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Dork's Opportunity* frlghtful with carved monsters on the chim- There were flushed faces and pallid faces,;

0 e her . ou • oney-pieces. It was ghostly with. corner clos- but ail had one look .in common-that of
Thretanmed Ther Dornas outa respect ets,. and perilous with steps up and steps wild, panic-stricken terror-all'save one face,

toe atteton th auzenteadron zed down> ii the most unexpected places. It re- that of Dorky Lunt.

t ltters on profuse adornment, D. Mr. k joiced in many deep alcoves, and-in number- I suppose she was the only girl of them

D. L. t wt, Doras Math r te Dors less corners of gloom. And it contained, as who had a distinct idea what the matter

SLunt. t D ail grand old houses in Eastern Messachu- was. She alonehad seen the negro stum-

t. ssetts should do, a chamber in which.that ble and piteli down from his perch on the

hcas Lunt wishe a thousand times that te wortly gentleman,. George Washington, had. settee, had caught a glimpse of a huge black

cs Lunt whih thousadies hat teve once slpt. hand flinging itself out, clutching the lamp

ilerdu out wh they ere-mad hend There was a grand old stairway of carved with a frantic grip.

the dreadful name that came-with them back oak that led.from the.first floor to the second. 'Fire!' shrieked the professor a second.

In the.third story were the music-rooms and time, and then he sprang out into the ante-

where they started froe. Dorcas was bad the -pianofortes, and- the stairs by which you room. One or two girls jumped over t:.1
and Dorky was a lower deep, -and Dorky went .up were a narrow flight.between twO top of the benches in front of them. Some
Luntý was, as Uncle Nedremarked'oné day, .:>.

a girl a celled walls. There was a .small passage- person stepped on Bertha's dress and drag-
'Simply atrcious-a temptation taatthe top. ged her to the floor, where several others
commit:sulcide.' ÂAnd, -worse than. ail', she wya nratetp
ca i suhcirde.'m An, .ose. thanalleshe It was a Friday. afternoon, and Professo-r stumbled over her.

had had se giloed thattRoofe lad the singing-class, nearly thevwhole It came across Dorky that instant, like a
soundedu t o sl ool, up' ln 'No. 6,', the, largest roon on flash of inspiration, that here was something

Yause, ory was -not.. lu the least an
the third floor, Herr Roofe was a little Ger- for her ta do-that -it was the one thing to

Interesting young persan. .She vas ugly and
awkward. She had been asn querulois, abd man gentleman, with. a fietce moustache and be done, the only thing, and that she could

urd-lo.ling baby, audb as he grewlder it a powerful voic. He* was nervous ail the do it. It was no question of good looks now,

vas mui the same, only that there was more time, and cross occasionally. To-day he was of ugliness- or of grace-only of coolness

f mer, which made, matters w wrse. bath, and he .kept jumping up f rom tie and self-control; and Dorky, who had a thou-

Dorky andBcrtha use ath ta mooattr ws . plano-stool and stamping around the room, sand flutters on common occasions, was

glass a ddBertha ot aoa il-h and saying, 'Youngladiesh, dish ish awful!' quite calm at this moment.

ing ta r oeeal. Bertha ent away smil- -nd then e wuld turn red l 'theface and One thought smote through her mind-.

seen there, and Dtrky sta]e off ating her- growl, after a fashion to strike terror into panic and flames together would kill them

self. I believe she studied oer mirrar - thra the innermost soul of everybody, except such al]. 'Remember,' she said to herself, 'the

sort oI hope that sme day she mirit find as were used to it. school in New York where children crowd-

herself a litt e less ugly than she htLd been Outide' the snow was falling, and the ed the stairway, broke .it down, and were

the a leess bug shene a.d night coming on. Inside everything was crushed in the ruins,' and in an instant she

«It's just this way,' said Dorky; 'girls a getting dim,.-the air of the room was becom- had leaped ta the top of the piano. She

stories alwys have ain redeeming feture. Ing clse, the gils beginning to ook flushed, stood with one band raised, and her 'voice

Sometimes it is a plain face ith the mas but still shrieking away at the top of their had a clcar ring, such as no one ad ever

astomimsiig iair down ta their fc-et lke the lungs. In an innerroom the little children heard in it before when she spoke.

advertisements of SiciliantBalm. Or it It a were playing, and Dorky-Lunt, who was a 'Girls, there's no danger if you'll be quiet!

nose retroussé and an ugly mouth, but ail the member of the music-class, heard Puss Pel- Sit down, every one of youi'

sweetness of everything steeped inta a pair ton's shrill voice pipe up: 'And we sat down,' said Kate Clark, af-
a!s"lretesoueryt n steee or, if pir 'Now we'll play somefin new. Play I was terward. 'I'm sure I don't know what made,

notling cIs, it is a certain "air." . But s ail growed up, 'n' had free chil'ren, 'n' they us, for we liad been .like wild hyenas the.

tavn't eein a air. Aunt says I've ail bald t wliooping-cough together. Cough, instant before. But, somehow, I believe every

hvno personal magctism," whatcver tnt ail of you-this way.' mother's child of us felt that minute that

nay menal. mhDorky, from her place could look Out she'd got ta mind Dorky. She looked like

Uncle Ned said, 'I respect Dorky, but she through a small ante-room into the passage a little fury, or a Cassandra, or anything of

isn't a girl for any one to be fond of.' . And at the head of the stairs. There was a hang- tha.t sort, standing up there with her arm

Dorky thought, 'If I could sec ane single ing-lamp suspended .from. the ceiling by stretched out, and her face ail white, and

Éuman face look into mine the way people three chains. Dorky, who was in a dreamy her eyes black-bright.'

look at Bertha twenty times a day, I should mood,- sat watching this lamp, and as she 'Well, I inow for one,' added Madge Al-

keep that look and be happy over it till I w atched she .was aware of Caesar's shufiling den, 'that - sat d-own. because I thought

lied.' step on the stair. He. was an old negro who Dork'd kill me if I'didn't ;and the next I

Bertha, you'll understand, was pink and tended fires and lights. for two or three fam- kne :she' ha.djumpedý off the piano, -rushed

white, *and looked' as thou;h she had been iliesin.the village. out of the.door, brought it ta behind her,

made out &f sweet psa-blossoms or the- inner 'Miss Bertha Lunt will please to take this and turned the key.'

lining of sea shells, and she had a pair of soprano solo,' said the professor. One idea. possessed Dorky. She must put

real blue-gentian, eyes, with long lashes, tlhat ' Excuse me,' answered Bertha's voice; out that fire. There was no* water on that

had the most distracting way of dropping 'but I'm afraid I can't sing it, sir.' floor, and even if there had been she knew

down en her cheeks; and then she was a 'f'think you will try, and we shall see. that the blaze of kerosene oil was not ta be

very nice, good-tempered little thing besides, You will rise up.' put out by water. .As she closed the door

and Dorky, who had good common sènse, Bertha rose up as she was to.1d ta do, stood and turned the key la the lock, she bent and

couldn't hlp seeing that one Émile of her with her music-book before her, and began seized a heavy rug that lay at her feet. She

sister went further with people than«her own ta sing. She could barey sec the notes, for fled away through the anteroom toward .the

most self-denying labors in their behalf. the snow and the night were .falling.faster entry, snatching a spread from the piano as

Babies loved Dorky best, that is, while now, and ail the corners of the room lay in she passed,

they were little. When they grew large shadow. . .. At the door of the passage she. stopped -an

enough ta ' distinguish colors, they kissed Dorky, sitting back wtih a, restful sort of instant, saw a vision of flire, lames mounting

Bertha in preference. They were not to be feeling, listened ta. her sister's voice,. and to the ceiling, flames filing the narrow,

blamed. They would have chosen blush then, sùddenly, by one .Of those mental walled-in stairway, smoke everywhere. She

roses instead of mignonette for the :same changes that come te us sometimes, every- heard a wild tumult of roars and shrieks

cause. Ponto and Dick believed Dorky ta thing about her seemed ta be withdrawn- rising fron below, where.Caesar was stum-

be the most exquisite creature of tie human th girls and the -music, and the children bling about. The broken lamp had been a

race, but Ponto and Dick were oaly a dog prattling in the next room, and Caesar clui- large one, the broken bottle 'had been nearly

and a horse. sily balancing himself 'on the arm of the set- full of kerosene, and, to niake matters worse,

'I wish I could do something for some- tee, and filling the pendant lamp' from an the floor of the passage and the stairs was

body to mabe them love me,' said Dorky ta old blacÏz bottle-ali were floated off into a oiled wood, and burned like tinder.

herself; and she tried In more ways than I dreamy distance and dimness. Dorky was stifled and half-blinded, but

can tell you to be gentle and helpful and 'Miss Dorcas Lunt, at-tention!' she lifted the great rug, flung it forward,

kind, and she hoped 'it did do some good.' Dorky was just turning-her eyes toward and then sprang back ta avoid the flames.

But. after ail, she felt nearly always that she the professor, but at that instant there came The result was very good. The smoke be-

was a lonely, unloved girl, until one day this a tumult of noises from the passage-a fall, came more dense, but the entry- was darker.

happened. - a crash of broken..glass, and a roar of terror, She had snothered the worst of the fire

It was in the times when Madam Wain- easily ta be distinguished as Caesar's. Then, there.

wright had a private school in.her own house quicker a great deal thanI can tell it; Herr; 'Now for the stairs,' she thought, and felt

at the head of Elm street. The Wainwright Roofe rushed-toward the door, and screamed her way carefully ta the head of the flight.

mansion was set up on terraces, and -was 'Fire!' . , . . Not daring to take up the rug, she folded the

three stories high. Inside it was dark with There: were. twenty girls in the room, and piano-cover, her -next resort, and- bent- down,

low beams and mahogany panellings, and every one of the twenty sprang to her feet. ready ta fbing its thicknesses over the upper


