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dischugeof his duties in the

fifteen his trlenda were young men and
maidens of eighteen and twenty. It was
not surprising, therefore, to those who
knew him best, to find him at twenty in
love with a woman of twenty-five. Yet,
with all his fondness for older people,
Rush Hurlstone was not a particularly
serious young man. No one enjoyed life
more than he; and he enjoyed the gaye-
ties of life, too—so well, in fact, that at
one time his family had fears that he
might fal) into fast ways and not realize
the brilliant expectations they had form-
ed for him. His father dying at the
close of the civil war, and neither of his
brothers seeming to realize the situation.
though both of them were older than he,
he left college and went to work at once
to settle up his father's affairs. Capt.

- “Come along, then,” said kind old Mr.
Spar, “I will introduce you to the city

editor. Hvery one has to go through his
mill. Tt is like that of the gods: it grinds

slowly, and it grinds e ly small.”
#] follow,” said 81-1\. - “Show me the
miller.”

| The place in which this conversation

was held was a gloomy ante-room at the
head of a flight of winding iron stairs.
There were half a dozen people sitting
there, some writing at ‘& rickety round
table;. others looking over the files of
newspapers on the racks} others still
coming and going on errands of various
sarts; telegraph boys, people with griev-
ances they wanted to air, cranks with
patent flying machines they insisted

:upon exhibiting and indignant politi-

Hurlstone had nothing but his pay to °
live upon, and when he died that source
| wassorely tried at timus. .. He seemed to-

of revenue wascut off. - .
The mother'owhed the house she llved

In at Farmsted, an 0ld fashioned New

York village: but there were five chil-

were younger than he, Marion and Rosa-
lind. John was in the army with his
father as a volunteer. He was an amia-
ble, popular, selfish fellow, who fgund
his lieutenant’s pay hardly sufficient to
cover his own expenses, and quite inade-
quate to do anything towards meeting

those of the family John came home '

with a negro servant and two horses after
he was mustered out of service, and set-
tled down to wait for something to turn
up. Philip was studying law in Judge
Gunn's office in Farmsted, and he in-
tended to finish his course let come what
would. There were still two years before
him, and some one must pay his ex-
penses—he didn't know who, and he
didn't care, so long as they were paid.
The girls, 12and 15 years of age respec-
tively, had their education yet to get

If Rush remained at college (he was in
the junior ‘class), he realized that he
would not only be putting no money in
the family purse; but would be depleting
that small treasury: so he came home,
fully determined to take advantage of
the first opportunity that should offer it-
self.

Of all professions in the world he pro-
ferred that of journalism, and, The
Farmsted Free Lance being in want of a
general - utility man—one who could do
al]l the pecessary reporﬁng for a weekly

, write the minor editorials and the
ow York letter and think himself well
paid on 8 salary of $500 a year—he ep-
plied for the situation and got it. Thero
was no competition to speak of. A crack
brained auctioneer with a weakness for
Shakespeare made a formal application
for the post, but Editor Dwyer said that
the love of poetry was the root of all
evil, and he didnt want any one spout-
ing Shakespeare about his establishment. -
8o the auctioneer returned to his block
and Rush Hurlstone entered upon the
of
energy u-
dnin. The journalistic sense—the news
sense—was fully developed in him at.&n
early age, and he'easily filled ‘the col-
umns of his journal with original ac-
counts of the sayings and doings of the
people of -Farmsted. -Before long
gmdlocal stories began to be largely
pcopied by the state papers, and The Freo
Lance gota reputation that it had never
had before: the column of **Glittering
QGeneralities™ glittered for the first timein
its history.  As for the New York letter,
it would have astonished the New York-
ers had they read it.

At the end of a year Rush thought ho
had learned ail of his profession that was
to be learned on The Free Lance. There
was not a department of the paper to
which he had not contributed; and ho
had even learned to ‘‘stick type,” that
he might say that he had done as
much in the way of newspaper work as
Franklin did. Benjamin Franklin was
his hero, and he sincerely wished that
his father had named him Franklin,
instead - of after that other distin-
guished Philadelphian, Ben;amln ‘Rush.

New York was the goal towards whicl
his mind turned, and he determined to
try his luck at getting on a paper in that
city. He had fully determined to suc-
ceed in his profession, and he .could sec
nothing to prevent success.  How toget
his foot on the first step was the serious
question. That once accomplished, ho
feared nothing, for he had a sublimo
faith in the efficacy of hard work sup-

by enthusiasm.

Judge Gunn, who for a country law-

yer had guite an extensive acquaintance
in New York, knew a& man on one of the

dailies, The Dawn, and gave Rush

8 letter of introduction to him. Ho |

didn’t know in exactly what department
his friend belonged, but was sure that
he was an editor of some sort. This
surmise proved correct. - Mr, James Spar
was the shipping news. editor, and had
about as much idea of the wants and

of journ:
, and did his best to discourage him
hA hjzumd;stl life is a dogs h!o."
said
“You are alwaye somebody's SIaves
you must go where you are bid and do
as you are told. You must turn night
into day and work fourteen hours out of
the twenty-four. You may do your best
and get no thanks for if, and though
what you write may make people talk,
they will never know wno it was that
wrote it. All the credit goes to the
peper, or to John (jasper Plummett, the
etor. And whss ure the rewards
of journalism? Per! you will make
$20 a week after a. if you are clev-
er; and you may hope some time, when

aged man, to work ¢
FomAN N Wi 51 -emancipation from all restraint that he_

to an editorial position at $60 & week. I
have been here five-and«twetity years
and my salary is $45 a week. . g'ﬁhnl
wife and four children, three of whom
take care of themselves, for which I
heaven, as it's not much that I

home with owo, fucharias Mo

EEE“EEE
it
§
ity
i

cians who wanted to know if themanag-
ing editor wasin. = To all of these the old
doorkeeper was most polite. He never
for & moment lost his temper, though he

know his ‘business thoroughly, yet he
was always in doubt as %o whether the

‘petaonaakedfotwalin or not. He was
dren, including Rush, two older boys, .
John and Philip, and two girls, who '

lbe is welcome; | don’t com- |

quite willing; however, to_go and see; i &

the gentleman would only be “good
enough to tell him his name and busi-
ness.

Fifty times an hour he had to unlock

the glass door that led to the mysteries
inside and closed with a spring behind
him; and as often when he returned he
had to extract the keys from the depths
of his pocket (an operation which he
always performed with the air of . a dis-
coverer) and unlock the porta.L There
was a sort of pitying expression 'in his
yesashe ushered Mr. Spar and Rush
through that little door; and he shook
his head doubtfully and spat a mouthful
of tobacco juice on the mat as the door
clicked behind them. The narrow way
was lighted through glass partitions, but
it was only a step to the city editor’s
room—the city editor's den would best
describe it. . The place was only big
enough to hold a desk, a chair and a
reporter. I was lighted with gas,
though the time was high noon. The
editor sat at his desk and was. busily en-
gaged talking with somebody at the
other end of a rubber tube: “All the
Great Jones street fire copy has gone
up.” he shouted. “Put a display head
over it and send down galley proof. Be
sure and kill The Widow Mulligan’s
Baby.” Then, after a moment’s listen-
ing, “All right; good-by.” Turning
round, he exclaimed, “Well, Mr. Spar,
what can 1 do for you? Anything
wrong at quarantine?”

*No, Mr. Musgrave; it’sall quiet-down
there at present, though there ought to
be some news. The Catalopia is overdue.
But I came here on other business this
morning. | want to introduce iny young
friend, Mr. Rush Hurlstone, of Farm-
nd.whowishato enter the ranks of

New York j ! Pl S
s Another vﬁsﬁin;"'a{&llr Musgrave
naturedly. “I'm afraid

laughing good ;
m'lllou that h:lﬁyogl?ﬂﬁg before
at o
L ik Tsceed ot the slighi. Haure ad
face of the city editor, made paler
odarkburdandmumhe,sndt.hen
wutu'rhmmmdhmeyes.md

wondered whether would
have thas effect upon| bust constitu-
"?‘Pm pmtty mgh. It would take

harder _than reporting to
knock me out,” he replied, with the con-
fidence of youth.

] “I’mprettymghmy'alf orlshouldn’t
be alive’ today. Soyouwam.uoben

ist, and you are & friend of Mr.

We're pretty full just now, and
there doesn’t seem to be much going on.
The best I can do is to'give you a chance
if one occurs. You may report here to-
morrow at half-past 11, Send. in your
card, and if there is anything I can give
you to do I will do so with pleasure,
“Hope you'll like your mew profession.
Good morning, Mr. Hurlstone; Mr, Spar,
adieu.  Now, O'Brien, what is it? You
couldn’t see Senator Miggins? Nonsensel
You must see Senator Miggins and make
him talk., If the man at the front door
won't let you in go in through the area:
bus see him you must.”

“That was soon settled, thanks to you,
Mr, Spar,” said Rush, as they passed out.
“And now for work, -1 wish Mr. Mus-
grave had said to begin today. 1am so
eager o pegin that 1t seewms ke an eter:
nity till to-mgrrow. In ¥he meantime I'll
look for lodgings. ‘The Astor house is
rather expensive for a reporter. I thank
you very much for your kindness, and
hopeyou'll pever have reason to repent

“l'rq sure I never uhnll." said Mr. Spar,

the young man by the hand.

“Let me know how v you are getting along.
Good luck to you.”

The old doorkeeper fumbled for his
keys, and let Rush out into the ante-
room again; and again he shook his head
dsfeuﬁng as the young .man ran
lightly down the winding stairs. Before
dinner time he had found a very com-

‘West Eleventh streét. Eve about, |
the place was neat as waxy smfge

galned for a third story room looking
out into a pretty front yard—oneof the
few in New York. 'The landlady, who
was pleased with his frank manper and

good arrangement with him, which ln-
eluded a cupof cafe au lait and a roll in
the morning. His lynch and dinner he

'A newspaper man’s lunch is virtually his
breakfast, for if he doesnot get to bed

| before I'w 2 or 8in the tnorning
he is not y to -be up and out much
before noon.

After writing a few lines home to tell
his mother of his good luck Rush strolled
out into the street, ¢rossed over to Union
square and ‘st down upon one of the
benches there to think over the uimtion
To be sure, he had been at col
two years, and had worked as

dent man on The Farmsted -Free
mce,buthehad neverfelttheperfec‘

realized at this moment. At
was little more than a school b

on The Free Lance he had lived nt};oma.
but now he had cutadrift and wasabout |
tosot up for himself. With all hisela- |

Not, of course,
that he wanted to see them so much, but

“|'an eveninig of solid ~pleasure: *

fortable room with a. Freneh family in|

amused by his broken French, made a

‘would get wherever he happened to be.

hd&v

théy would be #0 delighted to sce iim! | .
However, he gave up that idea and be-
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. | came interested in looking at thé people

F around him until his country appetite
warned him that it was time to get some-

| thing to eat.

He’knew the principal streets and
hotels of New York, but he had only a
general idea of the plan of the city, and
of off the beaten track he
knew’ absolutely nothing, Setting out

“"1'in"quest of a restaurant, he walked down

Fourth avenue from Fourteenth street
until he came to a place where a sign at
the door announced **French and Italian
Restaurant. Table-d'hote dinner, with
wine, 75 cents. Macaroni a specialty.”

Going up a flight of stairs, he entered a

' { room at one end of which a black eyed,

curly hafred Italian sat at a8 desk mak-

ing"change.  On either side were rows
of little tables, between which dexterous
waiters bearing aloft dishes of smoking
viands Hurried to and fro. Rush Hurl-
stone was not a man to be daunted by a
new experience. When he was un-
familiar with the ways of a place, be
t80k in the habits of its frequenters at a
glance, and did as they did. It troubled
him for a moment to know whether any
language except Italian was spoken, but,
remembering that many Italians speak
French, he was just about to hail a
waiter in the latter when the
man called out to him, in excellent Eng-
lish:

“This way, sir, if you please.”

Rush seated himself at one of the little
tables and took up a-.bill of fare, still
ﬁrmly believing that he would have to
give his orders in French; but before he '
had made up his mind what he would |
have a dish of steaming soup was laid :

macaroni with its savory sauce, topped
with Parmesan cheese. The only maca-

towns, which is covered with slices of |

it after the salad. The Italian spaghetti
was new to him; but he saw .an . Italian-
eating it at an opposite table and fol-
lowed his example with something of
the sensations of Sir Walter Raleigh
when he first lighted a pipe of tobacco.
He wound the slippery ropes around his
fork and finally ate them with as much
enjoyment as if seventy-five cent dinners
in Ttalian restaurants had made a pa-rt
of his every day life. Birds, salad,
cheese, fruit and coffee followed in easy
succession. Everything tasted good ex-
cept the wine, which was of the watered
California variety; and when he lighted
his cigar—young men did not smoke
cigarettes in those days as they do now
~he felt that he had dined well.

Having plenty of time on his hands he
called for The Evening Post, and when
he had read all the news he looked at his

tch and found that it was half past 7.
& had thouglit it must be at least 9.
What could he do to kill time? Go to
the theatre, or, better, to the opers, if it
was an opera night, for if there was one
thing he loved above another it was '
music. Turning to the advertising col-
umns of The Post he found that it was
evidently a gala night, for he read:

ENGAGEMENT EXTRAORDINARY!

Mr. Max Maxmann bas the honor to announce
that he has secured the servicesof the distin-
guished American prima donna,

M188 HELEN ENOWLTON,
for a few nights only, previous to her departure
for Europe. This, Wednesday evening, *‘La Tra-
viata.® Miss' Knowliton In her great role of Vio- '
letta. Seats may be securéd at the box office.

* “Traviata,’ the story of Dumas’ ‘Dame
aux Camellias,”” said Rush to himself, -
“and Miss Knowlton as Violetta. Just
the thing! I have never heard her, and
they say she is fine.” 8o he walked
around to the academy, bought a good
geat for two dollars and settled dawn‘l’or

note of the overture was a treat to him.
He knew enough of music to appreciate
the beauties of that now despised: opera,
and he ‘wondered how the

had ‘the boxes could find it in ‘their
‘hearts to come so late. - But he: enjoyed
seeing them come in, and he was quite

| “By Jove, Harry," said one of the well
roni Rush had ever eaten before was the ' dressed young men to the
sort best known in American country  didn't see us at all.”

cheese and baked in an oven.: The Eng-'! wd the other; “but I thought we
lish call it “‘cheese pudding,” and serve’ have seen her.”

snchanted with the pretty girls who
graced La~ front rOWS. 'l‘be ‘scene 1s
begutiful enough even to old. opera

world that shows off an audience as'
does the Academy of Music. and it must
have been simply dazzling to an impres-
sionable yourng man to whom it was all
new. The last notes of the overture
died away and the great curtain rolled
up, showing the room in Violetta's house.

It is not neccessary to follow the story !
of the opera: enough tosay that Rush

and ears: The music entranced him,
.and the prima donna turned his brain.
Before the opera was over he was madly
inlove. He had been more or less sus-
ceptible to the charms of the gentler sex
ever since he left off petticoats, but this
was something new. He had never felt
this sensation before. He wanted to kill
the tenor—a mild eyed Signor Messalini
—and tear the divine Violetta from his
arms. Altogether, he was beside him-
self. It was an extreme case of love at
first sight. Do you believe such a fire is
certain to dieout as quickly as it is
kindled? Read the follow‘lns pages, and
you will know better.

If the departing audience had not be-
gun to walk over his feet and to express
itself rather vigorously at the stupid
manner in which he sat in his seat after
the curtain was rung down, Rush Hurl-
stone would probably have remained in
the Academy of Music. till morning.
After having nearly upset a tall, near
sighted young man,#énd having held a
stout elderly lady on his instep for half
& minute, Rush collected his scattered
wits, and soon found himself under the
calm evening sky that hung over ;rving
place.. The one thought uppermost in
his mind was the pritha donns he had
just seen, and whom he must see agaiu
befor@.he eould return to
in Weit Eleventh street. M how was

stage door! She must come through

more glance of her bewiwblng face.

A few wards of inquiry brought him
to the spot. A coach was drawn up by
the sidewalk—her coach! He knew it
instinctively, and there wasa {a
lampburning right at itadoor! He

foot upon the step. Leaning uuinn the
iron fence at the entrance:
door were two dark browed
versing in Italian. A couple of
ably dressed young fellows stood

goers, for there is no theatre in the |

his lodgings
he to see a person so hedged about? “The very

turn is sure to come before long.”

'Iittlo cigar store around theccmer Hoﬁ

hands, came through the door and dis
appeared in the sane direction, vome
with chorus men by their sides, others

%
chorus girls; with little bags in- vhmr7

: ngloﬂﬂod ln ey-. 80
vﬁdmmmﬂmma’u_
" low brick, and sat down wn under the portico
- and smoked his after dinner cigar in the

cool night air, out of the rain.. He de-

ton, who will appear as Helen fc the

Afirst time.  You had better come.”
“Ishalld: so.orperhhimbom"

answered Rush, ‘with an emphasis "that

alone. After standing out in the(hlllvl rived a great deal of satisfaction from TIather surprisc| the girl, who began lo

night air for three-quarters of an hout |
Rush was rewarded by seeing the stage '
door flung wide open. The fashionably
dressed young men straightened their
‘neckties; the others leaned eagerly’for-
ward; the remaining dark browed Italian '
cuffed a street Arab who stood ‘in the
way; there was a sudden perfume of
roses; a handsome young man in evening
dress, with a light overcoat hanging
gracefully over his arm-and two enor-
mous bouquets in his hand, stepped out
into Fourteenth street, immediately fol-
lowed by something completely. envel-
oped in white fur and 'lace, which hur-
ried to the carriage, followed by an
elderly lady in black, attended by &'
French maid carrying a black bag in her
hand.” The stage doorkeeper ran. after
them, hat in hand. 5

*“What shall be done with the flowers, |
the baskets and the stands?” he inquired
of the elderly lady.

*Send them around to the house in a
cart; we can't take them with us.”

Banglslam! What was that loud re-
port? Nothing, only the quick shutting
of the carriage door. The coachm#n
snapped his whip, the horses sprang for-
ward, and in a second the carriage had
disappeared around the corner of
place, and Rush had not caught as nfuch.
8s a glimpse of the beautiful face. “His
| first impulse was to run after it 4v full
speed, but he remembered that he' was

before him. . This was followed by fish in New York and - not in Farmsted, and
mdmeut,andzhanuheapodupphuof Mhﬁmightbearru:edus!mﬁd

the very outset of his career.

“1 didn't suppose she would."

m\ﬁg_: -“No; I have not bad that pleasure. Are
you rehearsing alotier
"I‘hatlsntybaxamtatksenrm ~~‘No.indeed! don’t you hear them on |

are going round to the house ina cart
with the rest of them. What fools we
are! Well, come along, old boy; let’s go
to Del's and be happy.” And Bob took

Harry’s arm and the two sauntered off in |

the direction of Union square.

“Pm one of the fools,” said Rush to
himself, and he, soo, turned "his face ip |
the same direction.

. There was a sharp wind blowing up !
Fourteenth street, and he raised his hat |
that it might cool his throbbing brow.
The very thought of the room in West
Eleventh street stifled him. He must
move about out under the stars; perhaps
he could walk off his excitement.
Around and around Union square he
went, at'a rate that would bhave aston-
ished a professional walker. His legs
were trying to keep pace with his
thoughts, and it put their agility to the
test. After he had circumnavigated the

uare for nearly two hours, a policeman
aailed him with, "] Bay, young . feller,

you must have walked ’em off by tlis
time, Don’t you thenk you'd bemr move
on?”

The sound of a voice tpeaktng directly
to him aroused Rush tx>m the spell that
seemed to be upor hiny. He looked at
his wateh by the light of the moon, and
saw that it was just half-past 2.

“You're quite right," said he to the
policeman: “L think it’s about time for
me to turn in.” " And then he added to
himself, ‘“Well, I have begun to keep
newspaper hours with a vengeance!” In
a few moment she was at his lodgings,

" and by 4 o'clock was sleeping assoundly

and sweetly as a child.

. on the stroke
of half past 11
@M Rush was
¥ climbing the
y_iron stairs at
the office of
ve Dawn. The
old doorkeeper
recognized him,
and gave him a
pleasant “Good
morning, sir,” as
Rush handed him
his card to take
in to Mr. Mus-
grave. Ina mo
ment theold man
returned.

“Will you please be seated, sir?” Mr.

. Musgrave says.

Hurlstone could scarcely believe hiseyes | 8o Rush sat down at the round table

and toyed with one of the red handled
penholders that lay there, impatient to
get his first assignment. He was sosure
that he would hear from Mr. Musgrave
immediately that he would not sit full
back on his chair, but hovered on the
edge of it, ready to jump the moment he
1eard his name called. "Half an hour

by, and the édge of the hard chair

‘to feel uncomfortable, so he seated
himself well against the back. Another
half hour, and he thought, *“There are
probably a number ahead of me; my
8o
he took a copy of The Dawn from his
pocket and began to- read all the long
local stories. He had been in such a
hurry to get to the office in time that he

had read only the head lines before. °

After reading several columns carefully
through. he began to fidget and to wonder
what it all meant. He looked 'at his
watch. It was half past 1. Calling the
doorkeeper to him, he asked him if he
would be kind enough to remind Mr.
Musgrave that he was there. The old

man told him that Mr. Musgrave had

just gone to luncheon and would not re-
‘turn before half past 2.

Rush had eaten a late breakfast, so he
was'not hungry; but he was very

ous and tired. He had beeén uniugﬁy ;

excited the night before, and had slept

buta few hours, and this waiting was-

However, he was there,
and there he meant to stay till he gqt
some word trom Mr. Musgrgve.

stroke of the bell on the city edit-
or’s desk made him start, and be could
not believe that he did not hear his name
mentioned. Finally, neurly stifled "by
the bad air, and worn out by sitting. so
long, Rush made a bold push and sentin
word again, to which the .reply came
that there was ‘‘nothing for Mr. Hurl-
stone today.” It was then about &

“o'clock and raining hard:'so Rush may

be pardoned if he felt rather blue. He
thought of the dear ones at home, and
knew that just at that time they were
sitting around a crackling wood fire in
the library, waiting for Sarah to an-

nounce that tea was served. This re
minded him that he had not broken his
fast in several long hours; o he jumped
on the front platform of a Fourth avenue
car, that he might get the fresh air (he
did not mind the rain) and rode up to

the Italian restaurant where he ﬁad'

dined the night before.

Like many a man'before him, he felt
‘better after he had dimed, and he thought
he would go to the opera again. To his

dlagmhafoundm opera was given |
only every other night. [f he could not
g0 to the opera, he could at jeast s

and look at the

Irving performance on the nights when there |

¢ this indulgence, but thought that a visit
"to the stage door would' not be without

its attractions. Through that mysteriouns -

portal he saw a light gleaming. *“How
very jolly it would be to see inside of
that place! I wonder how I could. man-
ageit,” he thought, and stood for a mo-
ment looking at the door. Torhis surprise,
it opened with a bang, and'aman shouted
at him, “What are you standing out there
for? Why don’t you come in?” This
seemed like fate; so, somewhat mystified,
he walked boldly inside. ‘The place was
dimly lighted and the man was not to be
::l?hh“wlh:z; thought Rush, as he
way cautiously among thescenery
The first thing he knew his hat was
knocked off. !
| - “Halloo!” he exclaimed. *Who threw
:n&t brick?
Before he had time to look for his hat
& young lady in very scanty clothing
| picked it up and handed it to him. .

“1 knocked it off with the toe of m
1lllpper. I'm very sorry. 1 did not see
you,” said she. |
Rush took the hat, thanked her, and
told her it was all right, and at the same |
time he wondered if the Academy
was given over to a “Jardin Mabille” |

Was no opera.

“Might I ask what is going on?” he
said to.the scantily dressed young wo-
man, who he discovered was a very
pretty itsilan ballet girk - s
*#1t 1s the rehearsal for tha new ballet,”
* she ‘answered, in slightly broken Eng-
lish, ‘‘and 1 was just practicing my new
. pas when your hat got in my way. Itia

! 3 very pretty ballet—*‘The Water Sprite.’
Have you been to the rehearsals before?'

the stage? The hasn't beg

yobi ¢

think that stie 1'ad made an

on the youn;: 1. an’s beart. “You spoke |
of Miss Knowlion; does she come to Te-

hea.rsalJ he inquireds *“Will she be here

to-night?”

*Of . course she comes to rehearsals—
what a stu;
come to rehearsals, She was here
all the morning rehearsing ‘Helen.’ Mile.
Knowlton works hard, and she is just as
“anxious for the singer of the smallest
part to make a hit as to make one her-
self; but she always does that, and she is
going to have a grand triumph as Helen.
You ought to see her costumes. Theyare-
lovely.  She let her dresser show them
to all of us ladies of ‘the ballet and the
chorus the other day.”

“She must be very amiable und zood.
You can tell that by looking at her,” said
Rush.

*Good? ‘I should think she was good!
She is not like some prime donne I have
danced with. People talk about ballet
; girls” —with a shrug: “I could tell them
| something about prime donne if 1 would,
but I'm not a gossip. - 1 have enough to
' do to look after my own affairs, without
troubling myself about other people's.
‘If you come to know us you will find
that we are not as black as we are paint- |
ed. Some of the hardest working and
best women 1 have ever kifiown have

_been ballet dancers. ' Because ‘somé one

has given us a bad name we are the tar-
get for all the hadodl’ppgg«_i

bald headed rakes in the country; buf

these wicked men find themselves mis-
taken sometimes, and learn that a ballet
dancer can take care of - herself and that
she has others to take care of her, You,
should have heard my father tell'how he
thrashed Lord Bellflower on the stage
at Covent Garden one night for -chuck-

lng my motheér umlur the ¢hin™ My French

s=ofteof “the Host

they are just exercising. Do you dance?”

“l might pull through a Virginia reel
with a good partner,” gnswered Rush.

“1 don't know that dance. Isit for
i the ballet?” said she, passing her foot
over her head just for practice.

“No; it's not a ballet. Take care!
you'll fall.” said” Rush. who -had never
seen a woman stand on vne leg so- long.
putting out his hand to steady her.

She poked him playfully in the ribs
with her slippered . toe.. ‘*You don't
know much about the ballet or you
would not think that myﬂnng 1 can
put my leg straight up in the air and
come down the stage on ane foot. I get
a call for that every might. Haven't
you ever seen me do it?y

*That is a pleasure ‘still in store for
me,” answered Rush, with a gallant
bow.

“Hark!” said the dancer, leaning for-
ward. . “Didn’t you hear old Narini rap
on his violin? [ must fly.”

“Before you go pray let me know the
nams of the charming young lady whose
agility was the occasion of this pleasant
acquaintance.” 2

“You don't know me? What a strange
fellow! 1 am Leoni! Come, follow me
if you want to see the rehearsal.” And.
taking his hand, she led him in and out
among the dusty scenes, and finally sta-
tioned him in the wings in full view of
| the stage, which was dimly lighted by
- two large gas jets in the center. A queer
looking old man in a swallow tail coat,
buttoned up to the chin, stpod ready
with his.violin under his arm. By his
side was an eminently respectable look-
ing woman in a plain stuff gown and
bonnet. -

“Kow.hdies. are you ready?" said she.
- and, touching the old ‘man gently, “Sig-
nor Narini, begin if .you please.” Then,
beating  time vigorously swith her foot,
“ghe sang, ‘‘One, two, three.” -A row of
legs was lifted towards Rush, who began
to feel very much as though he were
playing the role of Peeping Tom. *‘See-.
saw” went the violin in the most marked
time, followed by the voice of the wom-
an and the sharp beating of her foot on
the bare boards.

Rush had seen ballet dancing before,
but never in such queer costumes. There
were no two alike. All the dancers wore
short skirts, but from the waist up they
were cavered with dressing sacques of
- every conceivable style, except one who
had on an ordinary black -body and a
black bonnet with a long crepe veil,
which floated out behind her asshe came
tripping down the stage. Some had on
old tights, others their usual wookmga
The woman who was rehearing them

was the most energetic person Rush had
ever seen. She not only sang all the
music, butahebeanlmewlthher hands
and feet, and whenever g

girls—*‘ladies” ‘she = called them: ' If
they showed the slightest hesitation, they
had todanceitall overagain. Rush had
never had such a treat in his life. He
enjoyed every note offsignorﬂl oarx;pheu arini’s
music, and every step of the
But where was his agile friend? Ah,
there she stood in the opposite wings,
watching the  trainer  intently. The
made a backward movement,
Signor Narini played a flourish,and Leoni
bounded to the front of the stage.
. Away flew Signor Narini's fingers

.around the stage; then the music slowed
up, and the dancer came down the stage
I.ntserlesof courtesies; then she
rouetted around on_her toes and finally
drew up in-the center, and, placing
foot as high-over her head as she could

with the ungracefu: walk- ¢
.danoer, said, **] told you 1 could do it.
lucmdidiuowcuatunbunubo-

oould do.”
“Thank you very much,” said Rush.
“You did beautifully. You are as grace-
ful as a swan and as light as a fairy. 1
never saw anything more exquisite; that
last bit was the very'poetry of motion.”

Leoni looked at him as though she had
heard that expression before, but she
did not say so.

*“Ladies of the ¢ demon ballet!” shouted
Mme, Lanner; and in a moment- the air
was filled with the  of cymbals.

“Do yondnealsﬂn d Rush, amid
the din

*Qh, yes: I lead the domou."

“As an | of light?

- “Oh, no;

 ballet on Friday night. Will you be here?"

‘There was no coquebry
manner, shé was protd. of her perforia-

1 shall certainly "7 w ﬂ“ M"
Rusli

1wl b grrand

give The Water Sprite’ §

uhe boalinunl ‘We

over the strings, and away flew Leoni|

fare; but 1 wanted to sliow you what 1|

'm the head devil. Wdﬁtﬂl

ith - phusphorus :
gold pnch!ork in iny hand. . We give the
1 the girl's |
ance, and she wu t.vdtvﬁr:ouwmh..‘;

t&m comes | |

f fairies in the pantomime, though
you wouldn’t think 8o to see her now—
and v
mired her across the footlights, and
make her acquaintance was to speak to '
her.  He was well known behind the
scenes of the theatre: my mother was
not—she had just come from I[taly; and
he sauntered across the stage to the
wings where she was standing, and, °

with an insolent leer, put out his big |

be-ringed hand and caught her by the
chin. Oh, desr mel 1 have to laugh
whenever I think of it. My mother drew
back ‘in affright as my father stepped .
ap. My father was a famous athlete— |
the champion cannon ball tosser of Eu-
rope. He took his lordship by the seat
»f his trousers and the collar of his coat

and ran him the length of the stage, the |

antire company looking on and trying
not to laugh; and when he got him to

fired my Lord Bellflower clear over the
srchestra into the pit. . You can imagine
what a-sensation this made. My mother
had to leave the theatre, as his lordship
was a large stockholder and one of the
iirectors; but both she. and mybthet
got a splendid engagement at

house. Hmyfubdrlmdmdeddoiug
omething to make himself popular, ‘he
sonld pot have hit upon g better device;
snd I can tell you that ballet dancers
were better treated by the swells for

and laughed.

“A capital story, capitally told,” said
Rush; “and I shall have a care in future
aot to chuck ballet girls under the ‘chin
antil I find outif - ﬂ:entnm-m
tn the family.™> @

“I don’t believe you are that sort of a

man,” said Leoni. *If I did, I would
aot have stood here talking  to you; but
ihere is somothing about you that tells
me that you are an honest young fellow
ind have not been in the city long
;mughtobo-pvﬂadbyiuwiobedwsyt
Aht there is my cue.”

Rush was young enough not to feel al-
ogether flattered by Leoni’s estimate of
him, but he took it as it was meant. He
was very much pleased with the girl;
the was very handsome, her manner was
M attractive as it was frank, and she
ianced like a sylph. He madeé up his
nind that he would ask permission to
sall upon her, and when she ¢
wound his way again, he -Mlle.

;-ovingwhstyouuy byallowgngmm
sall upon you at your home.” -
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the new op-u_, uulmot oogou:l

b; M. Gounod expm-ly fwmm-

mﬂ’; question!—but she doesn’t-

beautiful. Old Bellflower ad-

the drop curtain he kicked it aside and~

E'

ueonland pn moﬁu'got ‘ready lor f-he
e
to as it was
late for unpmwmd to be
out.

They quﬂaduhheldeaofthohtem
.of the hour; it was then not more than
half past 10, and often they had gone
home alone as late as 1 o'clock; but if
Mr. Hurlstone was going in their direc-
tion they would be pleased to have his
company.. . They lived in East Tenth
street, which was quite convenient for
‘him. The rain had ceased, and the moon
was shining brightly, as the three stepped
out into Fourteenth street. Rush thought
of theone he had ‘seen coming through
that doorway the night before, as he
gave his arm to Signora Cella. The con-
versation turned from the stars of heaven
to the stars of the stage, as they walked
down to East Tenth street; and when
they reached the modest house where
the ballet dancer and her mother lived.
Bignora  Cella insisted that he should
come in.

‘“We always have a _little supper after
the theatre,” said she, “and it would
please us very much to have you eata
bit of bread and drink a glass of wine
with us. Giuseppe will be glad to see
you, too: he sees very little company

poor man.”

Leom added her lnvMon. Rusl
looked at her handsome eyes, glistenin;
in the moonlight, and accepted. Sig
nora Cella’s night key admitted them
and they were soon in & comfortabl
furnished room in the ‘second story. A
table with a snowy cloth stood 11
the middle of the floor, and, by the mel
low light of an oil lamp, Rus
it was get for the late mpp-"“of
all people connected with the -ugear
so fond, and which i8 really necessary t:
their health, as they can eat very littl
béforé the performance. After the per
formance is over their minds are at rest
and they can sit down quietly and enjoy
a tolerably hearty meal A stick of

French bread, a cut of that delightful | clearing
“Itatianrsausage, salaml, 403 _a-bottle- of
Chianti wine stood upon the table. Rusk
notieed this at a glance, and at the same
time he saw a large man, with a face
showing signs of great suﬂeﬂng propped

Leoni ran lightly across the room, kissed
the invalid’s hand and laid it gently upon
her brown curls, as though its touch car-
ried a blessing with it.

{. .The man leaned.over and kissed heron
the forehead, saying something in Italian
that Rush did not hear, and would not
have understood if he had.. Then Leoni’
arose and introduced Rush to her father
This poor sufferer was the famous cannon
ball tosser.’ He had tossed one ball too
many, for the last time he appeared in

| il Uise bhahsst Arii” icsiast ‘o I

him on a tender point of the spine, and

this had been his condition ever since.

He would never get well; he knew it.

and the knowledge added to his suffer

ing. “Here I sit, a great, useless hulk
dependent on-my poor little Lisa forsup
port,” was the burden: of his thoughts

“If I could only work [ could bear the

pain; but I must sit here calmly asI may,

with mind and body both on the rack.”

There had been moreor less of theanimal

in Cella's appearance when he was »

young man, but he was always hand-

some, and, now that suff. had refined
hi.l face and whitened his hair, he wa:
really aristocratic looking. He shook

Rush cordially by the hand, but he said

only a few words, as his English wa

very imperfect. s
Signora Cella disappeared in anothe:

room and left Leoni to entertain Rush

In a few moments she returned with ;

bowl of smoking soup and a golden huec

omelet. ’k‘bey wbealed the ax'-cannox

of thwkwnhabtﬂewaddom
and- then d&drank the health of the
guest. _So'merry a meal Rush.had sel
dommdu'mto The old man was not

antest evenings of hislife. It was all so
unconventional; Leoni was 80 beautifu)

'&:‘, T mivacleand
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'l‘na @Ghastly Sight Wituessed by numn-:
. An lmm by » News-
aper Correspondent.

dent in the Pall Mall Gas-
ette glm following acconnt of - some’
executions he witnessed in Cauton :-—1
am inclined to think that nobody  can
claim to have an adequate and accurate
appreciation of Chinese character who
has not witnessed a Chinese execution,
This is not dnﬂicult to do at Canton, " for
the Canton rives swarms with pirates,
and when these gentry are caught they
erally get short shrift. A.fow ham-.
g:mmp to begin with, then sevoral;
months in prison—and it is not necessary
to what a Chinese prison is—with
little to eatand a stiff course of torture,
and then one fiue morning a *‘ short
sharp shock ” at the execution ground.
If you eare to accompany me there, I will
try to place the sceue before. you. The
oxenuhon is fixed for half past, four so at
four the guide comes for us at Shawsen,

A corres

4he foreign quarter of Canton, and oue

chairs carry us rapidly through the noisy
alleys of the nutive city. € Until we get
close to the spot there is no sizn of any-
thing nnunuafo There suddenly we run
into a jammed crowd at the end of a long
and particulaily nairow screet. The
chair-coolies, however, plunze straight
into it and it gives' way before us till'we
are brought up by a huge p+ir of wooden
yateés guarded by a little group of soldiers.
To hear these mien talk you would sup-
pose that they would die then and there
rather than let tis pass, but the produc-
tion of a couple of “ten-cent pneeea WOrks
the gtes inr ds,
vainly trymng to stop the rush of natives
that follows us in and éarrvies us before it
right into the'middle of the open spce.
Suddenly tho gates are thrown vpenazsin,
and welcomed. by s howl of deligh. fro:n
thecrowd natmngeaud ghastly procession .
comes tumbhng in.  First a few raganiaf-
fin soldiers, making a fine proteuce wf
the way. .Then a file of covlies
the victims in snmll shallow

Stestung-to-bambon pales. . As g0
as each pair reach the middle of the space.
they stoop and pitch their living burdin
vut and run off. Theprisoners are chuin-

"thought the only thing he need do to . up with pillows in a big chair by the fire | ed ﬁmd»udfootsudmieriocuy helpless. *

The executioner stunds by and points vut
where each loud is to, bs dumpml Heois
dressed exactly like auy other coolie pre-
sent, without any badge of office what-
ever, The condemned men have each

a.long a folded piece of paper in a split

bamboo stuck ' into their pigtail, upm
which is written, their crime an.| the war-
ant Jof execution. One after a other
they arrive and ar: slung out. Wil the
proeession never end ? this is more than
we bargained for. At last over the Loads
of the crowd we see the hats of two petty
mandarins, and behind them the gates
are shut. The tale of men is fifteen, and
the executioner has arranged thum in
two rows, about two yards apart, aud ail
facinz one way.  All except one seem per-

drugged with opium, 8 last privelege -
which prisoner’s friends can always ub-

tain by bribery. They exchange remarkr,
some of them evidently chaff, with tho
lpwhbou, and one man was carried in
singing, and .kept up his strain alinost 1o
the last. The executioners—there are
now two of them—step forward. The
younger tucks up h s trousers and sleeves
and deliberately ‘selects a sword from
several lying lying close by, while the
other, an older man, collecting the sttips
of paper into » sheaf and lays them on
one side. Then he places himself biskint

‘the- front man _of the nearest rnw and
 takes him by the shoulderr—The

or man walks forward and stands at tlm
left of the kneeling man,
-ment has come,

The fatal mo-
There is an instast’'s

not attempt; tu describa the emotions oP
such a moment—the horror, the awful
vepalsion;-the-wish-that-yoahad mever
wwine, the sickening - féar that you will be

- §splashed with the blood, and ye: the

helpless fascination that kee; your-eyes
glusv.i to every detail. The @ i3 rais-
ed. It is a short, broad bladed, two-

-§ aunded sword, weighted at the back wr.d
4 Amdently as shup as a razor. Fcrase-

sond 16 18 poised in -the air, as the exe-
i‘\;:loner fakes aim.  Then it falls.

ore is no great apparently effort. 1o
simply falls, and morever seams w full
slowly. But when it comes to the mau’s
neck it does not stop, it keeps on falling

frow your. mo:nentary stupor when the
nead springs forward and rolls over ani
uver, while for u fraction of u secund twe =
f jets of scarlet blood burst nut

and fall in a graceful curve to the ground.
l‘heu the gmt of rash blood cimes and
astheblowhas falten

£

Hurlstone who three, da; was

unﬂedged country boy. two nights
, and here he wuyln lov:igith
e{mnu donna and sunping with s

( To be Continved.)

E

POMPEII AND JOHNSTOWN.
For the last 2; 000 years the world has

Skl ‘the - fiery extinction of the
ohe. ot

 old town of Pompeii, which

the base of Vesuvius on the sunny bay of

Nsple-, as the crowniug blow of disaster |.
n the story of human mortality.

The data from which the population of
Pompeii n:ay be gathered is some! in-
sufficient, and as a result the census is
put.at w;:clllys ditferiug ﬁ;nn: It-was |
once gen su between:
(Iﬁe y 0. - But  the eareful
catimate uf Fluralh. who unpermteudod
§Z sesgavation of the buried town, puts

jpopuliition of the at the time of
the terrible outpour of Vesuvius at Bo:
more than 12,000 souls.

Many of Pompexu 12000 -
mdued, t.hey had tenfold the for

that the people of Johnm:wn bad.
Oﬂl W:Mewm have been found in
tha*’ mpeiian excavations.. The quota
of dead budies found at Johnstown al-
rendy numbdrs as many thousands.

Mrs. staying at her desk and |
dhck uote of warning over the
frien Imre. while the wave of destruc- | ;

bearin m{ down upua her,

ahe second e executionerpitehesthe body | for-
warda with loud *‘Hough”: it tumnbles i a
shapeless heap, and from every. theest
goes up a loud ““*Hol"” expressive of
pleasure and approval of the stroke. But

§ there is no pause, the executioner steps

~ver the corpse to the front wan in the
second rank, the knife rises again, it fulis
anuther heud rolls away, anotker duuble
burst of blood follows it, the headless
isshoved forward, theassistant shouts
“ Hough,"” and the crowd ‘shouts ¢ HHo.”
Two men are dead. Then the headsman
steps back to the'second man of the front
row and the vperation is repested. :
Two things strike you : brutal mat-
ter-of-fact-ness of the whole performaice,
and the extravrdinary ease with which »
human head can be chopped off. Asa
who,e it is precisely like a drove ol piga
iriveu into tho shambles and stuck ; and
in dd;lli;::-!—or seems - ho ‘llnnw (laﬁu ult
a turnip with & carving-
knife, or lopping off a thistle with a cane.
Chop, chop, chup, the heads roli off vire
after the othier in as wmauy secotds.
When the seventh man is reached, eithéer
“because the kuife is blunted or the-cxe-
‘cutioner misses his blow, the neck is unly
-cut half through. But still he does nut
stop. - He comes quickly back, tukes an-
other, puleupﬁu the next man, w &
ouly comes buck to finish the wretcherd
pventh when alll the other heads are |
mgmbloody-poﬁﬁin front of the shon
ders which enrried them n few winutes’
before. -And every man has watched the
death of all those i front of him witha
horrid animal-like. ouriosity, and then
bent his okv{:tawk t:h -:3: hkmfu. The-
place is ankle deep in the spuotators
are yelling with' l;uhght and frenzy, the
 heads are like bowls on a green, the hor-

»u'.

‘ectly callous, and he has probably been -

With ghastly slowness it passes right -
| | through the fl.sh, you are. only reculied -

nblohudlul mml’mgdldnut

-




