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body. Everybody knows life is only a Agit 
—the-weakest goes to the wall. The poor are 
the weakest in this case.”

Could the mill owner’s son dispute such 
plain propositions? An odd silence pervaded 
the company. The gentlemen in the windows 
stopped talking to look at this curious young 
man, who sêëtoed disposed to question the 
plainest axioms of his. class. His father 
hitched uneasily in his chair and rustled a 
bundle of papers to attract Philip’s attention.
What had got into the boy?

But of what possible account was his 
opinion. Mr. Breton rose to his feet, and all 
eyes were turned toward the mill owner, on 
the course of whose ideas hung the fate of a 
whole village. The clock struck 10.

“Gentlemen, you pronounce yourselves 
satisfied,” he waited. His lawyer smiled 
complacently, the paymaster and his clerks 
began piling up the books. “Well, then, 
there are one or two formalities, my lawyer 
informs me—What is that noise?”

It was like a rising north wind, not a little 
like the breaking of the angry sea on a rock 
bound shore. From the entrance to all the 
mills swarmed jostling human forms. A 
thousand heads turning at frequent intervals 
to catch courage from their numbers, gave 
an unpleasant snake like effect to the sway­
ing columns which united as they swept on 
toward the mill yard gates. Philip Breton 
hurried back from the hall and threw open 
the office door. Within all was still as death.
The complacent smile had died on the law­
yer’s Ups. The clerks stood like statues, 
while the ruddy color slowly faded from his 
father^ face, giving place to-undefined dread 
of a danger that had elements no human arm 
could control. Kings and armies before him 
had trembled at the murmur of mobs till 
they learned how short lived was the mad 
fury of the people, no mfttter how terrible 
their wrongs, until they learned how certain 
was the disunion which made patient victims 
so soon again out of the fierce avengers of 
blood.

“Do you ask what the noise is?” cried 
Philip from the doorway. ‘It is a strike at 
last, see for yourself.”

The sight of the miU hands u^open revolt, 
untouched by the motives that commonly re­
strained them, at once awed Philip, and de­
termined him to oppose their violence with 
his life if need be. The mill yard gates were 
hastily unlocked by the frightened janitor,, 
and as the first excited throngs, like a nation 
escaping out of bondage, swept through them, 
only one man stood calmly watching from 
the counting room piazza. In the front rank 
ran some little children, whose faces, that 
should have been rosy in the first bloom of 
life, were pinched and wan instead. Play 
hours and merry sports were unkfiown to SM 
them. What their baby fingers could earn 
was the merest trifle, but it cost them the 
only hours that could ever be free from care.
A number of them were deformed from a 
neglected infancy; they had to learn to be f tPi 
still because it hurt them to faU—tenderer 
lessons there was no time for. Then came 
the girls, chattering, and nervously pull­
ing their shawls about their shoulders, 
as if it were winter. One and all 
seemed to wear the plaid shawl—badge of 
their vocation—and there was the same dull 
yellow hue on their cheeks, the same lines of 
weariness on every face. Few of them looked 
well; girls ought to be petted a little; but the 
dreary monotony of their ill paid work had 
frowned on their childhood as it cursed them 
now. And instead of resting while they 
might ripen into healthful, happy women and 
blessed mothers, their unknitted frames and 
soft muscles must work like their starving 
fathers and brothers. It is only the women 
of the rich whom the sentiment of chivalry 
is for. In every eye was the dullness that 
comes when hope goes, and the vague, delic­
ious dreaming, the eternal privilege of girl­
hood, is broken rudely upon, when love has 
no more of its ideal glory, and all the beauty 
of purity and refinement is lost in the gross 
struggle for something to eat. The gentle, 
poetical grace of womanhood was gone, those 
huddling, awkward creatures were only 
weaker men.

But Mr. Breton had pushed his chair to one 
“Ellingsworth, Mr. EUingsworth,” called side and was making his way through the 

Mr. Breton, “why, he was with me only last group of hie friends with hardly a word. The 
night. Can ho be sick?” rest tried to smile, but he was far too angry.

Yes, sick with shame, and Philip thought “Don’t go,” urged his lawyer, impera- 
how quickly the flush of pride would fade tively laying his hand on his shoulder, 
out of his father’s pleased face, if he knew— “don’t think of it, you can do no kind of 
knew that his own son, the heir of his mil- good, and they will only insult you.” 
lions, had been discarded at last by the girl “Insult me?” he repeated between his 
he had already taken into a daughter’s place teeth. Then he stopped, and suddenly faced 
in his heart. And it was this same man about. He frowned fiercely on the cautious 
Philip had defended and argued for, that business men, whom he knew full well had 
had struck his deadliest blows at the mills, decided to give him the lurch. “If I had a 
and now thrust his knife into the very home pair of horses who behaved badly, they are 
of the rich man. It would embitter the stronger than I, but I would whip them and 
father’s life, when he came to know of the starve them till they forgot it.” It he could 
broken heart his boy must bear forever—but subdue his own rebellious factory hands, and cro 
he need not know just yet. turn them back to their work like whipped

Now and then the young man went out beasts, he know these timid counselors would 
into the hall for a clear view of the massive come back into his office and put their 
mills, and glanced fearfully along their front, to his corporation scheme, if no 
and listened. But the roar of the machinery tug lip and pushed on out of the door. His 
did not abate, and through the jail like win- help had never dared think of mutiny be- 
dows he could see the tireless men and women fore; ho had fancied they were afraid of 
forms stepping backward and forw*d, rais- him. Five minutes more would prove 
ing and lowering their hands at the tasks that whcther they were or not. 
had ushered in their cheerless youth, and jn a moment more he stood beside his son, 
were wearing out their tedious lives. Very vvho watched, pale and stern, from the 
likely there would be no trouble; could it be C0Unting room piazza; behind him his law- 
they had been influenced by his words? God ycr> whose face, deserted by smiles at last, 
forbid that any such responsibility should looked almost unfamiliar; and still further men 
rest on him. Once, a man appeared at a bæk a few of the boldest of his visitors, 
door. Philip’s heart stopped beating for an “For God’s sake—go inside,” whispered 
instant; he thought him the first of a long Philip between his set teeth, “you will only 
line that would now rush forth from their mai,0 them angrier.”
prison. But the man only stood listlessly a “Truckle to my own help, shall I?” re- 
moment as if there was absolutely nothing Ol rcated his father in his harsh, grating mill 
importance on his mind, and then went back, tones.
So Philip returned to the office. The mill owner threw back his head and

“Is that Breton’s son, that young man who shoulders, and looked commanding)y at the 
looks so pale? Ho don’t seem to take much crowd. He could nob understand why they 
interest in this business.” wore not afraid of him. Had he not been

“I’ve always noticed business talent wears the dispenser of bread, almost of life or 
out in one generation. The father earns and death to them, for twenty years? They were 
saves for the son to spend.” a thousand, and he one, but for thirty years

“True for you,” said a third, apparently of their fate had trembled in the balancoof his 
Irish birth. “Well, we won’t want the boy’s will, and was it any less so today? They 
services when the old man dies.” might be ever so numerous and strong; the

“Hush, Breton is talking.” subtle machinery of the laws and the in-
“And, gentlemen, I have never known a genuity of capital put them at his mercy, 

strike here, though I certainly don’t pay any He frowned majestically on the women and 
more wages than my neighbors.” There was children; where would their dinners and 
a slight noise of something falling outside suppers come from? Where could they lay 
and Philip hurried out. The mill yard was their foolish heads to-night if he chose to 
as quiet as on Sunday; not a soul in the punish them? But they only laughed in a were 
whole village apparently who thought of a novel sense of freedom as they hurried by to 
strike but him. And whether he feared most enjoy their whole holiday, 
an outbreak or a day of peace he cojild not Then came the men, with the hard, set 
have told. _ look on their faces that should have warned

“I wonder how the help will like the the mill owner that this was not the moment 
change,” suggested a white haired old gentle- for him to assert too boldly the sovereignty 
man, with a grim smile. that had made their whole lives a barren

•"These corporations are the neatest device I waste. The word had been passed from lip 
of the century for a gagging machine. What to lip that Mr. Breton was at the counting 
the devil’s the use ©f the help grumbling, room door, and very angry. But his son, 
when there is nobody they can find to blame, who had shown himself then- friend, and 
only a fiction of law.” who had been too honest with them to give

Philip was standing near the speaker, and them false counsel, stood with him, and the 
was so galled by his complacent enjoyment men meant to show him the respect he de- 
of his own unfeeling philosophy as to venture served and march by in silence. Still, the 
to make a suggestion. seeds of old wrongs and daily repeated priva-

“Isn’t it just possible that this complaining tions had borne a bitter fruit in every heart, 
you wish to gag has some occasion?” and many a sullen look of hate Philip saw on

A dozen craned their sleek wise necks, to their faces, 
stare at the man who talked so wildly. “Stop, stop, I say,” shouted Mr. Breton. A

“Why, my kind hearted young friend,” re­
plied the philosopher, glad of an excuse to 
vent his practical wisdom, “don’t you see the 
poor will complain until the whole vast dis­
tance between us and them is bridged over.
Wo have gw to protect ourselves, you won’t 
deny that. I climb to heights on another’s

muttered Philip, in a constrained voice, “the 
poor creatures will have to come back again 
when they are hungry.” But his father did 
net appear to hear him. His face had flushed 
crimson, and he seemed to ha*re quite lost his 
self command, as he shook his fist at the sul­
len crowd that widened every moment.

“Da you think you can force me, you beg­
gars f’ For a moment admiration for his 
courage divided the indignation of his 
strange audience, and the first response was 
as much applause as anger.

“No!” he shouted, in a voice shrill with ex­
citement. “You shall every one of you 
starve first. You get more wages than you 
earn now. Do you know what this strike 
will fetch you?”

His lawyer plucked at his sleeve. That 
man of discretion did not like the expression 
on the faces of the workmen nearest to the 
piazza.

“This is quite uncalled for, my dear Bre­
ton, and not only that,” he added, “but de­
cidedly dan”-----

But the excited proprietor shook off his 
arm and stepped forward, trembling with 
impotent wrath.

“I will tell you,” he cried, “I will cut your 
pay down 10 per cent, more.” A murmur 
started on the outskirj^ of the crowd, and 
swelled into a roar at his very feet, while the 
mass of ill clothed humanity swayed tumultu­
ously.

Philip saw that a catastrophe vfli immi­
nent. The excited workmen avoided his 
anxious eyes, and there was a power of wrath 
As their slightly stooping attitude, like a 
panther, before a spring. Their faces, too, 
were lit up with a fierce glare, like some long 
caged beast that has burst his bars. Injustice 
after all is an uncertain foundation for riches, 
when it is thrilling human beings who suffer. 
He rushed boldly forward to save his father 
from violence, apparently he was absolutely 
blind to the peril in which he stood. Mr. 
Breton’s face had grown suddenlwurple.

“I’ll teach you to brave me. £ 
your obstinacy out of you, before one of you 
comes back into my mill.”

He threw up his hands in distress, reeled 
backward before their astonished eyes, and 
fell into the arms of his son, a victim of his 
own passion. The poor were avenged. God 
had taken judgment into his own hands.

clouds blushed red at the coming of the most 
ardent lover in the universe. His fruitful 
bride, earth, smiled her glad welcome up. to 
him, but gave place to settled peace and love 
as the early hours went by. But it was the 
saddest day of Philip Breton’s life, so terri­
ble a thunderbolt had fallen upon him out of 
the clear sky.

A woman’s hand had struck him; and he 
had looked to her for all the most precious 
experiences of life. Humiliation might»have 
stirred in some hearts a blessed reaction to 
relieve their aching consciousness of loss; 
but the blow to his love and his hopes was so 
much heavier than the hurt of his pride that- 
he did not think to be insulted, he was only 
overwhelmed. There could be no escape for 
him; he had been so simple to give his whole 
heart to a woman before he had married 
her ; to teach every taste to incline toward 
her; to suffer every little rill of tenderness 
and worship in his being to pour into his 
ideal of her. And all his plans touched her 
somewhere; and all his thoughts, even such 
as she could never understand, wound about 
her personality as he conceived of it at some 
point in their processes. And now every 
hour of his life must be embittered by some 
reminder of what he had hoped for and lost. 
The balmy south jvind that morning was like 
h#r breath; the soft murmur of the water in 
the raceway below the mill was like her 
voice; a blonde face looked down from one 
of the windows of the weave room, there was 
a flitting expression on it like Bertha. And 
so it must be forever.

At the head of the counting room table sat 
Mr. Breton, smiling and bland. Before him 
were piled the heavy tomes containing the 
records of his great factory; by his side stood 
two clerks to assist in handling and explain­
ing them. Around the table, attentive and 
eager, were gathered as many as could get 
there, of shrewd, hard business men. A 
dozen more of the same unmistakable species, 
stood about the room and leaned against the 
windows, quiet and observant, listening to 
all that could throw any light on the matter 
under discussion. It was the momentous 
meeting of the prospective stockholders in the 
corporation looming up in magnificent pro­
portions before their fancies.

The paymaster and the attorney stood at 
hand apt with suggestions; one of them-had 
the smile bom of fond hopes of unlimited 
fees; but the other an awkward fretted air at 
the sudden change from one to so many 
superiors. The mill owner was detailing Ur 
this most interested audience the details of 
the flourishing industry he desired to enlist 
them in, and their eyes shone eagerly at the 
prospect of buying such stock at par. They 
imagined their thousands doubling on their 
hands in such an investment, doubling with­
out an effort of theirs, doubling in spite of 
their idleness, which added never one stroke 
of theirs to the sum of the muscular force 
that furnishes the wealth of the world.

But what could possess Breton to make this 
change? Was he rich enough? Absurd! 
who ever was rich enough? Perhaps there 
was some flaw somewhere, and this cunning 
lawyer knew all about it They must not let 
themselves be fooled', so fthey listened with 
still quickened attention, and waded suspic­
iously into one after another of the big 
ledgers, for a few pages, to ferret out the 
secret

“The gentlemen may ask,” Mr. Giddings, 
the lawyer, had noticed the puzzled expres­
sion on their shrewd faces, “why Mr. Breton 
makes this offer. From the amount of stock 
we propose to issue, it ought to be clear 
enough,” and he laid liis fat finger in the 
palm of his left hand. “He proposes to keep 
just as big on interest here as ever, but the 
plan is to make these mills, as they shall be 
extended, gentlemen, as they shall be ex­
tended, the most stupendous manufacturing 
enterprise in* the country. For that there 
must be more Capital, and you are invited to 
join.”

Philip had but little to say to the unwel­
come visitors, whose carriages, of all varie­
ties of elegance, lined the roadside without. 
Ho moved about among them more like a 
stranger than the least pretentious of them

tingling waves of shame to the very roots of 
her black hair. She came up to him, and 
reached out her little hand He pressed it 
gently, then he laid it against his cheek. Her 
heart bounded in sudden revolt, but she con­
trolled herself with an effort of sheer will, 
and did not move, but her startled eyes 
sought the floor. And so this was her proud 
master. But what harm if he wanted to be 
foolish and sentimental? it was no matter to 
anybody now, no one cared for her unkissed 
lips.

“Jennie,” he said at last, “come nearer to

Sleigh Bella.Buell of Tea Plant. [Boston Globe.]
The night is stttiry, cold, and still, 

The moon is in its glory,
And rising up to meet the blue 

The mountain heads gleam hoary ; 
As up the hill and down the dale. 

And dashing through the dingle 
All overgrown with evergreens,

The merry sleigh bells jingle.

Fair cheeks outredden now the rose,
And beauty’s eyes beam brighter ;

More music maidens’ voices make,
And happy hearts grew lighter :

For life itself is more alive,
As. every nerve a tingle 

The blood goes dancing through the veins, 
When merry sleigh bells jingle.

me.”
And she kneeled by his chair, in a sudden 

impulse she dared not define, not yet. She 
put her other hand in his, and lifted her 
dark, wet eyes to his face. Then he bent 
down to the upturned face, that never 
flinched, and in another instant he held in 
his arms her form that seemed to shrink only 
that he must clasp her the closer.

“Will you be my wife, Jennie? I never 
loved a woman as I do yoiL Will you be 
my wife, Jennie?”

“Yes,” whispered the red lips that never 
once turned away from his thick raining

What though the Winter King has bound 
The Earth with icy tether?

Love makes it Summer in the heart ;
And cuddled close together,

Agliding o’er the frozen ground.
Two souls may meet and mingle.

Ah, many a winsome wife is won 
When merry sleigh bells jingle l
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Old memories stir in aged breasts,
Though eyes through tears are twinkling 

As. in the frosty night is heard 
Afar the silver tinkling ; ,

And grandma, sitting snu" at - 
Beside the glowing ingle, .

* Grows young and is a girl again 
When merry sleigh bells jingle.

In Bertha Ellingsworth’s own parlor it 
was, with her mother’s face looking down 
from the painted canvas, in the room where 
the daughter of the house had so coldly en­
tertained the heir of the Breton mills. Ah ! 
yes, and where she had taught Curran, the 
prophet of the poor, to love her, and she the 
very essence of the spirit he taught them to 
hate. But how her proud face would wince 
now! If she were only here! Her father, 
the haughtiest of men, to everybody in the 
great world beneath him cold as an iceberg, 
they said, arrogant as any duke of courtly 
circle, could it be he praying, with hot 
breath, the love and the hand of his servant 
maid! Could itbe he holding her so fondly 
in his arms, where he might have gathered 
coy dames of the stateliest rank, lavishing 
honeyed words and mad endearments on his 
poor servant girl, whose only nice dress it was 
he was crushing so recklessly 1 Ah! it was 
worth the cost, if she had to tear her heart 
out, for all that wealth can buy will be hers.

She nestles her burning face on his shoul­
der and tempts him to new caresses and new 
words of folly, that he may not remember 
yet what a strange thing it is that he is 
doing; that he not think of repenting until 
his enthralled senses shall make him forget 
everything else rather than this sweet hour. 
Her wildest dreams are realized. She will be 
one of the rich and the great whom the rest 
of the world bow down to. She will make 
her husband’s—yes, this man to be her hus­
band, why should she be ashamed with him— 
she will make his friends all envy him his 
beautiful wife; and as for their faded, fash­
ionable women, with limp backs and blood­
less veins, how it will please her to study the 
signs of jealousy on their listless faces. And 
Bertha Ellingsworth’s proud, false heart will 
ache with shame over the low bom woman 
whom her father has made his wife.

“Has the train gone for the west?” asked a 
breathless voice at the Lockout station.

“It’s thirty minutes behind its time,” 
growled the ticket agent. It was Philip 
Breton, who went back to the post to tie his 
horse more securely. “Poor Joe, poor old 
boy,” the big white horse seemed more like 
to fall dead in his tracks than to try to break 
away. “A pretty hard gallop, wasn’t it, Joe, 
your breath will come easier in a minute, old 
horse.”

His time was precious, but ho lingered in 
an uncontrollable terror of what he had come 
so far to see. He had thought he wanted to 
make sure. There might be some mistake in 
the note, or even now, if she had changed her 
mind—but it was all folly, he saw it now. 
He had forgotten all reason in one wild long­
ing to see Bertha again. But what was the 
use of harrowing up his soul with new pic­
tures he would pray God in vain to wipe out 
of his memory? But he had come so far, 
perhaps it would do no harm to look at her 

Ho had turned and was 
walking along the platform, toward the 
ladies’ waiting room. He glanced up 
the long stretch of straight track and 

in the distance the head light

FIVE O’CLOCK TEA.
Tlie Girl with the Jersey.

You can sing of the maid 
Who, in faultless attire,
Rides out in her curtained coupe;
Her robes are exquisitely fashioned by W 
At eve they are decollete:
But It 1 will sing of a maiden more fair,
More innocent, too, I opine;
You can choose from society’s crust, if you will, 
But the girl with the jersey is mine.

Lovers of a cup of really fineîTea will be glad 
o know that T. WILLIAM BELL, 88 PrincelWm. 

Street, has recently imported an EXTRA CHOICE 
TEA, in fact the finest that has ever come to this 
market, and which he is .offering in 6ft. 12ft. and 
20ft. caddies.

orth—

PUGSLEY BUILDING,
COR. PRINCE Win. & PRINCESS STS.*

DIRECTORY.
I know her by all that is good, kind and true, 
This modest yoiing maiden I name;
I’ve walked with her, talked with her,
Danced with her, too,
And found that my heart was aflame:
I’ve written her letters and small billet-doux. 
Revealing my love in each line ;
You can drink to you slim, satm-bodiccd gazelle, 
But the girl with the jersey is mine.

—Bow Hackley.
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«taraud Floor—on Prince Wm. Street.
Halifax Banking Company.
M. A. Finn, Wine Merchant.
W. Hawker, Druggist. . .
W. A. Lockhart, Auctioneer k Commission 

Merchant.
Third Floor—Entrance from Princem St
Rooms 1,2,3---- D. R. Jack, Agt. North British k

Mercantile Ins.Co., and Spanish Vice-Consul 
“ 4,5,6—C. A. Stockton, Barrister, etc.
" 7—Herbert W, Moore, Attorney-at-Law, and 

Stanley Kierstead, Attorney=at-Law.
" ft—E. G. Kaye, Barrister, etc., and

J. Sidney Kaye, Agt. Royal Ins. Co.
“ ft—James J. Kaye, Q. C., Barrister, etc.
" 10, II—Charles Donerty, Barrister, etc., and 

Master in Equity.
“ 12,13—E. H. MacAlpine, Barrister, etc 

Master in Equity.
" 14 k 14i—Charles L. Richards, Barrister, 

Commissioner for State Massachusetts.
Second Floor.

Rooms 15,16—News Room, C. H. Fisher,Proprietor 
“ 17,18,19—C. N. Skinner, Q. C., Barrister, kc

and R. C. Skinner, Judge of Probates.
20,21,22—Hanington, Mil

Barristers, etc. _
x 23—Board of Fire Underwriters, Peter 

Clinch, Secretary.
24,25—G. Herbert Lee, Barrister, etc.
26—Office of Coadjutor Bishop of Canada.
27,28—G. Sidney Smith, Barrister, Solicitor 

Bank N. B., and Sec’y Rural Cemetery.
Third Floor.

Rooms 29,30—The Dominion Safety Fund Life As­
sociation, J. DeW. Spurr, President.

** 31,32—R. C. John Dunn, Governmental 
Architect.

23,34—G. Anthony Davis, Barrister, etc. 
u 3ft—Wm. J. Brophy, Janitor, etc.

Top Floor.
Rooms 35 to 4ft—Occupied by Geo. W. Day’s Print­

ing Establishment.

TONED DOWN.

Yes, mighty smart he used to be,
A man of wonderful acumen ;

A tongue most eloquent had he,
A breezy manner, frank and free—
He’s greatly changed, as yon can see,

Lost all his vim, lost all ambition,
What brought him to this sad condition? 

He's married to a brainy woman.
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BY CHARLES J. BELLAMY.

Summary of the Preceding Ch aptere.

Philip Breton, ‘the only son of the 
wealthy owner of the Breton Mills, hav­
ing disguised himself as a laborer, at­
tends a labor meeting of his father’s op­
eratives, where he hears a stirring speech 
on the rights of labor by an agitator nam­
ed Cnrran. The next day Curran saves 
the life of Phihp’s sweetheart, which 
arouses a dangerous interest in the breast 
of the fair but fickle Bertha. The mills 
take fire, and the men who at first work 
with a wih to quench the conflagration, 
suddenly cease their efforts in obedience 
to the counsels of one of the dissatisfied 
workmen, but are finally persuaded by 
Philip’s promises and renew their efforts.

A meeting between Curran and Bertha 
takes place in her father’s house. Mr. 
Breton appears o* the scene and a stormy 
interview takes place between him and 
Curran, whom Mr. Breton accuses of be­
ing at the bottom of the trouble between 
him and hie workmen.

The poor were avenged.
TTis friends bore his stricken form from 

within, out of the sight of the people. But 
he had tamed the mob at last, though it took 
his life to do it. A hush as chill os the breath 
of the death angel’s wings had fallen Upon 
them. They waited with the patience of 
their class, they watched doctors come and 
attendants hurry to and fro, but no one told 
them what had happened. Nothing but 
glances of hate were cast at them, till at last 
Philip Breton himself, with a new desolation 
in his face, came out alone on the piazza. 
Some fancied he stood unsteadily as"if a vital 
prop had been taken away, others saw a new 
force and dignity in his thin, boyish face.

“My father did not finish his speech," he 
said, with scathing satire in his voice; “I 
will finish it for him." They would have 
borne all the reproach he might have heaped 
upon them, but ho only said, “Will you go 
back to work?” His voice began to break 
he added, “My father is dead, and I want to 
take him home."

Not a man, woman or child but worked 
their tasks that day. Ezekial Breton 

had triumphed.

IM^CirnsnEi
Repairing &. Refitting

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

*Promptly Attended to at
once more.

IS. STEPHEN*, all.

saw
of the engine, which seemed to him a 
pitiless monster, hastening on to seize his 
darling and bear her to some hopeless region 
of eternal night. He must hurry. Who 
knows ? it might be fate had kept her rescue 
till this moment, and meant him to save her. 
He pushed the waiting room door open. The 
seats appeared all vacant and expectant ; a 
big russet apple had been dropped on one of 
them by some interrupted traveler, and in 
another place the carpet upholstery was 
specked with the white litter of a cracker 
and cheese luncheon. The whole atmosphere 
was too commonplace for a pair of runaway 
lovers. Philip took two or three steps into 
the room, but it was only as he turned to go 
bock that he saw the settees were not quite 
deserted.

It was a group for a painter’s loftiest 
genius, but the artist must have a faith in 
love, which the world has learned to scoff. 
The figure of the man may embody strength 
and dignity in unconscious perfection; it is 
bent now in a beautiful protective attitude 
toward the woman whose head rests on his 
shoulder. Her Ups are parted to reveal the 
pearly gleam of her white teeth, but she 
does not smile. She has golden hair like a 
crown setting well down on the broad fore­
head, and there is the tint of red gold in her 
cheeks like a perpetual glow of sunset. But
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The streets of the little village are alive 

with the people commonly shut up in the 
great mills out of sight. It was only one 
man dead, the world in which he moved 

wded along, amff if he had come back even 
so soon, he would have had to make a place 
for himself, as when he started first. Another 
man was bom the minute he died, and the 
ranks were always kept full 

There was a holiday at last, and the people 
were the nearest they could get to holiday 
dress. The husbands and fathers had but 
few changes to make. Their aprohs, if they 
were fortunate enough to have them, were 
off, and their overalls; their sleeves were 
rolled down, too, revealing the wear of storm 
and sun on the cheap stuff of which the 
clothes of the poor are made. But the young 

had, most of them, some flashy color 
about their necks, and wore some threadbare 
black coat,
showy suit, bought regardless of the poverty 
that- stared thorn in the face. The higher 
classes had taught them the lesson that a 
poor man can expect no consideration or 
respect anywhere, and each hyg^an creature, 
whoso spirit is not all broken, will save his 
scant pennies to disguise in the livery of the 
prosperous the poverty that the world makes 
at once his misfortune and his disgrace. 
Mbst of the girls, too, had gilt or rubber jew­
elry in abundance, rich looking chains about 
their necks, and the most elaborate and 
massive earrings. They wore flashing rib­
bons of the most startling colors, and for 
dresses cheap flimsy imitations of the most 
costly stuffs.

All had gathered near the Breton mansion. 
The door was hung with btqck crape in vol­
uminous folds. A melancholy hearse, with 
plumes waving the insignia of woe, was at 
the gate. But the faces of the multitude 

happy, even gay, and the murmur of 
their voices had no cadence of sadness. Yet 
for one moment they were quiet. It was 
when eight bareheaded men, with awe in 
their faces, the awe of mortals in the pres­
ence of the grand mystery of death, came " 
slowly out of the crape hung door bearing 
between them the deposed lord of the house. 
Theu appeared at the door the face of the 
heir, young Philip, pale and grief stricken, 
and an involuntary hum of greeting met him 
from the people who lined the roadside and 
hustled the carriages in waiting. He was 
their hope, their trusted deliverer, their 
friend who had seen how hard their lives 
were, and had once promised to help them. 
His words that night of the fire had sunk 
deep into their hearts and been re­
peated from mouth to mouth, with many 
an addition of an eager imagination. To 
bo sure, ho had done but little to fulfill Ills 

murmur ran through the crowd and they promise. Bat there were the fire esceoes fe 
stopped. Philip saw the willingness of the ! bear witness to his honesty, and his 
bait. It had irked them to go by, without the one they were expected to mourn 
one word to relievo the universal sense of j a hard man to move. Had the ycr 
justice that bad seethed so long in their ! not admitted i.i their meeting ho was 
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A sudden mad thought warmed his body; 
why not wait till she opened her eyes, this 
charming little girl, and then swear to her 
that he loved her? What was love then that 
such a pretty face and form as this should 
not have it! She was no cold woman; her 
kisses and endearments—but his eyes had 
grown cold and hard while he looked at her. 
If she were a Cleopatra she could be nothing 
to him, her kisses would only stifle him with 
her passion; her clinging soft arms about his 
neck would only strangle him. He knew to 
his sorrow what it was to love, and no pretty 
sham, no matter how its voluptuous artifices 
might make his hot blood surge through his 
veins, could still for one moment the immor­
tal longing it only mocked. She moved a 
little as she lay; and he started and went out

The girl’s eyes opened slowly on the rich 
blue lambrequins and the rare frescoing of 
the room. She vaguely wondered for one de­
licious moment if she awoke some rich gen­
tleman’s wife and her old line of poverty was 
past forever. Why, she was in Mr. Ellings­
worth’s bed chamber? How came she here? 
And her hair was wet, and the ruffles on her 
neck were damp—it was cologne. Then she 
remembered everything, and rose from the 
august couch she had unworthily pressed. 
Sie laid back the great pillows and tried to 
smooth out the outlines of her form on the 
spotless counterpane and then made her way 
down stairs. The house was so still it fright­
ened her; it was as if everybody in the world 
had died while she lay in her faint. The hall 
below was empty, too, and the outer door 
shut. She opened the parlor door ; she felt as 
if she must find somebody to ease the tension 
of her nerves.

Mr. Ellingsworth sat with his head bowed 
on his hands; ho knew it all ; his home was 
desolated, his pride outraged. At the noise 
ho uncovered his face for a moment and 
looked up, and the cruel light falling on his 
distressed face revealed the marks of ago his 
tranquil course of life and selfish and com­
placent philosophy had so long softened and 
covered. He saw the graceful figure of his 
maid in a pretty attitude of hesitation on his 
pleasure. Ho was alone in the world but for 
her; deserted in his own homo only for her. 

“Como here, Jennie," he said in a broken
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It was a qroup for a painter*8 loftiest 
genius.

what painter can catch the holy tenderness 
in the eyes that drink in her unsullied beauty, 
the breathless wonder, the rapt mystery in 
his softened face? What inspired brush can 
picture the quiver of the long, golden lashes 
against her cheek, and then the dreamy stir­
ring of the eyelids that now open wide, so 
his impassioned gaze may thrill the liquid 
depths of blue. Let the artist fix them for­
ever tf ho can—the smile that ripples at last 
over her fascinated face, a smile of trust too 
perfect for shame.

What was that sound so like a human sob 
that startled tjio lovers from each other’s 
arms? Why, it almost made them sob for 
sympathy, as if it came from a broken heart. 
Who ever heard the wind moan like that be­
fore, so short and sharp it was? But it must 
have been the wind, for they were quite alone.
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She came into the room, and a few steps 
toward him. Then she stopped. Her face 
was almost as pale as when she fainted, but 
her black eyes shone with unusual feverish 
brilliancy.

“Give yio your hand, dear.”
The girl started, and half t ....... ’ :n if to
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