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John gave him an order with
tions to send them ‘‘till forbid.”

TAKEN BY SR

Copyright by J. B. ¢ , Phlla- | wrag nat the habit of John Hurl-
i@“'ﬁ‘:?‘bwm’ stone. He was generally a long way
3 behind with his No matter how

much money he had, he spent it quickly,

and found himself in debt.

nbm‘omd twenty.
A day ortwo after the ball, he dropped
in at the office of The ‘Dawn on his way
up town to gake Rush out to dinner with
him. He was dressed in the latest
fashion, and he appeared: to advantage
in his fine clothes Rnsh, to whom
John 3 ys an object of interest,
nodoez“m‘ehadallthemmnmofa
man-about-town, that he wore curious
and dressed in the English style.
Xery glad tosee Rush again,
interested in his work.: He

John gave him
his address. . He
had a gorgeous
suite of rooms
uptown, where
he lodged and
took his breakfast. He and the colonel
dined at ““The Club;” but it was not the
sort of club men boast of belonging

They called it the “Club” because“they

out to dinner. As they were men Rush
scarcely knew, he winked at John not
to them when he saw that he was
pre| to do so; but he could not pre-
vent his taking them over to the Astor

their love of high play.

John Hurlstone wrs a born
and the kitchen of “Thp Club” was quite
as much of a temptation to him asits
gaming tables, thouga he was pretty
lucky at cards, for he had acool head

- what the place was and was told that it
the Mutual Dividend Mining company | was “Our Club.” As Col. Mortimer en-
was one of the biggest games he ever | tored the room at this moment, he sup-
played. The offices of this company were | sosed John meant his and the colonel’s,
in Pine street, near Broadway, and they and took it for granted that it wasa ques-
were fitted up as luxuriously as ‘“The | tionable place or the latter would not
Club.” In the latter establishment Col |phave anything to do with it. Rush de-
Mortimer was a silent partner. The min- | 5jseq Col. Mortimer, and was never
ing company's offices were furnished in | more F‘”d than when he found it was
the heaviest black walnut (that wood was | s whom he had knocked down at the
the fashion then), and the furniture and | magked ball. He wanted to confess the
partitions were made of the same ma- | deed at once, but John, in whom he con-
terial and pattern. The company’s mono- fided, begged him not to, saying it would
gram was carved in the chairs and over| pg fatal to his interests. Rush did not
the mantel piece, it was ground in the | ta]] John who the lady was whom Mor-
glass and worked in the door mat. timer had annoyed, and his brother asked
There was a whole suite of offices— no questions.
one outgide for the clerks, a private one{ . It was very annoying to' Rush ‘that
for Col. Mortimer, with ‘“President’s|Col. Mortimer was a guest at this little

Room" engraved on the nickel 'door|ginner, but there was nothing for it and -

plate, another for the ‘‘Secretary,” John | he had to be polite on his brother’s ac-
Hurlstone and a large room, witha long |sount. “Mortimer could be very agreea-
table down the middle flanked by mas-|pje when he tried, and this was one of
sive chairs, for the **Directors.” . A por | the oceasions on which he had - laid him-
trait of Col. Mortimer hung over the | self out to please. He told amusing an-
fireplace, and a map of Colorado, show- | sodotes of the war and of the world, and
ing the situation of the mine, took up a | Rush was entertained in spite of himself.
third of the opposite wall. Tn a hand-|«He’s not half a bad fellow,” said John,
some velvet lined cabinet screwed to the | when Mortimer left the room for a mo-
wall between the front windows reposed | ment. . “You will like him better when
specimens of the ore sent east by the you know him better.”

company's engineer. What rich speci- | It wad 9 o'clock when this little dinner
mens they were, too! The silver fairly | scame to an end. Fortunately it was
bulged out of them. One shelf of this 's night off_at the office, for he did
cabinet was devoted ‘to bricks of solid | not feel very much like working for three

gilver. When Col. Monimergothddol or four hours over a_ desk in a stuffy.

a doubtful investor he took him in this | room. John proposed that they should
room and showed him the cabinet. walk around Madison square, and the
“There’s the stuff, my good sir, and | three sauntered out. On their way they
there”—pointing to the map—**is where | gopped at a florist’s, where John ordered
it comes from. You see that district | 3 pasket of pink and white roses.
picked out in blue—well, that belongs to| «For the same party, sir?” asked the
the'Mutual Dividend Mining company. :
Iam not going to press you to invest; | «YVeg; and send them at once, please,”
by Jove, I'm not sure we wanttosell |gnswered John. And, taking = card

With a mine throwing out tons of sueh | from: his- card case, he inclosed itina
small envelope and addressed it. mld““ms“'m
three wialked on. again. When they' mm“'

ore every day, it’s rank nonsense to sell
thestock. But I'm a bit of a philan-
thropist myself, and when 'm reached Union square, John said, as
money I want others to. make it, ©00. | though seized by a sudden iration,
I dor’t think, however, I'll offer another | «] ot's go to the o It is ‘Faust” to-
dollar’s worth of that stgok..- Werwon't | night; and thére is & good ballet, you
talk mines any longer, but we'll taste | gnow. I’m more than fond of & good
some fine old brandy I keep here for | pgllet.” ;
just such judges as you. You'll admit | Rush was at first ready to embrace his
that this is as good a glass of cognac as hothcfortWon, but _he could
you ever tasted. Therel bow's Gh»g ndt-bear theli going to see Helen
* And hers are some choice cigars. (Don't | Knowlton, particularly in such a role as
betray me, they're smuggled. A friend \pany, with Col. Morti-
of mine, a sea mpﬁmm answered:
me from Havana.) us sit : forthe opera, John;
fore this genial fire—what is pretiien e deli hted to go.”
now, than a soft coal firel—and discuss “Hang dress!” answered John. “We'll
cognac and cigars. They are much more admission tickets, and stroll in the
interesting subjects than mining shares; | jobby till the ballet comes on. Here's
don’t you think so?” . | Fourteenth street. Left wheel, march!”
In this way Col. Mortimer drew the | ‘They were soon inside the lobby, and,
poor flies into his net. ‘They would dis- | 45 John's delight, the corps de ballet was
cuss the cognac and the - cigars, and end just coming down the stage. They
by b@mﬂ- for the old friend- { stapped inside the glass doors and formed
ship he to let then put a few of the crowd of men who fringed
thonsands into,_the Mutual - dividend. {Bheontt
“This they always succeeded in getting| Was thets ever more delightful waltz
him to do, though with great reluctance. | music - written 'that that of ‘‘Faust?”
I need not say that the colonel confined | Rush thought not; and I think so, too.
himself to the cigars rather than tothe | The dancing was encored, and Leoni,
brandy. Hedid not objecttodrinking out |'the premiere, came tripping down to the
of business hours, but when he wasplay- rhts to bow her acknowledgments
ing for such high stakes he had to keep | of theapplanse. Anusber jostled against
his wits about him. ~ Rush as he hurried down the aisle, bear-
Just how much John Hurlstone ing aloft a basket of pink and white
of what was going on I should not like | poges. Leoni bowed low qver the flow-
to say. - He knew Col. Mortimer pretty |aps, kissed ‘them, and backed with the
well, and preferred not to ask too many | awkward steps of a ballet dancer to the
questions. Mortimer paid him a large | wings. - : ’
salary because he was invaluable to bim. |  “Leoni gets a basket like that every
John was well educated, and wrote 8 | night,” whispered a confiding ‘usher in
good letterq Mortimer was badly edu- | Rush's ear. *‘Some feller’s dead goneon
cated, and it was said could just sign his | her, no mistake.”
name and nothing more. Indeed, it was| . «Who is the man?” asked Rush, know-
further said that he only learned to sign | ing very well who had sent the flowers.
his name by copying it as written out by | aancer, and his heart was stirred- to. pity

s 80

John Hurlstone in their army days.| for the girl, for he knew that John |

Certainly his signature was very much | fascinations for women were irresistible.
like John's writing, and, when signed to | He never for amoment thought but that
a letter that John had written, was in| Amy Bayliss still held sway over his
perfect harmony with the rest of the
autograph. Not only did Mortimer pay
the company’s secretary a handsome sal- |

CHAPTER XL~
dividends on the shares he held in John's
name. Mortimer could not have- got
along without John in this mining com- | -
pany scheme, and he knew it; and he| °
paid him well both to keep him in his{-

_Usﬁ's

with Helen
K nowiton
at the
masked

lutions. It acted
upon him like a
glass of wine up-
on a man who
bas stopped

bave handed it out to but they

asked for nothing and they got nothing. drinking; it w

John was a spendthrift, and, like most to his he&td ::;
spendthrifts, he spentrhis money on him- »17 intoxicated him,
#6il, i Le sment it upon other peovle it o and gave him an
was in the way of his own pleasure. He : 1 i istible crav-
d_id send handsome presents to Ainy Bay- ing for He had felt her eyes upon
liss—useless things thut represented a lot hria th.,-lan.l of her hand had fallen

of money but little taste. A trudesman
could always sell him an unsalable arti-
cle by representing it to be something
unique and adding that few men would
have the taste to appreciate its beauties
and pay the price. The consequence was
that Amy Bayliss had a collection of
costly odds and ends that she could only
praise for their costliness and because
“dear John™ had taken the trouble to
send them to her. There were paper cut- pe. B
ters of frosted silver, and jewel hoxes| What am I to herf—only one of hun- |
much too fine for her modest dressing | dreds; and she may be engaged to that
table, and mother-of-pearls card cases| West Hastings now, for all 1 know. Peo-
which had long since gone out of fashion; | ple say so, and people always know more
and every Saturday regularly came a box | about your friends than you do yourself.”
of cut flowers. These delighted Amy| Such thoughts as these flew through
more than anything else.  the young man’s brain as he bent over
“Dear John never forgets to send me | bis desk at night and plied the pen, or,
flowers every S8aturday. No matter how | blue pencil in hand, boiled columns
busy he may be, he is not too busy to | Of copy down to haif or quarter columns,

could no more resist
again than he could
have resisted her first invitation to call
s - to the quick was “bottled up,” as
he expressed it, and he confessed to him-
self that he might as well surrénder first

“T§must not expect her to care for me
yet. Tt would bo very strange if she did.

htéﬁiéﬂ"owenwu daug to the MOIAL,

instruo-
In his
extravagant way he bad paid_for six
Paying in advance

He gave as !
an excuse that he miscalculated—that
he had thought one hundred dollars
would do the work of two; but it would
not, and at the end of his first year in
New York he was hopelessly in debt.

brother’s heart, and his pity was all for:
Leoni.

| there, and still won.
~meeting'

ball had
upset all his reso- |

send these lovely roses to me.” Again he argued with himself, "1 owe
Paar Amy! The regularity in the com- | her an apology for flooring that rascal in

Helen one day in Rush’s hearing, speak-
ing of a clever fellow of their acquaint-
ance who was very untidy in his appear-
ance. ‘“I prefer a man to care less for
Greek and more for soap and water. I
shudder whenever he shakes hands with
me. Such nails! there is no excuse for
it. There is nothing I like more than a
well kept hand, and nothing I dislike
more than one that is let to run wild.”

Rush looked stealthily at his strong,
shapely hands, and wondered what head
| they came under. On his way home
' that night he stopped at a drug store and
bought a box containing all the para-
phernalia of the toilette des ongles.
From that time forth he took care of his
hands; and he had his reward; for one
day, in shaking hands with him, Helen
said, *“What nice hands you have, Mr.
Hurlstone! they are so well kept. I like
tosee it.” She didn’t know that it .was
her own doing. Helen’s friends used to
say among themselves .that she was too
particular and spoke her mind too freely
on these subjects; but the effect on her
admirers was instantaneous. The. mo-
ment & man came to know her, he began
taking care of his hands and looking
after himself generally. Uncle Light-
foot Myers used to say that ‘“the colts
who trotted around Helen Knowiton
‘were the best groomed youngsters in the
city;” and so they were,

When Rush inquired at her door if
Miss Knowlton was in, he was in such a
state of nervousexcitement that his voice
sounded unnatural to him. She was in,
and he was ushered ihto the drawing
room, where shesat with Aunt Rebecca
and Uncle Lightfoot Myers. They all
seemed pleased to see him, and fora while
he felt supremely happy. Uncle Light-
foot and Aunt Rebecca fell to chatting
about a proposed trip to Europe, while
Helen devoted herself to Rush, He.
his apologies for the episode of the mask~
ed ball, and she readily forgave him.
Then she asked him why he had notbeen
to see her, and she was evidently so un-
conscious of having given him cause for
offense that he began to think that per-

| haps he had been unreasonable. As they

talked about one thing and another, Rush
said, “By the way, this is an aniver-

sary.

“Of what?” inquired Helen.

“Strange that you should not guess,”
answered Rush. *‘Twenty-one yearsago
to-night I was born.” And he drew him-
self up to the full dignity of his years.

* “What?" said Helen, lsughing; ‘‘are
you only 21?2 Why, you are a mere

| boy!” And she seemed so much amused

that Rush felt rather annoyed. He was
a boy as beards go; but he was much
older than his years; and yet again he
was very boyish. “I am every bit as
old as she is, in my feelings,” said Rush
to himself; but, then, Helen was very
young for her years.

“Your aunt. and Mr. Myers seem to be
weighty subject,” said
change

the conversa-

to

“Yes, they are,” Helen replied; “they
are talking over my London. engage-
ment.”

“Are you going to London?” asked

with undisgui

“Yes; it is all settled except a few pre-
liminaries. Iam tosing at Drury Lane
the coming season, and Uncle Lightfoot,
who gives us so much good advice in
business matters, is arranging the details
with Aunt Rebecca. I don’t want to
have anything to do with the business.
If I have any of that on my mind I can’
sing, and I dislike it anyway. Fortu-
nately Aunt Rebecca likes it.”

This gave Rush time to recover, for he
bad_been quite stunned by the blow.

“®Pdon’t know; biit fey Say He's pow-
erful rich, and would marry Leoni if
she’d have him. She won’t have any-
thing else, he can bet his life on that.,”
And the usher stopped talking to join in
the applause as Helen Knowlton came
down the stage.

I need hardly say that Rush was inter-
ested in the usher’s information. He
could not help smiling’ at the idea of
John marrying the ballet dardfter with

| his engagement to Amy Bayliss on his
| hands. He didn’t even believe that he

knew her, but merely thought it was one
of his fancies to be known as a patron
of the ballet to the extent of sending
flowers . to & premisre danseuse. The

| daneing was hardly over, when John
ipropoued going, and, as Rush was his

f
' with

‘he had to go teo, though he did so

great reluctance. John suggested
that they should return to ‘“The Club;”

1and to “The Club” they accordingly re-

turned.

“There is some interesting playing
here of an evening,” said John, as they
sntered the gilded saloon; “you will be,
smused to watch.it. These fellows play "

; u%’l,: some nights—eh, colonel?” }

e colonel smiled, and they saun-
tered up to the table and watched . the
game in progress. As it grew exciting,
John said that he would throw $5-ony
ihe red, ““just for the tun of the thing,”
and the red won. He left hismoney,

“Why don’t you take your money
whilg the luck is with you?” said Rush.
“It will do better than that. I'll leave
# there and show you.” But the nck

“did not last very long, and before the

svening was over John had lost $500.
; “Tll have my revenge to-morrow
pight,” said he, good naturedly, *‘and
win it all back and more, too.”
Rush looked at bis watch. It wes 8
o’clock, and he felt ashamed of himself
for having come from the piesence of
Helen Knowlton to spend the evening in
such a place. He knew that she de-
tested anything like fastness in a man,
and that she would be thoroughly dis-
gusted if she knew that he was spending
an evening in the company of gamblers,
for he realized now that “The Club” was
nothing more nor less than a gam!n;
house. He noticed with pain John's
familiarity with the place, and put it all
down to the corrupting influence of Col.
Mortimer, so loath was he'to think that
John could go unled among such men.
Rush had no maudlin sentiment on the

| subject; it ‘'was not from any religious

scruples that he disliked gambling, but
because of what he knew of its hurtful-
ness. The victims he looked upon with

_pity and the victimizers” with

John was in a fair way of being ruined,

“but Rush knew there. was no use in

speaking to him on the subject. He
would net get angry and fly into a pas-
sion. but he would laugh good naturedly

and tell Rush that losing a few dollars | |

at cards was not going to hurt him, and
that he didn’t propose to follow gambling
as a profession, but only as an occasional
pastime. [t would have been easier to
argue with a .more violgpt man..for

Jolin only laughea ofr wortis or warning
and advice.

Seeing Leoni at the Academy reminded
Rush that he had not been very attentive
‘to her of late, and, as she had been a
friend in the hour of need, he upbraided
himself for not: having called upon her,
and vowed that he would do so at the
earliest opportunity. Fearful lest John
should go back to the gaming table, he
proposed walking home with him, and
the brothers left *“The Club” together.
John had rooms in Twenty-ninth street,
and when they arrived at the door he in-
gisted upon Rush going in with him, not-
nding the lateness of the hour.
“In for a penny, in for a pound,” said
John, gayly. Rush was astonished at
the splendor of the rooms. Eveérything
that a luxurious taste could suggest for
g bachelor’s comfort was to be found
there, from a well stocked buffet to a
well trained valet. e
“Why, John, you live like prince,” said
Rush, looking around in admiration.
“Say rather like a stockholder in the
Mutual Dividend Mining company; that

poured out a small glass of old brandy.
cockles of your heart! Drink that, and
tell me if it isn’t good!”

he had never tasted better.
“And you never will, unless you taste

no one else can get it."”
. Rush’s eyes roamed about the apart-
\seeing new beautiés’ every mo-

an easel.
portrait of Leoni!
Jobn?”

“Why should I know her?” said John,
rathershortly.
ballet dancer whose picture he happens
to have?”

Do you know her,

answered John, restored to his
humor.
the hour; she is & very pretty woman,
and I adore pretty women. What more

i)ictnre, particularly as any one can en-

price? . It's early yet,” continued John,
a8 the clock on the mantel chimed the
hour of 8; “what. do you say to a cigar
‘and some more brandy?"
" glasses, off his own, and pushed
the other towards Rush, who declined.

“No, thank you, John. This won't do
for me. I don’t want to wake up with a
headache to spoil the memory of our
pleasant evening. Good night, old boy:
sleepwell. Let us see more of each other,
John, now that we are together. Good
night.”

“Good night, Rush; you shall see more
than you want of me. Pleasant dreams.”
And they shook hands and parted. -

As Rush walked home in the cool
morning air he thought over the events
of the evening. He was not at all satis-
fled about the Leoni matter. He felt that

John had not told him ail he knew of the
Lonaon seemed to him to be at the end

of the world. How he wished that he
was a Monte Cristo, that he might say,
“What do you expect to make by your
trip?” and if sheshould reply,* A bundred
thouaand - dollars,” he would say, *‘Stay
at bome, and here is two hundred thou-
sand.” But, alas! two hundred dollars
would be almost more than he could
command. Oh, why was she so kind
and why did she look so bgautiful on the

He wasafraid he would betray himself;
but he must know before she put the sea
between them whether she was engaged
to West Hastings. If she was, he would
retire from the fleld and wait. He
wouldn’t give up even then. If she was
not, he would stay in the field and bide
his time. - Should he ask her? No; that
would be too bold a step, and it might
make her angry. While he wasdebating
in his mind the bell rang, and the servant
snnounced ' Mr, Hastings. Rush knitted
his brows and cursed his luck, and Helen
looked smilingly towards the door as
West Hastings entered. If there wasone
thing above another that West Hastings
could do well it was' to enter a drawing
room; and Rush could not but envy hig

-elegant ease. His bow was courtliness

itself, and this he bestowed on the in-
mates of the room collectively.
Helen he shook hands, and seated ‘him-
self beside her on the sofa. Rush thought
his ‘manner with her insufferable, but
that was his prejudice. Waest Factineg
was exceedingly deferential to Iadies,
and particularly so to Helen—so much so,
In fact, that she felt it to be an outside
rather than anything that came

rom the heart. 3
“Confound his familiarity!” said Rush
to himself. What right, I should like
to know, has he to sit there and talk to
her in an undertone, as if he ownmed
her? Can it be possible that they are en-
gaged” He looked carefully at her
hands, to see if there was a tell tale ring
there; but her fingers were without orna-
ment. This was something to be thank-
ful for. Although West Hastings spoke
in low tones, Helen did not. She tried to
draw Rush into the conversation, but he
was too busy with ‘thoughts of her de-
parture to notice that any of the conver-
sation was ‘addressed to himself. She
was going away, and that was all that

he could think about.
_*“You will be in London the last of
| May,” said “Well, I am a

1| lucky fellow—1 shall be there just at

that time; and you must depend on me
to show you -the sights. London-is an

‘old story to me; but to visit the old

scenes in such delightful company. will
make them fresh again.”

“What’s that, you young rascal?™ asked
Dncle Lightfoot from the other side of
the room; “going to be in London with
Helen? Going to witness anew American
victory over the British? Well, you ave
a lucky dog. When do you sail?”’

“On the 8d; in the Germanic,” was the

reply.

“Well, upon my word! 1Is this a pre-
arranged affair?” exclaimed Uncle Light-
foot, winking at Aunt Rebecca.

“That is our day and steamer,” said
Helen. ‘‘How fortunate we arel”

“I am the fortunate one,” replied Has-
tings. “I begin to think that I must have
been born under a lucky star.” -

Rush ground his teeth so flercely that

it is & wonder the company did not hear

him. Going to crogs in the steamer with

‘herl If he wasn’t engaged to her now

he would be by the time they reached.
Liverpool; for the man who cannot
point

“There, there’s ‘something to warm the
Rush tossed it down and declared that

it here. Mortimer has a corner on that
brandy,™said he, filling his glass, “and

meant,

toent, until they rested on a large col-
ored photograph of Leoni standing on
‘‘Hellol"” said he, ‘‘there’s a

*“Must a man know every |

“Of course not; but this portrait is so
conspicuous a feature of your room 1
t it quite likely you knew the

o

“Your: reasoning is childish, Rush,”
*“Leoni is the popular dancéer of

natural, then, than that I should have her

joy the same privilege by paying ite

He filled both

night when she announced her depart-+
ure?

With

“P"Was just thinking of a lot of unfin-
ished work, and that I must tear myself
from this delightful company and hurry
to my desk. Such a thought wasenough
tomake me silent and sad,” he replied
in the same tone, at the same time rising
to leave the room. He bade them all
good night and left the house with a
heavy heart.

*I am really very fond of that boy,”
said Helen, as she heard the front door
close. ‘‘He is so honest and enthusiastic
—quite different from the usual society
men one is constantly meeting.”

“Yes,” said Hastings in u.nm‘m
tone; ‘‘he seems quite an young
man. A reporter or something“of that
sort, isn’t he?”

“Well, yes, something of that sort,”
said Helen, taking up the cudgels rather

-against Hastings’ tone than his words.
“All journalists, no matter how great

.they may become, begin at the bottom
branches

i of the ladder and learn all the

of their work. Mr. Hurlstone is devoted
to his profession. He will be editor of
The Dawn some day, you mark my

beats the princes, Rush.” “Then, taking | words
s dainty decanter from the buffet, he

“Indeed e will, if industry and ability
go for anything,” chimed in Aunt Re-
becca.

“Mr. Hurlstone's success would not
surprise me,” said Hastings, with a slight
sneer in his' voice. “A man who can
make such devoted friends of the ladies
is bound to succeed. Women rule the
world, say what you will.”

“The truth well spoken,” said Uncle
Lightfoot. *‘This young Hurlstone, how-
ever, stfikes mé 8s-a go ahead, sensible
young fellow, and ‘1 hope that Helen’s

jons will prove true.” :

#I echo your sentiments, Uncle Ligh:
foot, and should be pleased fo see virtue
rewarded,” replied Hastings.

Helen felt like saying something sharp
in reply, but, as Hastings was her guest,
she refrained. Besides, she thought it
was_perhaps a tinge of jealousy that
affected his speech, and she was too
much of a woman not to forgive sarcasm
that arose from such a source. She
therefore led the conversation around to
the European trip, and Rush Hurlstone

and his aspirations were forgotten
tne discussion of pleasant plans for the

summer. X
* Poor Rush! he could not so soon turn
tho current of his thoughts. He began
by wishing that he had never been
born; but, he thought— ~
*Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all.

He felt that he had lost, and he walked
from Twentieth street to Printing House
square thinking over his desperate case.
The sight of The Dawn office recalled
him to himself, and, having no occasion
to enter the building that night, he
turned around and walked back to his
lodgings. His case was certainly a hard
one. He, a penniless boy, loved with all
the impetuosity of youth the most pop-
ular singer of the day—a woman any
man would be proud to call his wife,
whom all men loved, but to whose hand
few aspired, owing to her position and
the careful manner in which she was

ed. The wealthiest young bache-
lor in New York was acknowledged to
be her slave. She could marry him if
she would, so every one said, but she
would probably marry a Russian prince
or an English duke.

It was already said that two such
eligible suitors visiting this country had
expressed their willingness to share the
gl.mn donna’s ducats; and yet he, Rush

urlstone, a young country boy with his
fame and fortune still to make, dared to
love her! As he stood at his window
thas night, looking out at the moon,
which seemed to be shining with es-
pecial brilliancy over the spot where her
house stood, he reglstered?ov‘ow that he
would not give himself up to repining,
but would bide his time.

*“I cannot believe that T was put in the
world merely to be the shuttlecock of
fate.. I'll be my own battledoor,” said
he aloud, ‘‘and knock myself into a posi-
tion by her side.”

HY DONT
you learn
Italian?
Helen asked
Rush, one
day. “Is
would be a good
thing for you in
your - profession,
1 should  think,
and you know
Latin so well it
would not be

0 hard to learn. 1
might often want to say something' to
you. too, that I didn't want every one
else to understand,” she added, smil-

ingly.

Rush thought the idea a good one, and
the last part of the argument carried
conviction with it. He determined to

i learn at once, and in thinking about a

teacher, he r bered Leoni and her
family. There was the ex-cannon ball
tosser—not an unintelligent man—with
time hanging heavy on his hands. He
would make a capital teacher. Atany
rate, he could go over to the little apart-
ment and make thesuggestion. He owed
the Cellas a visit. They had been very
kind to him when he was alone in New
York, and now that he had found other
friends he had quite neglected them.

So on his way up town at about 6
o'clock one afternoon he stopped at the
Cella apartment.  All the family wereat
home and in the best of spirits.. Leoni
never looked prettier. Shewas dressed
in gala day attire, and so was the little
room in which she lived. The curtains
were tied back with gay ribbons, and
flowers stood in all sorts of receptacles
about the apartment. The table was se$
for dinner-and looked very attractive.
_The cloth was snow white, and the best
China was on it, with two or three bits
of silver that had been brought from
Italy and were polished till they shone
like mirrorsin the light of the lamp. The,
bottle of Chianti had a ribbon tied around
ita neck, and there was altogether anap-
pearance of festivity about the place
‘which the savory odor of a choice mines-
tra wafted from the little kitchen did
nothing to dispel. Rush noticed that
the table was laid for four, and he pict-
ured in his mind the raven locks and
large black eyes of the favored son of
Italy who was probably soon to make
his appeardnce as.the guest of the even-
ing.” “Leoni’s color and +the unusual
brightness of her eyes tell tales that need
no words,” said Rush to himself. **Well,
some silver voiced tenor is going to win
a prize. Leoni is an exceptionally nice
girl, and she is very beautiful.”

Leoni seemed a little' embarrassed and
the parents a little mysterious; so be-
tween the two Rush thought it best to
state his business and ‘get away before
the arrival of the lover. He made known
“is errand to the ex-cannon ball tosser,
vho was delighted with the idea of so
pleasant a pupil, and time and terms
were agreed upon at once. Rush arose
to go, but before he had made his adieus

| the door bell rang, and Leoni disappeared

in the hall. It seemed as though she
would never come back.: Rush did not
want to go out and disturb her, nor did
he want to stand in the middle of the
floor and twirl his hat untilshe returned.
- *“‘Ahy these young people!” said Signora
Cella, with an amused shake of the head.

Some Whisperthg was beara In the

hoii, ana Leoni entered, foliowed' by a

man. She was just about to introduce
the gentlemen, when they both stepped
forward and stared at each other in

amazement.
*“Why, John, you herel”

“Hello, Rush, old man! glad to see

you.” And John shook his brother af-

fectionately by the hand. Rush was sc

astonished that he had nothing to say.

but John was perfectly at his ease.

Rush remembered the vehemence with

which John had denied any acquaint-
ance with Leoni, and his heart misgave
him—not for John’s sake; but for Leoni’s

and for that of Amy Bayliss.

*"So you know Mr. Stone?” said Leoni. -
“How very nicel Iam so glad you are

friends.”
Rush saw that there was a m,

ystery
about this acquaintanceship, but thiswas
not the time or the place to unravel it:
80 he bade them good evening, and took
his leave. What did it mean? John
was evidently on terms of intimacy in

the Cella household.

John wasan atfractive fellow,and Leon)
was, to say the least, very much inter-
ested in him. There would be no harm
to Amy
Bayliss. Poor little Amy! Rush thought
of her big blue eyes and baby face. He
would like to thrash John, if he was
going to throw the confiding little thing
over after winning her affections so thor-
oughly. And Leoni—what would she
say if she knew of John’s engagement?
But perhaps, afterall, Rush was magni-

in this if John were not

fying the affair.

Perhaps if Rush had seen Amy Bayliss
she might have told him that there was
no falling off in John’s attentions. His
letters were frequent, but short, and his
felt quite

flowers came regularly. Amy
happy. for John had- named their wed-

ding day in one of his early letters. To
be sure, he had made no allusion to it

lately, but the thing once settled, why
harp upon it?

John had not faltered in his affection
for Amy, but a new affection had sprung
upin his heart, and he was madly in love
with Leoni Cella. He was one of thoge

iD | men who are so constituted that they can

love two women at the same time, but
not alike. John was more in love, per-
baps I should' say more wildly in love,
with Leoni than he was with Amy. Her
dark Italian eyes fascinated him, ang
there was something in his nature thag
enjoyed loving a woman who was before
the public. He liked to sit in the thedtre
and say to himself as she came tripping
down the stage, is the girl I love;

your hands and shout
yourselves hoarse, gentlemen, but she
doesn’t care a button for one of you. I
am the man of her choice!” s
Now, Rush, on the contrary, was not
at all attracted by the professional life
of the woman ‘he !oved. He couldn’t
bear the idea of her being a “public
character”—one whom every one felt at
liberty to speak of with perfect free-
dom, and whose photograph any man
could buy. If he could have afforded it,
he would have bought every photograph
of Helen that had been taken, and have
hidden it away where no one but he
could see it. He could hardly keep his
hands off a man he met in a Nassau
street shop one day. The man was mak-
ing a collection of stage favorites, and

he had a lot of Helen’s photographs

spread out on the counter before him.
These he picked upand criticised in turn.
He didn’t mean to say anything out of
the way, but Rush wondered, when he
thought it over, why he had not stran-
gled him on the spot. Instead of that, he
hurried out of the shop, after shooting
glances at the. man that must, have left
him with the impression that his vis-a-
vis was a lunatic. But John enjoyed
seeing Leoni’s photographs in the shop
windows. She was the favorite dancer
of New York; why shouldn't her picture
be for sale? The oftener he saw it the
better he was pleased. He was affec-
tionate, but there was nothing senti-
mental about him. = N

Rush tried to see his brother the day
after the meeting at- the Cellas’, but he
couldn’t find him. It must have been a
fortnight before he met him, and in the

mean time he had taken his first Italian |

lesson from the ex-cannon ball tosser.
Leoni was not at home. She was at-

‘tending a rehearsal at the Academy of

Music, and Signora Cella was out in
Third avenue, marketing. Rush tried to
find out, without prying-too deeply into
his brother’s affairs, just what John's po-
sition in the household was. He did not
tell SBignor Cella that Mr. Stone, as he
called him, was his brother, but ‘he said
that he knew him, and he soon found
that he was answering Cella’s questions
rather” than Cella_his. The old man
seemed very anxious to learn all he
could about ““Mr. Stone.” He had been
introduced to Signor Cella and Leoni by
a Col. Mortimer, whom the ballet master
at the Academy vouched for as being a
‘“perfect gentleman.”

No sooner had Mr. Stone met Leoni
than he fell in love with her. - Leoni was
used to love at first sight, and she knew

 that it usually passed away as suddenly

a8 it came. But in the case of John
Hurlstone (or Mr. Stone, as she believed
him to be) it was different. He had not
the familiar assured-of-success manner
of the men she had been in the habit of
meeting behind the scenes. He was
gentle and deferential, and he showed
her a8 much respect as he would have
shown any lady in her drawing room.
His manner to her'mother completely
captivated that exocellent woman; and

one rainy night, when he took her and

her daughter home in his , she
invited him in to get warm, and he ac-
cepted the invitation with alacrity, A
few days later he called to see if they
had suffered any inconvenience from the
rain, and from that time on he had been
a visitor at the Cellas’, where he
won all' hearts by his amiability and
gentleness. :

He was more desperately in love with
Leoni than he had ever been with any

other woman; but I will not say that he-

could not have changed.his affections
with a change of scene.. He saw before
he had talked with her many times that
she was as good a girl as had ever lived,
and that if he wanted to be her friend
he must treat her with proper respect.
She was a ballet dancer, to be sure, but
she had been well brought up. Although
she was deeply in love with him, she
gave him to understand, as Juliet as-
sured Romeo, that ‘he need pay no court
to her unlees the bent of his love was
honorable and his purpose marriage
John accepted the position of lover on
these terms, forgetting for the time being

Amy Bayliss and the wedding day that.

was not far off.

He had fixed it for the 1st of June: but
after a while he wrote her the tenderest
letter a man ever wrots to a woman.
postponing it till the fall. Amy was

I ly satisfied with the reasons, and

wved him more than ever for them.” She
did wish that he could get back to Farm-:

sted, if only for a day; but dear John

was work so hard, and all for her!
In the fall would be married, and
then she would with him to New
York. They would live at his rooms the
first winter, and take their meals sny-
where they chose. That
many - young . married couples did. It
was very Bohemian und very jolly. and

.

sother unknown v 7

after all

have died, and they coftined
back parlor to be buried
Grandpa and pa got drun
freeze-out over the corpse,
on_the that it

Amy, who ftiad’ spent all her daysina
country sectory, looked forward to it
with the keenest anticipation. :

“Poor little Amy!” John said to him-
self, as he gat in his private room at the
Mutual Dividend Mining company’s offi-
ces, smoking its best cigars and sipping
its special brand of cognac. *‘Poor little
girll She loves me so, and I love her;
but I love Leoni more.” And he shut
his eyes and gave himself up to dreams
of Leoni. Such beau 7, such grace, and
a depth of love for him that Amy could
not -know. “I believe she would kill
any one who came between us. Ican
see her soft eyes grow hard and flash fire
if she heard of a rival. Women are
strange creatures; they never blame the
man; but Heaven help the woman if they
get hold of her! ‘She led him off,’ they
say. A, if they only knew how willing
he was to be led!”

John’s reveries were brought to- an
end by the entrance of Col. Mortimer,
who came in with some certificates of
stock for him to sign as secretary of the
company. He had just got hold of a

ileless merchant from a distant New

land town, and was going to give
him ten beautifully en~raved certificates
of stock in the Mutv | Divident Mining
company for ten one-thousand-dollar
bills. John felt asli it twinge of con-
science as he signed the eertificates; but
a man must have mo -y to livel

“You will get twenty per cent. on this
investment in six_months, Mr. Gorham,
-and twenty in'six months more,” John

sould hear Col. Mortimer tell his victim
1s he bowed him to the front door.
““Forty per, cent. is better than letting
your money lie idle. You may consider
yourself fortunate in having got any of
this stock. I don’t like to see it going
out of my own hands; but I have a very
(riendly feeling towards you. and am
zlad, after all, that you have those cer-
tificates.” ‘*“And I these greenbacks,”
he miight have added, as the door swung
to on its well oiled hinges.

Col. Mortimer returnied to his desk,
and, taking nine of the bills, rolled them
up and placed them side by side in his
capacious wallet. The tenth he took in
and handed to John.

“There, you lucky dog, that is your
share of the day’s receipts. 1 take as
much myself: the rest goes for office ex-
penses.” John was fool enough to believe
him; for, with all his worldly minded-
ness, he was very credulous. He thanked
Mortimer, folded the bill neatly and put
it in his waistcoat pocket. There it be
gan burning a hole at once.

“How long before you're going up
town, colonel” he asked.

“Not for some time yet. [ have some
matters of importance to look over be
fore [ go.”

“Then I won't wait for you.
an errand or two on my way up.
see you at the club this evening.”

-Closing his desk and throwing a light
spring topcoat over his arm, he put his
hat rakishly on his head ‘and stepped
iightly out of the office and down the
atairs into the street.  There he hailed a
nassing cab and springing in gave the
order *“To Tiffany’s,” and settled himself
back on the seat to think what he should
buy. He would get something for Leoni
for love's suke and something for Amy
for the sake of pity.  Poor Amyl He
would get her something very nice. The
cab drew up at the famous jeweler’s and
John entered the place with the air of a
bank president. He went direct to the
diamond counter and asked the obliging
sulesman to let him see some solitaire
vings. = After looking over dozens of
them, of all sizes and all prices, he se-
lected a small white stone for which he
paid three-hundred dollars, throwing his
thousand dollar bill “carelessly on the
counter. * This ‘was for Leoni; but she
nust not tell wlio gave it to her yet
awhile. How they would enjoy the se-
cret together!

“Can 1 show you anything else?” asked
the salesman.

*“Yes, if you will be so kind. [ want
tosend a present to a lady in the country
—some little trifle. [ don't know ladies’

I have
Irn

tastes very well. What would you sug-

gest?”

“*Really, sir, I can hardly say: you have
«hown such excellent taste in the selec-
dion of that ring that | think the lady
will fare very well at your hands. But,
as you-ask me, what do you say to a fan?

-4 handsome hand painted fan? We
1ave some beauties selling at a great
sacrifice.” --

*Capitall” said John. *“The summer
i8 coming on, and a lady is never without
a fan,”

« 8o they walked over to the fan counter
and John bought a pear] handled, feather
trimmed; hand painted absurdity for
$200 (it was one of the great **sacrifices”)
and sent it off with the most affectionate
little note to Amy. 7

It was her wedding present, every one
in Farmsted said; for they knew thata
wedding day had been nained, and John
certainly could not send her anything
handsomer. Amy knew better; but she
was delighted with the gift, and, kissing.
the feather tips, she putit back in its
satin box and laid it away in her bureau
drawer with the tortoise shell boxes and
other expensive knickknacks that John
had sent her. :

After John had sent the fan to Amy,
he sat down at his writing desk and
wrote a most impassioned letter to Le-
oni, telling her how he loved her, and
that he sent the ring iu proof of his in-
tentions; *‘but, my. darling,” he wrote.
“wear this where it won't be seen for
the present. Cruel circumstances pre-

vent my coming out boldly and claiming’| -

you as my love before all the world; but
have faith in me, darling. as I havein
you. Don’t even'tell your good father
and mother too much; though you may
assure them of ' my honorable intentions.
Oh; Leoni, yow do not know what it is to
be a creature of fate! . | must wait qui-
etly for a while, but I can go en loving
you and trusting in your love for me,
unworthy as 1 am: and you may believe

that, comeé what may, Iam and always

will be your own John.” = = - ;
Thisand the ring he dispatched by his
trusty valet. The letter puzzled Leonia
little, but the symbel of the ring de-
lighted her, and, as she was an Italian,
and mystery in love affairs is not aito-
' ] o
sewed the ring on the Indide of & bitof
velvet she wore around her neck. There
it lay concealed, but her heart beat high

with joy whenever the sharp stome

scratched her delicate throat.

‘John dined as usval at_the club that °

night with Mortimer and two or three

.other gamblers. After dinner they went
to the gaming table, where John lost I;h";
remaining §3500. When he went to bed ' wo

that night he cursed the expense of liv-
ing in New York, and determined to
make the colonel raise his salary. -

(To be Coo_lﬁuildd. )
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A POLAR BEAR STORY.

Narrow Escape of a Whalebeat's
Crew from Drowning.

The Bear Finally Sucocumbs and is Towed
Ashore—Tips the Scale over One
Thousand Pounds.

In July, 1886, two whaleboats ‘were
sailing leisurely across Shantar bay in the
Okhotsk sea, when the harpooner remark-
ed :  ““A big seal on the port bow, sir.”
This *‘bi " proved to be an immense
Siberian Yy wgiqh, caught on the ice-
floe in his search for seal; had taken to
the water and was swimming for land, a
distance of at least five miles. From ex-
perience we knew this chap would be a
formidable antagonist on shore, and any
interference bn our part would have been
carefully considered. - But this seemed a
sure thing and safe, so to take in our sail
and to get a harpoon and lance ready was
the work of a few minutes. It required
no maneuvering to approach the old fel-
low, so with a full, straight head, a har-
poon was fairly planted in his back. Talk
about transformation scenes—with a ter-
rible gnarl he leaped almost out of the
water, he pulled at the harpoon until his
brown sides bulged—with teeth and claws
he crushed and twisted the Australian
ironwood harpoonpole into a thousand
gilvers.. He ‘‘took ” our line ** hand
over hand” until it"spun through the
‘“‘ chocks”’ as if fast to a running whale.
Failing to clear himself he suddenly rush-
ed for our bost, and before the order
““Stern all, for your lives !” could be
obeyed both feets were on the gunwales
and we only escaped capsizing and per-
haps something worse, by the prompt
action of the harpooner, who slashed old
grul‘m's pmv;i with his sheathknife until

e let go wild with pain and rage. All.
thig had taken place in a moment, but we
had learned in that brief time that a sib-
erian bear in the water was not to be fool-
ed with. Once out of his reach, we took
great care not to tiel; into his cluthes again,
and a skillfully thrown lance soon decided
in our favor. It was a two-hour to tow
him in shore, but we felt amply paid by a
steak for supper and the sight of a bear
that, although poor in flesh, must have
weighed more than 1,000 pounds,

THE SOURCES OF
COLOURS

The American Druggist has formulated
a list of the choicest colours used in the
arts, as follows :—The cochineal insects
furnish a great many of the fine colours.
Among them are the gorgeous carmine,
the crimson, scarlet carmine, and purple
lakes. The cuttletish gives the sepia. It
is the inky fluid which the fish discharges
in order to render the water opaque when
attacked. Indian yellow comes from the
camel. Ivory chips produce the ivory
black and bone black. The exquisite
Prussian blue is made by fusing horses’
hoofs and other refuse animal matter with
impure potassium carbonate. This col-
our was discovered accidently. Various
lakes are derived from roots, barks, and
gums. Blue-black comes from the char-
coal of the vine-stalk. Lampblack is
soot from certain resinous substances.
Turkey-red is from the madder plant,
which grows in Hindostan. The ‘yellow
sap of a tree of Siam produces gamboge ;
the natives catch the sap in cocoanut
shells. Raw sienna is the natural earth
from the neighbourhoud of Sienna, Italy.
Raw umber‘is also an earth found near
Umbria and burnt. India Ink is made
from burnt camphor. =The Chinese are

BEAUTIFUL

. the ol manufacturers of this_ink, and
they will not reveal the secret of its manu-
facture. Mastic is made from the gum of

the mastic tree, which grows in the Gre-
cian Archipelago. Bister is the soot of
wood ashes. Very little real ultramarine
is found in the market. It is obtained
from the grecioul lapis-lazuli, and com-
mands a fabulous price. Chinese white
is zine, scarlet is iodide of mercury, and
native vermillion is from the quicksilver
ore called cinnabar, .

WHAT DOGFISH HAVE DONE IN
SHETLAND.

An account of the season’s Shetland
herring trade shows a great falling off

-compared with last year; and severe pri-

vations will exist among fishermen and
their families during the coming winter.
During the first week of the season, as
the westher was favourable, with every
appearance of large shoals of herring, a
profitable season was anticipated. Inthe
second week, however, dogfish were met
with on the fishing grounds, and consider-
able d e was done to the nets. In
the third week the dogfish pest increased
so much that many of the boats were
afraid to risk their material, aund did not
go to sea at all. During. the next week
dogfish had increased to such an ‘extent
that the fishing may be said to have
entirely collapsed in Shetland, the fisher-

men positevely refusing to proceed to sea
for fear of ravages by A regular
stampede now. took most of the

stranger boats leaving either for home or
for Lerwick, where the fishing was fixed
to commence on July 20. Fishermen and
curers were hopeful that a good ﬂlg;.:g
would now be made. Four hund:

boats, including about one hundred from
the Isle of Man, started operations but
the first time they put to sea *‘dogs”
were met in all directions, and in such
swarms as none of the fisherman had seen
before. Even small boats at the inshore
fishings were not free from the ravages of

 this fearful enemy of the fisherman.

D1VORCES IN FRANCE.

The “divorce law passed in France in
1884 seems to be operating with terrible
effect. 1n 1884 there were 3,667 divor-
ces ; in 1885, 4,123 ; in 1886, 4,007 ; in
1887, 5,797. But, the most astounding
statement made is that in the department
of the Seine—i. e.; Paris and its neigh-
borhood—there are no fewer than 62.8
divorces to every thousand marriages, or-
that considerably more than one in t:nty
marriages (say one in sixteen) ends in &
divorce. On the otherhand in the Fin-
istere and the Cotes du Nord not much
more than one in a thousand marriages
ends in a. divorce—a curious testimony
this to the different morale of Pansian
and provincial life in France.




