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CHAPTER VIL

N the mean-
= time, every-
thing at the
old home at
Farmsted
was not as
Rush would
have wished it to
bte. John Hurl-
stone, as I have
intimated, was a
young man fond
of his pleasures—
so fond, indeed,
that the pain they
caused to others,
and those, " too,
whom he held
most dear, did
not prevent his enjoying them to the full.
Apparently, he was the kindest of sons
and most affectionate of brothers. Heo
was never known to give his mother a
cross or impatient word in his life, and
his attentions go his sisters were all that
they could ask and more than they could
expect, judging from. the relations of
other young men in their circle to their
sisters.

He was very popular in the village,
for he was not only the most amiable
but the gayest and bandsomest young
fellow in all those parts; and there was
adash of the hero ahout  him, tos; for
he had served 'with' distinetion in the
army, having gone in as & private and
won his captain’s straps by sheer bravery
and devotion to duty. Fonder of lux~
ury than any man I’ ever met, he fairly
reveled in hardship when it had to be
endured. Easy going as-he'was by na-
ture, and slow to act under ordinary
circumstances, he was as quick as a flash
in an emergency.” At home he was
never on time, no matiex what the ur-
gency of the case; in the army he was
punctuality itself. Ths most danditied
about his toilet arrangements, and taking
a8 much time to array himself as the
vainest belle, he would take a snow bath
& he could get no other, dry himsgelf ju
the sun and be ready for i ching in
five minutes. His mattress at tivme had
to be of a particularly choice yuality of
curled hair and the springs of the very
best steel, or hecould not sleep. In the
army he would roll himself up in a blan-
ket, lie in the mud during a pelting storm
and sleep as peacefully as a child. John
Hurlstone was made up of contradic-
tions.

He loved his mother so tenderly that’
he was completely unnerved if she was
ill, and waited upon_ her with the gentle
devotion of a daughter; yet he did not
hesitate to do things that he knew would
break her heart, simply to gratify his
own pleasure. He would have given his
last crust to his mother and sisters, yet
he would not do an honest day’s work to
save them from want. He did not say
that he would not: he simply did not,
and that was the end of the matter. His
mothers and sisters were devoted to him.

They knew he was thoroughly selfish, '

but he was so sweet and kind at home
that they forgave him everything. Wo-
men always liked him; men—that is, the
the serious minded—regarded him less
leniently Amwong the class popularly
known as *‘the boys” he was a fa-
vorite. They admired his cleverness,
and he was pleased by their homage.
He would sit for an hour at a time talk-
ing wlch big Sandy, the village black-
fellow bo-
ea.u-e, he said, “Sa.ndy isgo fond of me.”
Every barkeeper in the town and every
hanger on of the saloons shook him by
the hand and swore that “(hp’n Jack”

bsnty
of compliment to Capt.

John  received the attentions of the

oung ladies more modestly. He never
d of his T

not seem to think that he had made any.

He never tired of telling how fond he

was of the girls, individually and col-

lectively, but that they wero forid of him

-

very special attention from one to an-
other he did so in the kindliest manner, -
and seemed always.to have a warm place
in his heart for the old love. At the
time of which | am now writing he was
paying marked attention, even for him,
to Amy Bayliss, the pretty little simple
minded daugiter of the Rev, Dr. Bayliss,
rector of 8t. Ann’s church in the village.
It was more than whispered than John
Hurlstone was engaged to Amy Bayliss,
but nothing authoritative was known
upon the subject.. But the dashing
beauty, Emily Barford, denied the rumor
datly, and said that John Hurlstone was
aot the man to be caught by a baby face;
that he was amusing himself with Amy
Rayliss because he saw, as every one
could see, that she was dead in love with
him.. Emily Barford, like many aclever
girl before her, did not understand men
as well as she thought she did, and in
the case of . John Hurlstone was entirely
mistaken. He was just the man to be
caught by a ‘‘baby face;” and when Amy
Bayliss ‘rolled her big blue eyes up
her little mouth

John' had been a hard drink-
er at different times in his life, but the
folks at home had never seen him under
the influence of liquor. He either went
without drink altogether or he gave him-
self up to it. They used to say in the
army that he could drink the entire mess
under the table.
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rather to amuse or
ions than to slake
liquors were his chol
once began on them he kept it
way that would have
He was a convivial
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be would be quite flush and his
book would be stuffed out with
3acks of large as well as small denomina-

owes me a lot of back pay, mother, and
every once in a while it pays

d, be did

small_stakes and lost as little as they
wun. but among an outwardly respect-

able class. There was a little club of six,
of whom John Hurlstone was the young-
est (and the sharpest), who met on cer-
tain in a private room in the
Union and played high till the
gray H‘htol dawn crept in through the
chinks the window shutters and
warned than that some busy housewife,
up betimes, would see them slinki
home in the small hours unless they
stole away at once.

What consternation there would have
been in Farmsted if knowledge of this
little card party had come to the ears of
the gossips of that quiet town! for these
men were the *‘solid men” of the place—
the wealthy merchants, lawyers and
bankers; and one of the number (I regret
tobetray it) wasa vestryman of St. Ann’s
and took up the collection every Sunday.
This worthy man was indignant that

‘ohv Hurlstone should be paying court

to the rector’s daughter. “The young
scapegracel” he muttered behind his
sanctimonious, smooth shaven lip; “I
should like to tell Dr. Bayliss of his
wickedness.” But, much as he would
have liked to expose the young man, he
hesitated, for fear yumg man mtbt
n -mcq:en
The more J
the mere his con-
him. not only'on account

i

._»ofibmor of his present way, but alsc

on socount of the past. To blunt ‘the

that pricked, he had recourse tc
his favorite liquor, but kept the knowl-
edge of his dissipation from his family,
for they never asked when he came
home. 'His bedroom was on the ground
floor, and hecould admit himself through
the French window if there was any
reason to suppose his entrance by the
door would be heard.

One night the card party held a very
Iate session, and the vestryman, who had
had an unusual run of luck, insisted
upon ‘“‘whooping it up and letting the
devil take the consequences.” This sen-
timent thoroughly harmonized with
John's mood, and he brewed a bowl of
punch that was as seductive as it was
treacherous. The v smacked
his lips and slapped John on the back
with brotherly affection. ‘“‘Never tasted
anything sho good in m’life. What
dlyer ecall it, Jack, old fellow?” he said,
helping himself to a fifth ladleful.

“I don’t know what the right name
is,” answered Jack, “‘but in the army
they called it hell broth.”

“The devil they did!" exclaimed the
vestryman: “they're a wicked lot in the
army.”

F‘i{n.lly. it was proposed thatthe party
should break up, and, as the night was
breaking -iip 't0o, and the punch was all
drunk, the motion was adopted, and the
-vestryman and the lawyer, the banker
-and the merchants, linked arms and took
the middle of the road until their paths
diverged. . Then they parted, after oft
repeated vows of undying friendship.

John had the farthest to go, and the
punch was well down in his legs before
he got half way home. His head swam,
and he put up his listless hands to wipe
away the cobwebs away from his face.
How sleepy he felt! He wanted td lie down
along the road; but something impelled
him to keep on, and on he went, his un-
certain footsteps taking him within an

inch of ditches, h of stone, and the |
. rows of  trees that :

Iast he hed the h tead gate.
was the matter with'the latch? Itseemed
possessed of a devil. (John never-for
a moment suspected that he was the one
80 possessed.) But finally it yielded to

| his fumbling, ‘gﬂ lwung back- with a

 against the
~mother, Mya @ light sleeper,
hmdthomuml noise, and came to the
window to see whit was the matter.
“Some stray horse or cow must have
the gate open,” she thought. *1
must.see that a better latch is put on.”

Thus musing, she looked down upon
the path, and saw the figure of a man
staggering up the walk. -

What is it that puts so fine an edge
upon & mother’s intuitions? Mrs. Hurl-
ltonehadneverseenasonolbminwx
icated, yet her heart sank within her,
and she knew in a moment whooe figure
that was, and the cause of its unsteadi-
ness. Hastily thrusting her feet into her
slippers and wrapping her dressing gown
about her, she ran noiselessly down
stairs, fearful lest she should be heard
and John's disgrace made known to the
family. ‘With trembling fingers she
turned the heavy key in the lock and

out upon the wide piszza.
stepwpedm was John?

There—that limp and lifeless body

- covered with mud, his hair tumbled

about and matted on his forehead, his
face pale and bloated, breathing long,
heavy breaths.  That was John.

Once. yearsago. she had seen a misera-
Die Tramp & arunk in the guuter, ana

had pitied him that he could be so base
athing. And here was her own son in
the same condition. She knew at s
glance what was the matter with him,
and when she'stooped down ‘to put her
hands upon his_brow shesmelt the stale,
mullﬁmtbatpnﬂed up from his half

“John! JohnI" she cried, in an agony;
wahup.my-on.eomatntothe house
and let me put you to bed. It is your
mother, John, who is speaking to you.”
No answer but John’s heavy snores.
She got down on  the -gravel; add held
his head in her lap, and tried ‘every
means in her power to wake him; but
he slept on. She thought he must be
dﬂnx.mdhorbotmnhinednponhh
face. Still heslept. Thegray dawn was
breaking over the wooded east. - Streaks
of silver and gold shot through the pine
trees. In a short time the family would
be up, or a neighbor passing by would
muukwhat was the matter. She
must get him into the house, inso his
own room, and there try to revive him.
Just as she was about to exert all her
strength to lift him, she heard footsteps
on and saw old Pete, the col-
ored man of all work, coming around s
the house. Old._Pete was an
v ﬂ.g- to have his chores
done **before *‘anygotabeadolh!m"
80 he said. The old man stood for a mo-

‘his coolness in the matter one might
have inferred that it was not the first
time that he had seen his young master
in this condition.

“Oh, Pete, Pete, what shall’ wado!
Mr. John is_very ill ‘and I can't wake
him,” sobbed Mrs. Hurlstone.

“Jes’ you go in the house and leave
him 1. e, Miss Kitty; I'll soon bring
him to,” said Pete¢, laying down the
bucket he was carrying.to the well.

“What are you going to do to bim?™

: mxlousty inquired the mother, kissing

her son's damp forehead.
*This ain’t no place for you, Miss
Kitty: you go inside, out of the cold.

day it will be all paid; then I'll have to

- Jad Jeave bim toame. LU rub his vears:
. e

Mgb!d.

negro, and staggering slightly, got to his
room, where the old man undressed him
and put him in his soft white bed. There
he soon fell fast asleep, but not s6 heavi-
ly this time. While the son was sleep-
ing in his room, the mother was

on her couch upstairs, racked by a

too deep for tears. But she knew that
she must get up and put on a cheerful
face before her children and be ready to
answer any questions they might ask her
about John,

Fortunately, John was never an early
riser, so their suspicions were not very
much excited. They asked why He didn’t
come to breakfast, and their mother re-
plied that he had a bad headach
haps a truer statement than she had
thought. About 11 o'clock John ap-

upon the scens, and except for a
slight pallor in his cheeks and a faint
tinge of gray under his eyes, he looked
as fresh asa rose. He had had a cold
bath, s good rubbing down, and a cup of
hot coffee, and he felt pretty bright. His
hands trembled a little as he held the
morning paper up to read, and he had no
appetite for the nice little breakfast his
mother brought him; otherwise he was
in fine condition. He had forgotten all
about the night before, and he wondered
if it could have been 'a tear hesaw in his
mother’s eye when she kissed him good
morning. The mail had just been fetched
up from the postoffice, and Mrs. Hurl-
stone handed John a large, business like
envelope, addressed to him in a rough
hand. An elaborate stamp on the out-
side bore the name of “The Grand
Mutual Dividend Mining company.”

John ripped open the envelope ner-
vously, and his eyes glistened as they
ran down the page.

“Mother, this is from Col. Mortimer,
of Ours; he has organized a mining com-
pany on a new planand he wants me for
secretary. He offers a good salary and
little work, and I'am to go to New York
atonce. I'm sorry to leave you, mother
dear, but this is an opportunity not to be
lost. Mortimer has a great head for
schemes. If he goes into one you may
be sure there’s money in it—at least for
him,” added John; with a laugh. '

Mrs, Hurlstone did not join in the
laugh; for if there was a man in the
world whom she feared and disliked it
was Col. Andrew Mortimer. He was a
brave soldier, buta corrupt and hardened
man, and she knew that his influence
over John was anything but good.

“You don't congratulate me, mother,”
said John, gayly, putting his arm around
her waist and kissing her. Indeed she
did not. How could she, knowing all
she knew?

OU may be
sure that
RushHurl-
stone was
not slow to
accept the
in vitation
of Helen
Knowlton to
“drop. in some
evening.” Asshe
had requested, he
took his banje
with him, and te

lege 18 not doing iustice to his sensations.
There is no denying that Rush was »
very attractive fellow. He wasa gentle-
man by birth and instinct; he was bright,
and could be very amusing. He was so
much younger than Helen that Aunt Re-
becca regarded him as *‘perfectly safe,”
and Helen never thought of him as any-
thing more than an agreeable boy—en-
thusiastic, and enough of a musician to
be sympathetic.

His ear for music was quite remark-
able. Of notes he knew little, but he
could catch'an air and play it on the

iano after a few hearings. Helen
owlton, whose outward life was ne-
cessarily more or less artificial and con-
strained, found this young fellow a pleas-
ant change from the men of fashion and
of the stage, by whom she was usually
surrounded. By the people of the stage
she was surrounded only at the opera
house, to be sure, but she saw enough of
them to have a pretty poor opinion of
their manhood, the tenor’s in
Indeed, she quite shared the opimion of a
big voiced basso 1 once knew, who, on
being asked if he didn't* think a certain

-tenor was a pretty good fellow, replied:

“Yes, as good a fellow as & man can be
who sings in that clef.” . No, the average
tenor is not a very noble animal. He is
a8 whimsical as & woman, and a very
whimsical woman at that, and vain be-
yond words. 1don’t say that there are
no exceptions to this rule, but, if there
are, they have not come under my ob-
servation.

I am sorry to say that Rush occasion-
ally dropped into song, but he sang very
unprofessionally, and his voice was a

e. He was on such friendly re-
lations with Helen and her aunt that one
evening, ‘'when ‘he wanted to show them
how a certain Creole song went which
he had picked up from a young Louisi-
anian at college, he played the strange
accompaniment on the piano and sang
the song. Helen was delighted with his
voice as well as with the song, and she
r.bought his style, uncultivated as it was,

ery fascinating. She complimented
hl:n 80 judiciously that he was led on to
sing often, and she offered to teach him
tome Scandinavian love songs she had
brought home from Furope with her.
S it will beseen that their evenings
were very pleasantly.

Aunt Rebecca did not like her niece to
sed too deep invo the social whirl-
oool; shé thought that her professional
Jife was exciting .enough, and, unless
Helen had some invitation she could
Aot well refuse, she liked  her to
puss a quiet evening at home. She
looked upon Rush as a godsend, for
he was interesting enough to keep
Helen from being bored by herself, and
as he was 8o young and without fortune
he did not come into line with possible
suitors for her niece’s hand. Rush was
very well satisfied with this arrange
ment, for it put him upon a very friendly
footing. Helen would see hin) when she
would not see men whkom she regarded
with more favor in a certain way, for
she did net feel that she had to-put her-
self out to entertain him. When West
Iastings referred to Rush's rather inti
mute footing 'in the family, she replied
that he was “only a boy,” and seemed to

be very.much gumaiged that: this.mihof

 sighed, and said to herself: *‘Ah, mel

“through his mind when he heard his

panion—*‘a nice young brother,” was the
way she put it. Rush did not regard
Helen with so Platonic an affection. He
fell more deeply in love with her every
time he met her, and he was very much
afraid ‘that he would betray himnself.
BSuch a thing as that, he knew, would be
fatal. So he waited as patiently as he

v dropping wears away &
stone,” he said to himself. *I shall hang
on and keep up my spirits as best I may.
In the meantime I shall work for money
and position as no man ever worked be-
fore, and my time will come,” Archie

who could not but notice
Rush’s devotion to Helen, said to him
one day, ‘‘Rush, old man, I hate to see
you playing tame cat fo a prima donna.”

Rush replied with a flerceness that
miyst have proved to-his friend that if
there was anything of the cat in his dis-
position it certainly was not of the tame
species. “If another man had said that
to me, I would have made him measure
his length on the sidewalk. But I will
take a good deal from you, Archie. No
more of this, however.”

*“As you like, dea: boy,” returned
Archie; “but I think you are cut out for
something better than to stand around
with a hundred other men' and burn in-
cense before a public singer.”

*“Yeour words are no doubt well meant,
Archie, but they are uncalled for.. Iam

-gontent to be ope of a hundred now; !
there is no reason I should not be; but 1°
may outstand the nmety-a.nd nine, and !
be swinging my censer all alone some !
day,” he said, laughingly; and, putting
his arm through Archie’s, they continued
their walk in peace and quietness.

more upon the subject, no matter what '

he might think. *“As well try to sweep
the cobwebs out of the sky with a whisk
broom as to open a man’s eyes when he
is in this condition,” he said to himself.
Rush was not always content with
himself or with his position. There were
times when he resented being treated as
aboy. Onenight in particular he was
in a lamentable state of mind. He had
gone to the academy with Helen and her
aunt, and, naturally, expected to take
them home: but West Hastings came be-*
hind the scenes with Uncle Lightfoot |
Mrs. Dick Griswold and a lot of

people to congr itulate the prima =

donna on a brilliant evening’s work, and
invited the whole party to suppér at Del- |
monico’s.

Helen, who thought that Rush had
brought her to the theatre to aceommo- |
date her rather than for any pleasure to
himself, believed that hs would beglad’
of the release, and said, in her politest
tones: ‘I won't trouble you. to take me
home, Mr. Hurlstone. Mr.

teered their servires
‘gl:odotyon to bring me. Good nlght,

it to Bessie in his most impressive man-
ner, and Bessie tucked it in the foldsof
her hair. Helen saw all this, and she
said to herself, “Why, the dear boy is
in love with Bessie Archer. He couldn’t
do better; for aheisa.grent catch and a
very lovely girl.”  Butdownin her heart
she felt a little pang at losing so devoted
and pleasant a friend as Rush had been;
for if he became engaged to Bessie their
little evenings would come to an end.
However, she would not be selfish, and
he might count on her asa friend to
further his suit.
CHAPTER IX,

USH was
workinm
very harg
at the office
of The Dawn
During his
first ac-
quaintance with
_Helen  Knowlton
he had written
special articles,
for which he was paid 86 much a column,
but now he was taken regularly upon the
staff of the paper. on asalary of $30 a
week. He was in nospecial department,
but acted in the capacity of *‘general
utility man,” which gave him just the
experience that he most needed. He
worked in the city department, edited

i

Hastingy |

and these good friends havekindlyvol{
1

telegraph ‘‘copy,” and - wrote occasionat
, editorials, so that his nights were pretty
: well occupied, and he could not have re-
i newed his evenings at: Helen’s had he
been so inclined. = He was trying to drive
her out of his mind; but he found that

! simply impossible.
Archie made up his mind to say no‘

To refrain from calling at her house
was much ensier vet he “did not accom-
mn even that sacrifice very success

When he left the office of Thc
Dawn at half past 1 or 8 o’clock in the

| morning, he walked up to Twentieth

street and passed with lingering foot
steps under her window; but. he had not
called upon her since the night his pride
had been so wounded by what he took to
be her desire to rid herself of his com-
g:ny. He had called at the Archers’,
wever. I came naturally in his way
to do so. ~Sométimes he dropped in of
an afternoon ‘with Archie, and some:
times by invitationof Bessie. who
liked to talk over with him ‘the th
she was just then interested in. Budd:
hism was at this time attracting her at-

cenﬁon, and; as Rush was much more

liberal minded than Archie, she enjoyed _
diacusing this Oriental religion' with

Ruah really cared iittle ‘more for. it
than did Archie, but it was something
todivert his mind. hedreuntfor

|

thought, for it was plain that Bessie liked
him. Why hadn’t he let his friend go or
dancing - attendance upon the singer:
Whylhouldhehaveinw It

room door opened,
he heard Rush’s voice saying to the but-
ler, “Tell Miss Archer that Iam here
James; she is expecting me.” Then
upon seeing Archie, ‘“Ah, you here
Archie? glad to. see you. Pve called to
take Miss Archer to see some at

. Goupil’s; won’t you go

“No, thanks,” replied Archie, some-

' what coollv: *“I've an t down
wown, and’ must say mhloh he

did without loss of time. AsRush stood
looking out of the window, he noticed
that Archie turned up, instead of down
town, but he thought nothing of it. ex’
cept that his friend had probably changed
his mind. That he should have regarded
him as a rival in the affections of Bessic
Archer never occurred to him. In the
first place, he did not suspect the state
of Archie’s feelings towards Bessie; and
in the second, he supposed that Archic
was thoroughly aware of hisdevotion to
Helen Knowlvon.

Rush was not altogether happy this
afternoon. It was a whole fortnight
since he had spoken a word to Helen.
He had seen her in the meantime in an
old curiosity shop in Broadway, accom-
panied by her aunt and West Hastings
and she seemed to be:buying furniture.
What did this” mean? Were “they actu-
ally engaged and making preparations
for housekeeping? No, they were not; it
was nothing so serious as that. West
Haatmgs was refurnishing the dining
room in his bachelor quarters, The craze
for old furniture was just then at its be-
ginning, and he had asked Helen and
her aunt to accompuny him tp this shop
to look at an old French sideboard he
thought of buying Helen had excel-
lent taste, and she sealed the fate of the
sideboard by pronouncing it a beauty.

This episode, as Rush interpreted it.
was depressing enough of itself; but
added to this he had received a long and
desponding letter from his mother, tell-
ing bim of the Mutual Dividend Mining
company, of Col. Mortimer’s connection
with it, and of the offer he had made to
John. ‘Do see John as often as you
can, Rush dear, and keep him' under
your eye. You know how | dread the
influence of Col Mortimer. He isa bad
unprincipled man, and dear John is so
easy goimyg that he doesn't believe there
is any harm in him.” - 2

John must have been in town for a
week at least and he had. not yet made
himself known to Rush. By chance,

& moment what a hold It was getting  however, the brothers met. - Rush was

upon
firmly dec
He su

she added, putting out her hand. He did, as. an intellectual muament,bm*

bowed over -it..but said nothlngnshe{
turned to go. **Stay one moment”md‘
Helen, taking up one of the dozen bou- |
quets that had been thrown to her. It |
was of red roses; they were not so com- | |
mon then as they. are today. West
Hastings had sentit. He always sent
the same, for he liked to hear peopla
say, as it fell upon the stage, “That h
from West Hastings; he always sends
those big red roses.”

“Mr. Hurlstone, don’t you want a,
rose?”: gn ~choosing - the finest one '
from the bunch, she fastemed it in his:
buttonhole. i

“Thank you,” hesaid, rather stiffly, ae
he bowed himself out. He would have
felt better in his mind if he had seen the |
expression of annoyance that pa.seed
over West Hastings’ face and kmown the
cause. But he didn’t, and hewentoul
across the dimly lighted stage in a most

unenviable frame of miand. | by

“Am I tame cat, after all?” hea.sked
himself, bitterly. *Shall I allow her to
kick me out of her way, and then come
pu.rri.nz back and be happy again to rub
up against her garments? What an idiot ‘
Iam! Thissort of thing will drive all
the manhood out of me. I had better
take to the wilds and chop wood to the
end of my days. That at least would be
a manly vocation. I'll never see her
again. T'll forget all that has been so
pleasant and buckle down to work. ['ll
win fame and fortunc, and then she will
see what she has lost.”

And he pictured scenes of future great-
ness, where he stood ceonspicuously in
the foreground receiving the homage of
the crowd (for what, he had not quite
made up his mind), while in the back-
ground Helen Knowlton looked on and

what might have been!” He found him-
self gazing (with his mind’s eye) more
intently at the backsround, where he
plotured Helen, than at the fo
where he pictured himself. Poor boy!
he really suffered tortures. Just at that
moment life did not seem worth living.
He had been walking :imlessly along as
these thoughts had L~ 1 flying through
his brain, and he di1 not notice where
he was until the awning across the side-
walk (it was a cloudy night) remindeq
him that he wasin front of Delmonico’s.
He almost. recoiled. *““If she saw me
she would think I was following her,”
he muttered. The thought hardly passed

name called, and, turning, he saw Bessie
Archer, her father and Archie Tilling-
hast alighting from a carriage drawn up
at the curb.

*“We are just going into Del‘s to have:
a bird; won’t you come with us? Tm’
sure Uncle Archer and Cousin ' Bessie:
will be-delighted,” said , pulling
him gently by the arm.- Mr. and Miss
Archer added that nothing would give
them greater pleasure, and they said it
with so muob sincerity that Rush ac-
cepted the invitation. Their cordiality
was not his only reason for accepting. .
He hoped, poor boy, that Helen would
see him there, dnd with another woman!
It was quite late and there were not more
than half a dozen people in the restau-
rant. The birds, however, had bawely
been served when a feminine rustling
was heard in the doorway, and a voice
that brought the blood to Rush's cheeks
and sét his heart to beating . like a trip
hammer said, “I feel too tired to climba
flight of stairs: let us have supper in
here; it is lato, and every one has gone.”
She didn’t see the little party. (It was
just out of her range from the door. So
they came and were waved to their seats
by the dignified Francois, whom Rush
had mistaken for Delmonico the first
time he visited the place.

“Why, there is Bessie Archer,” said
Belon. bowing and smiling, and bowing

and smiling again as she recognized

Rush and the others. Rush had hitupon
a plan of action. He was going to make
Helen'sce that he could be happy with
another woman (she had never for a mo-
ment doubted it), and he laid himself out
to be agreeable to Bessie. For her part,
Bessie was very much predisposed in his
favor, and was not at all averse to his

attentions. When her health was pro-
vosed bv Archie. Rush drank to her with

with her it was a more serious matter.
To the -intense disgust of .Archie she.re-
newed her acquaintance with Mme.
Parapoff, and continued to attend to her
seances. She did not ask Archie to ac-
company her any more, for she knew
that he would try to argue her out of go-
ing, and as she had made up her mind
to go . the argument could only have
! ended unpleasantly. - S8he got hold of a
young married woman with a taste for
the unnatural, and the two visited the

remote and dingy spartmentsof the
High Priestess of Buddha and listened
to her twaddle with credulous ears.

As Archie was really in love with Bes-
sie, I should explain that she was not his
cousin nor any blood relation to him;
had she been I should hawve taken no in-
terest in his sentiment for her. She was
Mrs. Archer'’s -daughter, but she had
been adopted, when she was 5 years old,
Mr. Archer, when he married her
widowed mother. Archie had been
brought up to regard her as his own
cousin, but his feeling towards her had
besn of a warmer than cousinly nature

for a good many years. liked him
more in the cousinly way, and always
turned the conversation with a skiliful
stroke when she thought he was going
to express other than the sentiments of
a cousin towards her. Since her devo-
tion to Buddha there had been a little cool-
ness between them. He could not toler-
ate any such nonsense, and the thought
of the class of people to whom Bessie
was turning for esoteric information al-
most maddened him. Buddhism was
only another name for spiritualism, he
argued. The latter was a burned out

volcano from which its devotees were | &reds

trying to throw out imitation lava to de-
ceive the credulous.  That Bessie Archer
should be one of the deceived he consid

Beada,hewoubﬂhwpometybut 'sent to report a masked ball at the
to discusa the subject. | Academy of Musio—a thing he felt ut-
supposed that she took ftupas he Deﬂy unfit to do.

“l was never at a

masked Ball in my Tie,” he tola the city
editor

. *So much the better,” replied the edi-
tor. “You will give us fresh views of a
hackneyed subject. -I- quite envy you
your new sensations. Get your copy in
as early as possible, and good luck to
you."

Rush was about the first person to ar-
rive at the ball, and the Academy looked
gloomy enough. He had been told that
the festivities did not begin until late, so
he arrived at 9 o'clock, thinking that
that would be  about the fashionable
hour There was not a woman in the
place, and the only men on hand were
the floor managers. He had plenty of
time for reflection before the ball opened,
and for the sake of  the associations he
wandered about behirid the scenes. The
stage and uet were boarded over,
but - the donna’s room” was undis-
turbed. He looked in and sighed. A
perfume .of violets lingered on the air,
and he sighed again as he recognized it,

and then wandered to the front, wherea |

room had been. regerved for the press.
A large table stood in the center, fur-
nished with paper, pens and ink. There
were a great many es on the table,
but they did not all c¢ontain ink, or nny-
thing that Jooked likejt.

Hé sat down and "took a pen, and
thought to improve the time by writing
to his mother; but, as he could say noth-
ing about John, he concluded not to.
Instead, he wrote ‘“Helen Knowlton”
over three or four sheets of foolscap, in
every variety of  penmanship, and then
tore the paper into fine bits. But, still
fearful that the name might be discov-
he made a little pile of the scraps
and burned them, watching their de-
structioni with an expression of counte-
not at all in keeping with ‘the

ered a degrading thing. ‘‘Let the vicious

.and the vulgar run 'after such absurdi-

ties, if they will, but heaven forbid that
a refined young lady should find any at-
tractions in this tomnfoolery!” was his re-
flection.

“My dear Bessie.” he said to her, “if
this Parapoff ' was what you eay, she
would be sitting in a golden temple, deal-
ing out her words of wisdom at_a thou-
sand dollars a word. There is
that men would better like to know than
what the future has in store for them. If
they believed that they could be inform-
ed: with truth. they would pay any
amount of money; for it would save
them countless sums. People are credu-
lous enough, in all conscience, and if
they had the slightest encouragement to

_believe in. these soothsayers they would

patronize them to an extent that would
make theirs the most profitable profes-
sion in the world rathér than the most
il¥ paid. They woull beliving in palaces
instead of in dirty rooms on back streets,
and their patrons would be the rich and
great rather thun poor deluded servant
girls.”
. “But they are not all ‘poor deluded
servant girls' who consult Mme. Para-
Some very intelligent men and
women visit. her rooms, among them
your cousin Bessie Archer, who does not
put herself in the class you mention.” .

“With the deluded. dear child, but
not with the servant girls. You can't
show me an inwlligeut’ than or woman
who seriously i Mme. Parapoff
The very fact that one consults her “dis-
proves his intelligence.”

“Yau gre so prejudiced, Archie Till
inghast, that if Mme. Parapoff predicted
something to you and it came true, you
would say it was all chance,” exclaimed
Bessie, indignantly.

**1 gm quite sure | should, Bessie, and
I am equally sure'that it would be," n
plied Archie.

‘“You are a very unsympathetic and
narrow minded young man,” said Bessic
rising to leave the room, ‘and [ shali
never again speak to you on this subject
I find Mr. Hurlstone much more liberal. '
~“I any-sorry to hear that; I had thought
better of Hurlstone.” And Archie opencd
the door for his cosin to pass out of the
room, [e was génuinely distressed:and
well he might be—for when a crotchet
of ‘this sort takes possession of an idle

n's brain it is hard to uproot it. He

t sure that Bessie would become thor-

spirit of a masked ball. He shook his
head sadly. “A man’s hopes may be as
easily destroyed as that paper,” he said
to himself, as he blew the ashes from the
table. Then he sauntered out into the

‘lobby.

There he found a very different scene
fron: the one he had left. Men and women
were crowding into the place as fast as
the man at the wicket could take their
tickets. Most of the men were in even-

inoes and masks. ' There were a few who
appeared in fancy dress, but they were
the German members of the 4

Hush was o0 ydung and 5o enthusi-
astic not to find excitement in the scene,’
and when the dancing began he thought
he had never witnessed anything so
brilliant and intoxicating as the move-
ment of these many colored dominoes to
the music of the band. As time wore
an, The place became more crowded, and
Rush recognized among the men many
houthu bad become tamiliar to him at
the ‘opera and elsewhere. There was
Uncle Lightfoot Myers renewing his
youth, with a %nk demlnoon his arm;-
and there was West Hastings
against one of the pillars of the balcony
and chaffing a Columhine. Rush won-
lered what Helen Knowlton would think
if she saw her friend thus engaged. His
thoughts were broken in upon by a voice
at his elbow:

=My handsome fthnd,'-ﬂq

ddtevelml t to
e g e - pos

young face.”
As they walked out into the lobby,
Rush racked ‘his brain to recognize the
voice or figure of the mask.
premonahowedthushew
*Ah, you do not recognize me,” she
said. “nowudmmhe-mo feell A

iittle disguise and one’s identity is gone. .

I shouid have know:r you through

aer..
“Oendnlylhnnmmhdthplm

ml?i’rorgu sweet a thing,” said Rush, !

coul 80 a

entering readily-into the spirit of the

ball. And so they thrust and parried, |

Mhﬁmm.mdﬂm-ﬂh

expression on your

His ex-

ball, and in a few moments Rush saw
him moving off in the direction of the
supper room, the blue domino hanging
affectionately upcn his arm.

Before the night was over, Rush
learned much of the ways of masked
balls, and came to the conclusion that
the blue: domino was an’ entirely new
acquaintance of his and of the general’s.
As he'started for the press room, he met
his city editor with a Swiss peasant girl
on his arm. ‘“Hello, Hurlstone,” said
he. And, stopping a moment, he whis-
pered, **Get your copy down early; and
then have your fun. You can write it
out here and send it down.” And he,
too, passed on in the direction of the
supper room,

Rush ' hardly the press
room: when lhe returned to it. In the
first place, he could hardly see across it
for the smoke: ‘and in the second, it was
80 noisy that be did not see how it would
be possible to write there. **Hello,here’s
Hurlstone!” shouted a reporter of a
morning ‘paper whom Rush had seen at
different places, but had never had occa-
sion to speak to. *‘Come, fill up your
glass and take a cigar,” added the re-
porter, suiting the action to the word;
only he took a Handful of cigars; one he
lighted, the others he put in his pocket.
There were a dozen men sitting around
the table, some writing, and all smok-
ing. Rush declined both the proffered
cigars and the champagne, though he
lighted a' cigar of his' own in self de-
fense and sat down in a corner to write.
He used his note book for copy paper
and his knee for a desk, and in the
course of an hour he had a crick in hig
back and a very good story written out
for The Dawn. This he dispatched.

Then he went out into the ball room
to look around fora few minutes, after
wich he Miended to go home to his
iodgings.: He had not passed half wa
through the lobby when he saw Axc
Tillinghast standing at the foot of th
ataircase, with his mask in his hand;
gazing earnestly at the hundreds of dom-
inoes who lounged past him or hurried
by on mischief bent.

*Why, Archie, what are you doing
here? You look as though you were ex-
pecting some one.  Who is she? Come,
old fellow!” said Rush, shaking his hand
and smiling knowingly.

“I'm looking for my cousin Bessie,”
replied Archie.

“What!” exclaimed Rush, starting
back. '*Miss Archer here?™

“Yes, why not? They all come; though
they will deny it to-morrow. She is with
her father, however, and Helen Knowl-
ton and her aunt  They didn’t come as
regular participants in the ball, you
know: they never do, only to see what
sort of a place it is. To do them justice,
they are not enjoying themselves very
much. There is a sort of excitement
about it, however: but when [ saw them
a while ago. they were just recovering
from a fright. A ha ° tipsy fellow had
addressed  some coarse compliments to
Miss Knowlton, and she was very much
alarned=—more, 1 .fancy, at the idea of
being discovered than anythingelse, for
he said, 'l know you, my beauty.” Of
course he didn’t know her. That’s what
they ull say - She wanted to go home at
onee, but Bessie didn’t. The girl evident-
ty has some mischief in her mind ' I
triek to find the man, to slep his face,
bt they couldn’t point Rim out.”

‘flow did you know them, Archie?"
asked Rush. [le was dying to meet

“iielen in her disguise, for he thought he

would get a mask and say some
to her from its concealment that he
wouldn't like'to say in open court.

“How did I"Enow them? In the first
place, I brought them here, and in the
second, they are dressed alike—black
satin dominoes, with a bunch of violets
pinned on the left shoulder,”

Rush could hardly talk with Archie,
he was so inpatient to break away and
look for Helen in the crowd. At last,
after a few. commonplaces, he started in
quest. He had not searched long before
he was rewarded. There, sitting on one
of the seats in the dress circle, he saw
the object of his search. = There was no
mistaking the poise of that ‘head, even
had he not recognized the black satin

‘domino and the bunch of violets on the

shoulder. She was sitting alone; that
was strange. Where were the rest of
the party.and why should its most pre-
cious treasure be left unguarded? Hastily
adjusting the inask he had borrowed
from Archie, Rush sat down in a vacant
seat next to the domino.

“The beautiful Cinderella sitting IIOIM‘

‘at the ball.” he whispered in her ear.
She turned with u stgrt; the eyes of the.
mask glared up at him. (Why doall
eyes look so wicked behind a mask?) In
a disguised voice,- with just the least
tremor of a laugh behind it, she replied,

*Cinderella is wuitmg for her prinno:nd
—he has come.”

The boyish heart in, the breast of the

young man beat high. 'Did she recog-
nize him? She called him ‘‘her prince.”
How he wished the pumpkin coach were
waiting at the door that he might drive
oft with her in mumphl They had a
pieasunt chat, only he felt that he was

| betng chaffed pretty hard at times, and

would expect to hear from Helen’s lips.

“However,” he argued, ‘“‘one feels freer

behind & mask. If she only

me, how differently she would speak!”
In the midst.of . their lively sallies (she

would not allow him to be sentimental),

he heard an unmistakable voice 'behind

a8 | ysing the new elixir.

mask that came along.” 5
“On the contrary,” answered .Rush,

“Ihaveburdmenpmﬁedlntbhway
Intom. but they have forgotten what
they said ere the last word left their lips.
There was one young man in.whom I be-
lieved, but even he turned out likeall the
rest. ' He professed the greatest friend-
ship for me, visited me at my house,‘.nd
we passed many pleasant eveningsito-
gether; but suddenly his visits ceased.
Without a word of warning he stopped
voming to see me. QOur pleasant even-
‘ings came toanend. - Do you know why?
He 1ad formed a pleasanter friendship

withmodzaywnglady.mdlwulol\
gotten.”

*“You are cruel; I formed no pleasant-
er friendship; I have never entertained
but the one feeling for you since the first
time I saw you,” said Rush before he
knew what he was doing.

*“What do you mean?"’ asked Helen i
the most innocent manner, knowingper-
fectly well all the while. *You formed
no pl acquaint. | you have
entertained feelings for me! Thisis very
mysterious. . One expects mysteries at-
masked balls, but I am more than sur-
prised at being spoken to in this way by
an unknown mask.”

“Then you don’t recognize me,” sa.id
Rush, taking some comfort to himself in
the thought that he had not betrayed his
identity after all. By this time they
had reached the end of the south lobby,
and were just about to retrace their
steps. when Rush felt Helen's hand
tighten its grasp on his arm.

“There is that awful man,” she gasped,
as a man, walking very unsteadily, eame
out of the directors’ room, and. seeing
Helen, sturted forward as if he would
raise ber mask. ‘“Ah, here’s my sweet
violet,” he said, in a thick, uncertain
voice; but, before the words had fairly
left his tongue, Rush gave him a quick,
sharp blow between the eyes and sent
him crashing up against the door of the
room he had just quitted.

“Oh, My. Hurlstone, what have you
done?” exclaimed Helen, in trembling
tones; “‘quick, take me to my aunt.”
Rush thought her advice good, and at
once acted upon it. He was only sorry
that he had not taken her to her aunt in
the first place, and then come back alone
and knocked the insolent fellow into a
cocked hat. Fortunately there happened
‘0 be no one at that end of the lobbyjuat
at that moment, but he heard
coming, and was dreadfully worried (ot
fear of the annoyance to Helen if sha
were discovered under such circum-
stances. Sl

* “Come this way,” said she, leading
him through the little passage way at
the back of the lower tier of boxes:
“there is a  door here that opens onthe
stage, and we.can go around and get to
my aunt and Mr. Archer without being
noticed.  Oh, why did 1 come to this
dreadful place? Aunt Rebecca' didn't
want me to. Oh! if I had only listened
to-herf”

Rush felt extremely mortified. *I beg

Miss Knowlton,” said he.

your pardon,
Ezha.dtakeno‘ his mask, and they no
longer played at mystery. ‘*‘Ishouldnot
havem'uektbbtteuowwuhyouonmy
arm, but’l am not used to masked balls.
T don’t know their etiquette. 1 only
knew that you were insulted, and my in-
dign:tjon got tha bett.er ol;ny Judg-
men
L forgive you, Mr. Hurlstons,” she
replied; “but I don’t forgive myself for
coming to such aplace. It is a lesson I
shall never forget... Here are:my friends,”
'she added. And Rush saw the two la-
dies and Mr. Archer and Archie Tilling-
‘hast.
“Aren’t you ready to go home yet?™
said Bessie. *“I think it pretty duu
here.”
They all agreed to go, and Rush hnde
them good night at the door. Helen said
nothing about the little episode of the
lobby, and he was grateful to her.
After he had seen their carriagedrive

knockad down. On the way he saw
many curious scenes—among’ t.hgm the
bluedomine who had first spoken to him
the bald pate of the general. He

befa!el had time to defend myself, damn
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himself by the wall as he turned. Rush
choughz he detectedl something familiar
in the voice, though it was thick with
Irink; but when thefellow turned around
o the light he saw wholtm

*John!™

*Rush!” :

And: thus the brothers met for the
tirst time in New York..

(7o belemul) ik

mary Mr Snodgruss ¢

Kitty (ugad vichteen)—T was,

but 4 1
broke the engagement.
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Clara—I thought yon were going .to:

The old fraid i s
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