fourth street! !t= outrageous! I'l
stand out in front of the damned place
and be ready in case of trouble.” And
he turned his aristooratic feet towards
that unaristocratic onarter of the town.

Rush, Martin the -‘etective, and the
man Johnson were in a state of great
excitement this morning.  They had
|heard Mme. Fanny, Countess de, Paris,
‘telling one of her confaderates that she
expected Costello there that very morn
ing: that he was goinz to bring a young
lady with him, “a x-sat swell,” swhom
he wanted to marry: that her father was
a man of wealth, but that both he and
the mother were piejudiced arainet
Costello, although thov knew nothing to
hisdiscredit. Costello. on the other hand,
was determined to m~rry her. Sho had
given him sufficient encouragement to
make him believe that he could get her;
and she was too great a prize to let slif
through his fingers. “Tam to give her
the benefit of a trance, in which I am to
tell her that it is written in thestarsthat
she is to marry a certain man; and then
I'll describe Cos. She will be overcome
by the coincidence, while I will take no
notice of it, but go ~n and tell’ of the
great things that will ~ome of this untn
foreordained by heaven.” And Mme
Fanuy broke into a harsh, vulgar Lwugh.

“And where do you come in? \What
» you get for this job?" asked her con-
Jderate.

*Oh, just you leave me alone for that.
w has promised me a good slice out of
e dot.

*Cos’ promises are not selling r.bove
ar nowadays, and don't you forget it.”

“You needn’t abusc. Cos to me. He
ways up when hecan, but living with the
.wells is an expensive . luxury and takes
dmost all he can earn.”

The other gave a grunt of contempt
vhich showed that she did not share
Mime. Fanny’s good opinion of Costello.
ush's indignation waxed high at this
onversation, and he said to Martin that
f he could get hold of that poor girl he
would warn her in time,

“You would get no thanks,” rcplied
‘he detective. “Women have to find
shase things out for themselves.”.

They talked awhile on general sub
jects il stnoked a cigar apiece, \When
they Lud finished- they heard footsteps
5n the stairs. and a peculiar. rap on
Mhite: ‘Fanny’s door. which was quick-
ty, opened A whispered “conversation
msued. carried on in very low tones.
fhis wis followed by one voice speaking.
fhe men in the back room could hear
sothing that wassaid, but they had come
o know the front. room sounds pretty
vell. and they recognized Mme: Fanny's
snce voice. For a moment Mme.
‘anny ceased speaking and they heard'a

yn's low tones.  Johnson sprang to his

L.

‘By heaven, that’s Costello’s voice! 1
rould know it in hades!”

Martin- put his-hand over-Johnson’s
wuth and whispered to him to keep
il or he would spoil everything. Rush,
0, became very much excited, for the
oice sounded - very familiar to him
aough he could not place it. In a mo
jent Mme, Fanny went on with her
rance,,and then for a few minutes there
vas a pause. The three men stood by
ne door.” Martin was to give the signal
o Rush’ to ‘burst it open. and "Johnson
vas to stand by Mine. Fanny's hall door
o prevent Costello’s escape. The tiree
aen were screwed up to a high pitch of
scitement as they stood silently waiting
ae word: of command. Suddenly they
weard a sharp, quick cry from a woman’s
oice:

“Don’t touch me! . Help! help!”

Rush recognized the voice in a second.
nd his blood ran cold in his veins.
Vithout waiting for Martin’s signil he
ut the edge of ‘his jimmy in the crack
» the door and gave it a fierce wrench.
t rolled quickly back on its hinges. and
he occupants - of the darkened room
stood before him. Rush forgot all about
.hie man he was ‘looking for and sprang

o the woman's side.
1n God’s name, Miss Archer, what are

you doing here?" he exclaimed, in horror.

Pale and trembling, Bessie clasped his

irm, too nervous and frightened to
speak. But Costello, who wasnone other
than O'Hara, stepped forward, and in his
low, oily tones said:
" “This lady is in my care, Mr. Turl
stone; I will see that she gets home -in
safety.” _And he put out his band as
though to take her with him.

“You infernal scoundrel,” said Rush.
finging him across the room with one
nand, for Bessie was clinging to his dther
arm. “lay your finger on this lady and
1'Il dash your brainsoutagainstthe walll™

O'Hara smiled a smile of *forgiveness,
as one who felt sorry to see an amiable
young gentleman possessed of so violent
a temper.

“T1} take charge of this gentleman,”
said Martin, stepping up to O'Hara and
displaying his badge.  *‘Dennis Costello.
I arrest you for the murder of Rose

4l i

Costello’s face became livid, and he®

crouched against the wall, but soon found

-voice to

“You have mistaken your man, my
sir. My pame is Dionysius O’Hara,
and I never before heard the name of
the lady you mention. If you will ex-
cuse me, | will bid you good morning. 1
am an artist, and I have a distinguished
sitter waiting at my studio.” And he
made a step towards the door.

Martin had no thought of : letting him
go. but he didn't mind playing with him
4 moment.

“Your name is not Dennis Costello

'you say?" .

“No, sir, my name is not Dennis Con»
tello; and with your permission 1 will

takemy leave.” Asheadvanced towands .

the door Rush made & movement as
though to stop him, but Martin winked
at him and at the door, the knob of
which™ Costello hastily turned. As the
door opened the giant form of Johnson
in the hall. .

At last!” exclaimed Johnson, whose

any longer. Johnson knew him and he
knew Johnson, Hestepped back out of his
assailant’s reach and gently touched his
throat with his fingers as though to see
if any harm had been done.

“Your friend is a brute, my dear sir,”
said he, turning to Martin. “I thank
you for your assistance.”

“Don’t you talk about brutes, Dennis
Costello; a mah who could murder an
inoffensive woman is too vile a brute to
live. I have traced this story to its end,
and I have found you the murderer of
Rose Effington.” And Johnson looked
very much as though he was going to fly
at Costello’s throat again.

“Of gthe two of us,” said Costello.
quietly, *I think that our violent friend
here looks the most like a murderer. His
accusation is false. 1 will not deny an
acquaintance with the lamented Miss
Effington, but I deny that I had any
hand in her untimely taking off. It was
8 clear case of suicide, poor girl.”

“You will have a chance to prove this
in the courtsif you can; in the mean time
I must ask you to come with me, and I
am afraid you will have to wear these,”
said Martin, taking a pair of handcuffs
from his pocket.

“1 will go with you if it is any accom-
modation.” replied Costello, “but don’t
ask me to wear those. I can’t bear to
gee a man with bangles on his wrists; it
isreally too effeminate. Besides, Iehould
like to smoke a cigarette, with your per-
mission,” And, taking a Honradez from
a little case in his pocket, he rerolled and
lighted it. *‘Now, eir, if you are ready,
I am. Before I go, however, 1 should
like to have one word alone with this
lady,” motioning with his cigarette to-
wards Bessie, who only clung the tighter
to Rush’s arm.

“You scoundrel,” said Rush, “don’t
you dare even to turn your eyes in this
direction.”

“As you will,” said Costello. *I am
sorry to have offended you, Miss Archer.
I think I could have explained away this
mystery if you had allowed me; but I
never force my society upon a lady.
Good morning and good-by.” And he
made a courtly bow as he reached the
door. Then, turning suddenly, he said,
“How rude of me! I had forgotten
Fanny. Fanny, my dear, where are you?
are you going to let your Cos go without
saying good by?”

This was too much for Mme. Fanny,
who had hid behind a curtain when the
trouble began. She loved Costello in her
way, and she knew enough about the
Effington affair to know that she would
never see him again. With the tears
streaming down her painted cheeks and
her hair awry, she came out from behind
the curtain and was in the act of throw-
ing herself upon his bosom when he held
her gently back.

“Don’t be so demonstrative, Fanny;
it’s vulgar, my dear.” Taking her band,
“Good-by; you have been & faithful
friend.” And putting his arm through
Martin’s he left the room, followed by
Johnson, who did not intend that Cos-
tello should escape him this time. Mme.
Fanny threw herself upon the rickety
sofa and Rush hurried Bessie out of the
room, saying: *“This is no place for you:
you must get home as soon &s possible. ]
will take you, of course.”

“The carriage is waiting for me a few
doors below,” said Bessie in a trembling
voice, speaking for the first time.

They soon found it, and Bessie and
Rush got in and drove off. - .

But not unseen.

Besides the ragged urchins who stood

along. the curb gazing at the unusual}:

sight of a fine carriage and a lady
and gentleman in East Fourth street,
there was & man standing in the shadow
of the house across the way who watched
them and ground his teeth. This was
Archie Tillinghast, who had been haunt-
ing this neighborhood for the last half
hour, He had kept his eye on No. —
and on the carriage. He had not seen
Bessie go in, but had seen her come out,
and with Rush. He saw that she was
pale and agitated, and that she clung
tightly to h’s arm. What did it
mean? Had Rush Hurlstone, his friend,
whom he had always supposed to be an
honorablegentleman, taken Bessie Archer
to a low fortune teller’s rooms? It looked
very much like it. The world had in-
deed gone wrong. -Whom could one
trust after this?

Grieved to the heart, miserable and
unhappy, Archie went down to the office
of his paper, got a leave of absence, and
took passage on a steamer sailing for
Bermuda that afternoon. . He would at
least have a change of scene for a few
days; he might feel better when he got
back. i

When Bessie found herself alone in the
carriage with Rush, she put her hands
over her eyes and sobbed passionately,
He said nothing, beécause he did not
know whatto say. He thought of fifty
different things, but they did not seem
quite adequate to the occasion and he
left them unsaid. Bessie was the first ta

«I don’t know what to say, Mr. Hurl-
stone, how to explain my presence at
that place, nor how to thank you for
rescuing me.”

“Neither explanation nor thanks are

, Miss Archer; it is enough for
me to know that I have been of service
to you.”

“But I feel that I owe you both, and 1
will not be satisfied until I have at least
made an effort to pay the debt.”

The eyes she turned upon Rush were
filled with tears, and their usual “I-can-
take-care-of - myself” expression was

“] believed Mr. O’Hara, or whatevex
his name may be, to be a clever man,,
whom men disliked because women liked
him. That heseemed to beso thoroughly
posted in occult sciences interested me.
I am an idle girl, Mr. Hurlstone; I have
no outside interests to occupy my time
or mind; and when he talked to me of
things I knew nothing about 1 was fas-
cinated and wanted to know more. He
told me of a wonderful Mme. Fanny
who could tell strange truths while in a
trance, and he got my curiosity so aroused
that I promised I would go with him to
seeher. He didn't urge me, but he played
upon my curiosity and finally a day was
named. Mrs. Pryor was to chaperon us,
but just before we reached the medium’s
house she remembered something' that
she had to attend to, and said that if we
would go on she would rejoin us before
we had time to miss her. I now believe
that she had no intention of rejoining us.
From the moment 1 Mme,
Fanny’s threshold I began to fegl uncom-
fortable. | had never beem in such a
place before, and it frightened me. .« Mr.
(O'Hara was very reassuring, however.
He. said it was a pretty hard looking

but that we should only be therea
short time, and he thought I would be
repaid for my venture. The very look
of Mme., Fanny was enough to disgust
one before she spoke a word, and when
her assumed trance commenced I wished
myself anywhere but there. She began |
by dealing in glittering generalities, and
then she becatie personal, saying ‘that

there was a man waiting to marry
wme; that we were much alike and very
sympathetio—Bah! 1 cannot think of it
without ashudder!  Finally O'Hara came
across the room and took hold of my
hand and asked me if 1 could any longer
doubt that he was the man whom fate |
had selected for my busband. Theroom
was almost dark, but I could see his cat- '
like eyes shining close to my face. I
screamed for help; yon came, and 1 was
saved.” Shesank shuddering among the

sushions.  “Imakeno excuse for myself.
{ acted the part of a fool and I was pun-
ished for my folly, but I tremble to think
what might bave been the consequences
if you had not been there.” -

Rush told her how he had been search-
ing for weeks for the murderer of Rose
Effington, but that hé never dreamed
that O’'Hara and Costello were one and
the same, and he could not help rejoio-
ing that the man was to be dealt with
aocording to his deserts. For taking a
young lady into a vile den, however, he
could not be punished. Rush might have
horsewhipped him, but that would only
have led to a public scandal. Rush re-
gretted that Bessie should have had such
an experience, but he felt that it had not
been lost, as it would' end her longing
for the “occult.” When they arrived at
Gramercy park Rush left her at her |
door. To her father and mother she
made a full confession of what had bhap-
pened, but, except Rush, no one else '
knew of the adventure in East Fourth -
street until some years later, when she |
made a clean breast of it to Archie. :

After leaving Bessie Rush went down
to the Tombs, where he found Johnson |
and Martin with Costellos The latter |
was committed to await trial, and Rush,
brimming over with the excitement of
the day, hurried to the office of The
Dawn, where he told the city editor of
his success and sat down to write out his
story. He wrote steadily until he had
turned out enough copy to fill half a page
of the paper, including, of course, a
quarter of "a column ““display head”
which the city editor put over the story

It was a capital story. He rehearsed
the career of the popular actress, telling
how she disappeared from the public

and remained unheard of until the
fact of her death became known. It was
said that she died in a miserable tene-
ment in Newark, N. J. How she got
there no one knew, nor what caused her
death. Some thought it was from mal-
practice; others, that she had taken her
own life; others, again, that she had
been murdered.

Then Rush told the romantic story of
the man now in jail accused of her
murder; how under an assumed name
he had lived a double life, and at the
time of his arrest was the most popular
painter in New York city, with half the
young women of wealth and fashion
waiting to sit to him for their portraits.
Rush was wrought up to a high pitch of
excitement, and his pen flew across the
paper. He threw in just the right
amount of light and shade, and’ made a
story that was copied far and wide.
Bessie Archer’s connection with the af-
fair he, of course, never mentioned, nor
did he even hint that there was a lady in
the murderer’s company when he was

;

arrested. As it was, the article made a |

found sensation. If it bad been
known that Tillinghast Archer’s daugh-
ter was with Costello in Mme. Fanny’s
den, society would have had ‘a still
choicer morsel to discuss. 5

‘When a copy of the paper containing
this story reached the proprietor of The
Dawn, in London, the Duke of Bellefort
was breakfasting with him in his gor-
geous house in Park lane. “What do
you think of that?” said Plummett, hand-
ing him the paper. Theduke had known
Rose Effington well, and he glanced care-
fully over the article.

: »jp's a dammed good story, and damned
well told.”

After breakfast Plummett cabled to the
managing editor to give Mr. Rush Hurl-
stone a check for five hundred dollars
and make him foreign editor on a salary
of seventy-five dollars a week. Rush
was delighted that his work had pleased
his chief, was thankful for the five hun-
dred “dollars (which, by the way, John
borrowed and forgot to return), but he
was rather staggered by his appointment
to the foreign editorship, and so ex-

himself. ~ :

«“A Dawn man is supposed to be equal
to any situation,” eaid the managing
editor. “The fact that you are not par-
ticularly well posted on foreign matters
does not prevent your hecoming so. You
will be good enough to report for duty
at the foreign desk on Monday. This is
Wednesday. You have an intervening
time to enjoy yourself in.”

Rush was too anxious to do himself
gred.iz:n hi:onew iﬁox; wdev:ete 1'.heset

oW en, ent; 80
51190“! of the timJeognreacfilns 3119 mB&Ef
oreign exchanges; for during the
fow weeks his attention had been
to local rather than to foreign

the whole bent of

his energies was
in that direction. - Whatever he did in
the line of his profession he did with en-
thusiasm, not only because it was the
profession of his choice, but because suc-
cess meant Helen, and Helen meantall in
tife that was worth having. He knew that
his chances of winning her as a success-
ful man were better than his chances as
an unsucoessful man: and then he had
no patience with men who did-not get
along in the world. Rome of his friends
thought this indicated a slight touch of

hardness in his nature, but it did noth- |

ing of the sort. He helieved that a man
with health and strength and a fair
amount of intelligence ought to be able
%o make his way as weil as the next.

With such an ingrained belief as this
he was pretty certain to get along; for,
28 I heard a wise old fallow once express
it, “‘your cock-sure man is bound to
succeed.” If it had not been for this
jrait in his disposition Rush would have;
retired from the covntest for Helen
Knowlton’s hand before he had entered
gpon it. He was not such a fool as to
think that he only had to tell his love to
Helen to have her ronfess a reciprocal

He knew ' that if he was to suc-
veed in his pursuit of her it would be
ster a long siege.

Ho knew his youth_to be a serious ob-
stacle in his path. He was at ' least five
years ‘younger. than Helen, though to
the casual observer he seemed quite as
old -as she did, for she had been kept
Yery young, and he'had always®seemed
older than he was. At

On this point of disparity of years
had been gathe statistics of late, and
he was surprised to“find how many mar-
riages were made where the husband
was younger than the wife, and he was
delighted to find that the great majority
of such marriages were happy. His
grandfather Hurlstone was ten §

; the ocean is very wide, end

years
gounger than his grandmother, and ©

the end of their days they were a loving
couple. At 75 she appeared quite ur

.young as he did at 65, and, although she

died first, he did not survive her. niany
months. Rush intended to use this il
lustration with fine effect when 'the
time came, but just now he was busy
preparing himself for his new depart
ment. He entered upon his duties as
foreign editor with zeal, and, as the for
eign department of -the paper was_ the
one in which its proprietor felt the
greatest interest, his work was brought
conspicuously to that great man's atten-
tion.. Rush knew enough French
read the French papers, and he could
make out fairly well with the Italian ex-

changes.

“Why don’t you study German?” said
Helen, when Rush told her of his new
position and his plans. - “You will find
it a great help in your. profession.”

Rush, delighted to think that she took
enough interest in his affairs to make a
practical n, secured a German
teacher the very next day and went to
work with a will. Some of the older
menon The Dawn smiled at his enth

plwﬁ.ﬂnings*iﬂ,AmtRoboouI
called Rush aside and said she wanted to |
say afew words to him after the other
guests had gone.  His heart beat high in

tion, for the thought crossed his
mind, **Perhaps she has discovered that
1 adore her niece, and is going to tell me
that she will be my friend.” Helen
stayed in the drawing room. after her
guests had gone only long enough to
thank Rush again for his songs and say
that she should expect to see him at the
steamer. “So now addio,” she said, giv-
ing him her hand. He took it and raised
it reverentially to his lips. She thought
nothing of this, for they were very good |
friends, and then she had lived a good
deal among foreigners.

“Now, Mr. Hurlstone,” said Aunt Re-
bgoct,ta.kinghimbythsnrm and lead-
ing him to the sofa, “I think I under-
stand you pretty well” (Rush blushed to
the roots of his hair), “and I feel that I
can speak to you plainly, and not waste
time in beating about the bush.”

“Yon can certainly depend on me,
Miss Sandford. Iam proud to be your

- “Why, my dear fellow, you may be put
at police reporting to-morrow—you can'’t
tell from one day to the next what your
position will be on this paper—and then
what good will your languages do you?”

“Quite as much good as at the foreign
desk,” replied Rush, with a smile; *‘for
you know the mixed nationalities of our
criminal classes. But, seriously, 1 dc
not consider that the study of languages
is ever thrown away; and, again, as long
as I hold a position on The Dawn I want
to learn all that appertains to it.”

So he went on with his German and
Italian, which, if not ahsolutely neceasary
to his position, were of very great assist-
ance, Helen highly approved of his
thoroughness, and was genuinely pleased
at his promotion. Aunt Rebecca, for her

fidant,” answered Rush, in a steady
voice, though he thought it was going to

tremble.

“Well, then, to the point. Isee that
you are fond of Helen™—

«] a—" Rush was going to say, ]
adore her,” but Aunt’ Rebecca, who was
thinking her own thoughts, went on as
though he had not made an attempt to
speak: “And 1 believe that her interests
will be safe in your hands. You are the
foreign editor of The Dawn, I believe.”

“I have that honor.”

“Well, then, if our dgent sends you an

London

| occasional cablegram . from

about Helen’s success will you put it in
your paper? You know The Dawn is the
n#st important paper to a public singer.
What do you say?

*1 shall be delighted,” answered Rush,
though his hopes had been suddenly

part, said that she was ‘‘prouder of him
than of any of her boys.” Rush would
have been in a very happy frame of mind
if it had not been for Helen's impending
departure. The evening before she sailed
he spent at bher house, and, while it was
alwaysan ecstatic delight to him to be
in the same room with her, he would
have enjoyed it more if there had not
been so large a party—Bessie Archer,
Archie Tillinghast, Uncle Lightfoot
Myers, Mary Dick Griswold, West Hast-
ings, and half a dozen more whom Rush
did not know as well,

He saw very little of Helen; she was
monopolized first by ofie and then by
the other, so that he had no chance of
seeing her alone. West Hastings was
very devoted; and Uncle Lightfoot told
him it was **deuced selfish” of him when
he was going to crossover in the steamer
with Helen, while the rest of them were
going no farther than the gang plank;
80 retired from the field with a
smile which said as plainly as words
could say it, **You see I'could have her
all the evening if 1 would, but I won’t
be too hard on the rest of you.” From
Helen he turned with the easy grace of
a society man to Bessie Archer, who,
though she did not care much for that

* style of man, found this particular speci-

men rather amusing.

This last evening at Helen’s New York
home was a very pleasant one, for Helen
was a charming hostess. As it drew to
a close they had some music, and Helen
insisted upon Rush singing asong. He
refused so flatly at first as to
almost rude, but Helen knew this to be

quest I shall make of you for months—
possibly the last 1 shall ever make, for

even tho
largest ships are frail.” She said this
with a smile, but more seriously than
she intended, and Rush turned a shade

an

by the side of the piano where he could
look at her and not face the room, though
he did not turn his back to the guests.
He had learned enough German to be
able to sing the words in that language,
and he felt freer in singing a sentimental
song in a foreign tongue. - On the first
two or. three notes his voice

dashed to the ground. *‘Anything your
agent sends me about Miss Knowlton
shall be double leaded and have a dis-
play head.”

“Thank you very much. I shall not
take advantage of your kindness, but I
am glad to have & friend at court—one
who will see that the truth gets into

t. I'm sorry to have kept you so

, but business is business, and I
might not get so good a chance to-
morrow, when everything will be hurry
and bustle. By the way, why can’t you
go down with us? Therell' be plenty of
room in the Good idea! I'm
sure Helen will be pleased. You need
not hesitate; you can make yourself use-
ful as well as ornamental; so we shall
expect you to be here at half past 11
sharp. The steameér sails at 1. Good
night; I'll see you in the morning.”

Rush shook hands good night, and
promised to be punctual; and he was.
The drive to the dock” was not particu-
larly gay. Helen felt homesick at leav-
ing all her friends and her beloved New
York for a strange city and a strange
people. When ‘they arrived at the
steamer, however, there were a number
of friends to see them off—the guests of
the night before, and some others who
were strangers to Rush—and there wasa
great deal of laughing, and the usual

ount of small talk and frolic that are
part of such an occasion. Helen’s state-
room was filled with flowers, and there
was a brilliant horticultural display on
one of the tables of the dining room.

appear | Telegrams poured in upon her from

every direction, and there was also quite
a collection of letters from friends who
could not get to the steamer, but who
wished to say bon voyage. The most
gorgeous flowers she received bore West

card. - {

Rush knew that he could not compete
with her wealthy admirers, and that it
would be foolish for him to make the at-
tempt, so he had bought a curious Chinese
vase covered with dolphins and little
fishes and filled it with growing forget-
me-nots. Helen was more pleased with
this than with anything else she received;
“for,” said she, *it will give me some-
thing to take care-of during the voyage,
and every time I water it or break off the
dead leaves I will think of you, and I
will wonder how you are getting along
in your new position. You must write
and tell me all aboutit. I willnot prom-
ise to answer your letters, but Aunt Re-
becca will, and you will geta much more
entertaining letter from her than I could
write.”

departure h

feelings, which it required all his man-
hood to keep him from betraying. When
- 10 bell rang and thie arder Al asfiorel”

slightly, but the words and Helen's pres-
ence warmed him, and hesang as he had
never sung before, giving every word its
full meaning, and looking straight into
her eyes as the rich tones poured from

his lips. He sang as be felt, and he

threw such an intensity into some of the
words that Uncle Lightfoot Myers, who

knew a little German, looked 4t Aunt

Rebecca and winked, as though to say,
“Another victim.” - s

When Rush finished singing every one
in the room except West : came
up and complimented him on his voice.

“You never sang for me, Mr. Hurl-
stone,” said Bessie, rataer reproachfully.

“Why, Rush, old man, how' you have
improved!” exclaimed Archie. “I re-
member you used to_sing college songs,
but I never heard you sing them like

»

“Where did you 'get.

Mary Dick, taking his hand
.t enthusiastically. i :
~“The voice, such “as it 18,” eaid Rush,

Icame |

sweet quality of voice;
bring his musio around here
him a few hints, which fell uj
soil, for they have borne firu
fold.”
Rush's singing had certin]
sensation, and they woyu not let him off
until he had sung anof song,
which he threw even more passion
he did into the first, for it was *‘Bid Me
to 5 .
»If Dick Griswold had ever sung to
me like that,” remarked the vivacious
Mary Dick to Uncle Lightfoot,*I wouldn't
have kept him waiting so long for an
answer as { did.”

but the impulse was only momentary.

He was the last of Helen’s friends to say
good-by to her, and when he took her
hand her eyes were filled with tears.

Tears did not disfigure Helen's eyes; on
the contrary, they heightened their
charm. How he longed to take her in
his arms and kiss them away! What he
did do wasto give her hand a formal
shake, and smile mechanically ashe bade:
her good-by. Then he ran along the dock
and out to the bow of a ship moored
there, so that he had the last sight of her.

and was in turn the last friend she saw
in America. She threw him a rose as
she passed and it fell in the water. Ina

“moment he had pulled off his coat and

sprung into the river, where ha picked
ap the flower and waved it to Helen' as
the steamer passed out of sight. Eesaw
the htened expression on her face
when he dived and he was repaid. A
man in a rowboat picked up, the
crowd on the dock cheered, and h ied
the rose home in triumph.

£all: there was that to look forward to.
In one of her letters Aunt Rebecca men-
tioned in a casual manner that West

Hastings had gone over to Paris with 8 | him

of ‘Americans, and that she thought

was quite enamored of a western
heiress, one of their number. -When
Rush read this sentence he wanted to
turn a hand spring in the editorial sanc-
tum, for it was proof positive that Hast-
ings was not. engaged to Helen, that he
should leave her to go to Paris in the
train of a western beauty. That was the
best news he had heard in many a long

% Rush’s two weeks’ vacation
came he accepted the very cordial invi-
tation of Mr. Archer to spend half of it
at his country place on the Sound; the
other week he devoted to his mother and
gisters at Farmsted. Mr. Archer’s place
was about two hours from New York by
the boat and stood upon a high bluff
overlooking the Sound. It was a large,
rambling, old fashioned house, with nu-
merous additions that had been made
from time to time for convenience and
comfort. Archie Tillinghast was .there
at the time of Rush’s visit, much to his
annoyance, for he could not get it out of
his mind that Rush was in love with
Bessie. The thought troubled him, and
he could not help showing it. Bessie
saw that he was jealous of Rush, but she
knew well enough that he had no cause.
One night when Rush and Archie were
sitting out on the moonlit veranda en-
joying their cigars after the rest of the
househald had gone to bed, Archie put
the question plainly to his friend.
““Rush, old man,” said he, “I think it
better ‘to speak out in meeting’ than
to let anything rankle. The question
I'm going to ask you is not a usual ques-
tion, but I don’t ask it out of curiosity,
but because I must know the truth. Are

“you in love with' my cousin Bessie?”

“Why, bless your heart, Archie, 1
never dreamed of such a thing!” And
Rush, who was thinking of his love for
Helen Knowlton when he spoke, laughed
at the absurdity of the question.

Archie resented his tone.

“You couldn’t love a better girl if you
tried,” hesaid; **and I think your manner
extremely offensive.”

He threw his cigar on the grass and
arose to go inside.

“Why, Archie, old friend,” said Rush,
taking his hand, *‘there is no woman in
the world for whém I have a more pro-
found regard than 1 have for Miss
Archer; but I'thought you, who used to
twit me with it, knew of my love for an-
other woman, and it seemed to me so
absurd to think that I could love any one
else, that I could not help laughing as 1
answered your question.”

* «T'll forgive you, old boy,” said Archie,
reseating himself and lighting a fresh
s *‘and since you are so confiding
I'll confide in you in turn. I love my
cousin Bessie. She reallyisn’t my cousin,
you know: no more relation to me than
you are; and as she gives me no encour-
agement1 supposed it was because there
was another man in the field. You and she
seemed to besointimate that I have looked
upon you as a successful rival for some
time past, and have only been waiting
to call you out; but now I gladly ac-
knowledge my error. If you arenot my
rival }-know. I .have none, and I'll go in
to win now, or know the reason why. T
did once think of challenging that black-
guard O'Hara, or whatever his name
was, but the law took him in hand and
saved me the job. Imprisonment for
life he got, wasn't it? I thought so—the
ing would have been too
good for him. But tell me, old man, are
0w shill really and seriously in love with
“Really and seriously, Archie. ButI-
wish you would not call her ‘the Knowl-
2 that sounds as though she was
nothing but a  public character, when
really that is the least part of her. Itis
as & woman that I admire her, though I
consider her the greatest singer of our
time.” .

Rush’s experience of prime donne was
limited, but he had heard this statement
advanced by excellent authority and felt
safe in echoingit. My confession to you
to-night,” he continued, ‘‘is in the most
sacred confidence. No one suspects what
I have told you, Miss Knowlton least of
any one; but-Iam going to win her or
die in the attempt.” :

1 admire your pluck, old man, for it
it is plucky of you, deuced plucky, when
you have to fight against so many suit-
ors. 1 give you my blessing; go in and
win.  You possibly think, with becoming
modesty, that if you win Helen Knowl-
ton you are the one upon whom con-
gratulations are to be heaped: certainly
you deserve some; but Miss Knowlton is
the one whom I shall congratulate. And
now to bed, and to dream of our sweet-
hearts—God bless them! You have made
me a happy man, Rush, or perhaps 1
should say a comparatively happy man.”

And the friends pressed each other’s
hands and said good night.

The next and last week of Rush’s va-
cation was spent with the dear onesat
Farmsted. - It was the middleof August,
and all the village was in a flutter of ex-
citement over the arrival of so distin-
guished a tow 0Old Bennie Miles,
the seedsman, said that he “knowed Rush
Hurlstone was going to make a place for
himself in York. There was the right
kind o seed in him. Just give it a
chance, and see how it ’ed grow.” -And
old Aunty Stout, the village charwoman,
said she “could hev told any one that
that there young feller was born for a
marbill palish; and if what she hearn
tell was true, his office in New York was

“legs than marbill from its front
stoop to its lmn_—w."

The shing wedding of John

approac
Hurlstone to Amy Bayliss was no less-

: an occasion of local exeitement. John

distinguished
people she gave
him witha stroke
of the pen were
characteristic
as they were

“hadn’t been in

since he went
away “to take keer o' that gold mine,”
as the villagers expressed it, but Amy
beard, from him regularly, and he
last fixed the wedding day. It

‘to be September the 8d, and great
the preparations then going on.
er

olem. While these amused him he was |-

more interested when she “spoke
‘Helen. “The dear child scores a tri-
‘umph every night she sings; but
‘heart is true to Poll, and the

all the crowned ‘heads of Europe

5 | not thrill her as do the plaudits of her

not sing to Helen he was determined that

she should sing to him, and when she sat
down at the piano again he put the music,
a pretty French love song, on the rack.
and stood immediately in front of her as
she sang it. Now, as all singers like o
have some one a¢ whom they can look
when turned the pages
and caught the glances he coveted and
was content. g s
When the evening broke up, as the

own countrymen in the dear old Acad-
Sometimes Helen would send a

letter, which was a grest consolation
| Rush, for it showed thai she still thought

of him. He was delighted to know that |

the vase of forget-me:nots was still
blooming, and that Helen, who was de-.
voted to flowers, kept it in her

tended it every day with her

hands.

During the long summer ds
worked hard at his desk in the
The Dawn, and time did not drag with

| tokaow that he

place. - Rush had seen

| little or nothing of John in - New York

ng thesummier, and he was delighted

hadsettled down and

3 determined to marry the devoted
girl to whom he was engaged.

‘In the meantime, the affairs of the

Tom was to be the best |

(; .thﬁ

p7man. They'reall waiting for the wed-
ding day, you say. Well, it's coming;
you can’t keep it back. I don’t say that
any one would keep it back. I only say
that no one could keep it back. Do have
a brandy and soda, Rush; it will do you
You fellows who stick to ome
wine through a dinner are toe prudent
by half. Good brandy mever hurt an;
one. You are going to be there,
Every one’s going to be

We'll have a jolly time at
funeral — 1 mean the wedding;
where’s the difference? They both start

thing about mother and the girls.
know they are well, but are they happy,
Rush?—that’s the point; are they happy?
You may be bursting with health, but
what’s health without bappiness? They
are happy, are they? I hope they may
always be so, Rush; 1 hope they will
never be made unhappy on my account;
but it takes so little to make mothers and
sisters unhappy. They are naturally
nervous—a great deal more nervous than
fathers and brothers. Well, Rush, old
boy, you can't refuse me this toast” (ris-
ing unsteadily to his feet): ‘‘Here’s to
the dear ones at home, and may they al-
ways love us, Rush, always love us as
we—what do [ mean?”

“Ag we deserve,” suggested Rush.
John knit his brows for a second.
“More than that, Rush. That might do
for you, but it would never do for me.
‘May they always love us, mo matter
what comes'—that’s it, Rush. ‘No mat-
ter what comes, may our mother and
sisters always love us.” "

Then he sat down and pulled his hair
over his forehead and said nothing for
some moments Then he broke ous

ain:
a‘“Queer things families are, Rush.
Look at you and me. No one would
ever take us for brothers; we are as un-
like in feature as we are in character.
You know your duty, old fellow, and
you do it like a man; I know mine some-
times, God help me, but I can’t do it.
When I die, Rush, I want you to have
me éxamined. You'll ind my heart in
the right place; but when you examine
my head you won't find my moral quali-
ties what they ought to be.  Then you'll
forgive me for lots of things, won’t you?
You'll say, ‘Poor fellow! His heart was
all right if his will wasn't as strong as
ours; we musn’t be too hard on him.’
You’ll say all this, won’t you, Rush?”

And John leaned across the table and
seized his brother's hand with a tight
grip, and gazed with an expression of
intense longing into his face.

Rush knew, of course, that he was
flushed with wine, and he supposed that
all this talk was merely the result of his
potations. To humor him, and because
he really loved him, he replied:

«Have no fear on that score, John; we
know.too well what a warm heart you
carry about with you to be hard on you
for a misstep.”

He supposed his brother alluded to his
increasing habit of drinking.

“Thank you, old man; thank you more
than words can tell.. I'm nervous to-
night. You mustn’t mind me; another
pony of brandy will set me all right.”
And, suiting the action to the word, he
drank one down without winking.

“Suppose we walk around Madison
square,” he resumed. My head is on
fire: these August nights are beautifully
cool; perhaps the air will help it.”

words with him.

going to fall, but he clutched the railing
of the staircase and recovered himseif.
Lt e e

they should go home at once; bu
said there was nothing the matter with
him—he only needed the fresh air out
under the trees of the square,” ~ ° :
“Mortimer seemed to have something
unpleasant to tell you,” said Rush, as
they seated themselves on a park bench.
«1 wish, John, that if you bave any
business troubles you would confide in
me; I might help you.” A
“Thank you, Rush, for your kind offer;
but it’s nothing—a mere nothing; justa
fluctuation in mining stocks that may

we can tell, they may look better than:
ever. It’s a worrying business. Take
my adyice, Rush, and keep out of stocks
—particularly mining stocks.” *

John lighted a cigar, puffed it once or
twice, .and threw it away.
for several minutes with his hat off, en-
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burt us, that's all. To-morrow, for all

John started back as though he were ‘. . .-




